
        
            
                
            
        

    
Copyright ©

| 2026 by Just Like You | All rights reserved |

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission from the author. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is purely coincidental.

Cover Design © 2026 by Just Like You

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

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

For rights and permissions and any quarry please contact,

Contact:  Justlikeyou1016@gmail.com`

Other Books

The Art of Female Pleasure: Positions, Longevity, and Deep Connection 

Seduced by the Shemale Coach: A Passionate Relation Between Woman and Shemale 

A Wife for One, A Desire for Many: A forbidden romance that dares to explore the price of desire (2025 )

Wife for a Winner: A Steamy Tale of Marital Competition

Crossing the Line: An Age Gap Romance with My Son's Best Friend

Fatal Desire : The Heart Snatcher (Horror Story Collections)

The Worker’s Touch: A Forbidden Mature Romance

Wife for a Winner 2: A Steamy Tale of Marital Competition

The Servant's Lustful Grip: Training My Master's Daughter (Part 1)

The Thirsty Professor : Elena Brooks (First Edition)

For rights and permissions, contact: Justlikeyou1016@gmail.com`

For any quarry and suggestion for the next part  Please provide Suggestion through Link or through Mail

Email : justlikeyou1016@gmail.com

Link : 🔗Provide Suggestions🔗

https://forms.gle/irCTZkMrdx6NCdCe9


Disclaimer

Swapping Hearts : Shadows of Passion (2nd 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 Swapping Hearts : Shadows of Passion (2nd Edition), I would be truly grateful if you could take a moment to share your honest review on Amazon Kindle. Your reviews help other readers discover the book and mean a lot to me as an author.




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

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

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

This erotic romance novel explores themes of desire, marital trust, mentorship, and consensual boundary-pushing within two neighboring couples in an army housing colony. At its heart is the story of Sanjana Yadavan, a beautiful, graceful, fitness-conscious English teacher in her early thirties, and her husband Rahul Yadavan, a respected government affairs journalist specializing in national security. The couple shares a loving but routine marriage that has lost some of its early passion due to busy careers and family life. Sanjana, from a proud traditional family with military roots, maintains a youthful appearance and carries herself with elegance and quiet dignity.Their lives change when they move into a rented house opposite Colonel CR Karan (affectionately called KD ji), a highly decorated, charismatic, and physically imposing army commando officer, and his bold, open-minded wife Anjali, a Political Science teacher.

The initial meeting occurs comically when Rahul absentmindedly blocks Karan's garage. Sanjana's warm hospitality and radiant beauty immediately captivate Karan, softening his irritation. What begins as neighborly acquaintance deepens through shared conversations and mutual admiration. A turning point comes with the sudden death of Sanjana's father, a retired army officer. Karan offers profound emotional support, comforting the grieving Sanjana in the kitchen with words of strength, honor, and legacy drawn from military life. This moment forges a deeper bond. Later, when Sanjana struggles with mathematics for her B.Ed. exams, Karan—revealed as a mathematics expert—agrees to tutor her every Sunday. Rahul playfully teases his wife about Karan's interest, while encouraging her to accept the mentorship. During lessons, Karan’s praise turns physical: embraces, caresses, and playful pinches that blur professional and intimate lines. Sanjana confides in Rahul, who reassures her that such affection from a dedicated mentor is natural and should be embraced, subtly planting seeds of fantasy involving Karan. The narrative interweaves flashbacks to Karan and Anjali’s passionate origin story. Anjali, drawn to Karan’s reputation and presence, boldly propositions him at a club, leading to an intense, explicit first intimate encounter that marks her transformation and their eventual marriage. Anjali explicitly promises Karan freedom to pursue other women, even offering to facilitate it, establishing their open dynamic. A pivotal group outing to a sensual foreign film titled "Husband, Wife, and Neighbor" escalates desires. Sanjana wears a revealing short skirt and blouse at Rahul’s insistence. In the crowded metro and dark theater, physical proximity leads to bold touching: Karan’s hand guides Sanjana’s to his arousal while Rahul intimately caresses Anjali. The film’s explicit scenes of passion, infidelity, and reconciliation mirror and fuel their real-time explorations.

The evening ends with charged silence but mutual acknowledgment of crossed boundaries. Sanjana’s extraordinary success—topping the university in mathematics, with her photo and Karan’s mentorship featured in the media—brings celebration and public praise. Karan’s pride is overwhelming. Anjali, noticing her husband’s deep fixation on Sanjana, initiates an intimate conversation with her. In a bold, uninhibited bedroom scene, Anjali (fresh from bathing, wrapped in a towel) opens up about her marriage, past boldness, and Karan’s desire for Sanjana. She confesses her own attraction to Rahul and the theater intimacies. This leads to tender, exploratory physical closeness between the two women—caresses, kisses, and shared vulnerability—further dissolving inhibitions. The story portrays a slow-burn awakening of forbidden desires within a framework of trust, consent, and mutual encouragement. Rahul and Karan both exhibit openness to sharing, while Sanjana grapples with guilt, tradition, and emerging arousal. Anjali acts as a catalyst, embracing her role in facilitating connections. Themes of mentorship evolving into passion, the thrill of novelty after marital routine, military honor intertwined with personal sensuality, and the fluidity of modern relationships dominate. Through vivid, explicit descriptions of physical intimacy, emotional dialogues, and internal monologues, the novel examines how admiration, gratitude, and proximity can ignite deeper longings. It emphasizes that all characters are consenting adults and frames the narrative as pure fantasy. The book ends on a suspenseful note, questioning whether Sanjana will fully succumb to the temptations offered by Karan, with Anjali’s active support, setting the stage for further exploration in potential sequels.


Character Introductions

Sanjana Yadavan : A beautiful and principled $a!pu$ woman, married to Rahul. She is a college teacher who is deeply attracted to Karan Ji but bound by a vow to her late mother.

Rahul Yadavan : Sanjana’s husband and a defense journalist. Open-minded and flirtatious, he encourages partner swapping and is strongly attracted to Anjali.

Anjali : Karan Ji’s bold and sensual wife. Sanjana’s close friend (Sis) who openly desires Rahul and pushes for intimate sharing between the couples.

CR Karan Ringh (Karan Ji) : A tall, muscular, and passionate Army CR, Anjali’s husband. He is Sanjana’s mentor and is intensely infatuated with her.

Anamika Kh*n*na : A young, strikingly beautiful and voluptuous woman. Married to elderly Brigadier Kh*n*na, she develops a passionate connection with CP Gaurav on the train.

CP Gaurav : A handsome, brave, and athletic young Army CP. He falls deeply for Anamika and heroically risks his life to save her during a train accident.

Brigadier Kh*n*na : An elderly retired senior army officer, Anamika’s husband. Loving and understanding despite the age gap, he subtly allows Anamika freedom to explore her desires.


Swapping Hearts : Shadows of Passion (2nd Edition)


Session 2 - Chapter  1

Sanjana looked at Anjali in utter astonishment. Anjali guided Sanjana's hand, placing it gently over her intimate core. Sanjana could feel the warm arousal already slicking Anjali’s center. The last remaining walls of Sanjana’s hesitation and modesty began to crumble, and a surge of desire overwhelmed her self-control. Reaching out, Sanjana pulled away the towel resting near Anjali, softly leaning down to kiss and tease her sensitive breasts.

Sanjana : "Sis, tell me the truth... Last night, Karan Ji and you lost yourselves in absolute passion, didn't you?"

Anjali stroked Sanjana’s full breasts, lightly pinching her hardened peaks between her fingers as she smiled softly.

Anjali : "Silly girl, don't use such distant words. Just ask me directly if Karan Ji made love to me with everything he had. And yes... he completely drove me wild with his intensity. I can barely describe it! That is why I have been so exhausted all morning. When he takes me like that—I swear—even after all these years, it feels intoxicating. No one can match his passion. But tell me, how does Rahul take care of you in bed?"

Sanjana hesitated for a moment upon hearing Anjali’s blunt openness. However, by now, she was feeling entirely relaxed and at ease.

Sanjana : "Sis, I still feel a bit shy, but since I promised you, I will be completely open. Rahul is also a true master when it comes to making love. I don't know if his length matches Karan Ji's, but it is certainly quite impressive. The best part is, whenever he takes me, he doesn't stop until he brings me to a breathless, shattering climax."

Anjali looked at Sanjana in pleasant surprise and grinned.

Anjali : "Is that so? That means Rahul Ji is no less than CR Sahab himself."

Sanjana : "Sis, you were saying your body feels sore. Why don't you lie down now? Let me give you a nice, soothing massage."

Hearing Sanjana's affectionate offer, Anjali’s face lit up with pleasure.

Anjali : "Yes, sister... A little tension release would feel wonderful. I was thinking of asking you for a massage, but I was hesitating."

Sanjana playfully feigned annoyance, teasing her gently.

Sanjana : "Go on, I am not talking to you! On one hand, you call me your younger sister, and on the other, you hesitate over such a small thing? Look, Sis... the way you have placed your complete trust in me..."

Sanjana gestured softly toward Anjali’s exposed form before continuing.

Sanjana : "...we are no longer just friends or sisters. We share a bond far deeper than any title. Hesitating over something so small just doesn't suit you, Sis."

Anjali looked at Sanjana and offered an affectionate smile.

Anjali : "Forgive me, sister. I didn't think of it that way, but you are right. I won't hesitate again."

Sanjana : "Now, quietly lie down on your stomach."

Anjali obediently lay face down on the bed like a submissive child. As she did, Sanjana’s eyes were immediately drawn to Anjali’s alluring hips, the smooth curve of her bottom, and the delicate crease between them. Sanjana found herself completely captivated. Anjali’s body was mesmerising from behind—her slender waist tapered down before sweeping into the breathtaking fullness of her hips. The subtle valley of her seat hinted at the hidden warmth tucked beneath her thighs. Anjali’s legs looked as though they had been sculpted in perfect, breathtaking proportions. Even her calves and the soles of her feet looked delicate and tempting. Sanjana couldn't help but think: if her own husband were to fall for such a ravishing beauty, how could she possibly blame the poor man?

Pouring some soothing massage oil onto her palms, Sanjana began rubbing Anjali’s feet. Touching the firm, voluptuous contours of Anjali’s body sent a thrilling spark through Sanjana herself. She caught herself wondering—if her husband Rahul ever got the chance to touch Anjali’s smooth, bare skin, he would completely lose his mind. The thought crossed her mind that, one day, she might even want to help fulfill her husband's secret fantasy for this enchanting woman. But then Sanjana paused—if she ever set that in motion, Anjali would naturally expect Sanjana to experience the overpowering passion of Karan Ji in return. Just imagining being held and taken by Karan Ji was enough to make the fine hairs on her arms stand on end.

Shaking off her wandering thoughts, Sanjana focused back on the massage. As her hands slowly worked their way up to knead Anjali’s hips, gently pressing and caressing the soft curves, a soft, breathless gasp escaped Anjali’s lips.

Anjali : "Aahhh..."

Sanjana’s magical touch was enough to send ripples of intense sensation straight to Anjali’s inner center.

Anjali : "Are you trying to make me soak these sheets completely? What magic do you have in your hands? The warmth from my center is pouring out so fast... My legs were so stiff, but now they feel completely weightless."

Sanjana : "I have actually taken proper massage training, Sis. Just wait and watch. Hold on a second, let me place this smooth plastic sheet beneath you. That way the bedsheets won't get wet from the oil or... anything else."

Anjali pointed toward a plastic lining, which Sanjana fetched and slid smoothly beneath Anjali’s bare body before resuming the massage. Sanjana thoroughly kneaded the curves of Anjali’s rear, sliding a slender finger lightly along the soft crevice until it gently brushed against the delicate, sensitive folds hidden below. Through that light, subtle friction, Sanjana began caressing Anjali’s core. It is an undeniable truth for any woman: when those hyper-sensitive outer petals are softly stroked, a sudden, overpowering surge of desire wakes up within her, making self-control almost impossible and surrendering her completely to the heat of the moment.

Sanjana noticed a faint trace of Karan Ji’s intimate essence lingering at Anjali’s center, feeling it slick against her fingertips. She drifted into a brief thought about how much raw vitality Karan Ji possessed. Given how powerful, muscular, and virile he was, it made complete sense. Sanjana withdrew her hand, wiped the trace onto a cloth, applied a bit more oil, and moved on to massaging Anjali’s lower back and spine.

Sanjana worked her hands with such expert skill that Anjali couldn't stop releasing low, pleasurable sighs.

Anjali : "Ahhh... Ohhh... That feels so incredible, sister. You have absolute magic in your hands. All the soreness in my body has completely vanished."

Sanjana : "Sis, from now on, whenever Karan Ji takes you with full passion at night and your body feels sore the next morning, call me over without a second thought. I will give you a wonderful session like this, and in return, you can tell me the long, detailed story of all your intimate play from the night before. You'll tell me everything openly, won't you?"

Anjali laughed softly.

Anjali : "Silly girl... I actually want to make sure you don't even need to listen to my stories. I will arrange things so that you can watch us lost in passion right before your very eyes."

Then, looking back at Sanjana with a sudden, serious intensity in her eyes, Anjali lowered her voice to a quiet whisper.

Anjali : "Silly girl... watching us is one thing, but if you say the word, I can even let you experience Karan Ji’s raw passion firsthand. Tell me... are you ready for it?"

Upon hearing this, Sanjana felt lightheaded with shock. What was Anjali saying? How could any wife be willing to share her own husband's physical intimacy with another woman? But Anjali was truly unpredictable. Hearing Anjali's bold proposal caused a renewed wave of warmth and moisture to seep from Sanjana’s center. Was Anjali genuinely asking for Karan Ji to take Sanjana into his arms? Could Anjali truly endure seeing something like that happen?

Sanjana did not offer an immediate response. A storm of conflicting emotions raged within her mind. What could she possibly say? On one hand, she knew that deep down in a hidden corner of her heart, she was desperately eager to experience the thrilling size and overwhelming power of Karan Ji taking her complete center. On the other hand, how could she turn her back on her marital devotion and her proud ancestral dignity?

Without speaking a word, Sanjana quietly continued massaging Anjali’s back while sliding her hands downward. She gently began to stroke the sides of Anjali’s firm, full, and buoyant breasts. Sanjana’s intimate core was lightly brushing against the curve of Anjali’s hips. It was only then that Sanjana truly understood why men became so utterly obsessed with the contours of a woman's lower body. Simply letting her center touch Anjali’s bare hips made Sanjana’s own arousal trickle down freely.

When those delicate drops began falling continuously onto Anjali’s bare skin, Anjali kept her face buried in the pillow and spoke softly.

Anjali : "Do you see, Sanjana? Feeling the bare, beautiful curves of a woman like this brings such immense, captivating pleasure, doesn't it?"

Sanjana asked Anjali to turn over, as she now needed to massage her front. Once again, Sanjana lost herself in gazing at Anjali’s gorgeous, youthful, and breathtaking form. Irresistibly, Sanjana’s hands came to rest upon Anjali’s luscious breasts. She began to caress and squeeze them gently. Anjali writhed with delight as Sanjana’s tender touch pampered her delicate chest. Leaning down, Sanjana kissed Anjali’s bare, wild breasts—which looked like rich, ripe fruit—and began rubbing oil across them. At the same time, she gently pressed and rolled Anjali's fully swollen, dark rose tips between her fingers.

Sanjana had pulled her gown high up past her thighs so she could spread her legs and comfortably kneel on either side of Anjali on the bed. From her position below, Anjali caught sight of Sanjana’s firm thighs and the delicate lace underwear shielding her inner warmth—acting like a stubborn rival standing between them. Anjali took hold of the hem of Sanjana’s gown with both hands, lifting it upward over her arms so she could remove it entirely.

When Sanjana realized that Anjali was intending to undress her completely, a vibrant blush of deep modesty flushed across her face and cheeks. Hesitant and shy, she spoke in a soft murmur.

Sanjana : "Sis, what are you doing?"

When she saw that Anjali was completely ignoring her protest, she added helplessly.

Sanjana : "Is this really necessary?"

Anjali : "Silly girl, why feel shy with me? Is our newly formed bond going to be blocked by a mere barrier of cloth? Didn't you just promise that we wouldn't hide anything from each other? I have already presented my entire body to you just as it is, without you even asking. So come here, my darling... embrace me without any barriers between us."

What choice did poor Sanjana have? Anjali was right; she had already laid completely bare before Sanjana first. Shyly raising her arms, Sanjana let the gown slide off. Wearing only her bra and panties, Sanjana remained on her knees, straddling Anjali’s legs carefully so as not to put any heavy weight on her body. With this silent surrender, Anjali received full permission to uncover her completely.

Anjali looked at the soft, pronounced curves rising beneath Sanjana’s bra and grew desperate to touch those captivating globes without any obstruction. Sitting up slightly, Anjali reached around Sanjana’s back and softly unhooked the clasp of her bra. The moment the restraint was released, Sanjana’s firm, proud breasts bounded free into the open air. Seeing that there was no longer any point in hiding her body from Anjali, Sanjana raised her arms and discarded her bra.

Anjali remained spellbound, staring endlessly at those two magnificent, rounded domes topped with long, plump, and radiant pink tips standing proudly at their crests. Opening her arms wide, Anjali pulled the entirely bare upper body of Sanjana into a tight, affectionate embrace. The high, firm breasts of both women pressed softly against each other in a warm, loving hold.

Threading her fingers through Sanjana’s soft hair, Anjali whispered emotionally.

Anjali : "My sweet Sanjana, I swear on everything, I have never felt affection like this for any woman before today. Looking at you right now, I don't know what is happening to me. I am not attracted to women in that way—I love being loved and completely taken by men. But you... you are an unbelievably captivating woman. Forget my husband Karan Ji—he is a man, so he will naturally fall into your spell—even though I have become an absolute devotee of your breathtaking body and mind. Today, you have completely won me over."

Anjali leaned in and took one of the swollen, sensitive tips from Sanjana’s chest into her mouth, sucking on it gently while her lips encompassed the surrounding soft aureola. It was as if Anjali wanted to devour Sanjana’s rounded, dome-like breasts whole, showering them with passionate kisses, licks, and tender caresses. With her other hand, Anjali gently squeezed Sanjana’s opposite breast.

Anjali : "Oh, my sweet sister... Your intimate peaks are far more intoxicating and juicy than they appear from the outside. Keeping these hidden away from the world is a complete injustice!"

Sanjana gasped out loud from the intense wave of pleasure surging through her body.

Sanjana : "Ohhh... Ahhh..."

Hearing Anjali’s praise, Sanjana smiled softly.

Sanjana : "Sis, my chest is nothing compared to your exquisite beauty."

Sanjana kept her body positioned securely between her legs over Anjali on the bed. As Anjali opened her eyes, her gaze fell directly upon Sanjana’s satin panties. When Anjali reached out and began running her hand gently over the delicate fabric of Sanjana’s underwear, Sanjana paused her movements.

Sanjana : "Sis, what are you doing now?"

Anjali looked up, her eyes dancing with playful mischief.

Anjali : "Oh, how unbelievable! Am I not even allowed to touch the absolute most precious jewel of your delicate, youthful body? I simply want to see how breathtaking and luscious the most intimate feature of my gorgeous, beloved friend truly is."

Sanjana shrank back with a wave of deep modesty, her cheeks warm with a blush.

Sanjana : "All right, Sis. I am just not used to having anyone else touch my body—especially somewhere so intimate where you touched—so it made me feel a bit nervous."

Anjali laughed in response, giving her a highly expressive, playful, and knowing look.

Anjali : "Silly girl, get used to it! From now on, there will be many more moments where someone else will touch your body. After all, you now have my close companionship."

Saying this, Anjali gently slid Sanjana’s satin underwear down toward her knees. Sanjana shifted her legs to one side, easing the fabric down, and slipped it off completely. Both women now lay entirely uninhibited and natural before each other. When human beings come into this world, nature presents them wrapped only in their purest, natural form. Mankind often hides the body behind unnatural layers, which only fuels curiosity and heightens the electric anticipation between two people. Wrapped in nothing but pure intimacy, both women remained completely untamed and free from any barriers.

Sanjana returned to her original position, kneeling above Anjali. Reaching out, Anjali gently placed her palm over the delicate, soft swell of Sanjana’s center, caressing and pressing it tenderly. Sanjana writhed slightly, her hips swaying to and fro. This was the very first time in her life that another woman had touched and pampered her body with such deep affection. Sanjana waited in breathless anticipation, eager for Anjali’s fingers to trace her warmth and drive her into absolute ecstasy.

And that was precisely what happened. Resting her palm over the soft mound of Sanjana’s center, Anjali gently began tracing the delicate, sensitive outer petals with one finger. This had always been Sanjana’s ultimate weakness—whenever her husband wanted to kindle her desire, he would lightly caress and stroke those exact sensitive edges, instantly melting all her resistance. Slowly, Anjali slid that same finger deeper within Sanjana’s warmth, massaging and rubbing the ultra-sensitive skin tucked just beneath the surface.


Session 2 - Chapter  2

Sanjana gasped and arched her back at the sudden wave of sensation. She felt amazed at how remarkably skilled Anjali was at igniting a woman's deepest desires. Under the continuous, mesmerizing motion of Anjali’s fingers moving rhythmically within her center, a powerful surge of passion began rising inside Sanjana. Her husband Rahul often used his hands to pleasure her, but the sheer mastery and elegance of Anjali’s touch was simply unmatched.

Seeing Sanjana writhing on her knees, completely overwhelmed by the intense pleasure from her fingers, Anjali reached up, caught Sanjana by her arms, and signaled for her to lie down alongside her. Hesitating for just a second, Sanjana sank down onto the bed beside her. Anjali sat up slightly, turned toward her, and inserted two fingers deep into Sanjana’s warmth, working them with effortless speed and precision. For Sanjana, enduring such intense pleasure was becoming almost impossible.

Sanjana completely lost all self-control. For the very first time, her center was being taken into absolute paradise by the soft, expert touch of a gorgeous woman. A breathtaking wave of pure bliss erupted from deep within her core. Sanjana’s soft moans turned into passionate, echoing sighs.

Sanjana : "Aah... Oh... Sis, what are you doing to me? Oh goodness..."

Her breathless sighs filled the entire bedroom. As Sanjana’s soft cries grew louder and more intense, Anjali increased the pace of her rhythm, moving her fingers even faster within Sanjana’s warmth. Finally, with a sudden, sharp gasp of pure surrender, Sanjana held onto Anjali’s hands tightly.

Sanjana : "Stop, Sis, ahhh... ungh... oh my... I'm reaching my peak!"

Exhausted and entirely spent, Sanjana collapsed onto the mattress right beside Anjali, closing her eyes as her body sank into absolute tranquility. It was an incredible, unforgettable milestone in Sanjana's life. Never in her wildest dreams had she imagined surrendering her intimacy to another woman's delicate fingers like this. Yet here she was. Until that moment, Sanjana had never experienced such a shattering, breathless climax.

She had been enjoying intimate life with her husband for years, finding joy in their union, but over time, the same familiar touch, the same routine, and the same atmosphere had lost its initial spark of wild novelty. Today, Sanjana felt that raw, electric excitement revived in full force. The sensation didn't just stem from having her warmth pleasurable touched by a beautiful woman; the intoxicating, teasing talk about Karan Ji had poured fuel directly onto the fire. Hearing explicit details about Karan Ji’s sheer physical presence and imagining being completely taken by him straight from his own wife's lips had set a blazing fire of passion alight in Sanjana’s mind.

That morning, every last wall of formality between Sanjana and Anjali had completely crumbled away. While Sanjana had just touched the absolute peak of ecstasy, she felt determined to take Anjali to even higher heights of pleasure. After taking a few deep breaths to catch her wind, Sanjana gently urged Anjali to lie flat on the bed. Kneeling securely over her once more, Sanjana looked down at her with a gentle smile.

Sanjana : "Sis, now it is my turn. Today you have transported me to a completely different paradise. I will never forget this experience."

Hearing this, Anjali smiled softly.

Anjali : "Silly girl, what I gave you just now is barely the beginning. Soon, my husband and I are going to take you to unimaginably breathtaking heights."

The deep, hidden meaning behind Anjali’s words made Sanjana’s head spin. She felt completely convinced now that Anjali was genuinely planning for Karan Ji to take her into his arms.

Choosing not to respond directly to the bold statement, Sanjana began caressing the soft swell of Anjali’s center with one hand, while leaning down to press her lips softly against Anjali’s full breasts. She placed her other hand over Anjali’s opposite peak, gently pressing and massaging the lush sphere. Now it was Anjali’s turn to writhe under the intoxicating touch. Sanjana had touched her own intimacy before, but she had never explored another woman’s body like this.

For the very first time, while gently stroking and pampering Anjali’s warmth, Sanjana slid two of her fingers deep into Anjali’s center. The moment Anjali felt Sanjana’s fingers enter her warmth, her entire body trembled with delight. Sanjana was managing three breathtaking acts all at once—moving her fingers with rhythmic speed inside Anjali’s center, suckling gently on Anjali’s wild, full breasts, and using her other hand to squeeze Anjali’s opposite mound while rolling the firm pink tip between her fingertips.

While keeping up the intense rhythm inside Anjali’s center, Sanjana leaned in and whispered softly near her ear.

Sanjana : "Sis, may I ask you something honestly?"

Anjali opened her eyes slightly, giving a playful, fluttering nod to grant her permission.

Sanjana : "Sis, tell me truthfully... Do you truly find my husband attractive?"

Hearing such an innocent yet direct question, Anjali burst into a soft laugh.

Anjali : "Didn't I tell you already? I don't just find him an attractive, silly girl—I am utterly crazy about him. Please don't take this the wrong way. He is your husband and he will always belong to you. I will never try to take him away from you, nor do I have any desire to do so. But I am so completely captivated by him that I want to cast aside all boundaries and let him make passionate love to me. I am sharing the true feelings of my heart with you today. And rest assured, I am not betraying my own husband either, because I have already dropped subtle hints about this to him as well."

Hearing such tantalizing words about Rahul ignited a fierce blaze of desire within Anjali’s mind as well.

Anjali : "Sister, you are quite clever yourself. You know exactly how to stoke my desires. Whenever I think about your husband, a blazing fire ignites within my center. His dignified nature, his simplicity, and those mischievous eyes of his make my warmth soak through instantly. I know the spark exists on both sides. Now that you have become my younger sister and my closest intimate friend, why don't you work out a little arrangement so he can take me into his arms?"

Fearing that such a bold, unconventional idea might upset Sanjana, Anjali quickly softened her tone, gently caressing Sanjana’s hair with a reassuring touch.

Anjali : "Sister, forgive me. In my complete openness, I spoke far too much. I shouldn't be troubling you by talking about your husband like this."

Sanjana : "Sis, I already know that my husband is completely smitten with you. And I don't view it as wrong at all. Who wouldn't lose their heart over a stunning, dangerously beautiful, and sensual woman like you? We have both arrived at a point in our relationship where words fail to describe it. I don't feel bad at all, Sis, because I know how deeply you love your husband, Karan Ji. That is the only reason why you are encouraging me and making such sincere efforts to have him take me in his arms. What wife would ever prepare another woman for her own husband unless she truly loved him beyond measure and possessed absolute faith in him?"

Hearing Sanjana speak with such raw, passionate acceptance sent Anjali’s temperature soaring. She was already thoroughly heated by the continuous movement of Sanjana’s fingers within her center. Anjali’s breathing turned fast and shallow.

Anjali : "Sanjana... I am right on the edge of my climax!"

Sanjana quickened the movement of her fingers inside Anjali’s warmth. Within moments, Anjali lifted her hips off the mattress once or twice, gasping out softly.

Anjali : "Aah... Oh... Oh my..."

Anjali arched her back, writhing her hips against the bed, before collapsing into complete, breathless stillness. Her heavy breathing filled the room. Anjali reached a shattering release and settled into a quiet calm. Yet, deep within her heart, the captivating plan to have Karan Ji take Sanjana into his arms remained stronger than ever. She was determined to turn that fantasy into reality.

As their breathing gradually slowed down, Anjali took Sanjana's hand gently in hers and spoke with deep affection.

Anjali : "My sweet sister, what do you say? Now that everything is so clear between us, shall we arrange things so you can finally experience the incredible passion of Karan Ji's hardness?"

Hearing Anjali’s direct proposal, Sanjana felt a momentary surge of anxiety, knowing that what she was about to say might deeply discourage her dear friend.

Sanjana : "Sis, I sincerely ask for your forgiveness. But I must tell you truthfully that this simply cannot happen. It is not that I do not find Karan Ji appealing. Not only do I find him deeply attractive, but I will not hide from you today that whenever I look at him, my heart completely melts for him. If you had not married him first, and if I had met him before you did, I certainly would not have let him slip away into your arms. Just as you won him over, I would have tried with all my heart to win his devotion for myself. But what is done is done. He belongs to you, and he will always be yours. Despite my deepest secret desires, my solemn boundaries prevent me from fulfilling your wish."

Anjali felt a sudden wave of shock at Sanjana's earnest words. She had assumed that Sanjana was right on the verge of surrendering, but everything was turning out completely unexpected.

Anjali : "But why? Why can you not do this? Are you afraid of your husband? Or is it modesty, or perhaps a matter of religious devotion? What is truly stopping you?"

Sanjana : "Sis, it is something rooted deep within my upbringing. I am a $a!pu$ woman, and I was the most beloved daughter of my mother. My mother always spoke to me with absolute clarity and wisdom. Whenever the topic of men came up, she taught me from a young age that a woman's sacred honor and purity are her greatest treasures, and that she must never compromise them lightly."

Sanjana paused, her eyes reflecting deep emotional conviction before continuing.

Sanjana : "When I grew a bit older into my university years and my mother saw how times were changing—how young men and women mixed freely and physical affection had become common—she updated her guidance. She told me, 'It is fine, times have evolved. Mild affection and romantic kisses among young adults are acceptable nowadays, so do not worry. But surrender your sacred inner warmth and entire self only to the man who is willing to give up his very life for you and risk everything to protect you.'

My mother's golden words are as precious to me as my own life, Sis. I cannot turn my back on her guidance. I feel immensely pained to disappoint you—I am so truly sorry. In truth, I am completely captivated by Karan Ji, and I have no hesitation toward his presence. In fact, my husband playfully teases me about Karan Ji all the time. He was the one who seated me next to Karan Ji in the cinema hall, and my husband Rahul knows every detail of what transpired between us. His desire aligns completely with yours. I have already shared with you how Karan Ji placed my hand over his intense hardness and how I permitted him to play with my delicate breasts."

Anjali listened intently, absorbing every passionate detail. Sanjana looked gently into Anjali’s eyes and continued.

Sanjana : "My husband Rahul surrendered his entire life to me when he married me. If the time ever comes, he would willingly risk his life for my sake, and so I belong entirely to him. How can I now go against my mother's sacred words?"

Anjali fell quiet upon hearing Sanjana’s profound explanation. It felt as though a wave of cold reality had poured over all her elaborate plans. Sanjana could sense the intense disappointment settling over Anjali. Leaning forward, Sanjana took Anjali’s hands into her own with immense warmth.

Sanjana : "Sis, I never wanted to break your heart. Please try to understand the position of my mind. I am bound by a sacred promise to my mother. Disobeying her heartfelt teachings would be an insult to her memory. But I promise you this much: you may share intimate moments with my husband whenever and wherever you wish. I will have absolutely no objection to it. As for me, I have shared my solemn boundary. Yes, I love Karan Ji with all my heart and I will continue to hold him dear. I will try my best to offer him every joy I possibly can within my limits. I will pray that if not in this lifetime, then in the next, I am blessed with the fortune of becoming his intimate companion in passion."

Hearing this from Rahul's wife, Anjali’s face fell, painted with visible signs of frustration and despair. Sanjana herself felt deeply saddened by the emotional distance growing between them, yet her promise to her mother was absolute.

As Anjali remained silent, Sanjana assumed that Anjali no longer wished to speak with her. Disappointed, she stood up and began putting her clothes back on. Just then, Anjali reached out and took Sanjana’s hand.

Anjali : "Listen to me, sister. You are right that a promise made to a loving mother should never be broken lightly. But consider one thing carefully. Did not the advice your mother gave you evolve over time as you grew older?"

Sanjana looked back at Anjali, nodding gently.

Sanjana : "Yes, Sis... it did change. Initially, she advised me against interacting closely with men altogether. But as times changed, she permitted romantic closeness and physical affection while drawing the line at full surrender."

Anjali : "You see, my dear sister? If your mother were here today, I am absolutely certain she would not hold you back. She would recognize that you are now a wise, mature, and fully capable adult woman who can make her own heartfelt decisions. I am not forcing you into anything. But I strongly encourage you to reflect upon what I have said. The ultimate choice remains entirely in your hands."

Sanjana held Anjali’s hands tightly, speaking with gentle humility.

Sanjana : "Sis, you are not upset with me, are you? I want to remain your beloved younger sister and closest intimate companion forever. This difference in perspective will not sever our bond, will it? The intense, passionate love we just shared has left me completely thrilled, and my respect and affection for you have grown even deeper. If you find me even a little alluring, and if you ever wish to share tender physical affection with me again, simply invite me over for a 'massage.' Let 'massage' be our secret code word for making love just like we did today."

Hearing Sanjana's sweet, innocent proposal, Anjali could not help but break into a warm laugh. She pulled Sanjana into a tight, affectionate embrace.

Anjali : "Perhaps it is not in Karan Ji's destiny to experience your special 'massage.' But you will not stop him from showering you with affection, will you? And yes... I will certainly call you over for a 'massage' very soon."

Sanjana laughed along with Anjali, her eyes sparkling with passion.

Sanjana : "Sis, let me tell you a secret. I myself want to give you that 'massage' over and over again, and I long to receive it from you just as often. I hold deep love for your husband as well. With your permission, whenever the opportunity arises, I will shower him with endless affection. And as for receiving a 'massage' from him... who knows what tomorrow might bring?"

For a long time, both women remained wrapped in each other's arms, tenderly wiping away the soft tears from each other's eyes and letting their hands trace over the soothing, delicate warmth of their intimate centers.
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It is said that time is the ultimate cure for everything. Time brings every joy and every sorrow, and in its natural flow, carries them away just as smoothly. A few days had passed since Anjali and Rahul's wife spent that intimate morning together. CR Sahab (Karan Ji) and Rahul both became immersed in their respective work. The college break ended as well, making Karan Ji's wife Anjali and Rahul's wife Sanjana exceptionally busy. Before long, summer arrived, and students at the colleges became consumed with their upcoming examinations.

One evening, just as Rahul returned home from his office, he received a phone call from CR Sahab informing him that a break-in had occurred at his residence. Upon hearing this, Rahul and Sanjana rushed over to CR Sahab's apartment. The security team had already inspected the scene and departed. Inside the drawing room, belongings were scattered everywhere.

Sanjana approached Karan Ji's wife, gently taking her hand to offer comfort.

Sanjana : "What happened here, Sis?"

Anjali : "I honestly cannot understand it. All of us were away. In broad daylight, an intruder broke the lock and entered. They searched the entire home thoroughly, yet they took nothing except a laptop, a few personal diaries, and a single shoe. If someone steals a shoe, why take just one? The other shoe is still sitting right over there. It makes no sense—a person cannot even wear just one shoe! What would anyone do with it? There are so many expensive items in the house, including all my jewelry, but they didn't even touch them. I am completely baffled."

Rahul : "Perhaps someone suddenly approached the apartment, and feeling startled, the intruder just grabbed whatever was within reach and fled."

Karan Ji appeared deep in thought, his brow furrowed.

Karan Ji : "That is possible. However, there might be a completely different reason behind this."

Rahul looked at CR Sahab in surprise.

Rahul : "Why do you feel there might be something more to it?"

Karan Ji : "Because for the past few days, someone has been tailing me. They have no idea that I am aware of their presence. If this continues, I will catch them sooner or later and find out who they are. There is definitely a deeper secret behind this."

Rahul and Sanjana could not quite grasp the situation. After exchanging a few polite assurances, they returned home. Within a few days, the incident faded from everyone's immediate thoughts.

The summer vacation was scheduled to begin shortly.

One afternoon, Rahul, CR Sahab, Anjali, and Sanjana crossed paths in the ground-floor parking area.

Karan Ji : "Rahul and Sanjana, listen. As part of an anti-terrorism awareness initiative for civilians this vacation, the army is organizing a training program in the hills of #!m*nh*l. Registrations are open now. It is a seven-day event featuring mountain trekking, swimming, physical exercises, and recreational activities. The entire experience is going to be incredibly exciting. I am participating as one of the trainers, so we are definitely going. If you both are interested, you should join us as well."

Anjali stepped closer to Sanjana, taking her hand affectionately. She leaned toward Sanjana's ear and spoke in a mischievous, low whisper.

Anjali : "Sister, please say yes. To tell you a secret, I haven't received that special 'massage' from you in quite some time. This is a wonderful opportunity. It is vacation time—we will travel, explore, and enjoy ourselves. If you say yes, Rahul will naturally agree."

Rahul looked at Anjali and smiled.

Rahul : "If you recommend it, then we will certainly go."

Turning to Sanjana, Rahul asked gently.

Rahul : "What do you say, darling? Shall we go?"

Sanjana realized that Anjali had a captivating plan brewing in her mind. Despite living so close, their busy schedules had kept them from spending time together over the past few days.

Looking at her husband with a shy smile, she spoke.

Sanjana : "If you wish to go, why would I ever decline? Besides, we need to travel somewhere for the vacation anyway, so why not participate in this program? It sounds thrilling and enjoyable, and we will get to explore the mountains while staying active."

Thus, it was decided that Rahul and Sanjana would register their names for the vacation retreat in the mountains. Everyone immediately began preparing and gathering their travel gear.

That very evening, Rahul called CR Sahab to inform him that he needed to discuss something urgent that could not be shared over the phone.

Within half an hour, CR Sahab arrived at Rahul and Sanjana's home. Rahul was sitting at the dining table with his head resting in his hands, while Sanjana stood beside him, asking him anxious questions. As CR Sahab entered, Rahul stood up to greet him, quickly setting aside formalities to explain his distress.

Rahul explained that while visiting the local market earlier that evening, he felt a persistent sensation that someone was following him. At first, he dismissed it, doubting anyone would have reason to trail him. However, remembering that CR Sahab had mentioned being followed a few days prior, Rahul decided to observe carefully to determine if someone was genuinely tracking his movements or if it was merely a misinterpretation. To test his suspicion, Rahul came to an abrupt halt. The individual following him immediately paused as well, pretending to browse items in a shop display. He was noticeably tall and well-built, with his face covered by a cloth wrapper. Initially thinking it might be a coincidence, Rahul resumed walking, only for the individual to match his pace again. At that point, Rahul felt certain he was being followed. Acting swiftly, Rahul turned into a side alley and stepped into hiding to intercept the stranger.

As the individual passed by his spot, Rahul confronted him directly.

Rahul : "Hey brother! Who are you, and why are you following me?"

Hearing Rahul's voice, the man turned around. Seeing Rahul approaching him directly, he panicked and sprinted away. Rahul gave chase immediately, but the individual managed to vanish into the crowded streets.

Rahul turned to CR Sahab, his face pale with anxiety.

Rahul : "Karan Ji, I am genuinely concerned. I cannot fathom why anyone would need to follow me. What do I even have that anyone would want? I am completely at a loss."

CR Sahab looked visibly grave. He placed a reassuring hand on Rahul's shoulder.

Karan Ji : "You possess something that someone requires. Regardless, do not worry. I will investigate this matter personally and get to the bottom of it."

Sanjana appeared even more troubled upon hearing Karan Ji's response.

Sanjana : "Karan Ji, what is really going on? Why would anyone follow my husband? Is something wrong? From the way you speak, it feels as though you know something that we do not. Are you keeping something hidden from us?"

Karan Ji took a defensive stance.

Karan Ji : "No, it is nothing like that. I am not hiding anything from you. There is certainly some underlying mystery here, but until I have absolute confirmation, what can I possibly state?"

Rahul : "Karan Ji, could it be possible that he was intending to follow someone else and mistook me for them?"

Karan Ji : "It is possible. However, such calculating individuals rarely make such glaring errors."

Sanjana suspected that Karan Ji definitely knew more than he was letting on, but preferred to remain silent until he had concrete proof. She felt an intense curiosity to uncover the secret, but seeing Karan Ji's reluctance to elaborate, she refrained from pressing him further at that moment. Nevertheless, she resolved right then to uncover the truth behind this mystery. Rahul expressed his gratitude to CR Sahab. As Karan Ji prepared to leave, Rahul asked Sanjana to see him out while he stepped inside.

Sanjana accompanied Karan Ji down the staircase. As they reached the lower landing, she gently held his arm to stop him.

Sanjana : "Karan Ji, you know the truth behind this secret. Why are you withholding it from us? Tell me, what is really going on?"
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Karan Ji looked at Sanjana, lowering his eyes before speaking in a quiet, subdued voice.

Karan Ji : "I do not wish to drag you into unnecessary trouble. I want to get to the bottom of this mystery myself, but what can I say? When the right time comes, I will tell you everything personally. For now, I would deeply appreciate it if you didn't press me further regarding this matter."

Saying this much, CR Sahab quickly hurried down the stairs. Sanjana remained standing there, watching him leave until he disappeared from sight. The moment Karan Ji departed, Sanjana made up her mind that she would soon talk to him privately and compel him to reveal every single detail. However, she could not figure out when she would ever get an opportunity to meet Karan Ji completely alone.

Yet, as fate would have it, that very opportunity presented itself the very next morning. Early in the day, Anjali called her on the phone.

Anjali : "Sanjana sister, a bit of a problem has come up. Karan Ji has a fever and is unable to go to the office. Meanwhile, I have the annual day event at my college today. I absolutely must attend; I cannot afford to be absent. If you are free today, could you please take leave from your routine? Could you drop by two or three times during the day to check on his health? My daughter is also away for her training."

Hearing this news, Sanjana felt a sudden rush of excitement. Ever since the previous evening, she had been pondering how to get Karan Ji completely to herself.

Sanjana : "Anjali, please go without any worry. I will personally take full care of Karan Ji. He is my mentor, and serving him is my absolute privilege. I do not have any critical work at the college today anyway—most of my periods are free. I will take leave."

Anjali left home early that morning. After Rahul departed for his office, Sanjana refreshed herself, took a soothing bath, dressed neatly, and headed straight toward Anjali and Karan Ji's apartment. When she rang the doorbell, Karan Ji himself opened the door. Sanjana observed that Karan Ji was getting dressed; he was wearing an undershirt and trousers, preparing to put on his official uniform.

Karan Ji paused upon seeing Sanjana, speaking with evident surprise.

Karan Ji : "Oh, Sanjana... you? At this hour, right here? What is the matter?"

It appeared that Anjali had not informed her husband that she had asked Sanjana to visit.

Sanjana : "Wait, you have a high fever, don't you? Why are you getting ready for work?"

Karan Ji : "Oh, such minor fevers come and go all the time. If we get frightened by such trivial things, how will work ever get done? It seems Anjali told you. She is simply making a mountain out of a molehill for no reason."

Sanjana stepped forward and took hold of Karan Ji's hand, instantly feeling his body radiating intense heat. Holding his hand with firm insistence, she spoke up.

Sanjana : "A minor fever, you say? Your entire body is burning like fire! You will not have your way this time. Come now, take off these clothes."

CR Sahab looked at Sanjana in sheer astonishment.

Karan Ji : "Take off my clothes? Why?"

Realizing that Karan Ji might misinterpret her words, Sanjana quickly clarified her intent.

Sanjana : "I mean, change into something comfortable. There is absolutely no need to go to the office today. You are going to stay home and rest. That is my firm command."

CR Sahab stood flustered and speechlessly listened to Sanjana's authoritative tone. Never before had he heard Sanjana speak with such strict insistence. Stepping back quietly, he allowed Sanjana inside, leaning on one arm for support as he sank onto the sofa. His underlying physical weakness was clearly visible.

Sanjana : "Take off these trousers and slip into a comfortable pair of pajamas. Call your office to inform them that you will not be coming today. I will apply cold water compresses to your forehead to bring down this fever."

CR Sahab quietly retired into the bedroom, removed his trousers, slipped into soft pajamas, and lay down on the bed. Sanjana fetched a few ice cubes, placed them into a bowl with water, grabbed a clean cloth, and sat on the edge of the mattress right beside Karan Ji's chest. Karan Ji's temperature was running exceptionally high. Sanjana soaked the cloth, wrung out the excess water, placed it tenderly over Karan Ji's forehead, and began gently running her soft fingers through his hair to soothe him. Karan Ji closed his eyes, surrendering to the intoxicating comfort of Sanjana's gentle touch.

Whenever he opened his eyes, Sanjana's firm, full, and breathtaking breasts—rising proudly against the constraints of her bra and blouse—danced right before his vision and mouth. Through the deep valley separating her lush curves, Karan Ji caught tantalizing glimpses of her soft, chocolate-hued delicate tips nestled beneath the fabric. The enchanting, intimate fragrance radiating from Sanjana's skin was driving his senses wild. With every rhythmic movement, Sanjana's full bosom inadvertently brushed against Karan Ji's mouth and eyes. Sanjana was so completely absorbed in her caregiving that she remained utterly oblivious to how her luscious form was pushing Karan Ji to the absolute brink of desire. Leaning over repeatedly, she soaked the cloth, squeezed it out, pressed it to his forehead, and lovingly massaged his head with her hands.

Because Sanjana had to lean low to apply the cold cloth to CR Sahab's forehead, her full bosom kept coming into direct contact with Karan Ji's face. CR Sahab tried repeatedly to ignore the overpowering sensation, but he was, after all, a virile man. How long could he possibly restrain his deepest instincts? Suddenly, as Sanjana leaned down once more, her soft peak pressed lightly against Karan Ji's lips. Unintentionally, Karan Ji's mouth parted, and one of Sanjana's full breasts sank gently against his open lips. Unable to hold back any longer, CR Sahab took her lush mound into his mouth, tenderly pressing, kissing, and suckling her through the fabric. Although Sanjana was wearing her blouse and bra, the warm moisture from Karan Ji's mouth quickly soaked through the layers of her clothing. Sanjana gasped as she felt her full chest being passionately drawn into Karan Ji's warm mouth. Having Sanjana so breathtakingly close was cooling Karan Ji's head, but down between his legs, a fierce, blazing hardness was rising rapidly. In his earlier rush, Karan Ji had not put on any underwear beneath his thin pajamas, causing his immense hardness to tent the fabric dramatically between his thighs. Since Sanjana's back was turned toward that side, she could not see it immediately.

When Sanjana realized that Karan Ji was holding her full breast in his mouth, a sudden wave of panic and excitement surged through her. Reaching back with one hand to support herself as she tried to pull away, her hand landed directly between Karan Ji's legs. The moment her palm pressed down, she found herself holding the raw, pulsing length of Karan Ji's magnificent hardness right in her grip. This was the second time Sanjana had felt the staggering size of Karan Ji's core through his clothing. On one hand, Sanjana was deeply concerned about his fever, but on the other hand, being so intimately entwined with him was kindling a raging fire of arousal within her own warmth. Sanjana found herself completely paralyzed by the intense passion of the moment—one of her delicate breasts was trapped in Karan Ji's hot mouth, while her hand remained wrapped securely around his throbbing hardness. Through the thin pajama fabric, she could feel a slick, intimate heat seeping out from the tip of his core. Karan Ji's pajamas were becoming thoroughly soaked from the intense warmth gathering between his thighs. As Sanjana's hand trembled slightly, her tight grip instinctively stroked up and down, causing Karan Ji's throbbing length to slide rhythmically within her fist.

Sanjana was caught in a painful dilemma, utterly paralyzed by the intensity of the moment. She could neither push forward nor pull away, unable to stop Karan Ji yet unable to give him full permission to take her. What was she supposed to do? That previous night, she had barely slept as the overwhelming events of the evening whirled endlessly through her mind. Who was tracking Rahul? Why were they following him? Was it even real, or merely a misunderstanding? These troubling questions gnawed at her thoughts, but right now, she had no room to ponder them. A much greater anxiety weighed heavily on her spirit: if Karan Ji were to yield to his overwhelming passion and demand her complete surrender, how could she possibly resist? The undeniable truth was that she lacked the heart to push him away, for deep within her hidden desires, she yearned to experience the towering intensity of his touch. She felt an irresistible curiosity about how his impressive, powerful size would feel melting into her delicate warmth, longing to feel that intense connection intimately.

Yet, holding her back was the sacred vow she had sworn to her mother. It was not fear of betraying her husband that stopped her, as she knew with absolute certainty that Rahul would hold no objection if she surrendered to Karan Ji. In fact, Rahul had repeatedly teased and encouraged her using Karan Ji's name, eager for her to cross that threshold so his own path toward Karan Ji's beautiful wife, Anjali, would be cleared. Naturally, if Rahul longed to explore a passionate union with Anjali, how could Sanjana ever stand in his way once she herself yielded to Karan Ji?

Truthfully, Sanjana had never intended to restrict her husband's desires. She was well aware of his romantic, free-spirited nature. Whenever he traveled abroad, women who found a man appealing rarely hesitated to open themselves to intimacy, requiring far less effort than back home. Accepting this reality, Sanjana had long made peace with the unspoken understanding that her husband indulged in intimate encounters whenever the opportunity arose. They never questioned each other about these private matters, keeping their marital bond emotionally open and liberated. However, for Sanjana, this was a matter of her personal pride and maternal promise. Exhausted by the overwhelming emotional pressure, her head throbbed painfully. Beside her, Karan Ji seemed to have drifted into a tranquil slumber; his eyes remained closed, and his slow, rhythmic breathing was steady. Overcome by intense fatigue, Sanjana's eyelids grew heavy, and she gently collapsed right over Karan Ji's broad chest. Even as one of her full breasts remained pressed against his warm lips, she lay utterly powerless to move away.

Sanjana sank into a deep, dreamlike slumber, her soft body resting completely against Karan Ji while her full chest remained cradled at his mouth. Still half-awake amidst the lingering haze of his fever, CR Sahab felt a thrilling jolt of sensation course through his veins. The woman of his dreams, Sanjana, was lying utterly surrendered against him. One of her firm, luscious breasts was gently resting at his mouth, allowing him to savor her warmth even through the layers of her clothing.

As CR Sahab gradually regained full awareness, he felt the delicate weight of Sanjana's upper body draped across his chest. He knew how proud and principled she was; she was not a woman who would surrender her virtue lightly to any man. Anjali had told him about Sanjana's proud heritage and her solemn vow to reserve her complete physical surrender only for someone willing to lay down his life for her. She would never yield her intimacy to just anyone. CR Sahab held deep respect for such noble principles and morally refused to take advantage of a woman's vulnerability. Yet, he found himself utterly spellbound not just by her breathtaking physical allure, but by her entire captivating persona—her innocence, her fierce grace, her patriotism, and her fiery spirit. He adored the way her hands moved expressively when she spoke, the playful dance of her eyes, and her undeniable charm. Moreover, he hadn't forced her into this intimate position; she had voluntarily come to nurse him with such tender devotion, and he had already felt her gentle hand resting over his surging desire. He wondered helplessly if she was truly ready to yield her complete self to him.
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Shifting carefully, CR Sahab gently released her breast from his lips and laid Sanjana down beside him on the mattress. Her blouse and bra were thoroughly damp from the warmth of his mouth, outlining the soft, rounded contours of her rich chest beneath the fabric. Though tempted, he controlled his intense urges, seeing how deeply she was sleeping. Gently turning her onto her side, he positioned her so that her soft, curving rear was resting against his throbbing center. With her firm curves pressing directly against his rising hardness, CR Sahab draped his arm over her shoulder, letting his palm rest tenderly over her lush breast. He realized that Sanjana held no resistance toward his physical touch, remembering how gracefully she had accepted his caresses in the past without a single protest.

Sanjana lay in a motionless, peaceful sleep, completely unaware of her surroundings as her slow, even breaths filled the quiet room. Softly reaching over, Karan Ji unbuttoned the front of her blouse. Reaching around with his other hand, he unhooked the clasp of her bra, setting her firm, magnificent breasts completely free from restriction. A thrilling tremor rippled through CR Sahab's body, sending goosebumps across his skin. Sliding his lower arm beneath her waist, he pulled her back flush against his chest, holding her securely in his embrace. Using both hands, Karan Ji began to gently press, knead, and caress her full breasts, rolling her firm, peak tips between his fingertips. The moment his palms felt the raw, bare fullness of her chest, his intense hardness pulsed with overwhelming power. Sweeping his legs forward, CR Sahab locked Sanjana's lower body between his own thighs, holding her completely encased within his passionate grip.

In that quiet, suspended moment, it felt as though all boundaries between them had dissolved, merging Sanjana and Karan Ji into a single, unified presence. The intense throbbing of Karan Ji's surging hardness reached a point where holding back felt nearly impossible. For months, he had envisioned holding Sanjana this closely in his arms, aching to taste her sweetness, adore her gorgeous curves, and lose himself completely in her intimate warmth. He dreamed of the day she would lovingly adore his hardness and eagerly ask him to take her as his own. Fueled by these passionate visions, his desire burned brighter than ever, desperate to find its home within her delicate center.

Sanjana was wearing a traditional saree, which had pulled up past her thighs due to her movements on the bed, exposing her smooth, firm, and captivating legs. The sight of her bare skin tested CR Sahab's self-control to its absolute limit. Exercising immense restraint, he pulled her even tighter against his chest, locking her between his legs, and surrendered entirely to the exquisite sensation of holding her gorgeous form in his arms.

It was undeniable that Karan Ji's towering hardness was growing impossibly restless within the confines of his thin pajamas. Like a majestic lion pacing inside a tight cage, his raw power pulsed continuously against the soft fabric. Pushed tightly against Sanjana's curving hips and her slightly hitched saree, his intense heat sought every avenue to press deeper into the soft valley between her curves. Yet, the thick layers of her draped saree stood as a stubborn barrier. Karan Ji attempted to find solace by pressing his throbbing length against the wrapped fabric over her rear, but his hands were far too captivated by the magnificent freedom of her bare chest. He remained completely absorbed in caressing, kneading, and softly rolling her firm, swollen peaks and tender tips between his palms—so much so that he barely noticed Sanjana gradually drifting back to full consciousness.

In the deep, misty haze of her half-slumber, Sanjana felt a dreamy warmth, imagining herself held securely in her beloved Karan Ji's strong arms. It felt as though he was alternating between tender adoration and fiery passion as he squeezed her full bosom, rolling her sensitive tips playfully between his fingers. Deep inside, a wave of pure ecstasy washed over her. She found herself utterly captivated by this sweet, intoxicating vision. Poor Sanjana had no idea that what felt like a breathtaking dream was, in fact, undeniable reality!

As the fog of sleep slowly cleared, she opened her eyes to discover that she was truly locked within Karan Ji's passionate embrace, held securely between his legs. The massive, surging length of his hardness was pressing directly against the curve of her lower back. Although she was still protected by her saree, petticoat, and delicate lace underwear—without which his surging power would have surely sought a deeper connection—the sheer presence of his desire was impossible to ignore. Sanjana also realized that his hands were indeed taking hold of her bare breasts with intense devotion, pressing and pampering her soft curves. For a long moment, she simply lay there, surrendering to the breathtaking sensation. She didn't want to lose a single second of this golden, blissful moment. However, as she lay motionless, a quiet thought crossed her mind: if she remained passive for much longer, Karan Ji might interpret her silence as full consent, slide her saree aside, remove her delicate barrier, and take her into an absolute union from which she could never turn back.

Gently reaching up while he continued to caress her bare chest, Sanjana placed her soft palms over both of his hands. Without pushing him away or showing any resistance, she didn't remove his touch from her breasts; she simply cradled his hands tenderly within her own.

Even then, Karan Ji continued to gently press and pamper her chest with deep affection. Sanjana squeezed his hands softly, giving him a quiet signal that she was now fully awake. Gently lifting his hands from her chest, she brought them up to her lips and kissed them with profound tenderness. Turning her head, Sanjana looked straight into Karan Ji's eyes and offered a soft, radiant smile. While she certainly needed to set a boundary to prevent them from crossing the final line, she had no intention of hurting his heart. Deep down, she yearned for his passionate touch, yet her sacred vow demanded her honor. Slowly shifting her weight, Sanjana gently loosened his grip around her waist and legs, turning over until she lay completely face-to-face with him.

Sanjana locked her gaze with Karan Ji's and, with a tender smile playing on her lips, spoke in a quiet, breathless whisper.

Sanjana : "Karan Ji, I understand every emotion surging within your heart. I know what your soul desires right now, and the feelings inside my own heart are no different. What you long for is precisely what I desire as well. You wish to claim me as your own, and I long to surrender myself completely to you. As you savor the beauty of my form, my soul aches to melt entirely into yours. But standing between us is a sacred promise I swore to my mother. I only want to tell you this: whether you consider me yours or not, I belong to you in mind, heart, and spirit, today and forever. The only reason I cannot surrender my physical self entirely into your arms is that I am bound by my solemn vow. Beyond that, I am completely yours. If you can accept me in this partial, spiritual devotion, then hold me in your arms and claim my heart. Tell me... are you ready to accept me as I am?"

Upon hearing these profound words, tears welled up in CR Sahab's eyes. Never in his life had he imagined that someone could love him with such pure, selfless devotion. Pulling Sanjana tightly into his chest, he held her close.

Karan Ji : "Sanjana, in whatever form or measure you yield to me, I accept you fully as my own."

Hearing his heartfelt words, Sanjana wrapped both of her arms around Karan Ji's neck, slid upward slightly, and pressed her soft lips directly against his. Karan Ji responded like a man possessed, passionately drinking in the sweetness of her mouth. He pulled her soft tongue into his mouth, suckling it tenderly and drinking in her warm sweetness as if partaking in a sacred nectar. Even without a full physical union, he felt as though he had been granted the ultimate prize of her entire existence.

Overwhelmed with emotion, Karan Ji spoke softly.

Karan Ji : "My sweet Sanjana, even though we have only known each other for a short time, it feels as though you have been my soulmate across many lifetimes."

Sanjana playfully pinched Karan Ji's nose between her fingers and let out a soft laugh.

Sanjana : "Tell me... am I not stealing Anjali Sis's rightful place?"

Karan Ji laughed softly in response.

Karan Ji : "You are not my wife, but my sweet sister-in-law. And isn't a sister-in-law already considered half a wife? Where is the question of stealing anyone's rights?"

Reaching her hand down between Karan Ji's thighs, Sanjana spoke with deep affection.

Sanjana : "Karan Ji, grant me one permission. If not through a complete union, then at least allow me to ease some of your intense heat in another way. Even if I cannot experience the ultimate climax I secretly yearn for, at least I can bring deep relief and peace to your body."

Before Karan Ji could fully process her request, Sanjana reached between his thighs and gently cupped his towering hardness over his thin pajamas. Unfastening the top buttons of his drawstring, she slipped her hand inside, and her fingers wrapped directly around the magnificent, bare length of his pulsing core. Feeling its staggering size and intense warmth in her palm made her breath catch in her throat. She had seen depictions in movies and was familiar with her husband Rahul's form, but Karan Ji's towering presence was incomparably thicker, longer, and far more powerful. The crown of his core was already slick with a warm, natural moisture that spread a smooth glide over his skin. His massive length was so impressive that her small hand could barely enclose it completely.

Sanjana slid her delicate fingers rhythmically along his throbbing shaft, spreading the warm slickness evenly over his skin. The mere thought of how overwhelming it would feel if such a magnificent force were to enter her delicate center made her shiver with a breathtaking mix of fear and electric excitement. Yet, a quiet sense of relief washed over her, knowing she did not have to take his full power inside her center today. Her thoughts drifted toward Anjali, wondering how his wife managed such intense passion during their nights together. She imagined that Anjali's intimate center must have grown so accustomed to his impressive size over the years that welcoming him now was a seamless, pleasurable experience rather than a painful challenge.

Sanjana : "Karan Ji, what happened between us must stay strictly between us. I do not wish to keep things hidden from anyone forever, especially not from my husband or your wife. But I want to tell them myself when the right moment arrives. For now, I will merely drop a subtle hint to them so that Rahul can pursue his connection with Anjali. Darling, you have no objection to this, do you?"

Karan Ji : "I have no objection at all. I am content playing Devdas to my Paro, but I will not stop my Sweet-heart from walking into Rahul's arms. “

“She belongs to me regardless.”

Sanjana felt a pang of regret hearing Karan Ji casually compare himself to Devdas. A deep melancholy washed over her because she could not fulfill his innermost desire for absolute physical union, nor could she fulfill her own hidden yearning to surrender completely to him. In her heart, she offered a quiet prayer, hoping that fate might find a way to honor both her sacred vow to her mother and her overwhelming passion for Karan Ji without causing harm to anyone. Yet, Sanjana knew this was merely a fleeting wish. Had her mother been alive, Sanjana might have begged to be released from her promise, but her mother had already passed away. Therefore, in this lifetime, such a complete union remained impossible. Like two parallel railway tracks, Sanjana was destined to look upon and feel Karan Ji's powerful core, yet never welcome it into her innermost warmth. That was her reality.

Sanjana cradled Karan Ji's pulsing core within her delicate palms, gently caressing and stroking his length. She wished to gather his intimate essence within her fingers, and even if she could not welcome it into her warmth, she resolved to savor it purely for his pleasure and happiness. Sanjana moved her hand softly at first, then with increasing rhythm as Karan Ji's feverish passion mounted. Simultaneously, Sanjana and Karan Ji dissolved into a deep, tender, and smiling kiss.

Within a few minutes of affectionate whispers and rhythmic caresses, as Sanjana's arms grew weary from holding and stroking Karan Ji's rigid, powerful core within her tight grip, Karan Ji's entire body suddenly went taut.

Karan Ji : "Oh... Sanjana... you are incredible..."

Pressing her bare chest tightly, Karan Ji surrendered to an explosive release as a warm fountain of his intimate essence surged forth, painting Sanjana's delicate face like sweet cream. That morning, Sanjana partook in a nourishment she had never experienced before.

Sanjana : "Karan Ji, give me one promise. Neither of us will ever reveal a single detail of this passionate play to your wife Anjali or my husband Rahul. Though we have nothing shameful to hide, we must keep every moment of this intimacy completely undisclosed. I want to keep our secret safe from Rahul and Anjali so that when the right moment comes, I can reveal it with a grand flourish that will leave them utterly spellbound!"

CR Sahab looked at her in quiet amazement, prompting Sanjana to gently hold his hand.

Sanjana : "Leave the timing and execution entirely to me. I want my husband Rahul and your wife, my dear Anjali Sis, to have such an explosive, unforgettable union that it brings complete delight to everyone!"

Sanjana's face darkened slightly with lingering regret as she continued.

Sanjana : "Because of my limitations, I could not lead you to that ultimate climax of physical union where I so deeply wished to take you. But I want the two of them to experience that passionate bliss far beyond what we could share, with an intensity and excitement that leaves them breathless. For that to happen, it is vital that we act as though nothing ever occurred between us and treat each other exactly as we did before. When you speak to Anjali about me, always talk as if I never succumbed to your charm."

Karan Ji : "Well, that wouldn't be entirely false, would it? You are so stubborn in your pride that despite all my desperate pleas, you never truly yielded. In the end, you used your mother's memory to turn me away, didn't you?"

Seeing Sanjana's eyes filled with tears at his words, Karan Ji pulled her close and kissed her deeply.

Karan Ji : "Oh, you foolish girl, I was only joking! But if you have truly decided to keep our romantic play behind a curtain of secrecy, I must admit I am a terrible actor. To play my part convincingly, I will convince my own mind that you genuinely turned me away. I will hold that fake grievance in my heart, and occasionally, bitter words might slip from my tongue. You must not take offense, because I need to persuade my mind that you never came physically close to me and that today never happened. I will erase today from my memory entirely. Understood? Whenever I say something harsh or act distant, never believe that it reflects my true feelings. It is merely an act we must maintain, so please do not feel hurt."

Pausing, Karan Ji looked at Sanjana with absolute seriousness.

Karan Ji : "However, my love, I made you a promise today. Even if I have to gamble with my very life, a day will come when you will walk up to me willingly and surrender your absolute self to my arms. I walk through life carrying my soul in the palm of my hand. Until now, I pledged it to the defense of our nation in the army. Today, I pledge it into your hands. If you are a proud $a!pu$ woman, I am a valiant soldier of the CDN Armed Forces. I give you my word that until that day arrives, I will place no psychological pressure on you to break your vow. Furthermore, I will never let you feel weak enough to break it yourself."

Hearing these words, Sanjana was overcome with emotional reverence. In her hands, she still held Karan Ji's semi-rigid core, caressing it tenderly. Driven by a sudden wave of overwhelming devotion, Sanjana leaned down over Karan Ji's hardness and pressed her lips against it. Tears spilled softly from her eyes.

Sanjana : "My beloved Karan Ji's dear soldier! Forgive me that I cannot grant you entry into the home of your companion nestled between my thighs. You are deeply precious to me. Even if I cannot unite you with your companion, I love you beyond measure."

Sanjana straightened Karan Ji's legs, bent her head over his re-stiffening core, and took his hardness directly into her mouth, kissing and suckling it passionately. Each time she released his length from her lips, she whispered through her tears.

Sanjana : "Forgive me, my Karan Ji's messenger, forgive me. I cannot unite you with your dearest friend."

Sanjana continued to alternate between her delicate hands and her warm mouth, stroking and suckling his core until Karan Ji's body stiffened once more in intense excitement. Another powerful surge of his intimate essence burst forth, and this time, Sanjana welcomed every drop into her mouth, drinking it down completely.

Until that day, Sanjana had occasionally kissed her husband's core and lightly taken it into her mouth, but she had never accepted his intimate essence into her body, as the thought had always repelled her. Yet today, completely unprompted, Sanjana willingly drank all of Karan Ji's essence without a single trace of hesitation, finding its taste surprisingly satisfying. As the old saying goes, even a beautiful face seems unpleasant in an enemy, but even the flaws of a beloved feel precious. For a long time, Sanjana remained resting in half-naked Karan Ji's arms. She no longer feared that he would force her into a full physical union; she had completely cooled the blazing heat of his body and desire. Karan Ji felt immense relief and comfort.

Sanjana stood up, adjusted her saree, and kissed Karan Ji softly.

Sanjana : "Karan Ji, I forgot to ask you one thing. I wanted to know if you are truly hiding something from us regarding that man who was tailing you? Please tell me the absolute truth."

CR Sahab looked at Sanjana intently, remaining silent for a brief moment before responding gravely.

Karan Ji : "Look, Sanjana, I believe it was all merely a trick of our imagination. Just as your husband Rahul suggested, we should simply forget about it."

Sanjana sensed that Karan Ji still did not consider it appropriate to speak openly about the matter, so she decided it was best to drop the subject for the time being.

In the aftermath of that eventful morning, CR Karan and Sanjana carried on as if nothing had ever transpired between them. A deliberate, awkward distance remained, lingering just as it always had.

With their upcoming vacation to the misty hill station drawing near, preparation became the primary focus. Sanjana and her husband, Rahul, spent their evenings packing bags and ironing out the details for the long journey. Direct contact between the two couples had momentarily ceased, though they frequently exchanged phone calls to coordinate their travel plans. During one such call, when Sanjana casually dialed Karan to check if he and his wife, Anjali, were fully prepared for the trip, the CR launched into a stern, authoritative lecture.

"Sanjana, I need to make one thing perfectly clear to both you and Rahul," Karan said, his voice carrying the immovable weight of a military commander. "This is not a casual getaway. It is a specialized training program organized by the CDN Army, designed to build resilience and empower young civilian citizens to understand anti-terrorism operations. Participation is strictly restricted to close friends and family of serving personnel. Beyond paying the required fees, every attendee must secure a recommendation from a high-ranking officer and pass a rigorous security clearance."

He paused slightly before outlining their daily schedule. "The regimen is intense. Every morning begins at six o'clock sharp with physical conditioning, followed by grueling mountain treks through rugged terrain. The afternoons are reserved for rest, while the evenings feature detailed tactical lectures on counter-insurgency tactics and threat mitigation. Late nights offer brief relaxation with music and drinks. We will certainly enjoy the scenic location, but the core purpose remains educating civilians on how to assist the armed forces in times of crisis. As one of the primary instructors, I expect both you and Rahul to attend my lectures attentively."

While the trip promised discipline, Rahul viewed it through a very different lens. To him, the excursion offered a golden opportunity to draw closer to Anjali. More than that, he was actively plotting a scenario that would push Sanjana and Karan together. Rahul harbored a deliberate ambition: to orchestrate an atmosphere of undeniable physical temptation, hoping both couples would ultimately engage in a mutual exchange of partners. He saw this mountain retreat as the ultimate catalyst for his fantasies.

The night before their early morning train departure, Rahul and Sanjana lay together in bed. Drawing her close into a firm embrace, Rahul whispered softly, "Darling, tomorrow morning we set off on an extraordinary adventure. I want us to make this trip far more thrilling and provocative than usual." As he spoke, his hand slipped beneath her nightgown, gently caressing her body.

Sanjana shifted, her pulse quickening. "What exactly do you mean by that?" she asked softly.

Rahul’s fingers grew bolder, stroking her skin as he pressed further. "Sweetheart, look at how much effort Karan put into tutoring you. We never properly compensated him for his time. He never asked for money, and we both know bringing up finances would deeply insult a man of his stature and pride. So, how do we express our gratitude? I have an idea, though I'm not sure if you'll agree."

He leaned in closer. "We both know Karan is completely infatuated with you. It’s an undeniable fact, and there’s no point in hiding it. Honestly, I don't mind it at all. We are young, and it is entirely natural to feel a spark of physical attraction toward someone else's spouse."

Hearing her husband articulate such provocative thoughts sent a sudden jolt through Sanjana. Her breath caught in her throat. A sudden wave of anxiety washed over her—did Rahul suspect what had actually happened between her and the CR that morning? Was this subtle speech a sly hint that he already knew? But Rahul seemed entirely oblivious to her internal panic.

Continuing with calm persuasion, Rahul added, "I know several open-minded couples who willingly—or sometimes under the guise of casual ignorance—allow their partners to explore physical intimacy with others. Their marriages remain strong because the core of love and trust is secure. They understand that such moments are merely fleeting bursts of physical passion that naturally calm down over time. Karan thoroughly enjoys your company, Sanjana. On this trip, I want you to stay close to him, fulfill his desires, and indulge him. Even if you don't feel a deep physical attraction toward him, consider it a way of settling our debt."

Rather than unsettling her further, her husband's unexpected permission stirred an intense warmth deep within Sanjana. Rahul was unwittingly encouraging a path she had already secretly explored. The vivid, intoxicating memory of that morning with Karan came flooding back, completely overpowering her mind and triggering a rush of genuine physical arousal.

Reaching down, Sanjana unfastened the drawstring of Rahul’s trousers and took him in her hand. Yet, as she stroked her husband, her mind immediately conjured the image of Karan's raw, intimidating masculinity. Instinctively, she began comparing the two men. Rahul was undoubtedly well-endowed, and until recently, Sanjana had assumed no man could surpass her husband’s proportions. But her encounter with Karan had shattered that assumption completely.

She realized then that a man built like Karan possessed a power capable of overwhelming any woman—a sentiment Anjali had previously hinted at during their private conversations.

Masking her intense arousal under a veneer of feminine modesty, Sanjana increased the rhythm of her hand while maintaining a tone of hesitant reluctance. "Oh, darling, please don't ask me to do something like that," she murmured softly. "Let me just remain yours. What you are suggesting could easily spiral out of control. You know what Karan is like. Have you forgotten what happened at the cinema hall? Remember how excited he got, how bold he became with me in the dark? I could barely resist him then. It was only because we were in a crowded public space that things didn't go further."

She looked at Rahul, her eyes flashing with subtle charm. "Besides, I know very well that you have your eyes on Anjali and are looking for a chance to charm her. So let me give you complete freedom: if both Karan and Anjali are comfortable with it, you are free to spend as much time with her as you like and take things as far as you wish. You won't hear a single complaint from me."
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Sanjana felt her pulse quicken as a sudden, overwhelming surge of passion took hold of her. Straddling her husband, she lowered her face and pressed her lips against his in a deep, desperate kiss. For a moment, she completely lost her self-control, consumed by an intense desire she could barely contain. Recognizing that she needed to regain her composure, she slowly pulled back, catching her breath before speaking.

"As far as settling our debt with Karan is concerned," she said softly, her voice trembling slightly with emotion, "I am willing to keep him company during the trip, provided Anjali has no objections. But do not expect me to go any further than that. You understand my boundaries and my reasons very well."

Rahul let out a heavy sigh, unable to hide the disappointment in his tone. "Yes, I know. You made a solemn promise to your mother that you would give yourself entirely only to the man who devotes his life to you. But spending time with him and keeping him company on the trip shouldn't be an issue, right?"

Sanjana leaned down again, showering gentle, reassuring kisses across his nose, his forehead, and his hair. "What do you mean by 'keeping him company'?" she asked lightly. "We are traveling together as a group, so how would I spend exclusive time with him unless he were completely on his own?"

Rahul rested his hand on her waist, his fingers tracing the curve of her hips as he explained his idea. "My naive wife, I simply mean during our daytime activities or while exploring the sights. Whether we are walking around in a group or exploring scenic spots, you can stay close to Karan while I spend time with Anjali. We will simply swap partners during the day. Then, when night falls, we will return to our own bed as husband and wife. Do you have any objection to that arrangement?"

Sanjana shot him a playful, sideways glance, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "And why must you return to your wife at night, my dear husband?" she teased. "Why not spend the night with Anjali as well?"

Rahul matched her playful tone without missing a beat. "Is that so? Are you encouraging me to sleep with Anjali just so you can clear the way for a private night with Karan?"

Caught off guard by his sharp, clever response, Sanjana flushed bright red, a rosy blush creeping across her cheeks. To cover her embarrassment, she lowered her eyes and nudged his waist with a light, affectionate punch. "Nonsense!" she protested softly. "That isn't what I meant at all. Teasing aside, I have no objection to spending time with Karan. I genuinely enjoy his company, his conversations, and walking around with him. If that is what you want, I will certainly keep him company. But when night comes, I am staying with you."

Rahul wrapped his arms tightly around her waist, pulling her close against his chest. "Of course you will," he murmured softly into her hair. "How could I possibly spend a cold night in those mountain valleys without you? I couldn't bear spending even a single night apart."

Sanjana scoffed playfully, resting her cheek against his shoulder. "Oh, stop it! You aren't worried about me at all. Your mind is entirely consumed by Anjali. How could a simple wife like me compete with a stunning woman like her?"

Rahul grinned wickedly, gesturing downward with a mischievous spark in his eyes. "Is that so? Then explain why this gentleman here is standing at attention."

Sanjana reached down and gently pinched his nose, chuckling softly. "Who knows? Perhaps he is reacting to me, or perhaps he is daydreaming about another attractive companion."

Encouraged by her playful banter and the soft, deliberate touch of her fingers, Rahul grew fully aroused. His body responded instantly to her presence, a clear sign of his rising desire. Reaching down with both hands, he took hold of the hem of her nightgown and pulled it upward over her torso.

Sanjana raised her arms above her head, allowing him to slide the garment completely off her body and toss it aside. Having anticipated an intimate encounter that night, she was wearing nothing underneath. She reached down to stroke him, her fingers moving with a practiced warmth as she pointed toward his clothing. "Take these off too," she whispered, her voice thick with desire. "I am getting impatient."

Rahul took a moment to admire her bare figure in the soft light of the room. He gently caressed her smooth skin, his hands tracing the curves of her chest and brushing over her sensitive spots. Feeling the heat radiating from her skin, he leaned in closer and whispered, "You really are impatient tonight. My hands can feel how warm you are. Who is all this excitement really for?"

Sanjana feigned innocence, dismissing his playful interrogation with a subtle shake of her head. "I told you, stop talking and make love to me. We don't have all night. We have to wake up early tomorrow for the long journey ahead."

She accelerated the movement of her hand, stroking him faster, though he was already fully prepared for her. When Rahul positioned himself and slipped two fingers inside her, a powerful wave of pleasure rippled through her entire body. His practiced touch targeted her most sensitive areas with deliberate precision, causing her to arch her back off the mattress with soft, involuntary gasps.

The lingering memories of her intense encounter with Karan earlier that morning, combined with her husband's constant talk of him throughout the evening, pushed her arousal to a breaking point. Casting aside all remaining hesitation and modesty, she surrendered herself completely to the overwhelming sensations of the moment.

Taking Rahul’s face in both hands, she pulled him down against her chest, holding him firmly. "Rahul, stop teasing me," she pleaded, her breathing rapid and shallow. "Please, I need you now. Take me properly and don't make me wait."

Equally consumed by desire, Rahul quickly shed his clothing, tossing his shirt and trousers onto the floor. Positioning himself between her thighs, he paused for a brief moment to look down at her. Despite years of marriage, her body remained remarkably tight and welcoming, offering a level of intense physical pleasure that he had never experienced with anyone else.

As they moved together, her body responded with natural, rhythmic contractions that heightened every sensation, wrapping around him so snugly that every movement felt extraordinarily intense and deeply satisfying.

Yet, even as Rahul derived immense pleasure from their physical intimacy, a quiet, intrusive thought crossed his mind. He wondered what it would be like if Karan were to experience this same incredible passion with her. But deep down, Rahul knew the reality of the situation. Sanjana was a woman of firm principles and unyielding determination. She was deeply committed to her values and her personal vows, and she would never willingly allow another man into her bed under normal circumstances.

He pondered whether the romantic atmosphere of the cold, snow-covered mountains might soften her resolve, prompting her to take pity on Karan's obvious attraction toward her and set aside her pledge. Yet, he quickly recognized this as nothing more than wishful thinking. Sanjana possessed a proud, steadfast spirit. While she cared for Karan deeply as a person, her physical boundaries were firm and absolute.

The only way such a scenario could ever occur would be through deliberate deception—such as taking advantage of heavy intoxication, using a sedating substance, or orchestrating a switch in pitch-black darkness where she mistook Karan for her husband. But the moment she felt the difference between the two men, the illusion would shatter completely. Realizing how dangerous, unethical, and reckless such thoughts were, Rahul felt a sudden wave of guilt wash over him and immediately forced the idea out of his mind.

Even as Rahul contemplated the fantasy of sharing his wife Sanjana with Karan, the sheer intensity of his thoughts brought his own desire to a fever pitch. He gazed down at her inviting form once more, positioning himself between her thighs and gently rubbing against her skin. Despite years of marriage, he remained completely enamored with her. Yet he knew from experience that initiating physical intimacy with Sanjana required patience and care.

Because her body naturally remained firm and tight, entering her without proper preparation could easily cause discomfort. Understanding this, Rahul gathered her natural moisture to slick himself thoroughly, ensuring the moment would unfold as smoothly and tenderly as possible.

Noticing her husband’s brief hesitation, Sanjana reached down and affectionately guided him with her fingers. Easing his entry, she aligned him against her body and offered a subtle nod, signaling him to proceed gently. Taking her cue, Rahul pushed forward with a slow, deliberate movement.

As she felt the initial stretch of intimacy, a quiet gasp escaped Sanjana's lips—a subtle blend of tender sensation and rising heat. Slowly and rhythmically, Rahul built their momentum. Supporting his movements, Sanjana lifted her hips to match his pace, making their rhythm effortless. The deep connection between them quickly erased any lingering friction, and because they had not been together like this for several days, Rahul surrendered entirely to the heightened emotion of the moment.

The earlier conversation surrounding CR Karan had charged the atmosphere between the couple with an unmistakable electric energy. Privately, Sanjana found herself briefly contemplating how overwhelming Karan's formidable presence would feel in such an intense moment. Meanwhile, Rahul continued his steady, vigorous pace. Sanjana fully matched his passion, softly encouraging him with urgent whispers of praise as their warmth created a rhythmic, wet sound against the quiet of the room.

To heighten his pleasure even further, Sanjana reached down to cradle and stroke him, driving his excitement to its absolute limit. Breathless from the exertion, Rahul leaned down and whispered, "Darling, here we are indulging in each other's arms, while poor Karan is stuck working late at his office tonight."

Curiosity briefly breaking her focus, Sanjana looked up and asked, "Why? What happened? Why would Karan be at his office at this hour?"

"Regional tensions are rising," Rahul explained, keeping his movements steady. "The military is on high alert due to active intelligence operations along the border. Foreign agents are constantly gathering information on troop movements. Honestly, I was worried that our upcoming trip might get canceled at the last minute."

A sharp wave of anxiety washed over Sanjana. The upcoming week offered her a rare, golden opportunity to be near Karan in an intimate, relaxing environment. The mere thought of the trip being called off unsettled her deeply. Pausing her rhythm, she asked urgently, "Could that actually happen? Could they really cancel it?"

Remaining inside her, Rahul sought to reassure her. "It is highly unlikely. If they were going to cancel the program, they would have notified us by now. It seems more like strategic posturing and heightened surveillance rather than an imminent conflict. However, both sides are operating with extreme caution. As a defense journalist, I was called into the Ministry earlier today. Because my sources give me direct insight into military movements, officials explicitly instructed me not to publish or disclose any sensitive details."

Relief flooded through Sanjana as she realized their plans remained intact. Beyond her personal feelings for Karan, she was genuinely looking forward to the excursion—the mountain trekking, swimming in pristine rivers, exploring scenic valleys, and spending cozy evenings around a roaring campfire with music, drinks, and dancing.

Signaling her husband to continue, she gently raised her hips once more. Rahul eagerly resumed his passionate pace. Both husband and wife burned with intense anticipation, each privately envisioning the seven days ahead: Sanjana silently lost in thoughts of Karan, while Rahul remained captivated by the thought of Anjali.

As morning broke, everyone took a bath, got refreshed, and started making the final preparations, including packing breakfast for the train journey. Once everything was ready, they all began getting dressed. Breaking away from tradition at her husband's insistence, Sanjana wore a pair of capris. On top, she wore a loose blouse. The top was quite open around the neckline, but it fit snugly just below her bust. She had pinned a portion of her hair with a clip, letting the rest cascade freely down her shoulders. Wearing short pants made Sanjana’s well-shaped, tone-firm thighs present a deeply alluring and enticing sight. The capris she wore were quite relaxed at the bottom, resting just slightly above her knees. The evening before, Rahul had bought a veni braid for Sanjana, which she had gracefully pinned into her hair. The natural reddish tint of her lips was enhanced with a light touch of lipstick, showcasing their juicy plumpness. Sanjana’s cheeks were already naturally rosy, needing no additional blush. Once fully dressed, Sanjana walked out of the room, stood with her legs together slightly angled, and struck a teasing, seductive pose that highlighted her slender waist and full hips. Looking at her husband, she asked:

Sanjana: "How do I look?"

Rahul wrapped his arms around his wife, placing his hand over her softness rising above her blouse. Gently caressing her through the fabric, he pressed a soft kiss to Sanjana’s lips and murmured:

Rahul : "Absolutely delicious. Looking at you makes me want to devour you completely."

Sanjana gave her husband a playful shove, glancing at him sideways as she teased:

Sanjana : "Have some shame! You devoured me completely last night. Wasn't that enough to satisfy your appetite?"

Rahul replied in the same flirtatious tone:

Rahul : "That was dinner, my love. I’m talking about breakfast now."

Sanjana pressed her lips against her husband's, losing herself in a deep, passionate kiss. Stepping back after a moment with a mischievous smile, she said:

Sanjana : "This is all you get for breakfast today. You'll just have to make do with this. I won't be able to offer you lunch this afternoon, but if you're craving dinner again tonight, we'll have to figure something out. It might be a little tricky serving you in a moving train compartment, though. But sweetheart, first check and see if J.J. and Anjali have left the house yet."
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Sanjana peeked through the window and saw that Karan Ji and Anjali were already bringing their luggage downstairs. A taxi was parked below. It must have been around five in the morning. A faint rosy glow of dawn painted the sky, and there was a pleasant, refreshing hint of a chill in the air. When Rahul saw Anjali, he was completely mesmerized, unable to take his eyes off her. Anjali was wearing a floral-patterned top paired with a skirt whose hemline rested quite a bit above her knees. The stretch of bare skin gently exposed between the bottom of her top and the waistband of her skirt radiated an undeniable allure, enough to drive any man wild. Her slender waist, the taut softness of her midriff, her delicate navel, and the gentle curve flaring out toward her hips, followed by her flawlessly sculpted thighs that were as striking as lotus stems—every detail was deeply sensual, captivating enough that no admiring man could bring himself to look away.

As soon as Rahul reached downstairs, both husbands found themselves engaged in a secret, silent game, stealing appreciative glances at each other's wives while carefully trying to avoid their own wife's watchful eyes. Stepping forward, Rahul took the CR's hand in his, greeting him with a warm "Good morning," before shaking Anjali's hand and offering her a brief, formal hug. His heart secretly yearned to pull Anjali into a tight, lingering embrace, but mindful of the onlookers and the curious neighbors peeking out from the surrounding windows, he reluctantly pushed the thought aside. Karan Ji, however, did not hold back; he pulled Sanjana into a firm, warm embrace.

Karan Ji : "You look absolutely breathtaking."

And then, only out of sheer necessity and reluctance, he finally released her from his arms.

It took them about an hour and a half to reach the railway station by taxi. The train was already waiting at the platform. The two-tier AC compartment had six berths in total, four of which belonged to Karan Ji, Anjali, Rahul, and Sanjana. After stowing away their own luggage along with Karan Ji and Anjali's, Rahul noticed a young woman, around twenty-five years of age, sitting on the side-upper berth. Just then, a mature army officer accompanied by a young man entered the compartment to help stow her luggage under the seat. The senior officer introduced himself as Brigadier Kh*n*na (Retired). He mentioned that the young lady—who looked young enough to be his daughter—was actually his wife. Everyone was briefly left wondering how such a senior officer could have such a young wife. After a few moments, everyone exchanged warm hellos and pleasantries with the officer, only to learn that Brigadier Kh*n*na couldn't get a reservation alongside his wife. His own seat was booked two compartments away. After chatting for a short while, as the train was about to depart, Brigadier Kh*n*na headed back to his own compartment.

Shortly after, the young army officer who held the reservation for the side-lower berth entered the compartment. The stars on his uniform revealed his rank as CP. He arranged his luggage under the seat. He appeared to be barely twenty-five or twenty-six years old, looking like a fresh graduate from the National Defence Academy. Right across from him sat the young woman, Anamika. The two exchanged casual greetings. As the train rolled out of the station, a ticket collector wearing a black coat and white trousers appeared before CR Sahib, Rahul, Anjali, and Sanjana. With a broad frame, chubby cheeks, long hair, a thick beard, and an imposing height, he looked less like an official and more like a movie villain. He proceeded to verify everyone's tickets, appearing unusually chatty and eager to talk.

When he asked Rahul about their destination, neither the CR nor Rahul offered an answer. Seeing the quiet spell, Sanjana spoke up:

Sanjana : "We are going to *a#mu."

The ticket collector instantly turned to Sanjana with a polite nod.

Ticket Collector : "Yes, yes, I can see that on your ticket. But where are you headed beyond *a#mu?"

When neither Rahul nor the CR responded again, the ticket collector looked at Sanjana with heightened curiosity. Without hesitation, Sanjana shared their entire travel itinerary—at least as much as she knew—with him.

She explained that they were all traveling to an army training camp situated quite a distance from Jammu. However, when the ticket collector inquired about the exact name of the location and how far it was from *a#mu, Sanjana found herself unable to answer, as she didn't know much about the specific details. Since “CR” and “Rahul” were clearly not in a talking mood, the ticket collector appeared slightly disappointed. Anjali was fast asleep at the time. After checking the tickets for Rahul, Sanjana, CR Karan Ringh, and Anjali, the ticket collector moved on to the next compartment without checking anyone else's tickets at that moment. Once he left, everyone began introducing themselves to one another. The young officer on the side-lower berth introduced himself as CP Gaurav. As it turned out, he was also headed to the exact same training camp as Anjali, Karan Ji, Rahul, and Sanjana.

Before long, the two young individuals—CP Gaurav and Anamika Kh*n*na—being close to the same age, became completely engrossed in conversation. Anamika was truly breathtaking and undeniably striking. Every curve of her body radiated an irresistible charm. From the moment she met CP Gaurav, it seemed as if no one else existed for her. Seeing Gaurav's athletic, well-toned frame, the sculpted muscles of his arms, his trim waist, and his impressive height, a sudden sparkle ignited in Anamika's eyes. Gaurav’s heart was equally smitten the moment he laid eyes on Anamika’s sleek, attractive figure and her enchanting gaze. Sensuality echoed in every gesture she made. Anamika’s alluring laugh, her flirtatious expressions while speaking, her luscious lips, her thick dark hair, and her captivating silhouette had entirely captivated the CP. CP Gaurav’s eyes repeatedly wandered toward Anamika’s voluptuous chest, which seemed eager to break free from her outfit. Anamika repeatedly tried to drape her scarf over her chest to cover herself, but with every gentle breeze, it would slip aside, allowing her curves to brazenly showcase themselves beneath the fabric. Her traditional outfit was styled in a way that made it impossible to conceal the rising full shape of her chest. Anamika’s firm, rounded hips were exceptionally striking, instinctively tempting anyone to touch them. Poor Gaurav was completely helpless—how could he possibly ignore such a divine goddess sitting right across from him?

Sanjana observed that Gaurav and Anamika already seemed completely enchanted with each other from this very first meeting. Their conversation showed no signs of slowing down. Sanjana smiled softly to herself, thinking how youth always carries this wild, unstoppable spark. When two young hearts feel a mutual spark, no force in the world can hold them back. Yet, Sanjana couldn't help but wonder if this sudden obsession might cause trouble for Anamika’s married life. Meanwhile, CR Sahib and Rahul were also quietly smiling to themselves, watching the subtle interactions between the two young adults, perhaps recalling memories of their own younger days.

Rahul was sitting on Anjali’s berth, while Anjali was fast asleep near the window. Karan Ji was seated by the opposite window, and Sanjana sat on the aisle side of the berth. The compartment's air conditioning was running quite high, gradually filling the space with a deep chill. Sanjana pulled out a blanket and draped it over herself. She handed the other end of the blanket to Karan Ji, who draped it across his shoulders. Within a few moments, Karan Ji’s eyes grew heavy with sleep, and he stretched his legs out to lie down. Beneath the blanket, Karan Ji's legs gently brushed against Sanjana's thighs. CP Gaurav and Anamika continued to talk with intense enthusiasm, though keeping their voices lowered to a whisper. Sanjana noticed that every now and then, they secretly reached out to hold each other's hands. Aside from their hushed conversation, a tranquil silence settled over the compartment. About an hour had passed since the train departed when another ticket examiner arrived, checking tickets across the compartment before stopping right in front of Sanjana, Rahul, Karan Ji, and Anjali to request their tickets.

It was a matter of great astonishment for all of them.

CR Sahib : "Ticket Inspector, how many times will you check our tickets? Just a little while ago, another inspector came by and verified them. You are the second one in a single hour. How did this happen?"

The ticket collector looked at the CR in utter surprise.

Ticket Collector : "Oh, brother, what are you saying? I am responsible for checking tickets not just in this compartment, but across all six AC coaches. There is no other ticket collector assigned to these coaches besides me. Perhaps an imposter made a fool out of you. You didn't lose any money to him, did you?"

Rahul : "No, we didn't give him any money, nor did he ask for any."

The ticket collector breathed a sign of relief.

Ticket Collector : "Well, that is good then. Consider it free entertainment! Sometimes such imposters do turn up. There is no need to worry at all."

Saying this, the ticket collector checked everyone's tickets and moved along. Rahul looked at Karan Ji. Karan Ji was lost in deep thought and remained silent. Sanjana observed everything quietly, completely unable to make sense of what had just occurred.

Deciding not to stress her mind over it any further, Sanjana warmly said hello to young Anamika. She invited her over, made her sit right beside her, and struck up a conversation. Sanjana pulled out some fresh fruits from her bag and offered them to Anamika. Anamika took an orange, and the two of them became completely immersed in their chat. True to her warm nature, Sanjana bonded with Anamika very quickly, establishing a comfortable friendship. Sanjana learned that her full name was Mrs. Anamika Kh*n*na. Everyone had been wondering how a vibrant, young woman like Anamika ended up married to the elderly Brigadier Kh*n*na. Gently and gradually, Sanjana built such an intimate trust with Anamika that Anamika comfortably began sharing her entire life story.

Anamika's father had been Brigadier Kh*n*na's orderly. The Brigadier had lent him a substantial amount of money for his children's education and for building a home, a debt her father was ultimately unable to repay. Anamika used to help out with household chores at the Brigadier's house. Following the passing of the Brigadier's first wife, whenever Anamika came over to handle domestic work, the Brigadier gradually drew her closer, making her his intimate companion. When Anamika's father also passed away, her brothers took complete possession of the family home, abandoning their sister. Left entirely on her own, Anamika began living with the Brigadier as his partner. They shared an active physical intimacy, and eventually, to avoid societal gossip and preserve respectability, they officially got married.
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Sanjana felt a deep curiosity about how such a massive age gap affected their married sensual life. When Sanjana gently inquired about it, Anamika openly admitted that for the past few years, the Brigadier had been unable to fulfill her physical desires or offer her complete intimate satisfaction. Anamika had never uttered a single complaint to him. However, realizing his own advancing age and his inability to bring her to the heights of passion, the Brigadier—despite her silence—had subtly hinted during their conversations that if she ever found another man who could truly satisfy her desires and wished to share intimacy with him, he would never stand in her way.

His sole condition was that Anamika had to keep everything completely secret, making sure that outsiders never caught wind of it. If Anamika gave him a subtle hint or mentioned it to him, he would understand without any fuss. Anamika shared with Sanjana that Brigadier Sahib took wonderful care of her, loving her deeply—far more than just a wife or a daughter. He was always genuinely concerned about her romantic and physical well-being. On several occasions, he had even encouraged Anamika that if she ever wished to share an intimate connection with another man, she was completely free to do so. However, Anamika had never sought to take advantage of that freedom. Anamika assured Sanjana that she was truly content with Brigadier Sahib. He lovingly provided her with everything her heart desired, and she held no complaints against him whatsoever. Sanjana, in turn, opened up and shared her own family journey with Anamika, and in no time, the two formed an inseparable bond of friendship. Once their deep conversation concluded, Anamika returned to her own seat, where CP Gaurav was eagerly awaiting her arrival.

Sanjana's eyes were also growing heavy with fatigue. Karan Ji's long legs were gently brushing against her thighs. Stretching her own legs out toward the opposite seat, Sanjana closed her eyes and slowly drifted into a hazy, blissful twilight state. Sanjana had rested her feet on the facing berth. Rahul was sitting on that opposite berth, fast asleep. As Sanjana relaxed her body and stretched out comfortably between the facing seats, she once again felt the soft touch of Karan Ji's leg resting near her thighs.

Karan Ji, owing to his tall frame, seemed slightly uncomfortable trying to stretch out his long legs in the cramped space. Observing his discomfort, Sanjana gently lifted both of Karan Ji's feet and cradled them in her lap. To protect him from the chilly draft, Sanjana reached for a blanket lying nearby, along with a bedsheet beneath it, and carefully wrapped Karan Ji's entire body. She then pulled the other end of the blanket and sheet over her own lap and chest. Feeling a comforting warmth wash over her, Sanjana lovingly held Karan Ji's legs in her lap, gently stroking and massaging them with delicate care. Having the legs of her respected mentor and beloved partner resting in her lap filled her heart with warmth and contentment. It felt like a precious opportunity to serve someone she held so dear. She found herself reminiscing about her younger days, recalling how she used to massage her father's feet until he fell fast asleep. As she continued her gentle touch, Sanjana kept gazing at Karan Ji with eyes full of deep reverence and love, feeling not even the slightest hesitation in holding his feet in her lap.

Sanjana then extended her legs further, resting them gently in her husband Rahul's lap. Rahul was snoring softly. He stirred for a moment and opened his eyes, noticing his wife's legs resting in his lap. He looked over at Sanjana. He observed that Karan Ji's legs were cradled in his wife's lap while Sanjana was tenderly massaging them. Sanjana saw a gentle smile grace his lips before he closed his eyes once more, returning to his restful slumber.

As Sanjana continued to stroke and gently massage Karan Ji's legs, she felt the warm touch of Karan Ji's hand. Reaching out from beneath the blanket, Karan Ji softly took hold of Sanjana's hand, gently squeezing it before guiding it upward, placing her palm directly between his thighs. Sanjana instantly understood that Karan Ji desired her to wrap her hand around his intimate core and stroke his rising hardness. Sanjana was momentarily startled by his bold move. She looked around nervously. Everyone was fast asleep. Sanjana's breath caught in her throat. As she glanced around the compartment, she realized that their subtle movements beneath the heavy blanket were completely hidden from view. With all the privacy curtains drawn, the lighting inside was soft and dim—almost completely enveloped in darkness.

Sanjana slowly moved her hand upward and leaned slightly toward Karan Ji, gently taking hold of his swelling hardness right through his trousers. His core was not fully firm yet, but it was rising rapidly. Checking carefully in all directions once more, Sanjana carefully slid the zipper of Karan Ji's trousers down. With a bit of delicate effort, she slipped past his undergarments to free his bare hardness, holding him softly in her palm. At the mere touch of Sanjana’s warm hand, Karan Ji’s core instantly became completely firm and upright, releasing its preliminary moisture. Sanjana’s palm grew slick with the warmth of his desire. She then wrapped her fingers into a soft grip around him. Though her small hand could not fully enclose his massive length, she gently pressed the outer skin of his hardness, stroking and moving her hand in a steady rhythm.

Looking up at Karan Ji's face, Sanjana noticed his eyes were softly closed, yielding completely to the heavenly bliss of her touch. Gradually, she increased the speed of her movements. Sanjana wanted to bring him to a full release before anyone else woke up, ensuring their secret remained completely safe. Her hand moved swiftly up and down. She carefully folded the blanket and sheet into layers to ensure no one could spot the motion beneath. Stroking his core with firm intensity, Sanjana’s hand began to ache slightly, but she could see a pure, intoxicating fervor sweeping over Karan Ji's features. After a few moments of rapid stroking, she felt his entire body go completely taut. Karan Ji was on the very brink of surrender. Sanjana gently slowed the pace as bursts of hot passion erupted from the tip of his core. Fearing that his release might stain the bedsheet, Sanjana quickly reached out with her other hand to grab a small napkin resting nearby. Wrapping her hand and the napkin tightly around his center, she caught his entire essence within her grip and the cloth. The napkin became completely soaked with his warmth. After thoroughly wiping around his soft core, she used another napkin to clean his relaxed member as well as her own hand. With careful effort, she tucked his softened warmth back into his undergarments and smoothly zipped his trousers closed. She felt a deep wave of relief knowing that no one had witnessed their intimate act. Having given Karan Ji the intense satisfaction he needed, Sanjana closed her eyes and tried to drift off to sleep.

Anjali was already sleeping on her side, likely having missed out on a restful sleep the night before. Her long legs were stretched out at an angle, gently resting against Rahul’s thighs.

As Sanjana lingered in a half-asleep state, she overheard the low whispers between Gaurav and Anamika. Sanjana could tell that Gaurav was actively trying to charm Anamika, and Anamika was willingly giving him encouragement. Instead of unfolding the side berth into a flat bed, Anamika and Gaurav had raised the berth to set up two facing seats. Though they had introduced themselves, Anamika had not revealed her full story to Gaurav. She made no mention of being married. In truth, looking at Anamika, no one could ever guess she was a married woman. She wore no traditional marks of marriage on her face—no vermilion in her hair, nor any sacred necklace. Anamika was dressed in a pristine white top. Whether called a blouse or a sleeveless shirt, it failed completely to conceal the generous swell of her chest. Her curves rose so prominently against her top that they appeared like two glorious peaks resting on her chest. Below, she wore a beautifully patterned, flowing maxi skirt that reached all the way to her ankles. Her thick, dark hair was elegantly twisted and secured with clips. A subtle coat of lipstick highlighted the natural lushness of her lips, while her slender neck and radiant, moon-like face—complemented by her lively, expressive eyes—added irresistible charm to her beauty. The soft curve of her hips was stunningly alluring.

The sudden, generous flare below her narrow waist made her the ultimate center of attention for any man's gaze. Whenever Anamika walked, the captivating sway of her hips was enough to make any man lose his composure. Whenever a gentle breeze blew, her long skirt would cling between her legs, tempting any onlooker to lose themselves in wild fantasies about her hidden warmth. Anamika’s legs were long and beautifully shaped. She was noticeably taller than most average women, and her height gave her sleek, toned frame an extraordinarily graceful silhouette. Besides being close in age, the instant magnetic pull between Gaurav and Anamika had allowed them to speak with effortless intimacy.

What Sanjana overheard went like this:

Gaurav : "Anamika, you are stunningly beautiful."

Anamika : "Thank you, sir. You are quite handsome yourself!"

Gaurav : "Oh, come on! If you truly thought I was handsome, why would you hesitate to get close to me?"

Anamika : "What are you talking about? I am right here next to you."

Gaurav aligned his legs with Anamika's and spoke:

Gaurav : "Look, there is such a huge distance between us."

Anamika : "Where is the distance? Your legs are touching mine."

Gaurav : "It's only our legs touching. Our bodies are still so far apart, aren't they?"

Anamika : "That's incredible, CP! We haven't even known each other for two hours, and you're already dreaming about bringing our bodies together?"

Gaurav : "Why not? Is there a restriction on dreaming? And suppose a full day had passed since we met, what would happen then?"

Anamika : "No, CP, there is no restriction on dreaming. You should definitely dream. When it comes to dreaming, why hold back? As for what happens after a day of knowing each other, we will see when that day passes. This is just the beginning. Why so much impatience already?"

Gaurav : "What do you mean?"

Anamika : "Well, if you're going to dream, then dream about everything. Why stop at just bringing our bodies close? What need is there to put reins on your dreams? Yes, in the real world outside of dreams, patience is essential."

Gaurav : "My lady, what are you trying to say? What should I see in my dreams? As far as patience goes, I admit I lack it."

Anamika : "Unbelievable, CP! Do I have to tell you what to see in your dreams now? The country is free. You can see whatever you want in your dreams. How would I know what you wish to see? But there is a difference between the world of dreams and reality."

Gaurav : "Should I tell you what I want to see in my dream?"

Anamika : "There you go again! See whatever you want to see. Tell me, what do you want to see?"

Gaurav : "If I tell you the truth, you won't mind, right?"

Anamika : "That's rich! If you are dreaming, why would I mind? As the saying goes, the sleep is yours, the dreams are yours. Tell me, what dream do you want to see?"

Gaurav : "Yes, you are right about that. So, I want to dream that you are in my arms and I am showering you with deep love."

Anamika : "Oh! We haven't even met properly yet, and you're already dreaming about holding me in your arms and making love to me?"

Gaurav : "Didn't you say there are no restrictions on dreaming? As far as meeting properly goes, tell me, how can we meet properly?"

Anamika : "Meeting properly means getting to know each other, taking the time to come close, making sacrifices for each other's happiness and well-being, and so on. Yes, I did say there are no restrictions on dreaming, but even dreams should be dreamed thoughtfully."

Gaurav : "Do you dream thoughtfully? Do we really have any control over our dreams?"

Anamika fell silent upon hearing Gaurav's words. A serious expression washed over her face. Her eyes grew slightly moist. Seeing this, Gaurav was deeply surprised. He watched Anamika in silence. Noticing the sadness on her face, Gaurav said:

Gaurav : "Please forgive me, Anamikaji, if I said something that caused you pain. I never intended to bring you any sorrow."

Composing herself, Anamika said softly:

Anamika : "No, CP, it's nothing like that. Life presents certain crossroads that you simply have to endure, and accepting them is the only way forward for everyone's well-being."

Gaurav : "Anamikaji, please don't speak in riddles. Tell me, what's troubling you?"

Diverting the conversation to avoid Gaurav's query, Anamika replied:

Anamika : "CP, I am younger than you. Please don't address me as Anamikaji. My name is Anamika, and I would prefer if you just called me Anamika."

Anamika collected her thoughts once again. After contemplating for a moment, she made a silent inner decision not to disclose her true reality—that she was already married—to Gaurav just yet.

Gaurav : "Then listen to me as well. Please stop calling me CP. My name is Gaurav, and you should simply call me Gaurav."

Anamika's mind was in turmoil. She wrestled with whether to take things further with Gaurav or not. Her husband had already subtly signaled that if an opportunity ever arose, he would have no objection to her secretly satisfying her physical yearnings, provided everything remained completely discreet. This presented a unique opportunity for Anamika. A built, strikingly handsome young man was right before her, actively trying to entice and charm her into an intimate connection. It was now entirely up to Anamika whether she would encourage this young man while still upholding her grace and dignity. Anamika reflected that this was the very first time such a handsome man had made such an earnest effort to charm her. In the past, many men had cast longing glances in her direction, but none as handsome as him had ever stepped forward to draw so close and pursue her so passionately. Yet, how could a refined woman ever step forward on her own and ask a man to come and quench her romantic desires? After all, she was a proud woman who held her self-respect dear.

After much deliberation, Anamika decided that since the opportunity had presented itself, why not embrace it? If this moment slipped away, she would only be left to rely on her own hands for solace. A rare night of moonlight had arrived before the inevitable return of dark, quiet nights.

Anamika's expressive eyes sparkled as she spoke:

Anamika : "CP... sorry, Gaurav, perhaps you don't fully grasp the difference between dreams and reality."

Gaurav reached forward, gently taking hold of Anamika's hand:

Gaurav : "Why don't you explain it to me then? I am quite inexperienced in these matters."
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The moment Gaurav held her hand, an electric sensation coursed through Anamika's entire frame, sending a rush of tingles across her skin. Aside from her husband, no man had ever held her hand with such tender intensity. Anamika had often dreamed of a muscular young man holding her tightly in his arms, showering her with deep kisses, caressing her curves, undressing her completely, and surrendering to passion with her. In her recurring dreams, that phantom lover would return to kiss, press, and cherish every inch of her body. On many nights, she had felt as though that mysterious stranger was exploring her most delicate places with his fingers, lifting her to the absolute peak of excitement and desire. Looking closely at Gaurav now, she realized that his striking face and sculpted physique mirrored the exact young man from her deepest fantasies.

Gaurav saw that when he held Anamika's hand, she did not offer any resistance at all. Instead, lost in her own thoughts, she was gazing steadfastly into his face, which emboldened him even further. Pulling Anamika gently toward himself, he spoke:

Gaurav : "What are you looking at, Anamika? Do I look unattractive or frightening to you? Do you see something wrong in me?"

Awakening from her trance and looking into Gaurav's eyes, Anamika replied:

Anamika : "No, it is nothing like that. Why do you ask?"

Gaurav : "Look, everyone is sleeping. We cannot speak loudly. So at least sit closer to me. If I do not seem unattractive or frightening to you, and since we have already been introduced, then why sit so far apart?"

Anamika : "Oh, goodness! The seating arrangement is just designed this way. How can we sit together given how it is? This berth was already kept like this. It is not as if I folded it upward, is it?"

Gaurav : "Then I will lower it down if you have no objection?"

Saying this, without waiting for Anamika's consent, Gaurav stood up and prepared to lower the berth. Out of necessity, Anamika had to stand up as well. Gaurav lowered the berth into a flat bed, spread a sheet over it, and motioned for Anamika to sit down first. As Anamika gently rested her hips on the berth,

Gaurav pulled her slightly closer to himself and spoke:

Gaurav : "Come on, sit properly. After all, we have a very long journey to cover together."

Anamika slid over and sat right next to Gaurav. She felt her thighs brushing against Gaurav's thighs. The temperature in the compartment was becoming quite cold. When Gaurav gently pulled Anamika even closer to himself, Anamika offered a mild protest:

Anamika : "What are you doing? What will someone say if they see us?"

Gaurav understood that Anamika had inadvertently given him the green light. Anamika had not truly resisted his gesture of pulling her close, nor had she raised an objection to it; rather, she had merely cautioned him out of fear that someone might spot them.

This subtle sign was more than enough for Gaurav. He realized that Anamika genuinely wished to be close to him in her heart, but she was simply afraid that someone might catch them. Gaurav immediately stood up and drew the privacy curtains fully closed, concealing both of their berths behind the fabric. Now, no one could look inside without pulling the curtain aside.

When Anamika saw that Gaurav had enclosed them completely behind the curtains, she spoke up:

Anamika : "Gaurav, what are you doing?"

Gaurav : "I am doing exactly what you desire. You were the one who said someone might see us. Now, no one can see us. Tell me, is everything fine now?"

What could Anamika possibly say? She felt it best to remain completely silent. Beneath her skin, a sudden wave of sweet, overwhelming arousal surged, making her intimate core glisten with warm moisture as her peaks tightened and rose against her blouse. Anamika felt utterly unable to regain her composure, falling under a surreal, intoxicating spell. She couldn't comprehend what was happening to her, experiencing sensations she had never felt before.

Noticing her hesitation and mixed emotions, Gaurav drew her even closer. Placing both of his hands beneath her hips, he lifted her gently and set her down in his lap. The moment Gaurav pulled her into his lap, Anamika trembled with excitement. She could feel Gaurav's intense hardness pressing firmly against the curves of her lower back. Through the layers of her clothing, his firm, substantial center nudged against her so powerfully that Anamika knew instantly he was completely consumed by passion and fully aroused.

Anamika could no longer endure the rising heat within her body.

Anamika : "I can't... I can't hold back this intense feeling..."

Her intimate core grew increasingly slick, with sweet moisture flowing continuously. She began to fear that her delicate undergarments would become completely soaked, seeping through her skirt and revealing her helpless state of arousal to Gaurav. At the same time, she felt a strong urge to protect her dignity and self-respect. Although she knew her husband would never object to her secret desires, she was still a proud, married woman. If she surrendered too easily, where would the thrill be? Something gained without effort carries no true value. Shouldn't Gaurav be made to work a little harder, plead a little more, and earn her affection? Despite her inner longing, Anamika decided that she must pause this momentum for now. Overcoming her heart's desires, she stood up from his lap.

Adjusting her clothing with trembling hands, she looked at Gaurav and spoke with emotional vulnerability:

Anamika : "Enough, Gaurav. Please do not tease me any further. I am helpless right now... I am so sorry."

Anamika could not bring herself to tell Gaurav that she disliked his advances, nor did she give him a definitive rejection. Instead, stepping away from her berth, she walked toward the aisle.

Sanjana opened her eyes and saw Anamika heading toward the glass door of the compartment, with Gaurav rising quickly to follow right behind her. Unable to contain her curiosity, Sanjana gently lifted Karan Ji's feet from her lap and placed them softly back on the berth. Karan Ji was fast asleep. After carefully draping the warm blanket and sheet over Karan Ji's body, Sanjana stood up and quietly trailed behind them to observe their playful chase.

Anamika rushed ahead, reaching the sliding glass door at the end of the compartment. Gaurav sprinted right behind her, eager to catch her near the doorway. Sanjana watched as Gaurav reached out, wrapping his arms securely around Anamika from behind and attempting to press a tender kiss to her lips. Playfully laughing, Anamika twisted her face away to dodge his kiss. Wiggling out of his grasp, she teasingly held up her thumb and taunted him with a spark of mischief in her eyes:

Anamika : "I am not going to fall into your trap so easily! If you are a brave soldier, I am a soldier's daughter as well. Catch me if you have the courage!"

That was all it took. To Gaurav, it felt like an open invitation wrapped in a challenge. As he lunged forward to capture her in his arms, Anamika leaped away, sliding open the glass door and stepping into the vestibule area—the non-air-conditioned space near the restrooms. Gaurav dashed after her, reaching out to scoop her into his arms once more.

Anamika bolted toward the outer exit door. Unfortunately, the heavy door was unlatched and swinging open. On the metal floor lay a slippery patch of spilled food. Anamika's foot slipped violently. She lost her balance and fell backward. Both of her legs slid through the open doorway, dangling precariously out of the fast-moving train.

Gaurav reacted with lightning speed, lunging forward to catch Anamika's hands just as she was sliding out into the open air. Anamika's legs dangled above the rushing metal footboards outside, and she cried out in sheer terror:

Anamika : "Save me! Save me! Gaurav, please don't let go of me!"

Gaurav held on with all his strength, his voice strained yet firm:

Gaurav : "I won't let go! Just hold onto my hands as tightly as you can! Nothing will happen to you... just keep holding on tightly!"

Anamika was dangling entirely by the strength of Gaurav's hands. Gaurav's feet were also resting on the same slick, oily patch. Losing his footing, he slipped violently and crashed down. While his waist and legs remained inside the coach, his head and upper body slid past the open doorway. Because both of his hands were desperately gripping Anamika's wrists, he could not reach out to grab onto anything to halt his slide. Gaurav spread his legs as wide as he could, trying to anchor himself and stop his body from sliding out. Yet, without a solid handhold and with the floor covered in grease, his frame slowly continued to slide toward the void outside the doorway. Just then, Sanjana arrived behind them. Seeing the horrifying scene before her, her heart jumped straight into her throat. In a matter of seconds, both Anamika and Gaurav would be thrown out by the violent gales of the high-speed train.

Sanjana sprinted forward and grabbed Gaurav’s sliding feet with all her strength. Spreading her legs wide, she braced her feet against the corners of the coach frame, doing everything in her power to anchor Gaurav's weight and stop him from hurtling outward. Gaurav held Anamika’s hands in a desperate grip, risking his very life to keep her from being thrown out into the night. Driven by the howling wind and the furious velocity of the train, Anamika was practically flying outside the doorway. Gaurav mustered every ounce of strength to keep his grip locked onto both of her hands. Anamika’s feet swung helplessly in the air, and her sweeping skirt ballooned upward like an umbrella. Despite the chaos, Anamika fought desperately to find a foothold on the lower steps of the compartment.

Sanjana shouted at the top of her lungs:

Sanjana : "Is anyone there? Please, help us!"

For a few moments, because the heavy glass door was shut behind them, neither CR Sahib nor Rahul could hear Sanjana’s frantic cries. But after another passenger raised the alarm upon hearing her screams, CR Sahib and Rahul immediately jumped up and rushed toward her. CR Sahib reached out and yanked the emergency brake chain with all his force. A train moving at such high speed could not halt in an instant. The screech of the emergency brakes echoed violently through the air. The train was still flying forward at a relentless speed. Anamika felt as though the final moments of her life had arrived, her existence hanging solely by the thread of Gaurav's hands.

Yet Gaurav's own situation was dire as he kept sliding further out. Two lives hung in the balance, ready to be lost at any second. Disregarding his own safety, Gaurav refused to let go of Anamika’s hands. Under the combined weight of both Anamika and Gaurav, Sanjana’s grip began to weaken. She could not hold onto Gaurav’s feet securely, and his ankles were steadily slipping through her fingers. Though the train was gradually slowing down, its speed was still dangerously high. Suddenly, Gaurav’s feet slipped completely out of Sanjana’s hands. In the blink of an eye, both Gaurav and Anamika were thrown out, tumbling wildly through the air outside the train. A short distance ahead, the train finally ground to a complete halt.

Anamika had rolled far away from the iron railway tracks. Thanks to the thick grass and soft sand where she landed, she suffered mostly minor scratches and a couple of deeper bruises. Gaurav, however, had collided with the sharp rocks beside the tracks, sustaining severe wounds and bleeding profusely from his head. Upon impact, the trauma knocked Gaurav unconscious for several moments. As soon as the train stopped, CR Sahib and Rahul, along with several other passengers, jumped down and rushed back along the tracks to search for them. A short distance back, they found Gaurav lying unconscious on the sharp stones right near the railway line, blood flowing heavily from a deep head wound. Sanjana hurried down to the scene as well. She swiftly tore a piece of her scarf and tied it tightly around Gaurav’s head to stanch the bleeding. After a few agonizing moments, Gaurav opened his eyes. Leaving Gaurav in Sanjana’s care, CR Sahib ran further back along the tracks until he spotted Anamika. She had fallen even further behind. Though her clothes were torn, she had miraculously escaped severe injury. She was already standing, trying to steady herself while her head spun in dazed confusion, frantically looking around to find Gaurav.

CR Sahib and a few passengers applied medicine and wrapped bandages on Gaurav and Anamika's wounds using the first-aid supplies and medicines available with the guard, then lifted them both back onto the train and placed them on their berths. Sanjana and Anjali immediately busied themselves with taking care of them. The train resumed its journey, moving forward toward its destination. Anamika had recovered her composure significantly. She went and sat down near Gaurav's feet. Looking at Gaurav's condition, tears began to stream down her cheeks continuously. The overwhelming realization that Gaurav had saved her life without caring for his own safety was consuming her heart. That Gaurav had survived was nothing short of a miracle of nature. Surviving a fall onto sharp stones from a high-speed train is nearly impossible for any human being. Yet Gaurav risking his own life to save hers was an extraordinary and unimaginable experience for Anamika. She had never imagined that a person could put their own life in such grave danger to save another. Sanjana and Anjali were offering comfort to Anamika, reassuring her that Gaurav was fine and out of any life-threatening danger.
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There was a doctor in the compartment who examined both of them and stated that while they had sustained injuries, it did not appear as though any bones were broken.

After some time, Gaurav sat up and began looking around. Due to the head injury, he felt a bit restless and uneasy. He saw Anamika sitting near his feet, weeping softly. Leaning down, Gaurav took Anamika’s hands in his and spoke with deep comfort:

Gaurav : "Everything is fine now. Please stop crying. Didn't I tell you that everything would be alright? We soldiers of the CDN Armed Forces always carry our lives in our palms. Whether it is protecting the pride of our nation or saving the life of a fellow citizen, we leave no stone unturned, risking everything to protect them. I am completely fine, and you are safe too. Now forget what happened and look toward the future."

A short while later, Sanjana and Anjali returned to their own berths. Anamika drew the privacy curtain fully closed, covering Gaurav’s berth behind the fabric. Earlier, she had objected when Gaurav drew the curtain, but now she willingly closed it herself. Instead of heading up to her side-upper berth, she stretched out her legs and sat at one end of Gaurav’s lower berth. Anamika gently asked Gaurav to lie down and rest his body along the berth. Cradling Gaurav’s feet in her lap, Anamika draped a sheet over them and began massaging his legs with soft, tender strokes. Turning to his side, Gaurav pulled Anamika’s feet into his arms, gently caressing them with warm affection. Before long, CP Gaurav drifted into a deep sleep. Gradually, Anamika’s eyes also grew heavy with fatigue. On the narrow berth, the two young bodies lay closely beside one another, held within the warmth of a gentle embrace, one’s head resting near the other’s feet. The train continued to speed forward into the night, hurtling along the tracks with a rhythmic roar.

Gaurav’s injuries were severe, and though no bones were fractured, his muscles had suffered significant trauma, leaving his body aching. As Anamika lay stretched out beside CP Gaurav on the narrow berth, a part of Gaurav’s body was pressed, causing a sudden surge of pain that made CP Gaurav groan softly. Anamika sat up immediately and moved near Gaurav’s feet. Placing his feet back into her lap and draping the blanket over them, she began to stroke them with extra care. Soon, heavy exhaustion washed over Anamika once more. Sitting right there with Gaurav’s feet cradled gently in her lap, Anamika drifted off to sleep.

A short while after Anamika fell asleep, her husband, Brigadier Kh*n*na, was approaching her berth to visit her when Sanjana noticed him. Sanjana feared that Anamika’s husband might misunderstand seeing Anamika in such a close, vulnerable arrangement with Gaurav. Acting quickly, Sanjana stood up with a respectful greeting to Brigadier Sahib, nudged Karan Ji's legs slightly aside, and invited the Brigadier to take a seat beside her. Sanjana gently explained to Brigadier Kh*n*na that Anamika was fast asleep at the moment and it was best not to disturb her rest. Using her warm tact, Sanjana persuaded Brigadier Kh*n*na to sit with her, proceeding to share the entire incident that had occurred with Anamika and Gaurav—how Anamika had lost her footing, how Gaurav had slipped trying to catch her, and how Gaurav had bravely saved Anamika's life.

Anamika’s husband, Brigadier Kh*n*na, mentioned to Sanjana that when the train had come to a prolonged halt for nearly an hour earlier, he had asked someone about the delay. A passenger sitting on his neighboring berth had told him that a woman had fallen from the moving train and an army officer had saved her. Little did he know then that the very woman involved in the terrifying ordeal was his own wife, Anamika.

Upon hearing all these harrowing details, Anamika’s husband, Brigadier Kh*n*na, became deeply anxious and insisted on going to check on Anamika immediately. Sanjana gently restrained him, asking him to exercise a little patience, and woke Karan Ji, who was sleeping nearby, to engage the Brigadier in conversation. As soon as Brigadier Sahib turned his attention toward conversing with Karan Ji, Sanjana stood up, stepped outside the curtain, and called out softly to Anamika.

Anamika had been asleep for little more than half an hour when she stirred awake. She observed that Gaurav’s breathing was calm and steady, with occasional soft snores escaping his lips. Reassured that Gaurav was peacefully resting, Anamika carefully lifted the blanket off herself, removed Gaurav’s feet from her lap, and set them down softly on the berth. After covering Gaurav’s feet with the blanket, she was just about to pull back the curtain and head up to her own berth when she heard Sanjana’s soft voice from the other side. She also recognized the voice of her husband, Brigadier Kh*n*na. Startled, Anamika stood up quickly. She drew open the curtain and saw Sanjana standing there. Sanjana gently took Anamika by the hand and guided her toward Brigadier Sahib. Seeing her husband, Anamika immediately bowed down with profound reverence to touch her husband’s feet.

Brigadier Sahab lifted his wife Anamika in his arms and hugged her tightly before asking, “Anamika, my child...” (Brigadier Kh*n*na often lovingly called Anamika ‘Son’ despite her being his wife, simply because of her youthful charm and younger age.) “I just heard from her,” he said, gesturing toward Sanjana, “that you fell under the train? My heart nearly stopped when I heard it. I was in a deep sleep and no one even informed me. My coach is quite far back. I also heard that CP Gaurav risked his own life to save you. Is that true?”

Brigadier Kh*n*na gently ran his hands over his wife’s body, his touch light yet filled with deep concern, and continued, “Tell me, darling, you didn’t get hurt too badly, did you?”

Anamika pressed her head against Brigadier Sahab’s broad chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart, and replied softly, “Yes, it’s absolutely true. I’m alive today only because of CP Gaurav ji. I didn’t get hurt, but Gaurav ji is quite badly injured. He’s resting right now.” She gestured toward Sanjana and CR Sahab. “They bandaged him and took care of everything. A doctor checked him and said there’s no danger to Gaurav ji’s life.”

Then Anamika narrated the entire incident to her husband in vivid detail. She carefully hid the part where Gaurav had been chasing after her to catch her, and how she had been running to escape his grasp when it all happened. Instead, she told him that Gaurav had been rushing behind her to talk about something important when she got pushed, slipped, and fell—dragging him down with her. That was how the accident occurred. Deep inside, Anamika felt a knot of fear twisting in her stomach, worried that her husband might sense the hidden truth in her story.

After listening to Anamika’s full account, Brigadier Sahab tenderly stroked her hair, his fingers lingering with affection and relief. “Anamika, thank God you’re not seriously hurt and that Gaurav is safe too. Whatever happened, happened. Now listen to me very carefully.” His voice grew warm and commanding yet caring. “You must take good care of Gaurav from now on. He’s all alone. Make sure he doesn’t face any discomfort. Whatever he needs, fulfill it completely. Stay with him. He didn’t just save your life—he saved mine too. You are my life. By saving you, he truly saved me. Understood, my child? I have to go now. Take care of yourself as well.”

Saying this, Brigadier Sahab thanked Sanjana and Karan ji with a grateful nod and a respectful greeting. Supporting himself against the compartment walls, he slowly made his way back to his own coach.

Receiving such tremendous support and encouragement from her husband filled Anamika’s eyes with tears of emotion. A wave of happiness washed over her heart. “Stay with Gaurav… take special care of him… fulfill his every need.” Was her husband, Brigadier Sahab, subtly hinting at something more with those words? Anamika remained lost in this confusing mix of thoughts and budding desires when Sanjana informed her that she had ordered lunch for both Anamika and Gaurav as well. The food had already arrived.

Sanjana suggested that Anamika wake Gaurav and ask him to eat. With loving tenderness, Anamika gently woke CP Gaurav, helped him sit up on the berth, and insisted he have something. His face and feet bore deep bruises and injuries, yet he kept saying he was fine. Gaurav tried to refuse the meal, but Anamika wouldn’t listen to a single protest. Because of the bandages on his face, he was having trouble seeing clearly. She placed the plate of food in her lap, and despite his reluctance, began feeding him one morsel at a time with her own soft hands, her touch full of care and quiet intimacy.

Sanjana, Anjali, Rahul, and Karan Ji exchange mischievous glances and soft smiles upon witnessing the tender affection blossoming between the two young souls. In that quiet moment, a shared thought lingers in everyone's hearts: *"A blazing ember igniting in the beat of youthful hearts—just wait and see what unfolds next."* Observing such passion and mutual devotion, everyone senses that this flickering spark of romance glowing in young hearts could soon turn into an unquenchable fire of desire between them.

Sanjana slides right next to Anamika and leans in close, whispering softly directly into her ear so that no one else can hear.

Sanjana : "Anamika, can anyone truly love someone this deeply? Gaurav didn't care about his own life for a single second just to save yours. What greater sacrifice could any man make for the woman he loves? I saw how Gaurav was trying to draw close to you earlier while you were trying to run away from him. For a brave, devoted man like him, giving up your heart—or making any sacrifice—would still fall short."

Saying this, Sanjana offers Anamika a knowing wink before returning to her own tasks.

Sanjana's words pierce Anamika's mind like a swift bullet. Her mind and body are already yearning at the sight of such raw, protective chivalry, and Sanjana's precise words strike a resonant chord deep within her soul. After finishing her meal, Anamika moves back to sit right beside Gaurav's feet. Once again, all the privacy curtains are drawn shut. Because Gaurav is still enduring significant pain, Anamika, despite her inner reluctance to leave his side, gently tucks him into the side lower berth with a warm blanket. Just as she prepares to climb up to her own upper berth, she suddenly feels CP Gaurav's firm grip around her wrist.

Anamika turns around to look, seeing that Gaurav's face remains hidden under the blanket. Though he appears to be resting, he clearly refuses to let her wander away from him. An involuntary, tender smile graces Anamika's lips. Without pulling her wrist away, Anamika stands by his side as Gaurav maintains his gentle hold. Anamika tries to softly free her hand, but Gaurav holds on firmly. Still keeping his face covered under the blanket, he motions for her to sit right beside him. Anamika leans down near Gaurav's head, whispering softly:

Anamika : "What is it? Do you need something?"

Lifting the blanket slightly to bring his face close to Anamika's, Gaurav speaks in a low, earnest voice:

Gaurav : "Anamika, are you still upset with me? Will you not forgive me?"

Anamika gently places her hand over Gaurav's lips, looking at him with deep affection.

Anamika : "What are you talking about? How could I ever be angry with you?"

Gaurav : "Then why were you getting up to go to the upper berth? Are you feeling sleepy?"

Anamika softly interrupts Gaurav's words:

Anamika : "I am not sleepy at all. Who could possibly sleep after surviving such a terrifying accident? My heart is still pounding violently every time I think about what happened. I honestly don't know how I survived. My life was saved entirely because of you, Gaurav!"

Gaurav swiftly reaches out, attempting to place his hand over her heart:

Gaurav : "How could I be the one who saved you? The true savior above protects us all. He protected both you and me today. Leave all those meaningless thoughts behind. You said your heart is pounding fast? Let me feel just how fast it is beating."

Anamika glances around carefully, wondering if anyone might be secretly observing their sweet romantic playfulness. She then thinks to herself: *"Who knows if someone might be peeking through the folds of the curtain?"*

Gently pinching Gaurav's nose with one hand to tease him lovingly, Anamika uses her other hand to softly guide Gaurav's approaching hand away from her chest, holding it over her top as she speaks:

Anamika : "You have sustained so many severe injuries, yet you still haven't stopped playing the romantic, sir? If I stay seated right beside you, you won't get a single moment of sleep! I want you to rest deeply and regain all your strength so you can be as active as you were before. I want to see you running around happily by tomorrow morning. After all, the next seven days belong entirely to us. Now won't you please sleep? You urgently need proper rest."

Gaurav pulled Anamika's hands close to himself, forcing her to lean down over him. The moment Anamika leaned over, Gaurav turned onto his side, moved the blanket aside, and placed his lips near Anamika's ear.

Gaurav : "I need you far more than I need rest."

Anamika made a playful face, shaking her head softly.

Anamika : "Oh dear, what should I do with you? This hopeless romantic simply refuses to listen! Please, go to sleep and take some rest. If you stay awake chatting like this, you won't get any rest, and if someone sees us, they will start suspecting something."

Gaurav insisted stubbornly.

Gaurav : "No, I won't agree so easily. If you are truly not upset with me, then just bring your lips close to mine once. After that, I will go to sleep. I promise."

When Anamika brought her face close to Gaurav's, he gently took her head between both of his hands and pressed his lips firmly against hers.

Even though all the privacy curtains were drawn and no movement was visible from the outside, Anamika still felt a wave of anxiety after Gaurav swiftly captured her lips. She worried that someone in this large compartment might spot their secret display of passion. Yet, Anamika herself had grown deeply aroused. Gaurav held her head with such gentle firmness that, even if she wanted to, Anamika found herself completely unable to pull away from his grip. Surrendering to the moment with the thought of *"whatever happens, happens,"* Anamika opened her arms, cradling Gaurav's head against her warmth, and began to kiss his lips deeply in return. Both young bodies were burning with the intense desire they felt for each other. Anamika drank in his warmth, inviting his passion fully into her own breath. Gaurav glided his tongue tenderly into Anamika's mouth, moving it rhythmically in and out, exploring every corner of her mouth with deep, intoxicating strokes as if surrendering completely to the sensual flow of their connection. After remaining locked in this passionate embrace for a long time, Anamika exerted a considerable effort to gently pull her head back.

Anamika : "Gaurav! Come on now! Are you satisfied now? That is quite enough. Now please lie back and rest. I swear on my life, if you try any more mischievous tricks...!"

Gaurav : "Alright, since you swore on your life, I will go to sleep. But I won't agree just like that. First, promise me that tonight, once everyone falls asleep, you will quietly come down to my berth and stay near me."

Anamika gently pushed Gaurav back.

Anamika : "Alright, fine, I will see. But let go of me now!"

Gaurav insisted playfully.

Gaurav : "No, I won't let go until you give me your word."

Anamika joined her hands together in a pleading gesture.

Anamika : "Alright, fine, I give you my word. Will you let go of me now?"

Gaurav : "Not like that. Say the exact words of your promise."

Anamika : "Tonight, when everyone is fast asleep, I will quietly climb down and come to your berth. Is that enough?"

Gaurav : "What if you fall asleep?"

Anamika held her forehead in amusement.

Anamika : "Oh Lord, he just won't give up! Fine, my love, if I fall asleep, you come over and wake me up. Is that fine now?"

Gaurav whispered softly.

Gaurav : "Alright, my darling, but do not forget, and do not back out of your promise."

Anamika offered him a playful wink.

Anamika : "I will not forget, nor will I back out of the promise I made. But now you must rest, or else I will scream that this gentleman is harassing me!"

Gaurav let go of Anamika's hand with a soft laugh, pretending to be frightened as he hid his face under the blanket, peeking at Anamika with one eye.

Gaurav : "Oh dear, please don't do that! I won't tease you anymore. Deal?"

Hearing Gaurav's words, Anamika burst into a helpless laugh. Joining her hands in a respectful greeting while smiling, Anamika felt the sweet lingering moisture rising between her thighs as a natural outcome of their playful sensuality. After a long time, the delicious, tingling pulse throbbing at her intimate center created a strange, thrilling sensation within her soul. As Anamika lifted her flowing skirt up to her thighs and raised her legs to climb onto her upper berth, Gaurav spoke in a soft whisper.

Gaurav : "Be careful! The one down here is watching everything!"

Blushing with sweet embarrassment, Anamika lowered her feet back down. Feeling completely helpless against Gaurav's playful antics yet unable to do anything about it, Anamika carefully adjusted her skirt, gathered herself, and climbed up to her upper berth. She stretched out on the bed and began reflecting on the thrilling events of the past few hours.

The train continued its rapid journey toward its destination.

Around five o'clock in the evening, a flurry of activity began inside the compartment. Except for Gaurav, everyone sat up. Anamika ordered tea for Gaurav. After serving him tea and a few biscuits, Anamika administered the medicines prescribed by the doctor. After taking his medicine, Gaurav lay back down, mentioning that his pain was gradually subsiding. The doctor had already administered a tetanus injection earlier. Anamika remained seated near Gaurav's feet, watching over him constantly, offering him water or a biscuit every now and then. As dusk settled, dinner arrived. Anamika helped Gaurav sit up and fed him with her own hands. Sanjana, Anjali, CR Sahib, and Rahul all noticed how attentively Anamika was caring for Gaurav.

Everyone finished their dinner, exchanged a bit of light casual conversation, and then most of the passengers became engrossed in their mobile phones. Many travelers plugged in their earphones, losing themselves in movies, music, or other content on their devices. As the clock struck nine at night, everyone began preparing their beds. The train was scheduled to arrive at *a#my station around six in the morning. Anamika helped Gaurav up, dusted his bedding, neatly spread the sheet and blanket, and helped him lie back down. Gaurav was now able to sit up gradually. Earlier in the evening, Anamika's husband, Brigadier Kh*n*na, had stopped by to say hello to Gaurav. This time, he sat beside Gaurav to inquire about his health, gently kissed Anamika on the cheek, and then returned to his own berth. Gaurav still had no inkling that Anamika was actually Brigadier Sahib's wife. The night grew dark and deep. Most of the passengers had fallen asleep, and one by one, the cabin lights were turned off.

When Anamika drew the privacy curtain shut, Gaurav reached out once more to gently take hold of her hand. Pulling her close, he whispered softly into her ear:

Gaurav : "You still remember your promise, don't you?"

Without uttering a single word, Anamika simply nodded her head in silent agreement. Offering him a warm, tender smile, she carefully gathered her flowing skirt and gracefully climbed up to her upper berth.
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Sanjana : "I should make sure the lights are turned off early tonight. I have a strong feeling something unforgettable is about to unfold."

Sanjana was settled on the lower berth, while Karan ji was resting on the berth directly above her. Anjali occupied another lower berth, with Rahul positioned on the upper berth above her.

At nine-thirty in the evening, Sanjana switched off the lights in her compartment. She knew deep down that this night held the promise of an enchanting secret, that a brand-new story was bound to be written in the dark. A subtle memory surfaced in her mind—the passionate promise she had made to her husband. She fully intended to honor her word. Rahul, too, had promised his wife that he would claim his sweet reward tonight, and he certainly wouldn't let the night pass without fulfilling that desire. Sanjana also knew that Anamika was destined to slip down from her upper berth to be near Gaurav. The entire train seemed to vibrate with a hidden, electric anticipation. Just thinking about what might happen sent a thrilling shiver coursing through Sanjana’s skin. Yet, as a proud, dignified woman, she chose to soothe her racing pulse, switching off the final light and curling into her bed like a virtuous wife.

Inside the compartment, an absolute silence descended. Deep within the hearts of these lovers, an unquenchable fire of passionate desire raged. Yet, before that consuming flame could engulf their youthful bodies in pure sensuality, everything remained still, quiet, and wrapped in shadows. The only brief disruptions were the thunderous roars when another train sped past in the opposite direction. Otherwise, a soft, soothing serenity filled the air-conditioned cabin. Whenever the train halted at a distant station, the faint rustle of a boarding passenger broke the night, followed only by the deep, rhythmic breathing and soft snores of sleeping travelers. With every light extinguished and the privacy curtains fully drawn, a heavy darkness blanketed the compartment. Nothing could be seen. A tiny nightbulb flickered weakly in a far corner, looking helpless against the vast shadows. Occasionally, as the train glided past a lit platform, a thin sliver of golden light slipped through a gap in the curtain, briefly attempting to soften the dark before vanishing once more.

The lovers, consumed by intense physical longing, were merely waiting for the rest of the passengers to drift into a deep slumber. Every now and then, a wave of drowsiness threatened to overcome them, making them feel helpless against their own heavy eyelids. Yet, sleep was the furthest thing from Anamika’s mind. She knew her beloved Gaurav must be losing his mind with restless anticipation, waiting for her to descend to his bed. Her heart beat wildly against her ribs, her breath hitching as her pulse throbbed like a drum at the mere thought of what the night held. For hours now, a sweet, overwhelming moisture had been gathering at her intimate core, making her ache with arousal. Gaurav was badly injured, though. Would he still be able to offer her the passionate union her body so desperately craved? Anamika loved Gaurav deeply and felt so profoundly indebted to him that she resolved to keep the burning fire of her desire locked within herself until he fully recovered. She made this silent vow to her heart. But a far bigger question tormented her: Should she be the one to step down and go to him? No matter how much Gaurav had sacrificed for her, shouldn't she preserve her pride and feminine dignity? Anamika firmly believed that in the enchanting dance of romance and intimacy, the man should always take the first step.

Anamika : "A woman must always maintain her dignity. The man should be the one to drop to his knees, wooing her and winning her heart until she willingly surrenders her softness, her body, and her ultimate warmth to him. That is the true way of the world."

Yet the fiery hunger surging through Anamika's body was growing so intense that she felt torn—should she protect her proud dignity, or should she extinguish the agonizing heat burning within her center? The dilemma consumed her mind. With all his injuries, would Gaurav even be able to get off his berth and stand up just to coax her down? The worry hovered in her mind. What was she supposed to do?

Ultimately, Anamika decided to make things a little easier for him. Why force him to strain his injured body just to woo her? With that thought, Anamika gently reached for the edge of her bedsheet, letting one corner slowly slip over the edge of the upper berth, dangling downward. She hoped Gaurav would tug on it, giving a gentle signal to wake Anamika, who was eagerly lying awake in the dark pretending to be fast asleep. Time ticked away. Anamika waited with breathless impatience, her heart racing each second, longing for Gaurav to pull the sheet so she could peek down and feign surprise. That would give Gaurav the perfect excuse to insist on her coming down to his arms. But Gaurav remained still; perhaps he had already succumbed to sleep. Anamika tossed restlessly on her high perch, agonizing over the precious moments slipping away in the dark.

Sanjana, meanwhile, was terrified that something might go wrong tonight. Her husband, Rahul, had extracted a firm promise from her that even if they couldn't indulge during the day, he would surely come to devour her warmth and claim her body completely tonight. Even after years of marriage, Rahul remained utterly intoxicated by Sanjana's beauty. On the other hand, there was Karan Ji, who was ready to risk everything just to possess a piece of her heart. Though Karan Ji had sworn never to force her into surrendering her ultimate intimacy, an unspoken understanding lingered between them—even if she didn't allow him full possession of her center, she might allow him to taste every other pleasure her sensuality offered. Whether Karan Ji, a stubborn and proud army soldier, would accept half a surrender remained another story altogether.

Sanjana suddenly recalled Karan Ji’s solemn vow. He had declared in a deep, serious voice that since she had rejected him, he would never approach her on his own or tempt her into intimacy again. This posed a magnificent dilemma for Sanjana. She didn't want to break Karan Ji's heart, yet she couldn't bring herself to offer him full surrender either.

Sanjana : "I know Karan Ji all too well. He will never make a move unless I take the initiative myself."

Usually, men hovered eagerly around proud beauties, desperate for a single glance. But tonight, everything was turned upside down. Sanjana was waiting anxiously on her berth for her husband to arrive, while simultaneously dreading that Karan Ji might suddenly slide down from the upper berth. Yet, while she waited for two different suitors, neither made an appearance. Farther away, Anamika lay waiting for a romantic signal from her lover, but Gaurav showed no sign of movement. Both proud beauties were burning with desire to unite with their men, yet the men seemed entirely lost in their own thoughts. Were they teaching their ladies that patience makes the ultimate pleasure even sweeter? Or had fatigue and pain dragged them into an unbroken, deep sleep?

As the hours stretched on, Sanjana realized with a heavy sigh that her husband, Rahul, had undoubtedly fallen fast asleep. It had happened many times before—Rahul would promise her a night of wild, passionate lovemaking, only to drift off to sleep, leaving poor Sanjana throbbing with unfulfilled desire.

The night deepened. There was still no sign of Rahul. Just then, Sanjana felt a subtle shifting movement on the berth above her. It meant Karan Ji was awake, perhaps lying in the dark, waiting for the slightest signal from her. Beneath her clothing, the slick moisture between Sanjana's thighs expanded rapidly, her sensitive center pulsing with an unyielding ache. Witnessing the intense passion between Gaurav and Anamika earlier had ignited a fierce, uncontrollable hunger within Sanjana’s own body to feel a man's hardness filling her completely. But what could the poor beauty do? Her husband wasn't coming to claim her, and she couldn't allow Karan Ji to fully possess her warmth.

The night continued to slip away, but sleep was nowhere near Sanjana's eyes. Resting during the day and waiting anxiously for her husband had kept her wide awake. Across the compartment, Anjali appeared to be fast asleep.

Even above the rhythmic rumble of the speeding train, Anjali's steady breathing was faintly audible. Rahul was likely deep in sleep as well, having seemingly forgotten his promise to join his wife for a night of intense passion. Karan Ji, too, seemed to be sleeping. Meanwhile, Sanjana felt a surging, restless ache building at her intimate center. Suddenly, she heard a soft rustle from above. She realized that Karan Ji must be awake, yet he showed no eagerness to come down to her. Sitting up on her berth, Sanjana felt completely lost on what to do. If Karan Ji was awake, he was probably lying up there, dreaming of holding her close. Yet he hesitates, knowing she had rejected his advances earlier. Sanjana felt a sudden surge of frustration with herself and a deep wave of sympathy for Karan Ji. Just then, she felt the edge of a bedsheet slide down from above, brushing softly against her nose. The fabric had slipped quite a bit lower. Questions raced through her mind. Had Karan Ji let the sheet slip deliberately as a hidden signal? Or had it simply slid down by accident as he turned in his sleep? Sanjana couldn't tell if there was a deeper meaning behind it or none at all. Caught in a whirlwind of confusion, her hand instinctively reached upward, pulling the sheet further downward. The moment she pulled it, regret washed over her. What did I just do? she thought. If Karan Ji takes this as a sign, what will he think? Yet nothing happened. Despite her gentle pull, there was no reaction from above.

A wave of frustration washed over Sanjana. What does CR Sahib think of himself? Does a woman's desire mean nothing to him? Once a woman gives a clear hint, shouldn't a man understand it immediately? Then, checking her own anger, she found herself making excuses for him instead.

Sanjana : "Could it be that Karan Ji is fast asleep? How would he even know I was giving him a signal? He probably thinks everything between us is completely over, especially after I turned him down."

Lost in these thoughts, her hand reached upward once again. Taking a fold of the sheet in her grip, she tried to pull it downward, only for her fingers to brush against Karan Ji's strong, hair-covered hand. The moment her skin touched his, Sanjana's heart skipped a beat. Goodness! What have I done? Sanjana was utterly bewildered. After all, she had initiated the signal, so how could she blame Karan Ji if he took hold of her hand now? Karan Ji squeezed her hand firmly within his grasp, sending a thrilling wave of warmth flushing through her entire body.

She felt completely helpless, her body surrendering to the sensation. Sanjana felt an intense, overwhelming moisture overflowing from her intimate core, a deep vibration pulsing continuously at her center. She was rapidly losing all control over her body, utterly overwhelmed by the rising heat. Wearing a soft nighty, she feared her delicate undergarments were already completely soaked from the sheer volume of her natural arousal. Before she could even process what was happening, Karan Ji quietly slipped down from his upper berth, wrapping his arms securely around her. Moving the blanket and sheet aside, he laid her back down and stretched out beside her, lifting her legs slightly to enclose her frame between his own. He quickly pulled the heavy blanket over them both, ensuring that even if someone woke up, their intimate embrace would remain hidden from view. Bringing his face close to hers, Karan Ji pressed his lips firmly against her own. The touch of his lips, combined with the gentle brush of his mustache, sent an intoxicating sensation surging through Sanjana. The last time Karan Ji had held her in his arms, she hadn't been fully aware. But tonight, she was completely conscious, fully aware that she was the one who had invited his touch.

Sanjana found herself utterly unable to regain her composure, thoroughly captivated by Karan Ji's dominant, fiery pursuit. Deep down, she wanted him to ignore every hesitation, to strip away their clothes in one swift motion, and to possess her completely with his substantial hardness all night long, regardless of how intense or overpowering the friction at her sensitive center might feel. Sanjana knew that control was entirely out of her hands now—it was up to Karan Ji to guide the rest of the night. Through the layers of their clothing, Karan Ji's firm, powerful length nudged repeatedly against her intimate center, as if desperately seeking her hidden warmth through the fabric. His rigid core pressed relentlessly, eager to break past every barrier of cloth to penetrate her sweet, delicate softness. Karan Ji was consumed by a wild, unquenchable fire of desire, perhaps inspired by the romantic passion he had witnessed between Anamika and Gaurav earlier. Like a man possessed, he kissed her lips with breathtaking intensity, thrusting his hardness against her thighs in a rhythmic, powerful movement that mirrored the exact motion of complete physical union.

Seeing Karan Ji's passionate frenzy, Sanjana realized that she stood no chance of resisting tonight. Karan Ji was in no mood to listen to any objections, fully set on claiming her body with fierce intensity. When a woman is completely overwhelmed by passion, what choice does she really have? With no way to stop him, Sanjana surrendered her fate to the universe. If I am unable to honor the promise made to my mother, how can I be blamed? Sanjana was now entirely under Karan Ji's complete spell. His lips locked onto hers, drinking in her warmth and kissing her with a deep, breathless hunger as if trying to absorb her very essence. He drank in her sweet breath, exploring every corner of her mouth with deep, rhythmic strokes of his tongue. At the same time, his hands pressed firmly against her curved hips, molding her soft frame through her nighty as if trying to pull her impossibly closer to his core. His firm hardness continued to drive against her intimate center through their clothing, creating a rhythm so intense it felt like complete union. Had it not been for their clothes, full physical possession would have already occurred. Yet under such fierce heat, it was only a matter of time before those final barriers came undone. Sure enough, after drinking deeply from her lips, Karan Ji gently turned Sanjana onto her side, signaling her to position herself for an even deeper connection.

Poor Sanjana quietly turned around in her bed. She knew that the situation had completely slipped out of her control. Her heart pounded wildly in her chest as she waited in breathless anticipation to see what would happen next.

Karan Ji gently turned Sanjana around, positioning her so that her curved hips pressed snugly against his firm hardness. He drove his core forward in a powerful thrust, one so intense that were it not for the layers of their clothing, his full length would have surely breached her deepest warmth. Sanjana found herself thoroughly bewildered as to why she wasn't offering even a single breath of resistance. If things continued at this pace, Karan Ji would strip her bare within moments and claim her body completely, leaving her powerless to stop him. Yet, in that overwhelming moment, her voice failed her entirely. She yielded like an obedient puppet dancing to his every command, following his every motion with absolute compliance. Reaching out with eager hands, Karan Ji unbuttoned the top of her nighty, urgently pressing and molding her full breasts over her bra. Sanjana felt she had no choice left but to fulfill his raging desires. She could neither scream nor cry out, fully aware that her husband Rahul, along with Anjali, Gaurav, and Anamika, were all sleeping soundly just inches away.

Realizing that Karan Ji was trying to unfasten her bra, Sanjana reached behind her back and released the hooks herself. As the straps loosened, her soft, swollen curves spilled effortlessly into Karan Ji's waiting palms. While repeatedly thrusting his firm length against her hips, Karan Ji began to squeeze and knead her breathtaking chest with intense passion. Sanjana lay there in absolute silence, absorbing every rhythmic strike of his core against her lower body. All that remained was for Karan Ji to lift her nighty, discard her undergarment, and claim her intimacy with his relentless passion. Sensing the moment had arrived, Sanjana reached her own hand back. Since things had already progressed this far, why shouldn't she wrap her fingers around his thirsting core to stroke and caress him? Yet Karan Ji's length was pressing against her from behind through their clothes. Sanjana reached for his hardness over his trousers, attempting to circle her delicate fingers around his frame. Karan Ji unbuttoned his pants, allowing his bare, rigid length to slide directly into her waiting fingers. His core was fully slick with heavy, natural excitement, releasing so much heat and moisture that it felt as though his clothing was thoroughly drenched.

Because Sanjana had reached around her own lower back, she struggled to maintain a comfortable grip on his length. Before long, her arm grew tired, and she slowly released her hold on his core. Driven by overwhelming passion, Karan Ji shifted his position slightly, pressing his eager lips directly against her bare breasts. He began to suck her warmth with tender devotion, gently teasing her peak with his teeth. He then reached his hand downward, seeking the tight space between her thighs. Sanjana found herself caught in a whirlpool of indecision, torn over whether she should allow his hand to touch her innermost center.

She knew with absolute certainty that the moment his hand touched her center, her thoroughly soaked undergarments would instantly betray the secret state of her desire. It would offer undeniable proof that she truly craved to be possessed by him tonight. As one of Karan Ji's hands worked to pull her nighty up toward her thighs, both of them suddenly froze as a subtle sound of movement echoed through the cabin.

Both of them turned completely motionless, their breath catching in their throats. They realized that Rahul was climbing down from his berth.

Sanjana was overcome with sheer terror. What would happen if Rahul entertained even the slightest suspicion that Karan Ji was lying in bed with his wife was beyond her worst nightmares. He would instantly conclude that his wife Sanjana was surrendering her body to another man behind his back. The entire world would come crashing down around her. When Rahul had previously hinted that Karan Ji seemed attracted to Sanjana, she had fiercely scolded her husband, telling him never to entertain such absurd thoughts. If her husband caught her inviting Karan Ji into her bed now, how could any husband ever bear such a sight?

Sanjana quickly clamped her hand firmly over Karan Ji's mouth to ensure he didn't make a single sound. Fortunately, both Karan Ji and Sanjana were wrapped so tightly together beneath the heavy blanket that no one looking from the outside could easily tell two bodies were sharing the bed. Yet Sanjana was terrified that if her husband happened to glance toward Karan Ji's upper berth, disaster would strike. He would instantly notice that Karan Ji was missing from his bed and suspect that he was lying right beside Sanjana.

Rahul stepped down onto the floor and began feeling around for his slippers. Finding them quickly, he walked with hurried steps, balancing himself against the handles of the swaying train compartment as he moved toward the restroom at one end of the coach. The moment he disappeared from sight, both Sanjana and Karan Ji gasped for air in overwhelming relief. Sanjana felt as though she had just stared death in the face and narrowly escaped with her life. The instant Rahul vanished around the corner, Karan Ji reacted with swift agility, sliding out of bed and quietly slipping away toward the restroom at the opposite end of the train car.

Sanjana immediately straightened her clothes and, slapping her own forehead in relief, lay down to pretend to be fast asleep. She felt as though her mother's blessings had spared her dignity tonight. A short while later, Rahul returned from the washroom first. He gently nudged his wife, Sanjana, trying to wake her up. Sanjana was already wide awake. Still, putting on an act, she rubbed her eyes softly and asked in a low whisper.

Sanjana : "What is it?"

Rahul placed his lips directly near Sanjana's ear and whispered in a hushed tone.

Rahul : "Did you forget your promise? The plan we made to share our love on the train tonight?"

Sanjana : "Lie down quietly on your berth. What if Karan Ji wakes up?"

Rahul : "Karan Ji has gone to the washroom. Now, you made a promise, didn't you? Aren't you going to fulfill it?"

Sanjana : "Alright. Once Karan Ji comes back and falls asleep, then come over."

Rahul spoke with delight.

Rahul : "Don't you fall asleep. I will come."

Sanjana : "Alright, dear. Now go to sleep for a little while. Later, when everyone is fast asleep, come over and quietly slip into my bed, so that no one—especially Anjali and Karan Ji—notices anything."

Rahul : "Alright. Just in a little while."

Saying this, Rahul happily returned to his berth to await Karan Ji's return. Meanwhile, Sanjana lay thinking about everything that was transpiring around her.

Now look at what was unfolding over here.

Here was a passionate, alluring woman, Anamika, longing for CP Gaurav to entice her and unite with her in deep physical intimacy. She was completely overwhelmed by CP Gaurav's heroic bravery—risking his own life to save hers—to the point where she wanted to take the step herself to quench the burning fire of her desire in his arms. She was eager to entrust her virtue and honor entirely to CP Gaurav. Yet CP Gaurav appeared to be fast asleep. Resting on the upper berth, the passion-consumed, beautiful Anamika was eagerly waiting—or rather yearning—for him to make the first move so they could fulfill their secret rendezvous. The very same proud beauty who had initially played coy and turned down Gaurav's advances now desperately wished to blend the flaming heat of her body with Gaurav's frame to find complete satisfaction. But after all, a passionate woman still holds onto her proud feminine dignity. No matter how overcome with desire a woman might be, she cannot easily discard her proud nature. She yearns for the man to take the initiative. When no clear move came from Gaurav, the restless beauty intentionally let one corner of her bedsheet slide downward. She offered Gaurav a clear opportunity to tug at it as a signal, inviting her down to his berth. In doing so, her pride would remain intact, and she could bestow her warmth upon Gaurav as a precious favor. Yet even as time ticked away, no gesture came from Gaurav's side. Time kept slipping by, and Anamika felt a surge of deep frustration. What kind of behavior was this—inviting her to join him at night only to fall fast asleep himself? Anamika pulled her dangling bedsheet back up, turned onto her side, covered herself with the blanket, and tried to sleep.

Yet sleep was nowhere near Anamika's eyes. Lying awake in the dark, she was lost in vivid fantasies of intimate passion with Gaurav. Her mind kept wondering about the physical presence of such a brave, tall, and well-built soldier—wondering how powerful his masculine core must be. How thrilling would it be when Gaurav's strong hands touched her full breasts, gently pressing and molding them? How could Anamika possibly hold back her soft gasps when the hands of such a youthful man stroked her intimate center, brushing against her delicate hair? Just imagining these moments brought such an intense, natural moisture to her intimate warmth that waiting any longer felt almost unbearable. While Anamika's mind was immersed in these passionate thoughts, she suddenly sensed a subtle movement. Peeking slightly through the curtain, she saw Rahul stepping down from his berth. Anamika instinctively felt a subtle inkling that something dramatic was about to unfold. She parted a tiny corner of the curtain just enough to keep watch.

Anamika observed Rahul as he seemed to search for his slippers. A moment later, she watched him walk toward the washroom. Seeing this brought a slight wave of disappointment to Anamika.

She had assumed Rahul was heading down to share an intimate bed with one of the two ladies resting on the lower berths. But that was not the case. Anamika had already harbored a quiet suspicion that those two couples seemed unusually romantic toward one another. Disappointed, Anamika was just about to pull the curtain fully shut when a gasp of absolute astonishment caught in her throat. Right then, Anamika spotted the dark shadow of CR Sahib rushing out from beneath the bed cover of Sanjana, who was lying on the lower berth. Anamika's breath hitched in her chest. *Goodness! Sanjana—the very woman who was giving Anamika advice about Gaurav this afternoon—had CR Uncle in her bed? When did CR Sahib slip into Sanjana's bed? How long had CR Sahib been resting inside Sanjana's bed?* These thrilling questions raced frantically through Anamika's mind.


Session 2 - Chapter  12

Anamika was thoroughly stunned. Was Sanjana surrendering her warmth to CR Sahib, Anjali's husband, inside a moving train? A man rushing out of a woman's bed in such total chaos could only point to one thing: CR Sahib was claiming Sanjana's intimate softness. And that too, right while Sanjana's husband was resting directly across on his upper berth? What’s more, he slipped out of Sanjana's bed and bolted to the opposite side just as Sanjana's husband stepped down from his berth to head to the washroom. Anamika was completely unable to comprehend what was unfolding. She lay quietly in her bed, waiting anxiously for CR Sahib and Rahul to return, wondering what would happen next. Before long, Rahul returned first. Anamika watched as he walked over to Sanjana's berth, leaning down to wake his wife and trying to speak with her. They conversed in low tones for a few moments, though Anamika couldn't hear a single word. Then, Anamika saw Rahul quietly return to his upper berth like an obedient child, settling back down to sleep.

Anamika instinctively felt that something secret was brewing behind the scenes. After waiting a little longer, CR Sahib returned from the washroom as well. He stood near Sanjana's berth for a brief moment. Though Anamika couldn't see clearly in the shadows, she felt as though Sanjana's hand reached out from her bedding. What happened next remained hidden in the dark, but soon after, CR Sahib climbed up to his upper berth. Absolute silence settled over the compartment once again. Anamika kept watching, but no movement occurred for a long time.

Nearly an hour passed like this. Caught between half-sleep and restless anticipation, Anamika found herself unable to fully sleep or stay awake. Just as a disappointed Anamika was about to close her eyes, she sensed movement once more. Parting her curtain slightly, she saw Rahul stepping down from his berth again. This time, Anamika felt certain that a brand-new story was about to unfold. Watching Rahul's shadow glide toward his wife Sanjana's berth, Anamika realized that Rahul was in a romantic mood, eager to enjoy the sweet pleasure of possessing his wife's warmth inside the moving train.

Anamika watched with sharp alertness and undivided attention. Right before her eyes, Rahul quietly lifted the blanket and sheet over his wife Sanjana and slipped into bed with her. Goodness! The look on Anamika's face in that moment was priceless. Two romantic encounters in a single night? Anamika thought to herself that CR Sahib had just taken Sanjana's softness, and now Sanjana was going to yield to her own husband? My goodness! This older generation was far ahead of the younger one! A wave of genuine respect filled Anamika's heart for Sanjana's boundless stamina. Anamika knew that CR Sahib and Rahul were both impressively handsome, strong, and well-built men. Their passionate stamina and masculine power were surely extraordinary. Surrendering her softness to two such powerful men in a single night was no small feat. Anamika kept watching, curious to see how Rahul would claim his wife Sanjana's intimate warmth. Yet, owing to the thick dark shadows and the heavy covers, she couldn't see any details despite staring intently for a long time.

By two o'clock in the morning, sleep finally overtook Anamika.

After drifting into a deep sleep for about half an hour, Anamika suddenly felt Gaurav's warm breath brushing against her nose. Opening her eyes, Anamika found herself resting on the lower berth, wrapped securely in Gaurav's arms. Gaurav was gazing down at her with undivided intensity. All the privacy curtains were drawn shut. Gaurav had pinned her slender frame gently between his two legs, his powerful arms wrapped snugly around her back, cradling her against his chest. Gaurav had pulled Anamika on top of himself. Both their bodies were completely covered beneath the sheet and heavy blanket. Anamika felt as though she had completely merged into Gaurav's frame. On that small train berth, two bodies lay intertwined as though they had fused into a single entity. Gaurav's rigid, standing core was pressing with firm masculine power against Anamika's intimate center. Anamika's flowing skirt was pulled up quite high along her thighs. Still half-asleep, Anamika could hardly believe how she had ended up moving from the upper berth down to his bed. Anamika looked at Gaurav and asked in a slightly bashful, flustered voice:

Anamika : "Gaurav, how did I get down to the lower berth from up above?"

Gaurav smiled warmly and spoke:

Gaurav : "Darling, you were fast asleep. I didn't want to wake you up. I longed to hold you in my arms, so I gently lifted you in my arms and brought you down here."

Anamika : "Oh dear, you have so many wounds, and they are still fresh!"

Gaurav : "Such minor injuries mean nothing to someone like me. Besides, you are hardly heavy at all. Lifting you was effortless. I just had to make sure no one saw us."

Gaurav spoke with a proud, confident touch, twirling his mustache. He then cupped Anamika's head between both of his hands and pressed his lips firmly against hers. For a few breathtaking seconds, Anamika simply stared at Gaurav in stunned wonder.

Then, she surrendered to the kiss with such overwhelming passion that their lips seemed completely sealed together. Both Gaurav and Anamika drank in each other's warmth, exchanging their sweet saliva with wild hunger. Anamika slipped her tongue deep into Gaurav's mouth, and Gaurav swallowed her sweet nectar as if extracting her very essence. Because of the bandages wrapped across Gaurav's face, Anamika felt a brief hesitation, worrying she might cause him pain. Yet Gaurav paid no mind to any discomfort, holding her so tightly against his body as if afraid she might slip away. Anamika was pressed so flush against Gaurav's muscular frame that her very breath caught in her chest. No one had ever kissed her with such ferocious intensity. This was the very first time a tall, muscular, and exceptionally well-built young man had held her in such a tight, powerful embrace, drinking from her lips so passionately. Anamika found immense pleasure in the way Gaurav drank in her sweet breath. Moments later, Gaurav glided his tongue deep into Anamika's mouth, moving it rhythmically in and out, passionately driving his tongue inside her mouth as if claiming her very soul.

Anamika : "Gaurav, what are you doing?"

Gaurav : "I am practicing."

Anamika : "Practicing what?"

Gaurav : "Practicing what I ultimate aim to do."

Hearing Gaurav's words, a sweet, overwhelming moisture began to flow between Anamika's thighs. Anamika's legs went completely weak.

Anamika looked at Gaurav with playful, mischief-filled eyes and asked:

Anamika : "Is that so? You have already thought that far ahead?"

Gaurav : "I have thought even further beyond that."

She was unable to answer Gaurav's words. Anamika understood clearly what Gaurav was hinting at. Gaurav was likely talking about spending his entire life with her. A veil of sadness settled over Anamika's face. She knew in her heart that she was unable to fulfill Gaurav's desire. Gaurav was unaware that she was already a married woman. Yet even in the dark, Gaurav sensed that Anamika seemed somewhat downcast. Gaurav gazed deeply into Anamika's eyes.

Anamika : "What are you looking at?"

Gaurav : "I am looking at your beautiful eyes. I am seeing that my beloved seems a little sad."

Anamika : "Can you really see my eyes even in this deep dark? Can you read the expressions on my face? What do you see in my eyes?"

Gaurav : "In your eyes, I see my own reflection."

Anamika blushed softly and said:

Anamika : "That is true. In my eyes, in my heart right now, there is no one else besides you."

Gaurav : "There shouldn't be anyone else either, because I have fallen wildly in love with you. I wouldn't want my sweet darling to even look toward anyone else."

Anamika : "Goodness! It has only been a few hours since we met, and my love is already showering affection and claiming his rights over me?"

Gaurav : "Love isn't bound by hours, my darling! Love happens when two hearts connect."

Anamika : "Look, Gaurav! You know nothing about me. In love, a person can often be betrayed. You don't know anything about my past."

Gaurav : "I don't want to know anything about your past. I am even prepared to face betrayal in love."

Hearing Gaurav's words, tears welled up in Anamika's eyes. This was the very first time such a handsome, dashing young man had spoken to Anamika with such boundless love. Until that day, whenever any young man had looked at Anamika, it was purely with eyes of lust. Yet Gaurav wanted to make her the queen of his life.

Anamika pressed her lips against Gaurav's lips and said:

Anamika : "We will talk about the future later. Right now, I am completely yours. You want to love me, don't you? Then love me."

Then Anamika brought her face close to Gaurav's ear and whispered:

Anamika : "Do you know that right now at this moment, we aren't the only ones in this train immersed in such deep love with each other?"

Gaurav looked at Anamika in complete astonishment and said:

Gaurav : "What do you mean?"

Anamika : "What can I say? I feel so embarrassed even saying it. You know Sanjana, right? The lady who made every effort to save you? She turned out to be quite swift as well! Just a little while ago, I saw CR Sahib, Anjali's husband, inside her bed. I don't know how long he was in there or what all he might have done with Sanjana. Then he slipped out, and just a short while later, Sanjana's husband Rahul slipped right under the blanket into his wife Sanjana's berth. Perhaps at this very moment while we are talking, they are up to something else."

Gaurav could hardly believe Anamika's words upon hearing this. He exclaimed:

Gaurav : "Anamika, what are you saying? Intimate encounters with two different men in a single night? My goodness, that's amazing! This older generation is far ahead of us!"

Then, after a brief pause, he added:

Gaurav : "Let them do whatever they want to do. Let us talk about us. Why are we just talking anyway? Come on, shouldn't we be doing something as well?"
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Continued in Next Part…
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