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Disclaimer

Seven Days of Surrender : Shadows of Passion (3rd 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 Seven Days of Surrender : Shadows of Passion (3rd 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.


Introductions

●       Anamika is a young, beautiful, and passionate woman married to Brigadier Kh##n#. She shares a deep, intense romantic and physical attraction with CP Vijay during the train journey.

●       CP Vijay is a brave and valiant army officer who risks his life to save Anamika. Despite being injured, he is deeply in love with Anamika and desires to make her completely his.

●       Rahul is a successful journalist and Sanjana’s husband with a bold, adventurous, and open-minded nature. He encourages his wife to explore intimacy with others while enjoying his own passionate encounters with Anjali.

●       Sanjana is Rahul’s beautiful, traditional yet passionate wife who is torn between her vow to her mother and her strong attraction to Karan. She is lively, talkative, and transforms dramatically under the influence of alcohol.

●       Anjali is CR Karan’s intelligent, confident, and sensual wife with a bold and straightforward personality. She shares a deep romantic and physical connection with Rahul while maintaining a strong bond with her husband.

●       CR Karan, also known as Jeetu or CR Sahib, is a highly disciplined, proud, and accomplished army officer. He is deeply in love with Sanjana but respects her vow, refusing to cross the final line despite intense mutual desire.

●       BR Kh##n# is Anamika’s much older husband who treats her more like a daughter than a wife. He is kind-hearted and willingly offers to divorce Anamika so she can marry a younger man like Vijay.

●       MJ Kapoor is a passionate, middle-aged army officer posted on the border.

●       Priya is Major Kapoor’s attractive wife.


Seven Days of Surrender : Shadows of Passion (3rd Edition)

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

2nd Edition :  Swapping Hearts : Shadows of Passion (2nd Edition)


Session 3 - Chapter 1

Kissing Vijay’s cheeks, Anamika said, "Then do it, who’s stopping you?"

So much love swelled up in Anamika’s heart for Vijay that, besides his lips, she began to kiss his forehead, the bandages wrapped around his face, his nose, ears, and hair. A stream of warmth began to flow from Anamika’s center. Vijay’s hardness stood completely at attention, pressing against Anamika’s center through their clothes. One of Vijay’s hands moved toward Anamika’s hips. As soon as his hand reached her beautifully shaped curve, an intense shiver spread through Anamika’s entire body. A soft gasp escaped her lips involuntarily. Vijay gently squeezed the sides of Anamika’s hips, lightly pinching and massaging her softness with his fingers.

Anamika was overcome by a strange state of intoxication. Vijay had saved her life, so he held every right over her life, her body, and her soul. She wanted to surrender everything to Vijay. Whatever happened in the future, Anamika felt helpless before her desire to yield herself completely to him.

Anamika looked deeply into Vijay’s eyes again and asked, "What do you want from me tonight?"

Vijay : "I want to make you entirely mine."

Anamika : "Then make me yours, didn’t I say who is stopping you? But keep one thing in mind. I won't be able to fulfill your future dreams. I wish to remain yours for my whole life, but perhaps this will only remain a wish. Perhaps destiny does not approve of this."

Vijay felt that Anamika wanted to talk about something serious. He asked, "Darling, tell me, what is the matter?"

Showering kisses on Vijay’s cheeks, Anamika said, "Tonight belongs to the two of us. Nothing else matters today. I want to say one more thing. These seven days will be ours, this is my promise to you. I cannot promise a whole lifetime, but whenever I get a chance during these seven days, day or night, I will somehow manage to reach you, and in those moments, I will belong only to you. You can love me to your heart’s content. Yes, I cannot meet you in front of everyone. Do not discuss or ask anyone anything about me. Keep this in mind."

Vijay was deeply astonished hearing Anamika’s words. What could be the mysterious secret that Anamika didn't want to tell him? But Vijay knew that trusting the person you love and respecting their words is essential. Vijay stopped thinking further and lost himself in Anamika’s cascading hair.

The train rushed forward rapidly, slicing through the night. Its motion caused Vijay and Anamika’s bodies to sway together as if they were locked in an intimate embrace. Involuntarily, Anamika’s hand slipped between their bodies, reaching between Vijay’s thighs toward his rising hardness. She wanted to feel Vijay’s heat within her fingers. Vijay’s hardness lay between Anamika’s raised thighs, long enough that despite a slight gap, it gently pressed against her center. The moment Anamika’s hand felt his length, Vijay went speechless. Anamika circled her fingers around his core, trying to enclose it in her grip. Even through the fabric, Vijay’s full length couldn't fit into her palm, yet Anamika began to stroke his hardness over his lower attire. Overcome with intense arousal, Vijay held Anamika’s head with his hands once again, pulling her face closer to his, and engaged her in a deep, passionate kiss. Vijay’s core was releasing its passionate pre-fluid, leaving his length slick and coated. Anamika’s touch sent a jolt of electric sensation surging through his body, causing every vein at his core to swell under intense passion. Vijay removed his hands from Anamika’s head, placed them on her blouse, and began to gently press her bosom through the fabric. Vijay and Anamika wanted to touch the absolute peak of their desire. Anamika gently caressed Vijay’s core. The slick warmth leaking from Vijay soaked his attire, sticking to Anamika’s fingers. Sensing this, Anamika smiled softly to herself. She understood Vijay’s intense desire; she knew he wanted to unite with her, and she longed for that passionate union just as deeply. But playing a little playful game before complete surrender was natural, wasn't it?

Vijay tried to slip his fingers inside Anamika’s blouse, wanting to cup her lush curves in his hands. However, Anamika’s bosom was so full, and her blouse and bra were so tight, that reaching inside to touch her in that position was difficult. In his eagerness, Vijay unbuttoned the back of Anamika’s blouse. Once the buttons opened, Vijay unhooked her bra as well. Anamika’s curves were now completely free. Vijay compelled Anamika to sit right on top of him, and holding her firm, youthful bosom—which remained firm and lifted even after being completely freed—he began to gently cup and stroke her softness with both hands.

Vijay pinched her swollen nipples between his fingers, which were situated right in the center of her light-pinkish-brown areolas surrounded by faint goosebumps. Suddenly, Anamika felt something slick against her elbow. Anamika felt strange wondering how her elbow had become sticky. It couldn't be the fluid from Vijay’s core. Anamika turned on her phone's flashlight and saw that red blood from Vijay was smeared on her elbow.

Upon checking, Anamika discovered that due to their bodies rubbing against each other, a healing wound had reopened and begun to bleed. Yet Vijay hadn't uttered a single sound. He didn't want his beloved to feel that he was in pain. Anamika realized that Vijay was still hurting, because whenever she moved slightly over him due to the train's motion or for any other reason, a very faint gasp would occasionally escape his mouth. Only then did Anamika understand that Vijay was trying his absolute best to hide his pain. He was so eager to express his love for Anamika that he was completely ignoring his own pain. Anamika was deeply amazed seeing Vijay’s condition. Could a man ever love a woman this much? Not only had Vijay risked his life to save Anamika, but he was also concealing his pain just to hold her close. Anamika had never received such immense love from anyone before. Anamika thought that surrendering her body, honor, or even her life for such a sweet, brave, valiant, and rare young man would be too little. At that moment, her sole goal was to tend to Vijay’s wounds. Without removing Vijay’s hands from her chest entirely, Anamika slowly separated herself from Vijay, relieved her body weight from atop him, and sat gently by his side.

When Vijay began watching her actions with surprise, Anamika said, "Sir, your wounds are not completely healed yet. Please do not worry. I am not running away anywhere. First, recover a little. For the next seven days, I belong only to you, this is my promise to you."

Anamika gently placed her hand between Vijay’s thighs and began caressing his hardness over his lower attire. Vijay quickly untied the drawstring of his lower garment. The moment the drawstring opened, his fully aroused, thick, and remarkably long core rested in Anamika’s small palm. Until that day, Anamika had never seen any other adult man’s core besides her husband’s. Her husband’s core often struggled to rise, and even when it did, it was no longer than four inches. Vijay’s core was not only twice as long, but also many times thicker. The moment Anamika felt Vijay’s core in her palm, the words escaped her mouth naturally,

Anamika : "Oh dear! How long and thick is this of yours? Can anyone ever be this long and thick?"

Vijay smiled and said, "Why? Have you never seen such a large core before?"

Anamika : "Oh stop it! What are you saying? Are you not ashamed to talk like this? What do you think? Do I have any other work besides this?"

Saying this, she hid her face in the blanket out of shyness.

Vijay smiled at Anamika’s shyness and, gently pressing her chin with his fingers,

Vijay : "Darling, you were the one who started this conversation. Whether it is big or small, from today onward, it belongs only to you."

With one hand, Anamika was caressing Vijay’s bare core, while with both hands, Vijay moved his fingers and palms over Anamika’s two lush curves, repeatedly squeezing her swollen peak. Anamika thought that the time and place were not suitable for complete physical union. Anyone could move the curtain and see them. Another reason was that whenever Anamika was in the mood during physical union, she had a habit of gasping loudly. Making noise in a completely silent train that night could be dangerous.

Anamika took Vijay’s core into her palm and began moving her hand rhythmically over it.

Anamika said to Vijay, "Now don't say anything. Just lie down quietly. You don't need to put in any physical effort tonight. Please listen to me. Tonight we will not do anything complete. Vijay, I am yours. Now lie down quietly. Let me release your built-up warmth. Okay? I promised you that whenever we get an opportunity, I will come to you and we will do everything you want. But right now, no more talk, just lie down."

Anamika began moving her hand over Vijay’s core with steady intensity. Within a short while, Vijay’s body began to tense. Closing his eyes tightly, Vijay felt the magic of Anamika’s hand on his core. Vijay could not hold back for long. Within moments, his core released a surging rush of warm fluid, completely coating Anamika’s hand with his essence.

Sleep was completely absent from Rahul’s eyes. He was in deep conflict. He had told his wife Sanjana that he would come to sleep beside her at night for physical intimacy, but when faced with reality, his courage vanished. Anjali was sleeping on the lower berth. If he went near his wife and Anjali happened to see, his situation would become terrible. Although Sanjana was Rahul’s wife, a lover is naturally jealous of a wife, isn't she? She would surely scold him sharply, saying,

Anjali : "Hey, if you wanted to sleep with your wife, you should have slept at home! Did sleeping with your wife every day at home not satisfy you? What was the need to sleep with her on a moving train? Yes, if it were about sleeping with your lover, that would make sense. Sometimes one has to do that in a hurry. But with your wife?"

And so on. If Karan saw it, he might also make comments. He wouldn't say much, but he would certainly say,

Karan : "Man, if you were sleeping with someone else’s wife, we could understand. You don't even spare your own wife on a train. Brother, after so many years of marriage, this much romance isn't right."

Anyway, trembling with fear, Rahul climbed down from his berth and reached near his wife’s berth. He had to be careful that no one saw him. He felt relieved to see that there was no movement anywhere. Anjali and Karan appeared to be in a deep sleep. The steady sound of their breathing was audible to him.

Rahul had the peace of mind that even if someone saw him, what could they possibly say? After all, he was only sleeping with his own wife, wasn't he? When Rahul slipped inside his wife Sanjana’s blanket, Sanjana was fast asleep. Rahul was expecting Sanjana to be awake, but she was snoring softly. It seemed she was extremely exhausted. She was bound to be exhausted; Sanjana had engaged in intense romantic play with Karan for nearly an hour. How could Rahul know that his wife had engaged in every form of physical intimacy short of complete union with Karan just an hour earlier? Rahul was expecting that his wife Sanjana would be waiting for his arrival. As soon as he entered the blanket, he took Sanjana into his arms and began kissing her.

Sanjana murmured in her sleep,

Sanjana : "Leave me, Karan, did you come back again? Now it is enough. Even after so much loving, are you still not satisfied?"

Hearing this, Rahul received a massive shock. What! He had come here to make love to his wife, and his wife was dreaming about Karan? The ground slipped beneath Rahul’s feet. Although he himself was encouraging his wife Sanjana to go to Karan, hearing Karan’s name from his wife’s lips completely stunned him. It struck heavily at his ego. A man may encourage his wife to engage intimately with another man, but when another man actually unites with his wife in front of him or behind his back, and he learns about it, he inevitably feels a sense of jealousy, resentment, or at least a slight blow to his ego. Rahul experienced this feeling for the very first time. Until then, he believed he was the kind of husband who loved his wife so much that if she was intimately involved with another man, he wouldn't mind in the slightest. But that night, he definitely felt something.

Rahul shook his wife and said, "Darling, I am your husband, Rahul. Karan is sleeping above. Were you dreaming about being intimately involved with Karan?"

Hearing these words from her husband, all of Sanjana’s sleep vanished in a single instant. She began to think,

"Without a doubt, Karan’s name must have slipped from my mouth and Rahul heard it. Oh dear! Did words about being intimate with Karan escape my mouth while sleeping?  How do I ask Rahul? What will happen now?"

Sanjana’s sleeping mind now began working at double speed.


Session 3 - Chapter 2

Sanjana : "Was I taking Karan's name? Have you lost your mind?"

After pausing for a moment, Sanjana said, "Ah, now I understand. I had said to you, 'Move over now, why have you come back to my berth again? Was your heart not satisfied even after loving me so much last night?' You really are incredible! The suspicion lies within your own mind. Why do you keep taking Karan's name in front of me again and again? I know you want me to yield completely to Karan, don't you? But mark my words, sir, nothing like that is going to happen. If you insist too much, I won't even let him come near me. Then do not blame me!"

Hearing his wife's words, Rahul felt deeply ashamed and began apologizing,

Rahul : "Oh my dear wife, I made a mistake. I misheard you. I am such a fool. Please do not take my words to heart. Do not take your anger out on Karan because of me. That poor man is not at fault at all. I am not doubting you either."

Poor Rahul! He thought that if Sanjana became upset, she might pick a fight with Karan and ruin the entire arrangement. It was better to keep her happy.

Placing his lips against Sanjana's lips, Rahul said, "Darling, I know what vow you have taken. But please, so much resentment toward Karan is not good. Even if you set aside the idea of complete intimacy with him, please do not forget the promise you made to support him. This afternoon, when you took Karan's legs in your lap and were softly massaging him, I felt very good about it. Truly! I am not saying this out of jealousy."

Showing a touch of drama, Sanjana said, "Oh yes, why wouldn't you like it? You have such a strong desire to make your wife serve your friend, don't you? You would be delighted if I had taken hold of your friend's core and caressed it too, wouldn't you? Did I say it right?"

Rahul could not understand whether his wife was teasing him or if she was in a playful mood. He felt glad that his wife was now talking quite openly about Karan.

Rahul : "Darling, could you really do that? You aren't joking, are you?"

Sanjana : "Unbelievable! What kind of husband are you to talk about your wife like this? On one hand, Karan is already so naturally romantic. On top of that, you are adding fuel to the fire! If you speak like this to Karan, it won't be long before he grabs my hand and places it right on his core the moment he gets a chance! It won't take him even a minute to do that. Then either I will have to fight with him, or stroke his core and bring him to complete release. Oh husband, now you tell me, if something like that happens, what should I do?"

Hearing these words from his wife's mouth, Rahul's hardness stood fully at attention. This was perhaps the first time Sanjana had openly initiated talk about Karan's core like this.

Rahul placed his core into his wife's hand and said,

Rahul : "Darling, in such a situation, I would only say that Karan is not just my friend, he is also your teacher. Even if he hasn't sacrificed his life for you, he sacrificed his night's sleep to educate you, because of which you are receiving offers for prestigious and respectable jobs today. So if you relieve his built-up warmth a little, what harm could possibly come from that?"

Hearing such stimulating words from her husband, a warm stream began to flow from between Sanjana's thighs. A deep sensation awoke within her center. Her inner garment was already damp, and now it grew even wetter.

Composing herself, Sanjana said, "Well, sir! What times have come? Now things have reached a point where a husband is encouraging his wife to stroke another man's core and bring him to release?"

Then, slapping her forehead in a dramatic manner, Sanjana said, "Who knows what else will happen in this age!"

Rahul took his wife Sanjana's hand and said, "Darling, whatever happens will be good."

Slipping his finger into Sanjana's center, Rahul said,

Rahul : "Look, I can feel that your center is completely drenched in your own sweetness. Hearing about Karan, you are getting so aroused too! Tell me, isn't there a restlessness deep within your center?"

Sanjana laughed and said,

Sanjana : "Darling! You are inserting your fingers into my center and teasing me, while taking poor Karan's name! Come on, don't delay now. There truly is a deep restlessness in my center. Insert your hardness and hurry up. If someone wakes up, it will create a new mess."

Finding an opportunity, Rahul thought he should take advantage of it. He said,

Rahul : "But darling, tell me this much—if you get a chance, you will caress Karan's core, won't you?"

Sanjana laughed and said,

Sanjana : "Oh, forget about Karan! Think about yourself!"

Feeling that his plan was succeeding, Rahul pushed further and said,

Rahul : "No, darling! Today you must tell me—will you stroke Karan's core if you get the chance?"

Feigning anger, Sanjana said,

Sanjana : "My husband is truly amazing! Here his wife is fully uncovered, telling her husband to insert his hardness into her center, and the husband keeps talking about his friend's core! First let such an opportunity come, then I will think. Right now, I am going crazy with passion. Insert your hardness quickly, won't you?"

Rahul insisted and said,

Rahul : "No, tell me right now. Then I will insert it immediately."

Showing fake annoyance and helplessness, Sanjana said,

Sanjana : "What can I do? My husband is stubbornly pursuing me to make me agree! Here I am going crazy to be united with my husband's hardness, and my husband is advocating for his friend! Fine then. If given the chance, I will massage Karan's core, stroke it, and bring him to release—happy now? But I have one condition."

Rahul leaped with joy upon hearing this and said,

Rahul : "Tell me, what is your condition?"

Sanjana said,

Sanjana : "I cannot do all this in your presence or in front of you. Yes, if something happens, I will definitely tell you. That's all. Is this condition acceptable to you?"

Rahul immediately thrust his hardness into his wife's center and said,

Rahul : "Accepted, one hundred percent accepted!"

And then both husband and wife immersed themselves so deeply in the fires of passion, uniting with each other, that Sanjana managed to control her soft gasps only with great difficulty.

After thoroughly uniting with his wife, Rahul was returning to his berth. As he was climbing up, Anjali turned over and, intentionally or unintentionally, landed a sharp kick right on Rahul's foot. Anjali seemed to be in a deep sleep. Rahul waited there for a long time, watching with anxious eyes to see if Anjali had woken up. But no movement was visible on Anjali's bed. With a heavy heart, Rahul returned to his upper berth.

Morning was breaking. The train was about to reach near *a#mu station. All the passengers were awake and preparing to deboard.

When Vijay woke up and looked at the upper berth, it was empty. Anamika was gone. CP Vijay could not understand when Anamika had climbed down from the berth and why she had left without telling him. Sanjana got up immediately and came to Vijay to check on his well-being, saying,

Sanjana : "How are you? Can you get up and walk, or should I call for a wheelchair?"

CP Vijay thanked her and said that he could walk and did not need any assistance. When he looked around, Sanjana understood that Vijay was searching for Anamika. Sanjana approached Vijay and told him in a soft voice that Anamika had left with the BR. Even at that moment, it remained unclear how the BR was related to Anamika. It remained a mystery.

Upon stepping down from the train, everyone felt that Anjali's mood was not particularly good. She seemed somewhat distant and irritated. Karan stopped everyone and informed them that they had to go to an army camp situated on the banks of the Ra#b#al in the  #!m*nh*an hills, about forty kilometers from there. They would all have to hire a taxi from there. Karan also mentioned that since getting a return ride was difficult, the taxi drivers charged whatever exorbitant fare they demanded.

Karan, Anjali, Sanjana, and Rahul were filled with delightful surprise when a man walked up to them, shook everyone’s hand, placed a flower garland around each of their necks, and said,

Greeting Agent : "Welcome to *a#mu. I welcome you on behalf of the management of the Army Camp."

Then he requested that a photograph be taken with everyone wearing their garlands. They all stood together and posed for the photo. Rahul found it a bit strange that there were several other Army officers who had recently deboarded at the station and were heading to the camp, yet only the four of them received this special welcome. After taking the photograph, the man who snapped the picture vanished into the crowd. When Rahul asked Karan about it, Karan was equally puzzled. He mentioned that he had no idea the Army Camp authorities would arrange such a grand welcome for them.

Anyway, when Karan began inquiring with the taxi drivers about traveling to the camp, he discovered that because many people were heading toward the camp site, the drivers had inflated their fares. But luck seemed to be on their side. Upon spotting the four of them, a taxi driver came running over and asked,

Taxi Driver : "Do you need to go to the Army Camp site?"

When Rahul said yes, he immediately brought around his old, broken-down taxi, which had no license plate, and asked everyone to get in. When Karan asked about the fare, he said,

Taxi Driver : "Pay whatever you like, sir. My vehicle is going past the camp to the next village anyway. I was heading there empty. I thought, why not take you along? I’ll earn a little fare and have some company to talk to."

Saying this, once everyone was seated, he started the engine. When Karan asked about the fare again, he quoted an amount that was less than half of what the other taxi drivers were demanding. Hearing this, Sanjana was delighted. She said,

Sanjana : "He is asking for such a low fare! He seems to be a good man."

Saying this, Sanjana immediately took out the fare amount from her pocket and handed it to the taxi driver. Sanjana was thrilled that they had secured a taxi at such a cheap rate. But when she looked at Karan, she noticed that he was lost in deep, serious thought.

The camp was about forty kilometers away from *a#mu station, and the road was not in good condition. It was going to take about two hours. The taxi driver was very cheerful and began engaging in small talk.

Anjali was not in a good mood. CR Karan remained quiet. Rahul knew nothing about the plans, so in the end, the taxi driver started chatting with Sanjana, since she was always enthusiastic about talking. The taxi driver asked Sanjana about their schedule. Sanjana did not know much about the detailed program, but she shared whatever little she knew with the driver. Finally, after completing a tiring journey of over two hours, the four of them arrived in the beautiful valleys of the  #!m*nh*las.

Throughout the drive from *a#mu station to the camp, Rahul felt as though the driver was talking non-stop and asking question after question. Where are you from, why have you come, how many days will you stay, what is the program here, and so forth. Sanjana kept answering his questions as best as she could. Whenever she didn't know an answer, she would ask Karan. But Karan remained completely silent, answering none of the queries. Sanjana seemed quite impressed by the driver. In any case, Sanjana was so simple-natured by disposition that it took very little effort to impress her. She was already adept at making friends with anyone through conversation. Eventually, Karan interrupted the driver and said,

Karan : "Driver, focus on driving the car. Talking distracts your attention."

Only then did the driver stay quiet for a while. Sanjana did not like Karan’s stern attitude and looked at him somewhat sharply. But when Karan looked straight back at her with a stern gaze of his own, Sanjana went quiet and looked away sheepishly.


Session 3 - Chapter 3

After much effort and navigating through rough, uneven paths, the convoy of four passengers reached the camp. Upon arriving, everyone became lost in the sheer beauty of the  #!m*nh*las, the snow-capped mountain peaks, and the numerous gorgeous views of nature. It was Sanjana’s first time visiting the  #!m*nh*an hills. The weather had a pleasant, refreshing chill. Everyone was exhausted from the journey. All their luggage was brought to the reception office. Karan noticed that the taxi driver was asking the security guard at the main gate something. Immediately, Karan ran toward the main gate. He wanted to see what the taxi driver was discussing with the guard. Catching sight of Karan approaching from a distance, the driver vanished from Karan’s view in just a few moments. Karan searched around for him and his taxi, but neither he nor his vehicle was anywhere to be seen.

When CR Karan asked the guard what the taxi driver was inquiring about, the guard mentioned that he was asking about the schedule of the CR and the others. The guard explained that he knew nothing and could not provide any information. After speaking for a short while, the driver left. When CR Karan asked if the guard knew the driver, the guard replied that he did not know him at all and that the driver seemed to be an outsider. When the CR inquired further whether there was a village ahead, the guard explained that the road ended right at the camp, and there was no village further along.

Deeply perplexed, CR Karan returned to the registration office while reflecting on the driver. Observing Karan lost in deep thought, Rahul asked what was troubling him so much. Karan explained that the driver was behaving very strangely, asking questions as if he were trying to gather intelligence. The CR also pointed out that the welcome with garlands and the photograph taken at *a#mu station were not organized by the camp. Karan could not understand who could be behind this or why, and there was no clear answer to be found.

Rahul reasoned that it might have just been a misunderstanding. Thinking it over, Karan shook his head and said,

Karan : "It could be a coincidence. But too many coincidences have been happening over the past few days. I don't feel good about this. I hope it is merely a coincidence, but it could also be a well-planned trap. I need to think about this."

Saying this, the CR walked toward the reception to arrange for their rooms. Rahul and Sanjana were left bewildered, and everyone headed toward the reception desk. Karan booked a two-room suite. The suite featured a common drawing room, with an interconnecting door between the two bedrooms, allowing one to move from one room to the other without stepping outside. Both bedrooms had attached bathrooms. The natural scenery outside was clearly visible through the room windows. When Sanjana looked out the window, she was captivated. She had never seen such a breathtaking view before. Excitingly, Sanjana called Anjali over, and both of them became absorbed in admiring the snow-clad peaks of the  #!m*nh*las. Meanwhile, sitting on the edge of the bed, Rahul was completely engrossed in admiring the alluring contours of the two women's full curves and rounded hips. Sitting at the other end of the same bed, Karan was deeply occupied with intense thoughts.

Pointing out a stunning waterfall flowing very close to the camp, Rahul said,

Rahul : "Anjali, what a beautiful waterfall that is! It originates from that upper cascade. I wish we could go over there and take a bath in it."

Hearing this, Karan said,

Karan : "We can certainly go and bathe there. There is no restriction on bathing there. In fact, people from the Army often swim and bathe there. The camp authorities have constructed a small structure similar to a swimming pool. You cannot see much from here because of the dense trees, but there are some benches placed there for sitting, and stairs have also been built to climb down. You might be able to see a small room. That is a separate changing room for women and men. We can all go to bathe under that waterfall and in the stream."

Winking at Rahul, Karan said,

Karan : "Often, behind the waterfall on the inside, some couples even quietly complete their intimate moments! But since this is outside the camp boundary, the camp management does not interfere in it. Of course, if any accident occurs, the camp management does not take responsibility for that either. But in any case, the water there is not deep enough for anyone to drown. At most, the water comes up to our chest."

Hearing this, Sanjana began jumping with joy, and holding Anjali's arms, she said,

Sanjana : "Anjali, please let's go bathe there today. I have never bathed in a waterfall before. If we go, today will be my first time bathing in a waterfall."

Then, looking at Anjali with a shy expression, Sanjana said,

Sanjana : "Anjali, please, I will even give you a massage! Please ask Karan so we can all go bathe in that waterfall today, won't we?"

Anjali looked at her husband Karan, and Karan, looking at his watch, said,

Karan : "It is around twelve o'clock right now. We have about two hours. Lunch is available at the Army canteen from one-thirty to three o'clock. If we want to go, we can go and bathe there during these two hours."

Hearing Karan's words, Sanjana became so happy that she ran and wrapped her arms around Karan like a little child, saying,

Sanjana : "Thank you, Karan! We will definitely go."

Then, looking toward her husband, Sanjana said,

Sanjana : "We will go, right, Rahul?"

Seeing Sanjana's enthusiasm, Rahul smiled and immediately agreed, saying,

Rahul : "Alright, since you are insisting so much, let's go. Take out your towel, swimsuit, and other things, and let's head out."

Hearing about wearing a swimming suit, Sanjana fell into deep thought. Hesitatingly, she moved closer to Anjali and whispered in her ear,

Sanjana : "Oh dear! What will happen if everyone sees me bathing while wearing a swimming costume?"

Anjali gently pulled Sanjana's nose and said,

Anjali : "Just a moment ago you were jumping with excitement to go, and now you have gone completely cold? Who will watch us bathing? And even if someone sees us, what will happen? Have faith, no one is going to force themselves on you. Right now there is no one there. It is just the four of us. Besides, because of such dense trees all around, no one can see us bathing there from anywhere. That is precisely why Karan says that many love stories have been born here."

Hearing this gave Sanjana some reassurance. She quickly set about opening her suitcase, and pushing Anjali gently with great affection and politeness, she said,

Sanjana : "Anjali, please go to your room and take out your swimming costume, won't you, please? Shall we go?"

Anjali had been looking somewhat serious since morning. But seeing Sanjana's childish behavior, she burst into laughter and said,

Anjali : "Alright, dear. Let's go. But don't push me around."

Rahul was losing himself in flights of imagination. He was thinking about how Anjali would look when she wore a swimsuit. That day, he would be able to see Anjali in a swimsuit for the very first time. The thought also crossed his mind that Sanjana would look stunning in a swimsuit as well. Rahul wondered what Karan's state of mind would be upon seeing his wife Sanjana. For this trip, Rahul had asked Sanjana to bring a one-piece swimsuit. It was of a style where seeing Sanjana in it would make even her husband Rahul's hardness rise to attention, so what would happen to Karan?

Anyway, it seemed that in just a short while, this dream was about to come true. Without wasting any time, both couples carried their swimwear and set off toward the waterfall. The weather outside was absolute perfection. The atmosphere was completely pristine and fragrant. Rahul and Karan went into the men's changing room. But upon reaching near the waterfall, Sanjana stopped outside the women's changing room, slipping into a state of hesitation.

Anjali looked at Sanjana and said,

Anjali : "What is the matter, Sanjana? Why did you stop?"

Sanjana walked closer to Anjali and said,

Sanjana : "Anjali, my swimming dress is so small. Rahul bought such a small costume for me that I will feel deeply embarrassed to come in front of Karan wearing it. I am not coming to bathe. You all go ahead and bathe. I will sit here and watch you. And besides, sister, I don't even know how to swim."

Anjali held Sanjana's arms and said,

Anjali : "Oh come on, girl! Don't create such a scene now! You were the one who got everyone ready to come here for a bath, and now you are showing tantrums yourself? Look, you promised me that you wouldn't maintain any traditional boundary with my husband Karan. Did you or did you not? Remember when you came to give me a massage? You had said that you couldn't get a massage from my husband because you had given a vow to your mother. But you also promised that you wouldn't maintain any other barriers, didn't you? And as far as the question of you not knowing how to swim goes, Karan will teach you. Karan is an expert in swimming. I also swim a little bit. I don't know whether Rahul knows how to swim or not."

Sanjana trembled inwardly. If sister Anjali were to find out at that moment that Sanjana had already caressed her husband's core and brought him to complete release, what would happen to poor sister Anjali? And if she were to know that Karan had also touched Sanjana's entire body, what then? Anyway, Sanjana looked at Anjali with affectionate eyes and agreed, saying,

Sanjana : "Yes, sister, you are right. I did say that. But seeing me in that costume, what if your husband Karan tries to take things further with me? Just thinking about that makes me shiver. My husband Rahul is the same way. He knows how to swim a little bit."

Anjali laughed and said,

Anjali : "My husband won't do anything. I know him very well. He will not do anything without your consent. If you refuse, he won't even touch you. But mind you, don't refuse to let him touch you! And as for your husband Rahul, I will teach him how to swim. Now come along!"

Sanjana laughed and said,

Sanjana : "Sister, don't tease me. I have full trust in Karan. After all, he is my brother-in-law as well."

Anjali : "In that case, you are his sister-in-law. And a sister-in-law is considered half a wife."

Anjali said this with a wink toward Sanjana. Nudging Anjali with her elbow, Sanjana said,

Sanjana : "Stop it now, sister!"

And both of them went inside the women's changing room.

By the time Sanjana and Anjali came out wearing their swimming costumes, Rahul and Karan had already stepped out wearing their swimming trunks. When Sanjana's eyes fell upon Karan, she was left utterly stunned by the sight of him. Karan was completely wet after taking a shower. Karan's sculpted, athletic muscles resembled a film hero's six-pack abdomen. The muscles of his arms were so strong and prominent that Sanjana felt an urge to caress them. Karan's messy, wet, dark curly hair looked remarkably handsome on his head. Karan's broad chest was also covered with dense dark hair. Her husband also had some hair on his chest, but Sanjana wished her husband had dense hair on his chest, because a hair-covered chest attracted Sanjana immensely. But when Sanjana's gaze involuntarily moved toward Karan's trunks, she remained frozen in place, staring intently. Sanjana wondered if Karan's core might be rising to attention at that moment. Yet, beneath Karan's trunks, between his thighs, there was such a powerful, massive bulge that it seemed as though Karan's core was longing to burst through to the outside.

Sanjana was fully aware that inside those shorts, Karan's thick, long manhood was coiled quietly like a serpent in that tiny space, merely waiting for an opportunity to break free. If it stood erect, trouble was bound to follow. When Sanjana looked up, she noticed Karan was gazing intently at her as well. Feeling Karan’s eyes lingering over her body, a deep sense of embarrassment rushed through Sanjana.

When she had tried on the swimsuit in her room and looked in the mirror, she knew how full and prominent her firm breasts appeared in that outfit. Sanjana’s well-shaped rear was almost entirely exposed. The thin strip of her swimsuit had ridden up deep between the cheeks of her rear, failing completely to cover her.

Sanjana knew that in that costume, her rear was practically bare. On one cheek of her rear was a large dark mole, which was now clearly visible. Between the cheeks of her rear, a faint, lovely little dimple could also be seen. As Karan’s gaze shifted to her rear, a shiver spread through Sanjana’s entire body. Driven by innate feminine modesty, she stood before the two men pressing her thighs tightly together, unsure of what she was even trying to hide.

In the front, the narrow strip covering Sanjana’s center was so thin that any private hair, had it been there, would have been clearly visible. Fortunately, Sanjana had already groomed her private area completely smooth. The natural curve of her intimate center could not be hidden by that costume, though its sensitive lips were barely covered by the narrow strip of fabric.

Sanjana felt relieved that she was completely soaked at that moment. Gazing at the size of Karan’s manhood between his thighs had caused her intimate moisture to trickle down her inner thighs. Had she not been wet from the water, both men would have easily noticed the intimate arousal dripping down her thighs and realized just how turned on she was.

Sanjana looked toward her husband, only to find him completely lost in admiring Anjali. In her swimsuit, Anjali truly looked breathtaking. Anjali’s thighs looked stunning. The thin fabric between her legs barely managed to keep the secret of her intimate beauty hidden. Her long, shapely legs seemed to issue a silent challenge to any man’s desire. At the same time, the roundness of her bare rear appeared even more captivating than Sanjana's due to its shapelier length.

Anjali’s thick, damp, curly hair was scattered across her face, and she was trying her best to brush it back. Her slim, long waist, followed by a slight taper at the stomach and the sudden flare of her full hips, gave her body an alluring, guitar-like silhouette. Meanwhile, the breasts of both Sanjana and Anjali appeared remarkably well-matched in their full, shapely beauty.


Session 3 - Chapter 4

However, because Anjali's wet outfit was quite sheer, it offered a subtle glimpse of her swollen pink apexes situated at the center of her rounded, chocolate-toned outer halos. Anjali’s blue eyes reflected a playful warmth while still retaining an underlying seriousness. Most alluring of all were Anjali’s lips; her habit of curling them while casting a coy glance could prove utterly captivating to any young man. Karan was a living testament to that effect. Both beauties were captivating the two men through the mesmerizing magic of their sensuality. Rahul was staring so intently at Anjali’s body that Sanjana had to hold his hand and shake him, saying:

Sanjana : "Come on, shall we head towards the waterfall?"

Only then did Rahul return to reality.

Sanjana walked pressed closely to her husband, Rahul, so that Karan’s eyes would not fall upon her partially exposed body. Anjali, on the other hand, did not care at all that Rahul was gazing at her body. In fact, to make things easier for Rahul, Anjali walked with a tantalizing sway of her hips, spreading her legs in an enticing manner to give him a full view of her captivating allure. Rahul felt intense arousal surging beneath his shorts. Rahul both saw and felt how the magic of both beauties filled the minds of both men with deep intoxication. He repeatedly tried to adjust his shorts, making futile attempts to calm and straighten his swelling hardness. Since Anjali had not spoken to him for quite some time, he felt that she might be upset with him. Rahul was desperate to know why Anjali was avoiding conversation.

As soon as Anjali moved toward the waterfall, Rahul left Sanjana and rushed after Anjali, catching up to walk right beside her as they approached the water. Sanjana had been walking with her husband, but seeing Rahul suddenly rush off after Anjali, she was left to walk alone. Karan was following directly behind Sanjana. Sanjana was well aware that as he walked behind her, Karan was likely enjoying the rhythmic sway of her bare hips. Sanjana wondered what thoughts were passing through Karan’s mind as he looked at her bare rear. Yet, what could poor Sanjana do? She was the one who had urged everyone to come here and bathe. Sanjana knew full well that whether Karan expressed it aloud or not, he was desperate to possess her intimate warmth. Sanjana had never seen, nor even imagined, a physical magnitude like Karan’s core. Somewhere deep inside, a powerful desire surged within her to receive such exceptional length and thickness into her own center. Sanjana felt such overwhelming tenderness for Karan that had her mother’s word not restrained her, she might have surrendered completely to him long ago and become a mother herself.

Anjali led the way, with Rahul right behind her, followed by Sanjana a short distance back, and Karan bringing up the rear. Crossing the slightly rocky and sandy ground, they all moved toward the waterfall.

Rahul asked Anjali:

Rahul : "What is the matter, Anjali? Are you upset with me?"

Without turning around, Anjali replied:

Anjali : "Brother, who are we to be upset?"

Rahul looked back and saw Sanjana and Karan stopping to talk about something. Rahul immediately took Anjali’s hand, stopped her, and asked:

Rahul : "What is it, Anjali? Please tell me."

Anjali’s bottled-up feelings finally spilled over as she said:

Anjali : "Yes, of course! Why should you care or think whether someone is waiting for you or not? Brother, when someone has a wife as beautiful as Sanjana, what need do they have to look toward any other woman?"

Rahul held Anjali’s hand, gently squeezing it as he said:

Rahul : "Tell me clearly, what is it?"

Anjali said:

Anjali : "What clearer should I speak? Should I walk right up and ask you to come sleep with me, to yield completely to passion?"

Hearing this, Rahul was stunned. What was Anjali saying? By then, they had reached the waterfall, with Sanjana and Karan arriving right behind them.

Anjali looked at Rahul and said:

Anjali : "Do not say anything right now. We will swim across to the other side of the waterfall. Then we will sit somewhere far away from Sanjana and Karan to talk."

Then Anjali turned toward her husband, Karan, and said:

Anjali : "Darling, your student Sanjana does not even know how to swim. Now, besides mathematics, you will have to teach her how to swim as well. You did not take any fee for teaching her math, but make sure to charge a fee for swimming lessons. You teach Sanjana to swim here. Rahul and I will go enjoy the waterfall."

Saying this, Anjali moved forward and gestured for Rahul to follow her. Anjali and Rahul leaped into the water, swimming right underneath the waterfall, enjoying the thrill of the heavy cascading sprays falling and scattering across their skin.

Although they were quite far away and not clearly visible, Sanjana noticed that at one point, Anjali lost her balance under the heavy rush of water and disappeared beneath the surface for a few moments. The water in that spot was likely a bit deep, because even from a distance, Sanjana could see a look of intense anxiety and panic flash across Rahul’s face. Sanjana herself grew anxious, worried that Anjali might be drowning. But within moments, Sanjana breathed a sigh of relief as Anjali emerged from beneath the surface with a loud, graceful laugh, taking Rahul’s hand before both submerged briefly together into the water. Sanjana knew that Anjali was an expert swimmer, a skill she had learned from her husband, Karan. Sanjana had heard that Karan was a master swimmer who had won awards in several international swimming competitions. Sanjana had seen Karan’s photos in various newspapers, military publications, and international sports magazines. At that moment, Sanjana felt proud that she would be learning the basics of swimming from such an accomplished swimmer. Little did Sanjana know how useful this training would prove to be in her future.

For now, Sanjana’s eyes remained fixed on her husband and Anjali’s intimate play in the water. Observing their gestures, Sanjana felt a strong suspicion that if given the chance that afternoon, her husband Rahul might yield to temptation with Anjali right beneath that waterfall. The mere thought sent a wave of thrilling sensation through Sanjana’s body. It was difficult to say whether this excitement stemmed from arousal or a woman's natural jealousy. A sudden shiver coursed through Sanjana's entire being. Sanjana knew full well that her husband was exceptionally passionate and skilled at physical intimacy. In those intimate moments, he showered his partner with such immense devotion and ecstasy that any woman would long to surrender to his touch repeatedly. Whenever Rahul embraced Sanjana, she experienced absolute bliss in his arms.

Sanjana had frequently overheard young women and even a few married ladies at office parties whispering praises of Rahul's incredible passionate endurance. At that time, those women had no idea that Sanjana, standing right beside them, was Rahul’s wife. Thinking that her husband Rahul might share that same intense passion with Anjali today evoked a strange blend of jealousy, excitement, thrill, and intense intoxication in Sanjana's mind. Sanjana’s center was continuously releasing its delicate, warm moisture throughout this time. She kept her thighs tightly pressed together, trying to hide it so that Karan would not notice. As soon as she reached the edge of the waterfall, Sanjana sat down on a bench, squeezing her legs firmly together.

When Karan saw Sanjana hesitating to enter the water for a bath, he said:

Karan : "What is the matter? Why are you sitting there? Come into the water."

Sanjana said bashfully: "Karan, I feel shy coming in front of you in this tiny outfit. And besides, I am afraid of the water. I do not know how to swim."


Karan smiled warmly and said: "You feel shy around me? After everything that has happened, do you still not consider me as your own?"

When Sanjana offered no answer to Karan’s words, his expression turned somber. He stood up and stepped out of the water. Picking up a towel from the bench to dry himself, he prepared to head back toward the camp, saying:

Karan : "Look, Sanjana, I hold deep respect for you. If you feel hesitant coming before me and bathing alongside me because you do not view me as someone close to you, then I completely understand your discomfort. I shall take my leave now. You may relax and enjoy bathing with Anjali and Rahul, and then return to the camp. I will await everyone there."

Saying this, as Karan turned and began walking toward the camp, Sanjana rushed up to him. She wrapped her arms around Karan, wrapping herself completely in his embrace. Tears began streaming down her eyes.

Sanjana : "Karan, please never let such words cross your lips again. I cherish you more than my own self. I hold you in such high regard that I cannot bear the thought of even a trace of insecurity entering your heart because of me. To tell you the truth, I was simply wondering whether you might consider me shameless or cheap after seeing me in this outfit."

Karan pressed Sanjana closely into his embrace and said with utmost sincerity:

Karan : "Oh, Sanjana! Wonderful! You look no less than a celestial beauty in this outfit! In this costume, your complete elegance blossoms and shines through beautifully. Creation has already endowed women with extraordinary beauty, and among them, you are a priceless masterpiece of divine artistry! Even if you were to stand before me entirely unclad, I could never think of you as cheap or shameless. Even harboring such a thought would be a sin for me. Because as captivating as you are in form, you are far more beautiful in your heart. Yes, I will not deny that feelings of deep affection and sensual desire arise in my heart when I look at you. I already regard you as my own in spirit, but I truly desire from the bottom of my heart to make you entirely mine in body as well. I want our bodies to merge as one. However, I will not place the slightest pressure on you until you yourself willingly step forward, surrender to the moment, and entrust your everything to me. If you are proud, I am no less. You are not only immensely dear to me, but I also hold immense respect for you. And that respect is not defined by the clothes you wear."

Hearing such deeply touching sentiments about herself from Karan, tears flowed like a gentle river from Sanjana’s eyes. She gently placed her hand over Karan’s mouth and said:

Sanjana : "Karan, no one can ever win against you. In just a few moments, you have dissolved all my inner dilemmas. Now, all my hesitation and shyness are surrendered to you. I may not be able to belong to you completely in body just yet, but you have won my heart. I am entirely yours. I will no longer feel any embarrassment coming before you in any manner. If you say so, I can even discard this costume right now."

Karan smiled and said to Sanjana:

Karan : "Careful now! Do not do any such thing. Do not test my patience to such an extreme. After all, I am made of fragile clay as well. What if my resolve wavers, and the solemn vow you gave to your mother breaks?"

Sanjana now felt completely reassured that she had no need to maintain any veil, reserve, or embarrassment around Karan. Unless she desired it herself, Karan would not even touch her. And after all, Sanjana felt no need to hold back from being touched by Karan anyway.

Sanjana looked at him with sparkling eyes and said:

Sanjana : "Karan, I do not know how to swim. That is why I feel afraid of the water. I am stepping into the water with you now. Now, do whatever you wish with me. Whether you save me or let me sink, I am under your shelter. If you teach me a little bit of swimming, I will try to swim."

Karan tossed aside the towel he held, stepped into the water with a smile, and opened his arms wide, saying:

Karan : "Then come, right into my arms."

Far off beneath the waterfall, Anjali and Rahul did not hear the conversation between Karan and Sanjana, but they saw Sanjana jump without hesitation from the concrete ledge right into Karan’s open arms.

Anjali immediately said to Rahul:

Anjali : "Look, Rahul, see how your wife leaped right into my husband’s arms? Looks like she is completely taken!"

Rahul offered no response to Anjali’s remark. After bathing beneath the waterfall for a while, both walked through the water to reach the other side of the cascading fall. They had moved quite far from Sanjana and Karan, and neither Sanjana nor Karan were visible to them anymore.

As soon as they reached the other side of the waterfall, Rahul asked Anjali:

Rahul : "What is the matter? Why have you ruined your mood?"

Anjali said with a touch of annoyance:

Anjali : "Well, one thing has become crystal clear to me now—that I no longer hold any attraction."

Rahul held Anjali’s arms gently and asked:

Rahul : "But tell me what happened? Why are you saying such things?"

Anjali : "Brother, the saying that familiarity breeds contempt certainly applies to me, but it does not apply to Sanjana."

Rahul : "But at least tell me why you feel that way?"

Anjali : "Why else? If you could not satisfy your heart with your wife at home, you could not even leave her alone on the train either, so what else should I say? We had decided that during this trip, you and I would pair up, while Karan and Sanjana would pair up. Yet at night, you crept right into your wife’s bed. Was I completely invisible to you?"

Anjali continued as if reproaching herself:

Anjali : "Yes, brother, why would I catch your eye? How could I possibly compete with Sanjana? Where stands Sanjana—young, beautiful, vibrant, and stunning—and where stand I—old, ordinary, heavy, and dull."

Hearing this, Rahul broke into a nervous sweat. So Anjali had indeed seen him going into his wife’s bed. Now that the truth was exposed, what was the point of hiding it?

Rahul stepped closer to Anjali, held her chin delicately in his fingers, and gently turned her face toward his, saying:

Rahul : "Anjali, tell me truthfully—if I had come to your bed and someone else had caught me just as you did, what answer would we have given? Besides, I stood near your bed for several minutes lost in a deep dilemma about what I should do. Should I come into your bed or not? In the end, I decided it was better that we keep our romantic tale confined within closed walls. Did I do something wrong?"

Anjali looked at Rahul, pulled him closer, and placed a tender kiss on his cheek, saying:

Anjali : "My dear! You are so clever. You turn even your mistakes into virtue so effortlessly that neither I nor anyone else can say a word. Perhaps that is why you are such a successful journalist. No matter. You did the right thing. But remember from now on that I cannot tolerate being neglected. I am very proud, and I believe that you love me deeply and respect me greatly. I cannot endure your indifference. Promise me that you will not give me a reason to complain like this in the future?"

Rahul wrapped his arms around Anjali and said:

Rahul : "Anjali, I will never give you a reason for such a complaint in the future. But I also wish to tell you something."

Anjali looked at him inquiringly and said: "What?"

Rahul : "You treat me with such formal seriousness. I do not like it. Life is already full of entanglements, sorrows, and troubles. When the two of us meet in private, I want us to share playfulness, a little mischief, and some spicy conversation. It is true that I am deeply impressed by your seriousness, intelligence, and wisdom. But we can talk about those things when we meet formally. Now that we have come so close, especially when we meet to enjoy each other's company, to hell with formality! Why do we make meaningless efforts to show empty respect by addressing each other so formally? Anjali, the open and bold way you speak—that is what I truly adore. And if a bit of playful mischief is added to it, what could be better!"

Anjali paused in thought after hearing Rahul's words. She raised her eyes, looked at Rahul, and asked:

Anjali : "Rahul, you love Sanjana very much. Don't you?"

Rahul felt somewhat embarrassed upon hearing Anjali's question. Where did Sanjana come into the conversation between the two of them? Seeing the flustered look on Rahul's face, Anjali said:

Anjali : "What you just described is Sanjana's nature. I am Anjali, not Sanjana. Are you trying to search for Sanjana in me?"

Hearing this came as quite a shock to Rahul. Rahul began to think, how did the conversation reach this point? Composing himself, he stepped closer to Anjali and said:

Rahul : "Yes, it is true that I love Sanjana very much. You love Karan very much as well. That is not the issue. The point is that when the two of us are alone, with no fear of anyone watching us or listening to our conversation, why shouldn't we cast aside our artificial masks and embrace our true selves? Why don't we do something wonderfully reckless?"

Anjali : "Oh really? So my gentleman wants that even after I display my form before you wearing this bikini—a tiny piece of fabric—your desire is still not satisfied? Do you want to see me completely unclad now?"

With a mischievous smile, Anjali looked at Rahul and saw that he was staring back at her with a flustered expression after hearing her speak so directly and boldly. Anjali remained silent, her gaze fixed on Rahul.

Rahul stepped behind Anjali, wrapping his arms around her from behind and pressing his surging hardness firmly against her bare rear through his shorts, saying:

Rahul : "In an ambiance like this, I don't want 'Anjali-ji'—I just want Anjali."

Anjali leaned forward, giving Rahul full room to press his firm length against the cleft of her rear. She turned her neck back to look at Rahul and said:

Anjali : "In an atmosphere like this, I don't want a grand journalist or intellectual either—I only want Rahul. I want to feel how such a distinguished person behaves like a passionate lover when drawn to a woman."

Rahul : "And yes, it is true that I don't even wish to see this small piece of fabric on your body. I want to behold Anjali purely as divine creation fashioned her in reality. And secondly, I am not here as a renowned editor or journalist—I wish to cherish you simply as a lover."

But Anjali was Anjali after all. She instantly quipped:

Anjali : "Why don't you just say clearly that you want to embrace me intimately?"

Rahul felt slightly abashed by Anjali's straightforward phrasing, but then spoke up:

Rahul : "Anjali, it isn't just about that. If physical intimacy is a true expression of love—a sweet culmination of devotion—then it holds exquisite sweetness and delight. But if physical passion is merely a means to quench bodily fire, then even if it isn't one-sided or selfish, it holds no sweetness beyond satisfying mutual desire."

Anjali smiled at Rahul's words. She felt Rahul's hands gently caressing her full bosom with deep tenderness. Regaining her composure, Anjali glanced around. The two of them had crossed to the other side of the waterfall. There lay a small tranquil pool surrounded entirely by grand mountains, its banks adorned with beautiful, vibrant flowers. The ambiance was filled with romance.

Rahul and Anjali were inside a small secluded cave, which was open to the sky at one end and bathed in brilliant sunlight. Just as Karan had said, this was a place where loving hearts and passionate bodies could slake their romantic thirst and physical desire without hesitation beneath the open sky. There was no one around to monitor loving hearts or bodies burning with desire. Sanjana and Karan were out of sight on the other side of the waterfall.

Driven by natural feminine curiosity, Anjali stepped under the cascading water, letting the cool spray fall over her as she cast her gaze toward the distant shore. There, she saw her husband, Karan, leaning over, holding Sanjana in his arms while Sanjana lay floating on her front atop the water, kicking her arms and legs in an attempt to learn swimming.


Session 3 - Chapter 5

Anjali knew that at that moment, Sanjana's firm bosom would be brushing against Karan's arms, and Karan's eyes would be glued to Sanjana's smooth, bare rear. It was not difficult for Anjali to imagine how Karan's powerful core would have risen in response to having Sanjana so close. Perhaps Sanjana too could feel the firm thickness of Karan's mounting desire. Seeing her husband engaging in playful closeness with another woman, a strange wave of natural feminine envy surfaced in Anjali's heart for a few moments. It was only natural, given her exclusive possessiveness over her husband's body for so many years.

Then Anjali paused to reflect: did she truly hold exclusive possessiveness over her husband? Perhaps not, since Anjali herself had granted Karan complete freedom to share intimate passion with other women. Yet, as far as Anjali knew, this was likely the first time since their marriage that Karan felt emotions for Sanjana unlike anything he had felt for any woman before.

Returning from watching her husband and Rahul's wife playfully interacting with each other, Anjali recalled that Rahul wanted her to simply be 'Anjali.' Anjali surrendered herself back into Rahul's arms and said:

Anjali : "Go and see how your wife is learning to swim from my husband. It seems those two have completely forgotten that we are here as well."

Rahul brushed Anjali's remark aside and said:

Rahul : "Don't worry about them. I know them both. Neither of them will cross any line, nor will they come over here. I don't know what unspoken understanding or bond exists between them, but even without crossing boundaries, they remain closely attached to one another."

Anjali : "Perhaps your wife has fallen in love with my husband."

Rahul : "She has been in love with your husband for a long time. But you love me too, don't you?"

Anjali brushed Rahul's hand away playfully and said:

Anjali : "Really? Who told you that I love you?"

Rahul pulled Anjali back into his arms, turning her so that he stood behind her, pressing his erect hardness through his shorts against her rear.

Gently cupping her full bosom in his palms, Rahul made a futile attempt to press his hard length into the cleft of her rear and said:

Rahul : "The warm moisture trickling from between your thighs is telling me so."

Anjali : "How could you tell that moisture is trickling from between my thighs? I am wet from the water anyway."

Rahul slipped his hand between Anjali's thighs and said:

Rahul : "What do you think I have been watching all this time?"

Gently sliding his palm along her inner surface between her thighs, Rahul said:

Rahul : "Look at this—the moisture coming from within you is entirely different from the waterfall's water. How smooth and sweet it is!"

Saying this, Rahul tasted the moisture from his fingertips. Anjali trembled as she felt Rahul's fingers right at the threshold of her intimate center. Against her rear, Rahul's heavy, surging length nudged repeatedly through his shorts. Anjali truly felt her intimate fluid trickling down like a gentle stream from her center. Overwhelmed with passion in Rahul's arms, she feigned helplessness, pretending as though Rahul was holding her so tightly that she couldn't break free.

Anjali said in a playful, helpless tone:

Anjali : "Rahul-ji, let me go, won't you?"

Rahul : "First say 'Rahul.' Not 'Rahul-ji.'"

Anjali said in a soft, yielding voice "Fine, Rahul Bro! Satisfied? Now let me go, won't you?"

Rahul : "Brother? You call your lover a brother?"

Anjali : "Oh really? Now you have become my lover too? Trying to entice your friend's wife? Betraying a friend is not a good thing."

Rahul : "Anjali, I am not enticing my friend's wife. My friend's wife herself is willing to be enticed. And besides, where is the betrayal here? Betrayal would occur if someone were to snatch away a person's prized treasure and leave them empty-handed in return. I haven't stolen you from him; I have merely borrowed you for a little while. Nor have I left him empty-handed; is my friend standing alone out there? Look, he too is enjoying someone's company. And that company is being provided to him by my wife."

Anjali stared at Rahul continuously. She thought to herself that Rahul was not as innocent as he appeared to be.

Anjali : "So you wish to have me through a mutual arrangement with Karan?"

Rahul shook his head immediately and said:

Rahul : "Anjali, your phrasing is inappropriate. I am not looking for a swap. Look, if you do not like me, you will not allow me anywhere near you. Similarly, if my wife Sanjana does not like Karan, she will not allow him near her either. It is entirely a matter of mutual attraction. Anjali, I want you to be mine. Do you agree?"

Anjali : "First you act forcefully, and now you are asking for my permission?"

Rahul stepped back right away, a look of disappointment and seriousness settling plainly over his face.

Rahul : "Anjali, there is no force here. Love never involves force."

Seeing the expression on Rahul's face, Anjali let out a soft laugh. Twinkling her eyes playfully, she said:

Anjali : "Oh, my good sir! Do you not even understand the language of a passionate woman? When a woman in modesty says 'stay back,' it clearly means 'no,' and one must never cross boundaries with her. But when she is burning with quiet desire and softly says, 'Let me go, won't you?', it really means, 'Persuade me with tenderness, make me feel desired, and then I shall yield.' And when she smiles and says 'I will think about it,' it means her heart has already surrendered and she is hinting, 'I am ready, why are you delaying?' If she outright says 'yes,' then she isn't being shy at all!"

Rahul burst into a warm laugh upon hearing Anjali's playful logic and said:

Rahul : "So then, what is your answer?"

Anjali smiled bashfully and said:

Anjali : "I will think about it."

Rahul immediately pressed his swelling hardness against her bare rear through his shorts, slipping his fingers beneath her swimsuit top to gently press her full bosom.

Rahul : "Now I don't merely want to look—I want so much more. But first, I want to behold my Anjali as her true self, without any veil."

Saying this, Rahul slid the shoulder straps of Anjali's swimsuit down off her arms. As the straps slipped lower, he gently pushed the fabric down, uncovering her magnificent, full bosom. As her chest was exposed, Rahul's gaze remained completely mesmerized. Despite their impressive fullness and size, her curves showed no sign of sagging. Surrounding the peak of her bosom, her soft pink halos appeared like delicate blossoms spreading around her swollen pink apexes, elevating her natural beauty. The central buds, swollen and vibrant pink, rested on delicate, textured skin that added an exquisite charm to her form. She looked like a celestial maiden descended from the heavens to enchant the mortal world—an extraordinary sight to behold.

Anjali's waist tapered like an hourglass, displaying its unique grace between her full chest and the flare of her hips. The depth of her navel heightened the romantic atmosphere. Below her navel lay a soft, subtle curve that gently sloped down toward her intimate region, where the tender folds of her center formed a breathtaking contour. Most stunning of all was the graceful curve of her lower back and rear. Rahul's eyes were fixed on those captivating lines, unable to turn away. The thin piece of swimsuit fabric caught in the cleft between her cheeks failed entirely to conceal the alluring beauty of her form.

Rahul's patience was wearing thin. He longed to behold Anjali completely unclad. He reached down, sliding the remaining fabric over her hips and down toward her feet. Anjali raised her feet one by one, letting the costume slide off, then leaned down to pick it up and toss it onto the shore.

Now Anjali stood completely unclad in chest-deep water. Unintentionally, Rahul could not stop himself from comparing her breathtaking beauty with Sanjana's. Though Sanjana was exceptionally stunning and gorgeous in her own right, Anjali possessed an intoxicating allure that felt entirely unique. It is a common human trait that another's elegance often holds a fresh, irresistible charm.

Rahul reached out, lifted the delicate Anjali effortlessly in his arms, and stepped out of the water. Carrying her to the shore, he laid her softly upon a bed of fine sand. Sitting beside her, he looked down at her bare, glowing form with such tender adoration, as if a long-devoted lover were beholding his beloved unclad for the very first time.

Feeling his intense gaze lingering over every inch of her body, Anjali blushed, gently catching Rahul's chin with her fingers as she asked:

Anjali : "Hey! What are you staring at? Have you never seen a woman like this before? Did Sanjana not show you her complete beauty as well?"

Flustered by Anjali's direct remark, Rahul replied:

Rahul : "It isn't that, Anjali, but your beauty is truly extraordinary. Now I understand how you have kept a versatile man like Karan so completely bound by your spell."

Rahul shifted, positioning himself between her legs as he leaned over her on the sand, resting his long frame lightly over hers without placing his full weight upon her. Pressing his lips against hers, he began to kiss her deeply. Anjali surrendered her lips completely to his, tasting his affection while gently arching her hips upward, feeling the firm rise of his hardness through his shorts against her warm, moisture-releasing center. Resting together in that embrace, both bodies lost themselves in feeling the heat of each other's passion and desire, completely oblivious to the passage of time. Anjali drank in his kiss with deep affection, feeling an intense, throbbing sensation arising within her intimate core. Unconsciously, her hand slid down toward her inner thighs.

Anjali was growing desperate to receive Rahul's firm core into her eager center. While Rahul remained engrossed in tasting the sweetness of her lips, Anjali gently stroked the sensitive upper folds of her intimate region with her fingers to heighten her pleasure. Rahul noticed the deep arousal building within her. Shifting his position above her, he moved his face down between her thighs, bringing his firm hardness near her lips while her tender center lay fully exposed before his eager eyes. Anjali had groomed her private area so thoroughly that only a faint, soft trace of hair remained. Rahul had never favored heavy growth and always preferred his wife Sanjana's center to be smooth and clean, often helping her groom it himself.

Seeing Anjali using her fingers to build her excitement, Rahul gently moved her hand away and placed his tongue right at her intimate threshold. Spreading her legs wider, he began caressing the tender skin of her center with his tongue. Tracing the tip of his tongue along her most sensitive spots, he sought to drive her longing to absolute ecstasy. His soft, rapid strokes caressed and stimulated her warm center—a thrilling sensation for Anjali, as her husband Karan rarely engaged in such intimate oral adoration.

Meanwhile, Rahul's long length had become completely erect and rock-hard. Anjali slipped her finger under the elastic band of his shorts, pulling them down toward his legs. She longed to see and feel Rahul's core. She slid his shorts all the way down his legs so he could flex his feet and kick them aside entirely.

The moment the shorts were removed, Rahul's long, thick core presented itself right before Anjali's face. Anjali took his impressive length into her fingers, gently stroking and caressing it with deep affection.

Anjali looked up at him and asked: "Rahul, tell me one thing. Have you ever seen me in your dreams? Have you ever shared intimate moments with me in your sleep?"

Rahul slipped two fingers gently inside her warm center, caressing the sensitive inner walls as he answered: "Anjali, I swear to you! Not just once, but many times I have embraced my wife Sanjana while imagining her to be you. Once, while being intimate with Sanjana, your name accidentally slipped from my lips. But before she could realize it, I quickly changed the topic so she wouldn't suspect that while I was holding her, my thoughts were entirely filled with you."


Session 3 - Chapter 6

Every woman, especially in comparison to another, naturally feels a sense of joy upon hearing words of genuine admiration. Men are well aware of this tender truth, often using sincere praise as a key to unlock their partner’s heart and awaken deeper intimacy. To any devoted husband reading this narrative, always remember to shower your partner with admiration for her elegance, inner grace, and timeless beauty. And to any woman reading this, know that such heartfelt words stem from a place of deep, romantic devotion.

The sun was slowly beginning its evening descent across the sky. Suddenly realizing how quickly time was passing during their conversation, Anjali looked toward Rahul.

Anjali : "Time is slipping away, my friend. Your wife isn't about to give my husband the green light so easily. My husband will likely spend all his time merely teaching her how to swim. In the end, tonight I will be the one who has to handle his lingering passion! But come on, why don't you make a move? Your friend's partner is right here, completely ready for you."

Rahul smiled at Anjali's playfully bold and uninhibited words. Her directness was more than enough to stir an intense wave of desire within him. Gently lifting Anjali in his arms, Rahul carried her back into the clear water. Guiding her hands to rest against a smooth rock along the edge, he positioned himself right behind her. Admiring her breathtaking, beautifully sculpted form, he leaned forward and gently aligned his firm, surging hardness against the warm threshold between her thighs.

Anjali reached down with her fingers, guiding his firm length against the delicate outer folds of her center. Spreading her inner warmth, she allowed the crown of his desire to press softly inside her intimate portal. Arching her hips backward, she invited him to take the lead. With steady tenderness, Rahul pressed his long, iron-hard core deeper into her delicate, tight portal. This was the very first time Anjali was experiencing physical union while standing in the water—she had never even shared such an experience with her husband before. It was a completely novel thrill, yielding to another man in the cool embrace of the water.

Slowly and deliberately, Rahul began sliding his length deep into her warmth. Because her portal was naturally tight, Anjali felt a sudden, sharp wave of intensity, though she quickly adapted to the sensation. While Rahul’s physical magnitude was nearly equal to that of her husband Karan, the initial stretch still brought a breath-stealing tightness. Closing her eyes, Anjali surrendered her mind and body to the overwhelming passion of the moment. Gradually, the initial discomfort gave way to an exhilarating wave of pure ecstasy.

Anjali had longed for this deep physical connection with Rahul for months. Though she had not formally asked her husband for permission, she knew Karan understood her heart completely. Karan had always known that sooner or later, his wife and Rahul would share this intimate boundary-crossing passion.

Degree by degree, Rahul’s full length buried itself entirely within the warm depth of her tunnel. Every powerful thrust from behind sent Anjali soaring toward the absolute peak of bliss, her entire frame trembling with the impact of their union. Rahul cupped both of her firm, swelling breasts firmly in his palms, leaning forward as he drove his surging hardness into her center with deep, rhythmic intensity. The sheer ecstasy of his movement ignited such overwhelming passion within Anjali that she began to gasp and moan aloud, letting her deep desires spill free. Her high-pitched, breathless cries were swallowed up by the thundering roar of the nearby waterfall. She was completely consumed by the rhythmic slide of his core moving in and out of her warmth, oblivious to everything else in the universe. Rahul pushed into her so fiercely that at times, Anjali felt an almost frightening, intoxicating depth to every thrust.

Any lingering discomfort vanished entirely, replaced by an indescribable euphoria as Rahul's length glided seamlessly within her inner walls. Beyond the intense physical thrill, Anjali held a genuine, profound affection for Rahul. His sharp intellect, his captivating way of expressing thoughts, his charming gestures, and above all, the captivating spark in his eyes had completely captured her heart. She was so deeply drawn to him that she had fallen in love with him. Loving her own husband did not prevent her from harboring this deep romantic affection for Rahul as well.

This complex emotion often exists within relationships. When a married partner experiences romantic love and physical desire for another, it does not diminish the genuine love they hold for their spouse. Similarly, when a woman embraces another man out of deep affection and passion, it should never be misinterpreted as a lack of love for her husband.

Trouble only arises when this new romantic connection turns into an obsessive attachment that prevents a person from honoring their original bond. Friction occurs when partners hold possessive expectations, demanding absolute exclusivity over affection and physical intimacy, where ego overrides understanding. Where such possessive ego is absent, mutual understanding allows couples to explore external passions without fostering bitterness or conflict. In fact, when backed by implicit or explicit mutual consent, the added thrill and excitement often heighten the joy of intimate exploration for everyone involved.

Anjali truly cherished Rahul, and it was this deep-seated affection that had fueled their mutual desire for months, waiting only for the right opportunity. From the moment she first met Rahul, she had been captivated by him. Seeing how he would completely lose his composure whenever he looked at her made her realize that he harbored the exact same romantic devotion and fierce physical longing for her delicate form. This realization had doubled her eagerness to yield to his embrace.

As Rahul increased the pace of his rhythmic movements, Anjali’s passion spiraled into pure frenzy. With every powerful drive of his hips against her rear, her entire body shuddered, releasing breathless, passionate moans. Had it not been for the thunderous cascades of the waterfall, her ecstatic cries would have echoed throughout the entire valley. Rahul’s entire mind and soul were focused on driving his length as deep as possible into her warm center, ensuring Anjali experienced the absolute pinnacle of sensual delight.

Sustaining physical union while standing in the water required immense physical exertion from Rahul, preventing his lower frame from striking against her rear with the same forceful impact as on dry land. Yet, sharing such intense passion in the water offered a uniquely exhilarating thrill. Anjali too was swept away by the extraordinary sensation of yielding to him amidst the flowing current.


Session 3 - Chapter 7

Rahul kept gently tapping Anjali's rear with one hand, which heightened her ecstasy even further. As Rahul drove his length deep into her warmth, his other hand maintained firm possession over her bosom. Having longed to embrace Anjali for months, the intense surge built up within him was desperate to break free and fill her center completely. Rahul longed to experience the sweet sensation of releasing his essence deep inside her inner pathway. The sight of her completely unclad form right before his eyes was driving him wild. Rahul was on the verge of reaching his absolute limit. Anjali also realized that if Rahul continued at this same rhythm, he would soon release his entire passion inside her. Yet Anjali had not reached her full fulfillment; she wanted to enjoy their union even longer. Anjali asked Rahul to pause. The moment Rahul stopped, Anjali urged him to step out of the water and lie back upon the soft sand on the shore. Rahul lay down on the sand, and Anjali mounted him with the fiery grace of a lioness. Anjali took Rahul’s fully swollen length into her fingers, lowered her body, and guided his entire core deep into her center.

Now Anjali was taking the lead in their intimate rhythm. Looking at her in that state, it seemed as if an irresistible frenzy had possessed her. Anjali drew her hips back completely and then, with fierce passion, pressed herself down upon Rahul’s core as if unleashing a wave of desire, burying his length entirely within her tunnel. With every motion, her whole body shuddered passionately. Her full bosom swayed dramatically with every movement, creating a mesmerizing sight. The intense throbbing within her center continued to escalate, sending her ecstasy soaring to the highest heavens. At that moment, no thought existed in her mind other than the intense friction of Rahul’s core within her warmth. That delicious friction and surging arousal propelled Anjali toward the absolute peak of ecstasy. The spark of passion built up within her was on the verge of exploding. As she rode Rahul’s rhythm, her breathless cries grew increasingly intense and loud. Rahul was also on the threshold of reaching his peak. Suddenly, a surge erupted within Rahul’s mind, and with a breathtaking explosion of sensation, his warm essence burst forth powerfully from his core. The moment Anjali felt the warm fountain of Rahul’s essence filling her inner pathway, she lost all control, and a shuddering wave of bliss swept through her entire body. Anjali felt as though a magnificently sweet and intoxicating explosion had occurred in her mind, causing her whole frame to tremble as her energy dissolved into that blissful climax. Within moments, Anjali collapsed completely breathless onto Rahul’s chest. Rahul’s length remained buried deep inside her warmth, while Anjali kept her eyes closed, savoring the absolute bliss of that extraordinary sensation.


The moment Sanjana dissolved into Karan’s arms, she felt the unmistakable surge of his mounting hardness. Sanjana knew Karan would never force himself upon her, but his surging core was beyond his restraint. Beholding Sanjana in such a revealing swimsuit, it was only natural for Karan's physical desire to rise intensely within his shorts. Sanjana held no complaint against his swelling desire. Twice before, she had quieted his physical heat through the magic of her skilled touch. She was well aware of his extraordinary physical magnitude. Yet at this moment, her primary goal was simply to learn swimming from him. Sanjana had often felt deep regret over never learning to swim, and a strong desire to master it had lingered in her heart for a long time. When presented with the opportunity to learn from an expert instructor like Karan, why would she let it pass?

As for his hands touching her body, that was hardly a concern for Sanjana. Karan held a place so extraordinarily close to her heart that if it were up to her, she would happily surrender her entire life for him. Because her husband repeatedly teased her regarding her bond with Karan, merely hearing Karan’s name sent a thrilling sensation coursing through her body. Strange, captivating thoughts regarding a deep physical union with Karan constantly crossed her mind. After all, how could anyone remain guarded against someone they cherished so deeply?

In her heart, Sanjana had already accepted Karan as her beloved. The physical and emotional attraction she felt for him was so overwhelming that had her feet not been restrained by her solemn promise to her mother, she might have surrendered completely to his intimate touch long ago. Yet one final barrier remained, which still cast a subtle shadow of shyness, modesty, and reserve over her interactions with him. Or perhaps it was simply that even when no physical distance exists, one cannot be entirely shameless before someone held in such high esteem and love. Experiencing a touch of bashfulness before him was a natural reflection of her traditional values. When Sanjana hesitatingly stood before him partially unclad, she saw Karan’s deep hurt. She knew Karan would never cross a line without her consent, let alone touch her inappropriately. Yet, she had never presented herself before him in such minimal attire beneath the bright daylight, making her modesty completely natural. Even wedded partners might feel a moment's hesitation standing before their husbands in such attire.

Seeing her hesitation had deeply pained Karan. He assumed she feared coming near him, worried he might lose control and compel her into intimacy. Overwhelmed with regret, Karan had stepped out of the water, preparing to return to the camp. He had simply remarked that if she could not view him as her own and felt the need to maintain a veil between them, it was better he stayed far away.

Those words hurt Sanjana so deeply that she rushed forward, wrapping her arms tightly around him as she spoke.

Sanjana : "I will not hold back anymore. I cherish you far more than my own. Now do whatever you wish with me."

In that exact moment, Sanjana resolved to place her absolute trust in Karan, entrusting her heart entirely into his hands.

Yet Karan possessed an unwavering pride. He desired neither pity, nor charity, nor passive yielding—he sought a passionate, active, and entirely voluntary surrender from his beloved. He remained deeply angry with himself over the incident during their train journey, when he had stepped into Sanjana's berth. How could he have lost his self-control? When Sanjana had clearly stated that she could not share physical intimacy with him, why had he entered her bed? It violated his strict principles. He had sworn a silent vow before her that until she willingly stepped forward to offer her complete active surrender, he would never compel her into any intimate encounter. Yet that night on the train, at her slight encouragement, he had yielded and risked his self-respect—a regret that continued to gnaw at his heart.

Sanjana had made up her mind to accept whatever treatment Karan chose to bestow upon her. If Karan expressed a desire for intimate union, she would not refuse him, even if it meant breaking the vow made to her mother. Yet Sanjana held absolute faith that Karan was a man of strict discipline who would never break her trust.

Karan instructed Sanjana to hold onto the stainless steel bar fixed along the concrete wall, floating face down on the water's surface while kicking her legs rhythmically one after the other. Demonstrating the technique himself, he held the steel pipe, floated face down on the water, and moved his straightened legs up and down for her to see before asking her to replicate the motion. Following his instructions, Sanjana gripped the steel bar and floated face down on the water. Her bare, beautifully sculpted rear presented a captivating view before Karan's eyes. He stood captivated, staring at her exquisite form.

At the sight of her bare curves, Karan's swelling core leaped eagerly within his shorts, defying his mental restraint. Exercising rigid control over himself, he tried to ignore the physical urge. Karan found himself in a profound dilemma; he feared that if his hands brushed against her firm body, he might lose his self-control entirely. Seeing his hesitation pained Sanjana deeply. She knew how intensely he longed to possess her warmth, yet despite beholding her in such a revealing outfit, he maintained a formidable grip over his impulses. Still, it was obvious that his rising hardness was refusing to obey his command.

Accepting the inevitable flow of the moment, Sanjana took Karan's hand in hers and spoke.

Sanjana : "Karan, are you going to teach me how to swim now, or not? Earlier when I hesitated, you were upset with me. Now that you are hesitating, do I not have the right to be upset?"

Karan smiled gently at her words. Composing himself, he spoke.

Karan : "Sanjana, I speak from the heart. I do not know what overcomes me whenever I look at you. I lose my complete composure. To this day, I have never felt such profound emotions for any woman—not even for Anjali."

Sanjana : "Karan, there is no special virtue in me. It is simply your profound love for me. As the saying goes, 'No matter how beautiful another's face may be, it never appears as precious as the face of one's beloved.'"

Sanjana could not bring herself to utter graphic terms before him. Hearing her words, Karan let out a warm laugh, his eyes lingering over her smooth rear as he answered.

Karan : "Sanjana, I agree with your words completely."

Feeling Karan's gaze resting upon her bare form, Sanjana blushed softly. Choosing to ignore her embarrassment, she lay floating face down, raising her legs high and kicking against the water's surface just as Karan had demonstrated.

Yet Karan possessed an unwavering pride. He desired neither pity, nor charity, nor passive yielding—he sought a passionate, active, and entirely voluntary surrender from his beloved. He remained deeply angry with himself over the incident during their train journey, when he had stepped into Sanjana's berth. How could he have lost his self-control? When Sanjana had clearly stated that she could not share physical intimacy with him, why had he entered her bed? It violated his strict principles. He had sworn a silent vow before her that until she willingly stepped forward to offer her complete active surrender, he would never compel her into any intimate encounter. Yet that night on the train, at her slight encouragement, he had yielded and risked his self-respect—a regret that continued to gnaw at his heart.Sanjana had made up her mind in her heart that she would willingly accept whatever Karan chose to bestow upon her. If Karan expressed a desire for intimate physical union, Sanjana would not refuse him, even though doing so would break the solemn promise she had given to her mother. Yet Sanjana held absolute faith that Karan was a man of strict rules and principles who would never break her trust.

Karan instructed Sanjana to grip the steel bar anchored to the concrete floor with her hands, float face-down on the surface of the water, and kick her legs rhythmically one after the other. Holding onto the steel pipe himself, he floated face-down on the surface as if demonstrating, moving his straight legs up and down to show Sanjana exactly how it was done. He then asked Sanjana to replicate the movement. Following Karan’s instructions, Sanjana held onto the steel bar and lay face-down on the surface of the water. Her bare, beautifully sculpted rear was a captivating sight right before Karan's eyes. He remained mesmerized, unable to turn his gaze away from her stunning curves. Beholding her bare form, Karan’s surging hardness defied his mental restraint, leaping eagerly within his shorts between his thighs. Exercising rigid control over himself, Karan tried his best to ignore the surging sensation. It was a profound dilemma for him; he feared that if he brushed against her firm, radiant body, he might lose his self-control entirely. Seeing his hesitation pained Sanjana deeply. She knew how intensely Karan was longing to possess her warmth. Even seeing her in such a revealing outfit, he was maintaining a formidable grip over his urges, though it was clear that his surging hardness was refusing to obey his command.

Accepting the inevitable flow of the moment, Sanjana took Karan's hand and spoke.

Sanjana : "Karan, are you going to teach me how to swim now, or not? Earlier, when I was hesitating, you were getting upset with me. Now that you are hesitating, do I not have the right to be upset with you?"

Hearing Sanjana’s words, Karan smiled gently. Composing himself, he spoke.

Karan : "Sanjana, I speak from the absolute truth. I don't know what overcomes me whenever I look at you. I completely lose my composure. To this day, I have never felt such profound emotion for any girl or woman—not even for Anjali."

Sanjana : "Karan, there is no special virtue in me. It is simply your profound love for me. As the saying goes, 'No matter how beautiful another's face may be, it never appears as precious as the face of one's beloved.'"

Sanjana could not bring herself to utter explicit words before him. Hearing her response, Karan let out a soft laugh, his eyes lingering over her smooth rear as he spoke.

Karan : "Sanjana, I agree with your words completely."

Sanjana blushed softly as she felt Karan's gaze resting upon her rear. Choosing to ignore her shyness, she lay floating face-down, raising her legs high and kicking against the water's surface just as Karan had demonstrated.

However, as she did so, the narrow strap of Sanjana's swimsuit covering her intimate core shifted slightly, exposing a tiny glimpse of her exquisite, delicate center for a brief second. That mesmerizing sight sent Karan’s heart into a complete flurry. Despite her best efforts, Sanjana was struggling to keep her body floating smoothly on the water's surface, her feet repeatedly brushing the ground beneath. Exercising immense self-control, Karan dragged his eyes away from between her thighs and placed his hand beneath her abdomen to lift her upward. Sanjana continued to raise her legs high and kick against the water, while Karan’s eyes, despite his best intentions, kept longing for another glimpse of the delicate triangular contour of her intimate region. Sanjana understood the inner conflict in Karan’s mind completely, yet she felt entirely helpless herself. After splashing and practicing in the water for a while, once Sanjana managed to stay floating on the surface for a moment, Karan spoke.

Karan : "Now you can keep your body floating on the surface of the water. Are you ready to try swimming forward a little?"

Sanjana was quite terrified of the water. Wrapping her arms tightly around Karan, she spoke.

Sanjana : "Whatever you say. But I am very scared of the water. Please hold onto me continuously."

Karan : "If I keep holding onto you, how will you ever learn to swim? You have to make some effort from your side as well, right?"

Sanjana : "I will do whatever you tell me to do. My life is in your hands now."

Karan and Sanjana moved slightly deeper into the water. Sanjana was in a state of sheer panic, clinging tightly to Karan’s arm as she tried to swim. Karan instructed Sanjana to lie face-down on the surface of the water just as before, telling her to kick her legs up and down while moving her arms to stay afloat. The moment Sanjana let go of Karan’s hand for the first time and tried to float face-down, she began to sink beneath the surface. As her face dipped under the water, Sanjana started to gasp for air. Unable to breathe and accidentally swallowing a few mouthfuls of water, she panicked, flailing her hands wildly in every direction as she tried to grab hold of Karan. As her hands thrashing wildly in all directions, Sanjana’s fingers suddenly found a grip on Karan’s thighs. Struggling desperately to bring herself above the water's surface, her hands caught the lower hem of Karan’s shorts. In her desperate panic, she pulled hard to lift herself up, accidentally sliding Karan's shorts all the way down and wrapping her hands tightly around his fully swollen, firm core. Driven by the raw instinct to save herself, Sanjana held tightly onto Karan's length, pulling and tugging against it to pull herself above the surface.

While her mind was consumed by the panic of saving herself, clutching Karan’s thick, long core in her hands simultaneously ignited a strange, intense wave of arousal within her. Sensing his naked core held tightly in Sanjana's hands beneath the water, Karan jolted in shock. Leaning down immediately, he scooped her head up and pulled her out of the water. Sanjana had swallowed a significant amount of water and was gasping heavily for breath.

Lifting Sanjana into his arms, Karan carried her quickly to the shore and laid her down on the soft sand. Placing his hands over her chest, he applied steady, firm pressure with his body weight to help her cough up the swallowed water and restore her normal breathing. After pressing down three or four times, a large fountain of water poured from Sanjana's mouth. As the water cleared, her breathing began to return to a steady, normal rhythm. When Sanjana opened her eyes, she found Karan pressing down on her bosom. She saw a look of intense worry on Karan’s face; in the chaos of the moment, he hadn't even realized that his shorts had slipped off in the water, leaving him completely unclad. Distraught with concern that Sanjana’s condition might worsen, Karan looked around frantically for help. Sanjana closed her eyes again and lay still. The touch of Karan’s hands pressing against her chest was igniting a deep, intense thrill within her. Yet, not wanting to see Karan so distressed, she gently took hold of his hand to signal that she was all right, remaining still beneath his touch. Because Sanjana held his hand tightly in her grip, Karan could not lift his hand away from her chest.

When Karan tried to pull his hand away from Sanjana's chest, Sanjana gripped his hand tightly once more and spoke.

Sanjana : "Karan, please do not remove your hand. It feels wonderful."

Saying this, Sanjana granted Karan full freedom to caress her firm bosom. Despite trying to resist, Karan could not stop himself from gently pressing her swelling curves. As Sanjana shifted her hand down and took Karan's fully erect, wild length into her palm, Karan suddenly realized that he was standing completely unclad. Snatching his core away from Sanjana's grip, Karan sprinted into the water to search for his shorts. Just as he retrieved them and began putting them on, Sanjana walked through the water right behind him. Snatching the shorts from his hands in a single swift motion, she spoke.

Sanjana : "Karan, let go of the shorts. There is no need for any veil between the two of us anymore."

Saying this, Sanjana tossed Karan's shorts far out onto the bank. Then, opening her arms wide to Karan, she spoke.

Sanjana : "Now I have no need to wear this swimsuit either. Come, make me yours. Or should I say, come and fulfill every single desire resting in your heart?"

Saying this, just as Sanjana prepared to remove her swimsuit, Karan caught her hand firmly and spoke.

Karan : "Sanjana, no! Don't you dare! You will not remove your swimsuit. I swear this upon you. I will behold you completely unclad only when you kneel before me and surrender your body after your sacred vow is fulfilled. I will never let you break your promise, even if I have to wait for a lifetime."

Hearing these words, Sanjana felt as though a blade had pierced her heart into two. How much pain was she causing to the heart of her beloved? Sanjana had tried to surrender herself completely to Karan, yet Karan remained steadfast! What could she possibly do? Now Karan would not take another step forward even at her insistence. Overwhelmed by deep grief and emotional turmoil, Sanjana could say nothing more and wrapped her arms tightly around Karan. Karan's firm, surging core was wild with longing to enter her warm center, yet it remained helpless before its master's unyielding willpower. In this agonizing restraint, as Sanjana held him close, his surging length pressed against the fabric of her swimsuit, seeking solace in her warmth.

Ignoring every distraction around them, Karan spoke.

Karan : "Look, Sanjana, understand the fundamental principle of swimming. When you enter the water, understand that the water does not wish to submerge you. Our bodies are naturally lighter than water. We sink only because we fear sinking and flail our arms and legs frantically. If you simply relax your body on the surface and trust that the water will hold you, you will not sink. After that, move your hands and legs in a synchronized rhythm. You will not only stay afloat, but you will also cut through the water and move forward. Mastering this synchronized movement of arms and legs is what swimming is all about."
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Sanjana listened to Karan's words with complete devotion, her heart overflowing with deep love for him. At that moment, Karan's entire focus was solely on teaching her how to swim. Holding an emotionally helpless and pained Sanjana, Karan guided her back into the deeper water and asked her to practice the movements once again. Gradually, Sanjana's confidence began to grow. She learned to release her grip on Karan's waist and balance herself on the surface of the water.

Meanwhile, two hours passed by. Karan looked at Sanjana and spoke.

Karan : "That is enough for today. We shall continue with the rest tomorrow."

Saying this, Karan stepped out of the water, and Sanjana, holding a heart full of suppressed emotions, silently walked toward the ladies' shower room.

When Sanjana stepped outside after changing her clothes, Karan had not yet come out. Sanjana saw her husband, Rahul, and Anjali approaching. Both of them looked noticeably exhausted. Sanjana could easily guess that Rahul’s inner desire had likely been fulfilled that afternoon. Anjali, too, appeared completely worn out. The moment Anjali saw Sanjana, she lowered her eyes. Sanjana understood at once that her husband must have shared a thoroughly passionate, intense physical union with Anjali. When Sanjana looked toward her husband, he, too, appeared embarrassed—as though he had committed a fault—and could not meet Sanjana's gaze directly.

Sanjana smiled to herself. She walked up to her husband, striving to bring plenty of enthusiasm into her voice and expressions, and spoke.

Sanjana : "Darling, Karan is not only an amazing math teacher, but he is also a wonderful swimming instructor. I learned so much swimming today."

Rahul took his wife's hand and held it tightly for a few moments. Then, without saying a word, he walked into the men's changing room to change his clothes.

Now Anjali and Sanjana stood facing each other.

Anjali could not contain herself and spoke out.

Anjali : "Really? My husband didn't teach you anything else besides swimming, did he?"

Sanjana ran forward, threw her arms around Anjali, and spoke.

Sanjana : "Sister, why are you teasing me with such taunts? Did it hurt your feelings? If so, I will never give you a chance to complain. I won't even go near Karan anymore. Is that enough?"

Anjali pulled Sanjana tightly into her embrace and spoke.

Anjali : "Silly girl, I was merely pulling your leg. I know my husband would never do anything to you without your consent. Besides, you already told me everything earlier. So why should I worry? In fact, I am actually feeling a different kind of worry. I fear that a sense of disappointment or failure might overcome the deep connection between you and Karan."

Tears welled up in Anjali’s eyes as she embraced Sanjana. Pressing Sanjana tightly against her chest, Anjali spoke.

Anjali : "Sanjana! My only request to you is to take good care of my Karan. I will say nothing more."

Kissing Anjali on her cheek, Sanjana spoke.

Sanjana : "Sister, Karan does not belong to you alone. He belongs to me as well. I will take complete care of him."

Within a short while, everyone changed their clothes and reached the camp's dining hall to have dinner. During dinner, Sanjana noticed that Karan appeared quite serious. Throughout the meal, he remained quiet without uttering a single word. Sanjana thought that perhaps Karan was upset with her.

After dinner, when everyone stood up, Karan remained seated, looking deep in thought. Sanjana felt a deep inner regret that she had turned a passionate, bold man like Karan from vibrant to solemn. Sanjana intentionally took her time finishing her meal, remaining seated beside him.

Anjali was the first to finish her food, and saying, "I am exhausted, I will sleep for a while," she walked toward her room. Right behind her, Rahul also stood up, saying, "I definitely need to rest," and left.

When both of them had departed, Sanjana sat closer to Karan and spoke softly.

Sanjana : "You are sad because of me, aren't you?"

Karan looked at Sanjana in surprise, deep in thought, and spoke.

Karan : "Not at all. Why would I become troubled because of you?"

Sanjana : "Then why are you so quiet?"

Karan : "I am unable to understand something. I am trying to unravel a strange mystery."

Sanjana : "A mystery? What kind of mystery?"

Sanjana asked with innocence, though a subtle fear lingered in her heart that Karan was troubled because of maintaining such strict self-control before her.

Karan : "I cannot understand how so many coincidences can happen at the same time."

Sanjana realized that Karan was lost in serious thought. Continuing his words, Karan spoke.

Karan : "There is a saying that if something happens once, it is an accident; if it happens twice, it is a coincidence; but if it happens a third time, understand that alarm bells are ringing."

Sanjana kept staring at Karan blankly, completely unable to comprehend his point. Karan looked at Sanjana's confused face, gently playfully held her nose, and spoke.

Karan : "Oh, my innocent queen, the first time someone steals my old laptop and a single shoe from my house, consider that an accident. Then someone follows me and your husband, Rahul. Consider that a coincidence. Then a suspicious person disguised as a ticket examiner enters our compartment, approaches only us, and questions us about where we are going. Consider that an extraordinary coincidence as well. After that, someone welcomes us at the station, garlands us, and takes our photograph. Why? Who are we—film stars or cricketers—that our photograph should be taken? And finally, a taxi driver with no license plate brings us here for less than half the price, and on the way, politely inquires so thoroughly about our schedule? Was all of this truly just a coincidence?"

When Karan saw the expression of utter confusion on Sanjana's beautiful face, he spoke.

Karan : "Something is wrong. I need to think about this."

Saying this, Karan stood up and walked toward his room. Sanjana quickly followed right behind him. Both of them walked toward their suite, lost in their own thoughts.

CR Sahib (Karan) had booked a large, two-bedroom flat-type suite at the camp long ago. Connecting the two bedrooms was a doorway covered by a curtain. That connecting door could be locked from both sides. Unless the occupants of both rooms desired it, that door usually remained closed. If that door were open, either couple could see into each other's bed. Both bedrooms had attached washrooms. The second door of each bedroom opened into a shared, large drawing-cum-dining room. Entry into the suite was possible only through that main drawing room. Only after entering the drawing room could anyone proceed to their respective bedrooms.

When both couples had checked into the suite for the first time that morning, Rahul had praised the suite and spoken to Karan.

Rahul : "Karan, you have booked a fantastic suite, my friend! It is so spacious and wonderful! The snow-covered #!m*nh*an mountains and beautiful valleys are clearly visible from the windows. I have a small request for everyone. I want us to keep this connecting door between both rooms open at all times while we are here. I do not want any veil between the two couples. What do you say?"

Karan had looked at both wives. Anjali immediately agreed with Rahul and spoken.

Anjali : "I have no objection at all. After all, if either of us feels like talking during the day or in the middle of the night while sleeping, why should we have to get up and knock on each other's door? We should have at least this much informality with each other. Besides, if I ever feel like sleeping beside my sweet younger sister Sanjana for a while, I can simply walk in and quietly join your bed, right?"

At that time, Anjali had not explicitly mentioned that if both couples desired, they could even share the same bed and sleep together without anyone raising an eyebrow.

Listening to all this, Sanjana had felt uneasy. She had immediately pulled her husband, Rahul, into their room and spoken.

Sanjana : "Are you out of your mind? You cannot go a single night without holding me intimately. If this door remains open, then do not bother me all night. Understand this clearly."

Seeing his wife's hesitation, Rahul whispered into Sanjana's ear and spoke.

Rahul : "Darling, you were the one who agreed that both couples would hold no secrets or veils from each other. Why are you backing out now? And even if we share physical intimacy, it isn't as if we will be standing unclad in front of everyone, right? We can still engage in passionate union right under the blanket in bed, can't we?"

Hearing this, Sanjana felt stunned. She had never promised her husband that she would abandon all reserves before Karan and Anjali. Then she recalled that she had indeed made a similar promise to Anjali. Had Anjali disclosed their conversation to Rahul? Regardless, she had made a commitment. Hearing Rahul's words, Sanjana had surrendered to the situation and quietly tended to her work.
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After having lunch, a flurry of varied thoughts surged through the minds of all four. Anjali was feeling immensely satisfied, having experienced physical union with Rahul for the first time in nature's lap beneath the open sky, and she hummed a melody softly to herself. Her husband, Karan, was consumed in his own mental puzzle, trying to figure out how to unravel the mystery that had been haunting him. He was quietly attempting to solve that enigma in his mind. Sanjana was feeling simultaneously happy and sad. She was happy because she had learned the basic lessons of swimming from Karan, and also because she had received the opportunity to caress Karan's core. She was sad because, despite everyone's desires, she could not fulfill the deepest wish resting in Karan's heart.

Rahul felt as though fortune was smiling upon him from every direction. In bed, he would embrace his wife, and whenever an opportunity arose elsewhere, he would possess Anjali. After lunch, both couples were thoroughly exhausted for their own respective reasons. Upon returning from the dining hall, Anjali and Karan collapsed onto their bed, while Rahul and Sanjana sank into theirs, both falling into a deep sleep almost instantly. The connecting door between the two rooms remained open.

At six o'clock in the evening, a welcome and orientation program was scheduled, along with briefing all the guests about the upcoming seven-day itinerary. This was to be followed by an open-air campfire, where drinks, music, dancing, and finally dinner would take place. It was approaching five o'clock.

Karan was the first to wake up. Quietly, he treaded softly toward the washroom to prepare himself. He glanced toward his wife. Sleeping deeply in her nightgown, she looked exquisitely beautiful. Anjali's thick hair was scattered across the pillow. Her face bore a serene expression of total fulfillment, lit by a faint, beautiful smile. A thought crossed Karan's mind—had Rahul shared physical intimacy with his wife behind the waterfall earlier that afternoon? The moment the thought occurred, he smiled softly to himself. It was quite likely that Rahul and Anjali had engaged in a thorough, passionate encounter that afternoon, considering how exceptionally friendly and intimate they had been acting with each other. Naturally, a subtle flick of jealousy arose within Karan's mind, but he brushed it aside in a single instant. He loved Anjali beyond measure. Anjali was not merely his wife; she was his friend. In true love and friendship, one does not claim possessive ownership over loved ones, but shows affection. We care far more for the happiness of our beloved than for our own.

Glancing through the open connecting door, Karan saw Rahul sleeping deeply with his arms wrapped around his wife. Sanjana was completely lost in blissful slumber in her husband's embrace. Karan moved swiftly to the washroom and emerged fully ready within minutes. He then gently woke his wife. Anjali, after all, was an officer's wife. At Karan's soft voice, she sat up immediately. Seeing her husband fully dressed, she gathered her clothes and rushed to the washroom to get ready as well.

Karan walked softly through the open connecting door into Rahul and Sanjana's room. He looked at Sanjana lying in a state of deep, uninhibited sleep on the bed beside Rahul. Sanjana's gown had ridden up to her thighs. If one leaned down slightly and looked between her legs, her intimate center would be almost visible. The gown had hitched up just below her delicate core. Shadowed beneath the fabric between her thighs, the gown barely managed to conceal her tender center. It was obvious that Sanjana was wearing nothing underneath her gown. Karan felt a surge of profound affection for Sanjana as she lay there defenseless. He had never felt such a deep, soul-stirring closeness for any other woman before. Even if he could not share physical union with Sanjana, he held a intense desire to lie beside her and shower her with love all night long. The brief moment he had spent holding Sanjana in his arms was priceless to him. The mere memory of the touch of Sanjana's body sent a shivering tremor coursing through his frame.

Standing near the side of the pillow, the view beneath Sanjana's gown—revealing the deep valley between her swelling bosom and the firm peaks topped with vibrant apexes—was enough to make one's core leap with wild desire. Sleeping deeply beside her, Rahul's hands were unconsciously pressing against his wife's full curves even in his sleep. Karan felt a sharp wave of envy toward Rahul's fortune. No one stood in the way of Rahul spending the entire night with Sanjana. He could caress Sanjana's bosom whenever he wished, press his core against her firm rear, and unite with her whenever he desired. Taking a deep breath, Karan found solace in the realization that the very Rahul he considered exceptionally fortunate was also his wife Anjali's lover. As that thought registered, he laughed silently to himself. How true the saying was—familiarity breeds indifference.

Karan felt a powerful urge to move Rahul's hands away, slide his own hands inside Sanjana's gown, and gently press, caress, and knead her soft yet firm curves. Sanjana was sleeping on her side at the edge of the bed, while her husband, Rahul, lay behind her, his hard core pressed snugly through his trousers right against her rear. Both husband and wife were sleeping so deeply that they remained completely unaware of Karan's presence. Exercising immense self-control over his impulses, Karan ran his fingers gently through Sanjana's hair, combing through the strands with his fingers, and spoke softly.

Karan : "Sanjana, wake up."

When his soft voice produced no effect, Karan moved near Rahul's side of the bed and spoke to Rahul in a tone that blended firm authority with playful humor.

Karan : "Is your afternoon lovemaking session not over yet? Wake up! You are in an army camp now. You will have to abide by certain rules. You will need to wake up at four-thirty in the morning. After finishing your morning routine, everyone will have to perform yoga and light exercise. Come on, get ready quickly. The program starts at six sharp. I am leaving. Get ready and reach the grounds."

Hearing Karan's firm command, Sanjana woke up with a start. She found Karan standing right next to the bed, fully dressed in his pristine army uniform. In his military attire, Karan looked sharp, powerful, and strikingly handsome. In her heart, Sanjana silently admired his presence. Saluting Karan playfully with one hand, she spoke.

Sanjana : "You go ahead. You must have many duties to attend to. We will arrive right on time."

Within a few minutes, Rahul stood up and rushed to the washroom. Sanjana noticed Anjali emerging after her shower. Wrapped in a towel, she looked like a living masterpiece of beauty. Sanjana recalled the day she had given Anjali a body massage. Sanjana stood up, crossed the connecting door, and reached Anjali's side. Seeing Sanjana approach, Anjali opened her arms wide, wrapped them around Sanjana, and spoke with affectionate words.

Anjali : "Sanjana, how are you? My husband didn't tease you too much, did he?"

Sanjana spoke bashfully.

Sanjana : "Sister, I won't lie. He teased me just as much as he should have, nothing more. But leave me aside—tell me about yourself! Did my husband do anything with you or not?"

Anjali : "Well, my answer is quite similar, with just a slight difference. Whatever your husband set out to do, he did completely—he left nothing undone! Oh my, your husband is quite the passionate lover! You must be having a wonderful time every single day. I never imagined that someone who appears so serious and mature like Rahul could be so intensely romantic."

Sanjana could barely digest hearing such glowing praise for her husband from another beautiful woman. Yet, there was no choice but to keep moving forward.

Sanjana : "Sister, bring your hair here. Let me style it for tonight's party. I want my elder sister to unleash complete havoc on every single officer and soldier tonight with her exquisite beauty, vibrant youth, and enchanting grace! I want to show everyone that my sister looks far more stunning than every other woman and girl at the party."

When Rahul emerged from the washroom fully dressed, he saw Sanjana busily styling Anjali's appearance. Beholding Anjali in her minimal, revealing attire, Rahul exercised careful self-restraint, bade both women goodbye, and stepped out to meet Karan.

At six o'clock sharp in the evening, when everyone took their respective seats, Sanjana and Anjali had not yet arrived. On the stage, Karan and the camp officers were engrossed in a quiet conversation. Karan had also been given a special seat of honor on the stage. Slowly, all the chairs filled up. The program was just about to begin when Anjali and Sanjana made their entrance. At that moment, everyone was so deeply involved in chatting with one another that the entire hall resonated with the echo of their voices.

However, the moment Sanjana and Anjali stepped inside, a sudden hush fell over the room. Everyone’s eyes remained completely glued to Sanjana and Anjali. Anjali was wearing a skirt paired with a white cotton chicken-kari embroidered top featuring multi-layered frills. Sanjana had styled Anjali's hair so exquisitely that Anjali looked like a newlywed bride. From the back, Anjali's top opened like a stunning blouse. The magnificent fullness of her swelling bosom seemed eager to spill past the delicate fabric of her top. Anjali's hips appeared so perfectly sculpted and voluptuous that people could not pull their gaze away from her captivating form.

Sanjana was draped in an elegant saree. Compared to Anjali, Sanjana looked like a more serene, deeply refined woman. Even within the folds of the saree, the alluring contours of every curve of her body yielded an unmistakably breathtaking glimpse. Sanjana's firm rear appeared even more defined and striking beneath the saree. As everyone slowly regained their composure, the chief camp officer began introducing each person one by one.

Karan held a seat on the main stage as one of the camp instructors. He was appointed as the morning exercise trainer as well as the nominated leader of his group. When his introduction was made, Anjali was also invited onto the stage and introduced as Karan's "better half." At that instant, the entire hall echoed with a thunderous round of applause.

CP Vijay was sitting right next to Rahul. Anamika and her husband, BR Kh##n#, were seated further ahead. The ground beneath CP Vijay's feet completely slipped away when Anamika was introduced as Mrs. Kh##n#.

After his afternoon rest, CP Vijay appeared quite refreshed and healthy. Welcoming the guests, the chief officer explained that our neighboring country was plotting to harm the unity of our nation. Because they were unable to confront us directly, they were attempting to inflict covert wounds upon us one after another. By sending terrorists into our country to kill our soldiers and citizens, they sought to spread an atmosphere of terror. He emphasized that the situation was critical and everyone needed to remain vigilant.

Certain treacherous citizens, driven by monetary greed, were offering shelter and encouragement to these terrorists. These militants were formulating plans to spread terror across various cities. Under these circumstances, military officials decided to conduct an anti-terror civilian training program to educate citizens on how to deal with terrorists and how to face an urban terrorist attack. He explained that this very program had been organized for that exact purpose.

All thirty-six guests were divided into four distinct groups, with nine members in each group. CP Vijay, Anamika, her husband BR Sahib, his two same-aged friends, Karan, Rahul, Anjali, and Sanjana were all placed together in one group. There were three other similar groups.

The schedule was set: five o'clock in the morning was reserved for yoga and light exercise, followed by tea and breakfast. At seven o'clock, a mountain trek was scheduled, with lunch planned at the final trekking outpost. The trekking path was pre-marked with clear arrow signs placed at every turn. By the time the introductions and program overview concluded, it was already seven o'clock in the evening. Over the loudspeaker, everyone was warmly invited to gather around the campfire to enjoy drinks, music, and dancing.

Coincidentally, Anamika, her husband BR Sahib, and Vijay were seated right around the same campfire as Sanjana, Rahul, Karan, and Anjali. BR Kh##n# was conversing with CP Vijay with great warmth and enthusiasm. CP Vijay kept looking toward Anamika, repeatedly attempting to express his deep disappointment over why Anamika had never mentioned her marriage to him. Yet, he suddenly recalled that Anamika had indeed tried to explain things when she said, "Certain circumstances arise in life that one simply has to endure." But the conversation had taken a different turn back then, preventing Anamika from revealing her true situation. Now, seeing that Anamika was already married, Vijay felt his dreams shattering into pieces.

BR Sahib began sharing the story of his life with Vijay. He explained how Anamika and her late father had lovingly cared for him and his deceased wife. Following her father's passing, he had provided shelter to Anamika. When their bond grew deeply personal, he decided to marry Anamika simply to protect her from social stigma and slander. BR Sahib also confided in Vijay that because Anamika was far younger than him, he viewed her more as a cherished daughter than a wife. He expressed that if a worthy man ever wished to embrace Anamika as his life partner, he would happily grant her a divorce and joyfully arrange her marriage to that young man.

BR Sahib then called Anamika over, seated her beside him, and spoke.

BR Kh##n# : "Anamika, my child, I am taking my leave now. I am feeling quite tired. You go ahead and enjoy the evening with CP Vijay, CR Sahib, and the rest of the group. I shall retire to our cottage and rest."

Saying this, BR Sahib departed. As soon as BR Sahib left, Sanjana stood up and walked over to sit close to CP Vijay.

Sanjana spoke to Vijay with deep emotional resonance.

Sanjana : "CP Sahib, Anamika desperately wanted to tell you about her marriage, but she simply lacked the courage at that moment. And when she finally gathered the strength to speak, the conversation shifted, leaving her unable to share it. She never intended to break your heart. Please try to understand her and forgive her. Look at this magical evening and this wonderful opportunity—do not let it go to waste. Both of you should wander around, talk, and enjoy yourselves. After all, you are wise enough to understand."

Saying this, Sanjana offered CP Vijay a playful smile, gave him a subtle wink, and walked back to join her husband Rahul, Karan, and Anjali. Her heart filled with a quiet joy, knowing that if these two young souls could unite and share some intimate moments together, it would mean the world to them, especially to Anamika.

As the evening gradually ripened with romance, Karan and Rahul poured whisky into their glasses, taking slow, deliberate sips. Sanjana and Anjali enjoyed tea alongside light snacks. Meanwhile, Karan's mind remained entangled in a web of deep suspicion.

Sanjana turned to her husband, Rahul, her voice filled with quiet concern.

Sanjana : "It seems there is a very serious matter that Karan knows about, yet he hesitates to share it with us. Could you please go over and ask him what is troubling him so deeply?"

Rahul approached Karan, who was engaged in a serious conversation with a few military officers. A short while later, once Karan finished his discussion, Rahul gently questioned him.

Rahul : "My friend, please tell me what is going on. Why do you look so deeply concerned?"

Karan looked at Rahul with utmost gravity.

Karan : "Rahul, what is there to hide from you? You, too, received explicit directives from the Ministry warning that certain operatives are trailing some of our military officers. They are desperate to uncover classified details about our troop movements and divine our military strategy. I was wondering whether the strange incidents that occurred with us are somehow connected to this grave matter."

Hearing Karan's words, Rahul gasped in shock.

Rahul : "Does this mean spies from the neighboring country are trailing us? Are they trying to force secrets out of us?"

When Sanjana overheard these words from her husband's lips, the color drained completely from her face. Her expressions vividly reflected sheer terror and anxiety.

Sanjana spoke out, her voice trembling.

Sanjana : "Good heavens! Were that taxi driver and the ticket examiner actually enemy operatives? Now that I reflect upon it, I realize just how terrifying they truly appeared."

Turning toward Karan, Sanjana pleaded nervously.

Sanjana : "Karan, what is going to happen to us now?"

Karan gently held Sanjana's hand, offering her soothing reassurance.

Karan : "Do not burden your sweet little mind with such worries. Nothing will happen to us. We are safe inside a massive CDN Armed Forces camp under their vigilant protection. It was my mistake to bring all this up before you."

At that moment, Sanjana held her head high with fierce pride and conviction.

Sanjana : "We, too, embody the strength of CDN. I am a true warrior woman, and once I set my mind to it, I can confront any danger. I fear nothing."

Anjali caught Sanjana's chin gently between her fingers, shaking it playfully as she spoke.

Anjali : "If you are truly such a brave warrior woman, then why are you merely sipping juice? Drink something stronger and prove to us that you truly possess the spirit of a warrior!"

Sanjana turned toward Anjali with a defiant sparkle in her eyes.

Sanjana : "What is the big deal in that? Come on, sister, pour some whisky into my glass! Let us show our men that we women are not trailing behind them in any way."

Anamika watched Sanjana's newfound spirit and enthusiasm with sheer wonder. She had already witnessed Sanjana's incredible courage on the train—in truth, Sanjana had saved everyone's lives back then, for if she had not held onto Vijay's legs with unyielding strength, Vijay would have fallen from the speeding train, resulting in certain death for both him and Anamika.

Anjali poured a generous measure of whisky into Sanjana's glass and a smaller portion into her own, topping both with soda before handing the drink to Sanjana. Karan and Rahul watched their wives' playful antics with quiet delight in their hearts, knowing that if the women became pleasantly intoxicated, the passion of the coming night would reach intoxicating new heights.

Upbeat dance music began echoing over the loudspeakers. Anamika and Vijay were dancing with their arms wrapped affectionately around each other. Seeing them together, Sanjana whispered softly to Anjali.

Sanjana : "It seems the fiery passion between these two young bodies will certainly blossom into something magical during this journey."

The warmth of the whisky was gradually taking hold of Sanjana. Swaying slightly, she glided over to where Vijay and Anamika were dancing. Reaching their side, she placed a gentle hand on Anamika's shoulder and spoke with raw, uninhibited warmth.

Sanjana : "Listen to me, my dear. I am older than both of you, and I tell you openly—never waste an opportunity when it comes your way. Life is fleeting, and youth lasts only for a brief moment. Enjoy every single second. Anamika, your husband, BR Sahib, has never placed any restrictions on you. In fact, he encourages you to mingle with Vijay and embrace happiness. He views you as his daughter and knows he cannot offer you the passionate, youthful love of a partner. So why hesitate? Make the absolute most of your youth. If your love brings no harm or heartbreak to anyone, then open your heart and love without restraint."

Leaning in close to Anamika's ear, Sanjana whispered softly.

Sanjana : "We have come here to revel in life's pleasures as well."

Suddenly, recalling the solemn oath she had sworn to her mother, a deep shadow of sorrow swept across Sanjana's face. Her voice trembled with emotional anguish.

Sanjana : "Yet look at my wretched destiny, my child! The very man with whom I long to unite in absolute physical surrender is someone I cannot give myself to. As the saying goes, 'When fate itself turns hostile, what can a helpless soul even do?'"

Anamika and Vijay stared at Sanjana in silent astonishment, amazed at how a woman who usually appeared so composed and mature was openly laying bare the deepest, rawest longings of her heart under the influence of alcohol.

Meanwhile, Rahul and Anjali were moving across the floor in a close embrace, dancing with their arms wrapped around each other. Whenever a quiet moment presented itself, they pressed their bodies intimately close. Sanjana noticed this and began searching for Karan with her eyes. He was nowhere to be seen on the dance floor. Looking closely around the hall, she spotted Karan standing far away in a quiet corner, entirely oblivious to his wife's romantic dance, deeply immersed in conversation with several military officers.

The intoxicating effect of the whisky was deepening within Sanjana, and her heart ached with profound longing for Karan. Both Sanjana and Karan yearned to melt into one another in total physical intimacy, yet the sacred vow Sanjana had made to her mother stood as an unyielding wall between them. Sanjana knew in her heart that if Karan exerted even a touch of loving persuasion, she would surrender to his passionate desire without resistance. Yet Karan remained as steadfast in his principles as the eternal  #!m*nh*las. He refused to initiate physical union until her sacred promise was fulfilled—a vow that seemed virtually impossible to complete in this lifetime.

It meant that, like two parallel railway tracks, their bodies could never truly merge into one in this life. Even though Sanjana had made it clear that he could indulge in every form of physical warmth short of final union, Karan had made up his mind not to caress her at all. The reason was simple: whenever Sanjana came close to him, his wild, surging hardness became entirely uncontrollable, overpowering his rationale. Thus, he chose to maintain a distant boundary—a restraint that pierced Sanjana's heart with quiet pain.

Anjali remained closely wrapped in the arms of Sanjana's husband. Vijay and Anamika had finished dancing and were whispering intimately a short distance away. Sanjana found herself standing entirely alone. Just as she prepared to step away, an officer in military attire approached her with a slight sway and spoke warmly.

MR Kapoor : "I am MR Kapoor. You seem to be all alone tonight. May I have the honor of this dance with you?"

Sanjana stood up and stepped smoothly into MR Kapoor's welcoming embrace, her voice laced with playful charm.

Sanjana : "Why not? My husband is currently holding another woman in his arms. But to tell you the truth, MR Kapoor... I don't really know how to dance."


MR Kapoor : "It does not matter at all. Just sway softly along with my body to the rhythm. Gradually, moving with the cadence of the music, you will learn every step."

MR Kapoor appeared to be around forty-five years of age. Due to his disciplined military routine, his physique was exceptionally well-built, firm, and robust, and his swift, agile movements reflected immense physical vitality. A few subtle strands of silver hair adorned his head, adding a distinguished elegance to his handsome face.

Sanjana : "Are you here all by yourself?"

MR Kapoor : "No, my wife has accompanied me as well."

Pointing toward a distant corner of the hall, he continued.

MR Kapoor : "That breathtaking woman over there in the corner, wearing jeans and a dark blue top, dancing intimately with that middle-aged gentleman—that is my wife, Priya."

Sanjana glanced over and saw the stunning woman dancing in very close physical proximity with a military officer. Sanjana felt a sudden urge to ask who that man was, but she chose not to inquire further. MR Kapoor possessed an unmistakably romantic air. He patiently began guiding Sanjana on how to execute each movement—when to step apart and when to press close together in complete synchronization. Sanjana, possessing a remarkably sharp intellect, quickly caught onto the rhythm of the music and began matching MR Kapoor's energetic steps flawlessly.

MR Kapoor was clearly in a deeply passionate mood. Whenever the dance offered a moment for physical closeness, he never let the opportunity slip away, pressing his frame snugly against hers. Sanjana felt the firm surge of his hard length expanding against her. As MR Kapoor pulled her body tight against his, Sanjana felt that undeniable firmness pressing right between her thighs. Yet she felt no resentment whatsoever. She understood all too well that under such tantalizing circumstances, a helpless man's body could hardly resist reacting. After all, when a woman receives the opportunity to draw close to a man of her own choosing, doesn't her own center and her swelling bosom tingle with overwhelming sensation? How could one blame a man? Men naturally pine for the blissful warmth of physical union.

MR Kapoor : "Sanjana, is your husband not present here tonight?"

Sanjana : "MR Kapoor! That most beautiful woman over there—the gentleman dancing with her is my husband."

MR Kapoor : "Oh, that is Mrs. Karan Ringh!"

Sanjana : "How curious, MR! Why are you addressing her as Mrs. Karan Ringh on your own? Yes, she is indeed Anjali. Have you noticed how intimately she is dancing with my husband?"

MR Kapoor : "Then who is holding you back? You can dance just as intimately wrapped in my arms as well."

Sanjana : "Is that so? Won't your wife feel offended or jealous?"

MR Kapoor : "My dear lady, if your husband has no objections, why would my wife mind at all? She herself is closely wrapped in that gentleman's arms on the dance floor."

Sanjana : "Fair enough, then."

Saying only this, Sanjana fell silent. Taking her words as an absolute green light, MR Kapoor wrapped his arms firmly around her waist and began dancing with intense passion, rubbing his thighs against Sanjana's thighs in complete harmony with the music. After a short while, the music paused for a brief intermission.

MR Kapoor and Sanjana stepped apart. MR Kapoor promptly retrieved two glasses of whisky and handed one to Sanjana, his voice laced with deep emotion.

MR Kapoor : "Listen to me, beautiful lady. I am deployed on the border. I arrived from the front line just yesterday, and next week I must return to duty. Given how tense the situation is along the border, who knows if duty will call me back tomorrow itself? And who knows whether I will walk back on my own two feet or return carried upon the shoulders of my comrades. We might never cross paths again. So why shouldn't the two of us cherish and enjoy this golden moment together? As they say, 'Who knows if tomorrow will ever come?'"

Sanjana instantly recalled that Karan had spoken those exact words to his wife, Anjali. She pondered how much raw truth was embedded within those words. She had personally witnessed the lifeless remains of her own loved ones and relatives, and the memory of her father rushed into her mind. Sanjana silently thanked the Almighty that though her father had suffered severe injuries in battle, he had not lost his life. With a single, decisive tilt, Sanjana emptied her glass of whisky.

At this point, it is crucial to understand an interesting aspect of Sanjana's personality. Under ordinary circumstances, Sanjana was a traditional, graceful CDNs woman—talkative, exceptionally intelligent, modest, lively, playful, and completely devoted to her husband. However, whenever the intoxication of alcohol took hold of her, her behavior underwent a total transformation. Anyone who knew her during the day could hardly believe she was the same person. Her expressions, her tone of voice, her walking style, and her demeanor shifted entirely. It became nearly impossible to recognize the everyday Sanjana in those moments. Rahul had witnessed this transformation on two previous occasions.

The first incident occurred at a social gathering when, urged by friends, Sanjana consumed a little too much alcohol. For a short while after drinking, Sanjana sat quietly listening to everyone's conversation. But as the intoxicating sensation heightened, she mistook one of Rahul's close friends for her husband. Grabbing the man's hand tightly and clinging to him right in front of everyone, she began insisting passionately that they return home immediately.

Sanjana : "Before coming to the party, didn't you repeatedly tell me that once we get into bed tonight, we would indulge in boundless physical pleasure? Then come on, why are you delaying us at this party? Tonight I am filled with absolute longing as well. Hurry up, before your mood and energy lose their fire!"

The poor friend stood there entirely dumbfounded, unable to decide whether to burst into laughter or freeze in sheer embarrassment!
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The second incident occurred when Sanjana drank two pegs of whisky and suddenly transformed into a fierce warrior woman. She began openly challenging everyone standing around, declaring that if someone handed her a rifle right then, she would charge into battle and completely annihilate the enemy lines. She then began issuing stern commands to the guests as if they were a military unit and she had been appointed their commanding officer. Sanjana demanded that everyone present begin marching at her command.

Sanjana : "Left, right, forward march, about turn!"

When the guests stood there looking bewildered and confused, Sanjana scolded them fiercely.

Sanjana : "Have you no shame, soldiers? You draw a salary from the army and yet you fail to obey commands?!"

It took tremendous effort for Rahul to apologize to everyone, calm Sanjana down, and escort her back home.

Rahul had once taken Sanjana to a specialist psychiatrist, who, after conducting a few tests, explained the situation.

Psychiatrist : "There is absolutely no cause for concern. Sanjana's tolerance for alcohol is considerably lower than that of most people. As long as she stays away from hard liquor, everything remains completely fine. The moment she consumes intoxicating spirits such as whisky, rum, or vodka in slightly larger quantities, her mind grows intensely fickle and imaginative. As long as the surge of intoxication dominates her senses, she perceives her deepest immediate desires taking form right before her eyes. In other words, she either assumes a completely different persona or begins viewing someone else as a character of her choice. If thoughts of a movie star pass through her mind at that moment, she might mistake any person before her for that individual and interact with them accordingly. If she yearns to act in a film, she assumes the role of an actress and begins performing. Once the intoxication fades, she reverts entirely to her original self. She retains a vague awareness that she committed some mischief, though she cannot recall the specific details. At that point, she feels profound regret, apologizes earnestly for her actions, and feels immense gratitude toward whoever cared for her in that state."

Hearing the psychiatrist's assessment brought immense relief to Rahul. Consequently, Rahul always took extraordinary care to ensure that no one served Sanjana strong alcoholic beverages like whisky, rum, or vodka. Whenever someone insisted persistently, Rahul would allow Sanjana to sip a tiny amount of beer, but after a single swallow, he would playfully snatch the glass away, terrified that the alcohol might affect her and cause her to spark an unexpected whirlwind. However, on that particular evening, Rahul was momentarily distracted, and Anamika, CP Vijay, and the others ended up serving whisky to Sanjana.

The intoxicating haze was rapidly taking complete possession of Sanjana's senses. She had always held immense admiration for the valor and sacrifices of military personnel, and she herself was entirely willing to sacrifice everything for her nation. As the alcohol took hold, a wild storm churned within her mind. Standing right in front of her, she no longer saw MR Kapoor; instead, she envisioned CR Karan Ringh, affectionately known as Karan. She saw the very Karan who was forever prepared to lay down his life for the country—the devoted man who had done so much for her.

When MR Kapoor mentioned that he was ready to give his life for the nation, Sanjana's intoxicated mind began to rationalise the moment.

Sanjana : "When Karan is prepared to sacrifice his very life for the country, is it not the absolute duty of every citizen to surrender everything for such a brave warrior? If he holds a passionate desire for physical intimacy, shouldn't Sanjana fulfill that longing without hesitation?"

Sanjana turned toward MR Kapoor, her voice dripping with intense passion and uninhibited affection.

Sanjana : "Karan, do not worry about my husband. Do not worry about my solemn vow either. When you are ready to surrender your very life for the nation, I will not hold myself back from offering you ultimate physical bliss. Come, I am entirely ready for you. But not right here in front of everyone. Where should we go?"

MR Kapoor stared at Sanjana in sheer astonishment. He could not comprehend who this "Karan" was, nor could he understand what solemn vow she was referring to, or why she kept addressing him as Karan. Yet, a cunning thought crossed his mind.

MR Kapoor : "What difference does it make? Even if I have to play the role of Karan, if an opportunity arises to share passionate physical bliss with such a breathtaking woman who is walking up to offer herself, why should I refuse?"

MR Kapoor : "I have no worries whatsoever. Come with me, let us step far away from this crowd to a quiet sanctuary where only the two of us exist, so we can completely melt into each other's embrace."

Saying this, MR Kapoor took Sanjana's hand and led her toward a secluded, darkened area. Sanjana responded with equal fervor and intense romantic devotion.

Sanjana : "Karan, I exist solely to love you and surrender to your touch. You never need to ask for my permission."

Sanjana followed MR Kapoor into the shadows, swaying with intoxicating passion. MR Kapoor felt as though fortune had showered immense favor upon him. Reaching out with trembling eager hands, he began undoing the buttons of Sanjana's top. Sanjana, too, was just about to reach toward the firm hardness beneath his trousers when suddenly, through the quiet darkness, a voice called out nearby.

Rahul : "Sanjana! Sanjana!"

Hearing her husband's voice echo through the night, MR Kapoor froze instantly, as if anchored to the ground in shock. Sanjana glanced around through the shadows, trying to discern who was calling her name. Within moments, Rahul appeared right before Sanjana and MR Kapoor.

Even in the deep darkness illuminated only by the gentle starlight, the moment Sanjana recognized her husband, a wave of bashful confusion swept over her. She rushed straight into Rahul's arms, wrapping herself against him while speaking with complete innocence.

Sanjana : "Rahul, look! Karan was sharing such sweet, romantic words with me. He longs to make passionate love to me. Can I please give myself to him? You have no objections, right, my love?"

Rahul stood completely stunned, staring at his wife in sheer disbelief. Looking at MR Kapoor, Rahul remained silent, understanding the situation entirely. He realized that MR Kapoor had lured Sanjana into the darkness, while the thoroughly intoxicated Sanjana had mistaken MR Kapoor for Karan and followed him willingly. Rahul knew there was no point in raising an argument.

Exposed and deeply embarrassed in front of her husband, MR Kapoor lowered his head.

MR Kapoor : "I am sorry."

Saying only that, MR Kapoor turned away and vanished into the shadows within moments. Rahul wrapped his arms lovingly around Sanjana and spoke with gentle tenderness.

Rahul : "Darling, let us return right now. We will talk once we reach our room."

Rahul held his wife affectionately, guiding her step by step toward the canteen. Upon arriving at the canteen, he ordered dinner for both of them, lovingly feeding Sanjana with his own hands. Afterwards, holding her securely like a cherished child, he guided her back toward their suite.

Along the way, Sanjana held her husband's hand, looking up into his eyes with quiet concern.

Sanjana : "Rahul, please tell me... did I commit any foolish or inappropriate act under the influence of alcohol?"

Rahul looked at his wife with overflowing affection, leaning down to press a tender kiss upon her hair.

Rahul : "No, my darling, nothing went wrong at all. You are simply exhausted. Once you get some rest, everything will be perfectly fine."

Hearing her husband's reassuring words, Sanjana walked quietly beside him like a mischievous child who had been caught but spared from scolding. The moment they entered their bedroom, Sanjana rushed toward the bed to lie down, but Rahul gently seated her and removed her skirt and top.

For a few breathtaking moments, Rahul stood admiring his exquisitely formed wife as she lay there clad only in her brassiere and panties. He then gently picked up her nightgown to dress her. Noticing her husband helping her change, Sanjana sat up, slipped into her nightgown herself, and with graceful movements beneath the fabric, slid off her brassiere and panties before sinking back onto the bed.

The warm embers burning in the room's traditional hearth maintained a delightfully cozy temperature throughout the entire suite. Within a matter of minutes, Rahul saw that Sanjana had drifted into a state of deep, peaceful slumber. As Rahul gazed down at his wife lying completely defenseless upon the mattress, he noticed her gown had ridden up across the bed, exposing her smooth, voluptuous thighs. The captivating view of her bare, shapely legs immediately stirred his core into a firm, surging hardness. Yet, as he stood there beholding his beautiful wife, the quiet sound of her soft, rhythmic snoring began echoing through the quiet room.

Moving away from the bedside, Rahul stood near the window, gazing into the distant darkness of the forest under the faint starlight, when he suddenly heard the howling and crying of wolves. He had heard the barking of stray dogs in the city many times, but this sound was terrifyingly different. Rahul could not quite fathom what kind of sound it was. Just then, he felt Karan’s hand on his shoulder.

Karan and Anjali had returned to their room. Anjali had gone into the washroom to change her clothes. Seeing Rahul standing by the window, Karan walked over, stood behind him, and spoke.

Karan : "Do you know what that sound is? It is not the cry of ordinary wild wolves. That sound belongs to a terrifying breed of hounds specifically trained by the military."

Pausing for a moment, Karan continued.

Karan : "In the military, these hounds are given specialized training. They are primarily used to track down enemy prisoners of war whenever they escape from captivity. They are referred to as hounds. These hounds are lethal, and escaping from them is nearly impossible. The clothes or shoes of the escaped prisoner are presented to them to catch the scent. If the directive is to eliminate the prisoner, these hounds are unleashed into the wild. Within a short time, they track down the prisoners in the forest and tear them apart. If the prisoners must be captured alive, soldiers run behind the hounds while holding them on strong leashes. Sniffing out the prisoner's scent, these hounds quickly hunt them down."

Karan spoke with profound gravity.

Karan : "Rahul, what puzzles me is who these hounds belong to. Our military unit has not deployed any hounds in this sector. Therefore, it is entirely possible that these are enemy hounds. If that is the case, how did these enemy hounds infiltrate our border? I fear that a terrifying incident is about to unfold very soon."

Hearing Karan's assessment, Rahul gasped in shock and spoke.

Rahul : "Karan, could it be that some of our soldiers have been taken prisoner by the enemy?"

Shaking his hands in his signature style, Karan spoke.

Karan : "Nothing of that sort has happened. That is precisely what requires deep thought. Something dangerous is brewing, and we have no idea what it is."

Turning around, Rahul grasped Karan’s hand and spoke.

Rahul : "Karan, you are overthinking things. Where would enemy soldiers gather the audacity to cross into our territory and commit such an act? Could it be that we are wasting our mental energy for nothing, and this sound truly belongs to wild wolves?"

Conceding defeat, Karan spoke.

Karan : "I don't know. Perhaps you are right."

Meeting Karan’s gaze, Rahul gestured toward his wife, Sanjana, who was lying on the bed, and spoke.

Rahul : "For now, I must face the roaring sound of Sanjana's snoring. I have no idea what kind of spell you have cast upon her, but she constantly speaks only about you."

Seeing Karan freeze in surprise at his words, Rahul smiled, took Karan’s hand once again, and led him toward his bed where Sanjana lay fast asleep, completely oblivious to her surroundings. Bringing a touch of seriousness to his tone, Rahul spoke.

Rahul : "Karan, I want to ask you something. Will you take it the wrong way?"

With great difficulty, Karan tore his gaze away from Sanjana’s full, smooth thighs and looked at Rahul with surprise. Shaking his head silently, Karan gestured that he would not mind at all.

Rahul : "Karan, do you no longer consider Sanjana and me as your intimate partners?"

Karan : "Of course Anjali and I consider both of you our closest intimate partners. Why do you even need to ask that?"

Rahul : "Then shouldn't there be complete transparency between our two couples, without any veil of secrecy?"

Karan : "There should be no secrecy at all. But why are you asking this?"

Rahul : "I believe the same. However, what I wish to say is that certain matters are so delicate that they need not be spoken aloud; we should understand them intuitively without explicit words. I am referring to the deep connection between our two couples. I want there to be no sense of distance between us whatsoever. If we are truly each other's closest intimates, then neither of us should hold any possessive sentiment regarding our spouse's deep bond with the other's partner. I feel no hesitation or discomfort in acknowledging that Sanjana holds boundless affection for you, just as you hold the same deep feeling for Anjali."

Holding Rahul’s hand, Karan spoke.

Karan : "Precisely! Anjali and I have always shared complete mutual understanding on this matter."

Looking at Rahul with affectionate warmth, Karan continued.

Karan : "Rahul, do not worry. I fully understand and honor the emotional depth, desire, and intimate bond shared between you and Anjali. My heart holds no resentment or ill will toward either of you. Both of you are my own, and you always will be. I have absolutely no objections—nor will I ever have any—to any form of intimacy that flourishes between the two of you."

Gazing down at Sanjana lying blissfully unconscious on the bed, Karan strove to keep any trace of sorrow from his voice as he spoke.

Karan : "As far as the bond between Sanjana and me is concerned, I will only say that Sanjana is bound by her own helpless constraints. I love Sanjana beyond measure. I hold deep respect for her, and equally, I hold immense respect for her constraints."

Saying this without another word, Karan concealed his solemn expression from Rahul’s gaze and stepped through the open connecting doorway to his own bed, where Anjali opened her arms wide and welcomed him into her tender embrace. Both husband and wife wrapped themselves around each other.

Rahul watched in quiet wonder as Karan, entirely unbothered by his presence, laid Anjali down on the bed, climbed over her, and began gently pressing her full curves right over her gown. Both bedrooms were fully illuminated, allowing Rahul to clearly witness the romantic warmth unfolding between Karan and Anjali.

Karan whispered something soft into Anjali's ear. Hearing it, Anjali smiled softly and turned her head toward Rahul with a mischievous sparkle in her eyes. Bringing her palm to her lips, she blew a gentle kiss toward Rahul. Lying beneath her husband, Anjali slipped her hand into Karan's trousers, wrapping her palm around his core to caress his growing warmth.

Having experienced several moments of close physical proximity with Sanjana during the day, Karan was already intensely aroused. At Anjali's tender touch, Karan's hardness surged instantly. With just a few gentle strokes from her hand, his core expanded into its full, impressive length and thickness.

Anjali swiftly untied the drawstrings of Karan's trousers, liberating his firm hardness, and began stroking and caressing his core with loving warmth. Unmindful of Rahul's gaze, Karan unzipped the front of Anjali's gown, spreading his palms over her swelling curves to play with her bare softness. Watching the romantic play unfolding between Karan and his wife on their bed, Rahul's own core began to throb with intense desire inside his trousers.

Unzipping the front of Sanjana's gown, Rahul freed her full, voluptuous curves from their confinement, cupping her softness in his palms as he began to play with them. Sensing her husband's intimate touch, Sanjana stirred awake from her deep slumber. The moment she awoke, she realized that she had committed some foolish mistake after consuming alcohol. She retained a hazy memory of MR Kapoor's face, though she could not recall anything that followed.

Sanjana felt a deep wave of guilt within herself. She understood intuitively that she must have indulged in something inappropriate with MR Kapoor, thereby causing a rift in her own dignity and that of her husband, Rahul. Had Rahul not arrived at the right moment, MR Kapoor might have shared absolute physical union with her—an encounter Sanjana must have invited with her own consent, for who would dare force themselves upon her in front of so many people?

Sanjana felt deeply repentant toward her husband, yet equally overwhelmed with gratitude that he had rescued her from disgrace and dishonor while keeping her sacred promise intact. Sanjana resolved that she must offer her husband a wonderful reward for his grace. After all, when a beautiful wife opens her heart and surrenders her body to her husband in complete, passionate physical union, what grander reward could any husband ever receive?
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However, there was another dilemma present. The connecting door between her room and Karan’s room was wide open, and to make matters more delicate, the lights in both rooms were fully illuminated. Under such conditions, if she were to surrender completely to passionate lovemaking, they could easily witness her in absolute exposure. It was true that Sanjana had already been mostly unveiled before Karan earlier, but being completely bare and engaging in intense physical union right in front of someone else was an entirely different matter. Nevertheless, while Sanjana was immersed in these thoughts, Anjali was already engaging in playful, passionate foreplay with her husband, Karan. Sanjana caught a passing glance of their bold intimacy, but she quickly averted her eyes, choosing to ignore their fiery display. Turning toward her husband, Sanjana pulled him closer.

Sanjana : "Oh my goodness! Look at them! How openly and shamelessly they are enjoying each other?"

Displaying a touch of carefree nonchalance, Sanjana continued.

Sanjana : "Well, it doesn't bother me at all. They can do whatever they wish! After all, they are husband and wife, aren't they? But I simply cannot engage in such open passion with you, and certainly not right in front of Karan."

Wrapping his arms around Sanjana and pulling her close, Rahul spoke.

Rahul : "Oh come on, my love! Why do you overthink these trivial matters? Come here. Even if we don't do it openly, you will at least let us yield to passion beneath the blanket, won't you? Watching them has already brought my core to a firm, surging hardness. Won't you offer me some sweet relief?"

Sanjana : "Good heavens! Why wouldn't I? I know very well that I couldn't grant you complete physical satisfaction on the train. There was always that constant fear that someone might wake up or catch a glimpse. But tonight, we have the perfect opportunity. I, too, hold a intense desire to surrender completely to you. However, you created a real obstacle for me by leaving this connecting door wide open! How can I engage in uninhibited lovemaking with you now? Can't we simply close this door?"

Gazing at his beautiful wife, Rahul wrapped his arms around her, slipping his hand beneath her gown to press and stroke her voluptuous curves.

Rahul : "Darling, all four of us mutually agreed that there would be no secrets or barriers between our two couples. You gave this exact promise to Anjali as well."

Hearing her husband's reminder, Sanjana fell silent.

Leaning in close to her husband's ear, she whispered softly.

Sanjana : "Alright, but at least switch off the lights?"

Rahul : "Look at how your demands keep growing! First, I agreed to make love under the blanket just as you asked. Now you are insisting on turning off the lights! Your conditions keep rising by the minute. It feels as though you aren't really in the mood for passionate physical union at all. If that is the case, just tell me clearly. I have no intention of troubling you. But if I get up to switch off the lights, that army officer of yours will start roaring at us! If you still insist on turning off the lights, you should get up and do it yourself because I certainly won't. Go ahead and turn them off, but if Karan gets angry, don't complain to me."

Sanjana sank into quiet thought. Rahul raised a valid point. She had already faced Karan's stern reprimand once before when she hesitated to step out in her swimsuit before him.

After a moment's reflection, Sanjana spoke.

Sanjana : "Alright, fine. After all, if they are husband and wife, so are we, aren't we? What is so unusual about us engaging in intense physical intimacy? Every married couple makes passionate love at night, don't they?"

Placing his palm gently over Sanjana's lips, Rahul spoke.

Rahul : "Darling! We are here on a vacation. Stop beating around the bush with sugarcoated words. If you are talking about intense lovemaking, then speak openly about complete physical union! What disaster will strike if you say it directly? Expressing it openly only makes the passion so much sweeter."

Joining her hands together in a playful gesture of submission, Sanjana spoke with her signature charm.

Sanjana : "Alright, my dearest husband, I surrender and you win! Fine then. I will speak directly of complete physical union instead of just making love, happy? So come on, get ready to yield to my body and make love to me."

Taking his firm, throbbing hardness and placing it directly into his wife's hands, Rahul spoke.

Rahul : "I have been ready for a long time, look at this."

Caressing her husband's surging core, Sanjana spoke.

Sanjana : "Yes indeed, it stands as rigid as an iron rod! And it is already oozing with sweet anticipation!"

Leaning closer to her husband's ear, Sanjana whispered in a low, teasing tone.

Sanjana : "Tell me the absolute truth... did Anjali give you a cheeky sign while bathing today? Did you not get the chance to enjoy complete physical intimacy with her?"

Feeling slightly bashful at his wife's direct query, Rahul spoke.

Rahul : "Look, darling! Shall I be completely honest with you? Even if I were to engage in passionate lovemaking ten times today, my core would still remain just as firm and ready because this atmosphere is dripping with pure sensuality. I agreed to come to this camp precisely so that all of us could come together and indulge in endless physical bliss. I cannot say whether Karan holds the exact same thought in his mind, but watching those two prepare for passionate union right now, it certainly seems so. And don't pretend that you were completely unaware of it."

Sanjana understood completely. Even though her husband did not explicitly confess to sharing physical intimacy with Anjali, his evasive words served as an undeniable admission that he had indeed enjoyed passionate union with Anjali beneath the waterfall. Yet, as his wife, she naturally wanted her husband to openly confess his intimate encounter with Anjali.

Sanjana : "Then why don't you openly admit that you enjoyed complete physical intimacy with her beneath the waterfall?"

Rahul found himself entirely speechless. He could not bring himself to tell a lie, yet he struggled to speak the truth. Seeing his hesitation, Sanjana smiled softly.

Sanjana : "Alright, let it be. I wouldn't like hearing a lie, and you lack the courage to speak the truth openly. So let me say it for you—you thoroughly enjoyed complete physical union with her beneath that waterfall today. If my words are correct, you need not say a thing. But if I am wrong, feel free to deny it."

A sudden wave of nervous embarrassment swept across Rahul's face, and he remained completely silent.

Seeing his silence, Sanjana smiled warmly.

Sanjana : "I must truly admire your stamina, my dear husband! Even after engaging in such intense physical union with Anjali just a few hours ago, your core is standing so firm and ready—you truly have no match!"

Gently stroking her husband's firm length, Sanjana added in English with a playful flourish.

Sanjana : "I am proud of you, dear husband!"

Composing himself after hearing his wife's teasing praise, Rahul stopped caring about covering themselves with the blanket. Climbing over Sanjana, he took her into his strong embrace, pressing his lips firmly against hers in a deep, passionate kiss. Spreading his palms over Sanjana's swelling, voluptuous curves, he massaged her soft warmth for a few moments before speaking.

Rahul : "Look, darling! The bond between our two couples has evolved far beyond mere friendship. Didn't we enter into this arrangement with complete mutual awareness? Do you agree or not? Whatever happened during our swim today was bound to occur. In fact, I ask you—why are you keeping poor Karan waiting in agonizing longing? What difference does it make? I know, and you know as well, just how desperately he yearns to share complete physical intimacy with you. Who is going to watch what we do? If you are worried that a future disagreement might lead me to taunt you about surrendering your body to Karan, rest assured that such a thought will never cross my mind. Place your complete trust in me on this matter. I will never throw this in your face. Tell me, is this the reason you are holding back?"

Shaking her head, Sanjana spoke.

Sanjana : "Darling! You are blowing this completely out of proportion. No, my love, that is not the case at all. I place absolute trust in my rogue husband. I know very well that you would never say such a thing. How could you ever say it when you yourself enjoy physical intimacy with another man's wife right in front of me? And if you ever foolishly uttered such a taunt, I would pack my bags and walk out of your life that very instant! That is not the issue at all."

Rahul : "Then what is the issue, darling? Tell me! Are you troubled by the solemn promise you made to your mother? If that is the case, forgive me, but is your mother going to come here to see whether you kept or broke her vow?"


Session 3 - Chapter 12

Hearing her husband's words, Sanjana pulled away from him instantly. With a mixture of hurt and rising irritation, she spoke firmly.

Sanjana : "Look, darling! Let me make one thing crystal clear. If you and Karan mutually agreed on sharing each other's wives for complete physical intimacy, then say so clearly. You previously assured me that no such deal existed. I, too, made it clear from the beginning that I am no paragon of absolute saintliness. Before marriage, I never surrendered to complete physical union, but in the heat of youthful passion, I certainly stroked the cores of two young men and brought them to their release. I have already confessed all of this to you. I also told you that Karan brushed his firm hardness against me inside that movie theater and squeezed my curves. Today, when I began drowning while learning to swim beneath the waterfall, his firm core pressed into my hands once again amidst the panic. Intentionally or unintentionally, he pressed my curves as well. In fact, for a few fleeting moments, I lost complete control of my senses, but he anchored me and declared that he would never let me break the sacred promise given to my mother. He possesses a truly noble heart, and I, too, am a proud woman of honor. I have laid everything bare before you, and it would be best if we do not speak of this matter ever again."

Sanjana : "Though I scolded my husband, listening to his provoking words has left my entire body trembling with an intense, burning heat. My center is already overflowing with moisture. I cannot surrender to Karan, but I can certainly yield to my own husband. Hearing Rahul’s provocative words, my yearning for physical intimacy has grown overwhelmingly intense. Rahul is already standing firm and ready, holding his hard length. But suddenly, the soft, breathless groans of Anjali echo through the quiet room."

Unable to resist her curiosity, Sanjana turned her gaze toward Karan and Anjali’s bedroom. She saw Karan kneeling on both knees above his wife, Anjali, effortlessly driving his thick, long hardness deep into her narrow warmth. Sanjana stood completely spellbound, unable to tear her eyes away from their passionate play.

Watching Karan’s intense fervor and the sleek sheen of his firm length moving seamlessly in and out of Anjali’s glistening center, Sanjana felt as though a hypnotic spell had taken complete possession of her mind. She stared unblinkingly at their uninhibited union, entirely forgetting that her own husband’s sleek, throbbing hardness was pulsing directly within her palm.

Rahul had previously shown her a few explicit videos, but this was the very first time Sanjana was witnessing live physical union between a man and a woman in real time. Watching those videos had never generated such overwhelming excitement within her as seeing her dear mentor and friend, Karan, making passionate love to her beloved sister-like companion, Anjali. Every fiber of Sanjana’s being shivered with electric thrills at the sight of this real, breathing spectacle.

Sanjana observed that whenever Karan drove his massive hardness deep inside Anjali’s tight warmth, poor Anjali’s entire frame trembled beneath his weight. Seeing Sanjana watching their intimacy in absolute enchantment, Rahul gently nudged her.

Rahul : "You were so hesitant to let them watch us make love, yet you show no hesitation whatsoever in watching them so attentively! Tell me, if you can watch their intimate union, why shouldn't they be allowed to watch yours? Where is the fairness in that?"

Forcing her gaze away from Karan’s firm length, Sanjana turned toward her husband and smiled softly.

Sanjana : "You men are truly shameless! Look at you—neither do you feel any hesitation in watching Karan and Anjali make love, nor does Karan feel any embarrassment in making love to his wife right before our eyes."

Rahul : "Darling, tell me one thing. Don't we all know that nearly every man makes love to his wife every single night? Doesn't every woman surrender her body to her husband when night falls? When this truth is clear to everyone, what harm is there if we engage in passionate union with our own spouses right before our closest companions? You were the one who promised that there would be no secrecy or barriers between you, Anjali, and Karan. You even promised Anjali that if Karan ever touched your body, you wouldn't resist. Then why should it bother you when a husband and wife engage in intimate lovemaking?"

Sanjana’s eyes involuntarily drifted back toward Karan and Anjali. This time, she noticed that Karan, too, was looking straight at her. Sanjana found herself caught between a blush and a smile. As Karan continued driving his firm hardness into his wife’s warmth, he met Sanjana's gaze and offered her a serene, gentle smile.

Sanjana felt a subtle hint of longing behind his calm expression. She sensed that deep down, Karan might be wishing that he were making love to Rahul’s beautiful wife, Sanjana, instead of his own spouse. The mere thought sent a shiver straight through her spine.

With every deep thrust of Karan’s length entering Anjali’s tight warmth, a soft, breathless groan escaped Anjali’s lips. It was clear to Sanjana that Anjali was enduring a exquisite blend of sweet pain and intense physical bliss. Sanjana wondered what that sweet pain would feel like—a sensation she would only discover if she ever surrendered her body to Karan.

Yet, deep within her heart, Sanjana knew that such a union was impossible in this lifetime. Anjali, too, appeared utterly intoxicated while receiving her husband’s formidable hardness. Sanjana found herself admiring not only her husband's stamina but also Anjali's remarkable endurance. It was already a proven fact that Rahul had engaged in passionate union with Anjali that very afternoon, and Sanjana knew how intense and demanding her husband could be when making love—he could take a woman to the absolute brink of exhaustion.

Sanjana was well aware that Anjali possessed an exceptionally tight, delicate entrance. For Anjali to surrender to Karan's thick length right after her passionate encounter with Rahul proved her incredible capacity for pleasure and pain.

Deep in thought, Sanjana realized that her husband was right after all. Every woman surrenders to her husband, and every man makes love to his wife almost every night. It was a universal truth known to the world, even if left unsaid. Karan knew exactly how Rahul made love to Sanjana. In fact, during that train ride, even if Karan had not seen them beneath the blanket, he must have felt their rhythmic movements.

Since Sanjana was watching Karan and Anjali’s intimacy without any inhibition, she had no right to hide her own lovemaking from them. Didn't they deserve the same right to witness her physical union? Sanjana had no counter-argument left.

Conceding defeat at last, she leaned in and whispered into her husband's ear.

Sanjana : "Rahul, it is completely useless arguing with you! Look, I am your wife. Protecting my honor and dignity is your sacred duty. If you yourself put my modesty on display, where am I supposed to go?"

Rahul smiled softly to himself. He realized that for the very first time tonight, his wife, Sanjana, was mentally preparing herself to step further into the realm of shared intimacy. Spreading a soft blanket over Sanjana, Rahul gently pulled off her gown.

Rahul : "Have you ever felt, even for a moment, that Karan, Anjali, or I disrespect you in any way? Do you truly believe that if I make love to you now, your honor will diminish in our eyes? My love, we are husband and wife. When we yield to passionate union, how could your dignity ever be compromised?"

Sanjana offered no response to her husband's words, knowing well that he would easily win any logical debate. Watching the uninhibited passion between Karan and Anjali had already ignited a burning desire within her. Witnessing their bold intimacy had lessened her bashfulness, yet as a proud woman, she felt her husband ought to persuade her a little more before she yielded completely. She needed to maintain the subtle pretense that she was merely submitting to her husband’s persistent desire.

While Sanjana was caught in this internal dilemma, Karan’s breathless, deep voice broke through the quiet room.

Karan : "Rahul and Sanjana, stop talking so much and get down to business! We must wake up early at four in the morning tomorrow to reach the training grounds by five."

Sanjana glanced toward Karan’s bed and saw him making love to Anjali with absolute vigor and passion, clearly approaching the peak of their encounter. Karan drove his firm length relentlessly into Anjali’s warmth, filling the entire room with the rhythmic, wet sounds of their intense collision.

Every time Karan’s full length buried itself inside Anjali’s center, his firm frame slapped against her softness, producing a sharp sound accompanied by Anjali’s breathy groans and Karan’s deep, rhythmic grunts.

The sheer intensity of their movement caused the heavy wooden bed to sway rhythmically. Sanjana watched as Anjali’s gorgeous, full curves bounced wildly beneath Karan’s powerful thrusts, like delicate leaves caught in a surging storm.

Hearing Karan's warning, Rahul spread his wife Sanjana's legs and, using his fingers, gently parted the folds of her center to align his hardness against her intimate threshold. Sanjana reached down between her legs, guiding her husband's core with her fingers, and arched her hips upward, signaling him to begin their passionate union. As Rahul commenced the rhythm, every steady push allowed his core to slowly carve its path deeper into his wife's warm center.

Today, Rahul was blessed with the magnificent opportunity to share intimate passion with two captivating women. Their warm centers offered delightfully contrasting sensations. Anjali's warmth was exceptionally tight, whereas his wife Sanjana's center was lush, moist, and soft, allowing his hardness to slide inside with fluid ease. Anjali's tight hold squeezed his core with a constant, alternating pressure, filling his mind with wild excitement and thrilling passion throughout their lovemaking.

Yet, Sanjana's center possessed a unique allure of its own. Being so yielding and velvety, it granted him exquisite pleasure as he made love to her. His core remained completely bathed in her sweet moisture, even as her intimate walls embraced him firmly in a velvety grip. Above all, Rahul derived the greatest joy during their physical union from watching the expressions on Sanjana's face.

Whenever she yielded to his passion, Sanjana became so completely consumed by the ecstasy of the moment that nothing in the outside world existed for her beyond the sensation overflowing within her center. For any man, making love becomes infinitely more exhilarating when a woman surrenders with wholehearted delight. If a woman remains passive and detached during lovemaking, a man's pleasure naturally fades away.

When making love, Sanjana would roar with passion like a lioness. The fiery sensation of absolute intimacy spread through every fiber of her being. When a man yields to passion with a woman and she genuinely embraces that ecstasy, the man derives profound fulfillment. Nearly every man holds the deep desire for his partner to fully enjoy their physical union. When a woman surrenders to the moment and her intense joy shines clearly upon her face, it doubles the man's delight, making him feel that their physical union has achieved its true purpose. Sanjana possessed that exact enchanting quality. Whenever Rahul made love to her, such a captivating expression of ecstasy and desire illuminated her face that Rahul's happiness multiplied tenfold. His manhood felt completely affirmed, knowing his lovemaking provided his partner with such exquisite joy. Often, many women hold back their true feelings, leaving a man uncertain whether he is truly bringing her complete delight.

Meanwhile, Anjali’s soft groans echoed through the illuminated room. The rhythm of her breath made it clear that she was rapidly approaching the peak of her ecstasy. Soon, Karan’s deep voice joined hers. Gripping Anjali’s voluptuous curves firmly, Karan narrowed his eyes, driving his thick length deep into her tight center as he spoke.

Karan : "Anjali... ahh... how wonderfully tight your warmth holds me... ahh... ohhh..."

With those breathless words, a powerful surge released from Karan’s length deep into Anjali’s intimate threshold. At that very moment, a soft, breathless gasp escaped Anjali's lips.

Anjali : "Karan... amazing! How passionately you make love to me... ohhh... ahhh... good heavens..."

Within moments, both husband and wife collapsed onto the bed in absolute exhaustion. Sanjana watched as Karan’s warm release spilled out from Anjali’s center. The volume of his release was so overwhelming that her delicate warmth could not hold it all. A sudden wave of intense realization swept through Sanjana. If Karan were ever given the opportunity to make love to her, such an immense release could easily leave her pregnant.

On the other bed, Rahul was busily driving his firm length into Sanjana's warm center. He had initially covered her beneath the soft blanket. Having shed all their clothes, both bare bodies were completely immersed in granting each other boundless delight. Sanjana was determined to offer her husband even greater pleasure than Anjali had provided, well aware that Rahul had engaged in passionate union with Anjali earlier that very afternoon.

Rahul accelerated his rhythmic pace. Seeing the shifting expressions of intense ecstasy upon Sanjana’s face, his passion surged to new heights. As Rahul drove his hips forward with wild vigor, the covering blanket slipped away, leaving both Sanjana and Rahul fully exposed in complete, uninhibited union right before Karan and Anjali.

Sanjana’s eyes remained tightly closed, unaware that her bare body was on full display while yielding to her husband's intense lovemaking. Seeing Sanjana completely bare for the very first time, Karan stood utterly spellbound. Although her full curves were partially obscured beneath Rahul’s frame, Karan felt an irresistible urge to gaze upon the elegant curve of her waist and her smooth hips beneath Rahul’s moving form. Sanjana’s perfectly sculpted bare thighs appeared breathtakingly beautiful.

Taking a deep breath, Karan reluctantly averted his gaze from Sanjana’s bare beauty. Caught up in the fiery rhythm as she arched her hips to match Rahul’s rapid thrusts, how could Sanjana know that Karan and Anjali were admiring her intimate encounter with warm affection?

Just as Rahul reached the absolute brink of his peak release, Sanjana opened her eyes. To her surprise, she noticed that the blanket covering them had slipped off, and both Karan and Anjali were quietly watching her and her husband’s passionate union with sweet affection. Yet, at that moment, Sanjana felt no shame or sense of embarrassment. After all, physical union is the sacred nature of man and woman, a deep instinct granted by the divine. How could a man live without a woman? The presence of a woman is essential to sustain the world, and surrendering in passion to one's beloved partner is a woman's true blessing.

Gathering her courage, Sanjana met Karan’s and Anjali’s gazes directly and offered a soft, warm smile. It was the very first time Sanjana accepted physical lovemaking with such natural ease and freedom. Karan offered her a reassuring wink, signaling that there was nothing to worry about. This gave Sanjana the comforting assurance that watching her engage in intimate lovemaking had not diminished Karan's respect for her in the slightest. Anjali, who lay exhausted after her own intense union, blew a sweet kiss through the air, honoring Sanjana’s uninhibited surrender to passion.

Even while engaged in lovemaking with Rahul, the terrifying howling of those wild dogs echoed faintly in the distance. When Sanjana asked Rahul about the sound, he explained the conversation he had shared with Karan.

Rahul : "Karan suspects that the enemy or terrorists might have deployed specialized wild dogs—referred to as hounds in English—for a specific operation. He fears that some terrifying incident might occur over the next two or three days. However, I feel Karan is blowing things out of proportion. I don't believe the enemy possesses the audacity to infiltrate our borders and capture our men. That sound could easily belong to ordinary wild wolves."
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The story continues in the next Part...
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