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Three Bodies, One Night : Shadows of Passion

(5th Edition)


Session 5 - Chapter 1

Karan cleaned his clothes and said, "As far as I can guess, we are very close to the CDN border. It is possible that we have even crossed the boundary."

Sanjana asked, "So, which direction should we head in now?"

Karan held Sanjana's hand and said, "We need to keep walking along the bank of this river. It is possible that we might find your husband, Rahul. Or perhaps, we might find a shelter to spend a day or a night."

Sanjana then realized that Karan was also completely exhausted. Holding the stumbling Sanjana by the hand, guiding her alongside him and offering her encouragement as they moved forward along the riverbank, Karan suddenly spotted a distant light flickering in the dark. He stopped right there, turned toward Sanjana, and asked, "Look over there, Sanjana. Can you see a light in the distance, or is it just a figment of my imagination?"

Sanjana looked carefully and saw a tiny light flickering far away. Without hesitation, Karan took Sanjana's hand and began walking in the direction of the light. The house where the light was burning sat on a slight elevation. After climbing the slope, they finally reached the destination. Arriving at the door, they saw a sign mounted there. The old, worn-out sign read, "Dr. Salman Khan Unani Clinic."

Karan rang the bell. He turned to Sanjana and said, "I wonder if he will even open the door for us at this hour, seeing us in this condition."

Within moments, the door opened. A tall, heavily built, well-built elderly man with a long white beard and a prominent belly opened the door with trembling hands.

Karan bowed his head respectfully and said, "I apologize for waking you so late at night. I belong to the CDN Army. We got trapped in a river whirlpool. We managed to escape with great difficulty, and being completely exhausted, we are searching for a place to rest for the night. If it is not too much trouble, could you offer us shelter?"

Karan was pleasantly surprised when a warm smile spread across Dr. Khan’s face. He immediately opened the door wide, invited both of them inside, and closed the door behind them. Stepping closer to them, he spoke in a low voice:

Dr. Khan : "You are indeed within the CDN border, but the boundary here is quite vulnerable. Enemy soldiers and insurgents often cross over, spreading fear and destruction. They act recklessly on both sides of the border, attacking innocent people without cause, looting, and then fleeing back across the border. That is why I established this clinic on higher ground—it allows a clear view of anyone approaching. I am a proud CDN, and I hold the CDN Army in the highest regard."

Dr. Khan then showed them to a ground-floor room furnished with a bed and an attached bathroom.

Dr. Khan : "You and the lady may stay in this room not just for tonight, but for as long as you wish. I will fetch some food, and you can wear some of my simple clothes. I will also bring clothes belonging to my daughter for your wife to wear."

When Dr. Khan referred to Sanjana as Karan’s wife, Karan stepped forward to clarify that she was not his wife. However, Sanjana gently held Karan’s hand, preventing him from speaking.

Sanjana : "Listen to me, my dear. Dr. Sahib is right. Who knows how long we might have to seek refuge here?"

Turning back toward Dr. Khan, she added:

Sanjana : "Dr. Sahib, thank you so very much."

Leaving Karan and Sanjana in the room, Dr. Khan locked the main outer gate and went upstairs to his residence. Shortly after, he returned with simple food—bread, jam, milk, and warmed vegetables—along with a set of clothes for both of them. Placing the meal and garments on the table, he offered a warm farewell and retired for the night.

Closing the door, Sanjana served the food on two plates. Both Karan and Sanjana were thoroughly famished and ate with great relief, cleaning the dishes afterward. Checking the bathroom, Sanjana found a bucket alongside an electric immersion rod for heating water, though the water was currently cold. Karan mentioned that he wished to bathe first.

Karan : "Sanjana, why did you stop me when Dr. Sahib assumed you were my wife?"

Sanjana : "Karan, may I tell you something? Today, when you risked your own life to save mine, you fulfilled a promise that even my husband could not keep. My mother made me promise that I would give my complete devotion only to a man who puts my well-being above his own life. If anyone views me as your wife now, I have no objections at all."

Saying this, Sanjana wrapped her arms around Karan. Hearing her words, Karan’s eyes welled with emotion for perhaps the very first time on this journey.

Regaining his composure, Karan spoke gently:

Karan : "Sanjana, the truth is that I am utterly exhausted as well. After eating, I feel overwhelming fatigue. Let me bathe first, and then you may go ahead."

Sanjana : "Please put all your clothes in the bucket. I will wash them and leave them to dry."

Sanjana filled the bucket with water and switched on the heating rod. Karan took a bath with the warm water. However, when he checked the clothes Dr. Khan had brought, he found that none of them fit properly. The garments were far too large; the tunic and trousers hung loosely on him. The attire was so oversized that two men of Karan's build could have fitted into them. Karan put on the loose tunic and trousers, though they were so oversized that they felt barely put together. Somehow adjusting the loose garments, he quickly slipped beneath the comfort of the bedsheets and blankets.

Sanjana took the clothes intended for Dr. Khan’s daughter and entered the bathroom, noticing Karan’s worn clothes placed in the bucket. She could sense the lingering warmth of his presence in the fabric. As she rinsed the garments, she felt a quiet feminine intrigue and a deep connection to the strength he had shown. Sanjana quickly washed both her clothes and Karan’s before sitting down to bathe.

Looking at her bare form in the mirror, she felt a sense of quiet grace. Despite the immense fatigue, her face retained a natural radiant glow. The delicate curves of her silhouette reflected her innate beauty, giving her confidence in her subtle feminine charm. Her posture exhaled timeless grace, the full curves of her form highlighting an understated sensuality capable of captivating any heart. Her chest felt firm and elevated, flushed with a subtle surge of warmth. Touching her skin gently, Sanjana noticed her senses heightened by the sheer intensity of the evening. Her skin tingled with excitement as she imagined the intimacy and tender possibilities of the night ahead.

Sanjana washed all the garments thoroughly with soap, wrung them out, and hung them near the heater inside the room to dry, including her own attire. After drying herself with a towel, she tried on the clothes Dr. Khan had brought for her, only to discover that they were far too small. The traditional pants were tight, and the tunic was too small to even fit her arms into comfortably.


Session 5 - Chapter 2

Sanjana realized that Dr. Khan might have accidentally brought the outfit meant for his granddaughter. Holding her head in her hands, she began to panic, wondering what to do next. She could not wear these clothes. Her own clothes were placed in the wash and were completely wet. Going upstairs to call Dr. Khan at this hour did not seem right either. Resting her face in her hands, she pondered her limited choices. There were only two options left: she could either wrap herself in a towel or sleep without any clothes on. If she used the wet towel, it would soak the bedsheet. Moreover, they had already disturbed Dr. Khan in the middle of the night, and waking him up again felt inappropriate. Besides, even if she decided to call him, what would she wear to walk up to his door?

Ultimately, the only viable option was to sleep completely unclothed. Sleeping beside Karan without any clothes meant one thing: if Karan’s hand brushed against her bare skin and he realized she was unclothed, he would not be able to restrain himself, despite his best intentions. No matter how hard he tried, his deepest desires would take over.

Sanjana : "Look at you, girl. Tonight, surrender is inevitable. Up until now, you managed to stay away from Karan's intense presence, but now you have neither an excuse nor a choice. When you lie beside him like this, forget about Karan—will you even be able to stop yourself?"

This question kept echoing repeatedly in Sanjana's mind.

By the time Sanjana stepped out of the bathroom, Karan was already snoring softly, sound asleep. Frightened and trembling, Sanjana held the clothes Dr. Khan had given her tightly against her chest. Silently, without making a sound, she slipped into bed right beside Karan. Sanjana hoped that perhaps Karan’s hands would not touch her body at all. However, that seemed almost impossible. How could two people sharing the same bed remain completely untouched by one another?

It was nearly two in the morning. Sanjana slipped under the covers beside Karan, completely unclad. Beneath the single blanket, she could feel the radiating warmth of his body. Karan was fast asleep. Sanjana lay there for a moment, wondering how she would manage to sleep beside him in this state. But sleep was necessary. And if Karan wrapped his arms around her in the middle of the night, their union was absolute.

After slipping under the blanket, Sanjana turned onto her side, facing away from him. Her back was positioned toward Karan's spine. She was completely drained of energy. Within minutes, her eyes grew heavy, and she drifted into a deep sleep.

For nearly two hours, both of them lay motionless, lost in exhaustion. After about two hours, Karan felt a subtle shift and sensed someone lying close beside him.

In his sleep, Karan was dreaming of Sanjana. The hidden thoughts and subconscious anxieties lingering within his mind were surfacing in his dream. Karan saw the villainous Kundan pounding heavily on the door, shouting, "Sanjana! Sanjana!" Hearing the violent banging, Sanjana came running toward Karan in panic. Clinging tightly around his neck, she cried out.

Sanjana : "Karan, save me, please save me! That monster will ruin me and destroy my life. His presence is terrifying. If he forces himself upon me, I will not survive. Please do not open the door!"

Karan pulled Sanjana tightly into his arms to reassure her.

Karan : "I won't open it. Rest assured, you are safe with me."

However, Kundan kicked and slammed against the door with ferocious force. Within seconds, Kundan broke the door down. Barging inside, he snatched Sanjana away from Karan’s side and aggressively pulled at her attire, attempting to strip her bare. Within moments, Sanjana was left in her inner garments. Laughing villainously, Kundan tore through her top, snapping her straps and stripping away her garments, leaving her exposed.

Suddenly, Sanjana leaned forward and bit Kundan’s hand with all her strength. Piercing his skin with her teeth, she made Kundan groan in intense pain. Sanjana broke free from his grip and, in her completely exposed state, ran back toward Karan. Karan wrapped his arms around her vulnerable form, holding her tightly between his thighs to protect her. Reaching with his other hand, he pulled out his pistol, aimed directly at Kundan, and fired multiple shots. Kundan collapsed to the ground, covered in his own blood. Setting the pistol aside, Karan began running his hands gently over Sanjana's body to comfort her. His fingers glided smoothly across her soft, velvety skin. For the very first time, Sanjana had yielded her body to him without any hesitation.

Sanjana was pressed firmly against Karan’s chest. Her soft, supple curves were flattened against his broad chest, molding perfectly into his form. Karan’s hand moved up and down along her bare back. As his palm reached the gentle curve of her lower back and hips, it paused.

He wanted to caress her curves tenderly. Even in his sleep, Karan kept stroking her hips gently. He was conscious of the fact that he was dreaming.

But suddenly, he paused. He felt as though he was actually caressing her body in reality. He was intimately familiar with Sanjana's fragrance. Was Sanjana truly sleeping right beside him? How could that be possible? Sanjana had sworn that she would not sleep beside him until... and so on. Yet the undeniable reality was that a completely unclad woman was wrapped in his embrace, and it could be none other than Sanjana. Karan realized that she had no choice but to sleep on the same bed, as there was only one bed available, and Dr. Khan assumed they were husband and wife.

Karan sat up abruptly. He had firmly decided that he would not sleep beside Sanjana—and certainly not while she was completely bare. If he lost control over himself, it would lead to an overwhelming mistake. The mere thought brought an intense wave of arousal to his body, causing his core to awaken with intense hardness. Karan felt extremely frustrated with himself. Just a hint of Sanjana's presence was enough to ignite his intense physical desire.

Karan : "She is another man's wife. She isn't yours to get instantly aroused at the mere mention of her name!"

He silently berated his overwhelming desire. Yet, primal desire listens to no reason. Recognizing the intimate scent of Sanjana's body, his core throbbed with unyielding passion. Agitated and half-awake, Karan stood up, adjusting his loose trousers around his waist, and walked toward the washroom. The sudden commotion woke Sanjana, but she pretended to be asleep.

Karan felt immensely sleepy, yet the overwhelming tension of lying beside an unclad Sanjana left him frustrated. Returning from the washroom, he sat down on a nearby chair. The loose trousers kept slipping down his waist, and he repeatedly pulled them back up. When Karan did not return to the bed after quite some time, Sanjana turned over and sat up.

She saw Karan sitting on the chair, snoring softly. Sanjana got up, wrapped a bedsheet around her body, and turned toward him.

Sanjana : "What happened? Why aren't you coming to bed?"

Karan : "Whenever I come close to you, I lose control over myself. I am not going to fall into your trap now. If I come over there, I won't be able to restrain my desires. You go to sleep. I will just sleep right here."

Saying this, Karan stretched his legs out on the sofa. A wave of irritation washed over Sanjana. Earlier, when she was not ready for physical intimacy, Karan was brimming with passion. Now that she had completely surrendered herself, he was putting up excuses.

When Karan insisted, "You sleep there; I am fine right here," Sanjana could no longer hold back her emotions.

Sanjana : "What are you thinking? Do you expect me to come over there, fold my hands, and beg you to come and possess my body? I am not begging you. I told you that I have accepted you in place of my husband. You risked your own life to save mine and fulfilled my vow. That is why I surrendered myself to you!"


Sanjana paused for a moment. After thinking for a bit, she spoke softly.

Sanjana : "But you also made a vow that until I, Sanjana, fold my hands and tell you to come and love me... until then, you will not force me. So look, I fold my hands and tell you: come, and possess me... I want you to claim me tonight."

Hearing Sanjana's words, Karan burst into laughter. He quickly got up, came back to the bed, took Sanjana into his arms, and spoke gently.

Karan : "A proud woman should never have to fold her hands. Folding hands is a man's duty. I fold my hands before you, hold your beautiful feet, and ask: oh proud lady, will you let me possess you tonight? Look, Sanjana, if you have truly accepted me, then speak openly with me. I do not want to hear delicate words like 'love me.' I want to hear clearly what your heart desires."

Sanjana began removing Karan's clothes and replied.

Sanjana : "Let it be. I am not going to say what you are eager to hear. But even if I don't say it, you have already said it yourself, haven't you? Not just once, I want you to completely claim me multiple times tonight. Keep making love to me until I am completely exhausted and collapse in your arms. From today, I may not be your lawful wife in society, but I am certainly your physical wife. And no one can snatch this right from me—not even Anjali. Okay?"

Karan was completely astonished by Sanjana's intense passion.

Karan : "Okay, madam. No one can ever snatch your right away. But what about your husband? Won't he be angry?"

Sanjana looked into Karan's eyes and spoke.

Sanjana : "That is dynamic! You ask me this question? Anjali hides nothing from you anyway. Where does my husband ever care about me? Isn't there a saying that familiarity breeds contempt? I am just taken for granted at home. Whenever he wants, I am just available. You should worry about your own wife, sir, not my husband. My husband is busy chasing your wife. The rest is your choice."

Karan replied calmly.

Karan : "I do not worry about Anjali. She is completely free. My wife has total freedom from my side. Do you have such freedom?"

Sanjana replied with a slight touch of annoyance.

Sanjana : "Look, do not ruin my mood now. When my husband finds out, we will see about it. The fault is entirely his anyway. When I was drowning in the river, why didn't he jump in to save me? Secondly, why did he assign me the duty of taking care of you? It means he wanted to get rid of me somehow or other. He took the responsibility of staying with Anjali. Were you not also part of their conspiracy? Otherwise, why were you not sitting next to Anjali during the movie? Now, please stay quiet and just watch what happens next."

Saying this, Sanjana reached out her hands and tried to pull down Karan's loose trousers. What was there for Sanjana to struggle removing? Karan's clothes were already extremely loose anyway. How could the oversized clothes of the heavily built Dr. Khan fit the slender yet strong, athletic frame of Karan? There was not even a need to unbutton anything. As soon as she slid them down, Karan's trousers fell straight to the floor. He was wearing nothing underneath.

Karan's impressive, masculine core—half-dormant and half-awakened—came directly into Sanjana's delicate hands. Even in its semi-relaxed state, his hardness was remarkably thick and long. Sanjana had seen it earlier, but when she actually held his intense presence in her hands, she realized how substantial and heavy Karan's core was, even before reaching full arousal. But now the question was: how would she accommodate his massive hardness inside her delicate warmth? That was the true challenge.

Seeing something is one thing, but experiencing it is another. During the surgical delivery of her child, the doctor had stitched her private area back quite tightly. Ever since then, even when engaging in physical intimacy with her husband Rahul, she experienced discomfort. Rahul's size was certainly not small either, but Karan's raw masculine strength was on an entirely different level. Nevertheless, Sanjana had firmly decided that even though both of them were completely exhausted and needed rest more than passion, she desperately wanted to experience total intimacy with Karan at least once. She had chided Karan multiple times before; now she wanted to honor him completely. Her mother's vow had now been fulfilled.

Sanjana held Karan's throbbing core gently in her hands and began to stroke it slowly and affectionately. As soon as his core felt her tender grip, Karan began to squirm with intense arousal. His months-long secret desire was finally becoming a reality tonight. Karan turned toward Sanjana, held her face tenderly between his hands, and kissed her passionately.

Looking deep into Sanjana's eyes, Karan asked softly.

Karan : "Sanjana, if I had not jumped into the river, would I have ever gotten this opportunity?"

Sanjana smiled gently and replied.

Sanjana : "I know you very well now. It is simply impossible that my life would be in danger and you wouldn't take the initiative to save me. As far as this opportunity is concerned, even my mother probably had an inkling that a courageous man would enter my life and pull me back from the jaws of death. Now that my entire life belongs to you, what is there to say about my body and my youth? My mother took that vow from me with this very thought in mind—a vow that you have fulfilled."

Karan gazed lovingly at Sanjana's face while running one of his hands gently over her firm, curved hips. Sanjana could feel the natural lubricating warmth escaping from Karan's core, coating his length in slick moisture. Sanjana's own core was thoroughly aroused by the impending union, releasing her natural feminine essence. Brushing her lips against Karan's mustache, Sanjana stroked his throbbing length with one hand while moving her other hand up and down his back, admiring his defined, muscular frame.

Karan's massive core had now reached absolute, rigid hardness. Lying right beside him, Sanjana raised and extended her arms, inviting Karan to enter her warm embrace. Karan stood up on the bed, stripped away his tunic and trousers completely, and knelt on his knees right between Sanjana's exposed, parted thighs.

Positioned right above her between her parted legs, Karan looked down affectionately at Sanjana's bare, glowing body. Sanjana's face wore an expression of intense thrill and anticipation. Having Karan insert his powerful hardness into her sensitive core was an unprecedented moment for her. She had envisioned this scene countlessly in her dreams—Karan thrusting his thick hardness deep into her center and possessing her completely. Sanjana reached out and tried to cup Karan's fully rigid core in her fingers.

Karan's core was completely engorged, reaching its full impressive length and thickness. Looking at his massive manhood, Sanjana felt overwhelming love rather than fear. After having seen Kundan's terrifying presence earlier, Karan's hardness felt deeply enticing and natural to her. The very size that used to make her tremble now felt completely right. Knowing the immense pain Kundan's monstrous size would have caused, she was now confident that despite the tight fit, she would gladly accept Karan's full length inside her center.

Sanjana locked eyes lovingly with Karan and, smiling warmly, stroked his rigid length with tender care. As she caressed him, a surge of affection welled up inside her; she extended her arms toward Karan, desperate to pull him down into her embrace. Aligning his hard tip directly against her moist opening, Karan leaned down and merged his lips with hers. His thick length rested firmly against her wet threshold, and Karan took her completely into his arms. The two lovers wrapped themselves tightly around each other, their lips pressing together so deeply as if they had never been apart.


Session 5 - Chapter 3

Sanjana positioned Karan once again and gave a shy gesture, inviting him to merge his hardness into her warmth. However, Karan seemed to be in a thoughtful, distant mood today. He paid no attention to Sanjana's subtle hint, sitting quietly like a statue as if lost in deep reflection. Seeing this behavior, Sanjana grew mildly playful and impatient. She reached out, caught his hardness between her fingers, and gave it a soft, gentle pinch.

The sudden sensation made Karan gasp softly. "Ouch..."

Sanjana held his hardness in her hands, spreading the slick, natural moisture evenly across its entire length. After doing so, she rubbed his throbbing length gently against the outer surface of her warmth for a few moments. Taking Karan's hand, Sanjana placed it firmly over her chest. She wanted his warm fingers to caress her softness as his intense, strong presence entered her center, so that the thrilling sensations would ease any discomfort she might feel.

Once his length was fully lubricated, Sanjana lifted her waist slightly and attempted to guide his hardness into her warm opening. Karan realized that entering her center was meeting considerable resistance due to how tight she was. Yet, Sanjana was deeply eager to receive him. Giving a gentle push, Karan began to slide his tip slightly into her delicate warmth. A soft gasp escaped Sanjana's lips. "Ah..."

Hearing her gasp, Karan paused immediately and looked at Sanjana with deep concern. Seeing the worry on Karan's face, Sanjana smiled tenderly, lifted her waist higher, and signaled him to push further inside.

Karan applied another gentle press. As he pushed forward, the solid head of his length breached her tight threshold and entered her warm passage. Despite her attempt to stay silent, a sharp cry escaped Sanjana's lips. Hearing her cry out, Karan grew nervous and immediately withdrew his hardness from her center. Seeing him pull back, Sanjana felt a rush of playful frustration, mixed with deep affection for his gentle nature.

Sanjana : "My love, what are you doing? Push it back inside! Do not worry about me—I might cry out like this, but please, claim me completely!"

Hearing Sanjana's passionate plea, Karan smiled inwardly, thinking how wonderfully complex women could be. Gently positioning his hardness back against her warm opening, Karan applied a subtle, steady push. Sanjana closed her eyes tightly as he pressed forward again. Small beads of perspiration began to form across Sanjana's forehead. Seeing her intense physical response, Karan grew anxious, leaned down close to her, and spoke softly.

Karan : "Should I continue?"

Sanjana opened her eyes, smiled warmly, and spoke while catching her breath slightly.

Sanjana : "Karan, have you ever seen a woman giving birth to a child? Today, I feel something similar. This intensity brings me profound joy, not pain. Just as you and your brave soldiers smile even while taking wounds for the nation, do not stop for my sake today. By surrendering to you completely, I am fulfilling the vow I made to my mother. Please possess me fully... do not hold back."

Karan gradually continued sliding his intense length deeper into her warmth. His eyes remained fixed on Sanjana's face at every moment. Noticing his watchful gaze, Sanjana hid her discomfort behind a beautiful, serene smile, trying her best to show that she was experiencing no distress. However, the perspiration gathered on her forehead betrayed her intense sensation. Karan was utterly captivated by Sanjana's extraordinary courage. How remarkably resilient nature has made women! Even while enduring such intense stretching, she refused to let a single line of strain ruin her smile.

Karan continued to press his hardness deeper into the tight canal of her warmth. With one deliberate push, half of his solid length slipped deep into her warm passage. The force of the movement made Sanjana's body lift slightly off the bed. A loud cry almost burst from her throat, but through incredible willpower, she contained it. Karan was amazed by her endurance. He knew the immense tightness and intense sensation she was experiencing. From the tight, engulfing grip her warmth maintained around his core, it was obvious how much her delicate tissue was stretching to accommodate his full size. It was a true marvel of nature how supple and adaptable a woman's body could be to expand to such limits.

Karan did not wish to cause her any distress, but two forces compelled him forward. First was Sanjana's passionate insistence—she was determined to be claimed by him and refused to listen to any reason. Second was his own unyielding, intense desire. Never before had his physical core surged with such overwhelming passion for any woman. But the moment he looked at Sanjana—even when she was fully clothed—his core throbbed with a intense hunger, much like a starving man beholding a lavish feast after months of deprivation.

Throughout this steady process of insertion, Sanjana kept her eyes closed. Occasionally, her brow would furrow from the intense stretching, but fearing Karan might notice, she would instantly bring a sweet smile back to her face. As Karan's length penetrated deeper into her warm canal, a wave of intense quivering and thrilling electric warmth spread through every part of Sanjana's body.

Sanjana : "My absolute beloved, by surrendering my entire self to you—a man who is like a husband to me—and bringing pure ecstasy to his soul, my life has found its ultimate fulfillment today."

These thoughts echoed repeatedly in Sanjana's mind. Feeling her beloved's powerful core pulsing deep inside her warmth, she felt profoundly blessed. Never in her life had Sanjana imagined that surrendering her body to another man would bring her such a divine sense of completion.

Every deliberate thrust of Karan's core brought a mix of intense sensation and exquisite pleasure to Sanjana. At the same time, feeling his hands gently molding and massaging her chest heightened her pleasure tenfold. Carrying the deep desire to possess Sanjana in his heart, Karan had perhaps longed for this intimate vision of her warmth for ages. His soul had craved to claim Sanjana across lifetimes, as he had never felt such raw intensity and desperate longing for any other woman before. Every time Sanjana had held him back in the past, it felt as though his heart had shattered into a thousand pieces, leaving his mind burning with a dry, lifeless void.

When Sanjana took the initiative and invited him into her arms tonight, it felt like an unbelievable miracle. He had never imagined that Sanjana would surrender her body to him in this lifetime. He had resigned himself to the belief that the opportunity to claim her would only come in another life. Thus, for Karan, this moment felt like a complete rebirth.

He could barely bring himself to believe that all of this was truly happening in reality. The entire experience felt like a vivid, breathtaking dream. And why wouldn't it? Given the rapid sequence of extraordinary events, it was almost impossible to distinguish reality from a dream. Every single second was brimming with overwhelming excitement, romance, and deep mystery. Neither of them knew what the very next moment would bring. When they were asleep, their dreams felt entirely real, and now that they were awake, reality felt like a magical dream. For Karan, Sanjana's total surrender to his passion was the ultimate living dream come true.


Session 5 - Chapter 4

The feelings Sanjana experienced upon receiving Karan's hardness into her warmth were beyond description. For one, Karan was her guide and mentor. Beyond that, he cherished her deeply. Karan cared for Sanjana with his very life—this had already been proven. On top of that, he held immense respect for her in his heart. Karan's hardness in Sanjana's center created a unique, affection-filled frenzy that she had never felt before. Because of this, a distinct quivering and throbbing pulsed within her center, which Karan himself could feel. Her warmth was overwhelmed with such ecstasy that with every single stroke from Karan, she felt profoundly elated. An intense wave of thrill rushed through Sanjana's entire body. Sanjana placed Karan's face against her chest, urging him to kiss and caress her softness. That night became the most memorable night of Sanjana's life.

Karan could feel the inner walls of Sanjana's warmth constricting tightly around his hardness at times, and then gently relaxing. Whenever her warmth tightened around him, a unique thrill and an intoxicating shiver spread through Karan's core and his entire body. Sanjana wanted Karan to relish every inch of her form. She repeatedly placed Karan's hands over her hips, her chest, and her center, compelling him to caress her everywhere. The throbbing within her center was growing so intense that maintaining self-control was becoming nearly impossible for her. The simple movement of Karan's hands over her bare skin drove Sanjana beyond restraint. Sanjana was certain that she was about to experience an incredible session of passion, and despite her fear of discomfort, she was desperate for this intense, unrestrained union with her beloved Karan. Merely touching Karan's bare body, his hardness, and his muscular arms made every part of Sanjana's frame quiver with desire. When Karan's hardness first fully penetrated Sanjana's warmth, Sanjana felt as though she had dissolved into sheer bliss. An extraordinary wave of frenzy and excitement surged through her entire frame. She felt as though her peak of release was right on the horizon.

Fearing that if Karan realized she was reaching her release, he might slow down his rhythm or withdraw his core completely, Sanjana tried to restrain herself despite reaching the absolute peak. But as Karan initiated one powerful stroke after another, Sanjana lost all control. Gripping Karan's arms tightly in her hands, she cried out.

Sanjana : "Ahhh... Ohhh... Uffff... Karan, please possess me harder! I am reaching my peak. But please do not stop!"

With a soft, delicate gasp, Sanjana surrendered to her overwhelming release and collapsed back softly. Seeing that Sanjana had reached her peak, Karan began to withdraw his engorged hardness from her warmth. Sanjana caught Karan's hand, stopping him from pulling his core out of her center. Sanjana urged Karan to continue their passionate union.

Karan : "Sanjana, do not worry. I am completely ready. I am not going to lose my momentum. You take a few moments to rest."

The feelings Sanjana experienced upon receiving Karan's hardness into her warmth were beyond description. For one, Karan was her guide and mentor. Beyond that, he cherished her deeply. Karan cared for Sanjana with his very life—this had already been proven. On top of that, he held immense respect for her in his heart. Karan's hardness in Sanjana's center created a unique, affection-filled frenzy that she had never felt before. Because of this, a distinct quivering and throbbing pulsed within her center, which Karan himself could feel. Her warmth was overwhelmed with such ecstasy that with every single stroke from Karan, she felt profoundly elated. An intense wave of thrill rushed through Sanjana's entire body. Sanjana placed Karan's face against her chest, urging him to kiss and caress her softness. That night became the most memorable night of Sanjana's life.

Karan could feel the inner walls of Sanjana's warmth constricting tightly around his hardness at times, and then gently relaxing. Whenever her warmth tightened around him, a unique thrill and an intoxicating shiver spread through Karan's core and his entire body. Sanjana wanted Karan to relish every inch of her form. She repeatedly placed Karan's hands over her hips, her chest, and her center, compelling him to caress her everywhere. The throbbing within her center was growing so intense that maintaining self-control was becoming nearly impossible for her. The simple movement of Karan's hands over her bare skin drove Sanjana beyond restraint. Sanjana was certain that she was about to experience an incredible session of passion, and despite her fear of discomfort, she was desperate for this intense, unrestrained union with her beloved Karan. Merely touching Karan's bare body, his hardness, and his muscular arms made every part of Sanjana's frame quiver with desire. When Karan's hardness first fully penetrated Sanjana's warmth, Sanjana felt as though she had dissolved into sheer bliss. An extraordinary wave of frenzy and excitement surged through her entire frame. She felt as though her peak of release was right on the horizon.

Fearing that if Karan realized she was reaching her release, he might slow down his rhythm or withdraw his core completely, Sanjana tried to restrain herself despite reaching the absolute peak. But as Karan initiated one powerful stroke after another, Sanjana lost all control. Gripping Karan's arms tightly in her hands, she cried out.

Sanjana : "Ahhh... Ohhh... Ufff... Karan, please possess me harder! I am reaching my peak. But please do not stop!"

With a soft, delicate gasp, Sanjana surrendered to her overwhelming release and collapsed back softly. Seeing that Sanjana had reached her peak, Karan began to withdraw his engorged hardness from her warmth. Sanjana caught Karan's hand, stopping him from pulling his core out of her center. Sanjana urged Karan to continue their passionate union.

Karan : "Sanjana, do not worry. I am completely ready. I am not going to lose my momentum. You take a few moments to rest."

Sanjana raised her eyes and looked up at Karan. Feeling Karan's throbbing, rock-hard core pulsing firmly inside her center, she felt reassured that Karan would not lose his stiffness during this short break and that their passionate encounter would not falter.

After resting for a brief moment, Sanjana moved with sudden agility. Keeping Karan's core embedded deep within her warmth, she kissed his lips and spoke with ardent intensity.

Sanjana : "Karan, I am ready. Even if I reach my peak again, you must not slow down. I want you to possess me through the entire night and all through the day."

Hearing Sanjana's words, a loving smile spread across Karan's lips. Kissing her lips deeply, Karan replied warmly.

Karan : "Sanjana, what do you think? Would I so easily abandon months of unfulfilled passion? I want to claim my Sanjana all night long as well."

Saying this, Karan gently laid Sanjana down and positioned himself over her once again. Cupping and molding her full, firm curves in his palms and fingers, he resumed driving his hardness deep into her center, becoming thoroughly immersed in claiming her form. Karan plunged his hardness into Sanjana's warmth with swift, powerful strokes. Sanjana lifted her hips rhythmically, attempting to take Karan's thick, impressive hardness completely inside her depth. With every powerful stroke from Karan, Sanjana let out soft, breathless moans.

Sanjana : "Unh... Unh..."

Karan, too, gasped with every deep push, continuously pouring his passion into Sanjana.

Karan : "Uff... Uff..."

The emotions Sanjana felt upon taking Karan's hardness into her center were indescribable. For one, Karan was her mentor and guide. Beyond that, he cherished her deeply. Karan was devoted to Sanjana with his very life—this was now proven beyond doubt. Above all, he held profound respect for her in his heart. Karan's hardness inside Sanjana's center created a unique, affection-filled ecstasy that she had never experienced before. Because of this, a distinct quivering and throbbing pulsed within her center, which Karan himself could feel. Her warmth was overwhelmed with such passion that with every single thrust from Karan, she felt deeply exhilarated. An intense wave of excitement rushed through Sanjana's entire body. Sanjana placed Karan's face against her chest, urging him to kiss and caress her softness. That night became the most memorable night of Sanjana's life.

Karan could feel the inner walls of Sanjana's warmth constricting tightly around his hardness at times, and then gently relaxing. Whenever her center tightened around him, a unique thrill and an intoxicating shiver spread through Karan's core and his entire body. Sanjana wanted Karan to relish every inch of her form. She repeatedly placed Karan's hands over her hips, her chest, and her center, compelling him to caress her everywhere. The throbbing within her center was growing so intense that maintaining self-control was becoming nearly impossible for her. The simple movement of Karan's hands over her bare skin drove Sanjana beyond restraint. Sanjana was certain that she was about to experience an extraordinary session of passion, and despite her fear of discomfort, she was desperate for this intense, unrestrained union with her beloved Karan. Merely touching Karan's bare body, his hardness, and his muscular arms made every part of Sanjana's frame quiver with desire. When Karan's hardness first fully penetrated Sanjana's warmth, Sanjana felt as though she had dissolved into sheer bliss. An extraordinary wave of frenzy and excitement surged through her entire frame. She felt as though her peak of release was right on the horizon.

Fearing that if Karan realized she was reaching her release, he might slow down his rhythm or withdraw his core completely, Sanjana tried to restrain herself despite reaching the absolute peak. But as Karan initiated one powerful stroke after another, Sanjana lost all control. Gripping Karan's arms tightly in her hands, she cried out.

Sanjana : "Ahhh... Ohhh... Ufff... Karan, please possess me harder! I am reaching my peak. But please do not stop!"

With a soft, delicate gasp, Sanjana surrendered to her overwhelming release and collapsed back softly. Seeing that Sanjana had reached her peak, Karan began to withdraw his engorged hardness from her warmth. Sanjana caught Karan's hand, stopping him from pulling his core out of her center. Sanjana urged Karan to continue their passionate union.

Karan : "Sanjana, do not worry. I am completely ready. I am not going to lose my momentum. You take a few moments to rest."

The emotions Sanjana felt upon taking Karan's hardness into her center were indescribable. For one, Karan was her mentor and guide. Beyond that, he cherished her deeply. Karan was devoted to Sanjana with his very life—this was now proven beyond doubt. Above all, he held profound respect for her in his heart. Karan's hardness inside Sanjana's center created a unique, affection-filled ecstasy that she had never experienced before. Because of this, a distinct quivering and throbbing pulsed within her center, which Karan himself could feel. Her warmth was overwhelmed with such passion that with every single thrust from Karan, she felt deeply exhilarated. An intense wave of excitement rushed through Sanjana's entire body. Sanjana placed Karan's face against her chest, urging him to kiss and caress her softness. That night became the most memorable night of Sanjana's life.

Karan could feel the inner walls of Sanjana's warmth constricting tightly around his hardness at times, and then gently relaxing. Whenever her center tightened around him, a unique thrill and an intoxicating shiver spread through Karan's core and his entire body. Sanjana wanted Karan to relish every inch of her form. She repeatedly placed Karan's hands over her hips, her chest, and her center, compelling him to caress her everywhere. The throbbing within her center was growing so intense that maintaining self-control was becoming nearly impossible for her. The simple movement of Karan's hands over her bare skin drove Sanjana beyond restraint. Sanjana was certain that she was about to experience an extraordinary session of passion, and despite her fear of discomfort, she was desperate for this intense, unrestrained union with her beloved Karan. Merely touching Karan's bare body, his hardness, and his muscular arms made every part of Sanjana's frame quiver with desire. When Karan's hardness first fully penetrated Sanjana's warmth, Sanjana felt as though she had dissolved into sheer bliss. An extraordinary wave of frenzy and excitement surged through her entire frame. She felt as though her peak of release was right on the horizon.

Fearing that if Karan realized she was reaching her release, he might slow down his rhythm or withdraw his core completely, Sanjana tried to restrain herself despite reaching the absolute peak. But as Karan initiated one powerful stroke after another, Sanjana lost all control. Gripping Karan's arms tightly in her hands, she cried out.

Sanjana : "Ahhh... Ohhh... Uffff... Karan, please possess me harder! I am reaching my peak. But please do not stop!"

With a soft, delicate gasp, Sanjana surrendered to her overwhelming release and collapsed back softly. Seeing that Sanjana had reached her peak, Karan began to withdraw his engorged hardness from her warmth. Sanjana caught Karan's hand, stopping him from pulling his core out of her center. Sanjana urged Karan to continue their passionate union.

Karan : "Sanjana, do not worry. I am completely ready. I am not going to lose my momentum. You take a few moments to rest."

Sanjana raised her eyes and looked up at Karan. Feeling Karan's throbbing, rock-hard core pulsing firmly inside her center, she felt reassured that Karan would not lose his stiffness during this short break and that their passionate encounter would not falter.

After resting for a brief moment, Sanjana moved with sudden agility. Keeping Karan's core embedded deep within her warmth, she kissed his lips and spoke with ardent intensity.

Sanjana : "Karan, I am ready. Even if I reach my peak again, you must not slow down. I want you to possess me through the entire night and all through the day."

Hearing Sanjana's words, a loving smile spread across Karan's lips. Kissing her lips deeply, Karan replied warmly.

Karan : "Sanjana, what do you think? Would I so easily abandon months of unfulfilled passion? I want to claim my Sanjana all night long as well."

Saying this, Karan gently laid Sanjana down and positioned himself over her once again. Cupping and molding her full, firm curves in his palms and fingers, he resumed driving his hardness deep into her center, becoming thoroughly immersed in claiming her form. Karan plunged his hardness into Sanjana's warmth with swift, powerful strokes. Sanjana lifted her hips rhythmically, attempting to take Karan's thick, impressive hardness completely inside her depth. With every powerful stroke from Karan, Sanjana let out soft, breathless moans.

Sanjana : "Unh... Unh..."

Karan, too, gasped with every deep push, continuously pouring his passion into Sanjana.

Karan : "Uff... Uff..."

Sanjana raised her legs high, resting them comfortably over Karan's shoulders and spreading them wide so he would face no hindrance in remaining deeply connected with her warmth. The entire room echoed with the rhythmic, wet cadence of their intense, breathless passion. Even though Karan’s core was remarkably thick and formidable, Sanjana's softness accommodated his full length entirely without any injury or bleeding, bringing her immense relief and confidence. Tonight, Sanjana wanted to compensate Karan for every single moment of longing and restraint he had endured until now. She wanted to bestow upon him an absolute, unbridled ecstasy—a level of profound fulfillment that even Anjali had never provided him. Adjusting her posture from different angles, Sanjana moved her hips fluidly, eager to feel Karan's hard length explore every hidden recess and corner of her inner sanctuary. Karan, too, felt an extraordinary thrill surging through his frame as Sanjana responded so dynamically beneath him.

After a few moments of continuous, intense passion, Sanjana gently paused Karan. Lifting her head slightly, she aligned her lips with his, pressing them together in a deep, lingering kiss.

Sanjana : "Karan, from this day forward, you have as much rightful claim over my body as my husband does. Yes, because I am socially recognized as Rahul's wife, I cannot lie beside you every single night. But whenever you desire, you can call me to your bed or step into my bedroom without hesitation. I know deep down that my husband will have no objection to this. As far as Anjali is concerned, she herself was immensely eager to see me surrender my warmth to your embrace."

Karan leaned down, kissing Sanjana with tender affection before speaking softly.

Karan : "Sanjana, Anjali had promised me long ago that one day she would convince you to join me in my bed and surrender your beauty to my passion. That mutual understanding had already existed between Anjali and me. My love, understand this clearly: I cherish you just as deeply as you love me. Tonight, it is not merely our physical forms that have merged into one—our very souls and hearts have united forever."

Sanjana pulled him closer, kissing Karan passionately on the lips.

Sanjana : "My king, let us not speak of anything else tonight. We have spoken enough words and shared countless affectionate gestures, but this true moment of complete physical surrender has finally arrived now. Karan, you have no idea how helpless and desperate I felt for this exact moment. A man can rarely comprehend the sheer depth of a woman's emotional world. For us women, our physical desire is directly tied to our heart and soul, whereas for men, physical arousal often begins merely through sight. That is the fundamental difference in what unlocks physical passion between a man and a woman. You men often become eager to possess a woman simply by beholding her striking beauty and youthful frame. We women certainly feel attracted to a man's masculine body, but we become far more deeply aroused by his unconditional love, his devotion, and his willingness to sacrifice everything for us. Initially, our eyes might guide us, but ultimately, we follow the voice of our heart.

"In truth, I was mentally ready to surrender my body to you the very day you placed your firm, warm length into my hands inside that dark cinema hall. Apart from my husband's physical presence, yours was the very first masculine core I had ever held in my hands. In that very instant, my inner warmth overflowed with natural moisture. Your presence felt far more substantial, impressive, and commanding than my husband's. You cannot imagine how many restless nights I spent dreaming of receiving your powerful length deep inside my center. How many nights I endured physical intimacy with my husband while imagining in my heart that it was not him, but you who was possessing my form!

"After that, when you made such immense sacrifices for my education, guiding me tirelessly until I secured the top rank, a profound emotion welled up inside my heart for you—one that words can never truly express. Later, when I stood semi-nude before you near that waterfall and your bare skin brushed against mine, my self-restraint completely shattered. If you had not stopped me that day, I was fully prepared to break the sacred vow I gave my mother just to feel you inside my warmth. I had completely lost control over myself. Yet, you displayed a magnificent exhibition of noble restraint and protected me from breaking my mother's pledge. If you had taken my body that day, the divine reverence I hold for you in my heart today might not have existed.

"Finally, by risking your very life to rescue me from the river's whirlpool, you fulfilled the vow I made to my mother, while simultaneously purchasing my heart and soul forever without paying a single coin. Now, not just my physical body, but my femininity, my absolute love, and my very life are dedicated to you. Tonight, far away from home, cradled amidst the raw beauty of nature—among these rivers, mountains, and waterfalls—I have finally been granted the opportunity to fulfill my ultimate desire of surrendering to your passion. Until today, despite the burning desire we both shared to possess each other, my mother's command kept me from becoming your bedmate. Today, the moment has arrived for me to honor my heart, my mind, my mother's wish, and dedicate my entire existence to you."

Karan gazed down at Sanjana in silence. Tears of overwhelming love and devotion were glistening in Sanjana's eyes, flowing gently down her flushed cheeks. Keeping his solid hardness embedded deep within her moist sanctuary, Karan leaned down and kissed her tenderly.

Karan : "My beloved, you are entirely my own. You are far more to me than just a wife. You are not merely my partner in passion—you are the very essence of my inner soul. I feel profoundly blessed to possess you tonight. But as you said, right now we must focus our energy on physical fulfillment rather than conversation, because our time remains uncertain. We must be cautious, lest enemy patrols track us down to this clinic, or soldiers from our own army arrive searching for us."

Sanjana immediately slipped her tongue into Karan's mouth, engaging him in a fiery, passionate kiss. Pausing briefly while catching her breath, she spoke with intense passion.

Sanjana : "Karan, possess my body tonight in a way you have never claimed any woman before—not even Anjali. I want to feel your thick, powerful hardness lingering not just in every passage and corner of my inner center, but echoing through every single cell of my body."

Saying this, Sanjana reached down with her delicate fingers to touch the base of Karan's engorged length, which remained deeply buried inside the wet cavern of her warmth. Sliding her fingers right at the intimate junction where his hardness met her moist threshold, she gently caressed and rubbed the sensitive skin. The subtle, electric touch of her soft fingers sent a sudden, thrilling surge through Karan's frame, causing his vitality to throb powerfully within his core. Fulfilling his beloved's fiery request, Karan resumed driving his impressive length deep into Sanjana's thirsty sanctuary with renewed vigor.

Karan's hardness was fully engorged, standing at its absolute maximum length and thickness. Like a monarch proudly traversing his sovereign realm, Karan's powerful length explored every passage and hidden corner of his beloved Sanjana's inner sanctuary, caressing her inner walls as it glided fluidly in and out of her moist threshold. Coated continuously in Sanjana's natural feminine essence and lubricated by their shared heat, Karan's impressive size faced far less resistance now as it glided smoothly back and forth. Yet, his sheer girth kept the inner walls of Sanjana's warmth stretched to their absolute limit, creating an indescribable, intoxicating ecstasy within her center.

Sanjana arched her hips upward dynamically, meeting each of his powerful thrusts to draw his full length as deep into her core as possible. She was determined to make up for every single month she had spent craving his physical presence. Lifting her torso slightly, Sanjana looked down, eager to visually witness Karan's thick hardness sliding fluidly in and out of her open, glistening warmth. She was not only absorbing the intense physical sensation of their union, but she also wanted to feast her eyes on the breathtaking sight of his raw, masculine power claiming her form.


Session 5 - Chapter 5

As Sanjana watched Karan's slick, lubricated hardness continuously enter and withdraw from her center, she could hardly believe her own eyes. She marvelled at how her own warmth had expanded to fully accommodate a core of such impressive girth. Sanjana had never imagined that her body could stretch so accommodate, nor that she would truly experience taking Karan's full length within her deepest sanctuary. Seeing his hardness glistening with natural lubrication, a fleeting anxiety crossed Sanjana's mind—had Karan reached his own peak prematurely? If that were the case, his strength might wane, which was the last thing Sanjana wanted tonight.

However, as she felt the relentless, powerful tempo of Karan's thrusts and perceived that the full length and thickness of his core remained entirely resolute inside her, she felt instantly reassured. She realized that he had not reached his release; the moisture she observed was simply the intense fluid of mutual passion. Witnessing this breathtaking sight firsthand—watching his thick, glistening length slide fluidly in and out of her fully opened warmth—drove Sanjana's excitement to unprecedented heights. Her innermost femininity and intense emotional devotion strummed the delicate nerves of her center, resonating through her like a master musician plucking the fine strings of a sitar.

The more Sanjana watched the passionate spectacle of their physical union, the more thrilled she became. Her natural feminine essence began to flow abundantly like a spring, and she found herself hovering on the precipice of yet another peak. Karan's powerful rhythm was unleashing absolute ecstasy upon her warmth. Despite the hours of exhaustion and lack of sleep, Karan's endurance showed no signs of stopping. Once again, Sanjana gripped Karan's wrists tightly and gasped out in sheer ecstasy.

Sanjana : "Ahhhhh... Ohhh... Uff... Karan, your power is beyond incredible! I am reaching my peak again. But please, do not slow down! Please keep possessing me... keep claiming me!"

Saying this, Sanjana yielded completely to the sensation, her body relaxing into the mattress. She panted breathlessly from the intoxicating fatigue of their passionate collision. Despite her pleas for him to continue, Karan tenderly paused his movements, giving his beloved a crucial moment to catch her breath and rest.

Both Sanjana and Karan were thoroughly exhausted from hours of ordeal and lack of sleep. Yet, after resting together for a brief moment, a fresh wave of vitality coursed through them. Sanjana, in particular, had no desire to let Karan's strong core or her own thirsty center rest for even a moment longer. After months of waiting since their very first meeting, they had finally gained this precious opportunity to fulfill their deep longing. Opportunities to rest would be plentiful in the future, but who knew when they would ever get another chance to intertwine their bare bodies with such tender devotion? And even if they did, it would rarely be amidst such breathtaking landscapes and enchanting surroundings. Driven by this thought, neither lover wished to release the other's embrace.

What a profound world the Almighty had created! When a man and a woman cherish each other so intensely, how are they meant to express the true depth of their love? Providence provided physical union—an exquisite medium through which two souls can articulate their intense, burning love through the unspoken language of their bodies.

Society often places numerous restrictions and rigid boundaries on such passionate intimacy. However, when love transcends all limits, it refuses to be bound by societal rules. Stripping away every layer of clothing, two bodies come together to complete one another, merging at the deepest level to fulfill that soul-deep longing. This is the essence of true, loving intimacy.

Karan and Sanjana spent that night fully immersed in the joy of this affectionate union. Yet, Karan remained conscious that their time was not infinite. The surrounding terrain was filled with latent dangers. Although they had crossed into CDN territory, enemy forces from across the border frequently engaged in unprovoked shelling, often endangering innocent civilians. In many places, the border was not fully secured, allowing rogue elements to cross over, cause havoc, and retreat. They needed to stay vigilant against crossfire between the forces and safely make their way back to the camp. At any moment, soldiers or local patrols might knock on the door to investigate, and they needed to be ready when that happened. But love held both of them in an intense grip, and Sanjana was certainly in no mood to let Karan go easily. She was intent on claiming every bit of passion she had missed out on for months, with interest.

Sanjana was determined to reach her peak multiple times that night, eager to experience the sublime, breathtaking orgasms that she knew only Karan could evoke within her. She was not about to let their intimate encounter end so soon. After catching her breath following her third climax, she rose gracefully from the bed and positioned herself on all fours, resting her arms against the firm support of the mattress. Karan immediately understood her intent—Sanjana wanted to receive his hardness from behind, surrendering to a deeper, more primal angle of passion. All fear of his size had completely vanished from her mind; she knew that whatever intense sensations came with it were nothing compared to the intoxicating ecstasy she experienced in return. Sanjana knew that this posture would allow Karan's core to penetrate even deeper into her center. His firm thrusts were already reaching the very threshold of her inner core, but she had no idea what exquisite sensations would unfold when he penetrated even deeper. Still, she was entirely eager and ready to embrace it all.

Sanjana understood that once a woman resolves to yield fully out of love, her body can accommodate any masculine size, no matter how formidable. There would naturally be an intense, overwhelming sensation, but that was the nature of love itself—where there is profound love, there is also the willingness to embrace intensity. When a mother gives birth, she endures immense physical trials, yet she willingly embraces the experience because of her boundless love for her child.

Karan gently rubbed his smooth hardness against the soft outer petals of Sanjana's warmth for a few moments. Once he ensured his core was thoroughly lubricated to grant her seamless comfort, he guided his length into her center from behind, aligning himself closely with her soft curves. Karan gazed in admiration at Sanjana's beautifully sculpted hips. He tenderly stroked and molded her firm curves with his palms, experiencing a surge of sheer ecstasy as he did so. Cascading downward, Sanjana's long, dark hair hung gracefully toward the floor as she remained arched before him. Her delicate chest and soft form pointed downward toward the earth. Karan reached around to cup her soft curves in both hands, using his posture to drive a powerful, decisive thrust deep into Sanjana's warmth.

Due to the wet lubrication spread continuously over Karan's hardness and within the deep cavern of Sanjana's warmth, his core entered her frame. Yet, the intense tightness stretched the soft lining of her center so suddenly that despite exercising absolute restraint and trying her best not to make a sound, a sharp, breathless gasp escaped Sanjana's lips. Hearing her pained gasp, Karan wanted to stop instantly and ease his momentum. However, his beloved Sanjana was forged from extraordinary strength. Refusing to grant Karan the opportunity to pause or withdraw his hardness, Sanjana pressed her hips back against him, driving his core even deeper inside her warmth. Turning her head slightly toward her beloved, she smiled radiant with emotion and spoke with burning passion.

Sanjana : "My cherished beloved, claim my body today with an intensity you have never shown to anyone else! I will willingly endure this sensation. If I once subjected you to the agony of separation, I will now gladly embrace the overwhelming heat of our union with pure love. But please, do not subject me to separation ever again. This intense physical surrender is sweet to me, but being distant from your presence is utterly unbearable. Today, for the very first time, I am surrendering my form completely to my beloved Karan. Claim every inch of my warmth as thoroughly as you wish, but keep possessing me without pause!"

Karan could not help but smile affectionately at Sanjana's passionate, intoxicating fervor. He marvelled in his mind at the mysterious nature of women—how they willingly embrace intense physical bounds out of sheer devotion just to bestow absolute ecstasy upon their beloved. They discover their own supreme bliss purely through the joy of their partner, regardless of the intensity involved. Instinctively leaning forward, Karan mentally paid homage to her profound devotion and resumed driving his hardness deep into Sanjana's sanctuary. With another decisive push, he embedded half of his impressive length into her warmth. Guided by the abundant natural moisture, each subsequent push glided deeper and deeper, until his full length was completely enveloped within the inner cavern of Sanjana's center. Her entire sanctuary was now completely filled by Karan's formidable hardness. Sanjana felt an intense wave of spiritual bliss, as though Karan had merged completely into her physical body and the two of them had truly become one singular entity. Sanjana was no longer separate from Karan; two souls and two forms had merged into absolute unity through love, dissolving every lingering distance between them.


Session 5 - Chapter 6

Even though her center was stretched to its absolute limit, Sanjana's passion knew no bounds. She felt immense pride in her femininity, knowing she had granted her beloved a realm of transcendent ecstasy that no other woman had ever provided him before. Consumed by the intense fire of her beloved's passion, Sanjana felt an extraordinary thrill coursing through her entire spirit. Her lifelong dream of surrendering her form to Karan had finally materialized into a glorious reality. Just as a proud $a!pu$Ra woman's enmity can prove formidable, her love possesses the divine power to breathe new life into a soul. Deep within her heart, Sanjana harbored a sacred, burning desire to carry Karan's child within her womb. As Karan buried his entire hardness deep into her warmth from behind, Sanjana held onto his presence with every fiber of her being. She wished to cherish Karan's living legacy for the rest of her life, longing for the moment when his vital essence would bless her with new life. She did not know whether her husband would grant his consent or not, but as a resolute $a!pu$Ra woman, once she set her mind upon a path, she was determined to fulfill it.

Karan continued to drive his hardness into Sanjana's warmth with unrestrained energy and momentum. The fiery warmth within his core was reaching its absolute boiling point, desperate to burst forth into her center as the rhythmic contractions of Sanjana's sanctuary drew it out. The intoxicating, incredible grip of her inner walls tested Karan's endurance to its ultimate limit. The moment had finally arrived for him to release the months of stored warmth and tension, finding absolute liberation from his intense arousal. Sensing the tightening muscles of Karan's frame and the breathless intensity of his deep gasps, Sanjana realized that her beloved was rapidly approaching his absolute peak. Enduring every powerful thrust of his core, she tilted her neck backward, flashed a mischievously affectionate smile, and spoke softly.

Sanjana : "My beloved, my life... you must pour your entire vital essence deep inside my center! If I am blessed to carry your child within my womb, it will be the greatest fortune of my life. I want to bear a child that belongs to you, regardless of whether Anjali or Rahul agree. Tell me, will you grant me your legacy? You have no objection to this, do you?"

Overwhelmed by intense ecstasy, Karan was beyond the state of forming articulate words. The fiery, surging vitality bubbling through his core was demanding absolute release. And what greater destiny could there be than pouring his vital essence directly into the deep sanctuary of his beloved Sanjana? In that transcendent moment, all logical deliberation melted away; Karan entirely surrendered to the raw power of his passion. Sanjana, too, had reached the absolute summit of her excitement. Meeting each of Karan's powerful thrusts, she arched her hips back dynamically, displaying her unbridled desire. With one final, powerful thrust, Karan reached his peak, and Sanjana felt a warm, abundant surge of his vital essence flooding deeply into her innermost sanctuary.

Sanjana's warmth was already filled to capacity by Karan's impressive length, and the vast volume of his warm essence filled every remaining space within her inner cavern, flowing directly toward the very core of her womanhood. In that sacred moment, the masculine seed of Karan united seamlessly with her feminine depth, marking the silent, divine inception of a new life upon the earth. After bestowing a few more gentle, affectionate pushes, Karan came to a complete rest. His rich vitality had poured forth completely, filling Sanjana's sanctuary. Interlocked in an intimate embrace, Sanjana and Karan remained standing in that exact position for several breathless moments. Slowly and gently, Karan then withdrew his core from within Sanjana's center and stood admiring the glistening, creamy traces of his essence lingering at the threshold of her form. Sanjana observed that even as his hardness gradually relaxed, Karan's core remained remarkably thick, long, and smooth like a resting python, resting gracefully between his legs.

Moving with swift affection, Sanjana reached down and gently gathered Karan's core in her hands. Lowering her lips, she began to lick his length clean, systematically using her soft tongue to trace every inch of his core until it was completely spotless, swallowing his rich essence with complete devotion. Exhausted from the sheer intensity of their passion, Karan collapsed limply onto the mattress, and within moments, he drifted into a deep, heavy slumber accompanied by soft snoring. Sanjana stepped quietly into the bathroom to wash her thighs and center. Carrying Karan's vital essence within her sanctuary brought Sanjana a profound sense of absolute fulfillment. She held a steadfast hope that their passionate union this morning would surely bless her with motherhood, enshrining Karan's legacy within her womb. After cleansing herself thoroughly, Sanjana felt no need to put on any clothing. Remaining naturally bare, she slid under the warm blanket directly into Karan's waiting arms and rested her head against his chest. Within minutes, both lovers were swept away into a deep, peaceful sleep.

Outdoors, the delicate crimson glow of the early morning dawn began to softly illuminate the sky.

It had been perhaps two hours since Sanjana and Karan had fallen asleep when suddenly, the doorbell of Dr. Khan's clinic rang. Karan startled awake from his deep sleep and, hurriedly pulling his dry clothes over his bare body, rushed toward the door. He did not want Dr. Khan to have to come down from the upper floor so early in the morning just to answer the bell. Still hurriedly adjusting his clothes in the commotion, Karan opened the door, only to stand frozen in absolute shock—standing right before him was Rahul, drenched in blood, his clothes completely stained a vibrant red.


Rubina held Rahul's hand firmly, both of them gripping their respective rifles with steady resolve as they set out together. Guiding him along the hidden path, Rubina tightened her hold on Rahul's hand and spoke with heartfelt emotion.

Rubina : "Oh, my handsome stranger! By sharing your passion with me today, you have truly made me feel like a complete woman. When a woman surrenders her warmth to the man her heart chooses, she feels her entire life becoming deeply fulfilled. This is something you men can rarely comprehend. When a woman gives herself to a man, do not think she is merely offering a part of her body. A woman surrenders not just her inner warmth, but her absolute soul, her heart, and her very existence to him. Although I am not a man, based on everything I have observed about men, I know that during intimacy, most men see nothing beyond physical pleasure and anatomical desire. They rarely care about a woman's deepest feelings. But you are completely different from those men. You risked your very life for me, stepping right up to that treacherous soldier to finish him with your own hands. You truly respected my emotions and my dignity. I will remain eternally grateful to you for the rest of my life. As I promised, if I am blessed to carry your child within my womb, it will be my greatest pride, regardless of how much humiliation I might have to endure from society."

Hearing such pure, unconditional love conveyed even through her raw, unpolished words, Rahul felt a wave of profound emotional warmth sweep over his heart. Pulling Rubina gently into his arms, he held her close, and the two of them lost themselves in a lingering, passionate kiss. The darkness of the night was beginning to fade rapidly, leaving them with very little time. The moment the sun rose, the risk of being spotted would multiply drastically. Knowing the surrounding terrain intimately, Rubina decided to take a secluded shortcut leading through the steep mountain pass to cross safely into CDN territory. Hiding behind the massive boulders and rock formations of the mountain, Rahul and Rubina reached higher ground and began crawling low to the earth at a slow, careful pace to stay completely hidden from enemy sight.

Deep down, Rubina felt a growing ache in her heart, knowing that she would soon have to part ways with her beloved stranger. Overcome by emotion, whenever they found a fleeting moment of cover, she would reach for Rahul's hand, pressing her lips to his skin with gentle tenderness. When they finally reached the crest of the mountain ridge, Rubina looked at Rahul with a soft, affectionate smile and pointed ahead.

Rubina : "Look, my beloved stranger... that small cottage you see down there lies safely within the CDN border."

Barely an hour had passed since they started their trek when sudden, violent gunfire echoed through the air. The firing was coming from the enemy's direction. It did not seem like targeted sniper fire directed specifically at them, as the shots were coming from a considerable distance in wild, indiscriminate bursts. It appeared that enemy forces were attempting to infiltrate a group of militants across the border and were providing heavy suppressive cover fire. Terrified by the deafening barrage of bullets, Rubina instinctively sought shelter in Rahul's strong arms. Rahul scanned the terrain, trying to pinpoint where the gunfire was originating. Just then, he spotted a heavily armed militant attempting to take position behind cover a short distance away. The militant was equipped with high-grade explosives and a heavy machine gun.

Without a moment's hesitation, before the militant could spot them and open fire, Rahul raised his rifle, took precise aim, and pulled the trigger. To Rahul's own complete astonishment, the militant crumpled forward, thrashing on the ground in agony. His shot had struck with absolute precision. It was the very first time in his life that Rahul had ever fired a weapon, and not only had his aim been true, but he had successfully eliminated a dangerous threat in a single shot.

Rahul heard Rubina gasp—she had initially been watching him in sheer terror, but when she saw the militant collapse, she spontaneously began clapping and dancing with pure joy. Rushing over, Rubina threw her arms around Rahul's neck, clinging to him tightly. The two lovers remained locked in a close, breathless embrace for a few precious moments. Suddenly, the sharp, shrill hiss of a bullet whistled through the air. A sharp cry escaped Rubina's lips, and her body twisted violently before collapsing right over Rahul. A fountain of deep red blood spurted from her chest, instantly drenching Rahul's clothes in vibrant crimson.

Rahul stumbled and fell to the ground alongside her, completely shaken. Rubina was struggling for breath, as the bullet had pierced directly through her lung. In the very next second, another bullet ripped through Rahul's arm, sending a fresh surge of blood spurting from his own wound. Seeing blood pouring from Rahul's arm, Rubina instantly forgot her own excruciating pain. Tearing off a strip from the hem of her tunic with trembling hands, she wrapped it tightly around Rahul's arm to stanch the bleeding. Severe, burning pain throbbed continuously through Rahul's arm.

Beside him, Rubina's breathing was growing faint and shallow. She reached out and held Rahul's hand tightly, struggling to form words through her gasps. Yet, with absolute devotion in her eyes, Rubina spoke softly.

Rubina : "My beloved stranger... it seems our journey together ends right here. My path in this world has reached its final stop. We met like passing travelers on a winding road, and even if only for a single night, we became one in heart and body. Look at the irony of destiny! I had feared that you would leave me behind and return to your motherland. But fate turned everything upside down—today, on this journey, I am the one leaving you behind. May the Almighty grant you supreme honor and protection. And listen to me carefully... crawl low, stay hidden, and make your way down to that cottage. Dr. Khan lives there. He is a noble, deeply kind soul, and he will heal your wounds. Promise me you will go to him."

Saying these final words, Rubina drew her very last breath, and her limp hand slipped from Rahul's grip, falling softly to the earth. Rahul had always considered himself a man of strong, unwavering resolve. But as Rubina's hand slipped away, he experienced a shock so profound it felt as though he had lost the most precious part of his own soul. They had shared only a single night together, yet the depth of their bond felt as though they had been companions for a lifetime. And in one cruel second, that bond had been severed forever. Unable to hold back his intense grief, Rahul broke down completely, sobbing uncontrollably. There was no one around to hear his cries or offer a word of comfort.

Gathering his remaining strength, Rahul gently dragged Rubina's body behind a large rock formation. The heavy gunfire was still echoing all around, refusing to relent. Staying near the enemy border was fatal; he had to cross into CDN territory at all costs. He did not even have the luxury of time to bury Rubina's body properly. Moving with heavy sorrow, Rahul tucked Rubina's body securely behind the boulder and covered her respectfully with fallen branches and leaves. Then, staying low to the ground, he began crawling slowly toward the cottage.

After crawling for some distance through dense thickets, he spotted the rushing river down below. Without a second thought, Rahul threw himself into the fast-moving water. Almost instantly, enemy rounds began splashing into the river around him. Taking a deep dive beneath the surface, Rahul swam with all his strength to dodge the flying bullets. The river's current was exceptionally fierce, cascading rapidly down from the high mountains. The water was so deep and powerful that no swimmer would ordinarily dare plunge into it. This very section of the border was rocky and uneven, where military surveillance was naturally sparse. Infiltrators and enemy soldiers frequently took advantage of this blind spot to cross over.

The gunshot wound in Rahul's arm throbbed with intense, agonizing pain. Utterly exhausted, he felt as though he might lose consciousness right there in the rushing water. Fighting against the raging current with every remaining ounce of energy, he allowed the downstream flow to carry him forward. Judging by the direction of the river, he realized he had successfully crossed into CDN territory. The sound of gunfire had finally faded into complete silence. Rahul broke the surface to catch his breath and looked ahead—the small cottage was now clearly visible a short distance away.

Struggling against the current, Rahul managed to drag himself onto the riverbank. His arm was throbbing violently, and he desperately needed medical attention. Crawling out of the water, he managed to take only a few staggering steps before collapsing face-first onto the ground. When he finally regained consciousness a short while later, he found himself lying on the muddy bank, with a few local fishermen standing over him, watching concernedly. One of the fishermen reached down, offering his hand to help Rahul pull himself up to his feet.

Fisherman : "Your wound is bleeding heavily, my friend. Right over there is Dr. Khan's clinic. Go there immediately and get yourself treated. God willing, you will be completely fine."

Stumbling and staggering with every step, Rahul somehow managed to reach Dr. Khan's clinic. The moment he reached the entrance, he pressed the doorbell. But the ground beneath his feet completely vanished in sheer shock when the door swung open, and he found himself staring directly at Karan.


Seeing Rahul's severe condition, Karan stared at him with immense shock and anguish. All of Rahul's clothes were completely soaked and heavily stained with crimson patches of blood. Blood was continually flowing from one of his arms. Karan immediately ushered Rahul inside, closed the door securely, and asked in distress.

Karan : "What happened, Rahul? What is all this...?"

Before Karan could finish his sentence, Rahul threw his arms around Karan and broke down into uncontrollable, racking sobs. The tears streaming from his eyes showed no sign of stopping. Karan gently asked him to remove his shirt. Hearing the commotion, Sanjana—who was sleeping bare on the bed—startled awake and sat up instantly, wrapping a bedsheet around her form. Seeing her husband drenched in blood, her heart nearly stopped in sheer terror.

Sanjana was initially completely oblivious to her own bare state. Only when she stood up from the bed did she realize her vulnerability. Immediately pulling the sheet tight to cover herself completely, she rushed over, weeping bitterly, and wrapped her arms around her husband in a desperate embrace. A torrent of tears flowed continuously from Rahul's eyes. Holding him close, Karan tried his best to offer heartfelt comfort. Both Sanjana and Karan anxiously asked if Rahul had suffered any serious injuries elsewhere. Rahul raised the sleeve of his torn shirt to reveal the gunshot wound on his arm. Karan quickly retrieved the first-aid kit from Dr. Khan's cabinet, and together with Sanjana, carefully dressed and bandaged his bleeding arm. Sanjana clung to her husband, whispering gentle words of comfort to soothe his distress. After some time passed and Rahul gradually regained his composure, he began detailing the ordeal to Karan and Sanjana.

Rahul : "Karan, in my entire life, I had never even fired a toy gun. But tonight, I not only witnessed your true military bravery as you struck down a formidable adversary, but I also took the life of an enemy soldier with a blade using my own hands. Not only that, shortly after, I shot and eliminated a dangerous militant with my rifle. And right before my eyes, I saw a woman who was close to me get riddled with enemy bullets."

Hearing Rahul's words, both Karan and Sanjana were left utterly stunned. A female companion close to Rahul? Who could she possibly be? Karan and Sanjana looked at Rahul first, and then exchanged puzzled, questioning glances with each other.

Rahul then recounted how, after separating from Karan in the dark night, he walked along the riverbank until he reached a spot a short distance from a nearby village, where he heard the loud sound of gunfire. He explained his entire journey—how he rescued a young woman from the enemy's side, and after remaining hidden inside a secluded cave for much of the night, how she promised to guide him safely across the border. They had carefully stepped out of the cave under cover of darkness when suddenly, a group of infiltrators spotted them and opened fire. Rahul retaliated, shooting and killing one of the militants, but during the intense exchange, the young woman named Rubina was struck by a bullet. Even as she drew her final breath, she guided Rahul toward the doctor's cottage where he could find safety and medical care.

Rahul was completely crushed by utter exhaustion, possessing barely enough strength to speak. His eyes fell upon his wife Sanjana, who was resting on Karan's bed without any clothes beneath her sheet. It took him no time at all to realize what had transpired between them. Ultimately, the very union he had long desired for them had come to pass. Yet, he lacked the energy or will to speak a single word about it. He glanced at Karan, who had hurriedly thrown on his clothes, and then at Sanjana wrapped securely in the bedsheet. Before he could utter another sentence, his body gave out, and collapsing onto the bed, he immediately drifted into a heavy, snoring sleep.

Sanjana and Karan looked at one another in silence. Sanjana quickly unlaced and removed the soaked, muddy shoes from her husband's feet. She then carefully removed his shirt and trousers. All of Rahul's clothes were not only drenched, but filthy and stained with patches of deep red blood. Sanjana removed her husband's garments one by one, took a cloth dipped in warm water, and gently sponged his entire body clean. Throughout the process, Rahul remained sound asleep in a deep trance of exhaustion. Sanjana lovingly undressed him completely, and together with Karan, positioned him comfortably on the bed, covering him warm under the blanket.

Just as Karan finished settling Rahul comfortably into bed, Dr. Khan's voice echoed from outside the door.

Dr. Khan : "CR Sahib, today is Friday, so the clinic is closed. Please rest here comfortably through the entire day and night. I will bring meals for all three of you in the afternoon and evening. Please stay here until tomorrow morning, as all three of you are exhausted. I will send down an extra mattress as well."

A short while later, Dr. Khan arrived at the door carrying a mattress, a quilt, and a mat. Dr. Khan listened carefully as Karan summarized Rahul's ordeal and their encounter with the militants. Taking a deep, solemn breath, Dr. Khan spoke softly.

Dr. Khan : "May the Almighty grant peace... who knows when this atmosphere of grief will end and serenity will return to these valleys? But children, you are safe here; enemy shelling rarely reaches this far inside, as the border is at a distance."

Karan : "Doctor Sahib, thank you so very much. However, the CDN Army must be searching for us relentlessly. We need to inform our forces immediately that we are here so they can arrange for our transport."

Dr. Khan nodded thoughtfully before responding.

Dr. Khan : "For the past two days, telephone and internet services have been completely down in this region due to militant activity. Even normally, telephone lines are unreliable here. However, if I encounter any CDN Army soldiers, I will personally inform them of your location. Please write down your names and details on a piece of paper for me. Until word reaches the army, rest here without any worry. Meanwhile, this gentleman's wound will also begin to heal. All your food and water arrangements are taken care of here."

Karan looked at the noble man with profound gratitude. He wrote down his name, Sanjana's name, and Rahul's name on a piece of paper and handed it to him. Dr. Khan then brought fresh, proper clothes for Sanjana and provided breakfast items before heading upstairs to offer his morning prayers. It was around ten in the morning. Karan looked over at Sanjana, who appeared radiant and lovely in the simple traditional outfit provided by Dr. Khan's eldest daughter. The moment the door closed, Sanjana came over and sat comfortably in Karan's lap. Holding Karan's chin tenderly between her fingers, she motioned toward her sleeping husband and spoke with gentle concern.

Sanjana : "My king, what an unexpected turn of events! Rahul's mental state seems deeply shaken. Tell me, what should we do now?"

Karan wrapped his arms around Sanjana, holding her close to his chest as he replied softly.

Karan : "My love, first we should wake him up after a while and ensure he eats something. The delicious aroma of hot food is filling the table, and I am quite hungry."

Sanjana laughed softly, teasing him with a playful smile.

Sanjana : "Karan, you seem to be hungry every single moment!"

Karan pulled Sanjana closer, pressing a gentle kiss to her lips as he smiled warmly.

Karan : "For you, my dear, my hunger is eternal. But right now, I was truly referring to the food on the table!"

Sanjana motioned toward her husband once more, her expression turning thoughtful.

Sanjana : "And what about him?"

Karan : "Rahul is utterly exhausted. He is not only suffering from a physical wound, but he is carrying a deep emotional scar on his heart. It seems his connection with that foreign woman grew exceptionally close in a very short time. Look, this is a delicate matter, but I suspect that in just one single night, Rahul shared a deep physical intimacy with her."

Sanjana made a slightly wry face, offering a subtle sarcastic smirk as she spoke directly.

Sanjana : "Karan, why don't you say it plainly—that my husband has returned after claiming the warmth of an unknown woman?"


Session 5 - Chapter 7

Karan looked at Rahul with intense seriousness and spoke directly to his wife.

Karan : "Sanjana, do not take the depth of union so lightly. That is an insult to true love. Physical passion manifests in two distinct ways. There is the superficial, mindless encounter—the kind driven purely by unbridled youth, where two people satisfy a raw urge and instantly move on without a second thought. Sometimes young lovers in college engage in intimacy that way. But your husband is not like that. I know how many women he has been with in his past. But he has transformed now."

Karan : "His understanding of passion has matured completely. He has come to view intimacy just as you do—he firmly believes that the union of two bodies must stem from the genuine merging of two hearts. Rahul's connection with that young woman belonged to that same elevated realm, even if it lasted for only a single night. If your husband surrendered his warmth to her, he did so while both of them risked everything to save each other's lives. It is deeply tragic that the poor woman lost her life, but it is a divine blessing that Rahul managed to escape alive."

Hearing Karan's insightful words, Sanjana felt a soft blush color her cheeks. Leaning in, she pressed her lips gently against Karan's and spoke with admiration.

Sanjana : "Karan, you are such a mature, profoundly wise human being. I failed to truly understand my own husband, but you comprehended his heart so accurately. Indeed, everything you say is completely true."

Karan pressed a tender kiss onto Sanjana's lips before replying softly.

Karan : "Go now, my dear, and wake your husband with love. Let us feed him first before the meal turns cold. Then we shall hear what he has to say."

Sanjana walked over to her husband Rahul, running her fingers gently through his hair as she whispered sweet, affectionate words into his ear.

Sanjana : "My beloved Rahul... wake up, darling. The warm food has arrived. Please eat a little bit while it is still fresh and hot, or it will go completely cold."

Rahul slowly opened his eyes, looking at both of them through a haze of heavy sleep, before rolling back over onto the bed without uttering a single word.

Sanjana : "He is completely exhausted and desperately needs rest. Let us allow him to sleep peaceably. When he wakes up, I will heat the meal for him. For now, let us eat together and then rest as well. You are thoroughly exhausted too, Karan. Even brave soldiers need recovery. As for me, I am completely shattered from fatigue and broken sleep. I just want to collapse onto the mattress and sleep face down. I intend to sleep through this entire day and night."

Sanjana quickly served the warm meal, and both she and Karan ate together. Pointing toward the grand bed, Sanjana gestured to Karan.

Sanjana : "You should sleep on the bed. I will rest on this floor mattress."

Karan : "Why should you do that? You will catch a chill on the cold floor. Why shouldn't I sleep on the mattress instead?"

Sanjana : "And would you not feel the cold just the same? So what should we do then?"

Karan : "Then both of us shall rest on the bed. Besides, this bed is exceptionally large. You can sleep beside your husband, and I will stay comfortably on the outer edge."

Saying this, Karan gathered the warm quilt from the floor and lay down on the far side of the bed.

Sanjana : "Very well then. I will sleep beside my husband."

Sanjana cleared the dishes, washed her hands, set aside a fresh plate of food for Rahul, and returned to the bed wearing her comfortable gown. Rahul was sleeping peacefully on one side of the large bed, while Karan lay on the opposite edge. Sanjana slid into the middle space between them. Reaching out, she pulled a section of Karan's quilt over herself. Reaching her hand back, she gently pulled Karan closer toward her form.

Karan spoke in a low voice, a subtle touch of playful bitterness in his tone.

Karan : "Hey! Why don't you sleep close to your husband? As for me, I am perfectly fine right here on my edge."

Sanjana : "I am sleeping right beside my husbands. I have accepted you as my husband in my heart as well. You cannot escape me now."

An irresistible smile bloomed across Karan's face as he responded softly.

Karan : "No, this is not just about sleeping. Our sacred union today remains incomplete, and we must bring it to absolute fulfillment."

Sanjana gestured toward her sleeping husband and teased gently.

Sanjana : "And what about your precious friend here?"

Karan : "He is your primary treasure, so you must handle him with utmost care."

Sanjana : "Very well, whatever is my responsibility, I shall handle it with love."

Saying this, Sanjana turned onto her side and wrapped her arms around her husband Rahul, clinging tightly to his frame. She lifted one leg, resting it over her husband's thigh as she encircled him in her embrace. Then, extending her hand behind her back, she drew Karan intimately close to her rear. Karan slid forward, pressing his solid frame flush against the curves of her backside. Reaching for Karan's hand, Sanjana lifted her arm and guided his palm beneath her armpit, resting his hand directly over her full, voluptuous breast. She longed for Karan to stroke her warmth continuously. All three warm bodies lay closely entwined under the cover. Soon, complete silence descended upon the room, and before long, soft rhythmic breathing echoed through the space. Overcome by intense fatigue, all three drifted into a deep, heavy slumber. Total serenity enveloped the surroundings; through the window, not a single soul or animal could be seen for miles.

Several hours passed in peaceful quiet.

Suddenly, a few warm teardrops fell gently onto Sanjana's cheek. Opening her eyes, Sanjana found her husband Rahul staring intently into her eyes from mere inches away, tears flowing continuously down his face like twin streams. Sanjana shifted closer, wrapping her arms around him even tighter.

Sanjana : "My life, my darling! What is wrong? Why are you so deeply heartbroken?"

Rahul pressed a soft, trembling kiss onto Sanjana's lips before speaking in an emotionally shattered voice.

Rahul : "Darling, in my entire life, I have never raised my hand against anyone. Yet today, with these very hands, I took the lives of two human beings. I had never even looked at a corpse closely, yet in these past twenty-four hours, I handled four lifeless bodies with my own hands. I am a murderer... I have spilled blood. Please forgive me, my love."

Sanjana pulled her husband's head tightly against her chest, holding him with fierce maternal protection.

Sanjana : "My darling, you are not a murderer! You have committed no crime whatsoever. You acted solely to protect your own life, and self-defense is the highest duty of every living soul. My love, you are neither a coward nor a killer. If you had not struck them down, those ruthless men would have ended your life instantly."

Saying this, Sanjana lifted herself slightly over Rahul and pressed her lips firmly against his in a deep, reassuring kiss. Comforting her husband continuously through tender kisses, Sanjana repeated her soothing reassurance again and again.

Sanjana : "My beloved is not a murderer at all. He could never harm anyone unlawfully."

Just as a mother soothes her distressed child, Sanjana lovingly instilled unwavering comfort into her husband's heart. At the same time, she gently pressed his face against her bare bosom, letting him taste her softness and draw comfort from her warmth. Sanjana wished desperately to shift Rahul's mind away from the dark, consuming guilt and steer his heart toward romantic warmth and healing.

Karan had woken up as well, listening intently to the heartfelt conversation between husband and wife. Moving closer behind Sanjana, he reached over to gently wipe the tears from Rahul's eyes.

Karan : "Rahul, you defended yourself and stood up for your nation's honor, and you deserve absolute praise for your bravery. For an ordinary civilian, displaying such extraordinary courage in the face of mortal peril is no small feat. You served your country in a profound way. Think about it—if those ruthless militants had captured you alive, they would have held you hostage to bargain with our government for the release of dangerous terrorists. Out of compulsion, the state might have been forced to negotiate. Viewed from that perspective, by protecting your own life, you performed a great service to the nation."

Rahul looked past his wife Sanjana to see Karan lying right beside them. Reaching his arm over, Rahul grasped Karan's hand firmly within his own and spoke with profound emotion.

Rahul : "Karan, I cannot put into words the immense debt of gratitude I owe you for rescuing Sanjana and keeping her safe. You displayed a level of courage and capability that I simply did not possess. Both Sanjana and I will remain forever indebted to your valor."

Hearing the comforting and encouraging words of her husband and her closest friend, Rahul's mood underwent a complete transformation. He instantly returned to his old, playful self. Grasping Sanjana firmly, he gently forced her to turn onto her side, bringing her face mere inches from Karan's. Pressing his lower frame against Sanjana's curves from behind, Rahul urged her forward with passion.

Rahul : "Sanjana, tell me, is your vow fully accomplished now or not? Will you now honor the sacred promise you made to your mother? Karan put his very life on the line to rescue you from danger. Won't you fulfill my deepest desire now?"

Pinching her husband affectionately, her cheeks blushing with a radiant crimson hue, Sanjana replied in the same spirited tone.

Sanjana : "Now you have no reason to feel indebted to Karan. He did not save a stranger; he rescued his own beloved Sanjana. As for fulfilling your desire, what can I say? You are both men, and I am entirely your shared treasure. Whatever you two desire, I shall willingly do."

Sanjana delicately placed the entire responsibility onto her husband's shoulders. After all, in such sensitive moments, women often subtly attribute their choices to their husband's happiness. Pressing against his wife once more, Rahul coaxed her closer until her body was flush against Karan's frame. Driving his hardened warmth against her curves from behind, Rahul aligned Sanjana's lips directly with Karan's. He lifted her arm, placing it over Karan's upper body so she could wrap him securely in her embrace.

Karan looked toward Rahul with hesitation. Winking playfully, Rahul signaled Karan to stay quiet, placing his own hand over his wife's arm to keep Sanjana locked in Karan's embrace. Turning her head toward her husband, Sanjana spoke with emotional sincerity.

Sanjana : "Look at you... today you took two lives in self-defense, and it brought you such profound grief and anguish. Consider our brave soldiers on the frontline. In battle, they not only eliminate enemy threats, but they willingly lay down their own lives for the motherland. What a supreme sacrifice that is! Karan did not hesitate for a single second to strike down that monster. If that brute had gained even a few extra seconds, he would have ended all our lives."

Turning her gaze back to Karan, Sanjana spoke with deep affection.

Sanjana : "Karan, you have bestowed so many favors upon us that no matter what we do, we can never truly repay our debt to you."

Saying this, Sanjana gently pulled Karan's head against her chest, resting his cheek directly over her full, throbbing breasts, nuzzling his head against her softness. She softly ran her fingers through Karan's curly hair. A deeply emotional and tender atmosphere enveloped the room, and tears of love welled up in both Rahul's and Sanjana's eyes. Pressing her gently from behind, Rahul urged Sanjana completely into Karan's open arms. Karan wrapped his strong arms around Sanjana, while extending one arm back to embrace Rahul as well.

Poor Sanjana found herself pleasantly caught between two devoted men—on one side, her husband Rahul, and on the other, her cherished beloved Karan. Sanjana looked at her husband with a silent, questioning glance, asking whether she should fully yield to Karan's warmth and shower him with love.

Rahul looked at his wife, smiling warmly as he nudged her closer to Karan, giving her an encouraging blink to move forward without hesitation. Throwing her arms around Karan's neck, Sanjana spoke with heartfelt gratitude.

Sanjana : "Thank you so very much for saving me from death."

Hearing her words, Karan feigned a hint of gentle annoyance. Patting Sanjana's back softly, he responded.

Karan : "Sanjana, whenever you two repeatedly say 'thank you, thank you,' it creates an artificial distance between us. Does anyone expect formal thanks from their own loved ones for doing what is natural? That formal culture belongs elsewhere. Everything we do for one another flows purely from the heart. Now both of you should rest. I am going to sleep for a while as well."

Saying this, Karan turned onto his side and closed his eyes. Sanjana could not quite tell whether he was hesitant to engage in physical passion right then or simply felt modest in Rahul's presence. Within moments, Karan's soft, steady breathing resonated through the quiet room.

Seeing Karan's quiet distance, Sanjana felt a touch of sadness. However, she reasoned that Rahul's presence might have made Karan somewhat hesitant. Turning around, Sanjana faced her husband. Rahul was completely awake.

Sanjana : "Please eat something, my love? The hot food is waiting on the table."

Rahul nodded in agreement. Sanjana immediately stood up, adjusting her clothes as she warmed the food and served it to Rahul. She sat down on a nearby chair, resting her hips comfortably close to him. While eating, Rahul leaned in and whispered softly to Sanjana, ensuring his voice remained too quiet to wake Karan.

Rahul : "Sanjana, what you did just now was not right. Karan did so much for you, and all you offered was a simple 'thank you'? Just like that? He saved your life from certain death, and you merely say, 'Thank you for saving me'? That kind of casual thanks is what one offers when someone picks up a dropped handkerchief! For risking his life to protect you, is a mere 'thank you' enough?"

Sanjana turned her gaze toward her husband, looking at him with gentle confusion.

Sanjana : "What do you mean, darling? How else should I express my gratitude?"

Rahul : "My love, when we were married and I swore to sacrifice everything in the world for you, what gift did you bestow upon me afterward?"

Thinking for a moment, Sanjana replied softly.

Sanjana : "A gift? I did not give you a material gift. I surrendered my entire self, my body, and my heart completely into your hands."

Rahul : "Sanjana, darling... I had merely made a verbal vow, whereas Karan almost sacrificed his very life to save you. Does that not awaken a deeper duty within you?"

A blush of deep modesty flushed over Sanjana's cheeks, and her eyes lowered shyly. She understood exactly what her husband was driving at. Although she had surrendered to an intense, passionate union with Karan just a few hours prior, talking about it directly in front of her husband felt intensely thrilling yet deeply modest. How could she display intense physical love to Karan right before her husband's eyes?

Sanjana : "I know what you desire, my love. But I feel so shy."

Rahul : "Look, my darling, I know that you hold immense love for Karan in your heart. Modesty is a beautiful adornment of love, but sometimes it can act as a barrier to complete passion. Are you truly hesitant to shower him with love in front of me?"

Lowering her head in deep bashfulness, Sanjana softly nodded her head in assent. Rahul's mind raced with excitement. He desperately longed to witness his wife being passionately claimed by Karan right before his eyes. He already suspected that Karan had initiated her into physical intimacy that very night. However, he did not want to fluster his wife by questioning her directly about it. If he could not watch his wife surrendering her warmth to Karan, his ultimate fantasy would remain unfulfilled.

Rahul : "But what if I were to watch secretly from nearby?"

Sanjana shook her head, gently declining the idea.

Sanjana : "Why do you insist on watching all of this unfold right in front of you?"

Rahul : "Because it is the deepest, most passionate fantasy of my heart."

Sanjana remained silent, offering no immediate answer to her husband's intense request.

Rahul : "Very well, my love. I accept your hesitation. But tell me one thing—you have no objection to surrendering your warmth to me in front of Karan, do you? You have already done that once before."

Sanjana fell silent once again. She could not deny his point. She had already allowed her husband to claim her center while Karan watched on a previous occasion. How could she refuse now? Without speaking a word, Sanjana silently conveyed her complete consent. When Rahul had first stepped into the room earlier, he had clearly seen Sanjana lying bare in bed beneath the sheet, while Karan was hurriedly pulling on his clothes. The implication was unmistakable—Sanjana and Karan had been lying completely bare together in the same bed. Knowing Karan's passion, it took no effort to realize that Karan had thoroughly claimed Sanjana's warmth during the night. It was entirely natural—when a strong, fully virile young man shares a bed all night with an extraordinarily gorgeous, bare woman, the absence of physical union would be utterly unimaginable. Yet, Rahul longed to witness his wife's surrender with his own eyes, while also sharing her warmth in the presence of another man. He envisioned both men coming together to claim Sanjana's voluptuous form—an exquisite, high-passion group dynamic. Now that Sanjana's sacred vow to her mother had been fully fulfilled, the floodgates of her passion had completely opened. The moment had arrived for Rahul to bring his wild, ultimate fantasy to life. He could sense that Sanjana was gradually coming to accept the inevitable truth—that her husband would not rest until this intense, shared passion was fully realized.


Sanjana thought to herself that she truly had no choice left. However, she firmly resolved that she would not take the first step. If either her husband or Karan initiated the movement, she would willingly surrender and cooperate completely, but she would never take the lead herself. After all, she was a proud, dignified woman at heart. Wrapping her arms tenderly around her husband, Sanjana pressed a deep, affectionate kiss onto his lips and spoke softly.

Sanjana : "You... you are simply hopeless, my love! You truly are my deliciously mad husband. Once you set your heart on something, you will not rest until you make me do exactly what you desire. You are taking such a massive risk by putting me through all this. Surrendering your own wife into another man's arms is no ordinary thing! Oh well, go ahead and lie down. Let me clean the dishes and return shortly."

Sanjana quickly cleared the table, cleaned the dishes, and arranged everything neatly. Adjusting her posture and gathering her inner composure, she walked over to the bed and slid beneath her husband's quilt, settling into her spot right between Rahul and Karan. Rahul had already convinced himself that he would never find a more perfect opportunity to bring his wild fantasy to life. Turning Sanjana so she was directly facing Karan, Rahul positioned his hardened core against her rear right over her gown, trapping her securely between his thighs. From behind, Rahul began nuzzling and kissing Sanjana's delicate neck, her earlobes, and her scented hair, steadily preparing her frame for physical passion. Sanjana remained completely silent, giving no verbal response to her husband's subtle cues. Right before Karan's eyes, her chest pressed flush against his, she hid her face against her husband's arms, closing her eyes tightly and lowering her head in quiet anticipation of what was about to unfold.

Rahul began softly stroking his wife's back with deep affection. Even though Karan appeared to be in a deep slumber, the sheer sensation of engaging in intimate foreplay with her husband right in front of Karan sent an electric thrill coursing through Sanjana's entire spirit. A sudden wave of intense shivers rippled across her body. Sliding his hand gently beneath her gown, Rahul cupped her full, voluptuous breast within his warm palm, slowly kneading and caressing her softness with rhythmic pressure. Despite trying her absolute best to hold back, a soft, breathless gasp escaped from between Sanjana's lips.

Rahul : "Darling, this journey has been so strange, thrilling, exhilarating, and deeply perilous for us. Yet at every single step, the Almighty guided our path. Even in our darkest hour, divine providence pulled us back from the brink. Above all, Karan rescued you right out of the jaws of death. For us, Karan is no less than a living god. Is he not, my love?"

Moving slightly, Sanjana softly stroked Karan's hand as she replied in a gentle whisper.

Sanjana : "He truly is."

Both husband and wife spoke in hushed, barely audible tones, taking immense care not to disturb Karan's sleep.

Rahul : "Sanjana, my darling, where such profound, selfless love exists, worldly norms simply cease to matter. You are wise enough to understand what needs to be done next."

Sanjana : "My love, I genuinely do not know what I am supposed to do. Why don't you tell me what you wish for me to do?"

Rahul : "Do the one thing in which you possess absolute mastery, my love. Simply shower him with pure, unrestrained passion."

Unfastening the back buttons of her gown with immense tenderness, Rahul slid the fabric down over Sanjana's rounded shoulders.

Sanjana's high, fully developed bosom, adorned with sensitive, peak-hardened tips, burst free from the constraints of her gown. Reaching around from behind, Rahul cupped both of her voluptuous breasts within his palms, gently bouncing and kneading her trembling, gel-like softness as he whispered in her ear.

Rahul : "My darling... any man would willingly lay down his very life to lose himself between these magnificent, perfectly rounded peaks."

Saying this, Rahul squeezed and massaged her voluptuous breasts with mounting passion, rubbing her sensitive tips between his fingers. Another sharp, breathless moan escaped Sanjana's lips—this time noticeably louder than before. Panic seized Sanjana momentarily, fearing her passionate moans might wake Karan. Rahul, on the other hand, secretly longed for Karan to awaken and witness the exquisite spectacle. He wanted to arouse his wife to the absolute limit, amplifying her breathless whimpers and sighs so that Karan would open his eyes and behold the stunning vision before him. Rahul was wearing only a simple traditional wrap provided from Dr. Khan's cabinet, but the knot had already loosened as he tossed on the bed, leaving his lower body naturally bare beneath the sheet. Massaging his wife's glorious bosom while driving his hardened core rhythmically against her rear curves, Rahul spoke with burning conviction.

Rahul : "Darling, Karan is even greater than a god to us. Because a deity performs wonders through mere thought, whereas a human being must dedicate intense sweat, courage, and absolute self-sacrifice to protect the one he loves. Why did Karan go to such lengths for you? Because he adores you with every fiber of his soul. He would do anything in this world for you. Can you not surrender your warmth to him in return?"

Sanjana offered no verbal reply to her husband's provocative question. She understood precisely what he was driving at, but why should she state it aloud? She simply lay there, keenly sensing the firm, thrumming pressure of her husband's core pressing against her backside. Her husband's familiar, thick, and impressive length was completely rigid, pulsating with raw energy and ready for action. The mere thought of being claimed by two formidable men was driving Sanjana's excitement to unprecedented heights. She had never imagined a reality where both men dearest to her heart would share her body simultaneously. Her husband was completely eager, but would Karan be equally ready? That was something Sanjana could not yet divine.

When Rahul received no verbal refusal from his wife, he instantly realized that Sanjana was fully willing, even if her pride kept her from vocalizing her consent. After all, she was a dignified woman who preferred her actions to speak for her! Without wasting a second, Rahul completely unwrapped her gown and slid it off her body. Sanjana offered no resistance whatsoever, subtly lifting her arms and legs to help him discard the garment entirely. Now, both Rahul and his wife Sanjana lay completely bare under the warm covers. Positioning his hardened core flush against the soft cheeks of Sanjana's backside once more, Rahul began executing slow, rhythmic thrusts against her curves. As her husband's formidable length began nudging deeply against her center from behind, Sanjana's composure shattered completely. She could contain herself no longer, and a loud, sweet moan echoed from her throat.

Sanjana realized that the crucial moment had arrived when her husband would claim her center from behind. She knew full well how deeply Rahul adored taking her from behind. Holding both of her voluptuous breasts firmly in his hands, squeezing her softness while aligning his rigid length through her rear crease to enter her dripping, honey-filled warmth was a position her husband endlessly craved. Whenever he claimed her from behind, he would nuzzle his face into her thick hair, showering her neck, shoulders, and back with hot, feverish kisses until her passionate frenzy reached the absolute heavens.

Suddenly, Sanjana sensed that Karan had shifted slightly, likely awakened by her passionate moans. A whirlwind of intense, conflicting emotions surged through Sanjana's mind all at once. First was the intoxicating thrill of having Karan witness her being claimed by her husband from mere inches away. Second was a wave of tender concern—would Karan feel a pang of jealousy or heartache seeing her center being claimed by another man? Third was a flash of thrilling apprehension—if Karan's own desire caught fire at this very moment, would he debate with Rahul over who gets to claim her first? And fourth was the wild, breath-taking fantasy—if both men agreed to claim her simultaneously, would one enter her sweet center while the other claimed her rear warmth?

Sanjana was utterly overwhelmed by a heady mixture of fear, anxiety, and sublime excitement. She felt Karan adjust his position once more, confirming that he was indeed wide awake. However, she noticed that Karan kept his eyes tightly shut. That brought her a sense of relief; even if Karan could feel and hear her husband taking her body, keeping his eyes closed preserved a gentle veil over her modesty. Yet, Rahul made no immediate move to drive his core into Sanjana's drenched center. His true intention was to ignite her inner fire to such a boiling point that she would shed every last shred of bashfulness and modesty—so that even if Karan opened his eyes, Sanjana herself would turn to her husband and desperately beg, "Please, my love... claim my body right now!"


Session 5 - Chapter 8

Rahul swiftly slipped off the edge of the bed and spread Sanjana's legs wide. Lowering his face right between her thighs, he began greedily licking away her flowing feminine nectar, delving deep with his tongue to trace and stroke her swollen center. The moment Rahul's tongue slid inside her, Sanjana's eyes squeezed shut in absolute overload, and her whole body jolted violently off the mattress in a sudden startle. The warm blanket tumbled completely off her form, exposing her bare, trembling body in all its glory.

From right beside her on the bed, Karan cracked one eye open and caught a full view of Sanjana's exquisite, desire-drenched, youthful bare physique. Karan watched intently as Sanjana's husband—completely unbothered by whether Karan was awake or watching—delved his tongue deep into her core, bestowing upon his wife an intense, thrilling oral surrender.

Sanjana bucked and arched repeatedly on the mattress, her hips rising as she struggled to absorb the overpowering wave of pleasure. After pleasuring her center with his tongue for a few breathless moments, Rahul climbed back onto the bed. He repositioned himself right behind her, lodging his rigid length against the soft cheeks of her rear. Trapping her snugly between his thighs, he reached forward with both palms to scoop up her heavy, ecstatic breasts, resuming his passionate kneading as he pinched and rolled her swollen, sensitive tips.

Sliding one hand softly over Sanjana's slender waist and delicate navel, Rahul drifted his fingers lower, gliding past her smooth mound until his palm rested directly over her dripping core. Feeling her husband's warm hand cupping her center, Sanjana gasped softly.

Sanjana : "Darling... what are you doing?"

Without offering a verbal reply, Rahul slipped two fingers straight into her rain-drenched core, gently thrusting them in and out with smooth, deliberate rhythm. This was Sanjana's ultimate vulnerability—and indeed, a weakness shared by many women—when a man glides his fingers inside her center to manually stroke her, holding back her intense passion becomes completely impossible. Rahul parted the delicate lips of her center with his fingers, rubbing her most sensitive spot with such tender precision that Sanjana writhed frantically, goosebumps breaking out across every inch of her skin. It took every ounce of her willpower to keep from desperately begging her husband to claim her body right then and there.

As Rahul accelerated the pace of his fingers, sliding smoothly in and out of her core, Sanjana's restless writhing reached a fever pitch. The deep, inner throbbing of her center intensified by the second, and she proved completely helpless to hold back her breathless whimpers.

Sanjana : "Ahhh... ohhh... my goodness... mmphhh..."

Her sweet moans echoed louder and louder throughout the quiet room. Naturally, no man could possibly remain asleep under such conditions—lying on the exact same bed beside a gorgeous, fully bare woman who is gasping and moaning in unbridled ecstasy! Karan was now completely awake, yet he kept his eyes tightly shut, lying still while secretly hoping that a glorious opportunity might come his way as well.

Rahul had already guessed that Karan was wide awake. His deliberate goal was to create an atmosphere so intensely passionate that Karan would be forced to openly drop his pretense of sleep. Rahul drastically increased the speed of his finger-thrusts inside Sanjana's core. His fingers glided in and out of her dripping center with mechanical swiftness, pumping like a piston within a cylinder.

For Sanjana, enduring this relentless, pleasurable assault became completely overwhelming. She completely lost the ability to stifle her whimpers, no longer caring whether Karan—lying mere inches away—heard her passionate desperate cries. In truth, deep within her heart, a hidden desire had taken root—she secretly longed for Karan to open his eyes so that both men could come together and claim her body completely. Despite all her initial reservations and anxieties, a burning wish to fulfill her husband's ultimate fantasy had blossomed within her.

As Rahul pushed his finger-play to a furious tempo, Sanjana's sweet whimpers turned into breathless, desperate gasps.

Sanjana : "Darling... what are you doing to me? Oh... please wait a second... ahhh... is this any way to tease me? Ohhh... ahhhhh..."

From behind, Rahul continued to drive his rigid, pulsating length firmly against the cheeks of her rear. However, he exercised strict control, ensuring his hardened core did not slip into her center or rear until the absolute perfect moment arrived.

Driven to a state of wild delirium by her husband's firm thrusts against her backside and the rapid pumping of his fingers inside her center, Sanjana instinctively reached out and grasped Karan's strong arms, shaking him along with her own restless movements. When this intense sensation continued for a few moments longer, Karan had no choice but to open his eyes and look directly at Sanjana.

Sanjana lay there with her eyes closed, completely intoxicated by her husband's finger-thrusts and the hard, relentless pressure of his rigid length pulsing against her rear. When Karan gently rested his palm on her bare waist, Sanjana slowly opened her eyes. The moment her gaze met Karan's intense look, a wave of deep bashfulness washed over her, and she quickly lowered her head, closing her eyes once more. Yet, her breathless moans refused to cease, as her husband continued to pump his fingers inside her drenched center with unwavering intensity.

Sanjana realized that since Karan had already witnessed her being pleasured by her husband, maintaining any artificial modesty was entirely pointless. Sliding closer toward Karan, she pressed her bare frame flush against his body. As Rahul held her breast from behind, his hand lightly brushed against Karan's broad chest. Rahul immediately understood that Karan was wide awake and watching him pleasure Sanjana's center.

Removing his hand from Sanjana's breasts, Rahul placed it firmly onto Karan's shoulder and paused his rapid finger-thrusts. Squeezing Karan's shoulder with warm conviction, Rahul spoke with deep sincerity.

Rahul : "Karan, please sit up. Both Sanjana and I earnestly request you to accept the absolute surrender of your beloved and my wife."

Gently cupping Sanjana's heavy breasts from behind, Rahul continued passionately.

Rahul : "I know how desperately you have longed to cherish and stroke these magnificent breasts. As Sanjana's husband, I tell you here today—from this moment on, the claim over Sanjana's love and her voluptuous body shall not belong to me alone. Both of us shall hold an equal, shared right over her warmth and her heart, provided Sanjana gives her full consent."

Turning his gaze down toward his wife, Rahul asked softly.

Rahul : "Sanjana, my darling, what do you say?"

Sanjana lowered her eyes in deep bashfulness, remaining completely silent. Reaching out, Rahul took Karan's hand and placed it directly over his wife's bare, voluptuous breast. Karan looked at Rahul, his initial hesitation melting away as his palm naturally began to stroke and mold the lush softness of Sanjana's bosom. Although Karan had previously experienced the divine pleasure of her full breasts, this was the very first time her husband had personally guided her bare curves into his hands. A powerful, unprecedented thrill surged through Karan's entire frame.

All of Karan's lingering awkwardness evaporated under Rahul's warm, welcoming behavior. The expression on Karan's face in that moment was truly a sight to behold—much like a newlywed bride on her wedding night, whose entire frame shivers with electric delight when her groom touches her garments for the very first time, Karan felt a surge of ecstatic thrill simply by holding Sanjana's heavy, voluptuous breasts offered directly through her husband's hands.

Sanjana's condition was even more overwhelmed. Between her thighs, a continuous stream of sweet feminine nectar was pouring from her center. Experiencing another man's touch on her bare bosom right before her husband's eyes offered an intoxicating, body-shaking thrill that she had never known before.

Karan cupped both of Sanjana's heavy breasts within his large palms, leaning forward to press passionate kisses against her soft, rounded peaks. Wrapping his arms securely around Sanjana from behind, Rahul pressed hot kisses against her shoulders and spoke with profound sincerity.

Rahul : "Karan, I speak from the absolute depths of my heart. Though I harbored this wild, burning fantasy for Sanjana, I knew that neither you nor she would ever object to it. However, I deeply wished for Sanjana to surrender herself to you with pure, unbridled joy, without feeling that she broke her sacred vow to her mother. If that vow stands fulfilled in your hearts, then I have nothing more to ask. Sanjana was mine, and she remains mine. She was your beloved wife, and she remains yours. Her sharing my bed does not diminish your absolute claim over her heart in the slightest."

Love is truly a wild, intoxicating force—it drives human hearts to unexpected depths! Sometimes a man claims his beloved himself, and sometimes he delights in watching her surrender to the one she adores.

Karan leaned in, pressing sweet, lingering kisses first on Sanjana's forehead, then softly over her scented hair, her delicate nose, both of her trembling eyes, her flushed cheeks, and finally settling upon her lips. Karan seemed to melt completely over her mouth, drinking in the sweet, intoxicating nectar of her lips without ever growing weary. Wrapping his strong arms tightly around her bare frame, Karan pressed his lips firmly against hers and spoke with burning passion.

Karan : "Sanjana, I long to make you entirely mine. Are you ready to surrender your complete self, your heart, and your warmth to me?"

How could poor Sanjana offer a spoken response when her lips were firmly sealed beneath Karan's intense kiss? Yet, opening her eyes, she looked directly into Karan's gaze and nodded her head up and down in absolute, glowing consent. Her eyes shone with raw, unbridled passion. Today, in the direct presence of her husband, she was not merely expressing her love for her cherished beloved—she was receiving her husband's explicit, joyful authorization over their shared union. Sanjana knew with absolute certainty that before this day was over, Karan would claim her center right before her husband's eyes.

Sanjana's husband, Rahul, had not only given his complete consent to this, but it was through his earnest desire that the situation had progressed to this very point. When Sanjana finally emerged from Karan's deep, lingering kiss, she wrapped her arms tenderly around both Karan and her husband, pulling them both close to her heart.


Sanjana held her husband in one arm and Karan in the other. Looking back and forth between the two of them, she smiled softly and spoke with gentle curiosity.

Sanjana : "Even though I am a woman, perhaps that is why I have never quite understood one thing about you men. Normally, you assert such fierce ownership over your wives. You tell her, 'I will never tolerate anyone else even laying eyes on you.' So then, how can you share your beloved wife with someone else? How can you bring yourself to share her? How can you give permission to another man to intimately join with your wife?"

Hearing her words, Rahul smiled warmly and responded.

Rahul : "I can speak for myself. There are three reasons for this. First, I have intimately known various other women in my life. When we eat the exact same meal at home every single day, sometimes a person craves a change of taste outside. So first and foremost, it is about variety. I adore you immensely, my love. I want you to experience the passionate delight of another man's embrace as well. I want you to be claimed by another powerful core and feel just how intense that ecstasy can be. The second reason is that I know how much exquisite pleasure you give me when you yield to passion, my darling. I hold Karan in such high regard, and you truly harbor deep love for him as well. So I want you to feel Karan's fiery passion and experience his formidable, fully aroused hardness. I want you to discover what it feels like to be completely claimed by your beloved. And the third reason is that I see absolutely no threat from Karan. He is a married man who adores his own wife dearly, and he will never attempt to tear you away from me. I openly admit that I am deeply attracted to Karan's wife, Anjali, as well. There is physical intimacy between us too—a fact that both you and Karan are likely aware of."

Accepting her husband's explanation, Sanjana nodded thoughtfully.

Sanjana : "In a way, Karan will be my secondary husband. You are my primary husband, and Karan is my secondary husband."

Turning her gaze toward Karan, Sanjana continued softly.

Sanjana : "Do not think that a secondary husband holds a lesser place in a woman's heart. His standing is by no means insignificant. The primary husband is a woman's lawful partner, but the secondary husband resides constantly in her thoughts. A woman may be physically present with her husband, but her soul rests with her secondary partner. From a certain perspective, the secondary husband's place can be even greater than the husband's."

Looking back at her husband, Sanjana added earnestly.

Sanjana : "Both of you hold immense importance in my life, each in your own distinct way. Neither is lesser than the other. One of you shaped and enriched my life, while the other gave me a whole new life."

Reaching out, Sanjana placed her hand over her husband's pulsating hardness, wrapping her fingers gently around his rigid core from behind. With her other hand, she stroked over Karan's traditional trousers, feeling his lower form beneath the fabric. While Karan's core was not yet fully erect, Rahul's hardness was not only fully swollen and throbbing, but it was also weeping clear beads of pre-intimate arousal from its tip. Sanjana gently tugged at Karan's waistband, coaxing him to remove his trousers. Unfastening the drawstrings immediately, Karan discarded his garment onto the floor, leaving his body completely unclad.

In that moment, three bare, passion-filled bodies lay pressed against one another on the bed. Rahul sat up slightly, looking over at Karan. Seeing Karan hesitate momentarily, Rahul took him by the hand and guided him forward, giving him a gentle nudge down toward Sanjana's parted thighs. As poor Karan looked around uncertainly, Rahul cupped Karan's head in his hands and guided his face right between his wife's legs.

Sanjana instinctively spread her thighs wide. Karan moved into position between her open legs. The moment his gaze landed on her glistening, honeyed center, his core instantly surged with rock-hard vitality. Sanjana always maintained her intimate form with pristine care. Karan began gently caressing the soft lips of her center with his palm, and at his touch, sweet feminine nectar instantly began pouring from her depths.

Seeing Karan's immense, rapidly swelling hardness, both Sanjana's and Rahul's eyes widened in sheer awe. Sanjana had already seen and experienced Karan's formidable length within her center earlier that day, but this was the very first time Rahul was seeing Karan's bare core from such close proximity. Unable to resist his curiosity, Rahul reached out and cupped Karan's throbbing, thick hardness within his own palm. Despite its heavy weight, Karan's length was extraordinarily thick and long. Up until that day, Rahul had taken immense pride in his own manhood, believing that his impressive size could make any woman swoon with delight.

Although Rahul already knew Karan possessed a large frame, seeing it up close allowed him to truly comprehend its staggering girth. How Sanjana managed to take such a massive, thick core into her delicate center was completely beyond Rahul's imagination. Yet, the thought crossed his mind that Karan must have claimed her thoroughly earlier that morning, given that Sanjana was lying bare under the sheet when he first entered the room, with Karan lying beside her just as unclad.

Holding Karan's heavy length in his hand, Rahul stroked it slowly for a few moments. He realized that any woman would go to extreme lengths to surrender her center to such a magnificent, thick core. The proof was right before his eyes. Ever since Karan had entered their lives, Rahul had noticed that Sanjana's appetite for intimate passion had suddenly surged. Who knew if Sanjana, even while being claimed by her own husband, secretly dreamed of being taken by Karan?

Within moments of Rahul's strokes, Karan's core grew completely rigid. At that moment, Rahul realized that Karan's length was easily an inch longer and half an inch thicker than his own. Under Rahul's guiding touch, any lingering softness vanished entirely, and Karan's core stood upright like a solid iron rod, throbbing eagerly toward the ceiling.


Session 5 - Chapter 9

Rahul's curiosity reached its absolute peak, wondering how his wife—who often felt overwhelmed by his own size—had managed to accommodate Karan's massive length. Yet, every man knows the incredible elasticity of a woman's intimate depth. No matter how large a man's core may be, a woman can take it within her center provided she is prepared to endure the initial intensity of the thrill. Sanjana must have certainly felt that sharp, intoxicating stretch. Nevertheless, Rahul was desperate to witness his wife being completely claimed by Karan right before his eyes, while also observing how deeply Karan enjoyed surrendering to Sanjana's warmth.

Rahul guided the tip of Karan's hardened core right against the entrance of Sanjana's dripping center. In that moment, Sanjana's expression was truly a sight to behold. She had never imagined a scenario where her own husband would hold another man's core in his bare hand to position it at her secret gateway. The moment Karan's hot tip brushed against her sensitive lips, a powerful shudder coursed through Sanjana's entire body. Looking up, Sanjana noticed Rahul watching her face with intense, breathless eagerness, trying to read every subtle emotion on her features.

Sanjana was at a loss for how to react. After all, despite being such a cherished friend who had even saved her life, Karan was not her husband. Yet, how fate had orchestrated this divine dynamic to bring them together in absolute passion was a fascinating stroke of destiny! Today, that neighbor, that former stranger, had become her intimate bedmate—or rather, her secondary husband. Sanjana had officially granted him the revered title of her secondary spouse.

Reaching down with her fingers, Sanjana took hold of Karan's hardened length, gently stroking his smooth skin to spread her glistening love-nectar evenly along his full shaft, ensuring he could slide effortlessly into her depth. She no longer needed her husband's explicit permission—all of this was happening through his own passionate insistence. As her center continuously wept sweet feminine moisture, Karan's core was already slick and perfectly primed.

Coating the swollen tip of his core with her fingers, Sanjana parted the sensitive lips of her center and prepared to be claimed by Karan for the second time that day. She no longer harbored the intense apprehension she had felt earlier. While she knew her inner depths would be stretched to their absolute limits, the fear of being torn apart had completely vanished. Karan too understood that Sanjana could now comfortably endure the powerful thrusts of his formidable core. Where deep love resides, the capacity to endure the sweet intensity of passion naturally flourishes. As many poets have rightly written, true passion always carries an exquisite, breathtaking intensity.


Sanjana looked at her husband, Rahul, once more. Sitting right beside her, he gently caressed her full bosom while eagerly waiting for Karan’s massive, impressive core to enter his wife’s tight warmth. He desperately wanted to witness how his wife would feel the exact moment Karan entered her depth. Right before their eyes, Karan pushed forward with a single steady stroke, driving nearly an inch of his rigid length into Sanjana's welcoming center. Sanjana bit her lower lip firmly, desperately suppressing any cry of intensity. As that powerful stroke slid inside her, Sanjana opened her eyes wide. She looked first at Karan, and then turned her gaze toward her husband.

Karan kept his eyes closed, fully sensing his throbbing core enveloped within Sanjana's soft warmth, drinking in the divine pleasure of the union. Looking at Karan’s formidable core entering his wife’s center, a fleeting spark of natural possessiveness flared within Rahul's heart. This was the very first time he was witnessing another man taking his wife right before his eyes. Prior to this day, no man other than Rahul had ever known her intimate touch. Experiencing this moment gave him an electric, heart-pounding thrill. Yet, he realized that his absolute, exclusive claim over his wife’s body was now beautifully shared. From this day forward, Sanjana's sweet center would remain warmly open to Karan’s passionate touch as well. While it felt like giving up exclusive ownership from one perspective, from the view of pure thrill and desire, it was an extraordinary leap forward. From today onward, he could openly talk with Sanjana about her intense passion with Karan, and these candid conversations would bring a whole new spark to their own marital life, allowing Sanjana to yield to him with absolute freedom. For Rahul, this was a truly wonderful turn of events.

Seeing Karan’s powerful rhythm in motion, Rahul felt a surge of fiery excitement coursing through his own veins. He began squeezing Sanjana's voluptuous breasts with mounting intensity. Cupping one of her full peaks firmly in his palm, he pinched her sensitive tip so intensely that Sanjana gasped loudly—not from Karan’s sliding depth, but from the sudden, sharp squeeze on her breast.

Sanjana : "Oh, my love! What are you doing? Please... press them gently!"

Meanwhile, Karan delivered another deep, resolute stroke, driving six full inches of his rigid length into Sanjana's center. Sanjana let out another sharp gasp. This time, she felt a truly intense, breathtaking stretch, as Karan had plunged six inches deep in a single stroke. Karan swiftly pulled his core back to give her room to breathe. Relief washed over Sanjana, but her inner fire was now fully ignited, and she longed to be completely claimed by Karan’s rhythm.

Fine beads of perspiration glistened on Sanjana's lovely face. Leaning down, Rahul pressed a tender kiss against his wife’s forehead, gently licking away the sweat from her skin as he whispered softly.

Rahul : "Is it hurting too much, my darling?"

Sanjana looked at her husband with passionate, tear-glistened eyes, a radiant smile slowly breaking across her face.

Sanjana : "I must happily endure every bit of this intensity, my love... after all, I live to bring you complete joy."

Sanjana turned her gaze toward Karan, gently lifting her lower hips to press her center upward, coaxing Karan’s core even deeper inside her. Karan instantly realized that no matter how intense the stretch felt, Sanjana had no intention of letting this passionate union pause. And Karan certainly did not want to stop either. Today, two monumental desires had aligned in complete harmony—not only did he have the opportunity to yield to his deep love for Sanjana, but her husband was actively encouraging and participating in their passion with complete joy.

To share intimacy with another man’s wife with her consent is one thing, but to enjoy her warmth with her husband’s active approval brings an entirely elevated sense of liberation. And when the husband sits right beside them, happily witnessing every single moment of his wife’s bliss, it creates an unmatched emotional dynamic. Only those who have experienced such rare, absolute harmony can truly comprehend it. When such a union takes place, it means shedding all possessiveness, ego, and worldly vanity out of pure, selfless love for one another. It signifies not only deep affection for a friend, but an overwhelming, unconditional love for one’s wife.

Yet, an even deeper truth shines through this dynamic. A married woman engaging in secretive intimacy with another man is a common occurrence in the world. But a woman yielding to another man with her husband’s full consent—and at his explicit encouragement—belongs to an entirely different realm of trust. It highlights not only the husband’s remarkable open-mindedness, but even more so, the woman’s supreme emotional security. Often, women hesitate to surrender to another man in front of their husbands, fearing that if a conflict arises in the future, the husband might weaponize the moment to shame her. Therefore, a woman surrendering to another man right before her husband’s eyes demonstrates a grand, unbroken bond of absolute faith and profound love between the married couple.

When Rahul had first proposed the idea of sharing her warmth with Karan, Sanjana was initially unsure whether Rahul loved her enough never to misuse that vulnerability against her in the future. That hesitation was part of why she had held back earlier, using her sacred vow to her mother as a protective shield. However, when Sanjana saw how Rahul reacted upon discovering her and Karan completely bare at Dr. Khan’s clinic, she realized he knew they had shared physical intimacy in his absence. Yet, he displayed no bitterness, anger, or harsh judgment whatsoever; instead, he continuously expressed immense gratitude toward Karan. In that transformative moment, Sanjana gained complete confidence that Rahul not only adored her beyond measure, but also held deep, genuine affection for Karan.

When love is pure and absolute, there is nothing left to hide or fear. In such a bond, partners can express and fulfill their deepest desires without a shred of hesitation. When complete, unshakable trust exists between husband and wife, they can freely embrace, kiss, and share ultimate physical intimacy with another person acceptable to them both right in each other’s presence.

Sanjana was experiencing that exact golden harmony today, seeing absolute, unwavering trust reflecting in her husband’s eyes. She harbored no fear that Rahul would ever hold this moment against her in the future. After all, when Rahul himself took Karan’s rigid length in his own hands and caressed it with love, no greater proof of trust could ever exist.

Sanjana reached out, taking her husband Rahul's hand and guiding it back toward Karan’s throbbing core. She longed for Rahul not just to hold Karan’s length, but to stroke it, cherish it, and share in its warmth. Rahul instantly understood how much Sanjana cherished seeing his hand upon Karan’s manhood. Watching her husband embrace Karan’s presence brought Sanjana a profound sense of inner peace, confirming that Rahul loved Karan just as deeply as she did.

Forming a tight ring with his thumb and index finger, Rahul placed his hand right at the base of Sanjana's center, positioning his fingers right where Karan’s core slid in and out of her dripping depth. Encircling Karan’s thick shaft with his fingers, Rahul squeezed gently as the heavy length moved through his hand. Though his hand could barely span the full girth of Karan’s massive core, Rahul squeezed the slick, heat-drenched shaft, allowing the overflowing feminine nectar to coat his fingers and flow smoothly into Sanjana's sweet center.

Watching Karan’s formidable, thick core sliding in and out of his wife’s dripping center from mere inches away sent an extraordinary, electrifying shiver through Rahul's entire body. He had claimed his wife’s sweet center hundreds of times himself, but this was the very first time he was witnessing Karan’s impressive size being fully accommodated within her depth. Not only was his wife taking every bit of it, but she was deriving absolute, breathless bliss from the union.

The tight ring formed by Rahul's fingers around the shaft felt like an added layer of warm tightness for Karan as he pushed forward. Karan’s length was so substantial that having Rahul's hand encircling the shaft midway made no difference to his reach; in fact, it aroused Karan to an even higher pitch of passionate intensity. On the other hand, Sanjana felt immense joy receiving her husband’s active participation.

Gradually, Karan accelerated the pace of his thrusts. At first, he delivered a gentle stroke, paused momentarily, and then pushed forward with another deliberate stroke before resting again. He was sliding his core in and out of Sanjana's center with immense tenderness, care, and rhythmic affection. As Sanjana's sharp, breathless gasps slowly transformed into sweet, intoxicating moans, Karan realized that her body was fully ready for a faster, more intense tempo. Initially, her cries stemmed from the sheer physical stretch of accommodating his size. But once her sweet center adapted to Karan’s formidable core, her painful gasps melted into pure, ecstatic whimpers of bliss.

Rahul instantly recognized the shift—his darling wife was now deriving far more intense pleasure than pain. He was intimately familiar with every subtle nuance of her moans and breathless sighs. Watching Sanjana writhe in absolute ecstasy brought Rahul immense delight. After all, this glorious vision of shared passion was the ultimate dream he had longed to witness with his own eyes.

Karan gradually increased the rhythm of sliding his hardened length in and out. Now, he pushed his core deep within her every two or three steady strokes. He was still holding back from yielding to his full, unrestrained intensity, yet the pace had visibly quickened compared to the beginning. He was not driving his full length inside either, leaving nearly two inches of his formidable core resting outside her delicate center. Three distinct sounds echoed softly throughout the room: first, a sweet, breathy gasp as Karan’s core entered her dripping warmth; second, Sanjana's intoxicating whimpers of "Ohhh... ahhh... mmpphh..."; and third, the heavy, rhythmic breathing of Karan himself.

As time progressed, the fiery vitality within Karan surged with mounting power, fully restored after his earlier release. His lower frame throbbed with intense energy, completely primed for passion. Rahul noticed that Karan still harbored a slight hesitation, perhaps feeling modest about claiming Sanjana so intensely right in his presence. Remembering how Karan’s confidence had visibly surged when Sanjana guided Rahul's hand to his core, Rahul realized he needed to offer an unquestionable gesture of absolute approval and reassurance to both of them.

Pausing Karan’s rhythm momentarily, Rahul stepped forward and gently guided Karan back a few inches. Leaning down, Rahul pressed his lips reverently against the tip of Karan’s rigid core.

Seeing this profound gesture of love and acceptance, a spontaneous, radiant smile broke across Sanjana's face. Karan looked on in utter astonishment, completely stunned by the tender act. Yet, the emotional resonance of that moment was so powerful that Karan reached out his hand, gently wrapping his fingers around Rahul's resting length, stroking his friend’s core with deep, affectionate warmth.

Watching her two dearest men exchanging such pure, tender affection, Sanjana's heart overflowed with unbridled joy. She gained absolute confidence that both men shared immense love not only for her, but for each other as well. A sense of absolute liberation swept over her—she was now completely free to shower both of her loved ones with passion in whatever manner her heart desired.

Stepping forward without a moment’s delay, Sanjana knelt down directly on her knees before Karan. Since her husband had personally kissed Karan’s core, why should she hold back from offering her own ultimate surrender? She wanted to shower Karan with such breathtaking affection that he would temporarily forget the rest of the world. Taking the tip of Karan’s thick, rock-hard core between her lips, Sanjana began delicately tracing her warm tongue over his smooth tip. She gently licked away the glistening mixture of intimate nectar coating his shaft. Karan’s core stood like a solid, massive pillar, making it a formidable challenge for any woman to accommodate fully within her mouth. Yet, with delicate persistence, Sanjana coaxed his swollen tip inside her warm mouth. Karan watched her breathtaking devotion in absolute awe, his throbbing core pulsating with intense arousal under her gentle touch. The sheer sensation was so powerful that Karan’s core throbbed violently, threatening an early release if this exquisite oral bliss continued uninterrupted. Holding Karan’s hips firmly with both palms, Sanjana gently nudged him forward, signaling her desire to yield to his movement.

Karan had never imagined in his wildest dreams that Sanjana would offer such a sacred oral devotion to his manhood. Feeling his beloved pleasure, his core with her mouth brought him a thrill even more intoxicating than physical union itself. Fulfilling her unspoken wish, he began gently sliding his core in and out of her warm mouth. Sanjana's cheeks flushed as her delicate mouth struggled to accommodate his massive size. Resting on her knees, she repeatedly looked up to read the expression on Karan’s face, wondering whether her beloved was enjoying her passionate surrender.

Looking down at her, Karan’s glowing expression made it abundantly clear that he was drinking in absolute bliss from her tender devotion. Yet, noticing the physical strain it took for her to host his large core in that position, Karan stood up straight on the floor. Sliding his strong arms under her shoulders, he lifted her weightless body in a single, effortless motion. His powerful frame carried her light form without the slightest strain.

Lifting Sanjana high, Karan gently aligned her dripping center directly against the upward curve of his rigid core. With a single, smooth thrust, he plunged his full length deep into her center. A sharp gasp of intense physical stretch escaped Sanjana's lips, but gathering her composure, she leaned forward, pressing her lips feverishly against Karan’s mouth. Wrapping her arms tightly around his neck, she held his head close, feeling his massive core buried within her depths as she kissed him with wild, passionate devotion. Holding her securely in his broad arms, Karan drove his hips forward with rhythmic, loving power, claiming her body completely while standing upright. Suspended in his arms, Sanjana felt a breathtaking thrill as her body moved up and down against his frame, sensing his rigid length sliding smoothly inside her sweet depth.

Rahul could hardly remain seated while witnessing such an extraordinary spectacle. Standing up, he watched his friend passionately claim his wife’s body for a few breathless moments. Stepping closer, Rahul reached out and cupped both of Sanjana's heavy, bare breasts, losing himself in kneading and massaging her voluptuous peaks. Driven by Karan’s powerful upward thrusts, Sanjana's entire body—along with her lush breasts—bounced rhythmically in the air. After a sustained sequence of intense, standing passion, Karan gently lowered Sanjana back onto the soft mattress, having thoroughly claimed her warmth.

For Sanjana, being lifted like a delicate flower in Karan’s strong arms, feeling her bare body floating effortlessly in the air while he took her center, was a divine experience beyond compare. It felt as though the laws of gravity had ceased to exist, leaving her suspended in pure bliss as his massive core slid deeply in and out of her warmth. She gained a profound appreciation for the immense strength residing in Karan’s powerful arms. He had raised her to his waist as easily as if she were a light blossom, wrapping her slender legs securely around his waist before plunging his long, thick core deep into her honeyed center. With her arms locked around Karan’s neck and her body anchored against his hips, Sanjana surrendered to his rhythm—kissing his lips passionately while moving her hips in harmony, leaping softly against his thrusts to welcome his length deeper inside her.

As she surrendered to Karan’s claim, Sanjana derived intense delight from drinking in his soft, mustache-adorned lips. In moments of heightened passion, she gently nibbled on his mustache, tugging lightly with her teeth to tease him affectionately. Sanjana's playful antics drove Karan into a state of wild delirium, prompting him to accelerate his thrusts with fiery vigor. The muscles along Karan’s powerful arms flexed visibly as his broad palms supported her backside, holding her suspended effortlessly.

Lifting her slightly and drawing her down again in continuous, airborne movement was like a fiery explosion of raw passion for both of them. Karan continued to drive his rigid core deep into her center, alternating between raising her up and down and holding her stationary while pumping his hips with relentless energy. The entire scene unfolded with the mesmerizing intensity of a cinematic romance.

Behind her, Sanjana's husband, Rahul, held her breasts in both hands as they bounced wildly in the air, continuously massaging them and tenderly pinching and squeezing her sensitive tips with his fingers. Driven by Karan’s powerful, rhythmic thrusts, Sanjana's entire body trembled so intensely that Rahul, standing right behind her and pressed against her lower form, had to brace himself repeatedly to maintain his balance. Sanjana had never experienced the breathtaking sensation of being claimed while suspended in mid-air. That is the precise difference between being intimate with a husband and being taken by a beloved partner. Because a husband does not have to strive extraordinarily to claim his wife, physical intimacy often becomes a routine part of life for him. But when another man gets the rare opportunity to intimately possess a gorgeous woman he has dreamed of for months, he tries to claim her in every conceivable manner and position—desiring to fill her with such absolute ecstasy that she hungers to surrender to his touch time and time again.

After months of intense longing and emotional turmoil, Karan had finally gained the privilege of possessing Sanjana's warmth. Convincing Sanjana to yield had been a monumental task, a true test of patience and devotion that Karan had successfully passed through sheer perseverance. Now, Karan held only one driving desire in his heart: to claim Sanjana in a way no man had ever taken her before—surpassing even her husband—so that she would crave his intimate embrace repeatedly. When a woman is already burning with passionate desire, intimate union becomes an absolute paradise. It is one thing for a man to claim a woman out of his own desire, but claiming a woman who is fiercely intoxicated with passion is an extraordinary, mind-blowing experience. In that heightened state, the man feels his partner pleading desperately for more, crying out in breathless surrender and urging him to take her with unrestrained vigor. For a man, this overwhelming dynamic sends a fiery surge through his core, multiplying his vitality and passion tenfold.

Yielding to Karan’s rhythm while anchored at his waist was creating the same intoxicating effect for Sanjana. She was completely losing control over her senses. Right before her husband’s eyes, she repeatedly urged Karan with mounting eagerness to take her even more fiercely. Sanjana's inner flame of passion was blazing at its absolute peak. Meanwhile, Rahul's emotional state was soaring on cloud nine. For the first time in his life, he was witnessing his own wife being claimed by another man—and in what extraordinary fashion! He himself had never possessed his wife with such airborne intensity. He watched in awe at the flexed muscles of Karan’s broad arms. The effortless manner in which Karan held Sanjana like a light blossom while driving his core into her depth was utterly mesmerizing to him. He wondered if he could ever lift Sanjana or Anjali and claim them in such a manner.

When Rahul stepped closer, Sanjana looked over at her husband. Until now, Sanjana had been so utterly consumed by Karan’s passionate rhythm that she had not found a moment to look closely at her husband’s face. As Karan drove stroke after powerful stroke into her sweet center, Sanjana's entire body vibrated with intensity. Even amidst those trembling movements, she gazed into her husband’s eyes, searching to see if there was any flicker of jealousy, resentment, or insecurity hiding within them. But Sanjana found only pure delight and fascination reflecting in Rahul's gaze as he watched her yield to the union. Catching her eye, Rahul offered a gentle, reassuring wink, silently comforting her that he was immensely happy.

Sanjana extended her arms warmly toward her husband, inviting Rahul to come closer. She did not want her husband to feel even slightly hurt or mentally distant while she was immersed in the thrill of discovering a new lover and experiencing intense physical union. Amidst the immense ecstasy she was receiving today, Sanjana was unwilling to lose even a tiny fraction of her husband’s priceless love. The moment she extended her arms, Rahul moved closer to her. Sanjana lovingly pressed her husband’s head against her body. Even while being claimed by Karan, she ran her fingers like a gentle comb through Rahul's hair, tenderly stroking his head with deep affection.

It was a truly extraordinary vision—a level of selfless love and harmony that most ordinary people can only dream of. Yet, where absolute trust and pure affection exist between individuals, such a dynamic is not only possible, but it also creates an irreplaceable, deeply thrilling bond of unbridled passion. So often, people sacrifice such priceless experiences to ego, jealousy, and fear. But couples like Sanjana, Rahul, and Karan are indeed rare to find.

When Karan witnessed this tender, loving exchange between husband and wife, his heart was profoundly moved. Pausing his rhythmic movements, he leaned forward and gently kissed Sanjana's soft, rose-petal lips. Then, slowly lowering Sanjana back to her feet, he turned and embraced Rahul warmly. Two unclad masculine frames merged in a deep, heartfelt embrace—a moment completely free of base impulse, filled purely with mutual respect, deep affection, and unbreakable trust. Karan earnestly wanted to see Rahul claim Sanjana's warmth as well. Gazing down at Rahul's fully erect, throbbing length, Karan reached out, cupping his friend’s core in his palm and stroking it with gentle warmth.

Then, Karan gently held Sanjana's body, guiding her to stand directly before her husband. Rahul looked upon his freshly claimed, breathlessly radiant, bare wife. Sweet, glistening feminine nectar was slowly weeping from Sanjana's honeyed center, trickling down her smooth, bare thighs. Through all the intense passion, Karan had exercised remarkable self-control and had not yet reached his own final release.

Sanjana was slightly confused about what Karan intended next. She looked at Karan with gentle uncertainty. With an affectionate touch, Karan wrapped his hands around Rahul and Sanjana, pressing their unclad bodies firmly together. Sanjana's lush, voluptuous breasts pressed flush against her husband’s broad chest. Karan gave a light, encouraging nudge behind Sanjana's shapely, soft rear, bringing Rahul and Sanjana so close that their frames merged seamlessly. Sanjana instantly understood—Karan wanted to watch Rahul claim her body.

Sanjana looked into her husband’s eyes with a gaze overflowing with love and heightened passion, a tender smile blooming across her lips. Extending his arms, Rahul pulled his bare wife even tighter against his own frame, pressing his lips passionately over hers in a sweet, lingering kiss. Standing right behind Sanjana, Karan rested his rigid length firmly against the crease of her rear cheeks, gently rubbing his shaft along her soft curve as he pressed close. Sanjana turned her head back slightly, looking at Karan with a playful smile, wondering if Karan intended to explore her rear depth instead. But Karan simply leaned forward, pressing a warm kiss against the side of Sanjana's neck while gazing deeply into her eyes with pure affection. Karan then reached both hands forward, placing his palms over Sanjana's heavy breasts, massaging and kneading her soft curves with rhythmic warmth. Seeing Karan fondle his wife’s bosom from behind, Rahul leaned down, pressing his mouth over one of her full peaks—taking her sensitive tip into his mouth, gently sucking and caressing it with his lips and teeth.

With Karan’s rigid length pressing against her rear from behind and her husband’s throbbing core brushing against her dripping front, Sanjana was engulfed in a state of wild, uncontrollable desire. At that moment, it mattered little to her whether her husband claimed her center or her beloved took her—she was simply desperate to be completely filled with passion. Karan had claimed her continuously for nearly half an hour without reaching his release, showcasing his extraordinary stamina and physical endurance—whereas her husband often reached his peak within ten minutes. That was the unmistakable contrast between a husband and a passionate lover.

For Sanjana, this was a golden, incredible opportunity where she longed to be thoroughly claimed by both men together. Such a dynamic is almost unheard of; for a traditional woman, sharing a bed with two men simultaneously is virtually unimaginable. But today, both of her lovers were completely unclad, fully aligned in mood, and eager to claim her together. Reaching out, Sanjana took her husband’s hand in one of hers and held Karan’s waist with the other, lovingly guiding both of her partners toward the soft bed, where she lay down right between her two devoted men.

Realizing that Karan was eager to watch her husband claim her warmth, Sanjana turned toward Rahul and wrapped both arms securely around him. She pulled herself completely flush against his body. Pressing her face close to his, she aligned her lips with her husband's and initiated a deep, passionate, and desire-filled kiss. Rahul surrendered to the intoxicating moment, reveling in the touch of his wife's silky, supple body while savoring the sweet taste of her lips. Sanjana merged her frame so closely with his that they seemed to blend into a single entity. Raising one leg slightly, she brought her delicate center directly against her husband's familiar hardness. Holding his erect length in one hand, she stroked him gently, positioning his tip right at her entrance and moving it softly against her sensitive threshold to prepare the way. With a subtle push of her hips, she signaled her husband to enter her depth. Rahul had become immensely aroused while watching Karan claim Sanjana earlier; he had merely been awaiting this invitation from his wife and his dear friend. Sanjana's inner sanctuary was already glistening and thoroughly lubricated from Karan’s earlier touch and her own overflowing arousal. Rahul's length met no resistance at all. In a single, fluid motion, he glided his core deep inside her familiar, welcoming warmth. A momentary sensation of intense stretch rippled through Sanjana, but it was instantly eclipsed by the overwhelming waves of intimate pleasure. "Mmm... Rahul..."

In their own home, Sanjana shared physical intimacy with her husband almost daily. Yet today, she felt an extraordinary surge of heightened excitement mixed with a delightful sense of shyness, knowing that her husband was taking her right before someone else's eyes. Karan was going to witness her surrendering to her husband. Looking over her shoulder, Sanjana caught Karan's eye. Standing close behind her with his rigid length resting against her curves, Karan was waiting for Rahul to begin his rhythm. As their eyes met, Karan placed a gentle kiss on her eyelid and offered a subtle wink, urging her to enjoy the union. Sanjana lay nestled between the two men on the bed; her slender, delicate frame was practically engulfed by their robust masculine forms. Yet both men were acutely sensitive to every soft contour of her youthfully radiant body.

While Karan remained pressed against her soft curves from behind, Rahul was positioned to drive his full length into her center. From the back, Karan kept his rigid shaft nestled along the cleft of her rear. Though he felt a burning desire to explore deeper, he knew that attempting such a move without preparation would cause her intense discomfort and physical distress. A true lover would never inflict pain on his beloved for the sake of his own fleeting pleasure. Karan was well aware that some women engaged in rear intimacy, but he also knew it carried significant physical risks and discomfort. Given the extraordinary size and thickness of his core, he had no intention of causing Sanjana any harm.

Sanjana lay comfortably nestled between her husband, Rahul, and her beloved, Karan. At her front, her husband's erect core was sliding deep into her center, while behind her, Karan’s massive length remained firmly pressed against her rear curves. Sanjana had momentarily worried that Karan might attempt to force his massive, formidable core into her rear depth, but Karan harbored no such intent. He was entirely captivated by her natural feminine center. He simply wanted Sanjana to feel the intense heat of his shaft resting against her body. Sensing Karan’s throb against her lower form sent a thrill of raw excitement through Sanjana's entire body. As Rahul established a steady rhythm within her warmth, Karan maintained continuous, intense skin-to-skin contact from behind. With both hands, Karan reached around to firmly cup and massage Sanjana's lush, full breasts.


Session 5 - Chapter 10

An unprecedented wave of thrilling ecstasy washed over Sanjana's mind, filling her with a profound sense of feminine pride. Through her body, she was granting two deeply cherished men an unforgettable, divine experience. Sanjana was well aware that the exhilarating thrill blooming in her heart while being shared by two men was matched, if not surpassed, by the intense excitement surging through both of her lovers. Rahul accelerated his movements, driving his core rhythmically inside his wife’s glistening sanctuary. The momentum of his thrusts made Sanjana's body tremble, which in turn sent rhythmic vibrations through Karan, who remained glued to her back. In that breathless sequence, the bodies of Karan, Sanjana, and Rahul seemed to dissolve into a single, unified expression of pure passion.

Rahul was soaring with excitement, his long-cherished desire of sharing his wife with another man finally coming to fruition. His wife, too, was thoroughly intoxicated with bliss, surrendering freely to the thrill of being claimed by two devoted lovers. That night, Rahul had no desire to exercise self-restraint. Taking his wife under such extraordinary circumstances drove his arousal to such a fever pitch that holding back his peak became nearly impossible. He longed to release his pent-up vitality deep within her inner walls, though he briefly wondered about her current cycle. Unable to suppress the mounting pressure within his core, he pulled Sanjana closer, quickening his short, powerful thrusts inside her warmth. From years of marital intimacy, Sanjana instantly recognized the subtle shift in his breath and posture—she knew her husband was on the verge of his final release. Fortunately, she had already taken the necessary precautions beforehand to ensure complete reproductive safety. Even before leaving home for this trip, she had anticipated that she would be thoroughly claimed along the way.

Sanjana leaned toward her husband's ear, whispering blushingly with a soft gasp.

Sanjana : "Darling... do not hold back. Release all your warm sweetness deep inside me. Once you reach your peak, I want to be claimed by Karan again. You have seen how thick and formidable his tool is. Having your warm cream inside my depth will make it so much smoother and easier for me to accommodate Karan's massive core."

Hearing her intoxicating words, Rahul delivered a series of deep, powerful strokes, plunging his full length into her center. Suddenly, a breathless surge exploded through his senses, and his core pulsed vibrantly, flooding the inner depths of his wife's sanctuary with his warm, liquid vitality. Feeling her husband's hot release cascading within her center pushed Sanjana straight over the edge of ultimate bliss. For Sanjana, this entire encounter was an extraordinary, unforgettable awakening. She had no wish to hold herself back either. While she shared intimacy with her husband in their bedroom almost every night, this moment was entirely different. Being thoroughly possessed by two beloved men simultaneously, surrounded by the serene beauty of nature and mountains, was a once-in-a-lifetime thrill. Sanjana's body shivered wildly under the intense wave of ecstasy, and with a soft, trailing moan, she reached her own overwhelming peak. An explosive wave of pure joy washed over her mind. Clinging tightly to her husband, she buried her face in his chest, trembling and panting as she poured out her heart.

Sanjana : "Rahul... I love you so very much..."

As the peak subsided, a sense of profound serenity and tranquil bliss washed over Sanjana's mind. Her body and soul felt enveloped in a deep, satisfying completeness—a feeling of pure fulfillment she had perhaps only experienced once before, on their wedding night. After lying peacefully with her eyes closed for a few moments to catch her breath, Sanjana opened her eyes and looked directly into her husband's gaze. Rahul was staring intently at his wife's glowing, utterly satisfied face, fascinated to observe her emotional state after being thoroughly cherished by both her lover and her husband. The moment Sanjana's smiling eyes met his, a gentle blush rushed to her cheeks, and she shyly lowered her gaze. Reaching out, Rahul tenderly cupped her chin, lifting her face to press a loving kiss against her soft lips. Rahul was well aware that Karan had not yet reached his own peak. He was immensely impressed by Karan's incredible stamina and physical endurance. He had watched Karan claim Sanjana in various demanding positions for nearly half an hour without coming close to finishing. Though Sanjana was visibly exhausted, Karan's formidable core remained fully erect, rock-hard, and ready for more.

Rahul believed that perhaps Karan had enjoyed physical intimacy with many women, which contributed to his exceptional stamina and endurance. In reality, Karan was physically and mentally disciplined, active, and possessed a firm, unwavering resolve. Such physical capability is typically forged through rigorous, structured military training—involving endless miles of marching, running, and crawling—which grants a level of physical conditioning beyond the imagination of an ordinary civilian. Rahul was eager to see how such an athletic, powerful man would experience his ultimate peak. At the same time, he wished to watch his wife being thoroughly claimed once more. Smiling tenderly, Rahul kissed Sanjana, placed a hand on her shoulder, and gently turned her body toward his friend.

Sanjana was already acutely aware of Karan's rigid length resting against her rear curves, while his hands firmly cupped her voluptuous bosom. She deeply desired to receive his warm vitality inside her inner sanctuary. A fleeting thought crossed her mind that she wished she had not taken contraceptive precautions; bearing a child fathered by such a strong, formidable man would have been a matter of immense pride for her. Nevertheless, receiving his hot vitality deep within her depths was a thrilling prospect. Turning her gaze, she looked into Karan's eyes with natural feminine shyness. As their eyes met, Karan leaned down, gathering his beloved Sanjana into his arms to press a deep, affectionate kiss onto her sweet lips. Raising his head slightly, he glanced toward Rahul lying just behind her, seeking his formal consent before proceeding. Understanding his gesture, Rahul placed his hand over Karan's hand resting on Sanjana's bare hips, squeezing it gently to grant his complete approval.

Sanjana felt deeply thrilled witnessing this profound bond of friendship between her husband and her lover. Very few women are blessed with such harmony. She yielded her soft lips to Karan's passionate kiss, intertwining her tongue with his to signal her eager desire for him to claim her. Karan needed no further invitation; he was fully prepared to take his beloved, and with her husband's explicit blessing, there was no reason to hesitate. Positioned beside her on the bed, he adjusted their frames, aligning his thick, rigid length against her glistening entrance—which was already brimming with her natural sweetness and her husband's warm release. Holding Sanjana close, Karan offered a gentle push, prompting her to guide his tip to the right spot. Eagerly, Sanjana wrapped her palm around Karan's shaft, placing his tip directly at her sensitive threshold and rubbing it softly against her entrance. Since her inner passageway was thoroughly lubricated from her husband's earlier release, she knew that with a little care, accommodating Karan's formidable size would proceed smoothly.

Holding his tip against her entrance, Sanjana leaned forward to press a tender kiss onto Karan's chest. This served as her loving signal for him to begin. Karan slowly drove his length into her inner sanctuary, finding that the abundance of warm lubrication made his entry surprisingly fluid. Even so, he remained mindful that his beloved was surrendering her body to him, and he took great care not to cause her any harm. He wished to grant her an extraordinary level of ecstasy while remaining attentive to her comfort. He wanted to give her a transcendent experience so powerful that she would continuously crave his passionate touch. Pushing forward once more, he buried half of his length deep inside her. Sanjana felt a subtle stretch as her center expanded to accommodate his size, but the sensation was entirely manageable.

The thrilling feeling of Karan's warm length filling her depth was more than enough to eclipse any minor discomfort. Sanjana subtly pressed her hips forward to welcome his core deeper, silently assuring him that she was feeling no distress. Driven by her movement, Karan thrust again, burying nearly his entire length within her. Though his full shaft could not fit entirely, a soft gasp escaped Sanjana's lips. Karan noticed that her gasp carried far more intense passion than pain. Meanwhile, Sanjana felt her husband Rahul's rigid length brushing against her rear curves. Watching Karan begin to take his wife had instantly revived Rahul's arousal, making him fully erect once again. Reaching back, Sanjana took her husband's hand and squeezed it lovingly.

Rahul shifted his hand from his wife's waist, resting his palm over her full, shapely breast, gently massaging and caressing her peak. Feeling her lover Karan's length filling her center while her husband tenderly fondled her breast filled Sanjana with overwhelming bliss. She felt that whatever hardships they had faced during their journey were completely eclipsed by this divine experience. Moving her hips slightly, she aligned her husband's hardness against her rear cleft, silently conveying that if Rahul wished to explore her rear depth, she was open to his touch. However, Rahul was well aware that Sanjana generally preferred to avoid rear intimacy, as her rear threshold was even smaller than her feminine center, and she had gently declined it in the past.

Within moments of rhythmic, gentle thrusting, Karan's core glided almost completely inside Sanjana's inner passageway, filling her sanctuary to its absolute limit. Realizing that pushing any further might cause excessive physical strain to her delicate inner walls, Karan chose to maintain this depth, completely satisfied to claim her within her comfortable limits.


Session 5 - Chapter 11

Sanjana longed to yield completely to Karan's passion. Just as Karan desired to claim her in a manner that would leave her craving his intimate embrace time and time again, Sanjana equally wished to bring him such divine bliss that he would endlessly yearn for her warmth. The flame of desire blazed with equal intensity on both sides. There was no question now of Sanjana holding back from his touch. Rahul, too, realized with complete clarity that his wife would continuously hunger for Karan’s formidable strength, and he was entirely ready for this reality. In return, he knew that the path toward claiming Anjali’s warmth had opened effortlessly for him. Although Karan had possessed her before, every single time his rigid core entered her inner sanctuary, an exquisitely sweet shiver coursed through Sanjana's entire being. Being claimed by her husband brought her great joy, but Karan’s touch carried an entirely unique magic. Whether it was his tender style of passion, the firm feel of his athletic frame, or the impressive length and thickness of his core, his presence unleashed a surge of wild ecstasy that felt like a powerful wave sweeping over her soul.

As Karan slowly began sliding his core into her inner passageway, Sanjana shivered repeatedly with breathless thrill. The sheer excitement made every tiny hair on her skin stand on end. A sweet, delicate pulsating sensation awakened deep within her center. Every time her inner walls quivered, they wrapped around Karan’s shaft like a gentle vise, granting him an extraordinary, incomparable sensation. Karan noticed that this time, Sanjana harbored no hesitation whatsoever as she accommodated his length. She supported the rhythm with remarkable confidence, like an experienced and devoted partner. As Karan accelerated his movements, Sanjana matched his energy step for step, raising her hips to welcome his depth fully. What greater joy could a man experience than such total harmony? To grant her even deeper delight, Karan adjusted his angle slightly, exploring her sanctuary from different dimensions.

Now it was her husband Rahul's turn to rest his erect hardness against Sanjana's rear curves from behind. Resting both palms on his wife's bare waist, Rahul rubbed his shaft along the soft cleft of her rear. Sanjana could feel her husband’s revived hardness pressing against her body once again. On this day, Sanjana wished to lead Karan to the absolute pinnacle of fulfillment. She desired to surrender to Karan in various positions, right before her husband’s eyes. In the past, Rahul had frequently dropped subtle hints about her yielding to Karan, but Sanjana had always deflected his suggestions. Today, however, presented the ultimate opportunity to fulfill her husband’s long-cherished fantasy—and, in truth, to satisfy her own hidden desires as well.

Signaling Karan to pause for a moment, Sanjana looked back. Karan gazed at her with a gentle, inquiring expression. Pressing a soft kiss onto Karan’s lips, Sanjana eased herself back slightly, releasing his core from her center. Holding his thick, heavy length in her hand, she caressed it tenderly as she moved toward the foot of the bed where her husband lay.

Sanjana : "Mmm..."

Positioning Karan right beside her, Sanjana gently spread her husband Rahul's legs and knelt between them. Resting on her knees with her lower frame raised, she leaned forward to press a tender kiss on the tip of her husband’s erect length, signaling Karan to come up behind her. Karan instantly understood her desire. Sanjana wished to offer oral devotion to her husband while simultaneously welcoming Karan’s core from behind.

Stepping forward, Karan aligned his length against her rear form. Sanjana took his shaft in her hand, caressing it as she rubbed it against her center, delicately opening her soft entrance to guide his tip to her sensitive threshold. Karan completed the movement with a smooth forward push. As his core entered her sanctuary from behind, a sharp gasp escaped Sanjana's lips. Because of the slick lubrication and the force of his movement, Karan’s shaft plunged remarkably deep into her inner passageway. Gathering her composure, Sanjana continued pliant oral affection to her husband in front, while behind her, Karan engaged in a rhythmic, steady sequence, driving his core deep into her warmth with gentle, powerful strokes. Sanjana's full, voluptuous breasts swayed freely in the air. Reaching around, Karan cupped both of her heavy curves in his broad palms, massaging and kneading them with loving intensity.

Sanjana found her entire body trembling under the force of Karan’s thrusts from behind, making it somewhat difficult to maintain her continuous touch on her husband. Observing her struggle, Karan placed both hands on her bare waist to steady her frame, slowing his momentum. However, this adjustment allowed his core to penetrate even deeper into her sanctuary, pressing against her innermost depths. Surprised by the sudden depth, Sanjana gasped loudly again. Hearing her startled cry, Karan paused, feeling a moment of concern. But as Sanjana remained firmly in position, Karan resumed a lighter, gentler rhythm, coaxing his length in and out of her warmth with care. Sanjana surrendered to the exquisite sensation. Rahul ran his fingers through his wife's hair, holding her forehead gently as he savored her tender devotion.

After a few moments of this shared passion, Rahul leaned up slightly, bringing his lips close to Sanjana's ear so that Karan would not hear, whispering softly.

Rahul : "Darling... since you have come this far today, why not let us both claim you simultaneously? Tell me, can you do that for us?"

Sanjana opened her eyes and looked at her husband, her gaze filled with curious wonder at what he was proposing.

Rahul : "Would you be willing to let Karan and me claim both your front and rear depths at the same time? If you can find the courage?"

Rahul kissed her hair pleadingly as he spoke. Sanjana replied in a hushed, gentle voice.

Sanjana : "Are you trying to completely overwhelm me?"

Rahul continued to plead softly with his wife.

Rahul : "Look, my own hardness has softened quite a bit now, so it won't cause you any strain at all. And I will make sure to coat myself completely with rich herbal oil before trying. Please? Let us try it? Just once, for a brief moment?"

Hearing her husband’s earnest, almost childlike begging brought a sudden burst of soft laughter to Sanjana's lips. Here was a renowned journalist—a man who appeared on national television interviews every few days and whose words held immense weight with the public—humbly pleading before his wife just to share her completely with another man. Sanjana was utterly amazed and captivated by the sight.

It is often said that no matter how influential or powerful men may be, when faced with a breathtakingly charming woman, they become completely helpless before their desires. Seeing Rahul, a renowned journalist, so desperately eager to fulfill his hidden fantasy by sharing his wife with another man proved this beyond doubt. Sanjana wondered what she should do. Part of her wanted to reject his request as she usually did, quietly yielding only to Karan to settle matters simply. Yet on this day, an extraordinary wave of intimate excitement consumed her mind. She had already stepped into a reality that most traditional women could only imagine as a distant dream—letting her neighbor and beloved partner claim her right before her husband's eyes. Since things had already advanced this far, she thought to herself, why not take one step further?

She felt immense respect and love for her husband that day. When Rahul had found her lying unclad on the same bed beside Karan, it was obvious what had transpired between them through the night. Yet he had spoken no harsh words; instead, knowing and understanding everything, he had treated Karan with deep affection while softly blaming himself for not protecting her. A profound sense of pride and love surged within her heart for him. Deep in her own mind, a subtle, hidden desire had perhaps always lingered to experience being cherished by two men at once. Today, as her husband pleaded with her so earnestly, she simply could not bring herself to refuse him.

Though she did not say an explicit yes, Sanjana leaned in and whispered softly into her husband's ear.

Sanjana : "Darling... just make sure it does not cause me too much pain."

Hearing her words, Rahul felt a surge of pure delight. Realizing that his wife was about to fulfill his ultimate, long-cherished fantasy, he immediately stood up, completely bare, and began searching around the room for something. Meanwhile, Karan, as he maintained his steady rhythm within her inner sanctuary, observed the private exchange between husband and wife. Respecting their privacy, he kept his focus on claiming her warmth. When he saw Rahul step away from the bed to look for something, he wondered what was brewing, sensing that something unique was being prepared.

Nevertheless, Karan remained fully engrossed in claiming her depth from behind. Watching her body sway with every steady stroke was an intensely breathtaking spectacle for him. As she yielded to his momentum from behind, Sanjana occasionally caressed her own curves or ran her fingers delicately over her soft petals. As she touched her sensitive entrance, her fingertips repeatedly brushed against Karan's formidable hardness. His powerful core slid in and out like a precise engine piston, making a soft, glistening sound that sent intense shivers through her entire frame. Touching his strength only heightened her passionate delirium. At times, while receiving his deep thrusts, she placed her hands over Karan's, pressing her own full curves to express the sheer intensity of her arousal. Being claimed from behind brought her an extraordinary sensation; though she had always enjoyed yielding in that posture with her husband, receiving Karan's impressive strength from behind created an entirely different, overwhelming surge of passion.

Sanjana wished to drink in his touch until her heart was completely content. She lay with her eyes closed, savoring the feeling of his length sliding through her warmth, when Karan suddenly paused and gently withdrew his core from her sanctuary. Looking back, Sanjana instantly realized what was about to happen—Rahul was standing right behind Karan, applying a smooth, silky oil to his own hardness. Easing her position slightly, Karan lay back on the bed and extended his strong arms, silently inviting her to climb atop him. Holding onto his arms, Sanjana angled her frame, positioning her delicate center right over Karan's rigid length, which stood firm and unwavering pointing toward the ceiling. Holding his core with her fingers, she rubbed it along her soft petals before aligning it with her entrance. Leaning down slowly, she lowered her bare form, letting his smooth, glistening shaft slide smoothly into her depth. Moving her lower frame up and down, she began claiming his core herself, feeling no pain this time. As Karan's length settled deep within her passageway, Sanjana rested her entire body against his chest, locking her lips with his in a deep, lingering kiss. To facilitate the moment, she raised her lower frame slightly higher. Rahul had been waiting for this exact alignment as she rested atop Karan.

The moment Sanjana leaned over Karan and elevated her lower form, Rahul caught sight of her delicate rear threshold. Although this posture caused Karan's length to ease back somewhat from her front depth, his impressive length remained securely buried inside her. While watching his wife accommodate Karan, Rahul had been thoroughly coating his own hardness with a rich, silky, oil-based lubricant. Spotting her rear threshold, Rahul applied a generous amount of the smooth oil onto his fingers and gently applied it to her rear entrance, ensuring the area was thoroughly lubricated so his hardness could enter smoothly.

Karan lay comfortably on the bed as Sanjana rested atop him, her center encompassing his core while she kissed him passionately. Raising her lower frame slightly, she allowed her husband Rahul to prepare her rear threshold with the smooth lubricant. Though Rahul's hardness was no longer as rock-hard as before, his mind was racing with intense excitement at the prospect of claiming his wife's rear depth for the very first time. Having thoroughly lubricated her threshold, Rahul held his shaft in his hand, aligning his tip at her entrance before offering a gentle push. Because his hardness was somewhat softened and completely coated in smooth oil, he glided smoothly into her rear depth. Surprised by how effortlessly he entered, Rahul pushed forward from his hips, burying his full length within her rear sanctuary. Since her rear passageway was not used to such expansion, a sudden sharp sensation rippled through Sanjana, making her freeze for a few moments. She did not scream, but to endure the intense stretch, she closed her eyes tightly and lay still against Karan's chest. In that breathless moment, her inner sanctuary held Karan's formidable core, while her rear depth held her husband's length. For the first time in her life, Sanjana accommodated two men simultaneously—an extraordinarily unique dynamic that very few women ever experience. Today, she belonged to two devoted partners at once, both claiming her warmth in unison.

Rahul began a slow, careful rhythm from behind, claiming her rear depth gently. As the initial sharp sensation subsided, Sanjana began to adjust to the sensation. Experiencing two distinct lengths inside her frame felt remarkably intense; she could feel both shafts moving against each other, separated by only a thin layer of delicate tissue. Rahul gradually established a gentle, steady pace into her rear depth. With Karan supporting her from below and Rahul claiming her from above, Sanjana was nestled between two powerful men. Yet she felt an overwhelming wave of wild thrill and ecstasy—not merely because she was accommodating two men simultaneously, but because she was fulfilling a deeply hidden fantasy for both of her beloved partners, sharing her heart and body with the two men who cherished her above all else.

Receiving her husband’s length in her rear threshold for the first time caused her considerable discomfort, yet today she was fully prepared to endure that strain. Sanjana felt as though her lower abdomen was completely filled with solid warmth, giving her a sensation as profound as carrying new life within her frame. Two firm, thick lengths were sliding in and out simultaneously inside her. Despite the intense stretch, Sanjana derived a thrilling pleasure from accommodating both of her lovers at once. Rahul maintained a slow, steady pace from behind, while Karan significantly accelerated his rhythm within her front sanctuary. Every single stroke from both men elevated her passion to breathtaking heights.

Sanjana was completely losing control over her senses, her body reaching an unprecedented pinnacle of ecstasy. Her feminine essence flowed abundantly, lubricating her sanctuary like a sweet stream. A mesmerizing intoxication clouded her mind, making her breathe heavily as breathless gasps escaped her lips involuntarily. A deep, agonizing throb bloomed within her center, leaving her unable to restrain her physical movements. Driven by Karan’s athletic thrusts and Rahul's steady presence from behind, Sanjana surrendered all her composure. Holding Karan tightly in her arms, she cried out softly.

Sanjana : "Karan, claim me with all your strength! I want to yield completely to both of you today. Who knows if we will ever get such a chance again... tomorrow may never come..."

As these words left her lips, an explosive wave of intense sensation surged through her mind and soul. With a breathless gasp, Sanjana surrendered to a transcendent peak.

Karan could feel Rahul's length pressing subtly against his own shaft through the thin, delicate barrier between her passageways. For both men, this experience was nothing short of extraordinary. Here was a highly decorated military officer and an eminent journalist, together with a respected homemaker—all three consumed by an intoxicating fever of pure love, holding one another close and sharing an intimate moment they had never even imagined before. Thrills of intense emotion rippled through all three of them. Karan had exercised remarkable self-restraint for so long, but the sheer excitement of this new dynamic finally broke his remaining endurance. He could no longer hold back his rising peak. Just as Sanjana reached her release, a powerful, scalding fountain of Karan's warm vitality erupted within her center, coating the inner walls of her sanctuary like liquid fire. Brimming over her capacity, his warm sweetness slowly trickled out from her delicate entrance.

Witnessing this breathtaking spectacle, Rahul lost all control over his own senses as well. Pressing himself flush against Sanjana from behind, he whispered softly into her ear.

Rahul : "Sanjana, I am releasing my sweetness deep inside you as well..."

With those words, he released his remaining warmth deep within her rear passageway.

For the first time in her life, Sanjana was not only claimed by two men simultaneously, but she also accommodated the warm release of both lovers within her lower thresholds. The rich cream of her husband and her beloved slowly seeped from both entrances. Karan’s vitality had penetrated deep into her inner sanctuary. A quiet thought bloomed in her mind—would his sweetness blossom within her? Could she carry Karan’s child within her womb? Having yielded to Karan so completely without any barrier raised this deeply emotional question in her heart, filling her with a sweet, restless anticipation. Deep down, she secretly longed to conceive Karan’s child, desiring her offspring to grow up and serve the nation with the same honor and dedication as Karan did.

Furthermore, she knew that sooner or later, they would move into their new home, which might create distance between her and Karan. Looking at their child would always serve as a beautiful reminder of him.

At the same time, Sanjana felt completely confident that even if she did not conceive today, another opportunity would surely arise in the future. She had already made it crystal clear to her husband that yielding to Karan once would never be her last time; she would want to surrender to Karan repeatedly, and Rahul would have to grant her that complete freedom. Rahul had no objections whatsoever. After all, Rahul himself was dreaming of claiming Anjali again and again. A single encounter with Anjali had not satisfied his heart; the fierce passion with which Anjali had yielded to him was unforgettable—something his own wife had never shown him before. Truly, familiarity often breeds routine.

Having reached their peaks, Rahul, Karan, and Sanjana were all overcome by a heavy, soothing exhaustion. Sanjana's delicate center felt tender and swollen from such intense physical intimacy, and a subtle ache settled in. While in the heat of passion, she had not felt any pain, but as they uncoupled and lay slightly apart, the soreness became noticeable. Getting up, Sanjana picked up her clothes and walked into the bathroom. She thoroughly cleansed her center and surrounding areas, washing away all traces of their intimacy. Lathering her body with soap, she took a refreshing shower. Wrapping a towel around her frame, she stepped out, only to find Rahul standing completely bare outside the bathroom door, waiting for her. Wrapping his arms around her, he pulled her into a warm embrace, pressing a tender kiss on her lips as he whispered into her ear.

Rahul : "My darling wife, I am so deeply grateful to you for fulfilling my ultimate dream today."

Sucking her husband’s lips softly, Sanjana replied in the same quiet, intimate tone.

Sanjana : "Now you are completely free to claim Anjali as well. We are no longer just two separate couples; we are a unified pair. Now we can share intimacy with whomever we wish, can't we?"

Rahul : "Yes, absolutely. There are no restrictions on you surrendering to Karan whenever you desire."

Saying this, Rahul quickly slipped into the bathroom.

Wrapping the towel securely around herself, Sanjana stepped forward toward Karan. Karan watched her approach, wrapped elegantly in the cloth. Sanjana stood shyly before him, her shoulders and legs partially exposed. As she stood close, she was astonished to see that merely looking at her half-clad, blushing form had revived Karan’s length, making him fully erect once again. Sanjana was completely mesmerized that even after such intense physical exertion and reaching his peak three times, Karan’s core stood proud and rigid as ever. She felt a slight wave of panic, wondering if Karan intended to claim her again immediately. While she longed to yield to him, her center was currently too tender and swollen.

Extending his broad arms, Karan pulled Sanjana into his warm embrace. Sanjana leaned forward, locking her lips with his in a deep, lingering kiss. The towel loosened and slipped down her shoulders. Cupping both of her lush, voluptuous breasts in his broad palms, Karan massaged them gently to express his burning passion. Sensing that Karan was ready for another round of intimacy, Sanjana gathered her composure and gently, lovingly placed her hands over his arms, easing his touch away.

Sanjana : "My beloved... not right now. I am feeling quite sore. But from now on, whenever you desire me, I will come running to your arms. Whatever longing you feel, I feel even more intensely. I belong to you now, and you may possess my warmth whenever you wish."

Karan looked deeply into her eyes, his voice filled with sincere emotion.

Karan : "My lovely Sanjana, I promise you today that from this moment onward, I will never look at any woman other than you and Anjali with desire. Today, you have fulfilled every single dream and fantasy of my heart. I could not ask for anything more. And now, we must prepare to leave this place."

Saying this, Karan stood up slowly beside her, his erect length swaying in the air. Leaning down, Sanjana kissed his tip with immense affection, taking his smooth head into her mouth and delicately licking it. As she offered her tender oral devotion, she looked up into Karan’s eyes to read the expression on his face. Karan closed his eyes, savoring the sublime bliss of her warm lips. Holding his formidable shaft in one hand, she stroked him gently while moving her tongue rhythmically, coating his length with her warm sweetness.

Within moments, Karan’s athletic body grew tense, his chest muscles flexing tight as a surge of intense sensation washed over him. Even after claiming her multiple times, Karan was on the verge of releasing his vitality once again into her warm hand and mouth. Sensing his mounting peak, Sanjana quickened her gentle strokes and affectionate touch. Karan’s powerful frame shivered softly with thrilling vibrations. As Sanjana accelerated her movement, Karan could hold back no longer, and with a breathless surge, a fresh stream of his fiery masculine essence burst forth from his core.


Session 5 - Chapter 12

Sanjana found a portion of Karan's essence in her mouth this time. Perhaps for the first time, Sanjana swallowed it. Although swallowing his essence did not offer any particularly remarkable taste, Sanjana likely wanted to convey to her beloved just how deeply she loved him. When a woman takes her beloved man's warmth into her mouth and pleasures him, she seeks to make him realize the depth and intensity of her devotion. As a man, my belief is that having his core pleasured in this way does not necessarily grant him more physical sensation than full intimacy itself. Yet, having his hardness pleasured certainly satisfies his ego. The level of skill and capability the woman possesses in this subtle art remains an important aspect as well. However, for a woman, it is quite the opposite. Receiving such tender, intimate pleasure from her man brings her far greater thrill and ecstatic joy, as all my cherished companions have shared with me. Whenever I have placed my lips between their thighs, they become so wildly restless that simply watching them tremble with passion brings immense delight.

Sanjana was amazed that for a long time, Karan's thick warmth kept overflowing from his center. Seeing the density of Karan's essence, a subtle shiver spread through Sanjana's soul. She felt almost certain that when such rich, dense essence had spread to every inner corner of her center, it would surely unite with her feminine seed and bear fruit. Would Karan be able to make Sanjana a mother? This lingering question spun through Sanjana's mind. After standing together like that for a few moments, Karan held Sanjana, lifted her up, and wrapped her tightly in his arms. Sanjana and Karan's bare bodies rubbed against each other with passion. Sanjana's soft curves pressed and flattened against Karan's hair-covered chest.

Rahul stood a little distance away, watching this sublime scene unfold. Sanjana brought her face close to Karan's and merged her lips with his. Once again, the two lovers bound themselves in a deep, tight embrace, becoming fully absorbed in tasting each other's lips and tongue, surrendering completely to the sweet exchange of their intimacy. Holding his beloved—who was also his friend Rahul's wife—in his embrace, Karan continued to kiss her deeply for a long time. Then, pulling back slightly, he placed a soft, gentle kiss on Sanjana's cheek, smiled lightly, and spoke.

Karan : "Sanjana, today you have given me the greatest gift of my life. You have bestowed upon me a priceless reward. I will never be able to repay this favor of yours."

Sanjana immediately placed her delicate palm over Karan's lips and replied.

Sanjana : "Karan, it is not I who gave this reward, but you who gave it to me, and my husband played an invaluable role in it. Had he not encouraged me repeatedly, I would never have found the courage to take even a single step forward. And secondly, in true love, lovers never thank each other. I am forever yours, and you will forever remain mine."

Saying this, Sanjana looked toward her husband. Rahul nodded his head and spoke.

Rahul : "Absolutely. Now all four of us belong to one another. There should be no feeling of distance or difference among the four of us. I am including Anjali in this as well."

Hearing her husband Rahul's words, Sanjana was overwhelmed with emotion. She felt immense pride in her husband. Stepping forward, she wrapped her arms around her husband's neck, embraced him tightly, and spoke.

Sanjana : "I am proud to be your wife. Hardly any husband could ever show his wife such deep respect and honor. Until now, I was lost in old, conservative thoughts. I still believe there is no harm in traditional values. But what we experienced today is, in a way, a heavenly and divine experience. Today, two couples have truly merged into one."

Exhausted by physical intimacy, the three lovers fell asleep for a while. After resting for a short period, they sensed some rustling and movement outside. Sanjana was the first to wake up swiftly, rushing into the bathroom to cleanse her body before putting her clothes back on.

When Sanjana stepped outside, she saw that Rahul and Karan, having put on whatever clothes they had at hand, opened the room's door and were standing outside, conversing with some army officers. Standing behind the door, Sanjana observed several CDN Army jeeps parked outside the house. Karan was speaking with one of the military officers. Within moments, Karan and Rahul wrapped up their discussion with them, stepped back inside the room, and spoke.

Karan : "Our army has located us, and they have come to take us from here. They informed us that our troops crossed into enemy territory and completely destroyed the terrorist hideout where we were held captive. Over the past two days, war-like conditions had developed between the two neighboring armies. However, our brave soldiers pushed the enemies back, and now peaceful conditions prevail along the border."

In just a short while, Salman Khan Sahib arrived as well. Karan and Rahul bowed respectfully in greeting and expressed their profound gratitude to him. Salman Khan's two daughters and his wife also came over, and after bidding them farewell, Karan, Sanjana, and Rahul boarded the army jeep and departed toward their camp.


At the camp, all the soldiers, officers, women, and staff welcomed Karan, Rahul, and Sanjana with immense enthusiasm and grand passion the moment they arrived, placing flower garlands around their necks. They were greeted everywhere with thunderous applause. That evening, a grand feast was organized, where the three of them were called onto the stage and deeply honored amid roaring applause, as everyone praised their courage and bravery.

Immediately upon returning, Sanjana found an opportunity to go straight to Anjali and threw her arms around her. Seeing Sanjana's blush-filled face, Anjali instantly realized that her husband Karan had indeed united intimate bonds with Sanjana. Holding Sanjana tightly in her arms, Anjali asked with a knowing smile.

Anjali : "So, sweetheart? In the end, my husband finally won over your heart and claimed your resistance, didn't he? You used to put on such grand airs with me, saying you were a proud $a!pu$Ra woman and wouldn't surrender your body to just anyone so easily. What happened now, my darling? Didn't I tell you? When my husband sets his mind to something, he can captivate anyone. Such is the enchanting power he holds."

There is a popular saying among women that when a man, despite all obstacles, succeeds in completely winning over a woman's devotion and intimacy, it is said that he has finally claimed the ultimate prize. It means that after persistent efforts, the man has brought that woman entirely under his charm, winning her over until she willingly yields her complete love and body to him. Sanjana understood exactly what Anjali was hinting at. Sanjana nodded her head softly and spoke.

Sanjana : "Anjali, your husband did indeed break down my resistance and claim me in the end."

Saying this, she became deeply overwhelmed with emotion and began to cry tears of joy and relief.

Anjali wrapped her arms around Sanjana tightly and spoke comforting words.

Anjali : "My dear little sister, please calm down now. What happened was destined to happen. I know my husband so well. Whatever he sets his mind on, he accomplishes it no matter what. Your sweet surrender was bound to happen."

The two sisters held each other in a warm, emotional embrace, remaining wrapped in each other's arms for a long time. Then, teasingly pinching Anjali's cheek, Sanjana spoke with a playful smile.

Sanjana : "Well, you played a huge part in bringing about my sweet surrender too! You were constantly after me, encouraging me to give in to your husband's passion. What else could I have done? On one side was you, on the other was my husband, and whatever little resolve I had left was completely swept away by your romantic husband, Karan. Oh goodness, what can I even say about him? All of you conspired together to leave my poor defenses with no chance at all!"

Anjali and Sanjana remained embraced like that for a while before parting, agreeing that from that day forward, they would keep no secrets from each other. When Sanjana shared her complete story, Anjali was left utterly astonished. Hearing how that monstrous, heavy-set captor had tormented Sanjana, how Karan ultimately defeated him, and how Karan saved her life made Anjali deeply emotional. Finally, Sanjana described in vivid, loving detail how she had completely surrendered herself to Karan, sharing the entire experience with her elder sister.

The memory of those remaining days became like a sweet dream for everyone. Every night, Anjali would lie in Rahul's bed while Sanjana rested wrapped in Karan's arms, completely bare, engaging in intense passion through the entire night.

Sometimes, both couples would lie side by side on the same bed, surrendering to intimate bliss right before each other's eyes—either with one another's partner or with their own.

At times, the two sisters would take control, mounting their lovers to shower them with passionate devotion; at other times, the two women would hold each other close, wrapped in a deep embrace, remaining entirely lost in one another's warmth.

During the daytime, they would walk extensively, exploring the scenic hills. Whenever the paths were quiet and secluded, they would playfully tease and flirt with one another, returning home exhausted by evening. Yet, they never missed a single chance to enjoy the delights of the night. This had become their regular routine.

Before they knew it, the week slipped away in the blink of an eye. At last, the moment to return home arrived. As they prepared to depart, everyone appeared downcast and melancholic. The joy, thrill, and intoxicating excitement they had all experienced at the military camp had now turned into an unforgettable chapter of their lives, forever etched in history.

While getting ready to head back, a singular thought occupied the minds of Anjali, Rahul, Karan, and Sanjana: the time they had spent amidst those valleys, cascading waterfalls, dense clouds, and lush forests was a breathtaking, thrilling, and passionately ecstatic journey. Those unforgettable days filled with adventure, desire, and bliss would never be forgotten by either couple.


***THE END***
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