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Disclaimer

Lessons in Desire : Shadows of Passion (1st Edition), explores complex adult themes, including desire, seduction, emotional conflict, and intimate relationships.




This book is intended for mature readers only. Discretion is strongly advised.

The narrative contains strong language and explicit intimate scenes that are essential to the story’s emotional and dramatic depth.

Reader discretion is highly recommended.




All characters, events, places, and situations in this book are entirely fictional. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. This story is a product of the author’s imagination and is written solely for entertainment purposes.

Important Note:




This book is written strictly in accordance with Amazon Kindle publishing guidelines. All characters participating in romantic or sexual situations are consenting adults above the age of 19. There are no blood relations involved in any intimate scenes. This story contains no child abuse, rape, non-consensual acts, or any form of criminal activity.




The author strongly condemns child abuse, rape, and all forms of criminal or non-consensual behavior. This book is pure fantasy and created only for adult entertainment. Our advised not to draw inspiration for real-life actions from this fictional work.


Reader Reviews & Feedback

Dear Readers,




If you enjoyed reading Lessons in Desire : Shadows of Passion (1st Edition), I would be truly grateful if you could take a moment to share your honest review on Amazon Kindle. Your reviews help other readers discover the book and mean a lot to me as an author.




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

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


Lessons in Desire : Shadows of Passion (1st Edition)


Introduction

Rahul Yadavan

Rahul is a respected government affairs journalist specializing in national security and defense matters. He is a loving but busy husband who deeply trusts his wife Sanjana and often teases her playfully about admirers.

Sanjana Yadavan

Sanjana is a beautiful, graceful, and fitness-conscious English teacher in her early thirties who looks much younger. She comes from a proud #*p*^t family, is modern yet traditional, and shares a warm, romantic relationship with her husband Rahul.

CR Karan (KD ji)

CR Karan is a highly decorated, brave, and charismatic army officer with a strong, attractive personality. He is deeply drawn to Sanjana and becomes her mathematics mentor while developing strong emotional and physical attraction toward her.

Anjali

Anjali is CR Karan’s bold, open-minded, and beautiful wife who teaches Political Science. She is highly supportive of her husband’s desires, shares a passionate marriage with him, and develops a close, flirtatious bond with Rahul.


Session 1 - Chapter 1

Rahul was a respected government affairs journalist, well known both in CnD!R and abroad. He was widely regarded for his deep understanding of the nation's political developments, especially those concerning national security. His articles on defense and security matters were highly regarded, and he maintained close relationships with many people serving in the country's security agencies.

At that time, Rahul was around thirty-five years old, while his wife, Sanjana, was about thirty-one. Along with their young child, they had recently moved into a rented house in an Army housing colony. Their own home was under construction in a nearby neighborhood.

Although Sanjana was in her early thirties, she easily looked no older than twenty-five. She maintained a disciplined diet and followed a strict routine of exercise and yoga, which kept her figure remarkably fit and graceful. Her face retained an unusually youthful charm. Even though she was a mature woman, her naturally elegant physique reflected the results of her healthy lifestyle. Modern in her outlook yet deeply rooted in family traditions, Sanjana carried herself with effortless dignity.

Whenever a special occasion arose and she dressed in traditional U#as#tani attire—a vibrant Traditional Scarf, embroidered Blouse, and flowing Skirt—her beauty became truly captivating. She looked so radiant that not only men but even women found themselves admiring her. Her graceful presence and quiet confidence naturally drew attention wherever she went.

Sanjana belonged to a #*p*^t family that took great pride in its heritage. Family stories often spoke of ancestors who had fought courageously in the Battle of H@#$gh*!, laying down their lives with unwavering honor. Her father shared the same spirit and frequently narrated tales of #*p*^t valor to her. He believed that a true #*p*^t would willingly sacrifice everything for someone to whom they owed gratitude, yet would never forgive an enemy. Having fought in two major wars himself and suffered injuries in service, he carried only one regret—that he had retired without having the opportunity to make the ultimate sacrifice for his country.

Sanjana's athletic build reflected years of sports training. Her slender waist, graceful posture, and toned physique made almost every outfit look elegant on her. Soon after the family moved into the colony, she became a familiar face throughout the neighborhood. From the milkman and newspaper vendor to the vegetable seller and many of the residents, people admired her warm personality as much as her beauty.

Back in college, Sanjana had been an accomplished athlete, consistently excelling in long jump, running, and various track-and-field events. Those years of training had left her with a strong, agile body. Even now, she faithfully exercised every morning on the terrace of their house, dressed in comfortable workout clothes.

More than once, Rahul noticed CR Karan, who lived in the building opposite theirs, discreetly glancing toward the terrace while Sanjana exercised. Although Rahul had never met the CR personally, he had seen his photographs in newspapers and had read extensively about his distinguished military career. Seeing such a respected and decorated officer stealing occasional glances at his wife amused Rahul more than it bothered him. From one of the Colonel's windows, Rahul and Sanjana's terrace was clearly visible.

Since men often admired Sanjana wherever she went, Rahul enjoyed teasing her about it.

"You'd better be careful," he would joke. "One of these charming fellows might sweep you off your feet someday."

Sanjana would laugh mischievously before replying, "Darling, if you really think everyone keeps looking at your wife, then why don't you stop them? Or perhaps keep a closer eye on your wife instead? What if one handsome stranger actually wins me over? Then you'll be left regretting it. A beautiful wife deserves a husband who keeps an eye on her."

Their playful banter always ended in laughter. Rahul simply smiled because he had complete faith in Sanjana.—perhaps even more faith in her than he had in himself.

They had studied together in the same college. Rahul knew very well that many boys had admired Sanjana back then, yet she had never encouraged any of them. When she and Rahul first met, their friendship slowly blossomed into love, eventually leading to marriage. Even during their courtship, despite their growing affection, Sanjana always maintained her own boundaries, allowing their relationship to deepen gradually and with mutual respect.

Sanjana worked as an English teacher at a primary school. There, too, her pleasant nature and graceful personality made her popular among both colleagues and administrators. Although she was naturally shy, she shared a warm, affectionate, and deeply romantic relationship with Rahul in the privacy of their marriage.

Her slender waist and effortless elegance never failed to captivate him. Whenever circumstances allowed, Rahul found it difficult to resist wrapping his arms around her and showering her with affection.

As the years passed, however, the pace of their married life changed. Sanjana became increasingly occupied with her teaching responsibilities and household duties, while Rahul remained immersed in his demanding profession. Many evenings they would lie together reminiscing about the passionate early years of their marriage, smiling at memories of carefree days when they had far more time for one another.

Often they dreamed of taking a vacation far away from family obligations—perhaps spending a few peaceful days in the hills, amidst forests or beside waterfalls—simply to relax, reconnect, and rediscover the excitement of their younger days. Since both were friendly and sociable by nature, they imagined it would be even more enjoyable if they traveled with a group of friends of their own age.

Unfortunately, despite Sanjana's school holidays, Rahul's hectic work schedule made such plans impossible. Sanjana loved movies and traveling, and Rahul's constant busyness often left her disappointed. She frequently complained about it, though never without affection.

Rahul, on the other hand, loved teasing his wife whenever they went out together. Whether they were at a cinema hall or dining in a restaurant, he would find playful ways to make her blush. He secretly enjoyed the amused reactions of strangers who noticed their lighthearted affection before politely looking away. Sometimes Sanjana would scold him with mock annoyance; at other times she would laugh and join in his playful mood.

Within only a few weeks of moving into the colony, Sanjana had become well acquainted with most of the neighboring women. Her gentle temperament and easygoing nature made friendships come naturally. Whether buying vegetables or greeting neighbors during her daily routine, she could effortlessly turn a simple "hello" into a pleasant conversation.

Whenever Rahul sat in his room working on his computer, he could often see CR Karan and his wife through the window in the apartment opposite theirs. They also had a daughter who was slightly older than Rahul and Sanjana's child and was attending college at the time.

Rahul's first acquaintance with CR Karan, however, happened in a rather unusual and unexpected manner.

One day, Rahul returned home in a hurry and absentmindedly parked his car directly in front of CR Karan's garage. He had probably been in a rush to use the restroom. Once inside the house, the matter completely slipped his mind, and he forgot to move the vehicle.

A few minutes later, the doorbell rang.

As soon as Rahul opened the door, he found CR Karan standing outside with a visibly annoyed expression.

"Mr. Yadavan," the CR said sharply, "why can't you park your car properly?"

Rahul immediately realized something was wrong. With an apologetic smile, he stepped aside and respectfully said, "Please come in, Colonel."

"I haven't come to sit down," the CR replied, still irritated. "You should understand that sometimes people are in a hurry. Blocking someone's garage can cause a great deal of inconvenience."

He was about to continue when Sanjana entered the drawing room from the kitchen.

She had only recently stepped out of the shower. Her thick hair was still damp, loosely wrapped in a towel, with a few wet strands escaping and resting against her cheeks. She carried a tray with a steaming cup of tea. The freshness of the bath had left a soft glow on her face, and the rosy warmth in her cheeks made her look even more radiant than usual. Dressed simply, she looked effortlessly graceful.

The moment CR Karan saw her, his stern expression softened. Whatever words had been forming on his lips vanished instantly.

Completely unaware of the effect her presence had created, Sanjana walked forward and gently placed the cup of tea on the center table. As she leaned slightly to set it down, the CR found himself momentarily distracted by her elegance. Realizing that his gaze had lingered longer than it should have, he quickly composed himself.

Straightening up, Sanjana folded her hands politely.

"Hello, Colonel," she said with a warm smile. "You're Anjali ji's husband, aren't you? She's such a wonderful person."

Her gentle voice completely dissolved whatever remained of the Colonel's anger.

For a brief moment, he simply stood there, unable to respond.

Seeing his silence, Sanjana asked kindly, "Sir, you were saying something?"

The CR cleared his throat awkwardly.

"No... nothing important," he muttered. "Actually... we were about to leave somewhere, so..." He glanced toward Rahul before continuing. "...I came to ask for your car keys. Your car is blocking ours."

Sanjana immediately understood what had happened.

She looked toward Rahul and couldn't help laughing.

"Oh dear..." she said with an amused shake of her head. "On behalf of my husband, I sincerely apologize. He's always like this. Once he gets absorbed in his work, the rest of the world simply disappears."

Looking back at the Colonel, she continued warmly, "He must have parked in a hurry without realizing it. Please, sit down and have some tea."

Then she turned toward Rahul with playful annoyance.

"You really should pay more attention. Go on—move the car first."

Rahul scratched his head sheepishly.

"Yes... yes... right away."

Before leaving, Sanjana once again addressed the CR with an apologetic smile.

"I'm truly sorry for the inconvenience. It won't happen again. Please don't leave without having some tea."

She gestured toward the snacks arranged neatly on the table.

"And please help yourself to something."

Without wasting another second, Rahul hurried upstairs, grabbed the car keys, and rushed down to move the vehicle.

As soon as he left, Sanjana pulled a chair slightly closer and sat opposite the Colonel.

There was a brief silence.

She noticed that he seemed unusually quiet.

Tilting her head ever so slightly, she smiled politely.

"Sir... what are you thinking?" she asked gently. "Please have your tea before it gets cold."

Her words brought the CR back to the present.

He suddenly realized that he had been staring absentmindedly at her without meaning to. Feeling mildly embarrassed, he immediately looked away and began observing the room instead.

Trying to recover from the awkward moment, he smiled.

"Mrs. Yadavan," he said, "you've decorated your home beautifully. Everything looks so tasteful. It reminds me of Anjali. She's very particular about keeping the house neat as well."

Sanjana laughed softly.

"Oh no, nothing like that," she replied. "I simply enjoy keeping things organized. But Anjali ji is far more talented than I am. She's such a wonderful person to talk to. Time simply flies whenever we're together."

She smiled as she remembered something.

"In fact, when we met at the market yesterday..."

And that was all the encouragement she needed.

From there, the conversation flowed effortlessly.

She animated every story with expressive gestures, occasionally brushing a damp strand of hair away from her face. Her lively expressions, bright eyes, and cheerful laughter filled the room with warmth. She spoke naturally, without the slightest hesitation, moving gracefully from one topic to another.

The CR listened attentively.

Truthfully, it wasn't the stories themselves that held his attention.

It was the way she spoke.

Her warmth, her innocent enthusiasm, the sparkle in her eyes whenever she described something amusing, and the effortless elegance in her mannerisms were quietly captivating. Time slipped by almost unnoticed.

For a while, he completely forgot that his wife was still waiting downstairs beside the car.

Several minutes later, Rahul returned after parking his vehicle properly.

The sound of the opening door brought the CR back to reality.

Sanjana, too, paused in the middle of her story.

Looking at the two of them, Rahul chuckled.

"Oh dear," he said playfully, "looks like Sanjana has trapped you in one of her endless conversations."

Turning toward his wife, he added teasingly,

"Sweetheart, CR Sahib is in a hurry. He has somewhere to be."

Then he looked back at the Colonel.

"I'm sorry. The moment someone shows even the slightest interest in what she has to say, she starts talking... and then she simply doesn't stop. I hope she hasn't bored you too much."

The CR smiled warmly.

His irritation from a few minutes earlier had completely disappeared.

"Not at all," he replied, finally lifting the teacup. "These conversations are enjoyable. Besides, I'm not in such a terrible hurry."

After taking a sip of tea, he extended his hand toward Rahul.

"I'm CR Karan."

Rahul shook it firmly.

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Colonel."

The CR then turned toward Sanjana.

"And yes," he said with a smile, "Anjali is my wife. She was speaking very highly of you just yesterday."

Sanjana smiled modestly.

"She's very kind."

Rahul introduced himself properly.

"I'm Rahul Yadavan. Just an ordinary journalist. Please call me Rahul."

With a playful glance toward his wife, he added,

"And this is my wife, Sanjana... though I think you've already become well acquainted."

Everyone laughed.

The moment the CR heard Rahul's full name, his expression changed completely.

"Wait a minute..." he exclaimed. "Are you Rahul Yadavan? The journalist whose articles even our ministry reads with great attention?"

Rahul laughed awkwardly.

"CR Sahib, you're giving me far too much credit."

The CR shook his head.

"No, I'm serious. I've read many of your pieces."

Rahul smiled appreciatively.

"And I've known your name for years," he replied. "You're one of the most respected officers in the Army. People like you are the pride of our country."

Then, pointing toward Sanjana with a grin, he continued,

"As for me... you've already seen my real status at home. My wife doesn't hesitate to scold me whenever I deserve it. If she isn't afraid of me, how could I expect an entire ministry to be?"

The room burst into laughter.

Even Sanjana covered her face for a moment as she laughed at her husband's self-deprecating humor.

Finishing the last sip of tea, the CR reluctantly stood up.

"I really should get going now," he said.

Then, looking at both of them warmly, he added,

"But this shouldn't be our last meeting."

He smiled sincerely.

"Please come over to our house sometime. Anjali and I would be delighted to have both of you as our guests."

"We certainly will," Rahul replied.

"It'll be our pleasure," Sanjana added with a warm smile.

The CR nodded politely before taking his leave. As the door closed behind him, Rahul looked at Sanjana and laughed.

"Well," he said, "that was quite an unusual way to meet the neighbors."

Sanjana smiled knowingly.

"Sometimes," she replied, "the best friendships begin with the most unexpected misunderstandings."

CR Sahab was a man who appeared tough and unyielding on the outside, yet inside he possessed a remarkably soft and sensitive nature. It could not be denied that the moment he laid eyes on Sanjana, he felt irresistibly drawn to her. There was something uniquely captivating about Sanjana's personality. On top of that, CR Sahab had a colorful and lively temperament of his own. Beyond her youthful, beautiful body, it was Sanjana's simplicity and sweet innocence that truly touched the depths of his heart, stirring emotions he had long kept guarded.


Session 1 - Chapter 2

During his service years, CR Sahab had come across many strikingly beautiful women. As an army officer, he frequently met the wives and daughters of fellow officers, their relatives, and numerous women at social gatherings and events through friends and colleagues.

With his extremely attractive personality, strong and well-built physique, high rank, and charming demeanor, Karan (CR Sahab) never needed to pursue any desirable woman. Often, incredibly beautiful ladies at parties would give him subtle signals, inviting him to quench the fiery desires burning within their bodies. In his early days, before marriage, he had taken the innocence of several young women and satisfied the passionate hunger of many more. Even after their marriages, quite a few of them would secretly yearn to be with  CR Sahab again, craving the intense pleasure only he could provide, and seize every opportunity to surrender to him in hidden moments.

Any woman who once shared a night with  CR  Sahab found it nearly impossible to forget him. Within army circles, especially among the women, a whispered rumor spread quietly: once a woman experienced  CR  Sahab's company—in the most intimate sense—his powerful presence lingered in her thoughts endlessly. Even beyond physical intimacy, if a woman merely got the chance to converse with him, she rarely escaped becoming utterly enchanted.  CR Sahab's words were simple yet sweetly compelling. He treated women with great respect and courtesy, which made his conversations radiate not only warmth and sweetness but also a vibrant passion, enthusiasm, and a deep, selfless devotion to his country. Alongside this, he was particularly known for his playful mischief, witty humor, and quick, sharp repartee that could light up any moment.

It happened years ago.  CR  Sahib's marriage had also taken place in a similar manner. When the young  CR met Anjali for the first time at a function, they could not talk much. A mutual friend introduced them to each other, and that was it. But their eyes definitely met. And the moment their eyes met, sparks flew from both sides.  CR  Sahib liked Anjali at first sight. The playfulness and charm hidden in Anjali's eyes pierced straight through Karan's heart. Looking at Anjali's form, he was completely struck, as if hit by a bolt of lightning. Many days passed, but they did not have a second meeting. Wherever there was an army function or program, Karan's eyes would continuously search for Anjali. Anjali was in the exact same state.

Anjali's features, her gait, her attire, her beautiful silhouette, and her innocent charm had deeply captivated him in their very first meeting. Anjali had also heard a great deal about CP Karan (at that time, he was known as CP Karan). Anjali's second meeting with Karan took place during a cultural function at the Army Club. A powerful mutual attraction was already present between them. Since Karan had worked for a long time under Anjali's father, who was a retired army officer, he approached Anjali under the pretext of asking about him. Some conversation took place, they got to know each other a little more, a little playful banter occurred, some mischief ensued, their eyes locked, and the initial spark turned into a raging wildfire of passion. Anjali was already completely infatuated with Karan.

Because she had not been able to meet Karan for a few weeks in between, Anjali had become so restless and anxious that this time, she resolved not to let this opportunity slip away. Without a second thought, casting all shyness aside while dancing, she wrapped her arms around Karan's neck. Completely uninhibited and without any hesitation, she whispered softly into Karan's ear.

Anjali: "I want to surrender my body to you tonight. Will you take me?"

Karan stood completely stunned, looking at Anjali in utter amazement, so Anjali spoke again.

Anjali: "I am not under the influence of alcohol. I have been watching you for several weeks. I have heard so much about you. My father is a great admirer of yours. This decision of mine tonight is not made out of a sudden wave of emotion. I have decided that I will willingly give myself to you to experience my very first intimacy. For the past several weeks, I have been searching for just such an opportunity to meet you."

Anjali's direct and bold desire left Karan with no chance to say anything. He simply could not reject such a deeply earnest request from her. Consequently, CP Karan booked a room right there at the club.

After the party concluded, Anjali made an excuse to her mother and father, quietly slipping away unnoticed by anyone into Karan's room. Seeing such boldness from Anjali, Karan was filled with wonder.

That night, when Karan saw Anjali completely disrobed for the first time, he could not take his eyes off her. Looking at the sheer grace of her form, he felt as though the divine creator had sent His most beautiful masterpiece down to this earth. Anjali's open, dark, thick hair cascaded all the way down to her hips. Anjali's finely shaped nose, her luscious lips, her cheeks blushing pink like the morning sky, a stray lock of hair hanging over her face, and her long neck fully accentuated her youthful beauty. Rising proudly below her elegant neck were her firm, full breasts, their rosy peaks standing taut as if whispering an invitation to Karan.

Breasts: "Come and hold us, caress us, and drink deeply to quench the years of longing that we both share."

At the absolute center of her slender waist lay her delicate navel, below which her soft, gently curved abdomen met her thighs. Gazing upon her smooth, rosy center, her fair, beautifully shaped thighs, and the gentle curve of her hips from behind on her statuesque frame, an involuntary sigh escaped the lips of Karan, a man who had seen many beautiful women uncovered before.

Anjali, too, when she confronted CP Karan's firm, powerful frame, felt immensely proud of her choice. Looking at the swelling strength of Karan's biceps, his masculine chest covered in dark hair, the firm muscles of his torso, the broad shape of his shoulders, his narrow waist below his wide chest, and most astonishing of all, his prominent, fully aroused hardness standing rigid like an iron rod, Anjali was completely taken aback. She found far more than what she had ever heard about CP Karan. Seeing his incredible size, Anjali wondered how any woman could accommodate such a firm, thick, and long presence within her own tight, uninitiated warmth. While it might become possible after some time of shared intimacy, this was Anjali's very first experience.

Karan noticed Anjali gazing intently at his desire and understood that she was feeling overwhelmed by its sheer length and thickness. This type of reaction from a partner was not new to Karan. He gathered Anjali into his arms, gently seated her on the bed, cupped her head in his hands, and pressed his lips against hers. Anjali felt as if she had attained heavenly bliss. She parted her lips, drawing Karan's tongue into her mouth. For a long time, they deeply kissed, tasting one another's sweetness. Simultaneously, Karan's hands tenderly caressed and squeezed both of Anjali's breasts. He rolled her peaks between his fingers, applying just enough teasing pressure to make Anjali moan with a mix of sweet ache and rising passion. After kissing her deeply for a long while, Karan freed his hands and brought his lips down to lock onto Anjali's breasts.

Now, he began to gently graze her peaks with his teeth, which was more than enough to drive Anjali wild. Anjali groaned repeatedly in pure ecstasy. Her breasts appeared like two perfect, elevated mounds. Karan suckled her so intensely that Anjali felt an overwhelming sensation of surrender to her lover. Her breasts flushed a deep crimson from his passionate attention, and the faint imprints of his desire were clearly visible on the fair contours of her chest. This intense loveplay brought a wonderfully sweet ache to Anjali. While Karan was adoring her breasts, Anjali's fingers tangled into Karan's hair. Karan's hand moved continuously over Anjali's back, his fingers tracing every curve and dip of her spine. He left no stone unturned in driving his lover of the night into a frenzy, squeezing her hips and letting his fingers glide along her sensitive curves. After adoring her chest for some time, Karan tenderly laid Anjali down on the bed, gently parted her beautiful thighs, positioned himself between her legs, and pressed his lips against her exquisite warmth.

This was Anjali's very first lesson in the art of physical love. Karan was a master professor of this intimate ritual. He began to tenderly kiss and caress her center with his lips and tongue. This masterstroke completely transformed Anjali's state of being. The moment Karan's tongue began to brush against the sensitive corners and folds of her warmth, Anjali's body began to writhe passionately on the bed, and soft, breathless moans and sighs escaped her lips, sometimes muffled and sometimes echoing aloud. Slowly and deliberately, Karan slid two of his fingers into Anjali's warmth, beginning to pleasure her with his touch. For Anjali, this was more than enough to push her beyond the very limits of ecstasy.

Anjali writhed restlessly on the bed, consumed by overwhelming waves of ecstasy. Her hips lifted instinctively, arching upward in a desperate attempt to reveal the burning desire coursing through her body. Her passion had reached its feverish peak, a storm of sensations that left her trembling with need. She could no longer endure the sweet torment any longer; every nerve in her body screamed for release.

In that moment of intense longing, Anjali grabbed Karan's hand, clutching it tightly with all her strength, as if holding on for dear life. Goosebumps erupted across her skin, a thrilling rush of excitement making her entire body quiver with anticipation and raw, electric pleasure. Her heart raced wildly, caught between the delicious agony of waiting and the irresistible pull toward complete surrender.


Session 1 - Chapter 3

Anjali arched her hips upward as a sudden wave of electric anticipation coursed through her entire body. Taking a deep breath, she let out a soft, breathless sigh.

Anjali: "CP Sahib, the waiting is too much. Please, take me completely now. Fill this aching longing inside me and soothe my desire."

Karan looked down at her tenderly.

Karan: "To you, I am not CP Sahib, nor am I just Karan. To you, I am KD. From this day forward, you will call me KD."

Anjali gently repeated her plea, her voice dripping with emotion.

Anjali: "KD ji, the waiting is too much. Please, take me now. Fill this aching longing inside me and soothe my desire."

Seeing that Anjali was emotionally and mentally fully prepared to surrender herself to him, KD moved between her legs and positioned his pulsing hardness at the absolute center of her tight warmth. For Anjali, the moment felt utterly monumental. She was opening herself up to an intimate embrace for the very first time in her life. A sudden realization hit her, making her feel completely overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of his size and presence. For a fleeting second, she nervously wondered why she hadn't experienced intimacy before, thinking that some prior experience might have eased her current anxiety. Fear briefly gripped her, but there was no turning back now. She wanted this beautiful union. She had invited KD into her space, and she was ready to embrace it fully. Anjali closed her eyes, gently guiding his touch against the damp silk of her center to ease his entry. His hardness was already glistening, slick with the natural prelude of their building passion.

As he aligned his core with her sensitive center, the sweet nectar of their desire began to mingle. Closing her eyes tightly, Anjali braced herself for the sharp sensation of her very first intimacy. Karan gently pressed his hardness a fraction of the way into her warmth. Anjali barely felt it. Noting her resilience, Karan applied a firmer pressure, pushing much deeper into her depths. An involuntary cry escaped Anjali's lips, her facial expression revealing the sharp ache of the sudden stretch. Karan paused, concerned that the transition might have been too intense, as a few drops of crimson stained the sheets. He gently withdrew his hardness to clean it. While this was not an unfamiliar sight for an experienced man, Anjali grew slightly hesitant at the sight of the blood. However, knowing that a woman’s first experience often involved this exact threshold, she resolved not to let fear overshadow her joy. Looking up at Karan, she spoke softly.

Anjali: "KD ji, tonight you have transformed me from a girl into a woman. I don't want to wait any longer. Please don't worry about me. I am lying here completely open to you. Do not delay. Love me with all your heart and soul. I have waited months for this beautiful night."

Karan gazed down in absolute adoration at his beautiful, uncovered lover lying before him. Taking a soft tissue, he gently wiped away the crimson traces from her delicate skin. He then caressed her warmth once more with his hardness to ensure a smooth path, slowly gliding back into her welcoming depths. Reaching out with both hands, he cupped the twin mounds of her breasts, squeezing and massaging them with deep affection. The breathtaking sight of her naked beauty sent a surge of intense passion through KD's veins, pushing his desire to its absolute peak. With a powerful, deliberate thrust, he buried his hardness more than halfway into Anjali's warmth. Despite her resolve, a long, trembling gasp escaped Anjali's lips. Tiny beads of perspiration formed on her brow from the intense sensation. Yet, pressing her lips together and keeping her eyes shut, she endured the beautiful ache, lifting her hips upward to draw his fullness even deeper inside. Slowly, a perfect, rhythmic harmony of lovemaking established itself between the two lovers. Though Anjali felt the sharp sting of her first time, she was the proud daughter of an army officer; she refused to let pain master her. She met every single one of KD's powerful thrusts by arching her body upward with matching agility. Her only desire was to give her lover the ultimate pleasure so that they could lose themselves in ecstasy together. As KD's thick, long hardness slid deeply within her tight, velvety passage, two distinct sounds echoed through the quiet room. One was Anjali's breathless sigh, and the other was the rhythmic, passionate clapping of their bodies colliding in perfect rhythm. The sounds were incredibly intoxicating and provocative, focusing their minds entirely on the raw passion of the act. Late into the night, Karan and Anjali shared an intensely passionate union—one deeper than any Karan had ever experienced, and an unforgettable, breathtaking first awakening for Anjali.

In college, she had shared occasional fleeting moments of intimacy and casual kisses with a few young men, but none of them had ever truly captivated her. Karan was entirely different. After their intense and fulfilling intimacy, Anjali looked at Karan in the middle of the night.

Anjali: "I do not want this to be a one-time encounter; I want to experience your embrace every single day. I want to marry you."

Karan gazed at her intently. After reflecting for a moment, he replied.

Karan: "Look, Anjali. I am a free bird. I do not like boundaries or constraints. I admit that I have shared physical intimacy with many women before you. I do not wish to lose my freedom by trapping myself in the bond of marriage. Besides, you probably know that I belong to the infantry division. My life is dedicated to the battlefield, and my survival is never guaranteed. I have to deploy to #a$hm!r next month, and I have no idea when I will return, or if I will return at all. By marrying me, you will not get the secure, predictable life that an ordinary woman desires. You might end up facing a tragic loss within just a few months of marriage. Therefore, it is far better that whenever you desire my companionship, you simply give me a sign. We will share passionate intimacy to our hearts' content. But do not think about marriage with me."

Anjali laughed softly.

Anjali: "Darling, I happen to be the daughter of a highly courageous army officer myself. My father fought numerous battles and narrowly escaped death multiple times. As for your freedom, I give you my word that even after marriage, I will never restrict you from meeting any other woman or forming any kind of physical or emotional connection with them. This is my solemn promise. I assure you that even after marrying me, you will remain as free as a bird. In fact, if a beautiful woman catches your eye, I will personally do everything in my power to bring her to your bed. However, I have one condition of my own: you must never abandon me, and you will remain my husband for life. You will never bring another woman into my home as your wife."

Karan burst into laughter.

Karan: "You are breathtakingly beautiful. There are so many handsome, young, and promising men and army officers who would give everything to marry you. Why choose only me?"

Anjali wrapped her arms around Karan's neck.

Anjali: "Darling, because I am destined to be your wife. No matter how many excuses you make, I am not going to let you go. I want to experience your powerful, robust physical presence every single night until my heart is content. And I know my heart will never tire of you. I want to become the mother of your children. Your excuses will no longer work. Tell me, will you marry me or not?"

Karan immediately gathered his future wife, Anjali, into his embrace, kissing her lips deeply.

Karan: "Darling, I have known, met, and shared intimacy with many women. But to this day, I have never met a woman as bold, determined, and passionate as you. I will feel deeply honored to become your husband. I also promise you that I will always respect your personal freedom, and I will never restrict you from forming a physical or emotional bond with any other man. However, my condition remains that you will always be my wife, and you will never grant the status of a husband to any other man."

A few months after that profound conversation, Karan and Anjali were united in holy matrimony with the heartfelt blessings of both their parents. This was the beautiful love story of  CR  Sahib and his wife, Anjali.

On the day  CR  Sahib formally met Rahul and his wife, Sanjana, for the first time at Rahul's residence,  CR  Sahib's demeanor had shifted from initial sternness to complete softness upon seeing Sanjana. Later that night, Rahul remarked to his wife in a playful, casual tone.

Rahul: "It seems  CR  Sahib has completely fallen under your spell. He was gazing at you quite intensely today. You also seemed rather captivated by him. Is there something happening?"

Sanjana laughed, feigning annoyance as she playfully nudged Rahul's chest.

Sanjana: "Oh, hush! What nonsensical things you say. It is nothing like that.  CR  Sahib is our neighbor. If a woman of my statuesque and striking presence sits or stands right in front of him, he is bound to notice me. Of course he would look at me. You always let your imagination run wild with mischievous thoughts. He is exceptionally fit and healthy. Did you see how effortlessly he goes for his morning runs? And look at you, with your protruding belly. You should really learn a thing or two from  CR  Sahib."

Rahul realized that his wife, Sanjana, was highly impressed by  CR Sahib's commanding personality and his well-sculpted, athletic physique. After a brief pause, Sanjana inquired further.

Sanjana: "What exactly does  CR  Sahib do in his career?"

Rahul replied.

Rahul: "He is a  CR . in the Army, a highly distinguished and respected officer. He has been honored with numerous prestigious military decorations. It is said that he risks his life on the battlefield without a second thought. On multiple occasions, he has faced immense challenges single-handedly during combat. He has earned so many medals at such a young age. We must visit his home very soon. As for the rest of his achievements, you can either ask him directly the next time we meet, or I will ask him and let you know."

Sanjana felt a bit self-conscious upon hearing her husband's response.

Sanjana: "It is nothing important. I was just asking out of casual curiosity."

In the following days, whenever  CR  Sahib crossed paths with Rahul, he never missed an opportunity to warmly and intimately invite them over to his house. One evening, Rahul spoke to Sanjana.

Rahul: "I ran into  CR  Sahib today. Previously, he had casually insisted that I bring you over to his place. But today, he was quite unyielding about it. He mentioned that if we do not visit his home, he will take it as a personal offense."

Sanjana nodded.

Sanjana: "Yes, I met Anjali ji in the market today as well. She was insisting very warmly that we visit their home. I feel we should make plans to go over soon."

Rahul and Sanjana subsequently called  CR  Sahib and scheduled a gathering for the upcoming Friday evening. As soon as they arrived at the residence,  CR  Sahib graciously offered an array of beverages including whiskey, rum, gin, and beer, while his wife, Anjali, beautifully arranged an assortment of light savory snacks. Despite the warm persuasion from both  CR  Sahib and her husband, Rahul, Sanjana politely declined any strong spirits, though she occasionally enjoyed a casual beer.

Rahul noticed that  CR  Sahib seemed slightly disappointed by her refusal, though he chose to remain silent. To ensure everyone felt completely comfortable and included,  CR  Sahib's wife, Anjali, poured a glass of beer for herself, while  CR  Sahib and Rahul filled their glasses with whiskey.

When the primary formal greetings were over, and upon Sanjana's repeated inquiries,  CR  Sahib shared that he had served as a  CR in the commando group of the anti-terrorist security forces. He had displayed immense valor on the battlefield multiple times, earning numerous prestigious military decorations. Rahul's wife, Sanjana, held military personnel in the highest regard, largely because her own father had been in the army. Sanjana had always harbored a lingering regret that she wished to join the armed forces herself, but back then, women were not recruited into active combat roles. She possessed a deep passion for serving her country and had previously been a cadet in the N.C.C. Naturally, she maintained an immense curiosity and eagerness regarding everything related to military life.
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When Sanjana began to question CR Sahib with great enthusiasm about his decorations,  CR  Sahib stood up with immense pride. He recounted, one after another, when he had received each medal, how he had fought in specific battles, and where he had sustained wounds. As he shared these gripping stories, tears welled up in Sanjana's eyes.  CR Sahib then began to describe his combat experiences to Sanjana in vivid detail. He thoroughly explained to Rahul's wife, Sanjana, how modern warfare is conducted and how advanced technology and equipment are utilized compared to the old days. Sanjana had countless questions, which she began to pose to CR Sahib one after the other. CR Sahib, with great patience, seriousness, and undivided attention, answered every single inquiry.

That evening, Rahul realized that his wife, Sanjana, had become completely captivated by CR Sahib's bravery and heroism. For a long time, CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, and Rahul quietly sat by, listening to the conversation between Sanjana and CR Sahib. After a while, when Rahul began to feel a bit restless, he turned to CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, to strike up a conversation.

Rahul: "Anjali ji, what do you do in your career?"

Anjali explained that she, too, was the daughter of an army officer and currently taught Political Science at the Army Public College. As they conversed, Rahul learned that CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, held a Master's degree in Political Science and read extensively on geopolitical matters. Anjali was somewhat reserved by nature. She did not speak as extensively as Rahul's wife, Sanjana, did. However, she possessed a highly sharp and analytical mind, and her political understanding was incredibly astute. While Rahul's wife, Sanjana, and CR Sahib remained fully engrossed in military discussions, Rahul and Anjali became deeply involved in their own conversation.

Anjali's delicate, smooth skin gave her an incredibly attractive appearance. Her frame, and particularly her face, possessed a luminous clarity, lending her an almost innocent, youthful look. She visited the salon regularly, which gave her sharply defined eyebrows a striking, elegant edge. Her figure was perfectly balanced, neither too slender nor too full. From every angle, her silhouette was beautifully proportioned. Her breasts were full and shapely, and the gentle curve of her hips was undeniably attractive. Rahul found her lush lips deeply appealing, looking as though they were perpetually soft and inviting. Even more captivating were Anjali's expressive, enchanting eyes, which seemed to hold an implicit, alluring invitation the moment one looked into them.

As Rahul and CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, began discussing political affairs, Rahul realized that she was exceptionally well-versed in current geopolitical situations. During their conversation, Anjali mentioned that she had been very eager to meet Rahul for a long time. She had heard a great deal about Rahul from his wife, Sanjana. Anjali had read several of Rahul's articles and was highly impressed by his writing style.

When Rahul began conversing with Anjali, he discovered that beneath her serious, hesitant, and reserved exterior, Anjali could actually be quite expressive and even indulge in lighthearted humor. The moment they touched upon Political Science and history, Anjali suddenly became remarkably talkative. Rahul also sensed a subtle undercurrent of resentment or dissatisfaction in her mind toward her husband, CR Sahib. Rahul silently resolved to find out soon what could be causing this underlying friction between the couple.

Time slipped away unnoticed, but CR Sahib and Rahul's wife, Sanjana, seemed completely oblivious to the passing hours. CR Sahib's stories showed no signs of concluding, and Sanjana, by asking enthusiastic questions one after another, was providing him with immense encouragement. On the other hand, Rahul and Anjali's topic of discussion soon drew to a close. As Rahul began glancing at his watch, Anjali made a remark that gave Rahul a clearer hint regarding her underlying resentment.

Anjali: "His personality is uniquely captivating. Whenever he begins speaking to an attractive woman, his conversations simply never end. And when an attractive woman starts talking to him, she never tires of asking him questions either. His words are just so incredibly charming and mesmerizing, to say the least."

Hearing this from CR Sahib's wife, Rahul could not quite discern whether Anjali was praising her husband or subtly complaining about him. It is a known reality that no matter how understanding a wife may be, she naturally tends to feel somewhat defensive when it comes to her husband connecting closely with another woman. Hearing her remark, Rahul laughed softly and responded.

Rahul: "Look at us, Anjali ji. The two of us have also been so deeply engrossed in our conversation for quite some time that we completely lost track of the hour. I suppose I am quite similar to your husband in that regard. There is only one difference. Looking at a beautiful and alluring woman like you, I find myself talking continuously as well. But can I really be blamed for that? Who wouldn't be drawn to you? Even I am finding it difficult to maintain my composure."

Pausing for a moment, Rahul added smoothly.

Rahul: "Anjali ji, I hope you won't take my words the wrong way?"

Anjali looked at Rahul with a shy, sideways glance, smiled softly, and replied.

Anjali: "My goodness, Rahul sahib, you have managed to imply a great deal within a single sentence! First, you seamlessly compared yourself to my husband. Then, you directly called me alluring. And finally, you openly admitted your attraction to me! However, you must tread carefully. Do not walk upon a path of thorns, lest you end up getting hurt. I may not know much about you, but you clearly do not know my husband well. He is exceptionally romantic, so much so that even the most sophisticated women easily fall for his charm. Be careful that your own wife doesn't get swept up in his orbit."

Rahul laughed aloud and immediately offered a sharp, playful reply.

Rahul: "I have absolutely no worries about that, Anjali ji. Firstly, I know my wife incredibly well; she isn't someone who can be easily swayed by charming words. Secondly, even if we assume for a moment that something like that could happen, I have you as my safety net. If he charms my wife, where does that leave you and me?"

Saying this, Rahul paused. Anjali undoubtedly understood the underlying meaning behind Rahul's bold words, but she chose to remain silent.

A few days after that initial gathering at CR Sahib's residence, a sudden tragedy struck. Rahul's wife Sanjana's father, who was a retired army officer, passed away unexpectedly due to a sudden heart attack. Sanjana shared a deeply profound emotional bond with her father. Before his passing, Sanjana used to speak with him on the phone every single day. In fact, just a day prior to his demise, Sanjana had shared an exceptionally long and meaningful conversation with him. Upon receiving the news of her father's sudden passing, Sanjana collapsed into a state of shock, losing consciousness. Rahul managed to bring her back to her senses with great difficulty.

This was an immense emotional trauma for Sanjana. Her mother had already passed away some time ago, and her father had never let her feel the absence of maternal love. Rahul immediately took his grieving wife, Sanjana, to her maternal home. Even there, Sanjana's emotional state remained deeply fragile. She refused to eat or drink anything. After the final funeral rites were completed and they returned home, her spirits remained completely broken. Rahul made every possible effort to comfort and distract Sanjana, but her profound melancholy persisted. She would break down into tears repeatedly whenever memories of her father surfaced.

When this tragic incident occurred, CR Sahib and his wife, Anjali, had both traveled to Anjali's maternal home. Anjali had intended to stay at her parents' place for a few extra days. On the day CR Sahib returned alone after leaving his wife there, he crossed paths with Rahul right beneath their residential building the very next morning. CR Sahib was backing his car out, preparing to drive somewhere. Upon spotting Rahul, CR Sahib brought his vehicle to a halt and warmly inquired about their well-being. It was then that Rahul informed CR Sahib about the sudden demise of his wife Sanjana's father.
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CR Sahib felt deeply saddened upon hearing the news. Not many words could be exchanged at that moment. That very evening, CR Sahib arrived at Rahul and Sanjana's residence. Anjali had gone to her maternal home for a few days.

Rahul opened the door and welcomed CR Sahib. Hearing that CR Sahib had arrived, Sanjana came out, and CR Sahib noticed that her eyes were heavily swollen from continuous crying. Sanjana went into the kitchen to prepare tea for CR Sahib, but she took a long time to return. Rahul and CR Sahib heard the faint sound of Sanjana sobbing right there in the kitchen, prompting CR Sahib to look at Rahul. Rahul shrugged his shoulders.

Rahul: "I have no idea what has come over her. The moment memories of her father surface, she bursts into tears. I continuously try to comfort her, but I simply fail to do so. If you wish, you can go inside and try to calm her down. Perhaps she will listen to your words."

Rahul gestured toward the kitchen as he spoke to CR Sahib. CR Sahib stood up and walked toward the kitchen. Rahul walked out of the house to take a casual stroll on the lawn in the courtyard.

The moment CR Sahib entered the kitchen, he saw Sanjana standing in front of the kitchen counter, weeping silently with deep sobs. Sanjana's back was turned toward CR Sahib. CR Sahib gently placed his hand on Sanjana's shoulder from behind. When Sanjana turned around, she saw CR Sahib. Upon seeing him, Sanjana wrapped her arms around him tightly, and it was as if the emotional dam of her grief suddenly burst. She began to weep uncontrollably. Tears flowed from Sanjana's eyes like an unstoppable stream. CR Sahib gathered Sanjana securely into his arms, pulled a handkerchief from his pocket, and gently began to wipe away the tears flowing down her cheeks. Tenderly stroking her back from behind, he spoke softly.

CR Sahib: "Sanjana, have you ever witnessed an army officer meeting his end on the battlefield?"

Sanjana lifted her face and looked up into CR Sahib’s eyes. While still weeping, she softly shook her head, indicating that she had never witnessed such a thing. CR Sahib continued.

CR Sahib: "I have witnessed not just one, but two of my own brothers laying down their lives in their prime youth due to enemy fire. I have seen my two sisters-in-law face tragic grief. I have seen their young children lose their protectors. And do you know what those children said to me?"

Hearing CR Sahib’s words, Sanjana stopped weeping. She lifted her head and locked her gaze with CR Sahib’s eyes, remaining completely silent. CR Sahib maintained his steady voice.

CR Sahib: "When I went to offer them comfort, both children wrapped their arms around me and stated that they too wanted to join the battlefield. They said they would only let their tears fall once they had faced the adversaries and honored their father’s legacy. Those who wish to dedicate their lives to the nation do not waste their passion and resolve in the form of tears."

Upon hearing CR Sahib’s words, Sanjana's emotions surged again, but this time with a deep sense of pride. She held CR Sahib even more tightly.

Sanjana: "My father also wished to dedicate his final moments to active combat. He harbored a deep regret that he could not achieve martyrdom on the battlefield."

CR Sahib gently pressed a soft kiss onto Sanjana's forehead.

CR Sahib: "Sanjana darling, one does not honor the memory of true heroes by weeping over their departure. We celebrate their legacy by implementing their principles, walking upon the path of their ideals, and completing the noble work they left unfinished. That is the ultimate tribute we can offer at their feet. Tell me, dear, what were his principles? To what noble cause did he dedicate his entire life?"

Hearing his comforting words, Sanjana remained enveloped in CR Sahib’s embrace for a few moments. Her sobbing gradually subsided. Composing herself, she gently stepped back from CR Sahib, looked at him, and took his hand into hers.

Sanjana: "CR Sahib, you have explained the true philosophy of life to me in just a few words. How can I ever express my gratitude to you?"

CR Sahib gently squeezed Sanjana's palm.

CR Sahib: "If you call me KD, my favor will be completely repaid."

Sanjana hesitated slightly.

Sanjana: "CR Sahib, you hold the status of a guide and mentor to me. How can I address you simply as KD?"

CR Sahib smiled softly.

CR Sahib: "Fair enough. You can at least address me as KD ji, can’t you?"

Sanjana laughed softly upon hearing CR Sahib’s words.

Sanjana: "KD ji, thank you very much for showing me the right direction. My father dedicated his entire existence to serving the nation. His sole objective was to ensure that our country’s borders always remain secure and that no adversary could cast an evil eye upon them. His second major goal was to ensure that the families, children, and spouses of the personnel who laid down their lives should never suffer financially due to their loss."

CR Sahib responded firmly.

CR Sahib: "Come, let us together make a solemn resolve that we will direct our entire strength toward following the path he highlighted. We will fearlessly confront challenges and contribute meaningfully to the security of those families. This will be the truest tribute to his departure."

Tears of a different emotion welled up in Sanjana's eyes. She leaned into CR Sahib’s embrace once more.

Sanjana: "KD ji, I will contribute as much as I possibly can, but you must become my guide and pathfinder in this journey."

CR Sahib smiled with a subtle glint in his eyes.

CR Sahib: "It will be my absolute privilege. But darling, I must admit I have a certain weakness, and I do not wish to keep you in the dark about it. Whenever I am confronted with your striking beauty, your boldness, and your undeniable allure, I find it incredibly difficult to maintain my composure. I hold you in the highest regard, but if I ever falter or overstep, please do not take it amiss."

Sanjana offered a distinctly playful, mischievous smile.

Sanjana: "I have already sensed your passionate nature, and it is quite visible as well."

Was Sanjana subtly hinting at the distinct fullness rising between CR Sahib’s legs? It remained unsaid. However, when Sanjana had embraced CR Sahib so closely, she had undoubtedly felt the rigid strength of his building desire.

When Sanjana returned to the drawing room alongside CR Sahib, carrying the tea with a bright smile on her face, Rahul could hardly believe his eyes. He was stunned to see that this was the exact same wife who, just minutes ago, could not restrain her tears.

Rahul turned toward CR Sahib with immense appreciation.

Rahul: "CR Sahib, what absolute magic have you worked on Sanjana.? I can scarcely believe that you managed to bring a smile back to her face so quickly. I am deeply, deeply grateful to you. By teaching Sanjana to smile again today, you have brought new color back into my life. You have truly resolved my deepest worry and restored peace to our home."

CR Sahib laughed heartily.

CR Sahib: "Rahul bhai, I have helped Sanjana find her smile again, but that does not mean you should immediately overwhelm her tonight. Do not trouble her too much during the night; let her get some proper rest."

Hearing CR Sahib’s candid humor, Rahul burst into laughter.

Sanjana, her face blushing a deep crimson, partially shielded her expression with the corner of her attire as she quickly retreated back toward the kitchen.

Sanjana: "KD ji, that is quite enough. Please stop teasing me so much."

After that, CR Sahib went away on an official tour for several days. He and Rahul could not meet. Meanwhile, Sanjana filled out her B.ED. application form. Sanjana was very well-prepared in all other subjects, but she was facing major difficulties with mathematics. Sanjana had always been weak in math. Sanjana spoke to her husband, Rahul.

Sanjana: "Rahul, I want to take some coaching for mathematics. Please find a good math teacher for me somewhere nearby."

Rahul looked around everywhere, but he could not find a suitable teacher. Rahul and Sanjana were quite stressed because the exam date was drawing near. Around that time, Sanjana crossed paths with CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, at the vegetable market. As the two walked back from the market together, conversing along the way, Sanjana mentioned to Anjali that she was looking for a mathematics teacher. Anjali looked at Sanjana in surprise and asked.

Anjali: "Sanjana, do you really not know that CR Sahib is considered an absolute master of mathematics? He holds several degrees in the subject. However, I cannot say whether he will be willing to teach you or not. He stays so busy that he does not offer tuition to anyone."

When Sanjana heard this, she danced with joy. She hugged Anjali tightly and spoke with excitement.

Sanjana: "Anjali, please do me a favor and persuade CR Sahib to agree to teach me mathematics."

Anjali pinched Sanjana's cheek playfully and smiled.

Anjali: "My dear, CR Sahib is already quite captivated by you anyway. I do not think he will refuse. But still, I will definitely speak with him."

That week, Sanjana invited Anjali and CR Sahib over for dinner. At that time, CR Sahib placed a condition before Rahul. In their previous meeting, Rahul's wife, Sanjana, had completely refused to touch any strong spirits. CR Sahib mentioned that according to military culture, this was considered a slight, if not a direct disrespect. CR Sahib insisted that if he were to visit Rahul's home, Sanjana would have to take at least a single sip. When Rahul informed his wife, Sanjana, about CR Sahib's firm request, Sanjana agreed that she would have a casual beer just to honor CR Sahib's wishes. Rahul accepted CR Sahib's condition. He had learned from an acquaintance in the army that under such insistence, even if women do not normally drink, they take a small glass just for the sake of appearances and sip a little, or they simply hold the glass and walk around with it. When an opportunity arises, they hand it over to their husbands or quietly discard it somewhere out of sight. It wasn't that no women in the military drank; some enjoyed drinks with their spouses or friends, and occasionally even got quite tipsy, but that happened only once in a while.

Upon arrival, CR Sahib warmly embraced Rahul first, and then gathered Sanjana into his arms. Sanjana also looked exceptionally happy to welcome CR Sahib with a warm hug. CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, and Rahul observed this pleasant interaction. Rahul and Sanjana left no stone unturned in hosting CR Sahib and Anjali graciously. Just like CR Sahib's hospitality, they had arranged a variety of fine beverages on the table along with an assortment of delicious savory snacks.
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As soon as CR Sahib arrived, Rahul served everyone their favorite choice of drinks. Since Sanjana belonged to #uj@ar@t, she had prepared some special #uj@ar@ti delicacies specifically for CR Sahib and Anjali. At CR Sahib's insistence, Sanjana filled her glass with beer along with Anjali, and everyone raised a toast, taking a light sip. CR Sahib seemed to be in a particularly lively mood. When Rahul's wife, Sanjana, and CR Sahib’s wife, Anjali, found a moment alone, Anjali suggested that when CR Sahib was in a relaxed, pleasant mood, Sanjana should find the right opportunity to ask him about the mathematics lessons.

When CR Sahib had finished his first glass and was indulging in some light, romantic banter with his wife, Anjali, Sanjana seized the moment and requested CR Sahib to teach her mathematics. Anjali also joined in, urging CR Sahib to agree. Seeing that both Sanjana and Anjali were earnestly requesting it, CR Sahib agreed to tutor Sanjana. CR Sahib smiled broadly.

CR Sahib: "Well, I was a top ranker in mathematics throughout my college years. I even taught mathematics at the university level during the early days of my career. I will teach you in such a way that you will become an absolute master of mathematics yourself. However, there is a catch—you will have to pay my fee."

Hearing his words, Sanjana bounced with excitement and spoke quickly.

Sanjana: "We completely agree! Please tell us, what will your fee be?"

CR Sahib smiled mysteriously.

CR Sahib: "I will demand it when the right time comes."

Sanjana felt a little teased and disappointed.

Sanjana: "Oh, come on! Do not keep me in suspense. Tell me, what fee do you want?"

CR Sahib laughed softly.

CR Sahib: "It is nothing out of the ordinary, I will ask for it when needed. For now, you will just have to serve me nice tea—that is all I require."

Sanjana smiled with relief.

Sanjana: "Whatever you think is appropriate."

It was decided that CR Sahib would tutor Sanjana every Sunday at noon for two hours at Rahul's residence.

After CR Sahib departed, Sanjana felt as though she was walking on air. She had found a mentor who would not only teach her exceptionally well but who was also her idol, and that too without expecting any monetary fee. That night in bed, Rahul spoke to his wife, Sanjana.

Rahul: "What do you think? What will CR Sahib demand from us in exchange for your lessons?"

Sanjana looked at Rahul with a puzzled expression.

Sanjana: "But he didn't say anything specific about a fee. He is going to teach me for free. He only asked for tea."

Rahul smiled wisely.

Rahul: "Darling, understand one thing. Free things always turn out to be the most expensive. Nothing comes for free in this life. A person always has to pay a price for everything eventually."

Sanjana looked at Rahul with complete innocence.

Sanjana: "Is that so? Then what do you think? What will CR Sahib ask for?"

Rahul shrugged his shoulders casually.

Rahul: "Who knows? Let's see. Even if he doesn't ask for anything, we will have to offer something appropriate out of courtesy, won't we?"

The discussion ended there. From then on, CR Sahib began arriving regularly at exactly twelve o'clock every Sunday. Like a dedicated student, Sanjana would be fully prepared, and the two of them would sit separately in Rahul's study room for the lessons. Sanjana informed Rahul that CR Sahib was an incredible teacher, and within just a few days, Sanjana began developing a deep interest in mathematics. She began solving complex mathematical problems with ease. A clear sense of satisfaction from achieving a new milestone was highly visible on Sanjana's face.

On several occasions, however, Rahul began to notice that the familiarity and closeness between CR Sahib and his wife were growing significantly. At night in their bedroom, whenever Rahul tried to playfully engage with Sanjana, he noticed that she seemed somewhat distracted and lost in her thoughts. Whenever Rahul questioned her, Sanjana would casually dismiss it. But one day, when Rahul insisted and questioned her more deeply, she spoke with a hint of confusion and hesitation.

Sanjana: "Rahul, I honestly do not understand how to explain it to you."

Rahul pressed further.

Rahul: "If you don't tell me, how will I ever understand?"

Sanjana sighed softly.

Sanjana: "CR Sahib behaves in a very personal and unusual manner with me, whether intentionally or unintentionally."

Rahul questioned with curiosity.

Rahul: "What do you mean by that?"

Sanjana explained carefully.

Sanjana: "CR Sahib teaches me exceptionally well. He even studies late into the night himself just to prepare for my lessons. But at times, he does certain things that leave me completely bewildered. I genuinely do not know how to react or what to say. Whenever I perform well in a lesson, he wraps his arms around me in a tight embrace, and in his excitement, he caresses my body. On a few occasions, his touch has gently brushed against or squeezed my breasts as a form of praise. Conversely, whenever I make a mistake, he playfully tugs my ear, slides his hand beneath my attire, and gives a sharp pinch to my abdomen. If I happen to be standing, he smoothly squeezes and pinches my hips as well. I find myself unable to stop him. I have been trying to tell you this, but I couldn't find the right words. Sometimes I think about stopping him or telling him firmly not to do it. But I simply cannot read his true intentions. When he is actively explaining a concept, his focus never wavers from the study material. Even if I sit very closely against him, it doesn't seem to affect him at all. But then suddenly, he indulges in such mischievous touching. I am completely confused, please tell me what I should do."

Hearing these candid admissions from his naive and innocent wife, Sanjana, Rahul could not restrain his amused laughter.

Rahul: "Oh, my sweet, innocent wife. Come on, CR Sahib is a dashing, passionate man, and he happens to be quite romantic by nature. If he is investing so much effort for you, staying up night after night studying just for your sake, then he is bound to get emotionally intense over your successes and failures. If you perform well, he will naturally embrace you and affectionately caress your body. And if you falter, he will instinctively pinch you or playfully discipline you out of disappointment and frustration. This is completely natural. There is absolutely nothing strange about it. If there were a young man in your place, he would probably treat him in a very similar manner. But since you are a woman, and a breathtakingly beautiful one at any rate, CR Sahib naturally gets a bit more enthusiastic and thrilled. This is entirely spontaneous. If you view his actions negatively, it would be wrong. It would amount to unfairly doubting CR Sahib's character. My advice to you is to focus your undivided attention entirely on your studies."

Sanjana looked intently at her husband, Rahul. She felt immensely proud of him. Thinking about how deeply her husband cared for her well-being, a sudden wave of unconditional love surged within her heart. Gently taking Rahul's hand into hers, she spoke softly.

Sanjana: "What you say is absolutely correct. I used to utterly detest mathematics. But now, because of CR Sahib's dedicated hard work, I have truly started to enjoy the subject; in fact, I am falling in love with mathematics. I am incredibly fortunate to have found a mentor like KD ji and a husband as understanding as you."

Rahul continued to reassure her, expanding on his thoughts smoothly.

Rahul: "Look, he is your mentor. A mentor holds a highly revered position, akin to a guide sent by the divine. He feels genuinely delighted by your progress and naturally grows strict when you show weaknesses. This is completely expected. There is absolutely no reason to worry about it. In fact, it is wonderful that he invests himself so fully, because it clearly demonstrates that he is paying complete attention to your education. If you attempt to restrict him or object to his actions, it might leave him feeling somewhat discouraged or disheartened. Consequently, he might lose his motivation to teach you, and that would directly affect your academic performance. What you should actually do is encourage his enthusiasm. Support him even more, and like a truly dedicated student, accept his critiques and discipline gracefully while honoring his joyous praise. Do not look for faults in his demeanor. It is simply a symbol of a mentor's deep care and respect toward his pupil. You should feel immense pride in this bond."

Hearing such a mature perspective from her husband, Sanjana felt highly relieved, yet a tiny trace of curiosity still lingered in her mind. She questioned him softly.

Sanjana: "But Rahul, wouldn't that be improper? What if his playful teasing escalates beyond these casual boundaries? What if CR Sahib attempts to cross the line into a deeply intimate physical encounter? What will happen then?"

Rahul laughed off her worries with complete ease.

Rahul: "Oh, darling, you think far too much. He will never do anything that does not meet your absolute consent. I truly do not believe he is someone who would ever impose himself on anyone. Besides, what kind of intimate encounter are you imagining? Do you honestly believe he desires to share an intense physical union with you?"

Sanjana gasped softly, her cheeks flushing.

Sanjana: "What absolute nonsense are you talking about? How can you even suggest something like that so casually?"

Rahul smiled, maintaining his deeply relaxed tone.

Rahul: "Look, darling, he is a man. It is a simple reality that a man naturally notices another's wife, especially when she happens to be exceptionally beautiful, just like you are. To be completely honest, any man would dream of sharing a passionate embrace with a strikingly alluring woman."

The moment these bold, candid words escaped her husband Rahul's lips, Sanjana was completely taken aback and sat in utter astonishment. She stared intently at her husband's face. She wondered if her husband was harboring a secret jealousy toward CR Sahib, or if he had begun to suspect the growing proximity between her and the Colonel. Involuntarily, a deep crimson blush of shyness and arousal washed over Sanjana's face. Hearing her husband openly discuss the ultimate boundaries of physical intimacy regarding herself and CR Sahib sent a sudden, thrilling shiver down her spine. An anxious yet excited flutter filled her heart. She asked with a slight tremble in her voice.

Sanjana: "Darling, you aren't harboring any wrong thoughts about the relationship between me and CR Sahib, are you?"

Rahul burst into a loud, hearty laugh, dispelling all her anxiety.

Rahul: "No, darling, absolutely not! It isn't like that at all. How could you even think such a thing? Did my words imply that to you? I was simply explaining the inner workings of a man's mind to you so that you wouldn't misinterpret his playful touching. I trust you far more than I trust myself, and I have an equal amount of profound faith in CR Sahib. And yes, darling, let me tell you one more thing. I care for you and CR Sahib so deeply that even if an intimate connection were to develop between the two of you, you must never worry that I would ever let any harm or judgment touch you."


Session 1 - Chapter 7

Hearing this extraordinary statement, Sanjana's eyes filled with emotional tears. She felt completely overwhelmed and deeply moved by her husband’s profound, unconditional trust. Her throat tightened with emotion, leaving her temporarily speechless. Sanjana wrapped her arms tightly around her husband, Rahul, in a warm embrace.

Sanjana: "You love me so incredibly much. I completely failed to understand the depth of your heart until now."

Slowly and deliberately, sliding her hand beneath his covers, she caressed his form.

Sanjana: "Darling, tonight I have a deep, irresistible longing to be close to you."

Hearing Sanjana's spontaneous desire, Rahul's joy knew no bounds. After a very long time, Sanjana had taken the absolute initiative, inviting her husband to share a passionate physical union. For Rahul, this transformation felt like an absolute miracle. Rahul realized that, directly or indirectly, this sudden surge of desire was the result of their bold conversation regarding CR Sahib. It meant that discussing themes of physical intimacy and encouraging her sensual side had successfully reignited a powerful spark of sexual arousal within Sanjana's mind after a very long period of dormancy. Previously, despite Rahul's numerous romantic attempts, Sanjana would rarely find herself in the perfect mood for intimacy. Rahul quickly opened his attire, surrendering his fully aroused hardness into his wife Sanjana's waiting hands. Gently stroking her husband's throbbing length, Sanjana looked up and asked softly.

Sanjana: "Rahul darling, do you truly place such an immense amount of value on a mentor's role?"

Feeling her soft palms caressing his building desire, Rahul gasped, his composure completely dissolving into pleasure.

Rahul: "Yes, absolutely. I firmly believe that after a mother, a teacher holds the most significant importance in an individual's life. A mother brings a child into this physical world, but a teacher guides them out of the darkness of ignorance into the brilliant light of knowledge. A mentor provides their student with the vision to understand the world. As far as you are concerned, the very subject that used to cause you immense headaches and filled you with dread has now become something you appreciate. The obstacle that was blocking your career path will now pave the way for your ultimate success. This is entirely the triumph of your mentor."

Hearing his passionate words, Sanjana felt an even deeper surge of affection for Rahul. With immense tenderness and an undeniably feminine, seductive grace, she wrapped her fingers firmly around her husband's rigid length, beginning to stroke his hardness with rhythmic affection. Rahul's excitement escalated rapidly; he was completely losing his ability to maintain any restraint. Witnessing her husband's intense passion and rising ecstasy, Sanjana felt even more emboldened. Leaning down, she used her other hand to gently caress the soft skin surrounding his core, before pressing a tender, lingering kiss directly onto her husband's pulsing hardness. Feeling her lips touch his desire, Rahul felt himself soaring toward the absolute peak of ecstasy. His traditionally reserved and modest wife was showering him with a level of uninhibited passion that she had perhaps never displayed before.

Rahul shifted his weight impatiently, desperate to let the fullness of his length press deeper against the velvety softness of his wife's lips. Leaning down further, Sanjana took a substantial portion of her husband's rigid length between her lips, teasing the smooth skin with a sweeping warmth that mirrored a slow, rhythmic caress. Gradually, Sanjana increased the pacing, letting her lips slide back and forth along his pulsing core. Her thick, cascading hair tumbled over Rahul's waist and thighs, presenting a deeply wild and uninhibited picture of pure passion. Rahul entirely lost his restraint; the intense pleasure was becoming impossible to withstand. Swept up in the height of ecstasy, he placed his hands tenderly over his wife's head, guiding her movements in tandem with his rising rhythm. Suddenly, a spectacular crest of release overwhelmed him, and with a powerful surge of passion, his essence broke forth in a heated torrent. Seeing the visible traces of his desire shining upon his wife's face, lips, and neck, Rahul felt an overwhelming wave of profound satisfaction.

On so many previous occasions, despite Rahul's persistent romantic overtures, he had never been able to persuade his traditionally reserved wife to indulge in such intimate, uninhibited oral adulation. Yet tonight, Sanjana had spontaneously chosen to treasure his core, drawing out his release and leaving him utterly spellbound. Rahul tried to comprehend the underlying reason for this sudden, miraculous shift. He couldn't help but feel that, directly or indirectly, CR Sahib's bold conversation had played a significant role in awakening this side of her. Exhausted but deeply content after their passionate endeavor, the two lovers lay quietly side by side on the bed to catch their breath.

Sanjana smoothly pulled her gown well above her thighs, intertwining her legs with her husband's as she looked at him.

Sanjana: "My love, how did that feel?"

Rahul's eyes were completely locked onto his wife's uncovered center, utterly unable to look away. Sanjana had intentionally revealed her neatly trimmed, beautifully smooth, and exposed warmth for her husband's exclusive viewing. She was in an exceptionally romantic and sensual mood. Her center throbbed with an intense, persistent longing for a deep and fulfilling physical connection. Her body's natural arousal showed no signs of slowing down. Now, her goal was to reawaken her husband's desire. Given his very recent release, it would typically be challenging for a man to rise to the occasion so quickly. However, Sanjana was consumed by a powerful craving for intimacy. She was desperate to satisfy the deep ache within her center using her husband's robust, firm length. Witnessing his wife display such an uninhibited, aggressive craving after so many years sent a thrill of excitement straight through Rahul. He honestly could not remember the last time his wife had been so intensely aroused. Had the provocative talk about CR Sahib triggered this wild, passionate side of her? Or had she simply experienced a sudden, overwhelming surge of love for him? Whatever the reason, seeing his wife so incredibly heated instantly ignited Rahul's own passion. Moreover, the tender, practiced way Sanjana began stroking his length had an immediate effect. Rahul's hardness began to surge back to life. As his core grew firm, Sanjana quickened the pace of her caresses, her fingers moving with agile precision. Within moments, Rahul's length stood completely rigid, solid, and pulsing with renewed vigor. This time, his stamina was bound to be exceptional, as a secondary release naturally requires a much longer, more sustained effort. Seeing that her husband was fully prepared for another round, Sanjana smoothly slid back onto the bed, opening herself up and gesturing for her husband to claim his position over her.

Rahul rose, his long, fully rigid hardness leading the way. Gazing down at his beautiful wife lying completely uncovered beneath him, he was lost in absolute admiration. Even after so many years of marriage, Sanjana's frame was perfectly sculpted, devoid of any excess. Her waist remained as slender and elegant as it had been on the day of their wedding. The lower contour of her abdomen possessed a soft, gentle swell, a natural and alluring feature of a mature woman. Nestled beautifully between her fair, smooth thighs, her rosy center seemed to beckon him, almost shyly reacting to the sight of his building desire. Leaning down, Rahul gently rubbed his hardness against the damp silk of her center for a few moments. This friction left his length glistening and slick, ensuring a perfectly smooth and effortless passage into her welcoming warmth. Rahul reached out with both hands, firmly cupping the twin mounds of Sanjana's breasts, squeezing and massaging them with deep affection. He rolled her swollen peaks between his fingers, adoring them as if they were overflowing with the sweet nectar of her arousal, ready to burst forth. Simultaneously, his other hand traveled down, his fingers kneading and pressing into the full, smooth contours of his wife's hips.

With a firm, deliberate thrust, Rahul smoothly buried his rigid length deep within his wife's warmth. Even though it was her husband’s familiar touch, Sanjana writhed passionately beneath him that night. She had never experienced such an intense, electric throbbing within her center before. What was it about her husband's embrace that felt so extraordinarily potent tonight? Sanjana struggled to understand it. Suddenly, a realization flashed through her mind—this entire chain of intense arousal had been set off by the mischievous thoughts of CR Sahib and the bold discussions of ultimate physical intimacy. Could it be that she harbored a secret, forbidden desire within her own heart? Was Sanjana, despite her conscious resistance, secretly dreaming of surrendering her body to the powerful touch of CR Sahib? This scandalous thought sent a violent shiver straight down her spine. Every single nerve in her body tingled; goosebumps broke out across her skin. While this inner psychological thrill brought an extraordinarily intense wave of pleasure to her senses, it simultaneously filled her with panic regarding her own moral transformation.

Sanjana felt a wave of fear at the nature of her own subconscious thoughts. There was undoubtedly a hidden, taboo longing hiding within her psyche. Part of her craved for CR Sahib to handle her frame, to stroke her skin, to stimulate her most sensitive zones, and drive her to madness. Experiencing such a radical, uninhibited shift in her values left Sanjana deeply startled. She knew she needed to govern her desires, lest this raging wildfire of passion consume the stability of her marital life. However, at that exact moment, her immediate reality required her to grant her loving husband a level of ecstasy that she hadn't been able to provide in months, perhaps even years. Try as she might, Sanjana simply could not cast the image of KD ji out of her mind. It was a profound, thrilling dilemma for Sanjana. On one hand, she was dedicated to giving her husband the ultimate pleasure of physical union tonight, while on the other hand, her mind was entirely fueled by fantasies of another man’s touch. Ultimately, the mind and the body share a mysterious, intertwined connection. When the imagination is fiercely stimulated, an intense physical arousal spreads to every single corner of the anatomy. Realizing that despite her best efforts, she could not stop thinking about KD ji, she decided to use this very momentum of intense arousal to satisfy her husband—even if the underlying thoughts were occupied by KD ji. With this bold resolution, Sanjana arched her hips high off the mattress, driving her body upward to force her husband’s length deeper into her core. Rahul responded with a powerful, seamless plunge, embedding his entire fullness deep within his wife's tight, velvety warmth. A wild, unbridled ecstasy had taken complete control of Sanjana's mind tonight. Her body possessed a ferocious, insatiable hunger for an intense physical pounding. Sanjana's entire being was burning in the furnace of pure desire. As Rahul began to relentlessly drive his hardness into his wife's center, the fire of Sanjana's passion escalated to a fever pitch. Every single time her husband plunged his length deep inside her, Sanjana would lift her pelvis and arch her hips with explosive force, meeting his thrusts head-on to ensure his hardness reached the absolute deepest depths of her warmth. Both husband and wife were so completely consumed by the raw, primal rhythm of their lovemaking that they lost all awareness of the world around them.

The night had grown exceptionally deep. A profound, heavy silence enveloped the entire residential colony. Amidst that absolute quiet, the wet, rhythmic friction of Rahul and Sanjana's intense collision of bodies, accompanied by their loud, unrestrained moans and breathless sighs of ecstasy, did not merely echo within Rahul's bedroom. The sounds traveled freely out of their open bedroom windows, carrying across the narrow space and reverberating clearly right into CR Sahib's dark, quiet bedroom.


Session 1 - Chapter 8

Anjali : "Are you listening? Your beloved student is taking some lessons in passion from her husband. You teach her mathematics, and your friend teaches his wife the lessons of intimacy. That is fair enough. Just make sure the roles don't get reversed. I know you are a master in many subjects other than mathematics, but make sure you don't teach her any lessons beyond math."

CR Sahib : "Go to sleep, darling. Don't think too much about what lessons Rahul can teach. Is your own heart yearning to learn those kinds of lessons tonight?"

That night, Rahul and his wife Sanjana engaged in a fierce, breathless collision of bodies. Despite his best efforts, Rahul felt that he could not completely satisfy Sanjana that night. However, his wife had granted him a passionate gift of love for which Rahul had been yearning for months.

Sanjana's studies were going on in full swing. CR Sahib would study late into the night himself and come the next day to tutor Rahul's wife, Sanjana. No one knew where the time went. Soon enough, the exam dates arrived. The exam was scheduled to take place in three days when suddenly news arrived that the exam paper had been leaked, and the test was postponed for a few days. After working so incredibly hard, Rahul's wife Sanjana felt utterly disappointed. She was exhausted. She needed some stress-free time. On the other hand, CR Sahib was also deeply saddened. He felt as though all their hard work had gone down the drain.

One day, feeling completely frustrated, Sanjana spoke to Rahul.

Sanjana : "Now this suspense is becoming lethal. I feel that, even if for a little while, we should detach ourselves from this mess and engage our minds in something that completely diverts our attention from exams and results. Sometimes, I feel like drinking alcohol, getting completely tipsy for a while, and forgetting the present."

Rahul's wife Sanjana did not drink alcohol. When she said this, Rahul understood how utterly exhausted she was and that she needed some entertainment or playful recreation to take her mind away from this stress and pressure, even if only for a short while. Rahul wondered if he should take his wife Sanjana out somewhere. But that was impossible. Rahul had a tremendous amount of work, and Sanjana's exam date could be announced at any moment. So how could he entertain Sanjana.? Then, a thought crossed Rahul's mind that he should show Sanjana an adult film filled with passion. But Rahul knew that Sanjana had absolutely no interest in adult films. She used to say, "What is even there in this? Women do this just to earn money. And besides, we do this every single day anyway." So what should he do? Then, suddenly, he remembered CR Sahib.

Rahul called CR Sahib and explained the distress in Sanjana's mind. CR Sahib laughed and spoke over the phone.

CR Sahib : "Sanjana is absolutely right. I am completely exhausted. I have also been thinking of doing something where I can just lose myself and get away from mathematics, exams, and stress. Rahul, if you take my advice, I have a perfect remedy that will make us all forget about everything for a little while."

Rahul : "What is it?"

CR Sahib : "A foreign film festival is currently going on. An uncensored film titled 'Husband, Wife, and Neighbor' is creating quite a buzz there. The movie is deeply emotional, but it contains incredibly explosive scenes of physical intimacy. I want both of you and both of us to watch this movie together. But I don't know if Sanjana will agree to it."

Rahul : "I will speak to Sanjana. You speak to Anjali."

CR Sahib : "I don't need to speak to Anjali because Anjali was the one who told me about this movie. One of her friends had watched this movie, and she told Anjali about it. Anjali knows everything about this film."

Rahul : "Alright, I will speak to Sanjana. I don't know, but if I tell her that you suggested it, she might agree."

When Rahul mentioned this to his wife Sanjana, he framed it carefully.

Rahul : "Darling, didn't you say that you wanted to experience something absolutely explosive and thrilling, even if only for a short while?"

Sanjana looked at her husband and nodded her head in agreement, so Rahul continued.

Rahul : "Darling, a film festival is going on where incredible award-winning movies are being showcased. CR Sahib has booked four tickets for a very good film for the four of us. The movie is a bit intensely sensual and explosive. For three hours, all our minds will be highly stimulated, making us forget about everything else. What do you say?"

Sanjana : "Really? CR Sahib has booked tickets for the four of us? A sensual movie? Well, alright, if it is a sensual movie, it's fine. Look, I have no objection to going, but I don't understand the English language very well. I won't understand anything. I will get bored, and I will bore you by constantly asking questions. It's better if you don't take me along. Secondly, is it right to watch such a movie in front of KD ji? It would be fine if he and Anjali ji went together. But the four of us are going together?"

Rahul cut his wife off mid-sentence and spoke.

Rahul : "But CR Sahib specifically desires that you must come along. As far as the language is concerned, CR Sahib and Anjali will keep explaining everything to you. It will be fun. Come on! Don't break everyone's heart by saying no, my dear."

After a fair amount of persuasion, Sanjana finally agreed. Rahul conveyed the good news to CR Sahib. Sanjana was going to a foreign film festival for the very first time. When she asked Rahul which outfit would be appropriate, Rahul replied in a playful, teasing tone.

Rahul : "Darling, we are going to watch a foreign film where many international people will also be present. So why don't you wear that short skirt and sleeveless top that I gifted you on our wedding anniversary, which you have never worn before? If we want to create a fun, playful atmosphere today, then why not wear a playful outfit as well? Why not set the night on fire today?"

Rahul's wife looked at her husband and burst into laughter.

Sanjana : "Alright, my husband's command is my topmost priority. But I will feel very shy going in front of KD ji wearing that outfit. It is an extremely short dress. Moreover, you are saying the movie itself is highly sensual. What if it ignites too much of a fire and we end up getting consumed by it ourselves? What will KD ji think if he sees me like this? Have you thought about that?"

Sanjana spoke to her husband in a similarly playful tone.

Rahul winked and spoke with a grin.

Rahul : "He will be completely struck by lightning. But it is necessary for lightning to strike sometimes. After all, your mentor has worked day and night for you. Until today, he has only seen your conservative student avatar. Today, show him your alluring and captivating side. Look, this is a profound matter. Even if we don't say it out loud to each other, we all know that he is crazy about you, he is completely captivated by you. Only he knows what will happen to him when he sees you in this avatar, but I can surely say one thing today—no one in that hall will have a wife as breathtakingly beautiful as mine."

When a wife hears such words of high praise and admiration from her husband's mouth, there can be no greater gift for her. She feels that her life is truly blessed.

When Sanjana emerged to leave for the film festival, wearing the short skirt and a thin, revealing blouse, the sight completely took Rahul's breath away. Rahul had never seen his wife in that skirt and blouse before. It felt as though an ethereal nymph had descended from heaven to shatter the deep penance of an ancient sage. That day, light rain was falling in places. It was warm, so there was a heavy amount of humidity in the air. But it looked as though it would definitely pour heavily that evening. Since Sanjana often felt cold inside cinema halls due to the powerful air conditioning, she picked up two shawls for herself and her husband and walked downstairs. CR Sahib and Anjali were already waiting for them. The moment CR Sahib cast his eyes upon the alluring, captivating avatar of his student, his eyes remained completely wide open in absolute astonishment.

The alluring vision CR Sahib had previously only glimpsed in his private fantasies—and perhaps had conceptually uncovered countless times in his mind—now stood vibrantly alive right before him. Encased in a beautifully compact, revealing blouse, Sanjana's stunning, full contours rose with such tantalizing prominence that they seemed like twin majestic peaks, silently beckoning a lover's touch to trace their outlines. Above the neckline of her attire, the generous swell of her bosom was vividly manifest, extending elegantly upward before gently disappearing beneath the line of her brassiere. For any man possessing an appreciation for feminine allure, this teasing boundary would naturally cause a playful sense of frustration, feeling very much like a vessel that had sailed all the way to the shoreline only to pause at the edge. A passing thought would inevitably cross the mind: If only the line of her blouse or brassiere sat just a fraction lower, what harm could it have done? Until that day, CR Sahib had never truly studied the vivid, striking crimson of her lips or the exquisite radiance of her neck with such absolute focus. Sanjana's cheeks were flushed with a completely natural, rose-tinted glow. As for her eyes, words could hardly do them justice. Framed beautifully with dark kohl, her fluttering lashes seemed to urgently pose a silent, thrilling question, even as they occasionally cast downward with a distinctly feminine, modest grace, hesitating to lock gazes directly. Her eyes possessed such a highly charged, sensual intensity that they seemed to be actively drawing KD ji closer to her side.

Sanjana's slender, contoured nose looked so perfectly defined that it seemed as though a master artist had crafted it with immense love and meticulous precision. Eager to break into a shy, beautiful smile, the petals of her half-open lips curved gracefully, resembling a fine bow that had just released a powerful arrow. Below the edge of her short blouse, the bare skin of Sanjana's slender waist displayed soft, sweeping curves and transitions that were so incredibly breathtaking and alluring that CR Sahib's gaze remained utterly anchored there, completely unable to break away. Because the hemline of her skirt rested significantly above her knees, Sanjana's exceptionally soft, smooth, sculpted, and silken thighs were on full display, presenting a magnificent sight. Whenever any man's eyes fell upon them, that very same playful frustration—of reaching the magnificent ocean only to be held back from plunging into the water—would inevitably dominate the mind.

The moment Sanjana noticed CR Sahib, her lips parted to reveal a gleaming, brilliant smile, and bringing her hands together in a warm gesture of greeting, she spoke softly.

Sanjana : "Please forgive me for keeping you waiting, KD ji."

Turning toward KD ji's wife, Anjali, she gently took her hands into her own and continued.

Sanjana : "Anjali ji, you look absolutely gorgeous tonight."

Anjali immediately countered with a playful, swift retort.

Anjali : "You are the one causing absolute havoc tonight, Sanjana. Seeing you dressed like this, quite a few men are bound to end up utterly breathless and wounded."

Noticing her husband's intense, unblinking gaze firmly anchored upon Sanjana's striking form, Anjali smiled mischievously and added.

Anjali : "In fact, the moment you stepped downstairs, the count of the wounded has already begun."

Perhaps the other three did not fully catch the subtle edge in Anjali's playful remark, or they simply chose to overlook it. However, Rahul's entire focus was completely centered upon Anjali's captivating form. CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, had attired herself in a pair of perfectly fitted slacks paired with a sleek, form-hugging top. Because of this, the prominent outline of her bosom was striking enough to instantly command the attention of any admiring man. Most notably, Anjali's beautifully sculpted hips—which were perfectly proportioned and elegant—appeared exceptionally firm and defined beneath the smooth fabric of her tight slacks. The alluring contour between her slender thighs was more than enough to make Rahul's eyes wander restlessly. Both gentlemen were secretly stealing highly charged, appreciative glances at each other's spouses, indulging in silent admiration. But how could such lingering glances ever remain hidden from the perceptive eyes of their wives? Even after CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, cleared her throat multiple times, CR Sahib simply could not pull his eyes away from the captivating frame of Rahul's wife, Sanjana. Seeing this, Anjali gently nudged her husband with her elbow, subtly reminding him that there were plenty of people standing around in the vicinity and that it would be best to remain within the boundaries of polite decorum. Poor Sanjana, feeling the heat of KD ji's intense, hungry gaze thoroughly evaluating her form, felt deeply self-conscious and overwhelmed. Overcome by a wave of shyness, she began looking around restlessly, trying her best to project an air of innocence as though she hadn't noticed CR Sahib's admiring eyes at all. She struggled to comprehend how she could possibly shield her body while wearing such a bold, short outfit. Despite the prevailing warmth and heavy humidity of the evening, Rahul's wife quickly took one of the shawls she had brought along and draped it over her shoulders out of sheer modesty, making a quiet, unsuccessful attempt to conceal her chest.

A metro station was located quite close to their residence. As the four of them began walking toward it, CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, stepped closer to Sanjana, smoothly took the shawl into her own hands with a soft laugh, and spoke reassuringly.

Anjali : "There is absolutely no need for this shawl in such humid weather. You look perfectly fine exactly as you are. You look stunningly beautiful tonight. Honestly, looking at you makes me even want to wrap my arms around you and shower you with affection. If I were in my husband’s position, I would be completely devouring you with my eyes right now."

Rahul's wife, Sanjana, blushed deeply and spoke with a shy smile.

Sanjana : "Anjali ji, please do not tease me so much. My husband insisted and practically forced me to wear this outfit tonight. I am absolutely nothing compared to you. You look phenomenally beautiful yourself."

As the group continued their stroll together, CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, paired up alongside Rahul, engaging him in a lively conversation. Meanwhile, Rahul's wife, Sanjana, suddenly felt a sharp, tiny pebble poking into the sole of her footwear, causing her to stop in her tracks to remove her sandal and discard the irritant. Noticing this, CR Sahib immediately paused beside her as well. Deeply engrossed in their conversation, Rahul and Anjali continued walking ahead, failing to notice that Sanjana and CR Sahib had fallen behind. CR Sahib watched as Rahul's wife, Sanjana, balanced gracefully on one leg, lifting her slender limb to clean out her sandal, and he found it impossible to look away. He remained by her side under the pleasant pretext of offering assistance and keeping her company. Once everything was adjusted, CR Sahib and Sanjana began walking forward together at a smooth, leisurely pace. Along the path, CR Sahib engaged Sanjana in light, casual banter. The metro station was bustling with an immense crowd. Sanjana scanned the bustling platform to locate her husband and CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, but they were nowhere to be seen. By the time CR Sahib purchased the transit tokens, a train had already departed. The platform remained densely packed with commuters. It appeared highly likely that Rahul and CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, had already boarded the previous metro train and gone ahead.

CR Sahib placed a quick call to Rahul, and Rahul instructed them over the phone to simply catch the very next train. Within that brief interval, the platform became packed with people once more. The second metro train arrived in just three minutes, and Sanjana and CR Sahib stepped forward to board the carriage. Amidst the slight rush and commotion of the crowd, someone accidentally jostled Sanjana, causing her to lose her balance temporarily. Reacting with military agility, CR Sahib immediately caught her, wrapping his strong arms securely around her frame to stabilize her. The compartment was completely packed to capacity. Fortunately, the two of them managed to secure a pair of adjacent seats together. Due to the intense crush of the crowd, they found themselves sitting pressed tightly against one another, their bodies completely intertwined.
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CR Sahib’s firm thighs were locked in direct, unyielding contact with Sanjana's soft thighs. With every slight movement of the train, CR Sahib's elbow repeatedly brushed against and pressed into the soft contour of Sanjana's bosom. Sanjana was acutely aware of this intimate, repeating contact. Sanjana turned her gaze to look at CR Sahib with deep focus. Wearing a crisp shirt and form-fitting jeans, CR Sahib looked remarkably attractive and masculine. The sleeves of his shirt were neatly rolled up well above his elbows, and over it, he wore a stylish, sleeveless utility jacket. CR Sahib’s robust, powerful biceps and forearm muscles were visibly defined, exuding an undeniable masculine strength. A sudden, quiet urge rose within Sanjana's mind to reach out, stroke those powerful muscles, and feel their density under her palm. Being a dedicated practitioner of daily fitness herself, Sanjana had an innate appreciation for physical health. She found the rigid, powerful frame of the masculine “CR”. highly captivating. Gently sliding her fingers over CR Sahib's muscular bicep, she couldn't resist asking softly.

Sanjana : "KD ji, your arms are truly impressive, very much like a Bollywood action hero. Do you indulge in heavy weight training exercises as well?"

Noticing Sanjana's admiring gaze fixed directly upon his physique, CR Sahib felt a brief wave of masculine pride, but quickly composing his steady demeanor, he smiled and replied.

CR Sahib : "I dedicate an hour to intense weight training in the gym every single day."

Throughout the course of their thirty-minute journey, CR Sahib’s firm arm continued to repeatedly brush against and press into Sanjana's sensitive chest and bosom. Sanjana found herself completely bewildered, unable to distinguish whether this constant, thrilling friction was entirely accidental due to the crowded carriage, or a deliberate, mischievous act of passion.

Sanjana felt a strange, sudden wave of intense arousal coursing through her own body. Even though CR Sahib's repetitive physical contact felt familiar by now, she found herself secretly enjoying the sensation. She remained completely still, pretending to be entirely oblivious to the subtle shifts, yet acutely experiencing every single touch. Involuntarily, Sanjana's gaze traveled downward toward the space between CR Sahib's legs. A sudden shiver shot through her entire frame when she noticed that, despite the heavy fabric of his thick denim jeans, his rising desire had created a highly prominent, tent-like bulge. Witnessing this unmistakable sign of physical excitement, it was not difficult for Sanjana to surmise that CR Sahib possessed an exceptionally long, thick, and robust hardness. Sitting with her thigh pressed firmly against his, Rahul's wife could not help but wonder to herself: If his arms are so powerfully sculpted and his thighs are so rigid, and his entire frame is so exceptionally tall, lean, and athletic, how magnificent must his full hardness be! When he shares an intimate union with his wife, how incredible must it feel for her to welcome such a robust length deep within her center! This provocative thought sent a thrilling, electric wave of goosebumps across Sanjana's skin, but she immediately checked herself with a wave of self-reproach, thinking, Why do such forbidden, scandalous thoughts keep entering my mind? Even upon reaching the platform, when she couldn't spot her husband, Rahul, her mind began spinning with highly unusual scenarios. While she was busy harboring these intense thoughts about CR Sahib, she wondered if Rahul, too, might be indulging in some playful, intimate boundary-crossing with CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, somewhere out of sight. CR Sahib gently took Sanjana's hand into his own as they stepped out of the station, finding that a light drizzle had begun to fall and the evening air had turned pleasantly cool. Sanjana tried to shield herself from the raindrops. Observing this, CR Sahib immediately unzipped his sleeveless utility jacket, lifted it over Sanjana's head, and draped it protectively across her shoulders.

Holding hands tightly, the two walked out of the station and onto the main street. It was then that Sanjana spotted her husband, Rahul, sitting with Anjali at a cozy little tea stall right outside the station entrance, deeply engrossed in a lively conversation over cups of hot tea. The duo was clearly waiting for CR Sahib and Sanjana to arrive. The very moment Sanjana caught sight of her husband, Rahul, and CR Sahib’s wife, Anjali, she quickly disengaged her hand from CR Sahib's grasp, rushed over to Rahul's side, and leaned closely against him for comfort. Rahul looked at his wife and questioned her softly.

Rahul: "What's the matter, Janu? You seem a bit flustered and anxious."

Hearing his words, CR Sahib’s wife, Anjali, immediately chimed in with a highly mischievous grin.

Anjali: "Sanjana, did my husband trouble you in any way along the path?"

Feeling deeply self-conscious and shy, a hesitant Sanjana replied quietly.

Sanjana: "No, sister, it's nothing like that at all. It's just that the train carriage was incredibly crowded."

Anjali and Rahul had been in the middle of a playful debate. Anjali cut Rahul off mid-sentence and turned toward her husband, CR Sahib.

Anjali: "Would you two like some tea as well?"

CR Sahib handed two of the theater admission passes over to Rahul and replied smoothly.

CR Sahib: "We will grab a quick cup of tea and join you. You two head on inside, continue your conversation, and make sure to secure our seats inside the hall. We will meet you inside directly after finishing our tea."

Rahul and CR Sahib’s wife, Anjali, continued their lively banter as they walked away toward the cinema hall. Upon entering the auditorium, Rahul scanned the rows and selected four seats located perfectly in the back row, right in the far corner. Rahul slid into the seat closest to the corner, and CR Sahib’s wife, Anjali, immediately sat down right next to him. Behind their row was an open walkway for commuters. The auditorium was rapidly filling up with people; except for a few scattered individual seats here and there, the hall looked completely packed.

Within a short duration, CR Sahib and Rahul's wife, Sanjana, arrived at the row. Sanjana instantly realized that the seating arrangement would require her to sit directly adjacent to CR Sahib. She cast a frantic, questioning look toward her husband. Rahul, however, was completely absorbed in an entertaining conversation with CR Sahib’s wife, Anjali. Noticing that his wife Sanjana was trying to subtly signal him, Rahul gestured for her to step into the back walkway to speak with him. Sanjana stood up, moved behind Rahul's seat, and whispered anxiously into her husband’s ear, making sure her voice remained completely masked from Anjali.

Sanjana: "Hey, this means CR Sahib will be sitting right next to me! Why did you choose to sit so far away? You should have taken the seat next to me. You explicitly mentioned that this movie contains highly sensual and explosive physical content, so how can I possibly sit right beside CR Sahib through all of that?"

Rahul calmed his wife down, speaking with immense patience and a relaxed tone.

Rahul: "Darling, look at it this way. You mentioned earlier that you might face difficulties understanding the complex English dialogue. In this arrangement, CR Sahib and his wife, Anjali, will be positioned on either side of you. You can easily ask them to explain whatever you find confusing. If you ever feel too shy or hesitant to ask CR Sahib, Anjali ji is sitting right on the other side, and you can comfortably clarify things with her. She will explain the entire narrative to you. To be perfectly honest, even I struggle to catch the rapid, heavy accents these foreign actors use in such films. That is precisely why I chose to sit next to Anjali as well."

A subtle suspicion crossed Sanjana's mind. She wondered if her husband Rahul had deliberately engineered this entire seating scheme just to ensure he could sit in close physical proximity to Anjali ji. However, there was no time to analyze the matter further.

Sanjana whispered into her husband's ear once more, her tone laced with nervous excitement.

Sanjana: "What if things escalate in the dark? You know very well that CR Sahib possesses an exceptionally passionate and romantic nature. What will I do if he gets intensely aroused sitting right next to me?"

Rahul casually dismissed his wife’s anxieties with a confident smile.

Rahul: "Why do you automatically assume that something scandalous will happen? And even if it does, what is the absolute worst that could happen? At most, he might indulge in a bit of sensual touching, right? He has already caressed and handled your body multiple times during your lessons. So why are you letting it make you so nervous now? Think about it—the man works day and night completely free of cost just to ensure your academic success. Why should you get so worked up over a bit of physical familiarity? Even if his touch wanders a little, what harm could it possibly do? As far as I know, he is never going to accept any monetary fee from us. So, how else can we ever repay his kindness? Sit down and enjoy the film with an open mind. If you insist on changing seats now, it might genuinely hurt his feelings. Keeping him displeased is not a good idea. I firmly believe that, like a dedicated student, your goal should be to keep your mentor happy and treat him with absolute affection. The rest is entirely up to your own mature judgment. Do whatever feels right to you."

Hearing such an encouraging, open-minded perspective from her husband, Sanjana stared at Rahul for a few moments with a mix of astonishment and hesitation. Rahul gently squeezed his wife's hand, offering her a reassuring look that conveyed absolute trust and safety. Feeling a deep sense of relief and validation, Rahul's wife stepped back around the row and settled into her designated seat right next to CR Sahib. CR Sahib noticed the lingering traces of confusion on Sanjana's face and questioned her softly.

CR Sahib: "Is everything alright, Sanjana.? You look a bit flustered. Do you have any objections to sitting next to me? Because if you do, I will gladly swap seats with someone else."

Sanjana immediately reached out, gently placing her hand over CR Sahib's arm to reassure him.

Sanjana: "No, KD ji, it's nothing like that at all. In fact, I completely prefer sitting right next to you."

Fearing that CR Sahib might misinterpret her sudden warmth, she quickly raised her voice slightly so that Anjali could hear them over the ambient noise of the theater.

Sanjana: "The reality is that I struggle to follow the rapid English dialogue in these foreign films, so I will definitely be relying on your guidance whenever I miss something. I expect both of you to keep me updated on the plot."

CR Sahib gently enveloped Sanjana's hand within his firm grasp, offering her a reassuring squeeze as he promised that he would absolutely explain every single passionate line of dialogue to her.

The picture had already begun on the screen. The story unfolded with a young man and a young woman sea-surfing, gliding smoothly on flat wooden boards while standing or lying down upon the high, surging waves of the ocean. At that moment, there was absolutely no one else around except the two of them. Both were completely engrossed in their own rhythm, surfing with joyous abandon, when suddenly the woman lost her footing, slipped from the wooden board, and collided heavily with a submerged rock, rendering her completely unconscious. The young man quickly pulled her out of the water and laid her down carefully upon the sandy shore. Placing both of his palms firmly over her full, shapely chest, he began applying steady, rhythmic pressure to expel the swallowed water from her abdomen and revive her breathing, trying his absolute best to bring her back to consciousness. Once a considerable amount of water was expelled from her mouth, she gradually regained consciousness. Opening her eyes, she looked up at the young man and instantly realized that he had saved her life. She sat up, wrapped her arms securely around him in a warm embrace, and pressing her lips firmly against his, she gave him a deep, lingering kiss.

Gradually, a powerful mutual attraction developed between the two. After that day, they always went surfing together. On one occasion, as the woman emerged from the ocean and was changing out of her swimwear, she cast a playful, sidelong glance toward the young man standing a short distance away. Their gazes locked, exchanging a silent signal of deep affection. The young man immediately gathered her into his arms while she was still wrapped in a towel. The towel slipped away, and her uncovered, beautiful frame melted into the embrace of the young man, who was wearing only shorts. The woman gently slid her hand down to lower his shorts. The two uninhibited bodies stood intertwined on the ocean shore, indulging in profound, passionate kisses while softly caressing each other's skin. While this intense scene was playing out on the screen, Sanjana suddenly felt CR Sahib squeeze her hand—which he had been holding tightly from the very beginning—with a surge of physical excitement. The cinematic visuals on the screen were so highly charged and stimulating that Sanjana found herself completely unable to withdraw her hand. A storm of conflicting emotions raged within her mind. Watching the film intently, CR Sahib increased the pressure of his grasp on Sanjana's hand.

Sitting huddled tightly in her corner seat within the auditorium, poor Sanjana found herself in a highly unusual and bewildering situation. Everywhere she cast her eyes inside the dark hall, she noticed couples completely lost in one another. Influenced by the explosive visual intimacy on the screen, they were secretly reaching beneath each other's laps, gently handling and caressing their partners' most sensitive zones, their cores and centers. Out of a sense of modesty or public decorum, some couples conducted these passionate touches discreetly beneath the cover of their clothing, while others simply took full advantage of the heavy darkness inside the hall to indulge themselves openly. These pervasive surroundings were bound to have a powerful impact on Sanjana's senses as well.

In any case, Sanjana had been experiencing a heightened sense of restless playful energy over the past few days. Her husband Rahul had been persistently teasing and stimulating her imagination over the last few nights by explicitly invoking CR Sahib's name during their private moments.

Sanjana became acutely aware that her center had grown completely damp with arousal, and the continuous flow of her body's natural response showed absolutely no signs of subsiding. She felt a strange, thrilling flutter and a persistent throbbing deep within her core. Sanjana began to silently chide her husband in her mind, wondering why he wasn't sitting right beside her at this exact moment. A deep longing arose within her heart to have someone reach down between her thighs and caress her aching center, just like the other couples around them were doing. Sanjana stole a quick glance toward CR Sahib sitting on her other side, noticing that the poor man was making an unsuccessful attempt to manage the prominent, rigid tightness that was clearly surging beneath his trousers. His wife Anjali was seated far away on the opposite end of the row, right next to Sanjana's husband, Rahul. Sanjana couldn't help but think that CR Sahib must also be intensely yearning for a gentle, reassuring touch to soothe his building desire. It was glaringly obvious that CR Sahib was so deeply affected by the visual passion on the screen that he was struggling to maintain his composure. The moment his firm hand squeezed her wrist, an electric shiver shot through Sanjana's entire anatomy, causing goosebumps to break out across her skin. She was trapped in a profound, thrilling dilemma. She couldn't decide whether she should leave her hand within his grasp or pull it away firmly. Sanjana simply could not form a clear resolve. Interpreting her silence and stillness as a quiet sign of consent, CR Sahib gently lifted her hand, slid it smoothly across the space between his legs, rested it directly over his tense fullness, and then slowly withdrew his own hand.

Meanwhile, on the screen, the woman reached out and took the young man's thick, robust length into her hands, stroking it with immense affection. The young man responded by deeply caressing the woman's back, hips, and soft thighs. The cinematographer had captured the two uncovered lovers sharing an intimate union amidst the shallow, glistening waters of the ocean shore with such exquisite mastery that every male viewer inside the auditorium felt his hardness surge to life, while the female audience members found their centers completely slick with arousal. On the screen, the young man and woman surrendered completely to the rhythm of a breathless physical union. The camera beautifully highlighted every sensory detail of the sequence, ensuring that there was hardly a single person inside the hall who remained unaffected by its intensity. While Sanjana's mind was still spinning with nervous excitement, her other hand was suddenly taken by CR Sahib’s wife, Anjali. Sanjana turned her head to look at Anjali through the darkness and immediately sensed something unusual. Although Anjali was partially covered beneath her shawl, a subtle, rhythmic movement was clearly taking place over her chest beneath the fabric.

One of Anjali's hands was resting over Sanjana's hand, while her other arm was extended toward the opposite side. Therefore, it was entirely obvious to Sanjana that the hidden movement occurring over Anjali's bosom was being directed by none other than her own husband, Rahul's hand.

Anjali had felt her husband being drawn closer toward Rahul's wife, and despite her awareness, she couldn't bring herself to interfere. On the other hand, Rahul's captivating personality and sharp intellect had already won her admiration. She had long been a deep admirer of Rahul's thoughts and his literary writings. The moment CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, felt Rahul's hand smoothly sliding over her chest, she trembled with a powerful wave of physical excitement. For the very first time since her marriage, a man other than her husband was touching her bosom. Anjali found herself completely powerless to stop Rahul's fingers from caressing her sensitive contours. Receiving absolutely no resistance or objection from Anjali's end, it did not take long for Rahul to realize that Anjali actively desired his touch over her breasts. Embarking on a bolder path, Rahul began by softly stroking Anjali's breasts, gradually moving to firmly squeeze and massage them with his fingers. He realized that his friend's wife had granted him absolute freedom. Emboldened by her compliance, Rahul gently took Anjali's hand and placed it directly over his thighs. Fueled by the highly charged imagery on the screen, paired with the exquisite sensation of Anjali's fingers tracing the outline of his rigid hardness over the fabric of his trousers, Rahul found himself completely consumed by a raging storm of intense excitement and raw passion.


Session 1 - Chapter 10

On the other end of the row, Rahul's wife, Sanjana, was completely flustered, trapped in a deep dilemma about what she should do. The fingers of her hand could distinctly feel the prominent, pulsing stiffness of CR Sahib's building desire. Meanwhile, the scenes on the screen began to take a serious turn. The young man and woman had gotten married, and they were now engaging in a highly uninhibited, wild physical union within their bedroom. The woman was moaning so loudly that their young neighbor, lying awake in his own room and listening to the echoes of their passionate collision, began pleasure-taking himself with his own hand. Witnessing such intensely stimulating scenes, Sanjana couldn't decide whether to listen to her heart or her mind. She was flanked by CR Sahib on one side and Anjali ji on the other. CR Sahib's rigid hardness was casting a massive, tent-like bulge beneath his trousers, pressing directly against Sanjana's fingers. Just by feeling that prominent shape, Sanjana could easily surmise that CR Sahib's length was exceptionally robust. The restless way CR Sahib was shifting while watching the screen made it glaringly obvious that a powerful surge of arousal was taking over his body.

On her other side, Anjali ji was gripping Sanjana's hand with immense pressure. Sanjana realized that Anjali ji was also growing incredibly warm with excitement. She was squeezing Sanjana's hand with so much force that Sanjana felt as though Anjali was experiencing a profound internal thrill that extended far beyond just the scenes playing on the screen. Sanjana tried to look toward her husband, Rahul, but he was masked by the thick darkness of the theater. On the screen, the married couple was traveling in a car when they met with a horrific accident. The husband sustained a severe head injury, completely shattering his mental stability, while the wife was thrown out of the vehicle, sustaining injuries from which she began recovering in the hospital.

Their young neighbor took immense care of the couple during their hospital stay. He brought food for them, and even after the wife recovered, he stayed up all night watching over the husband. The doctors informed the wife that her husband's mental balance could be restored if he were nurtured with absolute love and affection. However, due to his mental instability, the husband’s physical appetite had suddenly surged exponentially. His desire for physical union grew overwhelmingly intense day by day. Whether it was morning, afternoon, evening, or night, the husband would claim her body with absolute insensitivity and raw roughness. His physical approach was completely devoid of tenderness, affection, or care. The wife endured his aggressive physical demands silently, harboring a desperate hope that he would eventually get better. After returning home from the hospital, the husband’s behavior during their intimate moments became downright abusive, as he would repeatedly strike her or hurl verbal insults while claiming her body. The neighbor could hear everything but felt completely helpless. The film depicted these rough, raw sequences of physical intimacy in a highly charged, provocative style, leaving the audience members entirely breathless with excitement. Rahul, too, had firmly grasped CR Sahib’s wife's hand and pulled it smoothly down, placing it right over his rigid hardness. The moment Anjali felt the prominent, swollen contour of Rahul's length through the fabric of his trousers, she lost all inhibitions and began rhythmically caressing his hardness over his pants. Meanwhile, Rahul's hand was playfully exploring deep within the lap of CR Sahib’s wife, Anjali.

With every passing moment, the explosive intimacy on the screen escalated, causing Rahul and Anjali's racing heartbeats to accelerate rapidly without any sign of slowing down. Feeling Rahul's hand sliding deep within her lap, Anjali's heart pounded so violently against her chest that she feared her veins might burst under the pressure of such intense stimulation. Consumed by this overwhelming arousal, Anjali gently stroked Rahul's length over his trousers, subtly signaling her deep physical compliance to his advances.

Rahul instantly understood that Anjali had absolutely no objection to him taking things further. Her passive surrender was a clear manifestation of her own burning desire. Rahul smoothly slid his hand deeper, reaching between the thighs of CR Sahib’s wife. Anjali involuntarily parted her legs, welcoming his touch. Rahul's hand slid perfectly between Anjali's thighs, brushing against the very spot that was her absolute weakest point of vulnerability. Simultaneously, Rahul's wife, Sanjana, remained completely paralyzed in a state of profound confusion. KD ji kept nudging Sanjana's hand, which was resting between his legs, signaling his intense desire for her to deeply stroke his rigid hardness with her fingers.

Was Sanjana secretly accepting this forbidden touch somewhere deep down? She couldn't fully comprehend her own emotions. She struggled to understand why KD ji's provocative desire didn't make her feel repulsed. Was she overlooking his bold behavior simply because he was her respected mentor, who had sacrificed so much time and effort for her academic success? Or was it because Sanjana herself harbored a latent, curious desire to feel the robust, thick length of KD ji within her own hands? Perhaps her own subconscious mind was her greatest adversary, as she offered absolutely no resistance to KD ji's movements.

On the screen, the mentally unstable husband stripped his wife completely bare, forced her onto the bed, and began roughly claiming her center. Despite her complete lack of willingness, the woman lay there passively, enduring the physical onslaught. Seeing her completely unresponsive, the husband delivered a sharp slap across her face and continued to strike her repeatedly. Blood began to trickle from the woman's lips. Unable to bear the brutality any longer, the wife gathered her strength, pushed her husband away violently, and stood up. Stumbling backward from the force of her push, the husband flew into a blind rage, grabbing a sharp knife from the kitchen to attack her. Terrified for her life, the wife fled from the house completely naked, running down the corridor to frantically knock on her neighbor's door. Seeing the woman standing on his doorstep completely stripped of clothing, the young neighbor was utterly struck with astonishment. He quickly pulled her inside, locked the door, and wrapped a bedsheet around her shivering frame. The woman collapsed against the young man's shoulder, weeping uncontrollably. Sliding his hand smoothly over her back, the young man tried his best to offer reassurance and comfort. Suddenly, the bedsheet slipped from her shoulders, and the neighbor stood completely spellbound, staring at her uncovered, beautiful form. Inevitably, the woman melted into the young man's arms, and the two became locked in a breathless embrace. One passionate movement led to another as the woman reclined onto the bed; the young man showered her with deep kisses, gradually stripped out of his own clothes, and surrendered to a passionate physical union with her center. A highly charged, ecstatic atmosphere gripped the auditorium once more.

Watching this profound mix of tragedy and explosive passion on the screen, Sanjana was overcome by an wave of intense emotion. Swept away by the heat of the moment, she involuntarily began deeply caressing KD ji's rigid hardness right over his trousers. In that highly stimulated state, absolutely nothing about this intimate act felt wrong or inappropriate to her anymore. Feeling Sanjana's soft fingers actively stroking his hardness, KD ji was consumed by an indescribable wave of masculine pleasure. Suddenly, a dramatic twist occurred on the screen. While the neighbor was in the middle of a passionate physical union with the wife, the mentally unstable husband arrived at the apartment in search of his spouse. Catching his wife in a breathless, intimate embrace with the neighbor, the sheer shock caused him to suffer a dizzy spell, and he collapsed heavily. His head struck the edge of a table with immense force, knocking him unconscious for a few moments. The uncovered neighbor and the wife stared at one another in sheer panic, wondering what they should do next. Within a few moments, when the husband gradually regained consciousness, the profound trauma of the shock miraculously restored his mental stability completely.

The husband felt deep remorse for the cruelty he had inflicted upon his wife, and he warmly gathered both the uncovered young man and his wife into his open arms, as all three lay down upon the bed together. Right there, the husband claimed his wife’s body with deep affection right in front of the neighboring youth, while also compelling the neighbor to share an intimate union with his wife. This final sequence of the film was not only intensely passionate but also deeply emotional. Moving closer, KD ji slid his arm behind Sanjana's seat from above, gently resting his hand over the soft swell of her chest beneath the draped shawl, and pulled her upper body closer to his own frame. Involuntarily, Sanjana had to lean in slightly, resting her shoulder against KD ji's chest. KD ji's fingers were now smoothly tracing the highly charged, prominent contours above her top. Feeling this bold touch, Sanjana grew somewhat self-conscious. She trembled with a sudden wave of physical excitement. KD ji was just sliding his fingers deep into the hollow between her breasts to caress her softness when suddenly the entire auditorium lit up. The movie had come to an end. That overwhelming wave of passion and ecstatic stimulation remained firmly stamped like a coin within the minds of every viewer. Startled by the sudden conclusion of the film, KD ji, Anjali, Rahul, and Sanjana hurriedly stood up and began adjusting their clothing.

It was entirely obvious that all four of them had engaged in some form of playful physical intimacy with the partner seated right next to them. There was absolutely no opportunity to speak a word. Everyone was actively avoiding each other’s gazes, casting self-conscious, guilty looks around the group. On the return journey, the metro train was completely empty. Everyone sat in absolute silence inside the carriage, arriving back at their residence without exchanging a single word. Without wasting a single moment, both women swiftly hurried up the staircase and entered their respective apartments.

Downstairs, CR Sahib and Rahul stood together to say their goodbyes and exchange a parting handshake, casting highly self-conscious looks at one another. Breaking the silence, CR Sahib turned toward Rahul and spoke.

CR Sahib : "Look, Rahul, today, knowingly or unknowingly, our friendship has evolved beyond standard boundaries into something far more intimate. Our two families are drawing much closer to one another. We must ensure that absolutely no misunderstandings or grievances develop between us. Therefore, if either of you harbors even a slight bit of resentment, or if you found anything inappropriate or unappealing tonight, please speak up openly and let me know frankly, treating me as one of your own. For Anjali and me, your friendship is absolutely priceless. We will never let anything tarnish it under any circumstances."

Placing his hand securely within CR Sahib's grasp, Rahul replied reassuringly.

Rahul : "There is absolutely nothing of the sort. We regard both of you with the exact same deep affection that you hold for us. There can never be any misunderstanding or resentment between us because all four of us remain completely mindful of each other's sensitivities. Nothing occurred tonight, or in the past, that we didn't all collectively desire. As far as I can tell, nothing different will happen in the future either. But if anything ever does arise, we will certainly not hide it from you. Your friendship is equally priceless to us as well."

Breathing a collective sigh of relief, both men headed up to their apartments to join their wives.

The moment they stepped inside their home, Anjali wrapped her arms securely around CR Sahib’s neck. Caressing his rigid hardness over his clothes, she looked down at his building desire, burst into a mischievous laugh, and spoke in a highly playful voice.

Anjali : "My dear KD ji! Did my partner experience a completely new awakening today or not?"

As CR Sahib stared at his wife with a highly self-conscious look, Anjali laughed again and continued in her teasing manner.

Anjali : "Oh, my dear husband! What is there to be so self-conscious about?"

Melting into her husband’s embrace once more, Anjali added smoothly.

Anjali : "Oh, my beautiful Sanjana's KD ji! What happened tonight was bound to happen! In fact, I engineered this entire movie plan precisely to make all of this happen. Do I not know my own husband? And let me tell you this as well—your friend Rahul is not a single step behind you either. Just like you, he left absolutely no stone unturned tonight."

Upon returning to their apartment, an absolute silence prevailed between Sanjana and Rahul. Feeling deeply bashful and self-conscious, poor Sanjana immediately immersed herself in household chores, preparing the evening dinner to keep her mind occupied. Understanding his wife's sensitive state of mind, Rahul chose to remain quiet. He had a perfectly accurate idea about the root cause of Sanjana's deep shyness. After all, he knew exactly what he had indulged in with Anjali, and he surmised that CR Sahib had likely taken things even a step further while exploring his boundaries with Sanjana.

That day, Rahul had gone on a two-day professional tour in connection with his office work.

CR Sahib and Rahul's wife, Sanjana, were deeply immersed in their exam preparations. In order to solve some highly advanced and complex mathematical problems and to figure out how he could explain them to his student, Sanjana, in the simplest possible way, CR Sahib stayed awake the entire night preparing. CR Sahib knew that during exams, an exceptionally difficult problem could often unnerve a student, and he wanted to ensure that nothing of the sort happened to Sanjana. For this very reason, CR Sahib had even taken a two-day leave from his duties. Looking out from her bedroom window, Sanjana noticed that the light in CR Sahib's study room remained turned on through the entire night. Multiple times from her bedroom, Sanjana even saw CR Sahib walking to and fro in his room with a book held firmly in his hand. Sanjana knew that CR Sahib was putting his entire heart and soul into preparing just so he could tutor her the next day and ensure she achieved top honors in her exams. Witnessing this level of dedication, Sanjana found herself completely bewildered as to what she could ever do for such a person. What could one possibly say about a man who would dedicate himself so selflessly to someone else's success?

Driven by this realization, Sanjana firmly resolved that she too would study with absolute focus and fulfill her mentor's deepest wish. She would put in every ounce of effort to pass with top honors. Witnessing CR Sahib's burning enthusiasm ignited a similar passion within Sanjana. She, too, began studying late into the night.

Inevitably, when CR Sahib presented some exceptionally difficult and intricate questions to Sanjana the following day, Sanjana grasped his subtle guidance and solved them with immense ease and speed. They were the kind of complex problems that even CR Sahib would normally approach with absolute caution. Witnessing her brilliance, CR Sahib's thrill and ecstatic pride knew no bounds. He felt completely overwhelmed with joy as he read through the solutions Sanjana had written down. When Sanjana handed her answer sheet over to CR Sahib and watched him read it, she was utterly astonished. Tears began to well up in CR Sahib's eyes as he scanned one perfect solution after another. Suddenly, he stood up right in front of Sanjana and gathered her securely into a tight, breathless embrace. Sanjana could only tilt her head up, staring at CR Sahib in absolute wonder.

Showering deep kisses upon Sanjana's head, her eyes, her hair, her shoulders, and her flushed cheeks, CR Sahib spoke with immense emotion.

CR Sahib : "Never before in my entire life have I found a student delivering such absolutely flawless answers."

Sanjana had never witnessed such a raw, overwhelming surge of emotion from CR Sahib before. Seeing him in such a profoundly moved state, tears rolled down Sanjana's eyes as well.

Melting completely into his embrace, she spoke softly.

Sanjana : "KD ji, this is not my achievement at all; it is entirely your magic. You have transformed me from an absolute zero into a hero. It is truly said that a mentor is akin to the divine. He can achieve the impossible."

CR Sahib replied gently.

CR Sahib : "No, that is not entirely true. A mentor imparts the exact same knowledge to everyone equally. But occasionally, a truly exceptional student comes along who maximizes that knowledge to its full potential. Not everyone possesses that capability."

Swept away by the intense emotion of the moment, Sanjana tilted her lips upward, involuntarily placing them right beneath CR Sahib's lips. She found herself completely powerless to control her building desire. Today, she realized what a magnificent, profound control the mind exerts over the physical body. If the mind is unsettled, absolutely nothing feels appealing; but when the mind surrenders, everything feels exceptionally beautiful. CR Sahib was just about to press his lips firmly against Sanjana's when he suddenly checked himself. Pulling his lips away from her mouth, he planted a firm, affectionate kiss right upon the tip of her nose and spoke resolutely.

CR Sahib : "Darling, this is not the time to get swept away by raw passion. You have a magnificent victory to achieve. You have a great fortress to conquer. My absolute desire is for you to pass mathematics with top honors. Only then will I truly receive my priceless reward."

Hearing CR Sahib's noble words, a wave of intense admiration and longing rippled through Sanjana. She felt an even deeper surge of affection for CR Sahib. She found it completely beyond her comprehension how a man who was so profoundly romantic, and so intensely captivated by her, could manage to restrain his desires so perfectly. While she had completely lost her self-control in that highly charged, emotional moment, CR Sahib had gently anchored her. Deep within her heart, she felt immensely indebted to CR Sahib, completely captivated by his robust strength and principles.

When Rahul returned from his journey, Sanjana narrated the entire sequence of events to him openly. Sanjana did not conceal the fact that she had become intensely aroused and emotional, but highlighted how CR Sahib maintained absolute self-control and refrained from locking lips with her. Hearing this, Rahul felt incredibly pleased.

Turning toward his wife, Rahul spoke with a proud smile.

Rahul : "See? That is precisely the hallmark of a true educator. His mind is so deeply invested in your studies and your final results that he managed to restrain himself even when sitting with an exceptionally sexy and breathtakingly beautiful woman like you. Mind you, he never misses a chance to admire you, and you too tend to grant him a fair amount of playful freedom."

Sanjana delivered a sharp, witty retort with a playful laugh.

Sanjana : "It is nothing like that at all! And besides, why wouldn't he admire me? After all, he is a man. Didn't you use to admire and pursue me back in college? Even now, whenever I dress up elegantly and look mesmerizing, don't you break into a playful whistle? Plenty of men used to pursue me back then, and they still do today. But ultimately, you were the clever one who stole the prize away, while everyone else was left wishing. But jokes aside, let's speak seriously—the dedicated way he has focused entirely on my education makes me firmly believe that KD ji will not stop until he ensures I top the entire university."

Rahul questioned her with a curious, intense look.

Rahul : "If he truly helps you achieve the top position, what magnificent reward will you grant him?"

Taking the end of her braided hair into her fingers and twirling it around playfully, Sanjana replied smoothly.

Sanjana : "If that genuinely happens, I will grant him absolutely whatever he desires."

Staring deeply into his wife's eyes, Rahul pressed further with absolute seriousness.

Rahul : "You will grant him whatever he desires?"

Sanjana replied confidently.

Sanjana : "Yes, of course. Whatever he asks for, I shall grant it. First of all, the poor man will never demand anything from us anyway. He explicitly stated from the very beginning that he desires no monetary gain. But even if he does, if I manage to top the exams, what could possibly be greater than that achievement? I am duty-bound to offer him a worthy token of gratitude as his student, aren't I?"

She continued thoughtfully.

Sanjana : "So I will definitely grant him a grand token of appreciation. We will figure out a beautiful gift for him. For instance, even if we were to budget a standard fee of five thousand rupees per month, it would amount to fifteen thousand for three months. Let's say we even end up spending twenty thousand rupees; it is still a very small price to pay. And that is only if he accepts it. He has never asked for a single penny. Under these circumstances, instead of offering cash, if we present him with an exquisite, premium gift of a similar value, it's not as if our treasury will face a massive loss."

Rahul looked at her intently and whispered.

Rahul : "And what if he demands you instead?"

Sanjana looked at her husband in complete bewilderment.

Sanjana : "Demands me? What on earth do you mean by that? Am I some sort of currency or physical object that he would demand from me as payment?"

Rahul smiled mischievously and clarified directly.

Rahul : "Oh, you innocent soul. What I mean to ask is—what if he demands to claim your beautiful body and experience a passionate union with your center?"

Sanjana dismissed his provocations with a flustered wave of her hand.

Sanjana : "Oh, have you completely lost your mind? He would never harbor such a scandalous desire. You are simply letting your wild imagination run wild. I have absolute, unwavering trust in his integrity."

Rahul locked his eyes with hers, testing her boundaries.

Rahul : "But just imagine for a moment that he actually does demand it. What will you do then? After all, you have already given him your sacred word that you will grant him absolutely whatever he asks for."

Hearing her husband's provocative question, Sanjana found herself caught in a profound dilemma and fell completely silent. She remained deep in thought for a few moments before she spoke with absolute clarity.

Sanjana : "Look, Rahul, please do not even attempt to trap me with your clever words. I admit that I am not a woman of conservative views; I am a thoroughly modern woman. I attend social gatherings, and I genuinely enjoy going to them. Furthermore, I am well aware that in these modern times, men and women at such parties often indulge in a fair amount of playful flirting and boundary-testing with each other's spouses."

She paused briefly, then continued speaking.

Sanjana : "Occasionally, even a bit of passionate kissing and caressing takes place. One ought to maintain some decorum, but it is acceptable; under the influence of excitement or drinks, it happens sometimes. All of that is quite common. I don't harbor any terrible objections to it either. Things are perfectly fine up to that specific limit. But you must remember that I belong to a proud, traditional #*p*^t lineage. I do not simply surrender my beautiful body to just anyone. I have surrendered my body and my warmth to you because you have dedicated your entire life to my name. You took a sacred vow that you would protect my honor even at the cost of your own life. Women of my lineage only grant their physical self to those rare men who stand absolutely ready to risk their lives to protect them."

Rahul stared at his wife in absolute astonishment.

Rahul : "My dear, this is completely unfair. If everyone adhered to such rigid rules, then no married man or woman would ever be able to share a passionate companionate bond with another married individual. In today's modern world, this sort of arrangement is practically an ongoing reality in many households. There is hardly any husband or wife who hasn't experienced physical intimacy with someone else either before or after their marriage. In fact, it is quite common for people to indulge in secret, intimate understandings with their sisters-in-law or brothers-in-law right after marriage."

Sanjana delivered a sharp, sweeping retort.

Sanjana : "Really? I certainly have never maintained any such scandalous relationship with any of your brothers. This clearly implies that you have definitely engaged in some playful mischief with my sister! The poor girl was actually telling me the other day to keep a close eye on my brother-in-law, to shower him with love because his gaze tends to wander here and there. Now I finally comprehend the full truth. Tell me honestly, what exactly is the matter?"

Finding the tables turned completely upon himself, Rahul was rendered entirely speechless.

Rahul : "Darling, I was merely joking around with you. You took it far too seriously. Look, I was only speaking about harmless, playful teasing."

Sanjana : "Oh, I haven't taken it seriously at all. I am just playing along with the joke as well. Why have you become so incredibly defensive over this? The matter involves only me and KD ji. We shall navigate and resolve it together. Tell me, are you perhaps growing a little envious of KD ji?"

Rahul could only pull a highly self-conscious, defeated face, staring helplessly at his wife.

Sanjana blushed deeply and spoke in a teasing tone.

Sanjana : "Oh, my dear husband, do not act so incredibly innocent now. Where do you men ever spare us women anyway? In hotels, on buses, inside trains, at the cinema, or right at home—you men are always finding ways to playfully tease and admire us women regardless of the setting."

Such intimate, provocative conversations were a regular occurrence between Sanjana and her husband Rahul. Meanwhile, on the other side, Anjali would frequently throw similar teasing complaints at her husband, CRKaran ji.

On one particular occasion, when CR Sahib stayed awake very late into the night, deeply entangled in complex mathematics textbooks, his wife Anjali walked into the study.

Anjali : "My dear CR Sahib, what on earth is the matter? Please come to bed now. It is already two o'clock in the morning. Are you literally going to sacrifice your life for the sake of your neighbor's education?"

She stepped closer and continued.

Anjali : "Look over at their apartment; all their bedroom lights have been turned off long ago. At this exact moment, your beautiful neighbor is fast asleep, cradled securely within the warm embrace of her husband. And here you are, completely sacrificing your sleep night after night just to ensure her academic success. Remember, you have a wife of your own too! She is also yearning intensely to sleep wrapped tightly inside your strong arms."

Inevitably, most women initially hesitate to let their husbands venture too close to another man's wife. But ultimately, they reflect, Let him indulge his interests if he must. After all, when he is completely exhausted and spent, he will eventually have to return to my embrace, won't he?

Time waits for no one, gliding by with immense swiftness. Before they knew it, the crucial day of Rahul's wife Sanjana's final university examinations arrived. Sanjana performed exceptionally well in all her examination papers. In the mathematics test, Sanjana answered every single complex problem with absolute perfection. There was an overwhelming expectation that Sanjana would secure top marks.

The final results were scheduled to be announced approximately one month later. Everyone was waiting with intense anticipation. A profound sense of suspense hung over both households. The eager curiosity regarding the final outcome was simply impossible to contain. Day after day, the central topic of discussion remained centered entirely around what the final results would unveil.

Ultimately, regardless of what the final scores turned out to be, one thing was absolutely certain—the impact of those results would alter the intimate dynamics of both these couples in a highly profound and unforgettable manner.

Rahul and CR Sahib were trying hard to find out when the results would be announced, but they kept receiving the exact same, cliché response: "As soon as the date is finalized, you will be informed."

Even after many days had passed, there was absolutely no sign of the results. Approximately twenty days slipped away in this manner.

One day, at around eight-thirty in the morning, Rahul was preparing to leave for his office. He was sitting at the dining table having breakfast when suddenly the doorbell rang.


Session 1 - Chapter 11

The moment Sanjana opened the door, she found CR Sahib standing before her holding a newspaper. His face looked completely sorrowful and withered. When Sanjana saw CR Sahib looking so utterly disheartened and downcast with the newspaper in his hand, her heart leaped into her throat. It had to be some incredibly tragic news.

Rahul also stood up from the table, walked over, and spoke.

Rahul : "CR Sahib, what happened? Why do you look so downcast? Is there some tragic news?"

Hearing his words, CR Sahib appeared deeply distressed. Looking toward Sanjana, he spoke with a sigh.

CR Sahib : "I never could have imagined this. What on earth has happened?"

Sanjana’s breath caught in her throat. She spoke anxiously.

Sanjana : "But KD ji, please tell me, what is the matter after all?"

CR Sahib spoke in a heavy, mournful voice.

CR Sahib : "The results have been announced. But Sanjana, your name is missing from the passing list."

Saying this, he sank onto the adjacent sofa with great difficulty. A profound, heavy silence enveloped the entire room upon hearing the news.

Rahul spoke up.

Rahul : "But how can that even be possible? Sanjana explicitly told me that her exam had gone exceptionally well."

CR Sahib looked at Rahul with sorrowful eyes and sighed.

CR Sahib : "All my hard work has gone down the drain. Regrettably, I failed to help Sanjana pass in mathematics."

Sanjana immediately stepped close to CR Sahib, gently took his hand into her own, and spoke comfortingly.

Sanjana : "It doesn't matter, CR Sahib. Please do not be disheartened. Life doesn't end with this single event. We shall try our best a second time."

Rahul took the newspaper from CR Sahib's hands and spoke.

Rahul : "This simply cannot be. There could easily be a misprint in the newspaper layout."

However, the moment Rahul opened the newspaper, his eyes widened in absolute astonishment. Printed prominently right on the very front page was a large photograph of Sanjana, and right beneath it, the headline read: "Highest Marks in Mathematics Secured by a Married Woman from #elH!, Sanjana Yadavan." Rahul was completely struck with disbelief, staring blankly at the page.

When Rahul looked up at CR Sahib in absolute wonder, CR Sahib suddenly burst into a hearty laugh. Leaning forward, he wrapped his hands securely around Sanjana's knees, lifting her playfully, and spoke with immense joy.

CR Sahib : "Oh, you foolish girl! You didn't just pass; you have topped the entire nation!"

Sanjana could hardly believe CR Sahib's words. She immediately snatched the newspaper from her husband Rahul's hands and stood completely spellbound, staring at her own photograph on the front page. Remaining wrapped within CR Sahib's warm proximity, Rahul's wife, Sanjana, began playfully raining fake, affectionate punches upon CR Sahib’s chest and spoke with a blush.

Sanjana : "KD ji, you practically caused my heart to fail just now!"

CR Sahib replied enthusiastically.

CR Sahib : "Let your enemies suffer a heart failure! You didn't just secure the first rank; you have shattered every single previous record. Sanjana, darling, you have achieved something absolutely phenomenal today."

Planting a swift, affectionate kiss right upon KD ji's forehead, Sanjana spoke with deep emotion.

Sanjana : "This magic belongs entirely to you, not me. If you hadn't put in such immense hard work to tutor me, let alone topping the exams, I wouldn't have even managed to pass."

Rahul chimed in with pride.

Rahul : "CR Sahib, Sanjana is absolutely right. She used to utterly despise mathematics, but you have successfully transformed that resentment into deep affection."

Sanjana was wearing a soft gown. Her waist and midsection were positioned directly at eye level with CR Sahib as he sat. Pressing a warm, affectionate kiss against her midsection over the fabric of her gown, CR Sahib spoke softly.

CR Sahib : "True, I worked hard, but Sanjana dedicated her entire mind and focus to her studies, and the magnificent result is right before us. Today, I am incredibly happy. Brother Rahul, this definitely calls for a grand celebration tonight."

Sanjana looked toward her husband Rahul and spoke with a smile.

Sanjana : "The job of organizing the party belongs to both of you. Whenever you call for me, I shall readily join in."

Rahul replied enthusiastically.

Rahul : "Oh, brother, a whole series of grand celebrations is bound to follow now."

Throughout that entire day, Rahul and Sanjana's residential telephone kept ringing continuously. Representatives from multiple newspapers and television channels kept arriving at their doorstep. Rahul and CR Sahib both took a formal leave from their respective duties for the day. In every single interview, Sanjana gracefully credited her magnificent success entirely to CR Sahib. Photographs of Sanjana alongside CR Sahib were splashed across the newspapers. One publication went so far as to print a detailed biographical feature on CR Sahib’s life. By the evening, everyone was so thoroughly exhausted that the moment the final interview concluded, Rahul, Sanjana, and Karan ji retired to their respective homes and collapsed into deep sleep.

When Anjali entered the bedroom after completing all the household chores, she found her husband KD ji watching the evening news broadcasts on television. Every single channel, even if briefly, was featuring their photographs or broadcasting snippets of their interview. Slipping into the bed beside her husband KD ji, Anjali spoke in a highly playful, teasing tone.

Anjali : "Well, you have certainly showcased your absolute magic today. Everywhere on screen, your dedicated student Sanjana was busy singing your praises. I must admit, Sanjana is truly your loyal devotee. She is so deeply indebted beneath the weight of your favors that you could easily claim whatever you desire from her."

Casting a sharp, sidelong glance toward his wife, KD ji questioned her softly.

CR Sahib : "What exactly are you trying to imply by that?"

Anjali laughed mischievously and melted into his embrace.

Anjali : "Oh, don't act so innocent. I am your wife; I know every single pulse of your body and mind. Do you honestly think I don't comprehend the profound affection you harbor for Sanjana deep within your heart? Come on, don't hide it from me. I gave you a sacred promise before our marriage that if you ever found a beautiful woman captivating, I would completely assist you in welcoming her into your bed. I stand absolutely firm by that promise even today. However, KD ji, there is one particular thing that leaves me entirely bewildered."

CR Sahib asked: "What?"

Anjali said, "To this day, I have seen many girls and women swooning over you. I am one of them too. But until today, I have never seen you yearning so intensely for any woman. Today, the deep desire—or rather, the intense sensuality—that I saw in your eyes for Sanjana is something I have never witnessed before for any other woman. I know that if you get the opportunity, you would deeply desire to claim her body and experience a passionate physical union with her center. My dear husband, tell me the truth. Am I not right? I am not at all upset with you over this. Just as we have promised one another, I will always remain your devoted wife. But there is definitely something unique in your heart for that girl, isn't there? What is it about this woman after all?"

KD ji gathered his wife securely into his arms, and smoothly sliding his hand over her softness, he spoke, "I know. I admit that I am exceptionally attracted to Sanjana. Your observation is not wrong at all; somewhere deep within my heart, my feelings for Sanjana extend far beyond just a standard bond between a mentor and a student. Look, I will not lie to you. But my true desire is that she should come to me entirely of her own free will. And secondly, you have already answered your own question."

Anjali looked at her husband in absolute wonder and asked, "How so?"

KD ji replied: "Look, darling, you are my wife. If you feel a natural sense of envy toward a woman I admire, that is completely understandable, and that is precisely why I hesitate to praise Sanjana openly in front of you. But since you have asked directly, and since you reassure me that you won't harbor any resentment, listen closely. First of all, Sanjana is breathtakingly beautiful. Her elegance radiates through her entire personality. Every single part of her frame exudes a highly charged, alluring grace. But the most remarkable thing is that she remains completely unaware of how incredibly beautiful she truly is. In answer to your question, didn't you just mention to yourself that Sanjana was busy singing my praises everywhere on screen? This clearly means that a person who never forgets a kindness and remains completely untouched by arrogance regarding her own brilliance is truly rare, and such individuals deserve absolute appreciation. And lastly, Sanjana's heart is as crystal clear as glass. I am intensely captivated by this quality. I do not know yet whether Sanjana feels a similar attraction toward me, or if she is simply accommodating my proximity because she feels profoundly indebted beneath the weight of my favors."

CR Sahib’s wife, Anjali, snapped her fingers playfully and said, "For me, resolving this is as simple as a snap of my fingers. You remain absolutely stress-free. Not only will I discover the true state of your beautiful Sanjana's heart and reveal it to you, but I will put in every ounce of effort to ensure that one day, I bring her right into your bed to surrender her warmth to your touch. In fact, I will stand right before both of you, watching with absolute excitement as you two lose yourselves in a passionate physical union."

Hearing this entire conversation, CR Sahib's building desire surged powerfully, transforming his length into a rigid, prominent hardness. Smoothly sliding Anjali's gown away, he stripped her completely bare. Staring down at her beautiful, uncovered form reclining upon the bed, he spoke softly, "Honey, even after all these years of marriage, you look just as stunningly young and alluring as you did the very first time I saw you bare, right before our very first intimate union. Despite all these years and having a child, you haven't changed a single bit."

Anjali crinkled her nose with a playful laugh and countered, "And yet, you still find the delicacy in someone else's plate far more appetizing."

CR Sahib threw out a calculated provocation of his own, speaking smoothly, "Oh, really? Then pray tell, what exactly were you doing that evening in the cinema hall, pressing your body so closely against Rahul ji?"

Anjali rained a playful, mock punch upon her husband's chest and spoke with a deep blush, "Oh, just drop all these conversations now. It appears you are in an exceptionally powerful mood to claim my body tonight."

Hearing his wife's words, CR Sahib burst into a hearty laugh and replied enthusiastically, "Oh, if you smoothly bring Sanjana to share my bed, do you honestly think I would ever leave you behind? If I don't bring your handsome Rahul to join us right on that very same bed and ensure you experience a breathless physical union with his hardness as well, then my name is not CR Karan."

With that, both husband and wife immersed themselves completely in a prolonged, explosive, and highly passionate physical union. KD ji was physically claiming Anjali's body, but in his mind, it was entirely Sanjana he was embracing. Anjali was surrendering her warmth to her husband's touch, but in her highly aroused imagination, the rigid hardness she felt belonged entirely to Rahul.


Session 1 - Chapter 12

The next morning, when CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, woke up, she felt a profound sense of exhaustion. She was deeply fatigued due to the highly intense and passionate physical union she had shared with her husband the previous night. Since CR Sahib had some extra and highly urgent responsibilities at his office, he had departed early in the morning. Anjali was lying in bed, pondering deeply within her mind about how she should initiate a conversation with Sanjana, when suddenly Sanjana's call rang through.

Sanjana spoke smoothly to Anjali over the line.

Sanjana : "Sister, I want to meet you and talk about something important. At what time will you be free? What time should I come over?"

CR Sahib's wife, Anjali, began wondering what on earth Sanjana wanted to discuss with her. In reality, Anjali herself was eagerly looking for an opportunity to speak with Rahul's wife, Sanjana.

Anjali replied to Sanjana.

Anjali : "Sanjana, you can come over whenever you please, but ensure that when you come, you intend to sit and spend time with me. Do not be in a hurry to leave after arriving. Today, my heart also yearns intensely to talk to you at great length. I have only just woken up and am feeling quite exhausted. Usually, whenever I am tired, KD ji prepares the morning tea and serves it to me. Why don't you come over right away? Come exactly as you are; there is absolutely no need for you to change clothes. After all, we live directly across from one another. It's not as if you have to go outside. If you have no objection, today I desire to drink tea prepared by your hands right here in my home."

Hearing Anjali ji's warm words, Sanjana's face lit up with joy. Despite such a magnificent university examination result, Sanjana had been feeling quite unsettled. Because of the intimate physical boundary-testing that had taken place with KD ji, Sanjana was harboring a deep sense of guilt when thinking about Anjali. She was completely at a loss as to how she would comfortably face Anjali ji. When Anjali herself stepped forward to show such deep, sisterly affection, Sanjana's courage grew significantly, and she immediately prepared to leave without even changing her attire. Sanjana was wearing a soft, casual gown, so she set out exactly like that to meet CR Sahib's wife, Anjali.

It was around ten o'clock in the morning. All the men had already departed for their respective offices, and the college was currently closed for vacations.

Anjali had stepped into the bathroom to bathe, and after finishing, she came out wrapped elegantly in a single towel. She was brushing her hair when the doorbell suddenly rang. Upon hearing the bell, she questioned without opening the door.

Anjali : "Who is it?"

The moment she recognized Sanjana's voice, she smoothly opened the door just a fraction, pulled Sanjana inside, and swiftly closed the door behind her.

When Sanjana offered her respectful greetings, Anjali immediately gathered Sanjana securely into her arms and spoke warmly.

Anjali : "Oh, we are like sisters. Come, let me embrace you."

Taking Sanjana by the hand, Anjali guided her straight into her bedroom. Anjali seated herself right on the edge of the bed, resting her hips against the mattress, and signaled for Rahul's wife, Sanjana, to sit closely beside her. Sanjana stood completely spellbound, staring at Anjali in absolute wonder. Wrapped loosely in a single towel, Anjali's semi-uncovered form looked stunningly alluring.

Signaling toward the bed, Anjali spoke with a smile.

Anjali : "Sit down, won't you? Why are you staring at me like that? I have only just stepped out after a bath when you arrived. In the early morning hours, various men like the junk dealer, the vegetable vendor, and the cleaning staff keep visiting the doorstep. Since it was you, I opened the door; otherwise, if I were to present myself before any man in this state, I would surely suffer a heart attack. I am exceptionally exhausted today. Last night, things went on until very late. Today, my body is aching quite a bit."

Sanjana instantly understood that the previous night, KD ji must have claimed his wife Anjali's body with absolute intensity and passion. At this realization, a sudden shiver of physical excitement rippled through Sanjana's frame. She recalled how she had distinctly felt the prominent contour of KD ji’s robust thickness with her fingers through his trousers. She could only wonder about the intense physical impact Anjali must experience when KD ji claims her warmth with that robust length, causing Rahul's wife, Sanjana, to tremble with a sudden rush of arousal. Oh goodness! If a situation ever arose where Sanjana had to surrender her own center to Anjali ji's husband, KD ji, what an overwhelming experience it would be. Just the mere thought caused goosebumps to rise across her skin, and her inner center began to grow heavily moist with excitement. This was the first time Sanjana was seeing Anjali from such close proximity, and that too in such a beautiful, semi-uncovered state. Sanjana kept staring at Anjali, completely captivated. Even after so many years of marriage, Anjali looked exactly like an alluring, unmarried young maiden. She was perhaps a year or two older than Sanjana, but her figure was absolutely breathtaking, radiating a magnificent feminine grace. Sanjana no longer felt any surprise as to why her husband, Rahul, was so intensely captivated by KD ji's wife, Anjali. Anjali's damp tresses were flowing loosely over her shoulders. Holding a brush in one hand, she was elegantly styling her dense, dark hair. Because the towel was not very wide, it not only revealed the highly charged, prominent swell of her chest but also offered a subtle glimpse of her firm, dark peaks.

Noticing Sanjana admiring her body so intensely, Anjali gently pulled Sanjana closer to her frame. Completely mesmerized like a statue, Sanjana moved so close under her gentle pull that both women could feel each other's heavy, rapid breathing. At that exact moment, an intense desire arose within Sanjana to step forward, place her palms directly over those two beautiful, full contours of Anjali's chest, and feel their softness, firmness, and elasticity within her own hands. However, bound by natural feminine decorum and the sudden fear that Anjali might misinterpret her bold touch, she restrained herself.

Sanjana felt a sudden wave of intense envy toward Anjali's husband, KD ji, who held absolute marital rights over Anjali's beauty—possessing the freedom to cradle, squeeze, or caress those full contours whenever he pleased.

When Anjali ji noticed Sanjana's gaze fixed intently upon her chest, a knowing smile played upon her lips. Anjali smoothly shifted her position slightly. Lowering her gaze away from Anjali's chest, Sanjana's eyes fell toward the lower hem of Anjali's towel. Goodness gracious! Because of the specific way Anjali was sitting with her hips resting on the edge of the mattress and her legs draped down, her towel had slid up significantly along her smooth, shapely thighs, reaching right up to the convergence of her legs. If the lighting in the room hadn't been somewhat dim, her intimate center would have been completely visible; even so, a tantalizing glimpse of her center was clearly perceptible. Staring at Anjali's flawless thighs, Sanjana could no longer contain her admiration and spoke involuntarily.

Sanjana : "Anjali, you are absolutely, stunningly beautiful. Today, I feel immense envy toward your husband, KD ji, who is fortunate enough to be the partner of such a mesmerizing, divine beauty like you."

Leaning forward slightly, Anjali drew Sanjana.—who was already standing right against her—into a deep, warm embrace. Sanjana could only stare at Anjali in absolute breathlessness as their bodies pressed tightly together in Anjali's arms. Sensing Sanjana's natural hesitation, Anjali spoke softly.

Anjali : "Look, sister, you are younger than me and perhaps possess less experience in these matters, even though you are far superior to me in terms of intellect. I prefer to speak with absolute openness and candor."

Sliding her hand smoothly over Sanjana's frame, Anjali ji began gently caressing her shoulders.


Anjali said, "Look, I want to talk to you with absolute openness and candor. It is quite possible that you might find my language a bit too direct. I simply do not know how to sugarcoat my words or speak in a roundabout manner. May I speak with you with absolute freedom?"

What could Sanjana possibly say? She simply nodded her head in agreement. Sanjana had never encountered such a bold and fearless woman in her life before. She just kept staring at her in wonder.

Then Anjali spoke, "You probably have never met a woman as uninhibited and open as I am until today. Whatever comes to my mind, I speak it out directly. I admit this might be a flaw in me, but I am who I am."

Taking Sanjana's hand into her own and gently caressing it, she asked, "But first, you tell me, what was it that you wanted to discuss? Tell me, what is the matter?"

Sanjana clasped Anjali's hands warmly within her own and said, "Sister, CR Sahib’s contribution to my success is immense, but your contribution is equally significant. We could not connect properly yesterday, so I have come today to thank you from the very bottom of my heart."

Anjali had not expected to hear this at all. Anjali asked, "My contribution? What have I done?"

Sanjana immediately stepped down from the bed, gently touching Anjali's feet out of deep respect, and spoke, "Sister, if you hadn't suggested that I take tutoring from your husband, and if you hadn't encouraged your husband—meaning KD ji—to dedicate so much of his time to me, I know he would never have been able to spare so much time for my sake. And then, I would never have been able to achieve such magnificent scores! I noticed multiple times from my window that when KD ji would stay awake night after night, you would prepare tea for him in the middle of the night. You didn't get full sleep either. Furthermore, whenever KD ji spent long hours alone with me, you never once interrupted or questioned him. This shows the immense nobility of your heart."

Anjali gently lifted Sanjana up, drawing her securely into a warm embrace, and spoke,

Anjali: "Sanjana, just as your physical frame is beautiful, your heart is equally beautiful. The scores you achieved are entirely the result of your own dedication. We merely showed you the right path. Look, it is your deep devotion to your mentor and your intense focus that brought you to this position. KD ji never tires of singing your praises. He would constantly tell me how incredibly hardworking, sharp-minded, and dedicated you are. As far as you and my husband being alone together is concerned, I place absolute trust in my husband."

Anjali ji drew Sanjana even closer to her frame and spoke softly

Anjali: "Sanjana, you are just like a younger sister to me. From this day onward, I shall consider you my own younger sister. I hope you have no objection to this?"

Sanjana replied, "Sister, I have long considered you my own elder sister. Weren't you about to mention something else?"

Anjali rested her hand gently on Sanjana's lap and spoke, "What I am about to tell you might cause you immense astonishment. It might even shock you initially. But I firmly believe in speaking the absolute, unvarnished truth. Look, my dear sister Sanjana, I am well aware that my husband and your mentor, KD ji, holds an exceptionally soft corner for you. You are a woman, and a woman instantly recognizes a man's deeply admiring, captivated gaze. Not only does he steal admiring glances at you and watch you intently, and not only has he shared a few playful physical moments with you, but he deeply desires to claim your beautiful form. Do you understand what I mean?"

Sanjana shook her head softly, indicating she didn't fully comprehend. Taking Sanjana's hands firmly into her own, Anjali spoke, "Sister, may I tell you something directly? First, promise me that you won't take offense at my words, and that you won't create any misunderstanding between us."

Sanjana looked intently into Anjali ji's eyes and replied, "Sister, I promise you. I will neither take it badly nor let it cause any issue, but please tell me, what exactly do you wish to say?"

Then Anjali playfully tweaked Sanjana's nose and spoke, "Look, sister, I am KD ji's wife, and I shall always remain so. However, that day in the cinema hall, I distinctly witnessed the playful physical intimacy and boundary-testing that occurred between you and my husband. I do not hold either you or my husband responsible for it in the slightest. In such a highly charged atmosphere, such passionate moments are bound to happen. I will not lie to you; the physical intimacy shared between me and your husband Rahul that night went even far beyond that."

Sanjana looked somewhat flustered and self-conscious upon hearing Anjali ji's candid admission. Wrapping her arms smoothly around Sanjana's neck and locking her eyes with hers, Anjali spoke softly, "Look, after a few years of marriage, men's glances naturally tend to wander. Our husbands are still quite wonderful because their desires haven't strayed far outside; whatever playful interests they developed, they directed them toward us. While CR Sahib is deeply captivated by your beauty, your husband’s gaze is firmly fixed upon me. I have absolutely no hesitation in admitting that I find your husband, Rahul, exceptionally attractive, and if the opportunity arises, I deeply desire to share a passionate physical union with his hardness. My husband, KD ji, is also aware of this inclination, even though we haven't explicitly discussed it in so many words."

Hearing Anjali ji's completely fearless and uninhibited words, Sanjana's eyes widened in absolute astonishment. She was completely at a loss as to how to respond. How could a traditional woman speak about her innermost desires with such radical openness? Yet, her words weren't wrong. There is a vast difference between experiencing something and speaking about it so directly. After all, hadn't Sanjana herself physically felt the rigid thickness of Anjali ji's husband, KD ji, through his clothes? How could she deny that reality?

Sanjana nodded her head softly, signaling that she fully understood.

Anjali continued, "Look, sister, I know that we women cannot always act as openly on our desires as men do. Today, I want to share a highly personal, intimate secret of my life with you. May I share some of our private marital secrets with you?"

Sanjana replied, "Yes, absolutely, sister. I give you my word that since you are sharing your innermost thoughts with me, I will never share them with anyone else—not even with my husband. From this day onward, I too shall reveal every single thought of my heart to you and conceal absolutely nothing. We shall never hide anything from one another."

Anjali laughed playfully and spoke, "My husband, your KD ji, used to attract numerous women before our marriage, and I was well aware that he had shared passionate physical unions with multiple women. You wouldn't believe it, but I surrendered my own warmth to KD ji's touch during our very second meeting, long before we ever got married. I had met him at a social club, and I was completely captivated by his robust charm during our very first encounter. Right then, I resolved that during our next meeting, I would definitely lose myself in a passionate physical union with his rigid hardness."

Sanjana was witnessing this side of Anjali for the very first time. She knew Anjali ji spoke with absolute candor, but she had never imagined that Anjali would speak so completely without inhibitions about physical claiming, passionate unions, and desires. Anjali continued speaking without a single pause.

Anjali: "During our second meeting, I told KD ji in plain words that I desired to experience a passionate physical union with his robust strength. KD ji just stared at me with wide eyes! Until then, he had never encountered a woman who spoke with such uninhibited boldness. What could he say? He was already intensely captivated by my beauty! That very day, we took a private room right at that club and lost ourselves in a highly intense, explosive physical union for the first time. I willingly surrendered my center to his touch during our very second meeting, long before our marriage. When he claimed my body with absolute, robust intensity, I resolved right there that I wanted to experience his touch repeatedly. I wanted to marry KD ji and become the mother of his children.

Initially, KD ji was not ready for marriage because entering a marital bond meant relinquishing his bachelor freedom. Before our marriage, multiple girls and women were not only captivated by him but would eagerly seek out opportunities to share his bed and experience a physical union with his strength. However, I had firmly resolved that if I married, it would only be to KD ji; otherwise, I wouldn't marry at all. Sister, you might find it hard to believe, but it was KD ji who first initiated me into physical intimacy and claimed my untouched center. Even though I was known as a highly bold and uninhibited girl during my university days, and numerous men were completely driven wild with desire to claim my frame, I never surrendered my core to them. I would socialize with everyone and even indulge in passionate kissing with a few, but I allowed only KD ji's rigid hardness to enter my center for the very first time. I granted my entire physical self to your KD ji before anyone else. Before any other woman could ensnare him, I secured a sacred promise of marriage from him. At that time, I promised him that marrying me would never tarnish his freedom. I would never restrict him from admiring other beautiful women or sharing a passionate physical union with them. Not only that, I explicitly promised him that if he ever found a beautiful woman captivating, I would completely assist him in welcoming her right into his bed to share his warmth."


Sanjana stood completely frozen, staring at Anjali ji in absolute bewilderment upon hearing this. Anjali gently rested Sanjana's head against her bare chest and spoke softly.

Anjali : "Sanjana, my husband deeply desires you. He hasn't explicitly said it to me, but I know within my heart that he wants to share his bed with you. To put it clearly, he wishes to love you and lose himself in a passionate physical union with your center. Therefore, I must assist him in achieving this. For that, I need your complete consent. When just looking at your youthful, delicate frame leaves me so deeply stirred, what can be said about my husband? He is a robust, healthy, young man, after all. As far as your husband Rahul is concerned, you just leave him entirely to me."

Hearing Anjali ji's completely uninhibited words, Sanjana was rendered utterly speechless. The poor girl could only listen with wide, astonished eyes. Suddenly, Sanjana noticed that Anjali's towel had completely slipped away, leaving her full, prominent chest uncovered right before her eyes. The full, pink peaks of those contours were so intensely mesmerizing that, completely unintentionally, Sanjana's elbow brushed against one of them. Sanjana's gaze remained so deeply locked upon Anjali's chest that she found it impossible to look away.

Noticing this, Anjali spoke encouragingly.

Anjali : "Sister, why are you just staring? Feel them within your hands. Do you desire to feel them? Do not hesitate. Come on, baby, cup them with both your hands and feel their texture. This is the first time I am granting such a beautiful woman the opportunity to caress my peaks. Since our marriage, only KD ji has held absolute rights over them."

Anjali continued.

Anjali : "Since our marriage until today, your KD ji held complete rights over them. But yes, your husband Rahul has also felt them and caressed them deeply. Sister, you took a sacred vow that you would not mention anything to Rahul, and that you wouldn't take offense either. In whatever happens, I am far more responsible and guilty than he is."

Anjali gently took Sanjana's hand into her own and placed it directly over her chest. At that moment, Anjali's towel fell completely open, leaving her entirely bare in front of Sanjana, resting within her proximity. For Sanjana, this was an absolutely incredible and unimaginable event in her life. On several occasions, thoughts about men, their masculine strength, or seeing someone uncovered might have crossed her mind, and she had seen photographs of uncovered women before. But this was the very first time Sanjana was witnessing a woman completely bare in real life, and that too an exceptionally captivating, deeply sensual, and breathtakingly beautiful woman like Anjali ji presenting herself completely uncovered right before her eyes.

Gently sliding her hand over Anjali ji's full contours, Sanjana spoke softly.

Sanjana : "No, sister, I will not say a single word to him. In fact, I already had a strong inkling about that matter."

Sanjana then grew somewhat self-conscious, and her eyes welled up with emotional tears. Composing herself slightly, she spoke with deep honesty.

Sanjana : "Sister, today I too must confess a secret to you. I also permitted your husband KD ji to touch my chest. It happened that evening inside the cinema hall. Sister, I simply could not restrain myself, and neither could KD ji. I touched him intimately in several places as well. Please promise me that you won't mention anything about this to your husband KD ji either."

Hearing this confession, Anjali ji immediately pressed her lips firmly against Sanjana's, drinking in the sweetness of her lips, and spoke softly.

Anjali : "You foolish girl! What do you think? Do you honestly believe I was unaware of all this? Oh, I was the one who designed this entire playful game just to bring everyone's innermost desires into the open. Whatever was hidden deep within our hearts finally surfaced that day."

Sanjana questioned with a touch of hesitation.

Sanjana : "But sister, is all of this truly right?"

Anjali explained gently.

Anjali : "Look, my dear sister. After a few years of marriage, most husbands and wives grow somewhat bored with one another. The physical intimacy loses its novelty, and there is no unexpected thrill left. Both partners secretly yearn for something different, a splash of intense excitement. Because of this, both carry desires for another man or woman in their minds, but out of fear or the lack of a compatible partner, they fail to act upon it. Many men and women indulge in secret, hidden relationships behind their spouse's back to experience a passionate physical union. All of this is completely natural. However, one must maintain a strict boundary—recognizing that your spouse belongs to you, and the other person's spouse belongs to them. One should never attempt to permanently snatch them away. Once the desire is fulfilled, even if you harbor affection for them, you cannot claim ownership over them. If this boundary is maintained, then it is perfectly fine. And there is another crucial factor. In such arrangements, the mutual consent of both husband and wife is absolutely necessary, whether it comes through understanding or playful provocation. And a husband can only gain his wife's consent when she places absolute, unwavering trust in him."

Anjali then gave Sanjana a highly passionate, deeply intense kiss on the lips. Both women shared a deep, intimate embrace, losing themselves completely in the sensory heat of the moment.

By this time, Sanjana was feeling completely relaxed and tension-free in Anjali's presence. Sanjana noticed that the towel had completely slid away from Anjali's body, yet Anjali didn't care about it in the slightest. In truth, Sanjana had no complaints either, as she was completely captivated by Anjali's flawless, highly sensual figure.

When Anjali noticed Sanjana's admiring gaze sliding across her bare form, she smiled warmly. Cupping Sanjana's chin gently within her palm, she spoke softly.

Anjali : "Oh, sister, why are you just admiring it? Feel it."

Anjali gently guided Sanjana's head downward, causing her to lower her gaze, bringing her lips directly in line with Anjali's full chest. Sanjana's lips softly brushed against Anjali's firm, pink peaks. Sanjana's lips parted naturally, and within moments, she gently drew Anjali's peak into her mouth.

The moment Sanjana felt Anjali's firm peak between her lips, a sudden wave of intense goosebumps rippled across her skin. Sanjana had never imagined that touching another woman's body could trigger such an overwhelming surge of physical arousal within her. It felt as though an electric current had suddenly raced through her entire frame, causing her to shiver with excitement. Suddenly, she felt a wave of dizziness from the sheer intensity of the sensation. She became distinctly aware that her intimate center was growing heavily moist with feminine arousal, and she could feel her undergarment becoming wet.

Sanjana spoke softly to Anjali.

Sanjana : "Sister, what on earth are you doing? Look, my condition is becoming overwhelmed with excitement. My undergarment is completely wet."

Anjali replied with deep affection.

Anjali : "My dear sister Sanjana, today I am also feeling an immense surge of affection for you. Will you come sit on my lap?"

When Sanjana didn't offer a verbal response, Anjali gently lifted her and pulled her softly onto her lap. Sanjana silently accommodated her, settling onto Anjali's lap. Sanjana too was experiencing an unprecedented wave of deep, overwhelming affection for her elder sister that day.

Sliding her hand smoothly inside Sanjana's blouse, Anjali spoke softly.

Anjali : "Your contours are so incredibly soft, yet wonderfully firm, that my hand never tires of caressing them."

Witnessing Anjali's bold actions, a sudden wave of nervousness washed over Sanjana. A brief fear crossed her mind, wondering if Anjali possessed exclusively same-sex desires. Anjali instantly read the thoughts passing through Sanjana's mind and clarified smoothly.

Anjali : "Sanjana, please do not think that I am exclusively attracted to women. I derive an absolutely magnificent pleasure when KD ji claims my body in our passionate physical unions. But oh, Sanjana! I am completely captivated by you! Your physical frame possesses such an enchanting, alluring spell that even my heart loses its restraint. Tell me, aren't you experiencing a powerful surge of excitement too?"

The poor girl could only gaze silently at Anjali's beautiful, bare form. Anjali's full chest was positioned directly near Sanjana's face, and the deeply sensual fragrance radiating from Anjali's skin was working like a spark, igniting a powerful fire of desire within Sanjana's entire being.

Anjali pressed her lips close against Sanjana's ear, her warm breath sending a sudden shiver down the younger woman's spine as she whispered softly.

Anjali : "Sanjana, my husband possesses an exceptionally powerful and robust masculine length, and—"

Anjali spread her fingers wide, her eyes gleaming with raw honesty to emphasize the sheer scale.

Anjali : “it is incredibly thick. Any woman who surrenders her warmth to his touch even once would find it absolutely impossible to stay away from his embrace. Oh, I chose to marry my husband primarily because I was completely captivated by his magnificent physical strength. May I tell you something directly, sister? I hope you won't take offense."

Sanjana shook her head softly, her heart pounding wildly against her ribs to signal she wouldn't mind, so Anjali continued with a heavy, magnetic gaze.

Anjali : "My dear sister Sanjana! If you were to lose yourself in a passionate physical union with my husband just once, you would want to surrender your center to his touch over and over again."

.

.

.
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Would Sanjana succumb to the intoxicating temptation being laid so freely before her, or would she find the strength to resist the forbidden desires awakening deep within her heart?

Read in Next Part….
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