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Session 12 - Chapter 1

The next morning, Priya's condition was quite severe. It was perhaps even worse than the previous time, but for entirely different reasons. Priya could neither bring herself to stand up nor could she even open her eyes. The only saving grace this time was that she was fully clothed. Ishan was sitting right behind her, looking as though he had absolutely no intention of going anywhere today.

After all, Priya's health had been visibly deteriorating since early morning.

Priya : (with closed eyes, whispering softly) Why are you sitting here today... please go... I will get up right now...

Ishan : No... your forehead feels very hot... I am not going anywhere. Come, let me take you to the nearby doctor.

Priya : (with pain clearly evident in her voice) Mmmm.... no, I won't be able to get up... my entire body feels completely shattered...

Their room door was wide open, allowing anyone to step inside, and after a short while, Nadia peeked in.

Seeing that both of them were right there and Priya was fully dressed, Nadia stepped further into the room.

Nadia : Don't you two have even a shred of shame? It is nearly 8 o'clock and you are still lounging in the room... If you don't care about the tense atmosphere in the house, you should at least show some respect for your elder brother. He just left the house in a fit of absolute rage.

Ishan : Sister-in-law, actually... her health seems very poor...

Nadia : (shaking her head in sheer anger) If you consume her so ruthlessly all night long like savages, what else do you expect to happen? You don't even consider that there is a young girl in the house. Last night, her crying sounds were fully audible... it felt as though she was desperately screaming out in agony.

Priya closed her eyes in overwhelming shame. She had probably never cried out or expressed such raw distress in her entire life as she had during the intensity of last night.

Ishan : No, Sister-in-law... just touch her forehead and feel it... she is burning up terribly...

Nadia lightly touched her forehead, and it was indeed burning up severely.

Nadia : Oh my goodness... she is scorching hot... did you keep her completely uncovered in the freezing cold all night?

Ishan averted his gaze, and hearing all this, Priya felt like burying herself into the bed out of sheer embarrassment.

Nadia : (speaking angrily) You really cross all limits... last time she wasn't even able to walk, and today you have given her such a high fever. She is so delicate... and your touch is so unyielding. Alright, go downstairs immediately and bring the thermometer to measure the fever...

Ishan immediately rushed downstairs, and Nadia sat down beside Priya, gently stroking her head.

Nadia : (speaking softly) Why do you let him be so rough with you... you should just refuse him... oh goodness.. look at your condition... your eyes look completely sunken...

Ishan quickly returned from downstairs with the thermometer. Nadia scolded him lightly and placed it in Priya's mouth. Priya could not even find the strength to move her head. After a minute, when Nadia checked the temperature, she was deeply shocked.

Nadia : Good heavens.... 105 degrees.... I have medicine... I will go and bring it right away...

Ishan and Nadia both rushed to bring medicine for Priya. Ishan supported Priya to help her sit up and gave her the fever medication. Even a few hours after taking the medicine, Priya's fever showed absolutely no signs of subsiding.

Nadia : (touching her forehead again) Her condition does not look good at all... do one thing... take her to the dispensary... the compounder will be there... show her to him...

Priya : (in a barely audible whisper) No... I... won't be able to go anywhere... please just let me remain lying down...

Nadia : Priya... try to understand... your health is severely compromised... Ishan, you go quickly and bring the compounder right here...

Ishan rushed outside once again, and Nadia remained seated, gently stroking Priya's head. When Ishan returned, Ayesha, the elderly mother, and an old woman from the neighborhood were also present in the room.

Nadia : (as soon as she saw him) Where is the compounder?

Ishan : He isn't available today... what happened?

Nadia : Her health is deteriorating further... she is vomiting... and her lower core is burning severely...

Old Woman : She has immense pain in her abdomen... her lower body is badly swollen... what on earth did you do to her?

Nadia : The fever isn't coming down even after giving her the medication...

Priya was groaning in intense pain.

Old Woman : Do this, take her straight to the hospital in the nearby city... that would be the best option...

Anxiety was clearly audible in Ishan's voice as well.

Ishan : But it will take 40 to 50 minutes to get there, how will she hold onto me on the back of the motorcycle... she might fall off along the way...

Old Woman : Take Nadia or Ayesha along with you... she can sit at the back and hold her securely...

Ayesha : (immediately speaking up) I will go along...

Nadia : But your father...

Old Woman : Oh... she is only going with her own family... anyway, it's your family matter... why should I interfere...

Ayesha : (speaking angrily) Let Father do whatever he wants... I am going...

Nadia : Alright... put a sweater on her quickly...

Nadia and Ayesha somehow managed to slip the sweater onto Priya's arms and then began fastening the buttons.

Nadia : Ayesha... are you ready... Ishan, carry her downstairs...

Ishan : (whispering softly) Priyaaaa... you will be completely fine... do not worry...

He was gently stroking Priya's forehead. Priya was softly groaning in deep pain. Ishan gathered Priya into his arms, lifted her up, and began carrying her downstairs.

Nadia : (speaking to Ayesha) Hold your aunt very securely... alright... and call me immediately if anything happens...

Ishan supported Priya and somehow assisted her onto the motorcycle. Ayesha sat down right behind her, holding Priya tightly with both hands. Ishan slowly accelerated the motorcycle, trying his absolute best to avoid every single pothole and bump on the road. Priya was swaying from exhaustion and pain, her head resting heavily on Ishan's shoulder, while Ayesha supported her from behind.

For Priya, this journey seemed completely endless. Every single minute felt like hours. Even so, she held onto Ishan tightly, as if he were her only source of support. Finally, they reached the gates of the government hospital in the nearby city.

Ishan stopped the motorcycle and dismounted immediately. Without wasting a single moment, he lifted Priya into his arms and rushed inside the hospital. A long queue of patients stood outside the emergency ward. Ishan placed Priya down on a bench; her face was completely drenched in sweat. Severe anxiety was fully visible in Ishan's eyes.

Ishan : Ayesha... you look after her... I will go and speak to them...

Ishan left Priya in Ayesha's care and walked straight toward the counter. At first, the nurse pointed toward the register without even looking up, but as the restlessness in Ishan's voice escalated, the conversation turned into a heated argument.

Ishan : Please understand... her condition is extremely critical...

Nurse : Everyone who has come here is in a critical condition... we will call you when your turn arrives...

Ishan : Please just look at her once... she isn't even able to sit up...

Nurse : We handle a hundred such cases every single day...

Ishan : (shouting at her) If anything happens to her, you people will be held entirely responsible!!

The argument and shouting between the two intensified, and a crowd began to gather around the counter.

Just then, a loud authoritative woman's voice echoed through the corridor.

Doctor : What on earth is going on over here!

Wearing a white coat, she was evidently the doctor on duty. Both the nurse and Ishan rushed forward to explain their side to the doctor when Ayesha's panicked voice echoed from behind.

Ayesha : Uncle... her breathing... it is slowing down... please look at her...

Ishan rushed back to Priya immediately, and the doctor followed close behind him. The doctor checked her breathing and lifted her hand to check her pulse.

Doctor : (gesturing to the nurse) Take her into the ward immediately... I will examine her...

The other people waiting were clearly unhappy with this and began to murmur among themselves.

Doctor : (looking at Ishan) You... to her...

Ishan : Yes... I am her husband...

Doctor : (staring intently at Ishan) You stay right here. She will go inside alone. This is the women's ward.

The doctor went inside, and a few moments later, the nurse arrived with a wheelchair and wheeled Priya inside. Ishan remained standing right there, the image of Priya's frail, swaying body completely consuming his mind.

Distressed, Ishan began pacing back and forth in the corridor, every passing second making him feel increasingly anxious. Ayesha remained sitting silently on the bench. One to two hours passed by.

Inside the ward, the doctor had started administering intravenous fluids to Priya, and a couple of injections were also given to her. Priya's eyes were now half-open and half-closed, with just enough consciousness to know that she was in a hospital, but completely oblivious to everything else.

Outside in the corridor, Ishan stopped pacing and stared intently at the ward door. Just then, he realized that Ayesha, who had been sitting on the bench, was no longer there. He figured she must have stepped away nearby and would return shortly. However, when she did not return even after a significant amount of time, Ishan's anxiety began to mount rapidly.

Ishan pulled out his phone and dialed her number. After a few rings, the call was answered, but it was Nadia on the other end.

Nadia : Yes, Ishan... how is Priya...

Ishan : I don't know yet... they have taken her inside... did Ayesha leave her phone behind over there?

Nadia : Yes... she must have forgotten it in a hurry... Why? What happened?

Ishan : Nothing... I will call you back in a little while...

Ishan began searching for Ayesha everywhere throughout the hospital—outside the restrooms, downstairs near the entrance, absolutely everywhere... she was nowhere to be seen. When he inquired with the security guard, he learned that a young girl had left the hospital gates crying bitterly just a short while ago.

Deep panic began to engulf Ishan's heart.


Inside the ward, Priya slowly began to regain consciousness. The doctor was standing right in front of her. She tried to move slightly, only to realize that her entire body was aching with immense pain.

The doctor stood there holding a paper on a clipboard and a pen. Seeing Priya open her eyes, she asked in a completely emotionless tone.

Doctor : Can you hear me? Tell me your name...

Priya : (whispering softly) Su... Priya...

The doctor noted down her name.

Doctor : What happened? Did you fall somewhere?

Priya : I... I don't know... there is just immense pain across my entire body... vomiting... and severe burning at my center...

Doctor : Is that man outside your husband?

Priya : Yes...

The doctor looked slightly surprised upon hearing her response.

Doctor : Did you elope from your home?

Priya : No... it is nothing like that...

Doctor : Does he physically abuse you?

Priya : No...

Doctor : Are you sexually active with him... I mean, do you maintain physical intimacy with him?

Priya : Yes...

The doctor slightly drew the curtain separating the two beds.

Doctor : I am going to lower your trousers slightly to examine you... alright...

Priya felt an overwhelming sense of embarrassment, but she nodded her head in agreement.

The doctor gently lowered her trousers and undergarments, parting her legs slightly to examine her soft warmth with her hand.

Doctor : Hmmm... I am writing down a few blood tests right now... I will come back to check on you later...


Session 12 - Chapter 2

The doctor left Priya there and moved on to the next patient. A few moments later, a nurse arrived and began drawing Priya's blood sample.

Outside, Ishan left the hospital and stepped onto the street, searching frantically for Ayesha in every direction. He could not see Ayesha anywhere. At the same time, his mind was consumed with intense anxiety for Priya. He was completely at a loss as to what he should do.

He quickly rushed back inside the hospital once again and inquired about Priya's status with the nurse at the counter. He only managed to learn that she had regained consciousness, but her health remained severely compromised.

Just then, his phone began to ring again, and it was Nadia.

Nadia : Ishan... is everything alright over there...

Ishan : Yes... things are fine...

Nadia : Do not lie to me... why were you asking about Ayesha earlier... I am feeling extremely restless... you know very well how furious she was when she left.

Ishan : Yes... she just... I don't know where she went from here...

Nadia : What??!! What do you mean!?? Where did she go...

Ishan : I have no idea... I was right here... and she... suddenly vanished...

Nadia : (screaming over the phone) Vanished! Where could she have gone?

Ishan : Probably somewhere outside the hospital.

Nadia : All by herself? How could she leave alone? Go and search for her immediately! What are you doing just standing there?

Ishan : I am looking for her...

Nadia : If anything goes wrong... then you... that foolish girl... she is exactly like her mother...

Ishan : Nothing will happen... I will find her... it's just that leaving Priya alone here...

Nadia : Does Ayesha mean absolutely nothing to you?!! You are completely neglecting her because you are so consumed with Priya!

Ishan : (his voice dropping to a whisper) No... that is not the case...

Nadia : Or have you completely forgotten everything now, Ishan!

Ishan : I am... I am going to find her...

Ishan disconnected the call and walked out of the hospital with swift strides. He started his motorcycle and began searching for Ayesha through the city streets. He had no idea where to look for her. Every passing girl with a downturned face seemed to resemble Ayesha.

A significant amount of time passed during his frantic search, to the point where it felt like he had circled the exact same areas multiple times. For a few moments, he completely forgot about Priya as his mind drifted back to the events that transpired nineteen years ago. He looked around in deep panic.

Suddenly snapping back to reality, he steered his motorcycle toward the main bus terminal. Parking his motorcycle there, he began scanning the area for Ayesha. Evening was beginning to set in, and his panic was mounting rapidly. Amidst the dense crowd, Ayesha was nowhere to be seen.

Completely disheartened, he was just stepping out of the bus terminal when he spotted Ayesha sitting by the side of the road, leaning against a tree for support. Tears were streaming down her face, tracing a path along her cheeks.

Ishan rushed toward her and spoke loudly.

Ishan : Ayesha!!! Where on earth did you go!

Ayesha offered no response whatsoever; she simply remained seated there.

Ishan sat down beside her and questioned her again.

Ishan : Ayesha... do you have any idea how long I have been searching for you... your aunt is lying severely ill in the hospital, and you just ran away from there.

Ayesha : Then you should go right back there... who cares about me anyway...

Ishan : Why wouldn't anyone care... your mother was so deeply worried about you... what if something had happened to you!

Ayesha : What am I even worth to her? What is the worst that could have happened... I would have just died... who would it even matter to...

Ishan : What kind of absurd talk is this... come on, stand up... I will take you back home...

Ishan reached out to take her hand to lift her up, but Ayesha aggressively jerked her hand away.

Ayesha : Which home? The one where I am treated as a constant burden by everyone?

Ishan : You shouldn't say such things... you are still just a child...

Ayesha : (staring intently at him) A child! Whose child am I? The man who is my father over there... he never once considered me his child... and the other one... simply abandoned me and ran away...

Ishan's face turned completely pale upon hearing her words.

Ishan : What kind of wild, irrational things are you saying...

Ayesha : (screaming out) I am not a child! I know absolutely everything!

Ishan : (asking despite himself) What do you know?

Ayesha's tears began to flow even faster.

Ayesha : The exact truth... I think I knew it deep down ever since childhood... when people used to whisper... but back then, I didn't have the understanding to process it.

Ayesha : (continuing to speak through her tears) And now, when you return after so many years, you constantly look at me as if you are desperate to say something. Yet, not even once did you sit down to talk to me... to ask how I survived all these years...

Ishan bowed his head in heavy silence, completely unable to utter a single word.

Ayesha : (her voice trembling with emotion) Do you know what I thought? I thought that perhaps I am so inherently flawed that my own father wanted to run away from me... your only concern was your new wife... and now, everyone is collectively pushing me into a dark abyss...

Ishan tried to reach out to hold her again.

Ishan : It is not like that...

Ayesha jerked her hand away once more.

Ayesha : Do not touch me... you have absolutely no right over me...

Ishan glanced around, noticing that onlookers were starting to stare at them.

Ishan : Perhaps I have no right... but you can at least listen to what I have to say...

Ayesha remained silent, continuing to weep bitterly.

Ishan : You were so tiny when your mother passed away... and I was completely shattered... I didn't believe I had the strength to care for you. I made a monumental mistake... I abandoned you and ran away.

Ayesha : And then you didn't return for all these years... did you never once miss me?

Ishan : I did miss you... but I was consumed by fear. I assumed that you would have completely forgotten me... or that you would utterly despise me. Both thoughts terrified me deeply.

Ayesha looked up at him, listening intently to his words. Today was perhaps the very first time he had ever spoken his true heart to her.

Ishan : You look exactly like your mother... when I returned and saw you, she was all I could see... But when I arrived here, it felt as though you had forgotten everything... as if you were never truly mine to begin with.

Ayesha : (speaking softly) I hadn't forgotten a single thing... it's just that seeing my new aunt... I couldn't summon the courage to say anything... and then Mother... my adoptive mother... who raised me... she loves me so deeply as well.

Ishan : If not for my sake... then for hers... come back with me...

Ayesha : Just so I can marry whoever they choose for me?!

Ishan : No... I am back now... and I will never let anything unjust happen to you... that is my solemn promise... if you can find it in your heart to trust me.

Ayesha stared at Ishan for a long moment, and then she threw her arms around him, her tears still flowing freely against his shoulder.

After a short while, Ishan gently held her face, looking directly into her eyes.

Ishan : You care deeply for your aunt too, don't you...

Ayesha nodded her head lightly in agreement.

Ishan : Come along then... let's go back to the hospital to be with her... we will bring her home with us... and once we are back, I will set everything right.

A short while later, Ayesha and Ishan arrived back at the hospital. The nurse permitted Ayesha to step inside the ward.

Ayesha walked inside with anxious steps, spotting Priya sitting up on a hospital bed. She was already looking visibly better than before.


Session 12 - Chapter 3

The moment Ayesha saw Priya, tears welled up in her eyes once more. Overwhelmed with emotion, she rushed forward and threw her arms around Priya, holding her tightly.

Priya offered a gentle, reassuring smile and softly stroked Ayesha's hair. "Hey, it's alright... I'm fine. Nothing happened to me. Why are you crying so much?"

Ayesha found herself unable to explain the true weight of her fears or the harrowing sequence of events that had transpired. Swallowing her tears, she managed only a quiet response. "Dad was incredibly worried about you... that’s why."

Priya stared at her, caught completely off guard. "Dad?!"

Realizing her slip of the tongue, Ayesha quickly corrected herself. "I mean... Ishan chachu."

Priya scrutinized Ayesha's face, trying to decipher the deeper meaning behind the word that had just slipped out. However, seeing Ayesha's visibly fragile and distressed state, she chose not to press her with further questions.

A short while later, the attending physician cleared Priya for discharge. Before they could leave the hospital, the doctor requested both Ishan and Priya to step into her private consultation office.

"Look, you can take her home now," the doctor began, her tone direct and professional as she reviewed the medical chart. "But she is still exceptionally weak, and there is a localized bacterial infection present. It is going to take several days of proper rest for her to recover completely."

Ishan looked up, a hint of confusion in his voice. "What kind of infection?"

The doctor’s expression hardened, her professional patience wearing thin. "The infection you caused. It has been developing and spreading for over a week now. Moving forward, you need to maintain proper personal hygiene during intimacy. Furthermore, you should utilize barrier contraceptives like condoms to prevent this from happening again. Do you understand?"

Flushed with intense embarrassment, Ishan lowered his gaze to the floor, unable to meet the doctor's eyes. He nodded his head slowly in silent acquiescence.

Turning her attention directly to Priya, the doctor asked, "How frequent is your marital intimacy?"

Priya felt a wave of self-consciousness wash over her. Keeping her eyes fixed firmly downward, she whispered, "Lately, I was on my menstrual cycle... so it hasn't been very frequent at all."

"Have you ever suffered from a pelvic or reproductive tract infection before this?" the doctor pressed.

Priya shook her head gently in a quiet negative response.

"You must take active responsibility for your own physical health and well-being," the doctor advised firmly. "Understood? Tell me, how old are you?"

"Twenty-six," Priya replied softly.

The doctor shifted her gaze to Ishan, her eyes narrowing as she evaluated the stark contrast in their appearances. It was glaringly obvious that the man was significantly older than the young woman sitting beside him. "Did the two of you elope and marry against your families' wishes?"

Priya remained silent, instinctively turning her eyes toward Ishan for guidance.

"Look, your personal lives are your own business, and I have no desire to interfere in your private affairs," the doctor continued, softening slightly but maintaining her clinical authority. "However, from a medical standpoint, delaying pregnancy at your age can introduce complications later on. If you do not care for your body now, you may face severe reproductive challenges in the future."

Anxiety gripped Priya. "What kind of challenges?"

"Do you want to conceive children or not?!" the doctor asked plainly.

Ishan intervened quickly, his voice urgent. "Yes, we absolutely want to have children. Will this current infection cause permanent damage to her fertility?"

The doctor cut him off mid-sentence. "No, the infection itself will not cause permanent infertility if treated properly. This young woman is highly fertile and fully capable of becoming pregnant. But that risk increases significantly when you engage in unprotected intercourse without using a condom."

As the doctor's stern voice echoed slightly, an awkward, heavy silence settled over the small examination room.

Breaking the tension, the doctor pulled out a prescription pad. "Look, I am simply providing necessary medical counsel. I have no further interest in the details of your personal relationship. I am writing down a few essential laboratory tests. Ensure you have them done immediately. If financial constraints are an issue, our clinic offers these diagnostic services at a significantly subsidized rate."

Priya reached out, her hand trembling slightly as she took the diagnostic laboratory referral. "Yes, doctor..."

"And here is your prescription for the antibiotics and pain management medication," the doctor added, handing over a second sheet of paper. "Ensure she takes them strictly three times a day after meals. Furthermore, if you are facing any safety issues or distress at home, you can speak confidentially to our social support staff here."

The doctor’s sharp, discerning eyes locked onto Ishan, silently assessing his defensive posture.

"No, everything is fine... there is no trouble at home," Priya answered quietly, trying to defuse the suspicion.

As they exited the clinic into the bright afternoon light, both Ishan and Priya remained trapped in a tense, heavy silence. Ayesha was waiting patiently on a bench in the hospital corridor. The moment she spotted them approaching, she stood up anxiously. Priya offered her a tired, weary smile, trying to project a sense of normalcy. Ishan’s expression, meanwhile, was a conflicted mix of residual anger and profound embarrassment.

Without exchanging many words, the three of them began their journey back to the house. As they traveled, Ishan’s mind raced. He was deeply unsettled by how drastically their entire reality had shifted in the span of a single day. There was an overwhelming amount of unresolved issues to address, secrets to unpack, and actions to take once they crossed the threshold of their home.

Yet, how he would navigate the impending confrontation was a question to which he truly had no answer.

Inside the quiet, modern cafe of a luxury hotel in L**ck03, a young woman sat completely isolated in her own thoughts. A porcelain cup of black coffee sat undisturbed on the table before her, cooling completely without her having taken a single sip. Her mind was entirely consumed by the chaotic events of the past several months. So much had transformed in her life—or rather, her entire world had been completely upended.

Suddenly, a familiar voice shattered her profound reverie. "Khushi! Welcome back to I**d!@, my NRI friend!"

Forcing a polite, welcoming smile onto her face, Khushi looked up to see  Rohan standing beside her table.

"You finally made it," Khushi remarked in a casual, familiar tone. "What took you so long?"

Rohan pulled out a chair and sat down, placing his heavy leather laptop bag on the floor beside him. "I was tied up handling the exact task you requested. So tell me, how long is your visit to I**d!@ supposed to last? It’s already been two weeks since you landed, hasn't it?"

"Mm-hmm... yes," Khushi replied, waving off the small talk dismissively. "Tell me about the investigation. Did you manage to secure the corporate records?"

Rohan let out a dramatic sigh. "No traditional greetings, no asking how I've been... just straight to business. You are incredibly selfish!"

Khushi let out a soft, genuine chuckle. "Alright, fine. Tell me, how have you been doing?"

"I'm surviving,"  Rohan replied with a shrug. "I actually just managed to secure a new employment position elsewhere."

"I see..." Khushi murmured, her eyes narrowing slightly. "So, management went ahead and permanently shut down the old firm?"

"Yes, I told you that over the phone,"  Rohan confirmed. "The entire corporate structure was liquidated barely a week or two after you relocated abroad."

"Did the rest of the staff manage to find alternative employment?" Khushi inquired.

Rohan shrugged his shoulders indifferently. "Most of them, I believe. At least the ones I stay in contact with. However, from what I gather, Sanjay Sir hasn't taken up a new job anywhere yet."

"I see..." Khushi fell silent, absorbing the information.

"To be honest, the favor you asked of me was something you easily could have handled yourself,"  Rohan pointed out, leaning forward. "All you had to do was approach your older brother directly and ask him for the files."

"Mm-hmm..."

"Are you just going to give me monosyllabic responses all day?"  Rohan asked, exasperated. "Don't tell me you still haven't spoken to him about the company's sudden collapse."

Khushi averted her gaze, looking out the large glass window of the cafe. "It's deeply complicated,  Rohan. I can't easily explain the family dynamics right now. Regardless... show me what you uncovered."

Unzipping his bag,  Rohan carefully retrieved a thick manila folder containing corporate financial documents. "I seriously think I missed my calling in life. I should have become a licensed private investigator! Do you have any idea how perilous it was to retrieve these archived accounting ledgers from the secure corporate storage facility? I literally had to impersonate Sanjay Sir just to get past security. I even had a fraudulent corporate identification card manufactured for the occasion."


Ignoring his dramatic complaints, Khushi snatched the financial papers from his hands. Her eyes scanned the columns of numbers rapidly, darting up and down the pages as she analyzed the transaction dates and authorization codes.

A look of profound confusion crossed her face as she looked back up at  Rohan. "How is this even textually possible? I was under the impression that... well..."

"The financial trail makes it explicitly clear that a massive, unauthorized electronic fund transfer occurred that day,"  Rohan explained, pointing to a line item on the ledger. "A fortune was moved out of the primary corporate banking account."

"But she didn't possess the required security clearance or administrative access tokens to execute a wire transfer of that magnitude!" Khushi countered, her voice rising slightly. "And the official internal audit stated the transfer was finalized the previous evening... so how could she..."

"What I fail to comprehend is why you are so utterly obsessed with this case,"  Rohan interrupted, shaking his head. "She chose to abscond and vanish. Why are you spending so much time and energy trying to track her down?"

A wave of intense anxiety washed over Khushi's face, but she remained tight-lipped, choosing to ignore his query entirely.

"By the way,"  Rohan continued, changing the subject. "Have you heard anything regarding Raj lately?"

Khushi cut him off instantly, her tone freezing over. "I have absolutely no interest in hearing that man's name or anything associated with him."

"Oh, come on, just listen for a second,"  Rohan urged. "Maybe this news will actually bring you some grim satisfaction if you're feeling vindictive. He was involved in a catastrophic motor vehicle accident. A massive commercial transport truck collided directly into the driver's side of his sedan."

Khushi's heart skipped a beat, her voice dropping to a whisper. "So... did he..." She found herself unable to complete the sentence, terrified of the answer.

"No, no... he survived the impact, thank goodness,"  Rohan quickly clarified. "But the physical trauma was severe. He suffers from permanent mobility issues now and can no longer walk properly."

Khushi’s brow furrowed deep with concentration as she processed the grim news. "I see... And what about Priya’s husband? Were you able to unearth his current residential address or whereabouts?"

"He no longer resides at his registered property,"  Rohan replied.

Khushi's temper flared instantly. "I am well aware of that fact, you idiot! My question is where exactly has he relocated to now?"

"I don't have that information,"  Rohan admitted.

"Then what exactly did you manage to accomplish?!" Khushi snapped, frustrated.

"I risked my reputation to get you these highly confidential financial documents!"  Rohan defended himself. "What exactly have you discovered on your end during these past two weeks?"

Khushi sighed deeply, rubbing her temples. "For the last fourteen days, I have been visiting the local police precinct every other morning. It is completely futile. It feels as though the detectives have completely archived the missing person file and permanently closed the investigation. No one is actively searching for her anymore. Whenever I walk into the station now, the officers just whisper in annoyance, 'Great, that insufferable woman is back again...' "

Rohan’s jaw dropped in absolute shock, though a amused smirk played on his lips. "Are you certain you actually went to America for your higher education?! I have never heard you utter such vulgar street slang in my entire life."

Khushi, however, was too consumed by the mystery to appreciate the humor. "There is something fundamentally fraudulent about this entire scenario... none of these pieces fit together logically."

"You already know exactly who holds the definitive answers to your questions,"  Rohan noted quietly. "Vijay Sir."

"No, there is someone else who must be intimately aware of the internal banking protocols," Khushi countered, her eyes flashing with sudden resolve. "Sanjay Sir! No corporate funds could be transferred electronically without his explicit administrative approval signature. I need to schedule an immediate meeting with him."

The amusement completely vanished from  Rohan’s face, replaced by a look of grave concern. "Ummm... if you are planning to visit his private residence, I am absolutely accompanying you."

Khushi frowned. "Why? What purpose would you serve there? If I speak to him alone, he might actually lower his guard and confide in me. If you are present, he will likely refuse to speak altogether."

Rohan hesitated, shifting uncomfortably in his seat. "Khushi... I really don't think it is safe for you to go to his house unaccompanied."

Khushi stared at him, completely baffled by his sudden shift in demeanor. "Why on earth would you say that?"

"Ummm..."

"Stop stalling and speak plainly,  Rohan!" she demanded.

"Look... while I was searching through the archived corporate storage boxes for these financial ledgers, I inadvertently discovered a separate file containing legal documentation concerning Sanjay Sir’s personal background."

Khushi’s heart hammered against her ribs. "What kind of legal documents? Show them to me!"

With immense reluctance,  Rohan pulled a second, older set of certified court records from his bag and slid them across the table. "Did you have any inkling that a few years ago, he was arrested, prosecuted, and sentenced to a federal penitentiary? The criminal charges were for felony sexual assault—specifically, an attempted offense against the modesty of a female employee."

Khushi stared down at the faded, officially stamped judicial documents. The legal terminology stared back at her in cold, unyielding ink, but her mind completely rejected the reality before her eyes.

She shook her head slowly, her voice trembling in absolute denial. "No! No... this cannot be true. Sanjay Sir is genuinely the most gentle, kind-hearted person I have ever known..."


Session 12 - Chapter 4

Rohan pointed to a specific spot on the paper.

Rohan : Look at the name of the guarantor on the bail document.

Khushi read the name written there.

Khushi : Vijay Singh...

Rohan : It is quite weird, isn't it... Sir Vijay himself arranged for his bail... I didn't even know they were that close.

Khushi : (speaking thoughtfully) Yes... perhaps they knew each other since their college days. But even so... I cannot believe this. I have worked quite closely with him for three years. He could never do something like this.

Rohan : Hmmm... you never know... but I think you should not go there alone.

Khushi stared intently at him.

Khushi : You don't worry about me! I can handle myself... even if something goes wrong.

The past few months had perhaps made her so resilient that she no longer feared anything.

After meeting  Rohan, Khushi walked toward the police station once again. She knew she wouldn't get any answers, but for some unknown reason, this had practically become a part of her daily routine.

As she entered the station, Khushi took off her sunglasses and held them in her hand.

Seeing her arrive, the officer muttered softly under his breath, looking completely displeased.

Khushi forced a fake smile onto her face.

Khushi : Sir... I am back again...

Officer : Madam, why are you constantly pursuing me?

Khushi : Sir, you remain so busy... someone has to remind you about which cases are still open with you.

The officer folded his hands in a pleading gesture.

Officer : Madam, you seem to come from a respectable family... please do not keep coming here.

Khushi : But then how will the investigation progress...

The officer took a deep breath.

Officer : Madam... listen to me...

He stepped a bit closer to Khushi, perhaps a little too close, and spoke in a low whisper.

Officer : I don't know who the missing girl was to you... perhaps your sister or a friend...

Khushi nodded her head slowly and replied.

Khushi : A friendddd.....

Officer : There is immense pressure from higher authorities to do absolutely nothing in this case. You must understand... nothing has happened, and nothing is going to happen.

Khushi felt that something substantial was finally coming to light.

Khushi : Whose pressure is it?

Officer : Your friend... got entangled with some very powerful people... there was some serious trouble. When her own family members aren't inquiring about her, why are you getting involved for the sake of friendship?

Khushi : Which powerful people? Vijay Singh...

The officer immediately motioned for her to speak softly.

Officer : Shhhhh.... keep your voice down... Do you know him? He is an extremely dangerous man. If he finds out that someone is inquiring about this case, he might have you abducted as well.

Hearing such things about Vijay made Khushi feel deeply unsettled inside, but perhaps this was the grim reality.

Khushi : Hmmm... alright... is there anything else about this case that you can tell me?

Officer : No madam... you are the only person who has come to ask about this case in all these months. Oh and yes... there is one more... her husband. He is required to come here every month to mark his attendance...

A sudden spark lit up Khushi's eyes.

Khushi : Priya's husband comes here? Do you happen to have his address?

Officer : Yes... it must be recorded in the register...

Khushi : Could you please give me that address?

Officer : Madam... how can I just do that... there are official rules, after all...

Khushi : Rules aren't exactly being followed anyway, are they? Please give me the address... please... It will be of immense help to me. I won't trouble you anymore...

The officer thought for a moment, then glanced toward the register.

Officer : Alright... just this once... but after this, please stop coming here...

Khushi : Promise. I won't come back anytime soon.

Taking a heavy breath, the officer turned the pages of the register and located Ajay's address. A gleam of hope appeared in Khushi's eyes once again.

Khushi sat inside her car, holding Ajay's address in her hand. But she wouldn't go there just yet. First, she had to visit another place. She had one more question to ask. The exact place where  Rohan had forbidden her from going alone.

Khushi had driven past Sir Sanjay's house once or twice before to drop him off. She didn't remember the exact location perfectly, but she somehow managed to reach there anyway.

She parked her car a short distance away from the house and then walked up to the entrance. A strange nervousness gripped her heart. Before today, she had never entertained such thoughts about Sir Sanjay. But it felt as though, one by one, all the secrets were unraveling. No one was truly who they appeared to be. Regardless... she was only here to gather information.

Khushi rang the doorbell. For a short while, there was no sound. For a fleeting moment, Khushi thought that perhaps no one was home... or that she had arrived at the wrong address.

But then, the door opened slightly, and Sir Sanjay peeked out, looking directly at Khushi. His beard was much longer than usual and his hair was completely disheveled, as though he had just woken up from sleep.

Sanjay put on his glasses and looked at Khushi.

Sanjay : Khushi... when did you return from the United States?

There was not a single trace of surprise in his voice upon seeing her there; he sounded completely casual, as if he had been expecting Khushi to show up.

Sanjay opened the door fully.

Sanjay : Come in... please come inside...

Khushi stepped inside slowly, casting her gaze around the space. It was a very simple, normal house.

Sanjay : Would you like something... tea... coffee... though I don't really make them very well...


Session 12 - Chapter 5

Khushi was looking at some photographs hanging on the walls, which seemed to be from years ago. In them, Sanjay's face looked completely different—immensely happy, clean-shaven, a handsome young man. In some of the pictures, a beautiful young woman was beside him, presumably his wife, along with separate photos of a little girl.

Khushi : No... it's fine... I don't need anything.

Sanjay : Please sit...

Khushi felt an overwhelming sense of discomfort, unlike anything she had experienced before. She clearly did not want to stay here for long.

Sanjay : So tell me... how are your studies progressing over there?

Khushi : Uhmmm... Sir... I didn't come here to talk about any of that.

Sanjay : Oh... I see. I am sorry... tell me then?

Khushi : (speaking with hesitation) Sir... I just... want to know what exactly happened? I do not believe that Priya could have committed any fraud...

Sanjay said nothing; he simply kept staring at Khushi.

Khushi : I cannot comprehend what the truth is... and where Priya has gone. I am certain that you must know something.

Sanjay : Did you speak with Vijay?

It seemed as though every single person was asking her this exact same question today.

Khushi : No...

Sanjay : Hmmm...

Khushi waited, hoping he would say something more, but Sanjay remained entirely silent.

Khushi : (speaking with growing frustration) Sir... please. I need to know who transferred that money from the company... Priya didn't even have access. Without your approval...

Sanjay interrupted her mid-sentence.

Sanjay : Khushi... why are you searching for her?

Khushi : Because... because I...

She stopped herself. What could she possibly say? That I was the one who ruined everything? That's because of me...

Sanjay : (reading her emotions) It's okay... you don't need to answer that... all our lives are complicated.

Sanjay's response only fueled Khushi's anger further.

Khushi : Sir please... I need to know! You helped Vijay, didn't you?

The softness had completely vanished from Khushi's voice.

Khushi : Sir! Tell me? Why are you silent? What did you people do? Is Priya even alive or...

Sanjay glared at Khushi, looking deeply shocked by her question.

Khushi : (her voice trembling) You and Vijay are close friends, aren't you?! That case... Vijay had arranged your bail... both of you work together to entrap innocent girls... and then with them.... you two did the same with Priya as well...

Sanjay : (speaking in a calm but firm voice) Enough... you won't understand... and I won't be able to make you understand.

Khushi stood up, picking up her bag, her eyes now glistening with tears.

Khushi : There is nothing left to explain... I understand everything perfectly now. Vijay and you were my idols... now I realize just how wrong I was.

Sanjay : (maintaining his composure) Khushi... I am neither as good as you once thought I was, nor am I as bad as you are thinking right now.

Frustrated, Khushi walked toward the door. As she was leaving, she looked at those photographs once again, turned around, and asked.

Khushi : Is this your family?

Sanjay nodded his head lightly in affirmation, but his attention was no longer on Khushi; he seemed lost in deep thought.

Khushi was about to say something more—"If the same happened to them..."—when she suddenly realized she might cross a line again. Furious, she flung the door open and stepped outside.

Behind her, only the faint sound of the door gently closing could be heard.

Khushi stood outside for a few moments. Astonished, frustrated, and consumed with anger. No matter how hard she tried, every single path appeared to be a dead end. Perhaps there was only one final path left, the exact place where she absolutely did not want to go.


Session 12 - Chapter 6

Ishan had just left the hospital with Priya and Ayesha. He needed to pick up Priya’s medications first, and at the same time, his heart was telling him that he should inform Priya about Ayesha before they reached home.

Noticing a chemist’s shop close to the hospital, Ishan pulled the motorcycle over to the side.

Priya : (watching him stop the motorcycle) What happened? Why have we stopped here?

Ishan : I need to pick up your medication...

He put down the motorcycle kickstand and dismounted. Priya and Ayesha remained standing close to the motorcycle. The evening was rapidly turning into darkness, and the nighttime chill was intensifying. Ayesha held Priya’s hand tightly, as if she were supporting her, or perhaps comforting herself.

Even while collecting the medicine, Ishan kept glancing back toward Priya, wondering how she would react when he revealed this to her. There was so much more that had remained hidden.

As soon as Ishan returned to them with the medication, Priya questioned him.

Priya : Were the medicines very expensive?

Ishan : You shouldn't worry about that...

Priya could barely stand straight. She was waiting for Ishan to start moving. Ishan’s hand gripped the motorcycle handlebar firmly, yet he was not mounting it.

Ishan : Before we head back... I have something to tell you...

Ishan looked toward Ayesha, as if silently seeking her permission to reveal everything. Ayesha gave a slight nod of her head. Priya could not comprehend the silent communication taking place between their eyes.

Priya : (impatiently) Can't we discuss this after reaching home?

Ishan : No... it would be better to speak before we arrive... I don't know what might transpire there tonight...

Priya stared at him; she had never seen such conflict on Ishan's face before.

Ishan : (confessing suddenly) Ayesha... Ayesha is my daughter...

Priya stared at him in silence for a few moments, struggling to process his words.

Priya : Your daughter... what do you mean?

Ishan : Ayesha... is Seema and my daughter...

Priya : Your and Seema’s daughter! But...

Ishan : Yes... it is quite a long story... I will explain everything to you... but for now, I wanted you to know this before we set foot in the house...

It felt to Priya as though she knew absolutely nothing about the man she was with.

Priya : I have been here with you for so many months... and you never...

Ishan : I assumed... that you... were here... only for a few days...

Priya : And what do you believe now?

Ishan lowered his gaze.

Priya : (turning to Ayesha) And you... did you know about this?

Tears welled up in Ayesha's eyes as she gave a slight nod.

Ayesha : I always suspected it... but Father only confirmed it to me today. Are you upset with us?

Ayesha threw her arms around Priya and began to weep bitterly. Priya remained silent. Upset? She herself did not know what to feel. Hearing Ayesha call him 'Father' at the hospital and seeing her break down in his arms suddenly made perfect sense now.

Ayesha : I know you aren't my mother... but you are very special to me, because you are the one who brought my father back to me.

Priya’s hands instinctively moved to gently stroke Ayesha's hair. Everything had unfolded so suddenly that it felt like a dream to Priya. She had been semi-conscious in a hospital bed during the day, and now she was standing on the road, discovering all of this.

Priya looked at Ayesha. What was this young girl's fault in all of this? Just like her, she too was likely a victim of her circumstances. Summoning her inner strength, she wiped Ayesha's tears.

Priya : I am not upset. Definitely not with you. You have done nothing wrong. Do you understand?

Ayesha nodded lightly. Priya then looked toward Ishan. There was so much she wanted to ask, but she couldn't find the words. Or perhaps this wasn't the right time to ask. She didn't even understand if she had the right to be angry with Ishan, or by what authority.

Ishan : (breaking the silence) Once we get home... I will speak with my elder brother... Ayesha's marriage will not take place against her wishes... he might not be pleased with any of this... but I will handle everything.

Priya gave a soft nod. A few moments later, the three of them mounted the motorcycle and headed back toward the house.

Throughout the journey, Priya replayed every moment she had spent here in her mind. It felt as though all the mysteries had suddenly unravelled. It made sense why Ayesha's features resembled the girl in the photograph, Seema, rather than Nadia. It explained why Nadia guarded Ayesha so fiercely, as if she were protecting someone else's precious trust. And it explained why Ishan, despite not speaking to Ayesha, constantly kept his eyes on her.

As they dismounted from the motorcycle outside the house, Ishan looked at Ayesha.

Ishan : Ayesha... take your aunt inside... and lock your bedroom door.

Ayesha nodded softly and knocked on the front door. Nadia flung the door open instantly, looking as though she had been waiting for them with bated breath. The moment Ayesha stepped inside, she hugged Nadia and began to cry. Nadia held her while staring at Ishan.

Ishan : (speaking softly as he looked at her) She knows everything...

Nadia’s heart sank; the secret she had guarded for so many years was finally out.

Sameer was seated inside, and the moment he saw them, he spoke up Ishan

Sameer : What took you so long!

As usual, Ishan’s voice faltered.

Ishan : Just... had to get the medication... along the way...

Sameer : If something had happened to two young girls out in the dark... you have absolutely no sense of responsibility. I heard Ayesha had vanished from the hospital as well.

Nadia : (intervening quickly) No... it wasn't like that... it was merely a misunderstanding...

Sameer : What misunderstanding? Stop trying to cover things up, both of you... I know very well that you cannot manage a single thing.

Ishan : (summoning his inner courage) Brother... I need to speak with you in private...

Sameer : What is there to discuss...

Ishan : Not here... can we go upstairs?

Sameer : Why? Are you afraid to speak in front of everyone... say whatever you have to say right here...

Ishan looked toward Nadia; her eyes were pleading with him to remain silent, but Ishan did not stop.

Ishan : Brother... I have told Ayesha everything.

Sameer remained seated comfortably, looking completely unfazed.

Sameer : Told her what?

Ishan : That... she is my daughter...

Sameer : Your daughter... how on earth is she your daughter?

Ayesha and Priya were still standing near Ayesha's doorway, having not fully stepped inside. They paused right there and began listening to the conversation. The elderly mother was also listening quietly from her room, but she lacked the courage to intervene in this conflict today.

Ishan : My and Seema’s daughter...

Sameer : Your and that runaway girl’s daughter... the one you abandoned here before fleeing? And now you have brought another girl along with you. What else do you know besides running away and making others run away?

Nadia : He has just returned from outside... let him rest... we can discuss all of this tomorrow.

Sameer ignored Nadia completely.

Sameer : You return home after all these years... and you have started the exact same behavior again... you are leading Ayesha down the wrong path as well...

Ishan : Brother... please listen to me... Ayesha... does not wish to marry that man... and neither do I want this...

Sameer : (glaring at Nadia) Look at him... we raised his daughter as our own for all these years, and today he stands here dictating his terms to us.

Ishan : I am immensely grateful to you... but I can care for her myself now...

Sameer : (laughing mockingly) Learn to take care of yourself first... you were wandering around the cities working as a mere security guard. And now you think you can support two young women.

Ishan glared directly at Sameer.

Ishan : I will care for them perfectly... they are my daughter and my wife...

Sameer suddenly stood up in a fit of rage, his voice rising sharply.

Sameer : Your daughter? Why do you keep repeating that... who has raised her all these years?

Sameer roared again.

Sameer : You might be nobody, but this house still belongs to me... and only my wishes will be carried out here... Ayesha's marriage will take place exactly where I decided...

Nadia : (stepping in) When Ayesha and her father do not wish for her marriage to take place there... Why are you being so stubborn about this?

Sameer : Because this is my house... and things will happen exactly as I desire...

Nadia’s voice rose in confrontation.

Nadia : If you remain so rigid in your stubbornness, everyone will abandon you and leave... When things are finally beginning to heal after so long, why are you intent on driving everyone away again?

Sameer : You would obviously want him to stay here... so that you people can start doing all of that again...

Nadia : (her voice trembling) Do not say another word... Ayesha is standing right here...

Sameer clenched his fists in sheer rage, as if an old wound had been ripped wide open. Perhaps even he could not gather the courage to say anything further.

Sameer : These two can leave if they want... but this girl is not going anywhere... her marriage will take place exactly where I say...

Suddenly, Ayesha's cracking voice sharply cut through the air.

Ayesha : Who are you to make this decision for me? You have never once considered me your daughter.

Sameer : (glaring at her in fury) What did you just say!

Ayesha’s voice was completely devoid of fear now.

Ayesha : Exactly what you heard!

Sameer suddenly lunged toward Ayesha, raising his hand to strike her. Ishan stepped in immediately, catching his hand mid-air. Sameer tried to wrench his hand free, and both men glared intensely at each other. As Sameer desperately struggled to break the grip, Ishan gave him a powerful shove, sending him crashing to the floor.

Sameer remained seated on the floor for a few moments, glaring up at Ishan. He then slowly stood up, and without making eye contact with anyone, he hurriedly stormed out of the house. Something unprecedented had occurred today—his ultimate humiliation right inside his own home.

The night passed with almost everyone staying wide awake. Priya, Ayesha, and Nadia lay together in the downstairs bedroom, holding onto one another tightly. No one knew who wept the most or how long each of them remained awake.

They had absolutely no idea where Ishan and Sameer spent the entire night.


Session 12 - Chapter 7

By morning, a heavy silence hung over the house. Sameer had left early in the morning, while Ayesha and Priya were still lying under the quilt in the downstairs room. Nadia came down from the upstairs bedroom carrying a small chest. It was covered in thick dust, looking as though it hadn't been opened in years.

Upon opening it, several pieces of jewelry and documents emerged.

Nadia : (handing them over to Ayesha) These belonged to your mother...

Ayesha took the items with trembling hands. There was a small wedding necklace inside, along with a few bangles and a folded piece of paper.

As Ayesha picked up the paper, Nadia spoke.

Nadia : And this is your birth scroll... your mother had it made for you...

Ayesha began reading the piece of paper, where a name was written at the top.

Ayesha : Himani... This...

Nadia : Yes... your mother had chosen this name for you... when you couldn't speak clearly in your childhood, you used to refer to yourself as Ayesha, and eventually, that became your name.

Tears began to stream down Ayesha's cheeks. She held the wedding necklace tightly in her palms, feeling a strange emotion wash over her.

Ayesha : Did she used to wear this?

Nadia : Yes... occasionally...

Ayesha : What else did she love... what was she like...

Nadia : (smiling softly) She was very... very beautiful... and completely wild, just like you...

Ayesha's eyes filled with tears as she softly murmured her original name, "Himani," to herself.

Ayesha continued to pour out numerous questions to Nadia, and Nadia patiently answered each one.

After a short while, Priya left the two of them alone and went up to the terrace, where Ishan was standing by himself. So much had been spoken last night that she couldn't even remember it all. She had no idea how to begin a conversation with Ishan.

As soon as Ishan sensed Priya standing behind him, he turned toward her.

Ishan : Madam... why did you come upstairs... you should have just informed me if you required anything...

Hearing him address her as "Madam" again after so many days felt incredibly strange to Priya.

Ishan : You took your medication, didn't you?

Priya nodded her head softly in affirmation.

Ishan : I wanted to apologize to you...

Priya : For what?

Ishan : For everything... your illness... whatever transpired last night... everything you had to hear... for all of it...

Priya : Yes... quite a lot happened last night...

A brief silence fell between them.

Priya gathered her courage and asked in a low voice.

Priya : What Brother Sameer said... is it true? You... and... Nadia?

Ishan's face grew rigid; Priya had heard everything last night, after all.

Ishan : It is a very old matter now...

Priya : But did it happen?

Ishan : (taking a long moment before answering) Yes... I made a grave mistake...

Priya had likely deduced this truth last night itself, but hearing it directly from Ishan's mouth today felt entirely different. A strange, unsettling sensation arose deep within her.

Priya : And Seema... did she find out about it too?

Ishan : I don't know... perhaps... she began to grow weak... she wouldn't say anything... she just remained silent... and then she fell terribly ill...

Ishan did not need to say anything further.

Priya : And that is why you... ran away from here... you never wanted to return...

Hearing the word 'ran' from Priya's mouth made Ishan feel deeply ashamed.

Ishan : I had resolved never to return here... but...

Priya completed his sentence.

Priya : For my sake... you were forced to come back...

Ishan : (averting his gaze) What I did... to Seema... and what followed... I will never be able to forgive myself. But dragging you into all of this was entirely wrong. Just focus on recovering a bit... then I will take you and Ayesha away from here. And I will safely escort you back to your home... that would probably be best for you as well.

Priya : And what about Ayesha?

Ishan : I will take care of Ayesha... I will find a job somewhere again. I will ensure she gets an education.

Priya : Will you be able to manage her all by yourself? She is a nineteen-year-old girl. How well do you even know her?

Ishan looked toward Priya.

Ishan : Madam, I...

Priya realized that she probably shouldn't have asked that question.

Priya : I... I am going downstairs... Ayesha might be alone. We can discuss this matter later.

Ishan nodded lightly, and Priya headed back downstairs. Ishan remained standing there, completely alone.

That very morning, Khushi had just arrived at the address provided by the officer, which turned out to be a flat in a high-rise building. She didn't hold much hope, but as she approached the door, the tinkling sound of a girl's voice reached her ears, sounding remarkably like Priya. For a fleeting second, a surge of hope ignited in Khushi's heart that perhaps her search for Priya was about to end right here.

She quickly rang the doorbell, sensing that someone inside was checking to see who had arrived. Growing extremely impatient, Khushi pressed the doorbell once more.

After a short delay, the door opened to reveal a girl whom Khushi felt she had seen somewhere before, though she couldn't immediately recall where.

Disha : Yes... who are you?

Khushi : Ummm... I am here to meet Ajay... he resides here, doesn't he?

Disha : What business do you have with him...

Khushi : Ummm... could you please call him out? It's regarding his wife—Priya... something related to her.

Disha looked at her intently once more, and though she hadn't recognized Khushi initially, she did now.

Disha : You are Khushi, aren't you... why have you come here inquiring about Priya?

Khushi was peering into the interior of the apartment, unable to restrain her impatience any longer. Stepping past Disha, she pushed her way into the house. Disha tried to stop her by grabbing her arm, but by then, Khushi had already made her way inside.

Upon entering the living room, she spotted Ajay seated on the sofa alongside another young couple whom she did not recognize. The young man and woman appeared highly nervous.

The moment Ajay saw Khushi, he stood up abruptly.

Ajay : You!?

Disha followed closely behind, shutting the door. She looked toward the young man.

Disha : Daksh... both of you head inside... we will sort this matter out ourselves.

As soon as the two of them went inside, Disha turned to Khushi.

Disha : If Vijay sent you here, then...

Khushi : No... I came here entirely on my own...

Khushi was at a loss as to how to explain her sudden arrival.

Deciding not to beat around the bush, Khushi questioned Ajay directly.

Khushi : Where is Priya?

Ajay : (startled) What?

Bizarre thoughts were racing through Khushi's mind.

Khushi : The two of you together... she works for Vijay. Since when has this been going on between you two???

Ajay and Disha exchanged glances, and Disha stepped forward to answer.

Disha : It is nothing like what you are imagining. I no longer work for Vijay.

Khushi : Then what is this?

Disha : We have absolutely nothing to do with her disappearance...

Khushi turned her gaze toward Ajay.

Khushi : You are her husband, yet you aren't even looking for her...

Ajay : Why should I look for her? The more I have discovered about her over the past few months... the more astonishing it gets...

Khushi : What do you mean by that?

Ajay glared at Khushi, his voice rising sharply.

Ajay : I mean... she cheated on me... she lied to me... you must be very well aware of all this! Your brother Vijay...

Khushi lowered her eyes in silence.

Ajay : And then... she ran away from here, leaving me behind to endure everything alone.

Disha : (trying to handle the situation) Look, Khushi... we don't know why you are searching for her... but we know absolutely nothing about her whereabouts. In fact, we don't even wish to think about her anymore.

Khushi : (holding her head in sheer frustration) It feels as though absolutely nobody knows anything...

Disha : (standing up after a brief pause) I am sorry, but we cannot assist you any further. I think you should leave now... we are currently dealing with another personal matter...

Khushi stared at her, as if expecting her to provide at least some further details.

Disha : (clarifying directly) That matter has absolutely nothing to do with Priya... we are simply trying to forget about Priya entirely...

Khushi had taken only a step or two toward the door when she turned around to look back at them.

Khushi : Just one more thing... The report mentioned a man with whom Priya supposedly ran away... do you know anything about him? Was he also one of Vijay's men?

An expression of clear displeasure washed over Disha's face.

Disha : We have no idea... all we know is that he was the security guard of the building where they used to reside. No more questions now...

Ajay : (flaring up from behind) Ishan... yes, his name was Ishan... and yes, my wife ran away with a security guard... Do you wish to know anything else?

Disha gestured for Khushi to head outside while she stepped closer to Ajay to calm him down. Defeated once again, Khushi walked out of the apartment. Now, only one final place remained—a place she had been deliberately avoiding for a very long time.

Finally, Khushi arrived at her ultimate destination. She had always despised coming to this office; it consistently gave off incredibly negative vibes. Today, stepping inside felt exceptionally bizarre, far worse than dealing with police stations or meeting complete strangers.

Khushi walked up to the secretary's desk right outside Vijay's private cabin. She had no idea whether Vijay was even inside.

Khushi looked at the secretary, noticing it was a different girl now, not Disha.

Khushi : Is Vijay... inside?

The secretary did not recognize her.

Secretary : May I know who you are? Do you have a prior appointment to meet him?

Khushi : No... but if you inform him that Khushi is here, he will likely see me...

Secretary : Sir has strictly instructed me not to let anyone inside without an appointment...

Khushi : Just inform him once...

Secretary : I am sorry, ma'am... Sir is extremely busy... I can schedule an appointment for you for some other day.

Khushi glanced at the cabin door. She could not afford to waste any more time, and she doubted she would ever want to return here again. Moving swiftly toward the door, Khushi pressed the handle down and pushed it open. Inside, Vijay was occupied with a phone call.

The secretary rushed in frantically behind her.

Secretary : Madam, I explicitly told you not to enter. Sir... I am incredibly sorry...

Vijay placed the phone down and gestured for the secretary to leave.

Vijay : It's fine... you may go...

Khushi stepped inside and shut the door behind her. Ever since that night when she had a massive fallout with Priya, Khushi and Vijay had not spoken at all. Not even once. She stood there, completely unsure of how to initiate the conversation.

Vijay : (standing up with a smile) Khushi... Uncle informed me that you were visiting I**d!@ for your winter break... how is everything over there...

Khushi’s expression remained entirely blank. She paused for a second or two before speaking.

Khushi : Is that the best opening line you could manage to say to me?

Vijay : I am sorry... what?

Khushi : (pacing around the room) Nothing... I haven't come here for a holiday... I am back... permanently...

Vijay : Oh... I see... what happened?

Khushi shrugs her shoulders.

Khushi : Just... some unfinished business here...

Vijay : Hmmm.... look... I am slightly busy at the moment... I will head home later... then we can sit down and talk properly...

Khushi : (laughing mockingly) You see me for the first time after such a long period... and you claim to be busy... you aren't even slightly curious to find out what happened in the United States... how I have been... how many men I have been intimate with...

Vijay’s face hardened instantly.

Vijay : Khushi... mind your language...

Khushi : Why should I? If you and your companions can sleep with other people's wives... why can't I be with anyone I want...

Vijay : I need you to leave, Khushi...

Khushi : I will leave... just tell me where Priya is... what did you do to her?

Vijay : We are not discussing that... Please leave...

Khushi : Then what exactly should we discuss? Do you have any idea... What every single person I spoke with over the past two weeks has to say about you?

Vijay : I am not interested in knowing that.

Khushi : You absolutely should be... Everyone says the exact same thing... that you are a bloody womanizer... an asshole... a thug... a despicable human being...

Khushi was trembling with rage, barely containing herself from unleashing a barrage of profanities directly at Vijay. Vijay offered no response.

Khushi : (breathing heavily) You never even bothered to call me after everything that transpired... do you have any concept of how I must have felt?

Vijay : I think you must have felt wonderful... you managed to secure an incredibly lucrative deal for yourself. Is this buyer's remorse?

Vijay had hit her exactly where it hurt the most. Khushi raised her trembling hand, pointing her finger directly at Vijay.

Khushi : Don't you dare! You and that wife of yours... are nothing but absolute monsters...

Vijay : That is strictly between you and her. What exactly do you want from me?

Tears began to flood Khushi's eyes once more.

Khushi : Just tell me where she is...

Vijay : (taking a deep breath) Even if I knew, I wouldn't tell you...

Furious, Khushi stormed out of the private cabin.

Vijay remained standing there entirely alone, staring outside. Only a single thought consumed his mind—he truly wished he knew exactly where Priya was at this very moment. He simply wanted all of this chaos to end, but Khushi's sudden return was only complicating matters further.

Seething with anger, Khushi exited the office building and had just reached her car when her phone buzzed with an incoming text message. Wiping her eyes clean, she opened the message.

The text was from an completely unknown number:

Speak with Jassy. He might be able to assist you.
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A phone number was attached right below the text. Breathing heavily, Khushi stared intently at the screen. Who could have sent this message? And who on earth was this Jassy now?

By that evening, two to three weeks had passed since the truth had come out in front of everyone. Everyone still resided in the exact same house, yet everything felt fundamentally altered.

Sameer no longer spent much time at home. He would leave early in the morning and return only late at night. Nadia quietly went about the household chores, barely interacting with anyone. The elderly mother also remained completely silent, as if she understood perfectly well what was bound to happen, yet lacked the power to speak up to anyone.

Priya’s health had recovered significantly by now, but she had permanently shifted to sleeping in the downstairs room alongside Ayesha. Neither she nor Ayesha could truly comprehend what their exact relationship was anymore. Ayesha was certainly not young enough to be her daughter, nor did she legally remain Ayesha's aunt by relation. Yet, perhaps it was still most appropriate for Ayesha to continue addressing her as Aunt.

The interactions between Ishan and Priya had also dwindled drastically, and whenever their gazes happened to meet, a strange awkwardness hung in the air. It felt as though they were either complete strangers or perhaps very close companions who had undergone a massive falling out. Priya’s mind constantly wandered back to the nature of the past relationship between Ishan and Nadia, yet Nadia had never broached the subject with her, and she herself lacked the courage to bring up the matter.

Communication between Ishan and Sameer had ceased entirely. However, one afternoon, word suddenly spread through the house that Sameer had explicitly spoken to Khan Saheb, informing him that Ayesha's marriage to Sahil would no longer take place. No one could fathom what had caused this sudden change of heart in Sameer—neither Ishan nor Nadia. Sameer himself offered absolutely no explanation.

The moment Ayesha received this news, a spark of her old cheerful self returned. She had finally found her true father, and now she was no longer being forced into this unwanted marriage. For her, everything seemed to be falling perfectly into place; the only thing left was to bring up the topic of resuming her university education.

Even though a heavy silence enveloped the rest of the household, seeing a genuine smile return to Ayesha's face brought immense relief to everyone. Consequently, when she adamantly insisted on meeting  Neha one afternoon, Nadia did not deny her permission.

By afternoon, Ayesha and  Neha reached the large tree situated just outside the outskirts of the village. The intense winter chill was gradually beginning to fade, giving way to pleasant, warm sunshine. The tree was laden with small wild berries. The two girls were joyfully throwing stones to knock the berries down, laughing and shouting in delight.

Suddenly,  Neha’s laughter froze completely. As she stared past Ayesha's shoulder, her facial features tensed up with immediate dread.

Ayesha : What happened?

Before  Neha could offer any response, someone lunged from behind, slamming a hand tightly against Ayesha's waist and violently wrenching her backward toward himself. Ayesha thrashed to break free, but the grip around her torso tightened with brutal force.

Struggling wildly, Ayesha glanced back only to realize that Sahil had captured her tightly in his grasp.

Sahil : Where do you think you are running off to... did you honestly believe you could escape from me so easily?

Ayesha desperately clawed at his hands, trying to pry them off.

Ayesha : Release me... you... what do you think you are doing...

Sahil dragged her even closer, pressing his body completely flush against her back.

Sahil : So what if your father called off the arrangement... I have already made up my mind... you are destined to be mine and mine alone...

Ayesha dug her fingernails deep into his hands, causing Sahil’s grip to loosen slightly from the pain, but Sahil instantly countered by clamping down hard on her wrist, locking it in a painful hold.

Neha stood frozen in absolute terror a short distance away, her entire body trembling violently.

Neha : Ju... Sahil brother... Please let Ayesha go...

Sahil glared at her with such a piercing look that  Neha became terrified.

Sahil : You run away from here... right now... otherwise I won't spare you either. Go ask your mother what happened to your paternal aunt...

Neha’s breath caught in her throat. She stood there for a moment, looking at Ayesha, then stepped back and ran away.

Watching her run, Ayesha screamed loudly.

Ayesha :  Neha! Neeehaaa!  Neha!

Sahil laughed mockingly.

Sahil : Scream as much as you want... she is not coming back... nobody is coming...

Sahil forcefully turned Ayesha toward himself and tried to force his lips onto hers. Ayesha twisted her face from side to side, desperately trying to evade him. However, Sahil eventually managed to trap her lips between his own.

Sahil lunged aggressively onto Ayesha's lips, bruising and biting them with brutal force.

Ayesha : Uhhh.... mmm... release me....

Ayesha was still frantically attempting to push him back, but Sahil held her in a vice-like grip.

Lifting Ayesha onto his shoulder, Sahil carried her over and violently threw her down onto a nearby pile of hay and fodder.

Ayesha stared up at him, breathing heavily. Sahil stood directly over her.

Sahil : Speak... you will marry me, won't you...

Ayesha screamed out.

Ayesha : No! Never! I will never marry you...

Sahil : You wretched girl! You have turned me into a laughingstock in the entire village... now, whether a wedding happens or not... you are destined to be mine...

Sahil indecently loosened his lower garments and exposed himself completely. Ayesha was left utterly paralyzed by his audacity, completely freezing in shock. Sahil immediately leaned down, pinning her torso under his weight, and forced himself directly in front of her face.

Ayesha : Sahil... what do you think you are doing... get off of me... look, this is entirely wrong...

Sahil : Have you ever known a man like this before...

Tears began to stream down from Ayesha's eyes.

Ayesha : No... and I don't want to... please... just let me go...

Sahil : Wow... today I am going to teach you a thorough lesson... all the men in your household are completely spineless... otherwise, you would have already learned your place from your father or your uncle by now...

Leaning further forward, Sahil began to aggressively rub himself against Ayesha's lips. Ayesha thrashed violently to distance herself from him, but she was entirely trapped. Summoning a sudden surge of desperation, she clamped her hand tightly around his core and squeezed with absolute force, causing Sahil to scream out in agonizing pain.

Sahil : Uhhhhh..... you... bitch... now you are completely finished... I will ruin your entire family line... your mother... that fair-skinned aunt of yours... every single one of them...

Pinning Ayesha's lower body down, Sahil struck her violently across her chest a couple of times.

Ayesha : Ahhhh..... ufff.... get off... get off of me....

Sahil leaned down further, aggressively mauling her upper body with his hands.

Sahil : You must be secretly enjoying this... you are only pretending to resist... once everything is done, let's see who will ever agree to marry you...

Ayesha : I will never marry you... ahhh....

Sahil yanked at the drawstrings of Ayesha's lower garments, aggressively pulling them down.

Sahil : Let me see what you are hiding underneath.

Ayesha closed her eyes in absolute terror. Just as Sahil violently pulled her undergarments down, someone suddenly grabbed Sahil by his hair from behind and yanked him upward with a massive jolt. Ripped backward, Sahil crashed violently onto the ground.

Ayesha opened her eyes to see Ishan standing before them, consumed by absolute fury. His breathing was heavy and ragged, and his eyes were completely bloodshot.

Sahil struggled to get back to his feet.

Sahil : You... where on earth did you come from...

Before he could utter another syllable, Ishan landed a devastating punch across his face. Sahil's lip split open instantly. Ishan grabbed him by his collar, hauled him up, and struck him again. And again. And again. Blood began to pour profusely from Sahil's face.

In the midst of the chaos, a panicked Ayesha hurriedly pulled her garments back up and adjusted herself. Running from a short distance away, Nadia and Priya finally arrived at the scene. Both women rushed directly to Ayesha's side and wrapped their arms around her protectively.

Ishan repeatedly unleashed a volley of furious blows, hurling profanities at him.

Ishan : You dog... you absolute bastard... you vile piece of filth...

Sahil collapsed onto the ground, stumbling blindly, but Ishan continued to beat him mercilessly. Sahil’s trousers were still disarrayed, and Ishan landed a succession of heavy blows to his abdomen and groin. Sahil’s agonizing screams echoed through the open area.

From a short distance away, Priya's voice called out.

Priya : Ishan... please stop.. that's enough...

Ishan barked back in pure rage.

Ishan : This bastard deserves to be killed...

Sahil was trembling violently, his face covered in blood and tears, as he folded his hands in front of Ishan, begging for mercy.

Taking a step or two forward, Priya came close to Ishan.

Priya : Ishan, we need to take Ayesha back home immediately... leave him...

Nadia had firmly held Ayesha and helped her stand up.

Ayesha : (sobbing bitterly) But Mother... he did terrible things to me... on my lips... his... lower body...

Hearing this filled Ishan with a renewed wave of fury, and he delivered a few more vicious kicks directly to Sahil's lower frame. Priya looked toward Nadia in extreme distress, silently pleading with her to tell Ishan to stop. However, Nadia stood there silently, offering no words.

Finally, Priya stepped in herself and physically held back Ishan's arm.

Priya : Ishan... enough... he will die... do not beat him any further...

Ishan’s eyes were still burning with unbridled rage; after all, Sahil had dared to lay his filthy hands on his daughter. He took a few deep, heavy breaths to compose himself.

From behind them, Nadia finally spoke up.

Nadia : Ishan... that's enough... let us leave now... a massive storm is about to break out here.

Ishan cast one final, threatening glare at Sahil, then turned his attention to Ayesha. Providing her with firm support, he lifted her entirely into his arms. Carrying Ayesha, Ishan along with Priya and Nadia swiftly departed toward the house.

The moment they reached home, Ayesha rushed straight into her bedroom. Nadia followed closely behind her. Priya stood outside in the corridor, her hands trembling uncontrollably.

Ishan remained standing outside the main entrance, his hands still stained with Sahil's blood.

Nadia emerged from the room.

Nadia : Ishan... you must call your elder brother immediately... this matter will not remain hidden for long...

Ishan kept his gaze lowered and nodded his head in agreement. Nadia went back inside, and within a short duration, Sameer arrived at the house. His countenance was filled with intense questioning, laced with deep anger.

Sameer looked back and forth between Ishan and Nadia.

Sameer : What has happened now?

Nadia : Sahil... he tried to force himself upon Ayesha...

Sameer’s face grew incredibly rigid, and he shouted at the top of his voice.

Sameer : What!!!?

Ishan : I have beaten him brutally... he was lying unconscious outside on the far edge of the village...

Sameer closed his eyes in sheer exasperation.

Sameer : Are you... are you completely insane? He is Khan Saheb's son... now this situation will turn far worse than the last time... Khan Saheb has already raised this entire issue in the village council.

Nadia : What do we do now? Should we head to the police station?

Sameer : Do you honestly believe they will listen to you... they will throw him behind bars instantly, and after that...

Sameer glanced toward Priya and suddenly cut his sentence short.

Sameer gripped Ishan tightly by his collar.

Sameer : You wanted to run away from here, didn't you... then get out right now... this very instant...

Ishan : Brother...

Sameer : Silence! If you remain here, the police will apprehend you... or worse... Khan Saheb is capable of doing absolutely anything... go... and take your wife along with you as well...

Nadia added in a low, steady voice.

Nadia : And take Ayesha along too...

Sameer froze. He turned his gaze toward Nadia.

Nadia : If Ayesha remains here... Khan Saheb will not spare her either... you know how he is, don't you?

Sameer looked at Ishan.

Sameer : Take Ayesha with you as well... right now...

Ishan : But...

Sameer roared loudly.

Sameer : No arguments! Go... take the three of them... far away from here... do not worry about us...

Understanding the gravity of the situation, Ishan dashed upstairs immediately to gather their belongings. Nadia went inside the room to quickly pack Ayesha's clothes.

Priya followed Nadia inside the room. Tears were streaming down Nadia's face; after all, the child she had raised with so much care was leaving her.

While packing the clothes, Nadia looked up at Priya.

Nadia : Listen... I know she is not your biological child... but Ishan will neither understand her nor be able to manage her alone... please do not abandon these two.

Priya nodded her head softly, managing to speak with great difficulty.

Priya : I... I will try my best...

Nadia firmly grabbed Priya’s hand.

Nadia : Do not just try... make sure you do it fully. This fragile, weak nature of yours... leave it behind... you are young yourself... and you are going to protect another young girl... you absolutely must become strong!
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Priya’s eyes welled up with tears, and she nodded her head in firm affirmation. Nadia quickly packed the documents, clothes, and her mother’s belongings into a travel bag and handed it over to Priya. In the far corner of the room, Ayesha was sobbing quietly.

Sameer's voice echoed from outside.

Sameer : Hurry up!

Nadia wrapped Ayesha in a tight embrace.

Nadia : Go... and do not return until everything settles down completely... do you understand?

Ayesha broke down crying uncontrollably.

Ayesha : Mother...

Nadia wiped away her tears.

Nadia : That's enough... go now... your father is waiting for you...

Ishan stepped downstairs, adjusting the heavy canvas strap of a single travel duffel bag across his shoulder. He looked toward Ayesha and Priya, who were waiting anxiously near the exit. "Let's go," he muttered quietly.

Sameer stepped forward, extending a set of keys. "Take my motorcycle. At this late hour, public bus schedules are completely unreliable. Ride it into the main city, leave it parked safely in a recognizable public lot, and I will travel there to retrieve it tomorrow. Do not linger in the urban center longer than necessary. Head straight to the central transport terminal and catch the first available bus out of the region. Here, take this cash as well."

Ishan shook his head, pushing his brother's hand away. "No, Bhai Jaan. You need to keep those funds for your own household expenses."

Without accepting a refusal, Sameer firmly shoved the folded banknotes directly into Ishan's shirt pocket. "Be quiet and take it. You can repay me at a later date when you are settled."

Tears welled up in Ishan's eyes as he looked at his elder brother. "Bhai Jaan..."

Sameer offered a distant, heavy look toward Ayesha before gesturing toward the road. "Go now. Everything will eventually stabilize. Do not consume yourself with worry."

Ishan kicked the motorcycle engine to life. Priya climbed onto the rear passenger seat, and Ayesha positioned herself securely in the middle. As the vehicle accelerated down the lane, Priya glanced back over her shoulder and saw Nadia standing at the threshold of the front door. Nadia was weeping openly, waving her hand in a final, heartbreaking farewell.

Ayesha also turned around to look back, watching her childhood home and her mother fade into the distance.

Navigating the motorcycle skillfully, Ishan steered off the main paths onto an unpaved dirt track to avoid detection, successfully guiding them past the village borders. The distant, faint wail of an emergency siren echoed through the air, but the sound gradually faded, moving in the opposite direction.

Ishan brought the motorcycle to a halt outside the main metropolitan railway station. Reaching a crowded public space provided the three travelers with a momentary sense of relief, but it quickly brought forth daunting new uncertainties. Although they had successfully escaped the immediate dangers of the village, they lacked a clear plan for what to do next.

Ishan turned his head slightly toward the backseat to address Priya. "Where should we head now, Madam?"

Priya stared at him in silent disbelief, wondering why Ishan was deferring to her for such a critical decision.

Her mind was spinning with anxiety. The overwhelming stress made her feel as though she were trapped in a recurring nightmare, reliving the exact day she and Ishan had eloped from L**ck03 to escape a previous crisis. On that fateful day, Ishan had taken her straight to a bustling bus station. Back then, she had no idea what challenges lay ahead, and the subsequent events had defied all her expectations.

Now, history was repeating itself, and she remained entirely clueless about their ultimate destination.

"What can I possibly suggest?" Priya whispered back. "You should make the decision."

Leaning in closer to ensure his voice stayed below the roar of the station crowds, Ishan whispered, "Madam, I am considering traveling to your hometown to leave you safely under the care and protection of your parents."

Priya looked at him, completely startled. "My family's home?"

"Yes," Ishan explained softly. "You cannot spend your entire life running from danger by my side. Given your recent medical weakness and fragile health, returning to your parental home is objectively the safest and most sensible choice for you."

Priya recognized the rational truth in his words, yet her heart rebelled against the idea of a sudden separation. "Why must we finalize this choice so quickly? Let us simply board a transit vehicle and figure out the rest later."

"You previously mentioned that your family resides in Jh@n$i," Ishan pressed. "Instead of taking a commercial bus, let's head straight into the terminal and purchase tickets for the direct express train to Jh@n$i."

Anxiety gripped Priya. "What if the individuals who were pursuing us in the village are already waiting for us there?"

"We will handle that situation if and when we arrive," Ishan reassured her. "I suspect those people have likely abandoned their search for you by now."

Priya fell silent, unable to offer a counterargument.

She offered a subtle nod of agreement. Ishan immediately walked toward the crowded ticket counters to secure their passage, leaving Priya and Ayesha sitting together on a wooden terminal bench. Priya's expression remained downcast and heavy with unspoken sorrow.

Beside her, Ayesha sat with her head resting heavily against her knees, completely silent. Processing the chaotic events of the day was an immense burden for her young mind. The morning had started peacefully, only to be shattered when that vile man attempted to assault her. That traumatic event had forced her to flee the only village she had ever known, leaving behind the maternal and paternal figures who had raised her for years. Now, she was on the run with two individuals whom she knew conceptually, yet did not fully understand.

After waiting for nearly two hours, their train arrived, and they boarded a standard general-admission passenger car. The compartment was moderately crowded but manageable. Ayesha secured a seat directly adjacent to the window, Priya sat immediately opposite her, and Ishan sat beside Priya. Two other local travelers occupied the outer edge of the same bench, entirely engrossed in their own private conversation.

As evening approached, the golden sun began its slow descent below the horizon. The locomotive gradually gathered speed and chugged away from the platform. Ayesha stared blankly out the window, watching her village, her childhood home, and her mother vanish into the evening landscape.

Priya reached across the space and gently squeezed Ayesha's hand. "Everything is going to be alright."

Ayesha offered no verbal response, keeping her gaze fixed firmly on the passing scenery outside. For a long time, the three of them sat in absolute silence, exhausted by their journey and paralyzed by the utter unpredictability of their future. An unusual sense of dread settled deep within Priya's chest; it felt less like a homecoming and more like a journey into the complete unknown.

Once the train had been traveling for some time, Priya gathered her courage and addressed Ishan in a quiet tone. "After you leave me safely in Jh@n$i... where will you and Ayesha go?"

"Madam, I intend to catch a connecting train to All@h@b@d," Ishan replied. "I have an old acquaintance residing there who can help me secure stable employment."

"You mean Prayagraj?" Priya clarified.

"Yes, that is the city," Ishan nodded. "It is the same place."

Priya felt a sharp, painful ache in her chest. She realized that once they left her behind in Jh@n$i, Ishan and Ayesha would move on to build an entirely new life together, while she would be left isolated in her hometown. The mere thought of this impending separation filled her with a profound sense of loneliness.

"But I explicitly promised Nadia Bhabhi that—" Priya started.

"Do not burden your mind with those thoughts," Ishan interrupted gently. "That reminds me—while I was packing our belongings, I made sure to retrieve the personal travel bag you brought with you when we left L**ck03. It remained safely in my possession all these months. Please remind me to hand it over to you before we part ways."

Priya had completely forgotten about the existence of the bag, and at this moment, she felt absolutely no curiosity regarding its contents.

Ayesha suddenly turned her head away from the window, her eyes wide with concern. "What about you, Aunty? Aren't you traveling to the new city with us?" Even though the adults had been speaking in hushed whispers, she had clearly overheard the conversation.

Priya found herself completely paralyzed by the question. Her mouth parted slightly, but she could not find the words to explain the situation. "I..."

Ishan immediately intervened to shield her. "No, beta. She will not be accompanying us to All@h@b@d. Our primary duty is to escort her safely back to her parental home first."

Ayesha looked between them, completely bewildered. "But why?! Why can't Aunty stay with us?"

"Beta, her mother and father have been waiting for her return for a very long time," Ishan explained patiently. "She belongs with her family."

Ayesha gripped Priya’s hand tightly, her small fingers squeezing with desperation. "Then why can't we simply live with her at her parents' house? I want to stay with Aunty."

Priya took a deep, shaky breath, but the words caught in her throat.

"Beta, that property belongs to her parents," Ishan explained in a soft, controlled voice. "They have no obligation to provide shelter to us."

Ayesha’s voice began to tremble as tears threatened to spill over. "But Aunty... you promised. You explicitly told me that you would stay with us forever. You made that sacred promise to Mother this morning."

A wave of intense guilt washed over Priya, and her eyes filled with tears. The solemn vow she had made to Nadia just hours ago was already fracturing under the weight of their grim reality.

"Did you tell a deliberate lie to my mother?" Ayesha questioned, her tone accusing. "Do you simply not want to come with us?"

"No, Ayesha... that is absolutely not the case," Priya pleaded, her voice cracking. "It’s just... it is incredibly difficult to explain the complexities of this situation to you right now."

Ayesha turned her face away sharply, staring back out into the darkening landscape outside the window. Tears streamed silently down her cheeks, but she refused to let out a single sob. Priya reached out to comfort her, but Ayesha instinctively pulled her hand away, retreating into her grief.

Ishan spoke up, trying to defuse the tension. "Do not let anger consume you, Ayesha. Night has fallen, and it is time for you to get some rest."

Ishan stood up from the bench. "Madam, I am going to walk down the aisle to stretch my legs for a brief moment."

With that, he stepped away into the adjoining corridor. The moment he departed, Priya slid across the bench to sit directly beside Ayesha. A long, heavy silence stretched between them, punctuated only by the rhythmic, mechanical clacking of the train wheels against the iron tracks.

Gathering her resolve, Priya gently took hold of Ayesha's hand once more. This time, the young girl did not pull away.

" Ayesha... please find it in your heart to forgive me," Priya whispered, her heart heavy with sorrow.

Ayesha kept her eyes fixed on the dark scenery outside. "Do you truly have no desire to remain with us? You are my Dad's wife... did I commit some terrible mistake to make you want to leave?"

Priya felt her heart shatter completely at the innocent question. "No, my dear child! You have done absolutely nothing wrong! Not at all!"
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Priya was only about six or seven years older than Ayesha, yet in that raw, emotional moment, an intense maternal instinct surged within her. She felt as though she had fully adopted Ayesha as her own daughter.

"The circumstances governing our lives are incredibly complicated to articulate," Priya explained softly. "I promise I will try to explain everything to you someday."

"But why must we separate?" Ayesha asked, turning to face her. "It is entirely obvious to me that the two of you share a profound romantic affection for one another. After all, the passionate sounds of your physical intimacy regularly echo down from the upper room—"

Panicking, Priya instantly pressed a finger against Ayesha's lips to silence her mid-sentence. A deep crimson blush rushed to her cheeks. The passenger car was filled with sleeping travelers, and if anyone overheard Ayesha's candid observations, the embarrassment would be unbearable.

Ayesha quieted down, but a final curiosity lingered in her mind. "Alright... I have one last question. Why does Dad always address you by the formal title of 'Madam'?"

Priya paused, completely at a loss for how to explain the socio-economic divide that originally defined their relationship. She did not know how to tell the innocent girl that Ishan had been employed as a uniform-wearing security watchman at her high-rise apartment complex in L**ck03, and that his use of the title was an old professional habit. Such a harsh reality would only tarnish the innocence of the girl's heart.

"That, too, is an exceptionally difficult story to explain," Priya replied with a gentle, bittersweet smile. "Perhaps you should ask your Dad to explain it to you himself one day."

Ayesha wrapped her arms tightly around Priya and began to weep softly.

Ayesha : I don't want to lose you... I lost my mother in my childhood... and today I lost my second mother... and now you too...

Priya’s eyes welled up with tears as well.

Priya : I won't be very far away... you can come to meet me whenever you wish...

However, there was no conviction in her own voice. The two of them sat like that for a long time. After a while, Ayesha calmed down slightly. Resting her head in Priya’s lap, exhausted from the day's frantic events and lulled by the gentle swaying of the train, she fell asleep within a few moments.

After some time, Ishan returned. He looked at the two of them— Ayesha was sleeping in Priya’s lap, and Priya’s eyes were bloodshot. He quietly took his seat.

The train kept moving throughout the night. Priya remained half-awake and half-asleep. Once during the night, when Priya opened her eyes, she noticed that Ishan was also awake, staring out of the window. Their gazes met and locked for a long time, as if both of them knew that this might be their final night together. But then, Ishan averted his gaze.

Early in the morning, around 6:00 AM, the train arrived at Jh@n$i. Immediately after stepping off, Ishan purchased a ticket for his onward journey. His train was scheduled for 11:00 AM. The three of them walked out of the station and hired an auto-rickshaw to head toward Priya’s house.

The three of them sat inside. Ayesha clung closely to Priya, while Ishan maintained a bit of distance. As the auto-rickshaw started moving, Priya’s heartbeat began to race. It had been eight to nine months since she had fled L**ck03, and she had no idea how her family members would react.

After a while, familiar roads began to appear. As she drew closer to the house, her heart pounded even faster. By the time they reached her house, the road had transitioned into a narrow lane, making the path quite tight.

Priya gestured for the auto-rickshaw driver to stop in front of a house. It was still quite early in the morning; the shops ahead hadn't opened yet, and there weren't many people outside. Ishan scanned the surroundings from the auto-rickshaw, as if looking out for any potential danger.

Priya and Ayesha stepped down from the auto-rickshaw, and Ishan paid the driver. The door to Priya’s house was directly in front of her, but she couldn't summon the courage to knock. Ishan and Ayesha stood a step or two behind her. Priya turned around to look at them, and Ishan gestured toward the door.

Priya took a deep breath, stepped forward, and pressed the doorbell. It wasn't even 7:00 AM yet. A voice echoed from inside.

Voice : Who could it be at this hour!

Another woman's voice answered, who was likely her sister-in-law.

Sister-in-law : It must be the milkman... he arrived a bit early today. I'm coming!

When the door opened, her sister-in-law was standing there holding a small container. For a moment, she couldn't comprehend what she was seeing. Her gaze fell upon Priya... then on Ayesha... then on Ishan... and then back to Priya.

The container slipped from her hand, crashing to the floor, as a loud cry escaped her lips.

Sister-in-law : Priya!!!

Priya’s eyes filled with tears, and she stepped forward to embrace her sister-in-law.

Priya : Sister-in-law... I... I have come back...

Her sister-in-law could hardly believe it. She turned inside and shouted.

Sister-in-law : Mother! Mother, come quickly! Priya IS HERE!

A sudden commotion broke out inside the house. The sound of hurried footsteps approached.

Priya’s mother emerged from a room, speaking as she walked.

Mother : What happened now! Who has come to inquire at this hour...

However, the moment her eyes fell on Priya, her footsteps froze, and she placed her hand over her mouth.

Priya released her sister-in-law and rushed toward her mother.

Priya : Mother...

Her mother pulled her into a tight, desperate embrace.

Mother : My child... you... where were you... for all these months... there was no news at all... we were going completely insane worrying about you...

Her mother’s voice choked up completely. She simply held her tightly, as if terrified that she might vanish again.

In the meantime, her sister-in-law quickly guided Ishan and Ayesha inside the house and shut the door to prevent anyone outside from witnessing the scene.

Just then, her father and her brother, Sudhir, came downstairs from the terrace. Upon seeing Priya, her father’s countenance turned incredibly rigid, while Sudhir stood a short distance away.

Sudhir : Priya! You... where were you! Do you have any idea how extensively we searched for you... do you even realize what we have gone through...

Weeping bitterly, Priya stepped toward Sudhir.

Priya : Brother... please forgive me...

However, Sudhir took a step or two backward. His gaze locked onto Ishan and Ayesha, who were standing there hesitantly.

Sudhir : Who... who are these people?

Priya wiped away her tears.

Priya : They... they were with me... they helped me...

Her father’s harsh voice cut through the air.

Father : What are your names?

Priya spoke softly.

Priya : This is Ishan... and this is his daughter, Ayesha...

Her father’s voice rose sharply.

Father : Ishan! You mean the security guard from your building!

Ayesha felt deeply uncomfortable under his piercing glare and sharp tone. Priya lowered her head in shame. A tense, heavy silence enveloped the house.

Her mother spoke up softly.

Mother : At least let her come inside first... she has returned home after so many months...

Yet, despite her mother’s words, no one moved immediately. Her father’s gaze remained fixed intently on Ishan. Sudhir also stood silently, at a complete loss as to what to do.

Finally, her sister-in-law stepped forward to break the tension.

Sister-in-law : Come... let us go inside... we can sit down and talk properly...

Her mother gripped Priya’s hand and led her inside. Ayesha and Ishan slowly followed behind them. They were offered two chairs to sit in the open veranda, while her mother pulled Priya further inside into a room. Her sister-in-law and father followed closely behind them, leaving only Sudhir standing outside near Ishan and Ayesha.

Inside, her mother continued to embrace Priya tightly.

Father : Are you even going to question her about anything! Look at the immense humiliation she has brought upon our family. What exactly happened? What on earth were you lacking here?

Priya lowered her head once again.

Father : (his voice growing louder) We had completely resolved that you were dead. Why have you returned now?

Her mother held Priya protectively.

Mother : Why are you speaking to her like this today! It is with such great difficulty that we have finally found her today...

Father : That man sitting outside... you ran away with him, didn't you... did you ever stop to think about what happened to us... what you did to Ajay!

Tears streamed continuously down Priya’s cheeks as her father kept venting his anger. The shouting was clearly audible outside, and unable to restrain herself any longer, Ayesha walked into the room.

Father : You could have at least made a single phone call to us! What exactly do you expect from us now!

Stepping into the room, Ayesha spoke up defensively.

Ayesha : Why... why are you scolding my Aunt like this!

Everyone turned to look at Ayesha in absolute astonishment, slowly murmuring the word "Aunt" to themselves.

Mother : Whose Aunt!? Why are you addressing her as Aunt?

Ayesha fell silent, casting a worried glance toward Priya.

Priya wiped her tears.

Priya : That's... that's just because everyone in the village began addressing me that way...

Her father’s fury intensified.

Father : In the village? Meaning you resided there with them? In their household? Tell me, girl... if she is your aunt, then who exactly was your uncle?

Terrified, Ayesha gestured toward Ishan who was sitting outside.

Ayesha : He... he is both my uncle and my father... and she is my aunt...

In a fit of rage, her father struck his hand violently against the wall.

Father : Enough... this was the only disgrace left to witness... it would have been far better if she hadn't returned at all... then we wouldn't have had to discover this... your Priya became someone else's lady of the house...

Her mother grabbed Priya’s hand.

Mother : Child... tell me the truth... did you... did you with that man....

Priya kept her head lowered. What could she possibly say? Yes? No? Something in between?

Mother : Speak! Did something happen between you and that man?

Priya : (whispering) Mother.... he... he provided me with shelter... I did nothing intentionally...

Her mother’s grip on Priya loosened in despair, and her sister-in-law stepped in to support her. Both her mother and Priya could not stop weeping.

Father : (furious) I cannot endure this absurd drama any longer... tell her to leave this place immediately... Within a short while, those thugs searching for her will arrive outside our house again! She has absolutely no conception of the vile things the two of you have had to endure over the past year because of her.

Sudhir walked into the room as well.

Sudhir : How could she possibly know anything, she was busy living as someone's kept woman...

Her sister-in-law shot a fierce glare at her husband, Sudhir, who also looked incredibly enraged.

Mother : Why are you saying such awful things... whatever happened is in the past... at least she has returned to us now...

Ishan : I think we should leave. We only came here to drop her off safely...

Sudhir : Oh, sure... why not... just abandon her here and leave. I suppose you've had your fill of her too...

Priya stood completely frozen, utterly shattered to hear such vile words coming from her own brother's mouth. Her tears flowed uncontrollably. Before her tear-blurred eyes, Ishan firmly grabbed Ayesha's hand and turned to walk out of the house. Weeping bitterly, Ayesha kept looking back at Priya, stretching her small hand out toward her, desperately unwilling to leave Priya behind in that hostile house.

But they were gone, and Priya was left entirely alone in her family home. Except for her sister-in-law, everyone kept hurling bitter insults and taunts. Priya felt her ears go numb, the harsh voices buzzing into background noise. A single, agonizing thought consumed her mind—coming back here was the biggest mistake of her life.

Several hours passed, and Priya had not touched a single drop of water or morsel of food. Her father and brother had left the house for some work. Her sister-in-law cautiously peered outside the main door and took a deep sigh of relief upon seeing the alley clear.

Priya sat isolated in her old bedroom, sobbing quietly into her hands. She glanced at the clock; it was 10:00 AM. Only three hours had passed since her arrival, yet it felt as though she had been trapped for days in a stranger's house. It felt entirely alien compared to the warmth of that small village home.

Outside the room, her mother spoke to her sister-in-law.

Mother : Well, Ajay has already moved on and built a new life for himself. He is certainly never going to take her back... but somehow, we will have to marry her off again to someone else...

Sister-in-law : Mother, please speak softly... she has barely just returned, and you are already talking about this...

Mother : Why should I hide it? It's not like she has returned after becoming a high-ranking official... she has returned after completely blackening our family's reputation...

Sister-in-law : Mother, please...

Mother : Have you looked at her? Her clothes, her attire, her hair... everything about her has changed completely... If anyone finds out where she has been hiding all these months, who will ever accept her? Girls from respectable families do not behave like this... I have no idea what forbidden fire was burning inside this girl.

Her sister-in-law nervously glanced toward the bedroom door, terrified that Priya might be standing behind them listening. Suddenly, the loud clatter of an object falling echoed from inside the room. Her sister-in-law hurriedly rushed inside and found Priya aggressively stuffing her old belongings into a cloth bag.

Noticing the intense fury and heartbreak written across her face, her sister-in-law tried to intervene.

Sister-in-law : What happened? What are you doing? Please, just rest for a while...

Priya : Rest? Who will ever let me rest in this house? Until you people completely throw me out of this house again, none of you will ever find peace... it is far better that I leave on my own accord...

Gently holding Priya’s cheeks, her sister-in-law tried to calm her down.

Sister-in-law : Are you out of your mind! We have found you after so much hardship... why are you thinking like this? Everyone is just in a severe state of shock... you have no idea what we have endured over these past months...

Tears streamed down Priya’s cheeks.

Priya : I don't want to know... and none of you care to truly know about me either... I cannot live here for another second...

Brushing her sister-in-law's hands away, Priya frantically resumed packing her bag.

Sister-in-law : Stop, Priya... let me call your brother right now... he will talk to you and make you understand...

Priya : (angrily) Just like he made me understand this morning! I am leaving... do not ever look for me again... and I will never return... I have only taken five hundred rupees that were kept under the mattress... anyway, you people have already branded me a thief...

Snatching her bag with a violent tug, Priya stormed out of the room. Her sister-in-law ran after her, but Priya swiftly crossed the courtyard and vanished through the front door. Her mother stood frozen, unable to comprehend what had just unfolded.

Priya never looked back. She walked briskly down the alley, hailed a passing auto-rickshaw, and directed the driver toward the railway station. Her sister-in-law remained standing helplessly at the threshold, completely speechless. Seated inside the moving auto-rickshaw, Priya checked the time on her watch, her anxiety spiking as she wondered if she would make it to the station before Ishan's train departed.

Priya stood inside a cramped, modest kitchen, quietly preparing a meal. Four weeks had flown by since she embarked on this entirely new chapter of her life, and each passing day felt starkly different from the last. As she stirred the food, her mind wandered back through the events of the past month.

On that fateful day, the moment her auto-rickshaw screeched to a halt at the railway station, she sprinted inside like a woman possessed. To her, the entire sequence felt nothing short of a high-stakes cinematic climax. Across the tracks on the opposite platform, Ishan and Ayesha were sitting dejectedly, their eyes downcast. She screamed Ayesha's name at the top of her lungs. Ayesha's sorrowful expression transformed into pure disbelief. Looking around frantically, the young girl searched for her beloved aunt. Priya raced up the footbridge, sprinted down to the other side, and pulled Ayesha into a desperate, emotional embrace.

Ishan had stood there utterly stunned by her sudden appearance, but a soft, profound smile gradually illuminated his face. This time, she was leaving with them out of her own absolute free will, completely unburdened by coercion or societal pressure. The road ahead was bound to be fraught with hardships, but for the first time in her life, Priya had chosen her own destiny instead of letting others dictate it for her.

The initial four weeks were an intense period of adjustment. One of Ishan’s trusted friends had managed to secure a single room for them in an old, congested neighborhood. Slowly, they began assembling the bare essentials. It was barely enough to get by, and they still lacked many basic comforts.

The apartment consisted of a solitary room that came furnished with a single bed. Priya and Ayesha slept on the mattress, while Ishan would lay out a simple woven mat on the floor every single night. On their very first evening, when Priya saw him settling down on the hard floor, she had softly insisted that he take the bed, but Ishan politely declined, citing the lack of space.

Priya hadn't argued further, but her mind remained a chaotic whirlpool of unresolved questions. Did Ishan truly want to maintain a distance from her now? She had abandoned her family, her home, and her entire past to be with him. But what exactly was the nature of their relationship now? Everything that had transpired in the village—that forced marriage, those intense nights of shared intimacy—was all of it merely born out of desperation and raw passion? Or was it something much deeper?

Sometimes in the dead of night, when the room grew perfectly still, Priya would lie awake listening intently to the rhythm of Ishan’s breathing. She could never truly tell if he was fast asleep or staring into the darkness just like her. A thick, poignant silence stretched between them, heavy with a thousand unspoken words.
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Priya completely took charge of the household chores, with Ayesha enthusiastically acting as her little helper. Meanwhile, Ishan would rise before dawn every morning to search for employment, though he hadn't managed to find a respectable job yet. For Ayesha, the transition was equally jarring. Moving from a massive, sprawling ancestral home in the village to a suffocatingly small city room was incredibly difficult. In the village, she had her friends and boundless open spaces to run around; here, she was enclosed by concrete walls and the ceaseless din of urban life.

Yet, Ayesha never uttered a single word of complaint; after all, the view from their small window offered an entirely new world to explore. Occasionally, she would eagerly question Priya about life in L**ck03 or ask about resuming her studies. Priya, however, was strictly living in the present moment, and she would gently deflect the questions with affection. She could clearly foresee that survival here would require immense struggle. Furthermore, she could sense the intense curiosity and prying eyes of the neighbors regarding the arrival of two young, unfamiliar women in the locality.

When evening arrived, the three of them would frequently step out together for a stroll, and in those precious moments, everything felt beautifully perfect. They looked exactly like a tight-knit, happy little family. Ayesha was always at her happiest during these outings. The dazzling city lights, the vibrant market displays, and sitting by the river ghat with her feet dangling into the cool water brought her immense joy. Her eyes shone with a fresh, hopeful spark.

And so, day by day, they continued to forge ahead.

Priya was right in the middle of cooking when she heard the distinct sound of Ishan walking through the door.

Ayesha chirped happily.

Ayesha : Father! You're back. What did you bring for me?

Ishan smiled warmly at her enthusiasm.

Ishan : Look at this, I managed to get a few books for you...

Ayesha eagerly grabbed the books and began flipping through them. Though they were worn and in battered condition, it gave her something new to occupy her mind.

Stepping out of the kitchen area, Priya inquired.

Priya : Where did you find these?

Ishan spoke in a low, quiet murmur.

Ishan : I told you, didn't I? I’ve been doing some odd jobs at the scrap and recycling shop.

Priya : Have you not found any other work yet?

Ishan : Not for the time being. And I have absolutely no desire to return to working as a security guard again. But please do not worry... Salman mentioned that there is a secondhand auto-rickshaw up for sale. The moment I manage to save up a bit of money, I intend to purchase it.

Salman was the very friend who had helped them secure their current accommodation.

Thinking out loud, Priya voiced her thoughts a bit more firmly than intended.

Priya : Yes... I don't want you working as a watchman ever again either. Driving an auto-rickshaw sounds like an excellent idea. How much does it cost?

Ishan : Around eighty thousand rupees in total... but a down payment of thirty thousand is required upfront...

Priya : Thirty...? There was some jewelry in my bag that came with me from L**ck03. We can sell it... I believe it should fetch around that amount.

They didn't realize it, but Ayesha was also listening to their conversation intently.

Ayesha : Father, there is also some of Mother's old jewelry left, we can sell that too.

Ishan immediately refused.

Ishan : No, no... I don't want to sell anyone's jewelry...

Priya insisted firmly.

Priya : But what will we do with it anyway? When we need it right now, we should utilize it. Once you start driving an auto-rickshaw, you won't have to do any minor odd jobs. In a way, it will be your own business.

Ishan was unable to look Priya in the eye.

Ishan : I will think about it...

Priya : And how many more days will you take to think... Ayesha... go and bring the jewelry from my bag.

Ayesha quickly fetched her own jewelry along with Priya's from the bag.

Priya placed all the jewelry into Ishan's hands.

Priya : Let's go sell them tomorrow. I will come along with you so that we get a fair rate.

Ishan seemingly did not appreciate this remark.

Ishan : Do you not trust me?

Priya : I trust you... but if there are two people instead of one, we can negotiate much better.

Ishan : I will take Salman along with me...

Priya : Fine... as you wish...

Ishan began examining the jewelry. Among the pieces was Ayesha's mother's old sacred wedding necklace, which he had bought for Seema years ago at her insistence. His fingers lightly traced it.

Looking at him, Ayesha also spoke up.

Ayesha : Father... can we at least keep this one piece...

Ishan : Yes... why not...

Ayesha instantly took it from Ishan's hand. She was holding it up in the air to look at it when she noticed Priya standing in front of her.

Ayesha : I think Aunt should wear this...

Priya was completely startled and looked toward Ishan.

Ayesha : Aunt... since you are giving away all your jewelry, you can at least wear this one, right...

Priya : But... this belonged to your mother, didn't it...

Ayesha : Yes... but you are Father's wife now, aren't you... Father, please put this on her...

Insisting stubbornly, Ayesha placed the sacred necklace into Ishan's hand. Ishan took it hesitantly and looked at Priya. His eyes were asking Priya if he could place it around her neck, wondering what she truly wanted.

Priya softly nodded her head in agreement and turned her back toward Ishan.

With trembling hands, Ishan took the sacred necklace and placed it around Priya's neck. His hand brushed through Priya's hair as he did so. As he fastened the string, his fingers gently touched Priya's neck, sending a sudden electric jolt through both of them. Goosebumps erupted all over Priya's body.

Ishan pulled his hands back, and when Priya turned around, the black-beaded sacred necklace gleamed beautifully against her fair neck. A soft smile appeared on her face. Ayesha was smiling as well.

That night, when they went to sleep and Ishan started laying out his mat on the floor, Priya spoke up.

Priya : Please sleep on the bed... there is plenty of space...

Ishan shook his head, softly declining.

Ishan : No, let it be... it will cause discomfort to you both...

The room's light was switched off, and Priya began anxiously waiting for Ayesha to fall asleep. Perhaps an hour passed as she lay awake. She peered toward Ayesha in the darkness; the girl's eyes were closed, and she was breathing deeply.

Priya quietly slid off the bed and stepped down onto the floor mattress, settling right beside Ishan.

Ishan was wide awake, and he spoke up in a startled whisper.

Ishan : What happened, Madam?

Priya glared at him in the darkness and spoke in a hushed tone.

Priya : On one hand, you tie a sacred wedding necklace around my neck, and on the other hand, you address me as Madam... I truly don't understand you.

Priya placed her hand on Ishan's chest and snuggled closely against him. Both of them gazed into each other's eyes as their breathing grew heavy.

Ishan : I... well...

Priya : Do I have to say everything myself?

Ishan : No... but... I thought...

Priya : Did I just leave my home and come with you all for no reason? What were you thinking when you left me behind there?

Seeing these angry, direct questions from Priya today, Ishan was left somewhat astonished.

After remaining silent for a few moments, Ishan spoke.

Ishan : I... I am just a security guard... I thought you should get a chance to live your life on your own terms.

Priya moved her face even closer to his.

Priya : And what do you think now?

Ishan's hands were trembling slightly.

Ishan : You came with us... out of your own free will... do you have any regrets?

Priya could barely manage to speak in such a slow, whispered manner; her entire body was flushing with intense heat.

Priya : Not at all! Whatever happened in the village... between us... was all of that merely born out of desperation?

Searching for Priya's hand in the dark, Ishan gripped it tightly.

Ishan : No... I cared for you deeply... I still do...

Priya : Then I have a right over you... and you have a right over me...

Placing his hand on Priya's waist, Ishan pulled her even closer, drawing her directly on top of himself.

Taking a deep breath, Priya rested her head against his chest. The rapid pounding of Ishan's heart resonated clearly in her ears.

Priya spoke softly.

Priya : From tomorrow onward, never address me as Madam...

A low, gentle chuckle vibrated through Ishan's chest.

Ishan : Then what should I call you instead?

Priya : You know my name... don't you...

Ishan spoke softly.

Ishan : Priya...

Priya : Yes...

Ishan wrapped his arms tightly around Priya, pulling her slightly upward as he began to kiss her lips. Priya immediately responded to his embrace, kissing him back passionately. It felt as though the two of them were reuniting after an eternity.

Releasing Priya's lips, Ishan began to plant gentle kisses along her neck. Priya's breathing became incredibly ragged. However, both of them were fully aware that they couldn't indulge further. Ayesha was sleeping right there on the bed.

Ishan pulled Priya back into his embrace, running his hand through her hair as he whispered softly.

Ishan : I feel afraid...

Priya inquired in surprise.

Priya : Afraid of what?

Ishan : Just that... I might not be able to keep you happy here... you were living such a comfortable life in L**ck03...

Priya : Do not think about all of that... we will figure everything out together...

Ishan's hand moved from Priya's waist up toward her upper body, firmly caressing her softness. The internal fire within Priya continued to intensify, and letting out soft sighs, she began to press fervent kisses against Ishan's chest.

Just then, the sound of Ayesha tossing and turning on the bed above echoed through the room, and Priya instantly slid down from on top of Ishan. She looked into Ishan's eyes; an equal amount of intense passion burned on both sides, but they could not extinguish it here.

Priya : Ayesha might wake up...

Ishan tried to pull Priya back into his arms.

Ishan : She must be fast asleep...

Priya : No... she is a very light sleeper... I am going back up to lie down... from tomorrow, you must sleep upstairs as well... understood?

Ishan nodded his head in agreement. Cupping Priya's face, he kissed her lips once more. He was deeply reluctant to let her go, but there was no other choice for the time being.
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Priya rose quietly and went to lie down on the bed. Her breath was still coming in short, quick gasps. Ayesha turned over once again, facing toward Priya as she slept. Priya took a deep breath and closed her eyes.

Below them, Ishan lay awake as well. A strange, restless excitement filled his heart. Today, for the very first time, it felt as though Priya had truly and completely accepted him as her own. Whatever had transpired in the village was born out of circumstantial pressure, but tonight... Tonight Priya had come to him entirely on her own. Out of her own absolute free will.

Both of them remained awake in their restless anticipation for a long time before sleep finally claimed them.

As morning arrived, a soft smile played on Priya’s face and her body was filled with a newfound energy. It felt as though last night had answered all the lingering questions in her heart. She knew now that she was not just a passing guest in this house for a few days, but perhaps the strongest pillar holding it together.

Ishan also seemed a little happier today compared to before, and the entire atmosphere of the house felt completely transformed. Today, after so many days, no one carried any tension in their mind. Life was probably still going to be difficult, but there was a beautiful glimmer of hope that everything would be alright.

After having tea and breakfast, Ishan carefully concealed the jewelry inside a bag and took it with him. Today, he was determined to return home only after purchasing the auto-rickshaw.

As soon as he left, Priya finished the household chores and began reading the job advertisements in the newspaper. In several places, there were openings for junior accountants or office-type roles—the kind of jobs she could handle quite comfortably. However, she knew deep down that the moment Ishan heard about her taking up a job, he would feel upset. He simply wanted to keep her within these four walls to shield and protect her from the entire world.

Priya took a deep breath. But life doesn't work that way, does it? She would make an effort to convince Ishan.

Meanwhile, Ayesha was watching a movie on an old TV kept in the house. Since they didn't have a TV back in the village, watching anything on it here felt completely novel to her. She would sit in front of the TV for hours on end. A movie song was playing, and Ayesha's hands and feet were moving on their own while her eyes remained glued to the screen. Priya smiled watching her—how carefree this girl was.

As evening approached, Priya waited anxiously for Ishan's return. Her mind was entirely consumed with the hope that everything had gone smoothly. In a big city like this, there were plenty of shrewd people who could easily cheat an innocent man like Ishan.

As she sat waiting, a thought crossed her mind—why not surprise Ishan by wearing a saree today? She had only worn a saree once back in the village, and for some unknown reason today, her heart yearned to dress up beautifully for him.

Priya pulled out a green saree from the solitary wardrobe in the house, closed the bedroom door, and began draping it around herself. The saree wasn't expensive, but it hugged her contours beautifully. Priya draped the pallu over her shoulder and looked at herself in the mirror.

She didn't look like a heavily made-up doll, but rather like a gorgeous woman who had dressed up elegantly for her man. She smiled while adjusting the pleats of her pallu. She slipped two bangles onto each of her wrists and applied a very tiny bindi on her forehead. Today, one thing was absolutely certain—the moment Ishan saw her in this saree, he was bound to lose his senses.

When Priya stepped out of the room wearing the saree, her bangles let out a soft, melodious tinkling sound that echoed through the house. Ayesha was still engrossed in the TV, but the sound of the bangles instantly drew her attention toward Priya, and her jaw dropped in absolute awe.

Forgetting all about the TV, she just stared at Priya blankly.

Ayesha : Aunt... you look absolutely stunning... just like the heroine of this movie... no, wait... even better than her.

Blushing deeply, Priya replied.

Priya : Hush... you just say anything...

Ayesha : Oh no, Aunt... I'm not joking at all... when Father sees you, he will completely forget about the auto-rickshaw and everything else...

Priya’s face turned a rosy pink. She glanced at herself in the mirror one final time. Today, after so many days, she saw a new spark of enthusiasm in her eyes instead of fear.

Just then, the loud sound of a horn blared from the street outside.

Ayesha rushed toward the door.

Ayesha : It looks like Father has arrived with the auto-rickshaw!

Priya’s heart began to pound rapidly. She quickly adjusted her hair and, holding her breath, peeked outside. Parked directly outside their house was a black-and-yellow auto-rickshaw; it wasn't brand new, but it still looked in great condition. Ishan was sitting in the driver’s seat with a look of pure joy on his face, as if he had just won a grand battle. Beside him stood Salman, who was proudly running his hand over the body of the vehicle.

Priya followed closely behind Ayesha and stepped slightly outside the house.

The moment Ishan's gaze fell upon Priya, his hands froze completely on the steering wheel. Even in this inexpensive saree, his lady looked absolutely radiant and divine.

Stepping out of the auto-rickshaw, Ishan spoke up.

Ishan : Here is our auto-rickshaw... now we won't ever have to beg or extend our hands before anyone else.

Ayesha stepped forward to touch the vehicle excitedly and climbed into the driver's seat. Salman stood nearby, chatting with her.

Approaching Priya, Ishan murmured softly.

Ishan : How do you like the auto-rickshaw, Madam...

Priya looked at him, narrowing her eyes and knitting her brows playfully.

Priya : What did I tell you last night...

Ishan burst into a gentle laugh.

Ishan : This is strictly the last time today... after all, I want to make you my very first passenger and take you on a tour of the entire city...

Priya spoke in a soft undertone.

Priya : You didn't say anything about how I look...

But before Ishan could utter a word, Salman walked over to their side.

Salman : Wow, sister-in-law... you look absolutely like a piece of the moon... it seems as though the entire city has lit up in celebration of purchasing this auto-rickshaw.

Trying to remain polite, Priya replied.

Priya : Oh, come on... you just say anything...

Salman took out a piece of barfi from a sweet box and extended it directly toward Priya.

Salman : Here you go... sweeten your mouth...

Salman practically forced the sweet into Priya’s mouth, his fingers deliberately brushing against her lips as he pulled his hand back. The moment his fingers made contact with her lips, a sudden jolt ran through Priya’s body—not of excitement, but of deep, visceral disgust. She looked at Salman; his eyes were brazenly scanning the curves and contours of her body.

Even though he kept addressing her respectfully as sister-in-law, Priya was no longer naive. She had encountered enough men like him in her life by now, and she had learned how to read the hunger in their eyes perfectly. From Raj to Vijay, she had witnessed many dark shades of love and lust.

She glanced toward Ishan to check if he had noticed Salman's inappropriate gaze as well. However, Ishan's eyes were fixed entirely on his new auto-rickshaw, as if in this fleeting moment, it had suddenly become far more precious to him than even Priya.

Trying to draw Ishan’s attention, Priya inquired.

Priya : How much did it cost? For how much did the jewelry sell?

Ishan : Salman negotiated the deal and got it for eighty thousand... and we managed to get forty thousand for the jewelry... gold prices have shot up significantly these days, you see...

Priya : And what about the remaining forty thousand?

Ishan : I took a loan... Salman helped me secure that as well...

Priya continued to question him directly.

Priya : At what interest rate?

Salman smiled smoothly, trying to deflect.

Salman : Oh, sister-in-law, why are you stressing your mind over all these technical matters...

Priya spoke in a slightly firm, sharp tone.

Priya : Because these are highly important details that we must be fully aware of...

Ishan : At twenty percent...

Priya : Twenty percent?

Salman : Yes... what less could one possibly get these days... even this rate was managed solely because of my connections...

Priya could hardly believe her ears; this felt incredibly expensive and predatory.

Priya : Do you even realize what this means... twenty percent of forty thousand means you will have to pay eight thousand rupees a year just in interest...

Salman looked at Ishan, his expression silently implying why a woman was interfering in financial matters.

A look of slight irritation appeared on Ishan's face as well.

Ishan : Come on, let's go inside... everything will be managed... I can easily earn fifteen to twenty thousand a month driving this... I will pay off the entire loan very quickly...

Salman : You are absolutely right, brother... along with being exceptionally beautiful... sister-in-law is incredibly smart and sharp as well...

Priya offered no response to his flattery and walked straight inside the house. She couldn't understand what happened to men that made them so blind to the vile, hidden intentions of their own friends.

As Ayesha came chirping happily inside, Salman patted her head affectionately.

Salman : Ayesha... how do you like your Father's new auto-rickshaw...

Ayesha : It's absolutely amazing... I am definitely going for a ride in it today...

Ishan : Yes, yes... just have your food first and then we shall go...

Ayesha : And Salman Uncle... you promised me that you would take me to the grand fair here...

Salman : I will certainly take you, child... absolutely... your Father will start driving the auto-rickshaw from tomorrow, and we shall go enjoy the fair... What do you say, sister-in-law... you will join us too, won't you?

Priya’s stern voice echoed clearly from the kitchen.

Priya : No, I have a lot of household chores to take care of. And Ayesha will go to the fair only with her Father whenever he finds some free time.

Salman's smile faded slightly. He realized instantly that tricking or manipulating Priya was not going to be an easy task. However, Ishan chimed in to interrupt.

Ishan : Oh, come on, my schedule is going to be completely unpredictable now anyway, so just let her go along with Salman.

Priya stood inside the kitchen, her fists clenching tightly in silent frustration. Nadia's parting words began to echo in her mind. It was not going to be easy for two young women to survive in a big city like this. She realized she would have to become incredibly strong to protect both of them.

A short while later, Salman and Ishan sat down to eat while continuing their conversation, and Priya and Ayesha served them lentils, rice, vegetables, and flatbreads.

Looking at the food, Salman remarked dismissively.

Salman : What is this, my friend... even on such a celebratory day, you are eating this plain vegetarian fare. Today called for a grand feast... with rich, royal meat...

Ishan : Yes, yes... we will have it... but Priya doesn't prefer all of that inside the house, so...

Salman : Oh, what your sister-in-law likes or dislikes... only time will tell... Perhaps she has never tasted high-quality, delicious meat before. Rest assured... consuming meat is what truly brings strength to the body... After all, driving an auto-rickshaw all day requires immense physical strength...

Ishan gestured for him to lower his voice.

Ishan : Let it be, Salman... whatever we have right now is perfectly fine...

Salman : Oh, Ishan brother, you are acting as if sister-in-law has imposed strict restrictions on you. A man's earnings and a man's platter—both decisions must be made solely by the man himself. Anyway, it's your choice.

Priya had overheard their conversation.

Priya : Salman brother, the men might make all the decisions in the outside world, but within the house, it is the women who rule. If we splurge on a grand feast today itself, how will we pay the loan installments?

A sudden silence enveloped the room for a moment. Salman's hand froze mid-bite with the food morsel still in his grip. He had certainly not anticipated that Priya would speak so directly and firmly. He glanced toward Ishan, but Ishan was also listening to Priya's words in quiet agreement.

Salman spoke up with a tight smile.

Salman : I give in, sister-in-law... you are indeed exceptionally sharp. You aren't nearly as simple as you appear to be.

However, there was far less warmth and much more irritation laced within his words.

Ishan was also somewhat astonished to hear Priya speak with such a clear sense of authority for the first time, realizing that last night had completely shifted their dynamic.

Ishan : Let all that be... tell me, from which area should I start driving today?

Salman : You will find plenty of passengers right outside the station...

Ishan : Should I start tonight itself?

Salman : Yes, yes, absolutely... the sooner you begin, the faster you will clear the loan... and don't worry about the household... I will manage everything here...

He cast a sharp, piercing glare toward Priya, as if challenging how she would respond now that he was speaking to her husband in the exact same practical terms.

Priya’s voice faltered slightly.

Priya : You... you should start tomorrow morning instead... you must be quite exhausted today...

Ishan : No... what is there to feel exhausted about... one just has to sit and drive the vehicle...

Priya : Can we discuss this among ourselves first? Not in front of guests...

The word "guest" stung Salman like a sharp blade. He placed the remaining piece of sweet back onto his plate, his smile vanishing entirely.

Salman : Sister-in-law is right... you husband and wife should settle between yourselves when to start... I shall take my leave now... call me if you need anything...

Ishan felt somewhat embarrassed by the tension and was about to interrupt Priya, but Salman patted his shoulder reassuringly.

Salman : Alright, I am leaving now... see you tomorrow...

The moment Salman departed, a heavy silence settled over the house. As Priya was gathering the plates, Ishan spoke in an annoyed yet low tone.

Ishan : Why did you speak to him like that... he felt offended... he has helped me so extensively... you are well aware of that, aren't you...
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Priya paused momentarily as she leaned down, her grip tightening firmly around the plates. She desperately wanted to scream out loud that Ishan was completely failing to see Salman's vile intentions. However, her voice remained choked up inside. It felt as though this was their very first real argument after many days—or perhaps their first since fully accepting each other as husband and wife.

Her eyes filled with tears, and she quickly hurried away from there while holding the plates in frustration. She stood inside the kitchen, weeping quietly.

Ayesha, who had resumed watching the TV, also sensed that a conflict had occurred between her father and Priya, though she couldn't understand the underlying reason behind it.

Outside, Ishan sat with a sullen expression. This was the first time he had witnessed such a stubborn side of Priya, openly answering back to his friend like that. And now, this sudden tension between them. He couldn't comprehend how such a beautiful day had suddenly turned so sour.

Somehow, amidst the heavy silence stretching between them, night arrived and it was time to sleep. Everything that had felt perfectly resolved last night now seemed entirely disrupted. Ishan felt that he should sleep on the floor mattress again tonight, but the moment he started spreading out his mat, Priya spoke up.

Priya : What happened? Didn't you say you would sleep upstairs on the bed from today onward...

Ishan looked at her in surprise.

Ishan : Yes, but...

Lying down on the bed with an intentional grace, Priya looked toward Ishan.

Priya : Rest is up to your own choice... anyway, when do you ever listen to me...

As she comfortably turned over onto her stomach on the mattress, she was completely oblivious to the fact that her posture caused the fabric to slide, exposing her fair legs in the air.

Ishan corrected her quickly.

Ishan : Priya... your legs...

Priya instantly realized how she was positioned. Turning around in frustration, she lay flat on her stomach against the pillow. She occupied the absolute center of the bed, leaving ample space on either side for both Ayesha and Ishan to lie down.

Ayesha quickly came over and curled up to the left of Priya.

Ayesha : Father... you should sleep up here on the bed too... your back will start aching if you sleep on the floor... and you have to drive the auto-rickshaw all day tomorrow...

Ishan : Yes, child... alright...

Ishan slowly climbed onto the bed and lay down, taking conscious care not to touch Priya. The space felt incredibly tight for the three of them to sleep like this. Ishan lay perfectly still on his back and closed his eyes. However, sleep eluded him completely; the proximity and the intoxicating fragrance of Priya’s body began to ignite a restless passion within him.

Priya shifted slightly, moving even closer toward Ayesha's side. Ishan looked over; Priya’s back was facing him, and her delicate blouse and fair skin were partially veiled by her dark tresses. Ishan's gaze inadvertently drifted lower toward the gentle curve of her hips. Wrapped tightly within the contours of the saree, her shapely form was clearly defined, driving his senses wild.

An intense physical ache began to stir within Ishan's core, and he softly adjusted himself. It was incredibly risky to attempt anything with Ayesha sleeping right beside them, especially since Priya was already upset with him. Yet, for some reason, a wave of defiant desire washed over him. She had chosen to wear such a stunning saree today, only to argue with him later.

Considerable time passed, but Ishan remained completely restless. His desire throbbed insistently beneath his garments. He peered toward Priya once again; the room was dark, but the soft moonlight filtering in from outside cast a clear silhouette. Priya’s saree had ridden up slightly above her ankles, revealing the soft, smooth skin of her lower legs. A desperate urge consumed him to simply grab her delicate form with his strong hands and pull her close.

In the quiet stillness of the night, Ayesha's steady, rhythmic breathing indicated that she had fallen into a deep slumber. Priya, however, appeared to be wide awake. Unable to restrain himself any longer, Ishan gently brushed her hair aside with his fingers, baring the smooth expanse of her back. Summoning his courage, he firmly placed his warm hand against her skin.

Priya原始地 shuddered intensely at the sudden contact, arching her back as she aggressively shook his hand off. Ishan’s frustration flared; she was the one who had insisted he sleep on the bed, yet now she wouldn't even allow his touch. He silently resolved that he would not back down tonight.

Ishan smoothly slid his hand back, gripping her slender waist firmly. Priya immediately reached down and tried to push his hand away once more. But this time, Ishan moved closer, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her flush against his chest.

Priya turned her face slightly backward, whispering sharply.

Priya : Sleep quietly... do not touch me...

However, Ishan’s body was completely consumed by yearning. He locked his arms around her waist, his fingers gently tracing the soft contours of her abdomen. Priya bit her lip hard to suppress a sudden, breathless gasp.

She desperately tried to pry his hands loose again.

Priya : I told you... go to sleep...

Ishan placed his finger gently over her lips, leaning his face so close that his breath brushed against her ear as he whispered in an incredibly hushed tone.

Ishan : Shhh.... Ayesha will wake up... just let me hold you for a little while...

Priya felt her resolve melting under his touch, though she tried to maintain an angry expression. Using his lips to gently pull the edge of her pallu aside, Ishan slid his hand upward over the fabric of her blouse.

Priya closed her eyes tightly, pressing her lips together firmly to ensure not a single sound escaped her mouth. Ishan began to tenderly caress her fullness with his large hands. He pulled her body back tightly against his own, making Priya acutely aware of his intense hardness pressing right against her curves.

Sensing her lack of further resistance as a silent submission, Ishan slid his hand lower, gently moving the fabric of her saree and petticoat down to fully feel the bare, silky smoothness of her hips. Priya writhed quietly in his embrace, but Ishan maintained a firm, unyielding grip on her.

The garments slid down just enough to reveal the delicate edge of her undergarment.

Priya's body remained tense with anticipation, her breathing growing incredibly rapid. Ishan slid his hand further down, reaching around her hip toward her absolute center. He gently pressed his fingers against her warmth through the thin layer of fabric. Priya let out a soft, muffled whimper, instinctively locking her thighs together.

Applying a firm, rhythmic pressure over her sensitive center, Ishan sent a sudden jolt of electricity racing through Priya's entire body, causing her to tremble. He began to rub his fingers against her softness through the fabric. Priya quickly placed her own hand over her mouth to stifle her deep sighs.

Intent on deepening the intimacy, Ishan nudged his leg between hers to part her thighs, but Priya held them closed with all her strength. Sliding his strong leg firmly between hers, Ishan gently but forcefully parted them. Priya's thighs gave way, allowing Ishan's fingers to instantly access her damp warmth, tracing the core of her desire.

Priya spoke in a trembling, breathless whisper.

Priya : What are you doing... Ayesha might wake up...

Placing his hand gently around her neck, Ishan firmly turned her face around to meet his gaze.

Ishan : Then remain perfectly still... and let me cherish you...

Priya knew this passionate side of Ishan all too well from their time in the village. The man who would shy away from her during the day would turn into an absolute captive of her beauty at night, driven wild by her proximity. However, indulging themselves here carried an immense risk.


Ishan firmly and rhythmically rubbed her center through the fabric of her undergarment. Priya closed her eyes tightly as her breathing turned incredibly rapid. Her fingers reached out, desperately trying to clutch the bedsheet, but it kept slipping from her grasp. Ishan continued to stroke her center repeatedly through her thin undergarment with his finger, causing Priya to let out a soft, muffled whimper.

Reaching further down, Ishan gently slid her undergarment down, completely exposing the smooth expanse of her lower back and hips. He began pressing his rigid length, still bound beneath his trousers, directly against her soft curves.

A sudden shockwave of electricity rippled through Priya's entire body. Now, only a thin layer of fabric separated her bare skin from his intense hardness. Ishan used his strong fingers to firmly knead and caress her soft hips, locking his grip around her shapely form. Priya lay perfectly still, her eyes closed and her breath hitched. A restless anticipation consumed her entire body. Yet, she found herself unable to pull away from him, nor could she completely surrender herself to his touch.

Continuing to massage her curves, Ishan slid his fingers down into the delicate indentation between her hips. Priya jolted intensely at the sudden intimacy and instinctively locked her legs tightly together.

Ishan gently turned her face toward his own.

Ishan : What happened... you are enjoying this now, aren't you...

Priya opened her eyes to look at Ishan. Her gaze held a complex mixture of feigned anger and deep, simmering desire. Ishan once again smoothly slid his fingers along the curve of her hips, initiating a slow, tantalizing movement. Priya pressed her hand over her mouth, letting out soft, breathless sighs.

Priya whispered softly.

Priya : Please stop now... otherwise, I will wake Ayesha up...

Ishan withdrew his hand and immediately pressed his lips against hers. Priya eagerly responded, joining the embrace. They deeply drank in each other's kisses, losing themselves in the rhythm of the moment while Ayesha's steady, deep breathing filled the quiet room.

Ishan : Help me find release... I won't be able to sleep like this with so much tension building up...

Ishan gently guided Priya’s soft hand backward, directing it toward his waistband.

Priya looked at Ishan with wide, startled eyes, wondering if he was truly serious.

Priya : Have you lost your mind... right here...

Ishan pressed her hand firmly against his rigid length, holding it there with desperate intensity.

Ishan : Priya... just a little bit... look how much I am aching for you... just stroke me a little.

Priya hesitated for a brief moment, thinking it over, before she slowly began to move her hand over his hardness through the fabric of his trousers. Ishan quickly untied his waistband, eagerly guiding her bare hand directly onto his warm, pulsing skin. Holding her hand in his firm grip, he guided her movements against his hardness.

Ishan let out a low, breathless groan.

Ishan : Keep going...

Priya closed her eyes completely. She smoothly began to stroke his length on her own. Ishan used his free hand to firmly caress her fullness, leaning in to kiss her passionately. Driven by the rising heat, Priya increased the pace of her movements.

Ishan whispered close to her ear.

Ishan : Yes... just like that... faster...

Priya accelerated her pace significantly. Simultaneously, Ishan slid his fingers lower, seeking her damp warmth and moving inside her sensitive core. Priya let out a sharp, breathless gasp.

Ishan cautioned her in a hushed whisper.

Ishan : What are you doing... Ayesha might wake up...

Priya glared at him playfully.

Priya : What did I even do... you are the one doing everything...

Priya’s hand was now moving with incredible speed, and it felt as though his rigid length was pulsing tightly, on the absolute verge of an explosive release. Ishan gently placed his hand over her lips to muffle any sound she might make.

Ishan : Come on, bring me to the edge quickly...

A captivating spark flickered in Priya's eyes—a beautiful blend of defiance and pure passion. She was no longer just gently stroking him; she was moving her hand with absolute intensity and fervor. The breathless speed of her hand sent Ishan's senses into a complete frenzy. His breathing turned heavy and labored, and he began to groan softly against her ear.

Ishan : Yes... right there... just a little more... faster... it feels incredible...

Priya pushed her speed to the absolute limit. His rigid length felt like molten iron beneath her slender fingers. Ishan closed his eyes tightly, his hands locking onto her waist with a powerful grip. A magnificent wave of pure ecstasy surged through his entire being.

Feeling the sudden rush of warm, intense release rising from deep within, he called out her name in a strained, passionate whisper.

Ishan : Priyaaaa....

And then, with a powerful, pulsing throb, his tension broke completely within her hands. His warm release spilled over her fingers and across her soft skin in rapid, intense bursts. Priya immediately halted her movements and tried to withdraw her hand. However, Ishan maintained a firm hold on her wrist for a few moments longer, savoring the lingering contact against his skin.

Priya remained silent. The moment Ishan relaxed his grip, she used a corner of his garment to gently wipe her hand clean. She then quietly turned away to face her side of the bed, pulling her undergarment and petticoat back up into place. Even though the traces of their intense intimacy had marked her clothes, she seemed entirely unbothered by it.

Ishan placed his hand over her hip, gently pulling her back against his chest. Priya closed her eyes, a soft, content smile returning to her face. Ishan pressed a tender kiss against the curve of her neck. Priya warmly leaned into his touch, shifting her hips closer to align perfectly against him.

They remained closely intertwined through the rest of the night, as though discovering each other for the very first time. The lingering frustration from the evening had completely dissolved; both had forgotten what the argument was even about, completely consumed instead by the soothing warmth of each other's bodies.

When morning arrived and Ishan opened his eyes, neither Priya nor Ayesha was on the bed. He glanced toward the clock and realized it was already eight. He couldn't comprehend how he had managed to sleep in so late. Then, a sudden rush of memories from the previous night ignited a passionate warmth within him.

What had transpired last night felt like nothing short of a beautiful dream—an enchanting dream that still felt delightfully incomplete. The memory of Priya’s soft hands moving against his length, the exquisite tenderness of her skin, and her rosy, inviting lips caused his desire to stir restlessly all over again.

However, the bright morning light and the ambient sounds filtering in from outside quickly brought him back to reality. Today marked his very first day of work, and he was already running late. Ishan quickly got out of bed and hurried out of the room.

Outside, Priya was sitting on the floor, quietly chopping vegetables. The moment her eyes met Ishan's, a brilliant, wide smile lit up her face.

Ishan looked down at her; she looked breathtakingly beautiful. Her hair was damp, indicating she had recently taken a bath. Her full curves were defined beneath her fitted salwar kameez. The sleeves of her tunic were rolled up high, beautifully showcasing her fair, smooth arms. Watching her sit there in such a serene manner made Ishan completely forget his rush for a fleeting second.

Priya cleared her throat softly.

Priya : Hmmm... you're finally awake?

Ishan looked at her with a lingering gaze of desire, but he consciously forced a firmer tone into his voice.

Ishan : Yes... why didn't you wake me up... it is already so late.

Hearing his strict tone, Priya's cheerful expression faded slightly, and her voice faltered.

Priya : I just thought... I thought you needed to rest... last night... you were awake... for so long... you must have been exhausted....... I won't let you do anything tonight.

Priya pouted in feigned annoyance and looked down.

Seeing her get upset, Ishan immediately softened his voice and stepped closer to her.

Ishan : How could I feel exhausted after last night... everything felt beautifully incomplete, and I think I was merely trying to finish that beautiful dream in my sleep.

Blushing deeply, Priya kept her gaze lowered.

Ishan glanced around the house, noticing how unusually quiet it felt.

Ishan : Where... where is Ayesha? Is she taking a bath?

Priya : No... I sent her to the nearby shop to get some milk and bread...

Ishan : Why did you send her out?

Priya : You were fast asleep, and it had to be either her or me... next time, I will go myself...

Ishan : No, absolutely not... you won't go out...

Ishan glanced toward the front door, noting that it was still securely closed. His breathing turned rapid and a restless energy surged through his body, as his instincts realized that a perfect, uninterrupted opportunity had just presented itself.

Ishan : Priya... listen to me... could you please come inside the room for a moment?

"Why?" Priya asked, turning toward Ishan with an inquisitive look. "I am right in the middle of my chores."

"Just help me find my clothes this once," Ishan pleaded softly. "It is my very first day on the job, and I want to make a proper impression."

Priya smiled gently and stood up to assist him. As she rose, the fabric of her tunic shifted slightly, offering Ishan a fleeting glimpse of her soft, porcelain skin. It had been far too long since he had enjoyed such intimacy with her, and his deepest desires remained entirely unfulfilled.

She led the way into the bedroom with Ishan following closely behind. The moment they crossed the threshold, he quickly closed the door, shutting out the rest of the house.

Priya turned around instantly, her eyes wide with sudden questioning. "What is wrong? Why did you latch the door?"

The bright, captivating spark in her eyes held him completely spellbound. He felt incredibly fortunate that the most beautiful woman in his world belonged to him. Unable to contain his longing any longer, Ishan stepped forward eagerly. He reached inside her top, shifting her undergarment aside to cup the soft, smooth curve of her breast.

A sharp, involuntary gasp escaped Priya’s lips. "Ah... what are you doing? Please, let me go..."
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Ishan’s fingers pressed gently against her warm, supple skin, caressing her with a tender touch. Her flesh felt remarkably soft, like a delicate fruit freshly plucked in the morning dew. The moment his fingers lingered against her skin, a soft whimper escaped her lips. The sound of her breathless sigh echoed in his ears, driving him completely wild with desire. Priya’s face flushed with a complex blend of deep modesty and undeniable arousal, and she bit down gently on her lower lip to quiet herself.

Ishan then cupped her fully, applying a firm, passionate pressure.

Priya trembled, resting her hand heavily against his shoulder for balance. "Ufff... ahhh... please stop. Ayesha will be returning any minute now. Let me go, please..."

Though she spoke words of protest, her body betrayed her entirely as she swayed closer to him, entirely overwhelmed by the sensation.

Ishan leaned down, bringing his lips close to her ear as he whispered huskily, "Opportunities like this are incredibly rare. How can I possibly let you go now? We will handle Ayesha when she arrives."

The deep, mesmerizing cadence of his voice carried an undeniable charm, compelling Priya to close her eyes in surrender. He pulled her flush against his chest, pressing passionate kisses along the sensitive curve of her neck. An primal urge surged deep within him, demanding that he strip away her garments and make love to her completely right then and there. However, he remained rational enough to know that a full encounter was impossible under the circumstances. This hurried, stolen moment felt thrillingly illicit.

As her body warmed with desire, Priya ran her fingers through Ishan's thick hair, pulling his head closer to her. Ishan wrapped his arms tightly around her waist, anchoring her against him. The heat of his rapid breathing brushed against her flushed cheeks, and their hearts beat in a synchronized, frantic rhythm.

Suddenly, the heavy front door swung open outside, followed by Ayesha's loud, cheerful voice echoing through the corridor. "Aunty! Look, I'm back with all the household groceries!"

The sudden interruption startled them completely. Priya broke away from Ishan's embrace with a sudden jolt, frantically smoothing down her disordered clothes. Ishan attempted to regain his composure as well, stepping backward to sit casually on the edge of the bed.

Ayesha began searching the house, calling out as she approached. "Aunty... Aunty, where are you?"

She pushed the bedroom door open without hesitation, only to find Priya pretending to look for something inside the wooden wardrobe, while Ishan lay stretched out on the mattress with his eyes closed, feigning deep sleep.

"Oh, you're in here, Aunty," Ayesha observed curiously. "Why was the bedroom door shut? And is Dad still asleep?"

"Yes... well, I was simply changing my garments," Priya stammered, attempting to construct a plausible excuse. "That's why."

Ayesha furrowed her brow in confusion. "But you're wearing the exact same clothes you had on when I left. In fact, you put these on fresh just this morning."

"Well... I spilled something on myself, but it's fine now," Priya replied quickly, trying to dismiss the matter. "I decided not to change after all. You really pay far too much attention to every little detail, don't you?"

Ayesha stepped closer to Priya, lowering her voice to a playful whisper. "Honestly, you shouldn't change anyway. You look absolutely stunning in this outfit today."

Priya smiled, a blush coloring her cheeks. "Oh, really? Is there anything else you'd like to add?"

Ayesha hesitated for a moment before teasing, "Yes... tell me, do you routinely change your clothes right in front of Dad like that?"

Priya caught the mischievous glint in the young girl’s eye. She reached out and playfully pinched Ayesha's ear. "Where do you get these wild ideas? Come along now, we need to prepare breakfast."

Lying on the bed, Ishan overheard the entire exchange, and a subtle smile tugged at the corners of his lips. Rubbing his eyes sleepily, he sat up and pretended to have just awakened.

" Ayesha... beta... what time is it?" he inquired with a feigned yawn.

"Dad, the morning is well underway," Ayesha replied. "It is nearly 8:30 AM."

"Ufff... why didn't anyone wake me sooner?"

Ishan stood up hurriedly and hurried into the home’s small bathroom. His physical arousal remained intense and unyielding, and the moment he was safely behind closed doors, he began to manipulate himself to find relief. His mind was completely intoxicated by the lingering scent of Priya's perfume. He knew with absolute certainty that until he alleviated this intense physical tension, he would be utterly incapable of focusing on anything else.

He stroked himself with rapid, urgent movements, his mind entirely consumed by a vivid fantasy. He desperately wished that instead of dispersing into the empty air, his release could be spent inside the warm, welcoming embrace of Priya’s mouth. The thought of sharing such an intimate culmination filled him with an overwhelming sense of desire.

The powerful fantasy brought him to the brink almost instantly. Within moments, his climax arrived with a powerful, convulsive surge. Ishan let out a deep, long sigh of profound relief as his muscles relaxed and the intense heat built up inside him finally dissipated. He massaged himself gently until the release was entirely complete, draining away the last vestige of his tension.

After washing up, Ishan stepped back into the bedroom to find a freshly pressed pair of trousers and a shirt laid out neatly on the bed for him. He dressed quickly and walked into the main living space, where Ayesha sat on the floor happily eating her breakfast. Priya was nowhere to be seen, likely busy in the adjoining kitchen.

Ishan looked down at Ayesha. "Where is your Aunty?"

Ayesha replied with her mouth full of food, "She's in the kitchen preparing the morning tea."

"And what are you having there?" Ishan asked.

"I don't care for tea," Ayesha replied, lifting her cup. "I'm drinking fresh milk."

"I see," Ishan noted with a playful glint in his eye. "Let me go check why I can't seem to get any milk around here."

He walked past her and stepped into the cramped kitchen. Priya stood with her back to him, her entire attention focused intently on the boiling pot atop the kerosene stove. Ishan quietly stepped up directly behind her, closing the distance between them. He had never behaved so boldly before, but their current domestic arrangements made this game of secret, stolen affection incredibly thrilling. Priya instantly sensed his physical presence behind her, but she deliberately refused to turn around.

Emboldened by the privacy, Ishan reached out and firmly wrapped his arms around her waist from behind.

Startled, Priya spun around rapidly to face him. Before she could utter a sound, Ishan placed his palm gently over her mouth to muffle any noise. He leaned down, pressing a tender kiss against her forehead, then raised a finger to his own lips, silently urging her to remain quiet. Priya’s anxiety spiked sharply; her eyes darted nervously toward the open kitchen doorway, terrified that Ayesha might look in and witness their intimacy.

Satisfied she wouldn't call out, Ishan slowly lowered his hand from her lips.

"Please, go outside," Priya whispered in a fierce, hurried tone. "I will bring your breakfast out to you shortly. Ayesha is sitting right there—what will she think if she catches us?"

"She will simply assume her Dad came in here to fetch some milk," Ishan countered with a sly grin. "I don't want tea today. I want milk too... but a very specific, special kind."

He reached his hand purposefully toward her breast, but Priya intercepted the gesture, swatting his hand away before he could make contact.

Adjusting the sleeves of her tunic, she scolded him firmly, "Do you even realize how inappropriate you are being? Ayesha is a young, impressionable girl, and witnessing this behavior will have a terrible psychological impact on her. Now leave the kitchen immediately."

Ishan rested his hand gently against the curve of her waist. "Nothing ever feels complete between us anymore. It seems impossible to find a single moment of absolute privacy with you. Back in the village, we were only able to share that intimacy two or three times. I want to experience that with you again... not just once, but a thousand times over. Every single night, routinely... just you and me."

Priya’s face burned with intense embarrassment. "Shhh... please, just stop talking like that."

"Let's arrange it so you come away with me," Ishan proposed eagerly. "We can rent a private room for two or three hours just to be alone together properly. That is the only way this burning desire inside me will ever be satisfied."

Priya’s patience snapped, and she flared up in genuine frustration. "Have you completely lost your mind?! We currently have no stable income, and you expect us to squander our meager savings on renting rooms for such things? For now, you need to focus entirely on succeeding at your new job. Once your employment is stable and regular, I will gladly accompany you wherever you wish."

Suddenly, a loud, hissing sound erupted from the stove behind them. The morning tea had boiled over, spilling out over the rim of the metal pot and extinguishing a portion of the burner flame.

Priya turned around instantly, lifting the hot pot away from the heat. "Ufff... look at what your foolishness has caused! You've ruined the stove and doubled my cleanup chores!"

Ishan reached out, attempting to place a soothing hand on her shoulder, but Priya brushed him off sharply, casting a stern, reprimanding glare over her shoulder. Realizing he had pushed her too far and not wanting to worsen her anger, Ishan quietly retreated from the kitchen.

Ayesha looked up with a knowing smirk as he entered the living room. "What happened, Dad? Why did you provoke Aunty's anger so early in the morning?" It was entirely obvious she had been straining her ears to listen to their conversation.

"It's nothing," Ishan replied smoothly, adjusting his shirt collar. "Your Aunty simply refused my request. It seems I will have to settle for regular tea after all."

A few moments later, Priya marched out of the kitchen with swift, heavy steps, her lingering resentment clearly visible on her face. She leaned down quickly, placing a hot cup of tea and a plate of breakfast on the small table before Ishan. As she did so, she protectively crossed her arm over her chest to shield herself from his view, before turning on her heel and retreating back into the kitchen just as quickly as she had arrived. Despite her speed, Ishan caught a brief glimpse that only intensified his yearning.

Ayesha burst into a cheerful chuckle, looking across at Ishan. "Dad, you managed to infuriate Aunty just like you did yesterday evening. It looks like I am the one who will have to endure her bad mood all day now."

Ishan looked at Ayesha and offered a reassuring smile. "Don't worry, it's nothing like that. The moment I leave for work, her anger will completely vanish. Finish up your breakfast quickly, and then you may turn on the television."

Ayesha's eyes lit up with excitement. "Really? Television so early in the morning!"

Motivated by the rare permission to watch TV, Ayesha began eating her food with double the speed. Ishan kept his eyes fixed firmly on the kitchen doorway, but Priya refused to show herself again.

After a short while, Priya’s voice called out from the kitchen. " Ayesha, once your Dad finishes his breakfast, bring his empty plate inside and hand him this packed metal tiffin box for his lunch."

Realizing that Priya was deliberately avoiding him and would not be coming out to say goodbye, Ishan felt a wave of disappointment settle over him. He stood up with a heavy heart, retrieved his wallet from the room, and stepped to the threshold to slip on his footwear. By then, Ayesha had fetched the lunch container from the kitchen.

The moment she handed the tiffin box to him, she immediately dashed back to the television screen, tuning in to a channel broadcasting classic Bollywood musical numbers.

Feeling dejected, Ishan stepped out of the front door, casting one final, lingering look back toward the kitchen. On this milestone day of his new employment, he desperately wanted to share a pleasant parting glance with Priya; otherwise, he felt a dark cloud would hang over his entire workday.

As if intuitively sensing his emotional distress, Priya stepped out of the kitchen and paused at the wooden doorframe. The irritation had completely vanished from her face, replaced by a subtle, beautifully restrained smile. The moment her gaze locked with Ishan's, she lowered her eyes in a display of classic modesty.

Seeing her expression, Ishan's spirits lifted instantly, and a bright smile broke across his face. Feeling entirely reassured, he turned and stepped out into the street with renewed confidence. He started up his auto-rickshaw and steered it toward the bustling transit station. He was already running significantly behind schedule for his first day, and he could only wonder how much business awaited him in the city.

Priya’s anxiety kept growing as she waited for Ishan. It was getting quite late into the night, and Ayesha had already fallen asleep, but sleep was miles away from Priya's eyes. She kept peeking outside through the small window of the house over and over again. She didn't know why, but her heart was racing with unease. A singular thought kept haunting her mind—if Ishan didn't return, what would become of them?

Just then, the sound of an auto-rickshaw pulling up in front of the house echoed through the quiet. Even before a knock could land on the door, Priya rushed forward and swung it open.

Ishan was standing outside. The exhaustion of a long day was clearly etched onto his face, but his eyes held a peculiar glint and a warm smile. The moment his gaze landed on Priya, he brought forward a small sweet box that he had been hiding behind his back.

Ishan : My first day went incredibly well. Here, sweeten your mouth.

Ishan took out a piece of barfi from the box and gently nudged it between Priya’s lips. Priya quickly caught the sweet with her hand, taking a tiny bite while holding the rest tightly in her fist.

Ishan : Where is Ayesha... call her out too, won't you?

The two stepped inside the house, and Priya securely latched the front door.

Priya : Shhh... she is fast asleep...

The spark in Ishan's eyes flared even brighter at her words.

Ishan : That is even better...

Ishan’s gaze swept over Priya’s entire body from head to toe, and his desires began to tighten beneath his clothes. Reaching out, he firmly gripped her arm, holding her close.

Priya quickly pulled herself away from his hold.

Priya : I will go fetch some water...

Priya hurried into the kitchen. After spending a few moments there to steady her rapid breathing, she emerged carrying a glass of water. By then, Ishan was emptying his pockets, laying out currency notes and coins.

Ishan : I roamed across the entire city today.

Priya handed the glass of water to Ishan, her eyes immediately fixing onto the notes and coins scattered across the wooden cot. Her inner accountant woke up instantly. She inquired softly.

Priya : How much did it all add up to today?

Ishan smiled with a deep sense of pride.

Ishan : It is a full two hundred rupees! That is excellent for a first day, isn't it?

Hearing this, the smile vanished completely from Priya’s face. Looking intently at the notes, she spoke up.

Priya : Two hundred rupees? Did you refill the petrol or CNG today as well?

Seeing Priya's fallen face, Ishan's enthusiasm dampened slightly.

Ishan : No... Salman got the CNG filled in the morning, and I still have to repay him for that. What's wrong? Do you think this is too less?

A heavy wave of concern washed over Priya as she sat down on the cot, lightly touching the notes.

Priya : I was just thinking... how will we ever repay that heavy loan with such low earnings? This won't even be enough to run the household.

The joy completely drained from Ishan's face, replaced instantly by a sharp wave of irritation.

Ishan : I told you, it was only the first day... did you expect me to bring home a thousand rupees on the very first day?

Priya : Ishan... I was merely...

The tension in the room grew so thick that even the sweetness of the dessert felt tasteless. Ishan's expression was sullen, but then his eyes drifted over Priya. A beautiful saree was draped elegantly across her body. The moment he took in her exquisite form, his mood began to shift into a deep longing. With assertive masculinity, he grabbed Priya’s hand and began pulling her toward himself.

Ishan : Let's not talk about all this right now. Let's finish what was left incomplete this morning.

But Priya’s mind was tangled in entirely different worries at the moment. Too many stressful thoughts were racing through her head—the heavy debt of the auto-rickshaw, the stifling heat of the room, waiting anxiously for Ishan from morning until night, and Salman's inappropriate, lingering gaze upon her. In the midst of all this mental chaos, she was in absolutely no mood for intimacy.

Priya gently caught Ishan's hand and peeled his fingers away from her skin.

Priya : No, Ishan... not right now... my mind is deeply troubled at the moment.

The moment he heard her refusal, a flash of intense anger and resentment clouded Ishan's face.

Ishan : I have worked hard the entire day, returning home completely exhausted... and just because you think this money is too less, you are rejecting me? Why don't you just say it clearly that you look down on me now? You knew exactly who I was and what I earned... I never forced you to come along with me.

As he spoke, a stinging sense of inadequacy began to fan the flames of his anger, causing him to lose his restraint. In a fit of frustration, he tightly grabbed Priya’s other hand as well, pulling her sharply against himself as if driven to assert his dominance. His face was dangerously close to hers. Pressing his palm against her delicate cheeks, he forced her to look at him.

Priya could clearly smell the heavy scent of sweat from his day's labor. His tight grip began to leave visible imprints on her soft skin. For a terrifying second, she feared that Ishan might completely lose his sanity and strike her, or perhaps force himself upon her. Priya went entirely numb; she didn't try to break free from his hold, nor did she scream. She simply closed her eyes tightly.

Looking at her terrified expression, Ishan suddenly gave her a harsh push, casting her away from himself. Priya stumbled backward, stepping away from the cot.

When Priya opened her eyes, Ishan’s furious glare was still drilling into her. Before she could say anything in her defense, Ishan sharply turned his face away. He yanked a bedsheet spread across the cot and lay down, facing the wall. The heavy, ragged sound of his breathing filled the quiet room.


Session 12 - Chapter 15

Priya stood there frozen for a few moments, silently watching Ishan. She couldn't summon the courage to utter a word or even move inside the room. Ishan's turned back felt like an unyielding wall between them. A part of her wanted to place a comforting hand on his shoulder and assure him that she didn't look down on his hard work. But the memory of his harsh push and those blazing eyes forced her to step back.

She quietly turned around and tiptoed into the inner room, lying down on the bed. She firmly pressed her hand over her mouth to stifle her soft sobs, ensuring she wouldn't wake Ayesha, who was sleeping peacefully beside her.

As she lay there wiping away her tears, memories of her past began to flood her mind. There was a time in her life when she never had to worry about finances. Even though her family belonged to the lower middle class, they had never let her feel any lack. They provided everything she ever asked for. And then there was Ajay, her first husband—a remarkably simple, gentle, and noble man who had surrounded her with every comfort, respect, and peace of mind. Even back at Ishan's village home, she had never been forced to worry about basic survival.

But perhaps this conflict was about something deeper than just money. After everything they had been through together, how could Ishan say such hurtful words to her? She was only trying to look out for the hidden dangers that Ishan was completely blind to. But then again... perhaps she was at fault too. Today was merely Ishan's first day. She should have shown a bit more gentleness and patience in her behavior.

Suppressing her sobs, Priya shook off those lingering memories and wiped her tears dry. She firmly cleared those thoughts from her mind, because her reality had changed completely now, and she had to fight through these new circumstances.

The following morning, the silence between the two remained entirely unbroken. Ayesha was eagerly questioning her father about his day yesterday, while Priya quietly busied herself, moving swiftly in and out of the kitchen. Ishan’s face looked distinctly downcast, seemingly weighed down by the shame of last night and a lingering anger toward himself.

Ishan kept glancing toward the kitchen under various pretexts. Seeing Priya’s pale, sorrowful face only added to his growing distress. The raw fear and resentment he had witnessed in Priya’s eyes last night was something he never wanted to see again.

The moment Ayesha stepped inside to take a bath, Ishan quietly walked over and stood right outside the kitchen doorway. Priya attempted to step out, but he firmly blocked her path. Priya kept her gaze strictly pinned to the floor.

Hesitating for a moment, Ishan softened his heavy voice, infusing it with deep tenderness.

Ishan : Priya...

Priya’s face remained lowered, refusing to look up at him.

Ishan took a step closer, his voice dropping to a gentle whisper.

Ishan : Won't you forgive me for last night? My mind was completely exhausted after a long day and wasn't working properly. But I should have never behaved so harshly with you.

Priya slowly lifted her head. The anger from last night was completely gone from Ishan's face; instead, there was only a lingering fear—the profound fear of losing something precious. Priya, too, had no desire to stretch the conflict any further.

Priya : I didn't look down on your hard work. I was just a little frightened thinking about our future circumstances.

Hearing her gentle voice, Ishan stepped forward and took her soft hands into his own, intertwining his fingers perfectly with hers.

Ishan : I know, you weren't wrong at all. I will work even harder and make everything right. Just please don't stress yourself.

Priya nodded softly in agreement. Ishan gave her hand a gentle squeeze, as if offering a silent vow of reassurance. Priya composed herself, choosing not to say anything more for the time being.

Stepping away from Ishan, she placed his packed lunch inside his bag and handed it over to him. Ishan slowly walked toward the door. Just then, Ayesha emerged from the bathroom while drying her hair with a towel and, seeing Ishan about to leave, rushed over to hug him tightly.

Ishan pulled some money out of his pocket and handed it to her.

Ishan : Here you go... buy something nice for yourself... and for your Aunt as well.

He took a deep breath, cast one final lingering look at Priya, and stepped out of the house.

Following Ishan's departure, that familiar, heavy emptiness settled back into the house—the very same void Priya had been sensing for the past month. Within a few moments, Ayesha switched on the TV, and Priya began humming soft tunes to herself as she went about her chores.

It was a tiny, old apartment located at the very end of a narrow lane, positioned on the ground floor of a three-story building. Upon entering the house, there was a small entryway holding a wooden cot. Up on the ceiling, an old fan spun sluggishly, whirring with a loud, rhythmic noise. Because of the heat and clatter, sleeping out there was nearly impossible, making her wonder how Ishan had managed to get through the previous night on the floor.

A curtain partitioned off one section of the main space to serve as a kitchen. On the other side was a tiny bedroom that had just enough space to fit a single bed, along with an attached, outdated restroom.

Although the space was incredibly cramped and the bustling neighborhood meant endless noise day and night, Priya made sure to clean this little home thoroughly every single day, keeping everything meticulously organized.

While cleaning, Priya caught her reflection in the mirror. Just like the peeling plaster of this house, it felt as though the radiance and glow of her own face were slowly fading away somewhere.

As she stood lost in her thoughts, staring at her reflection, the sound of someone hurriedly rushing down the outer stairs echoed through the walls. Priya peeked through the small window and noticed a man heading outside.

Up until now, they hadn't really figured out who lived upstairs or in the adjoining apartments. Ishan had given them strict instructions to remain indoors and never open the door for anyone except him. On the rare couple of occasions when they had opened the door for Ishan or stepped out with him, every face they encountered looked strange and unfamiliar.

Once her household chores were completed, Priya sat down with a notebook and began calculating their finances once again. She carefully wrote down the interest on the loan, the house rent, and all the regular household expenses. Her gaze drifted toward Ayesha, beside whom lay the twenty-rupee note Ishan had given her. A lingering thought crossed her mind—there was absolutely no need for Ishan to spend that money right now.

She had just stood up and walked to the kitchen when Ayesha followed closely behind her and said, "Aunty... Dad gave me this money. Can I go to the corner shop and get something?"

Priya: "Hasn't your Dad forbidden you from going outside? And anyway, what will you even get from there?"

Ayesha indicated with her hand and said, "I will be back in a jiffy. Just a packet of chips, the kind Dad brought the other day—it was really good—and some sweet candy. Do you want anything too?"

Priya thought about refusing, but seeing Ayesha's innocent and yearning face, her heart melted a little. In any case, Ishan was going to return quite late, and by then the shops would be closed anyway. "Alright, but come back quickly. Don't stop anywhere in between, and don't talk too much to anyone."

Ayesha smiled happily and ran out of the house. The moment she stepped outside, it felt as though she had been released from a cage. She tightly gripped the twenty-rupee note given by Ishan in her fist and looked toward the shop.

The alley was extremely narrow and crowded. Old-looking houses on both sides seemed to loom over the alley from above. Whatever space was left was cluttered by hanging electricity wires. Ayesha walked along in her own world, completely unaware of how many eyes fixed upon her the moment she stepped out.

Right at the turn of the alley was the grocery shop, which wasn't very crowded at this hour. A middle-aged man was sitting at the shop. As soon as Ayesha reached there, two or three rogue-looking young men arrived behind her. Standing a little away from Ayesha at the other end of the shop, they stared intently at her.

Ayesha couldn't understand why they were staring at her, wondering if there was something on her clothes. She dusted her clothes off with her hands.

Just then, the shopkeeper's harsh voice cut through, "Hey... why have you gathered a crowd here? Do you want to buy something or not?"

Ayesha was startled for a moment, but then the shopkeeper looked at her with a smile, "Oh... you've stepped out after many days. Where do you stay? In that last house, right?"

Looking at the shopkeeper, Ayesha nodded fearfully. The shopkeeper was wearing only a vest on top, and his belly protruded quite a bit.

She slowly extended the twenty-rupee note toward him, "Give me a packet of chips, and those two sweet candies."

On the other side, one of the young men laughed loudly and said, "Javed Uncle... she is practicing how to suck sweet candy from now itself... give her two more from my side."

Javed glared at him angrily, "You talk utter nonsense... get out of here."

But that young man remained standing right there.

Feeling distressed, Ayesha glanced at him from the corner of her eye. He was looking at her in a very vulgar manner.

Seeing Ayesha silent, the young man's boldness grew, "Hey little one... what will a packet of chips do? The sister-in-law who stays at your house... take something big and long for her. Looking at her, it seems she only likes big things."

Ayesha did not like their laughing and talking like this at all. She couldn't understand how those people knew Priya even though she stayed locked inside the house. Ayesha began to sweat profusely, and her heart began to beat rapidly.

The shopkeeper finally pulled out a stick and, brandishing it toward the young men, chased them away from his shop. He then leaned over the counter, resting his hands on it, toward Ayesha.

Seeing him chase the young men away, a momentary look of relief returned to Ayesha's face.

Ayesha: "Thank you, Uncle..."

Javed: "It's alright, child... They are just vagrant boys. My name is Jagan... but everyone calls me Javed Uncle... and yours?"

Ayesha said softly, " Ayesha..."

Javed: " Ayeshaaaa.... that is a very lovely name... you are Ishan's daughter, right... the one who just got that new auto-rickshaw?"

Ayesha nodded softly.

Javed stared at Ayesha from head to toe and said, "And who else is at home... another girl lives at your house too... is she your elder sister?"

Ayesha panicked a little. She remembered that Aunty had forbidden her from talking too much to anyone. But Javed's gaze was fixed on her, and without thinking, she blurted out, "No... she is my Aunty..."

The smile fixed on Javed's lips deepened further. Leaning even further forward over the wooden plank of the counter, he waved the packet of chips and the candy in front of Ayesha, "Oh... she is your Aunty? Your Aunty looks quite different. I have rarely seen her, but she wears a very tight saree, and she looks like she belongs to a big city. Totally fair, educated. Why does Aunty live here alone? Where is Uncle? In the city?"

Ayesha's body began to turn completely cold. She couldn't understand why this man was asking so many questions about Priya. She remembered Priya's warning again and quickly snatched the items from Javed's hand.

Turning around quickly, Ayesha said, "I don't know... I have to go..."

Javed immediately reached out and placed his hand on Ayesha's shoulder, "Hey, listen... why are you taking it badly... I was just asking casually. Tell your Aunty that all kinds of provisions are available here. If she needs anything, just let me know, I will come and deliver it myself. And if you need anything too, just tell me."

Without looking back at him, Ayesha quickly hurried away from there. Behind her, those rogue boys had probably gathered at the shop again. Their words were still falling upon her ears.

Young Man: "It seems her father has run away with this Aunty..."

Another young man took a step forward and said, "I would have run away with such a Aunty too... what luck that auto driver has... a passionate intimacy must be happening every night in their house... I wish we had such luck."

Young Man: "I wouldn't mind her either... it would be a lot of fun to make her desirable."

Ayesha was walking toward her house with quick steps. Their vulgar and dirty words floated through the air and fell into her ears. A strange sense of disgust filled her. Her entire face had turned red.

Reaching the door of the house, she pushed it inward with all her might, quickly slipped inside, and latched it.

Priya was sitting right there on the wooden cot, and seeing Ayesha's distressed face, she asked, " Ayesha? What happened? Why do you look so panicked?"

Ayesha said nothing; she just abruptly threw the packet of chips and the remaining money onto the cot and ran to wrap herself tightly around Priya's waist. Her little soul was trembling violently out of sheer fear.

Priya pulled her into her arms and patted her back, "Oh, what happened? Will you say something..."

Sobbing softly, Ayesha said, "Dad... Dad... why did he bring us here? We were much better off at our own home... in the village..."

Priya began to console her by rubbing her back, but perhaps she felt exactly the same way—that they had become completely imprisoned here.

Ishan spoke in a low, restrained voice that carried an intense, hidden urgency. "Priya... you are talking far too much tonight. Come here and listen to me."

Priya shifted backward slightly, her voice cutting through the quiet room with an edge that caught Ishan completely off guard. "I am listening. I am sitting right here specifically to hear what you have to say."

Ishan pressed closer behind her, entirely consumed by an intense physical longing that had built up throughout the day.

Priya stood up gracefully, creating a deliberate distance between them. "It deeply concerns me when you labor tirelessly all day without receiving the respect, security, or fair compensation you truly deserve."

"That is exactly what I am trying to tell you," Ishan replied, his focus entirely narrowed on her presence. "Let me find my comfort with you tonight."

"If anything happens to you, the predatory and opportunistic elements in this neighborhood and this city will destroy me and your daughter," Priya said, voicing her deepest anxieties. "That is the singular fear that keeps me awake at night."

Ishan stepped forward eagerly, closing the gap until he stood directly behind her, driven by an overwhelming desire to possess her completely. "As long as I am standing, no one will ever dare to lay a finger on either of you."

He reached out, his hands finding the familiar curve of her waist once more.

A soft gasp escaped Priya's lips as an undeniable wave of shared anticipation rippled through her. "My only desire is to ensure that Ayesha receives a proper education so she can eventually stand on her own two feet. If I can secure some employment to lessen your financial burdens, there is absolutely no harm in it. Don't you want your responsibilities managed so you can dedicate more time to me?"

Turning her face upward, she locked eyes with him. Her warm breath brushed past his lips, tantalizingly close, yet she deliberately maintained a sliver of distance between them.

Completely captivated by her proximity, Ishan lost all track of the surrounding conversation. His thoughts were entirely focused on her physical presence. Keeping a firm, desperate hold on her waist, he spoke with breathless fervor. "Yes... whatever you desire shall be done. I will personally look into Ayesha's schooling tomorrow, and we will find a suitable arrangement for you as well. Just do not keep yourself distant from me any longer. You are driving me completely mad."

Priya offered a subtle, knowing smile, though she playfully turned her face away again, recognizing that her emotional persuasion had succeeded completely. "Is that so? Perhaps driving you mad is exactly what I am meant to do."

With a sudden movement, Ishan gently turned her around, pressing her back against the bedroom wall as he leaned in to press fervent kisses along the sensitive skin of her neck. Swept up in the intensity of the moment, Priya surrendered to the sensation.

Reaching behind her, Ishan deftly untied the delicate strings of her blouse, mapping the contours of her spine with soft kisses that left faint, passionate marks from her neck down to her waist. Priya gripped the surface of the wall for balance, her breathing growing rapid and shallow as she bit her lip to stifle any loud sounds.

"Ishan... please," she whispered breathlessly, her voice trembling with sudden caution. "What if Ayesha wakes up?"

Ishan remained silent, too consumed by passion to answer. He deftly adjusted the folds of her traditional saree, shifting the fabric aside before sliding his hand beneath the waistband of her petticoat. Priya turned into him completely, wrapping her arms securely around his neck. Entwined in a tight embrace, he guided her back toward the wooden bed, where she reclined against the mattress with Ishan positioned over her.

Leaning down, Ishan applied a firm, passionate pressure to her chest. "You are completely breathtaking... the wait has been unbearable."

Priya bit her lip harder to maintain her composure as his hands massaged her over the smooth fabric of her top. She arched her back slightly, instinctively pulling him closer to deepen the embrace.

Ishan looked down at her, his eyes dark with unbridled desire. "Why have you gone so quiet now? You had so much to say just a moment ago. Now that I am holding you like this, you've lost your words."

Priya turned her face aside to hide her mounting blush, but her posture softened completely. As Ishan moved between her thighs, the silk of her saree shifted upward on its own. "Please... just lose no more time. Ayesha might wake up at any moment."

Letting out a low, breathless laugh, Ishan quickly began unfastening the front hooks of her blouse. "Do not worry about Ayesha right now; focus entirely on me. You have made me wait for so long, and my desire for you has grown completely overwhelming."

He quickly lowered his trousers, pressing his warm, rigid length against her thighs. Priya could feel the intense heat radiating from his body, and a wave of natural arousal left her completely undone.

A soft, breathless sigh escaped her. "Ufff... the heat is incredible."

With a swift movement, Ishan swept away the remaining folds of her saree and petticoat, leaving her clad only in her delicate undergarments. "It is bound to be intense. I have spent the entire day navigating the crowded city streets with no one but you on my mind. Every time I saw a woman in a saree on the road, my mind instantly pictured you. This is the result of that anticipation."

He slid his hands down to the edge of her underwear, removing the final barrier with a single, practiced motion.

Priya closed her eyes tightly, her breath catching in her throat as Ishan positioned himself at the very threshold of her intimacy, rubbing against her to heighten their shared anticipation. Her own internal desire had reached a fever pitch.

"Please..." she pleaded softly, her voice filled with desperate longing. "Do not make me wait any longer."

"Tell me exactly what you want," Ishan teased gently, wanting to hear the admission from her lips. "Speak clearly... I want to hear you say it."

Overwhelmed by modesty, Priya hid her face in her hands, her voice muffled but clear. "You know exactly what I want... what you are holding."

She reached down, her fingers brushing against him, which only caused him to harden further with anticipation.

Ishan pressed firmly against her, pausing just at the entrance without fully committing. "Say the words. Tell me whose touch you want inside you tonight."

Priya nodded her assent, her eyes glinting with tears of pure emotional and physical intensity. Ishan slowly and deliberately began to guide his length inside her narrow passage.

A sharp cry flared in Priya’s throat, but she instantly clamped a hand over her mouth to stifle the sound. A fine sheen of perspiration broke out across her skin from the sheer intensity of the sensation, which felt incredibly hot and consuming. As he pushed deeper, the tight walls of her body yielded reluctantly, creating a sensation of intense friction that stretched her boundaries completely.

Anchoring himself firmly, Ishan gripped her waist with one hand while securing her leg with the other. "Ufff... you are incredibly tight. It feels as though we are experiencing this for the very first time, completely unchanged from before."

Priya gasped sharply, the physical exertion leaving lines of sweat across her back as she struggled to catch her breath. The encounter brought a powerful mixture of intense friction and deep pleasure, though the initial tightness dominated the sensation. "Ah... wait a moment... it is too intense. Please, pause for just a second..."

Ishan offered a reassuring, passionate smile. "We are not stopping now... tonight you will experience the fullness of everything I have to offer."

Grasping her slender waist, which was now warm and damp with perspiration, he delivered a powerful, deep thrust. Priya’s body arched upward against the mattress, her frame trembling from the sheer force of the movement. A sudden scream threatened to escape her lips, but she kept her mouth firmly covered to maintain their secrecy. The deep contact stretched her anatomy completely, filling her with a hot, unyielding pressure.

Exerting his full strength, Ishan buried himself completely within her embrace. Priya’s eyes widened in sheer astonishment as tears born of intense physical sensation slipped from the corners of her eyes. With his length fully accommodated, she felt completely possessed, as if the very geometry of her internal world had been permanently altered by his presence.

Pantingly heavily, his eyes wild with desire, Ishan spoke through clenched teeth. "After making me wait for so many days, I intend to love you completely tonight."


Session 12 - Chapter 16

He lifted his hips, establishing a powerful, rhythmic cadence. With every deep plunge, the dual sensations of friction and intense pleasure heightened within her. Her chest heaved up and down in a breathless rhythm beneath her open, damp blouse. The wooden frame of the bed pressed repeatedly against the bedroom wall, creating a rhythmic, mechanical clattering sound that echoed through the quiet room like a steady machine.

Reaching down, Ishan parted her blouse completely, freeing her breasts from the fabric. He caressed and squeezed them firmly, synchronizing his touch with the steady rhythm of his hips.

Priya felt a dull ache from the sheer intensity of his grip, her waist flexing instinctively to accommodate the powerful momentum of his movements. Her body’s natural lubrication ensured that each deep impact was accompanied by a distinct, rhythmic sound. With every subsequent stride, her body adapted further to his size. Biting her lip to endure the overwhelming wave of sensation, she kept her eyes tightly shut, though silent tears continued to trace down her cheeks. The very first time Ishan had taken her in this manner, she had been entirely overwhelmed and detached from reality; tonight, however, she remained intensely awake, hyper-aware of every touch, every breath, and the absolute reality of their bond.

Ishan breathed heavily, his voice raspy with desire as he asked, "Are you enjoying this as much as I am?"

Priya closed her eyes tightly, arching her lower back off the mattress. "It hurts so much," she whispered breathlessly. "But don't stop. Do it harder and faster. Why are you slowing down?"

Her provocative encouragement surged like a wave of adrenaline through Ishan. Leaning forward, he wrapped one hand firmly into her disheveled hair and anchored his other hand gently against her throat. With a renewed burst of energy, he resumed his fierce, rhythmic strokes.

"Take it then," Ishan panted, his control slipping. "You've been craving this for so long, even though you always try to deny it."

Applying just enough pressure to her throat to keep her quiet, he listened to her muffled, breathless gasps echo through the room. He delivered another deep, powerful thrust before relaxing his grip slightly. "I'm going to love you like this all night until Ayesha wakes up. Don't you dare fall asleep on me."

The moment his grip loosened, Priya lifted her legs high into the air, wrapping them around him to open her body completely to his touch. Ishan leaned down, driving into her with relentless momentum.

He buried his face in her chest, pressing his lips against her soft skin. "Your body is absolutely perfect. I spend every hour of the day at work thinking about coming home just to hold you like this, but you rarely give me the chance."

Priya ran her fingers through his thick hair, lifting her chest toward him to meet his touch. "Then hold me now," she urged, her voice breaking into a mixture of gasps and sighs. "Harder."

Pulling back slightly, Ishan looked down into her flushed face. "Turn over. I want to take you from behind."

Priya looked at him with hesitant, wide eyes. "No, not that way. Remember what happened last time?"

Ishan frowned slightly in frustration. "Alright, fine. I won't use the back door, but at least let me take you on your hands and knees."

Hearing his blunt, uninhibited words only heightened Priya's arousal. Guided by his hands, she rolled onto her stomach and gripped the wooden corner of the bed frame with white-knuckled intensity. Ishan grasped her waist, lifting her hips to position her perfectly.

"I originally planned to enjoy every single part of your body tonight," Ishan murmured, his voice thick with anticipation. "But this is just as perfect. Look at you, completely surrendered to me."

Priya's remaining inhibitions dissolved completely. "Call it whatever you like," she whispered. "Just don't make me wait."

Ishan positioned himself at her entrance once more. The heat of their shared arousal radiated between them, and the pungent, heavy scent of perspiration and intimacy filled the small room. Priya pressed her face flat against the mattress, trembling in anticipation of the intense friction she knew was coming.

With both of them completely slick with sweat, Ishan delivered a sudden, deep plunge, burying his length entirely inside her.

A sharp cry escaped Priya's lips, but she quickly muffled the sound by burying her face into the bedsheets. This time, however, the initial sting was accompanied by an overwhelming, deep-seated warmth that seemed to ripple through her entire body. From this angle, his movements reached deeper than before, sending a jolt of intense pleasure straight to her core. Her fingers dug into the wooden frame for support. Spreading her thighs wider, her legs shook from the exertion, but the discomfort rapidly faded, replaced by an intoxicating wave of ecstasy.

Her hips naturally caught his rhythm, swaying backward to meet every single one of his heavy strokes.

"Right there," Priya cried out, her voice trembling. "Deeper."

Ishan maintained his relentless, powerful pace from behind. The heavy slap of his thighs against her skin echoed through the quiet room, the sheer force of his movements causing her flesh to quiver. Priya could feel the intense friction as he rubbed against the sensitive internal walls of her body, filling her narrow passage completely.

Breathing heavily, sweat dripped from Ishan's chest onto her bare back. His only desire was to ensure that she experienced the exact same level of overwhelming pleasure that was driving him wild. "How does it feel to be completely possessed like this?" he panted.

Priya turned her head to the side, her eyes closed in total euphoria. The underlying pain had completely transformed into pure bliss, revealing a side of intimacy she had never truly understood until tonight. She wished this moment would last forever.

"Yes," she gasped, arching her back significantly to deepen the angle of his thrusts. "Harder... faster."

As she turned her head slightly to look back at him, Ishan gently pressed her shoulders back down onto the mattress to maintain his control. Securing her damp hand behind her back, he continued his unwavering, deep strokes without breaking rhythm.

Reaching one hand underneath her body, Ishan began to stroke the highly sensitive outer bundle of nerves at her entrance. The sudden, direct stimulation sent a powerful jolt through Priya's entire frame, causing her to shudder violently as her pleasure multiplied.

"No... don't touch me there," she whimpered weakly.

Yet, the frantic, eager movement of her hips betrayed her words completely. Ishan smiled, maintaining his dual rhythm as he continued to stimulate her externally while driving steadily inside her. He was deeply experienced in understanding how to read a woman's body and maximize her pleasure.

Priya's breathing turned into ragged gasps, her nipples tightening into hard peaks as she pressed her chest firmly against the mattress for additional stimulation. Every heavy thrust drove her closer to the edge, her internal muscles contracting tightly around him in an involuntary grip.

Sensing that she was on the verge of a powerful release, she cried out, "I can't... Ishan, I'm close!"

Ishan immediately slowed his frantic pace, determined to prolong the encounter. He did not want her to cross the finish line without him.

Squeezing her hips firmly, he murmured, "Not yet. We are going to finish this together."

Though both of them were thoroughly exhausted, neither was willing to bring the passionate encounter to an end. Ishan paused for a brief moment to catch his breath, a dull ache settling into his lower back from the prolonged physical exertion. Wanting to shift the burden of the movement, he decided it was time to change positions.

Grasping her hair gently, he guided her upward. Priya rose weakly, her entire body aching from the intense workout. Ishan pulled her up and rolled onto his back against the sweat-soaked sheets. "Come on top of me now. I want to look into your eyes while you ride me."

Priya paused for a few seconds to stabilize her breathing, her legs still trembling from the residual friction. However, the warmth inside her had grown into a consuming fire that she refused to let burn out. She carefully climbed across the bed and straddled his thighs.

The moment her bare skin made contact with his legs, Ishan marveled at her incredible softness. He looked up into her eyes, admiring her beautifully curved, athletic physique. He had never truly believed that a woman of her stature would ever belong to him, yet here she was, completely synchronized with his desires.

He offered a warm, encouraging smile. "Take it inside at your own pace, as much as you can handle."

Priya's face flushed with a mixture of modesty and raw passion. Having endured his full intensity for so long, she felt entirely capable of taking control.

Supporting her weight with her hands, she lifted herself slightly and guided his length to her entrance. For the first time tonight, she held the reins of their intimacy. Closing her eyes, she began to lower herself slowly, aligning her body perfectly with his.

As she sank lower, she let out a soft groan. This upright position introduced a sharp, intense stretching sensation that felt far more demanding than the previous angles. Sensing her hesitation, Ishan securely gripped her waist and gently guided her downward. The wetness coating both of them allowed his length to slide steadily past her defenses, reshaping her internal contours as it pressed deep into her lower abdomen. She lowered herself completely until she was fully seated against his lap, absorbing his entire length.

Ishan arched his hips slightly, delivering a sharp upward jolt that sent a tremor through her entire body. "Now it's your turn," he whispered. "Move at your own pace."

Priya flattened her palms against Ishan's chest, her fingers grazing his nipples and sending a violent shiver straight down his spine. She began to shift her weight, driving her hips down onto him in a steady, deliberate motion. She started slowly, finding her rhythm, before accelerating into a relentless, powerful pace. Her body had fully yielded to his size, opening up completely so that with every deep downward stroke, his rigid length deeply stimulated the most sensitive walls of her inner passage.

To help her maintain her balance, Ishan placed his heavy hands securely under her buttocks, lifting and guiding her hips in a forceful, synchronized cadence.

His gaze remained fixed on her bouncing breasts as she rode him. "You look absolutely incredible," he panted, completely captivated by the sight. "You are exactly as I envisioned you so many times in my private fantasies. Tell me, are you no longer ashamed to surrender to me completely like this?"

Priya's voice emerged as a breathless, ragged whisper. "Why should I feel any shame? After all, you are my husband."

A wide smile broke across Ishan's face at her words, and he instantly doubled his pace from below. Their wet skin collided repeatedly, creating a sharp, rhythmic sound that filled the quiet room as their breathing grew faster and more shallow. Both of them were rapidly accelerating toward the absolute peak of their physical endurance.

Suddenly, Priya's soft gasps caught sharply in her throat. Her hips froze in a rigid, arched position, suspended at the very height of her climax. Ishan held his position beneath her, driving upward with heavy, powerful thrusts to match her sudden release.

He recognized the contraction immediately and knew she had reached her limit. Unable to hold himself back any longer, Ishan gathered all his remaining physical energy and delivered a final, deep surge, releasing his warm semen deep inside her. Priya’s entire body shuddered violently as she felt the rush of his hot fluid within her, her internal muscles tightening repeatedly around him. Immediately following his release, her own climax broke completely, sending a flood of internal lubrication outward.

Letting out a sharp cry, she leaned forward and collapsed against Ishan's chest, clinging to him tightly. They held each other as their bodies trembled through the final waves of their release. Her shapely breasts pressed firmly against his chest, blending their sweat into a single layer across their skin. Inside her rhythmic, contracting embrace, Ishan’s length pulsed with the residual aftershocks of pleasure.

They remained completely still in that position for several minutes. Priya rested heavily over Ishan with her face buried against his shoulder as their ragged breathing gradually slowed down to a normal pace. Ishan slowly and carefully withdrew his length, causing their blended fluids—warm, thick, and copious—to spill out from her entrance and seep onto the fabric of the bedsheet below.

Holding her securely against his chest, Ishan spoke into the quiet room. "You were entirely right about everything. Starting tomorrow, I will begin making arrangements directly at the station."

Priya offered a soft smile, sensing that the intense encounter had left Ishan's mind completely relaxed and highly receptive to her influence. "And make sure you do not forget the rest of the conditions I mentioned earlier. If you do, I will never let you touch me like this again."

Grasping her trembling hand firmly, Ishan pulled her closer into his embrace and leaned down to press a fervent kiss against her chest. His beautiful, sophisticated companion had finally surrendered herself to him completely tonight, leaving him entirely free of worries or doubts.

Completely absorbed in the afterglow of their intimacy, neither of them realized that from inside the dark adjoining room, through a narrow vertical crack in the wooden door, Ayesha was standing silently, watching the entire encounter unfold.

The young girl's chest heaved rapidly with a racing heartbeat, her breath catching in her throat from sheer astonishment. While she could not fully comprehend the complex adult intimacy she was witnessing, she found herself completely transfixed, utterly unable to tear her gaze away from the sight of her parents.
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Is that Priya will stay forever with Ishan…who knows ?
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