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This story begins in the year 2AIW. But before that, let us get to know the central character of this tale, Priya.

Priya hailed from a middle-class family in JA1982, a small town in U2235 P1233. Her father worked in a private job, her mother was a dedicated homemaker, and she had an elder brother who was eight years older than her. For her parents, Priya was a sweet little surprise who came into their lives in 1QW2.

Being the youngest, Priya received an overwhelming amount of attention and affection at home, especially from her father and elder brother. Although her father held fairly conservative values, Priya was granted considerable freedom right from her childhood. She was allowed to wear jeans, tops, and skirts—choices that were considered quite modern by the standards of her extended family.

Priya had been extremely cute since childhood, and as she grew older, her beauty and charm only blossomed further. She completed her twelfth grade at a reputed English-medium school. While she was in the twelfth grade, her elder brother got married to Anamika. Though Anamika was only four years older than Priya, she was remarkably mature and wise. After the wedding, Priya and her sister-in-law became inseparable friends, acting almost like reflections of one another. Anamika seemed to possess an insightful understanding of everything. Naturally, Priya grew even closer to her sister-in-law than to her own mother.

Priya was vibrant and deeply active throughout her college life. Participating in every dance event, singing performance, and extracurricular activity was an absolute certainty for her. At the same time, she excelled in her studies and successfully completed her graduation with a Bachelor of Commerce degree. She did make an attempt at Chartered Accountancy, but that particular path did not work out for her.

It was not as if Priya was oblivious to men. Right from her school days, several boys had been drawn to her beauty and charm. By the time she entered university, that list of admirers had grown even longer. She formed close friendships with one or two young men along the way, but under the careful guidance of her sister-in-law, she never crossed any boundaries. A few innocent stolen kisses and tender touches were as far as things ever went.

Even during her university years, marriage proposals began pouring in for her. The girl who used to be quite slender in school had filled out pleasantly. Her sister-in-law would always tease her warmly, saying that men naturally prefer women with soft, adorable cheeks. Her sister-in-law affectionately nicknamed her "Panda," though Priya was not overweight in the slightest. Standing at five feet three inches tall, her weight of fifty-five kilograms was perfectly proportioned.

Her father turned down all the initial marriage proposals, insisting that Priya was still far too young and had not even finished her university degree. However, once her graduation was complete, her father began pressing for her marriage. Somehow, her sister-in-law managed to persuade the family, convincing them that Priya was still young and that waiting another year or two would be the best decision.

"Besides, she is still so delightfully immature—how on earth will she manage a whole household right now?" her sister-in-law argued with everyone. Hearing this, Priya would often wonder whether her sister-in-law was actually protecting her or subtly teasing her. But since her sister-in-law was her dearest confidante, Priya never took any of her words to heart. Priya was also determined to pursue a professional career, and after much pleading and relentless insistence from her sister-in-law, her father finally permitted her to take up a job at a friend's accounting firm. Priya already knew how to ride a scooter, and stepping into the professional world filled her with a whole new level of independence and confidence.

Two full years had passed since Priya had started working at her job. Her mother was constantly consumed with anxiety about her upcoming marriage. Priya's father was strictly opposed to the practice of dowry, which resulted in many proposals being turned down right at the outset. As for the families who did not demand a dowry, some drawback or another would inevitably surface, forcing them to reject those options as well. But Priya herself was in no rush at all.

One afternoon, a new marriage proposal arrived through her mother’s maternal side of the family. Her mother’s ancestral home was in GA1234J, and this particular family was very closely connected to them.

Mom: "Anamika, listen dear, take a look at this boy's photograph."

Anamika: "Mom, the boy looks quite decent. Who is he?"

Mom: "He is from GA1234J. Remember I sent Guddu's photograph to them earlier? They live right in that neighborhood."

Anamika: "Oh, I see. So you are planning to send her off to GA1234J then?"

Mom: "Oh no, not at all! The boy is actually employed in LA123n0w. He works in a bank there. She will be living in LA123n0w with him. Only his parental house is in GA1234J."

Anamika: "Then they must be asking for a substantial dowry. Dad will reject it straight away."

Mom: "No, they are not like that! These people do not want any dowry at all. Their only wish is that the wedding should be celebrated with great joy and splendour."

Anamika: "Well, that sounds wonderful then."

Mom: "Why don't you talk to Guddu about this? She listens to you above everyone else and will not pay attention to anyone else's advice. They are coming to see her in four days."

Anamika: "And what do I get in return for convincing her?" Anamika asked with a warm laugh.

Mom: "Oh, I will buy you whatever you desire! Just make her understand so she does not repeat what she did last time. Imagine, she came down and sat in front of the guests wearing jeans!"

Anamika: "Well, that suitor was completely ordinary anyway. Don't worry, she will agree—I will make sure of it."

Later that evening, Priya arrived home from work, calling out loudly as soon as she stepped inside.

Priya: "Anamika! Oh, my sweetest Bhabhi! Where are you hiding?"

Anamika: "Ah, the high-flying madam has arrived! What happened today? You seem unusually thrilled."

Priya: "Oh, no special reason! I just had a really good day at work, that's all."

Anamika: "Is that so? I suspect the photograph must have leaked to you already!"

Priya: "A photograph?! Whose photograph are you talking about?!"

Anamika: "Why, your future husband's, of course!"

Priya: “ You have joined their team too? I really did not expect this level of betrayal from you!"

Anamika: "Stop your dramatic antics now! Take a look at this." Anamika quickly pulled out her mobile phone and held up the photograph for her to see.

Priya: "So what?"

Anamika: "So this—they are coming to meet you this Sunday, four days from now, and you are not going to create any drama this time. Do you understand me?"

Anamika: "Panda, I am trying to explain this for your own good. You shouldn't act like this. You have to get married eventually, don't you? Besides, he actually looks quite charming."

Priya: "And when he touches you right here... and right here... then you will remember your Anamika!"

Anamika: "Just meet him properly first. We will worry about the rest later. Don't you trust me at least this much?"

Priya's eyes filled with gentle tears, and she softly nodded her head in agreement. Making a sound that was half-laugh and half-sob, she clung tightly to her sister-in-law.

On Sunday morning, Priya woke up feeling thoroughly irritated. Over the past three days, her sister-in-law had not shown her the boy's photograph even once. Out of sheer stubbornness, Priya had refused to ask for it either. Her sister-in-law clearly knew how to play this psychological game, teasing her by making her wait until the suspense built up. By now, Priya could not even clearly recall what the man's face looked like. What name had they mentioned again? Ajay... yes, that was probably it.

Her mother came hurrying into the bedroom with brisk steps.

Mom: "Guddu, wake up, my child! The groom's family will be arriving soon. They are scheduled to arrive here by ten o'clock."

Priya: "Who on earth visits someone's house this early in the morning?"

Mom: "Panda, get out of bed now! Go and take a shower."

Priya glared at her sister-in-law with one eye open, radiating pure annoyance. She chose not to give her any response either, keeping her mouth firmly shut.

A short while later, the front doorbell rang sharply through the house. Priya scrambled up from her bed immediately and hurried over to peek from behind the edge of the door to see who had arrived. Five guests had entered the living room. Observing them carefully from her hidden spot, Priya began to guess their identities. Two of them were older adults—most likely Ajay's father and mother. There was also a young woman who was slightly heavier than Priya, wearing an elegant golden saree. She assumed that was probably his sister or his sister-in-law.

Then there were two young men, both appearing to be between twenty-five and thirty years of age. One was taller, around five feet ten inches, fair-complexioned, strikingly handsome, and possessing a fit physique. He looked quite stylish. The second young man was slightly shorter at five feet seven inches. His complexion was not as fair, but he was clean-shaven, wore glasses, and appeared presentable enough—he lacked the toned build of the first man but was pleasantly slim. Priya wondered which one of them was her potential groom, since her sister-in-law had not shown her the photograph a second time. She silently guessed that the suitor probably wasn't the one wearing glasses.

Her sister-in-law marched into the room in a huff and said, "Priya, you are still not ready?"

Priya immediately understood that her sister-in-law was truly annoyed. If she was calling her "Priya" instead of her affectionate nicknames like Panda, Janu, Sweety, Cutu, or Baby, it meant she was in real trouble.

Priya: "Just give me ten minutes, Anamika!" Saying this, she quickly bolted toward the bathroom.

Out in the living room, conversations and introductions were well underway. Snacks and tea were being served. Her elder brother was thoroughly evaluating the suitor, as it was a matter concerning his precious little sister. Her father had engaged everyone in political discussions.

Mom: "Anamika, go check if Guddu is ready."

Turning to the guests with a warm smile, her mother added, "I lovingly call her Guddu, though everyone in the family has given her different pet names."

Anamika: "Yes, I will go check. She must be ready by now."

Her sister-in-law quickly walked inside and looked at Priya. She looked exceedingly adorable. She was wearing a light blue tunic set, and her cheeks were flushed crimson with bashfulness. The moment her sister-in-law saw her, she exclaimed, "If I were in Ajay Ji's place, I would marry you this very day!"

When Priya stepped out, everyone's gaze immediately shifted to her. She truly looked exquisitely charming and beautiful. Her sister-in-law gently took her by the hand, led her into the central courtyard, and seated her next to Ajay's sister, Anjali.

Anjali: "She is even more gorgeous than she appeared in her photograph! Brother, are you seeing this?"

A sweet smile appeared on Priya's face, making her cheeks blush an even deeper shade of red. Without lifting her head, she tried to figure out which of the two men was actually Ajay.

Ajay's mother, Sunita, came over and sat beside her, gently taking Priya's hands into her own. Priya felt as though she was softly assessing her.

Priya felt completely overwhelmed, the surrounding chatter blurring as her heartbeat quickened. She stole a secretive glance toward the tall, handsome man and found him smiling warmly at her. This must be Ajay, she assumed.

Anamika: "If everyone agrees, shall we give Ajay and Priya a little time alone to talk?" Everyone nodded in approval. Her sister-in-law gently helped Priya up and said, "Please come along, Ajay Ji."

The moment those words were spoken, the slightly shorter man with glasses stood up. As he rose, the smile instantly vanished from Priya's face. Oh, so he is Ajay... and I thought... Priya realized with a silent gasp.

Her sister-in-law escorted Ajay and Priya into the room and said, "Please take your time and talk comfortably. Priya, don't trouble Ajay Ji too much!"

Priya glared playfully at her sister-in-law, who left the room with a subtle laugh. Ajay and Priya sat in silence for a moment, both contemplating how to begin the conversation.

Ajay: "Your sister-in-law is very funny and sweet." He immediately paused, worrying she might think he was flirting with her sister-in-law.

Priya: "Yes, she is my best friend."

Priya then began speaking fluently—about her sister-in-law, about herself, and about her corporate job. Ajay, who was naturally reserved, felt a slight prick of irritation at her chattiness, but he carefully concealed it.

Ajay: "Will you continue working after marriage?"

Priya: "Yes, I would definitely love to continue my career."

Ajay: "I see. But you don't really need to work. I am a senior loan officer at a bank branch and earn quite well."

Priya: "Yes, but I still want to work. I truly enjoy it."

Ajay: "Well, we can look into all of that later. But from my end, it is a absolute yes for this proposal."

Just then, her sister-in-law came in to fetch them. Priya realized she hadn't even had the chance to ask him anything significant. Taking her aside privately, her sister-in-law asked, "How did you find him?"

Priya: "I don't know... how can anyone judge someone so quickly?"

Anamika: "This is all the time one gets! Listen, Mom is going to give her consent. If you have any objections, speak up right now, otherwise I won't be able to help you later."

Priya: "He seems decent enough in appearance—not bad at all. The rest is up to all of you." Priya wondered how she could possibly say no when she had already rejected so many suitors before.

Anamika: "Alright then, it's settled!" Her sister-in-law embraced her tightly and kissed her on the cheek.

Stepping outside, her sister-in-law announced the agreement to the family. Everyone was overjoyed, and within a short while, the informal engagement ceremony was performed right there. Ajay's mother presented Priya with a gold chain and bangles, placing them on her. Priya's father applied the auspicious mark on Ajay's forehead and handed him a ceremonial envelope with monetary blessings. Priya and Ajay were seated side-by-side, feeding sweets to one another, after which Priya bowed gently to seek the blessings of all the elders.

She soon learned that the tall, handsome man was actually her sister-in-law Anjali's husband, Vineet. When she attempted to touch his feet out of respect, he stepped back modestly, saying he wasn't old enough for such formal deference, and instead placed a hand over her head to bless her.

After enjoying a grand celebratory lunch, the guests departed. Priya sat alone in her room, quietly pondering whether she had found her true life partner. Her sister-in-law's young daughter, Angel, played playfully around her.

By Monday, everything seemed to return to its normal routine, and Priya headed off to her job as usual, yet an underlying shift had taken place. Within two to three days, the wedding date was finalized—just three months away. Priya's entire family threw themselves into the wedding preparations. Her sister-in-law took full charge of her bridal shopping while also attempting to impart essential marital wisdom before the big day. They would often spend hours talking intimately.

Anamika: "Panda, it is very important for you to understand intimacy. The foundation of a successful marriage rests heavily on physical connection."

Priya: "Why do I need to learn about intimacy? Ajay will take the lead in whatever needs to be done."

Anamika: "Oh my, look at how eager she is for Ajay to handle everything! On your wedding night, there will be a passionate, breathless collision of bodies between you two. You better prepare yourself starting now."

Priya: "Please stop..."

Anamika: "Have you ever watched any adult videos depicting these things? Come, let me show you—Angel isn't at home right now, so it's a good opportunity."

Her sister-in-law pulled her into her room and bolted the door from the inside. The room was softly dim. Her sister-in-law inserted a disc into the player, switched on the screen, and muted the volume completely. Then, both she and Priya slipped under a cozy blanket to watch. Priya had secretly glanced at short videos on her phone a few times before, but this was the very first time she was watching such material alongside another person.

It was an international video featuring a fair-complexioned man and woman. The man was kissing the woman passionately, his hands gently caressing her fullness. Shortly after, he removed her bra and began tasting her soft curves with deep devotion.

Priya: "Why do men take so much pleasure in adoring a woman's chest?" Priya asked with innocent curiosity.

Anamika: "Silly girl, because these curves are so wonderfully soft and welcoming! It subconsciously reminds them of comforting warmth. Yours aren't very large right now, but they will certainly bloom after marriage."

Her sister-in-law said this while playfully brushing her hands over Priya's chest. That delicate touch sent a sudden wave of heat surging through Priya's core. On the screen, the man shed his clothing, positioning the woman's head downward as he coaxed her to pleasure his rising hardness with her lips. Priya wondered whether people truly did such things in real life, and why a woman would ever choose to taste a man's intimate core.

Priya: "Eww, that looks so dirty!"

Anamika: "There is nothing dirty about it—it is all pure passion! If he ever asks you to taste his sweetness, don't hold back. Just tell him that he must surrender to your center and taste your sweetness in return."


Session 1 Chapter 2

Priya: “what on earth are you talking about..."

Anamika: "Oh come on! I told your brother the exact same thing back then. Both partners end up enjoying it immensely. Even now, we still indulge in all of this together."

A vivid mental image of her brother and sister-in-law intimate together suddenly flashed through Priya's mind. With great effort, she pushed the scandalous thought out of her head.

Priya: "Please do not tell me these details about you and Bro! It feels so incredibly awkward to hear."

Anamika: "What is so awkward about it? Every couple does this! Even Mom and Dad must have done it. Right after our wedding, we used to make passionate love multiple times every single night. Now it has settled to about two or three times a week, usually once little Angel falls fast asleep."

Priya had never once envisioned her brother and sister-in-law in such an intimate light. Perhaps that was just a reflection of her own sweet innocence.

As the video continued to play, Priya snuggled even closer to her sister-in-law. She held onto her from behind, her mind racing with anxiety over how she would ever manage such intense acts herself. Her sister-in-law gently stroked her back to calm her nerves.

Anamika: "Panda, do not panic, everything will unfold naturally. Besides, the man in this video is being so exceptionally gentle. If I showed you some of the wilder videos, you would probably run out of the room!"

Priya pouted and looked at her with playful disdain: "Anamika, honestly... you are so shameless!"

Anamika: "Oh, what is so shameless about a little education? And besides, it is Ajay who is going to be deliciously shameless with you very soon."

Priya: "It feels as though when two people get married, everyone in the world knows they are going to make love. It feels so terribly embarrassing! I am going to be dying of shyness."

Anamika laughed heartily: "Oh, why be shy about it? Marriage is simply a lifetime license to indulge in boundless physical passion!"

The film was still playing when Priya's mother called out to them from the hallway. Priya and her sister-in-law instantly switched off the television and stepped outside.

Throughout the entire night, thoughts of marital intimacy kept swirling in Priya's mind. As was their nightly routine, Priya spoke to Ajay on the phone. Typically, she did most of the talking while Ajay listened passively. During the day, Ajay remained buried in his office workload, limiting their communication to brief text messages asking if she had eaten or what she was up to. At night, Priya would eagerly share every detail of her day, updating him on her wedding shopping. Ajay would mention his routine—mostly consisting of tedious corporate meetings and reprimands from his boss. Occasionally, he would share sweet, future-oriented words filled with affection, but he never once brought up the topic of physical intimacy.

In this manner, three months flew by, and the wedding day finally arrived. Priya's wedding was hosted at a local banquet hall, as her middle-class family could not afford an extravagant luxury venue. Some of the groom’s distant relatives whispered that Ajay's wedding was taking place at a somewhat modest location. However, the moment Priya entered the wedding canopy adorned in a breathtaking red bridal gown, every single guest was left utterly spellbound by her beauty. When Ajay caught sight of her on the grand stage, he could hardly believe his good fortune—that this exquisite woman was becoming his wife. In comparison to her radiant presence, he seemed almost understated. A few guests even whispered under their breath that she was far out of his league.

Ajay's sister, Anjali, and her husband, Vineet, had taken charge of all the hosting responsibilities from their side. Every now and then, Vineet attentively brought Priya water and fresh juice to keep her hydrated. Though Priya felt nervous on stage, she found Vineet's caring and polite demeanor deeply comforting. As night deepened, exhaustion and sleepiness began to weigh on Priya, yet the main wedding vows were still pending.

Ajay and Priya were seated together for a formal dinner, joined by Ajay's brother-in-law, sister, and close relatives. Priya’s sister-in-law affectionately fed a few bites to the bride and groom. Vineet and Anjali also lovingly fed Priya with their own hands.

Shortly after, the traditional seven vows around the sacred fire were completed. Ajay tied the sacred marital thread around Priya's neck and adorned the parting of her hair with vermilion. When the moment of farewell arrived, Priya broke down in uncontrollable tears. This was the very first time she was leaving her beloved family behind to live with unfamiliar people in a new city. Her sister-in-law was equally overwhelmed with sorrow, but somehow gathered herself to give Priya a tearful blessing.

Weeping softly, Priya stepped into a spacious luxury vehicle. Ajay and Anjali sat alongside her in the rear seat, while Brother-in-Law Vineet took the front passenger seat. The driver smoothly drove off, carrying Priya toward her new life.

Inside the car, tears continued to stream down Priya's face. After a short while, Vineet turned around from the front seat and offered her a packet of tissues, saying softly: "Priya, we really aren't such terrible people that you need to weep continuously! We haven't kidnapped you, you know."

Despite her tears, a gentle chuckle escaped Priya's lips. Ajay held her hand tenderly, helping her settle down. Priya took a sip of water and checked her phone to see if her sister-in-law or anyone from home had sent a message. There were no new texts—she figured everyone must still be exhausted and busy seeing off the remaining guests. Gradually, casual conversation picked up inside the car. Vineet and Anjali cracked playful jokes, doing their best to make Priya feel welcomed and comfortable. Priya had not interacted much with Brother-in-Law Vineet before, but she found him remarkably cheerful and warm-hearted. Overcome by the exhaustion of staying up all night, Priya eventually drifted off to sleep, gently resting her head against Ajay's shoulder.

The road journey from J1234S to GA1234J took roughly two hours. By now, Priya’s tears had long dried, replaced by a soft, serene smile. Her voice regained its usual cheerful sparkle. However, the weight of her heavy bridal attire and ornate jewelry was beginning to tire her out.

At last, after two hours, they arrived in GA1234J. Priya was thoroughly exhausted, but she knew several post-wedding customs still awaited her. Her mind couldn't help but wander to what would transpire later tonight in the privacy of their room.

As soon as the car pulled into the driveway, relatives gathered around to welcome them. Ajay and Priya stepped out of the vehicle, and at the front door, Ajay's mother, Sunita, performed the ceremonial welcoming ritual. She instructed Priya to gently tip over a small pot of rice with her right foot, after which Priya stepped into a tray of auspicious red water, leaving bright footprints as she entered her new home.

Ajay's residence was considerably larger than Priya’s parental home, filled to the brim with visiting relatives. Ajay's young cousins swarmed around Priya, eager to interact with their lovely new sister-in-law. Amidst the crowd, Priya felt a slight flutter of nervousness, but she gathered her composure and gracefully completed every ceremony.

First, Ajay and Priya were led to the home altar to perform a joint prayer. Following that, all the women gathered together for the formal unveiling ceremony. The room echoed with celebratory folk music and the rhythmic beat of drums. Ajay's aunts—paternal and maternal—came forward one by one to lift Priya's veil, showering her with gifts, gold jewelry, and heartfelt compliments. Everyone kept remarking that the new bride was extraordinarily beautiful and that Ajay was truly blessed to have her.

Next, playful traditional games were organized for the newlywed couple. The first was the untying of the sacred wrist thread.

Anjali: "Both of you must untie the tight knot on this sacred thread. Brother, you are only allowed to use one hand. Priya, you may use both of your hands."

Priya smiled softly and said: "Sis, I can untie it using just one hand as well."

Anjali: "Oh my! Now that is real confidence! Brother, you don't stand a chance against Priya today!"

Hearing this praise, Priya’s smile widened. The knot was bound tightly, and Ajay struggled to undo it with a single hand. Then Priya stepped in, deftly unravelling the tight knot using only one hand. The entire room burst into applause, fully siding with Priya.

Next, a wide brass bowl filled with milk, water, and rose petals was brought out, containing a hidden ring. They were given three rounds to retrieve the ring, with the winner being whoever found it the most times. Priya effortlessly fished out the ring in all three attempts, beaming with joy.

Anjali: "Brother, it is officially confirmed now! Priya is definitely going to be the one ruling your household!"

The atmosphere remained filled with joy, laughter, and lighthearted teasing as the couple was served a lavish feast. As night fell, Anjali escorted Priya upstairs to a bedroom on the upper floor.

The room was grandly decorated for the occasion, with a large bed at the center adorned with red rose petals arranged in the shape of a heart. Priya instantly realized that this was to be her wedding night chamber. For the moment, several female relatives and playful children were still gathered inside. The women began conversing amongst themselves, dropping playful, intimate jokes and teasing Priya about the upcoming wedding night.
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Aunty: "Priya, you must be extremely exhausted, but you will not get any sleep tonight. The whole night's energetic struggle is still ahead of you."

Aunty: "Looking at her, it doesn't seem like she is sleepy at all. She too is just waiting for Ajay to come in so that we all finally leave."

Aunty: "No, look how nervous she is. After all, not everyone is as shameless as you are. On your own wedding night, you two made such loud noises that the entire house couldn't sleep."

Aunty: "Now, how was that my fault? Your brother-in-law simply went wild."

Aunty: "Oh, drop it, you were no less either. Anjali, why don't you share your story too? Vineet Ji is quite passionate as well, we all know that."

Anjali: "Yes, we couldn't get much sleep either. Stopping Vineet is a truly difficult task. We surrendered to passion at least three times."

Aunty: "You are very lucky to have found a husband like Vineet. And now Ajay has found a wife like Priya. Both of you are very blessed."

Aunty: "Yes indeed, Ajay is the most innocent boy in the family. Priya, I just hope that the moment he touches you, he doesn't..."

Anjali: "Aunty, please... you say just about anything! Priya, don't be scared. Your brother-in-law will explain everything to my brother."

The playful teasing continued for a while, and then Ajay was escorted into the room by his brother-in-law. Ajay's cousins were initially not ready to leave the room at all. They demanded a grand gift from their brother before they would step outside. Somehow, Anjali managed to persuade them all and guided them out of the room after presenting them with ten thousand and one rupees.

Before leaving, she whispered softly into Priya's ear, "Priya, there is a glass of milk kept on the bedside table, make sure brother drinks it. And there is a jar of soothing lotion kept in the drawer if there's any difficulty. All the best!"

With that, she closed the room door and bolted it from the outside. Now, only Priya and Ajay remained alone inside the room.

Once the door was closed, Ajay bolted it securely from the inside as well. Priya was sitting on one corner of the bed, her eyes cast downward in shy anticipation. Ajay was dressed in a designer traditional tunic set, while Priya was adorned in her bridal saree and intricate jewelry.

Ajay: "Hi Priya..."

Priya: "Hi..."

Ajay: "Well, finally everyone has left the room. It has been such a long day, hasn't it?"

Priya: "Hmmm. Yes."

Ajay: "You must be very tired. Should I help you take off your heavy jewelry and everything else?"

Priya: "He seems to be in quite a hurry to take everything off. We should at least get to know each other first."

Ajay: "I meant it would make you feel lighter so you can sit comfortably."

Priya looked at Ajay and nodded in agreement, starting to take off her jewelry. When she couldn't undo the clasp of her necklace from behind, she glanced toward Ajay. Ajay was still standing near the door and didn't immediately catch her silent hint.

Priya: "Ajay, listen. This necklace isn't unclasping, could you please help me?"

Priya had made Ajay agree before the wedding that she would address him directly by his name. Traditional formal terms felt far too old-fashioned to her. Although Ajay was five years older than her—Priya had turned twenty-three just a few months ago, while Ajay was twenty-eight—Ajay had no objection to this.

Ajay quickly sat down behind Priya on the bed and began unclasping the necklace from behind. From this angle, he caught sight of Priya's fair back, which appeared remarkably smooth and soft, almost completely hairless. While unhooking the necklace, Ajay's cool fingers lightly brushed against Priya's neck, sending an exquisite shiver coursing through her entire body. As soon as the necklace came undone, Ajay pulled his hands back.

Priya: "Thank you. Now, could you please remove my hairpins as well?"

Ajay: "Yes, absolutely."

Ajay began removing Priya's hairpins one by one. As he unpinned them, he completely lost count of how many pins were tucked into her hair. As several pins were removed, Priya's hair cascaded freely over her back and framed her face. Her locks reached just below her shoulders, brushing against the center of her blouse. Touching her hair, Ajay could feel how exceptionally silky and soft it was. He could hardly believe that all of this beauty was now truly his.

Ajay set the pins aside. Priya felt immensely relieved now. She removed her heavy bangles with her own hands and set her forehead ornament aside as well. After taking off all the heavy jewelry, Priya slid further up onto the bed and sat comfortably, with Ajay sitting directly in front of her.

Ajay was gazing at her intently. This was the first time he had the opportunity to look at Priya so closely outside of a photograph. Priya's face was extremely cute, and her soft, full cheeks practically invited someone to reach out and playfully squeeze them. Although Priya was slender overall, her body was beautifully proportioned in all the right places. Perhaps that was why her sister-in-law affectionately called her Panda.

Noticing Ajay staring at her so intently, Priya asked, "What happened? What are you looking at?"

Ajay: "Nothing, just... I still can't believe that we are husband and wife now."

Priya was unsure how to respond: "I can't believe I am married either. Sorry, I mean, that we are married."

Gathering a bit of courage, Ajay said, "You know what husbands and wives do after marriage, right? I mean, what we are supposed to do tonight."

Priya's cheeks flushed crimson instantly, and putting on an innocent front, she said, "No, I really don't know."

Ajay: "Don't lie. Your sister-in-law must have told you everything."

Priya glared at him playfully and said, "Are you calling me a liar on the very first day?"

Ajay panicked slightly: "No, I didn't mean it like that! I was just saying..."

Seeing him flustered, Priya burst into a warm laugh: "It's okay, I was just teasing you. I'm sure you know everything too. By the way, your sister gave you this glass of milk for you before leaving."

The moment she said this, Priya felt she shouldn't have brought it up. Would he think she was inviting him to initiate physical intimacy by offering him the milk?

Priya: "I mean... if you feel like having it, please drink it, otherwise it's fine."

Ajay thought to himself that he certainly wanted to, having waited for so long. Picking up the glass, Ajay said, "Yes, I'll drink it."

After taking a couple of sips, he remembered to offer it to Priya: "Would you like some?"

Priya: "No, no, you go ahead and drink it."

Ajay finished the milk quickly and looked back at Priya. Having never experienced physical intimacy before, he was unsure how to initiate things. However, everyone waiting outside expected him to make love to his bride tonight, and he himself deeply desired to surrender to passion with Priya tonight.

Priya: "We can just talk tonight if you like."

Ajay: "Yes, why not?"

Ajay came over and sat right beside Priya, listening to her talk. Within moments, Priya began chatting away, sharing various stories about the wedding. Gathering his courage, Ajay gently took Priya's hand on his own and began softly massaging it. Her hand was so remarkably tender that Ajay couldn't bring himself to let go. Yet, Priya's stories seemed endless. After a while, all the chatting caught up with her, and Priya began to yawn as her eyes grew heavy with fatigue. Since it was quite cold, Ajay stood up, spread a thick quilt over the bed, and turned off the lights.

Even after switching off the light, faint ambient illumination filtered into the room from outside. Turning off the light, Ajay slipped under the quilt as well, and his legs inadvertently brushed against Priya's. The moment their legs touched, Priya instantly snapped out of her sleepiness. Under the cover of darkness, Ajay's confidence surged, and he gently pinned Priya's legs beneath his own. Perhaps whatever was mixed into the milk was taking full effect now. He slowly drew closer to Priya, wrapping his arms around her from behind. He gently kissed her soft cheek and pulled her tighter against himself. Then, placing one of his legs over hers, he positioned himself over her. It all happened so quickly that Priya had no time to process it, but her sleepiness had now completely vanished.

Kissing her soft cheeks, Ajay began kissing her lips, his hand moving over Priya's waist and stomach. Priya's whole body was so remarkably soft that it excited Ajay all the more. As they kissed, Priya closed her eyes and began returning his tender kisses.

Ajay was thoroughly captivated by the fragrance and touch of Priya's body. He lifted Priya slightly and removed her saree. Positioning himself over Priya once more, he began kissing her cheeks and lips with even greater intensity. Priya gripped the bedsheet tightly with one hand.

Ajay: "Priya... ahhhhh... your lips are so soft."

Under Ajay's continuous kisses, Priya's lips felt completely sealed, and her breathing grew soft and quick.

As he kissed her, Ajay's hands moved gently over Priya's body. He unfastened her blouse, leaving her resting against the mattress in her undergarments. Ajay leaned down, kissing her neck and chest tenderly. Ajay quickly removed his own traditional clothing and embraced Priya tightly in his arms. Excited by the intensity of the moment, he felt a rush to proceed quickly. He slipped off her undergarments and shed his own as well. Bare skin met bare skin as they held each other close under the blanket. Priya's heart was beating rapidly, and she was surprised by how quickly the otherwise calm Ajay had removed her clothes.

Ajay spread Priya's legs, seeking her intimate warmth in the dim light. In the darkness, he hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to align himself. Priya felt his rising hardness brushing against her inner thigh. Though it was cold outside, a light sweat had broken out on her skin. Her sister-in-law had advised her before that men sometimes struggle to find the right position in the dark, so helping them out was quite helpful. Reaching down gently, Priya guided his hardness toward her warmth. Touching his core, she realized it was moderate in size—perhaps just a bit longer than the span of her palm.

Ajay's core pressed against her entrance, seeking to glide inside. Priya let out soft, shallow breaths, her hands holding onto Ajay's arms tightly. With a firm push, Ajay entered her warmth slightly. As he pushed inside, a sharp gasp escaped Priya's lips, and she felt a sudden drop of moisture escaping her intimate core. Her sister-in-law had mentioned that the very first time often brings a small drop of blood, making her feel a brief flutter of anxiety as tears pooled in her eyes.

In the dark, Ajay didn't notice Priya's quiet distress and pushed all the way inside her, holding her wrists firmly as he moved against her rhythmically. Priya felt a sharp sting of pain, and in her discomfort, she wrapped her legs around his waist, holding onto him tightly. After a few thrusts, Ajay gave one final, forceful push, holding Priya tightly before collapsing heavily over her chest. Priya felt a warm, wet sensation deep within her core—realizing Ajay had already reached his release. Ajay's thrusts slowed to a complete stop, and he withdrew his hardness from her center, rolling over to lie beside her on the bed. Slowly, their rapid breathing returned to a normal rhythm.

Priya thought to herself, Was that really all? She hadn't felt any physical satisfaction at all, just as the experience was beginning to feel somewhat natural. Ajay got up and walked into the bathroom. Seeing the trace of fresh blood on his core, he felt a momentary wave of worry, but his brother-in-law had reassured him beforehand that this was entirely normal—in fact, a clear sign that Priya had never been with another man before. Ajay cleaned himself up, put on his clothes, and stepped back out.

Once Ajay came out, Priya gathered her clothes, went into the bathroom, washed herself clean, and dressed up. She felt a lingering soreness down below. Meanwhile, Ajay had changed the stained bedsheet, laid the heavy quilt back over the bed, and slipped under it. Priya came out and lay down beside Ajay under the blanket.

Ajay felt immensely proud and satisfied that he had claimed her purity. On the other hand, Priya was left wondering why everything had ended so abruptly. Perhaps we will try again a bit later, she thought quietly to herself.

Taking Priya's hand in his, Ajay said softly, "Priya, now we have truly become one. I hope you enjoyed it."

Priya looked at him, offered a faint, polite smile, and buried her face against his chest.

Ajay wrapped his arms around Priya, and soon, both of them drifted off to sleep in each other's embrace.
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In the morning, Priya was awakened by the sound of faint chatter outside the room. For a split second, she wondered why her mother and sister-in-law were making so much noise and who could have arrived at home. Then it suddenly struck her that she was no longer in her parental house. Priya felt a dull ache echoing throughout her entire body. She glanced at the clock on the wall—it was already nine in the morning. Seeing the time, Priya panicked and quickly sat up. Ajay was still fast asleep beside her, and looking at him brought back every single detail of what had transpired the previous night. Priya felt a slight sting of frustration at the thought of having to step out and face a house full of unfamiliar people. She thought about waking Ajay up, but seeing him in such a deep slumber, she decided against disturbing him.

Priya stood in front of the mirror, adjusting her saree and combing her hair back into place, before gently sliding back the door latch. The moment she unbolted it, the door swung outward—someone had already unlatched it from the outside. Standing in the hallway were two or three of Ajay's younger cousins. Catching sight of Priya, they began whispering among themselves and giggled playfully. Priya felt as though every pair of eyes in the house was fixed right on her.

Seeing the door open, Anjali hurried over immediately.

Wrapping Priya in a warm embrace, Anjali said: "Priya... you two are finally awake! I unlatched the door from the outside just a little while ago. I hope I didn't disturb the two of you?"

Priya: "No, Sis... I am sorry, I just woke up moments ago."

Anjali: "Well, you must have been exhausted from the long night. How did everything go? Did my brother trouble you too much?"

Priya lowered her eyes in extreme shyness, completely at a loss for words. Anjali stepped inside the room, picked up the folded bedsheet resting in the corner, and seeing the light stain on it, a subtle, knowing smile spread across her lips. Priya noticed the bedsheet at that moment as well, realizing it was the mark of her lost maidenhood.

Anjali: "Well, you don't need to explain anything to me—I can gather everything myself!"

Anjali's cheerful chatter woke Ajay up as well. He sat up on the bed with a contented smile resting on his face.

Anjali: "Look who's awake! Brother, Priya has been waiting for you to wake up for so long."

Ajay: "Yes, we were extremely tired from last night, so we ended up sleeping in a bit late."

Anjali winked playfully at Priya and said: "If you two want, you can rest for a while longer! I will latch the door from the outside again and make sure no one disturbs you."

Priya: "No, no, Sis! My sleep is completely complete."

Anjali: "Alright then! Both of you take a shower, get dressed, and come downstairs for breakfast. Priya, your sister-in-law called earlier too—make sure to call her back whenever you are free."

Priya nodded in agreement. Leaving the two of them in the room, Anjali carried the bedsheet away, gently pulling the door shut behind her.

Ajay: "Good morning."

Priya: "Good morning."

Looking at Priya, Ajay said: "Come over here." He gestured toward the space beside him on the bed.

Priya: "No, you go ahead and get ready first. I will speak to Anamika in the meantime."

Ajay: "Oh come on, you can talk to her later!"

Priya placed a delicate finger over her lips, gesturing for Ajay to keep his voice down, and whispered softly: "Your cousins are standing right outside the door. Please go and get ready."

Just as she said this, the bedroom door suddenly burst open, and a young boy stumbled inside, almost falling over. They had evidently been pressing their ears against the door to eavesdrop! Laughing hysterically, the boy scrambled back out while Ajay stood up to scold him. Ajay then headed straight into the bathroom. Priya pulled the door closed gently and dialed her sister-in-law's number.

Priya: "Hello, Anamika!"

Her voice was a bittersweet mix of overwhelming excitement and suppressed tears.

Anamika: "Panda... How are you, my child?"

Tears welled up in Priya's eyes and spilled over: "I am fine... how is everyone at home? I am missing all of you so very much."

Anamika controlled herself and said: "Stop your dramatics! I know you must have already forgotten about me by now. But tell me, is everything alright over there?"

Priya: "Yes, Anamika, everything is fine..."

Anamika: "How did everything go last night?"

Priya: "Yes... it was fine..."

Anamika: "What do you mean 'fine'? Did you two finally surrender to each other?"

Priya: "Yes... we did..."

Anamika: "It didn't hurt too much, right? Make sure you tell me every single detail when you visit!"

Priya: "It hurt a little, but it was alright... I think everything just ended a bit too quickly."

Anamika: "Oh, that is completely normal for the first time! Besides, you must have looked so irresistibly gorgeous. Anyway, take the phone, speak with Mom."

Priya spoke with the rest of her family members for a short while before hanging up the call. Hearing their voices made her feel considerably lighter. Looking up toward the entrance, she noticed Anjali standing right at the doorway. She had no idea when her sister-in-law had walked over.

Anjali: "All done talking, Priya? Is everything okay back home?"

Priya: "Yes, Sis, everything is perfectly fine."

Anjali: "I know you share a very close bond with your sister-in-law. But you can confide in me and share anything with me as well."

Priya: "Yes, Sis."

Anjali: "Is there anything about last night that you would like to share with me?"

Priya was unsure of what Anjali was subtly prying into: "No, Sis, there is nothing like that."

Anjali: "Alright then, whenever you feel comfortable, feel free to tell me."

By then, Ajay had finished taking a shower and stepped out of the bathroom. He had a towel wrapped around his waist and was wearing a simple sleeveless undershirt above. This was the very first time Priya was seeing his physique clearly in full light without a proper shirt. Ajay wasn't overweight, but his body lacked any distinct athletic tone. He clearly had never frequented a gym. A light coat of chest hair was visible across his torso. Priya tried her best not to stare at him directly in front of Anjali.

At that moment, a fleeting thought crossed Priya's mind—she had agreed to this marriage at her family's behest, but perhaps she hadn't quite found the dream man of her desires. She quickly brushed the thought aside and gathered her clothes to go take a shower. She dressed in an elegant purple and brown saree, accessorizing it with slightly heavy bridal jewelry once more. She looked remarkably cute and charming.

Once fully dressed, she made her way downstairs for breakfast. Ajay and Anjali were waiting for her on the ground floor. In fact, Ajay had already begun eating his meal. Priya found this minor detail slightly odd. By now, most of the visiting relatives had taken their leave. Besides Ajay, Anjali, and her parents-in-law, only Ajay's aunt and her young son were seated around the dining area. Ajay's brother-in-law was nowhere to be seen.

Priya bowed gently to touch the feet of her mother-in-law and father-in-law, and her mother-in-law wrapped her in a warm embrace. She then walked over to the dining table to join them for breakfast. Anjali served her a freshly prepared plate.

Anjali: "Priya, you already know Aunty, and this is your only younger brother-in-law, the most mischievous boy in the entire house Daksh."

Daksh offered a lively, mischievous grin and said: "Sis, first of all, I am definitely not a kid anymore! And secondly, Priya must have gotten to know all of us by now."

Priya looked over at him. She had caught glimpses of him several times during the wedding festivities, but she hadn't remembered his name amidst the crowd of guests. Still, she displayed her quick-witted charm.

Priya: "Umm... yes, of course I remember you, Daksh! I asked you for a glass of water yesterday, and you never brought it for me."

Everyone present burst into warm laughter upon hearing her witty comeback.

Daksh: "Priya, your memory is playing tricks on you! Nothing like that ever happened. In fact, you've probably forgotten what actually transpired."

Priya: "So, you are claiming your new sister-in-law is wrong from day one?"

Daksh: "I am not saying you are wrong! It's just that you are probably exhausted from a total lack of sleep last night, so your memory is a bit hazy."

Priya felt her cheeks flush with embarrassment at his cheeky remark. She realized that while she used to playfully tease her own sister-in-law until yesterday, she was now a sister-in-law herself, open to being teased by others! She then recalled that this was the very same boy who was standing outside her door with two or three other teenagers earlier that morning, pushing the door open wide. She made a mental note to teach him a proper lesson sooner or later.

Aunt: "Alright, finish your breakfast and stop teasing your sister-in-law! Priya, now that you are officially here, prepare yourself, this boy and his whole squad are going to give you a hard time."

Sunita (Mother-in-law): "Daksh, stop bothering your Bhabhi (Sis in Law ) already! Oh, that reminds me, the traditional neem-stick ritual is still pending between you two."

Priya: "Neem-stick ritual? What is that?"

Sunita (Mother-in-law): "It is a lighthearted regional tradition between a sister-in-law and her younger brother-in-law. Both of you have to playfully hit each other using a small neem branch."

Priya was caught off guard: "Hit each other?"

Aunt: "Gently, of course! Not hard at all. This fun tradition is meant to deepen the loving bond between a sister-in-law and her younger brother-in-law."

Daksh: "Well, I am certainly not playing gently!"

His mother smacked him lightly on the back: "Why are you trying to intimidate your new sister-in-law?"

Priya shot him a sharp, playful glare, as if silently communicating, "You won't escape so easily either!"

After breakfast, everyone gathered together in the central courtyard of the house. Ajay's female cousins joined in as well. Daksh and Priya were each handed a neem branch. Daksh's branch had more dense leaves, while Priya's stick was slightly longer.

Daksh: "Priya’s stick is noticeably longer! This is completely unfair!"

Anjali: "Why? Are you getting scared already?"

Daksh: "Who is scared? Let us see right now!"

The two stood facing each other as the rest of the family formed a wide circle around them. Slowly, eyeing each other intently, they began moving in a cautious circle. Priya couldn't help but think that if she were wearing a pair of jeans instead of a heavy saree, she would have effortlessly defeated Daksh in a heartbeat. Daksh attempted to strike first, but Priya swiftly stepped out of reach. The competitive spirit instantly awakened her agility and energy. Dodging his strike, she immediately swung her stick and struck Daksh right across his leg.


Session 1 Chapter 5

Not a single whimper escaped Daksh's lips, but Priya knew that the blow must have stung quite a bit. Daksh's entire group of friends instantly switched sides, cheering enthusiastically for their new sister-in-law! He attempted another strike against Priya's arm, but her heavy bridal saree cushioned the impact completely. Counterattacking once more, Priya struck him firmly across his thigh. Daksh winced in momentary pain, yet he stubbornly refused to make a sound. A triumphant, beaming smile lit up Priya's face, as if silently declaring, "Consider this payback for this morning!"

This time, Daksh swung his stick forcefully toward Priya's lower legs. Unable to dodge in time, the blow connected sharply, making Priya gasp out in a loud cry of surprise and pain! Anjali and her aunt immediately stepped forward to put an end to the match, but before they could intervene, Priya delivered one final, decisive blow, hitting Daksh's leg once again with full force!

The entire audience burst into wild applause for Priya, while Daksh's brothers and sisters began teasing him relentlessly. Limping slightly, Daksh slumped down into a nearby chair. Anjali gently lifted the hem of Priya's saree to check her leg, spotting a clear red mark left behind by the stick.

Anjali: "Daksh, who hits their own Bhabhi (Sister-in_law) so hard during a playful game?"

Daksh remained quiet, but deep down, Priya began feeling a pang of genuine guilt for striking Daksh so hard three times in a row—it must have genuinely hurt him.

Priya: "Sis, I am completely fine! It was just a minor strike, nothing major at all. Daksh, are you okay?"

Aunt: "Oh, don't worry about him in the slightest! You gave him a thorough thrashing today, which everyone in this house has been longing to see for a long time."

Daksh offered a hearty laugh and said: "All good, well played! No worries, Bhabhi, I will definitely win next time."

With the game concluded, Anjali applied a soothing cream over the red mark on Priya's leg, after which everyone settled back into comfortable chairs, enjoying lighthearted conversations and shared laughter.

A short while later, Ajay spoke up: "Mom, I will have to head back to my workplace three days from now. My approved leave was only for this duration."

Sunita (Mother-in-law): "Can't you stay back for just one more week?"

Ajay: "No, I don't hold a government job! It's a private banking firm. If I don't show up, they will terminate my employment."

A flurry of anxious questions flooded Priya's mind—would she be accompanying Ajay or staying behind, and what would life be like in that new city? However, she realized this public gathering wasn't the appropriate setting to voice such inquiries.

Sunita (Mother-in-law): "You should have taken extra leave to take Priya out on a proper vacation trip!"

Ajay: "We can go somewhere later on, Mom."

Sunita (Mother-in-law): "Priya, let him go back to his work. All of us will comfortably stay here together and explore the town!"

Hearing this suggestion, Priya's face instantly fell. She was completely at a loss for words. Why on earth would she remain behind here without Ajay?

Ajay: "Yes, keep Priya here with you."

Priya shot a sharp glance toward Ajay, her eyes silently pleading, "What on earth are you saying? I want to go with you!"

Sunita (Mother-in-law): "Priya, go ahead, my child, unpack your belongings and assist Ajay with his packing as well."

Priya quietly uttered a polite, "Yes, Mom," and with a heavy heart, followed closely behind Ajay into his bedroom.

The moment they stepped inside the room, Priya turned to Ajay and asked in a voice laced with quiet anger: "Are you seriously contemplating leaving me behind here and going away by yourself?"

Ajay: "Yes! What will you even do there right now? It is far better for you to stay here at home. There is nobody else in that city, and you will simply end up getting thoroughly bored."

Priya: "But you will be there with me, right?"

Ajay: "Priya, I am busy with work from morning until night. How will you manage all alone there?"

Priya: "Then why didn't you tell me earlier that you weren't going to take me with you?"

Tears began to stream down Priya's face. She felt as though her husband was leaving her behind, and she wondered how she would manage staying here.

Ajay stepped closer and said: "Alright, don't cry. Listen to me. Right now, I am living in a shared accommodation. That's another reason why I can't take you along immediately. Give me just one or two months—I will rent a separate apartment, and then I will take you with me."

Tears were still trickling down Priya's cheeks as Ajay pulled her into an embrace.

Ajay: "Besides, this way, Mother will also get her wish to spend some time living with her new daughter-in-law."

Priya gradually quieted down and wiped away her tears: "Alright, but strictly for one or two months—not a single day more. Promise?”

Ajay kissed her forehead gently and said: "Promise! I wouldn't be able to stay away from you longer than that anyway. By the way, listen... leave the packing for now, let's do something else..."

Priya, catching his subtle hint, replied: "No, not right now. I have plenty of chores to attend to. Besides, consider this your punishment for leaving me behind here."

Ajay: "Well, that is quite a heavy punishment!"

Priya pushed him back gently: "It is a fitting punishment for what you are doing. Now let me finish my work, and you should leave the room, otherwise what will your family members think?"

Ajay: "Alright, fine," he said, stepping out of the room.

After he left, Priya opened her suitcase, pulled out her clothes, and neatly arranged them inside the wardrobe. She also set aside the heavy bag containing the wedding gifts. A couple of hours later, she carried the heavy gift bag and started walking downstairs. On the staircase, she saw Daksh coming up. Daksh was quite young and handsome, likely around nineteen or twenty years of age. He was dressed in a stylish t-shirt and jeans, and though his hair was slightly ruffled, he still looked effortlessly fashionable.

Seeing Priya struggling with the heavy bag, Daksh said: "Priya, leave that to me, I'll carry it. Where does it need to go?"

Priya: "No, you don't need to. You got hurt on your leg earlier, remember?"

Daksh played ignorant and asked: "When? Oh... that? That was nothing at all! In fact, I should be the one apologizing to you. Anjali Sis told me that it left a mark on your leg."

Priya: "I am fine. Actually, I am the one who should apologize—you were hit hard three times! That's why I won't let you do any heavy lifting today, or else you will complain about me to everyone."

Daksh gently took the bag from Priya's hands and said: "You don't know me well enough yet! Alright, fine—let me carry this bag today, and whenever I need help in the future, you can help me out. Deal?"

Priya: "Definitely, deal!"

Daksh and Priya walked down the stairs together, and Priya handed the bag over to Ajay's mother. Priya then stood in the kitchen, watching her prepare the meals while chatting pleasantly with her. Daksh stayed nearby as well, dropping playful comments every now and then to tease Priya. Priya was no less witty, matching his banter with sharp, spirited replies.

By evening, Vineet, her brother-in-law, arrived home and joined the lively family gathering. Vineet and Daksh teamed up to playfully tease Priya. At first, her aunt and Anjali stepped in to defend Priya, but soon they switched sides and joined in on the teasing as well. Priya looked toward Ajay for support, but he simply sat quietly with a subtle smile, refusing to take anyone's side. Through their conversations, Priya learned that Daksh's father worked in Dubai, while his mother and Daksh lived in this house. His mother's room was on the ground floor, while Daksh occupied the room right next to Priya's on the upper floor. Learning this, the secret behind Daksh's quiet chuckles from the previous day suddenly made complete sense to Priya.

After dinner, the neighboring guests departed for their homes, and Priya went up to her room alongside Ajay. A familiar wave of nervousness settled over Priya as she wondered what the night would bring. She wasn't quite ready for physical intimacy again just yet.

Priya shifted her pillow to the far edge of the bed and slipped under the blanket. Ajay turned off the lights and came over to lie down beside her. Underneath the blanket, Ajay reached out his hand and held Priya's hand gently.

Ajay: "It's quite cold tonight, isn't it?"

Priya gently pulled her hand back and said: "I told you during the day that you need to keep your distance from me."

Priya felt a quiet sense of confidence taking control over Ajay on only their second day. She had never spoken to anyone with such firmness before. Turning her back toward Ajay, she lay quietly and began to smile to herself. She assumed Ajay would try to persuade her, but Ajay simply closed his eyes in quiet acceptance. When Priya turned around three or four minutes later to check on him, Ajay had already fallen fast asleep. Taking a deep breath, she closed her eyes and tried to drift off to sleep as well.

The following morning, there were fewer people in the house. Daksh had left for college, and the remaining visiting relatives had departed as well. Anjali had returned to her in-laws' home, though she didn't live very far away, and her mother-in-law mentioned that she would return in the evening. Ajay was watching a match on television, while his father was busy reading the newspaper. Priya called her sister-in-law and shared all the updates with her. She mentioned Daksh as well, talking about how she had gotten such a playful younger brother-in-law, and then expressed her worry about Ajay leaving for the city alone. Her sister-in-law reassured Priya, reminding her that it was only a matter of a month or two and encouraging her to adjust for the short time.

By evening, the house came alive with bustling energy once again. Everyone gathered together to play a game of Antakshari. Priya seemed to know every single movie song by heart, and as she sang, everyone was deeply impressed by her melodious voice. When Daksh dramatically pretended to imitate Priya's voice by singing horribly out of tune, Priya playfully raised her hand toward him as if to slap him.

Priya: "Do you want to get hit by me again?"

Daksh: "Go ahead and hit me! Your hands are so soft it won't even hurt at all."

Meanwhile, Anjali and her aunt were attempting to tease Priya by singing songs with double meanings.

Aunt: "Pull the bed closer, it feels so cold, in the winter chill, my beloved feels so dear..."

Anjali: "Rukmani, Rukmani, what happened after the wedding? Who lost, and who won..."

Watching them, Daksh chimed in as well: "In the night, no control, what should I do, say something at least..."

Priya's cheeks had flushed deep red with shyness by now, but the moment Daksh started singing, she tapped him lightly on the shoulder, gesturing for him to stay quiet. Their sweet and playful banter continued for a long time.

After finishing dinner, when Priya reached her room, Ajay was packing his final bag. Priya remembered that Ajay would be leaving tomorrow, and a slight shadow of sadness fell over her again. After lying down on the bed, Ajay turned his back toward Priya on his own initiative. Priya felt that she shouldn't let Ajay leave on such a distant note.

She slid closer to Ajay and wrapped her arms around him from behind in a gentle hug. Ajay was somewhat surprised by the sudden affection, but he didn't want to miss the opportunity either. Turning around, he gazed into Priya's lovely eyes and began kissing her cheeks tenderly. Priya didn't say a word, softly closing her eyes.

Ajay was so overcome with desire that he could hardly restrain himself. He quickly removed Priya's saree, gathered her petticoat upward, and pulled down her undergarments. Two nights ago, in his nervousness and the dim darkness, he hadn't noticed, but Priya's delicate lower body was entirely smooth and hairless—she had likely waxed before the wedding. Her delicate pink intimate center looked as pristine and flawless as a foreign beauty's.

Captivated by the sight, Ajay grew even more intense with desire and shed all of his own clothing. Priya brought her hands down in a instinctual gesture to cover herself modestly. Ajay gently held her wrists in his hands and used his legs to part hers. Positioning himself directly over Priya, his rising hardness effortlessly found her delicate warmth this time. Kissing Priya tenderly on her neck, he glided his core deep within her intimate center.

Priya felt far less fear than the first time, and as his hardness slid inside, she arches her waist upward slightly. Releasing soft, shallow gasps, she freed her hands and wrapped them tightly around Ajay in a full embrace. Holding her close, Ajay moved in and out against her in a passionate rhythm. Priya moved her body in unison with his rhythm. However, after only a few intense thrusts, Ajay's pace began to slow, and he surrendered his warmth deep within her core.
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Priya was still holding him tightly, moving her body rhythmically against his. The moment she felt the warm surge deep within her core, she knew Ajay had reached his release. Kissing her gently, Ajay whispered, "I love you."

Priya softly replied, "Me too."

Ajay then got up and went into the bathroom, leaving Priya resting on the bed. She thought to herself that tonight had lasted a bit longer than the first time, and she had enjoyed it somewhat more. Yet, deep down, she still felt a quiet sense of incompleteness. A short while later, both of them drifted off into a deep sleep.

The following morning, all preparations for Ajay's departure were complete. As soon as the taxi arrived outside the house, Daksh loaded the luggage into the trunk, and Ajay touched his parents' feet to seek their blessings before stepping into the car. He didn't say a proper goodbye to Priya, nor did he even look directly at her. Although he had kissed her goodbye in the bedroom earlier that morning, Priya had secretly hoped he would offer a final parting farewell before leaving.

Ajay's father and Daksh accompanied him in the taxi to drop him off at the station. Around the same time, Anjali set off for her in-laws' home as well. She pulled Priya into a warm embrace, saying goodbye and gently advising her not to feel down.

Once everyone had departed, Priya retreated to her bedroom, threw herself onto the bed, and began to cry. She was overwhelmed by the thought of how she would manage staying here without Ajay. Weeping silently, she eventually drifted off to sleep, unaware that two whole hours had slipped by. When she finally opened her eyes, she washed her face and headed downstairs.

Upon reaching the ground floor, she noticed that Daksh had returned from the railway station. She joined her mother-in-law and aunt in the kitchen, helping with the household chores. The next few days followed a similar routine: waking up early, dressing up, and assisting in the kitchen. By afternoon, Daksh would return from college, instantly bringing lively energy to the house. As evening approached, relatives or neighbors would drop by, and the hours would pass in lighthearted banter and laughter.

It was only the night that felt agonizingly lonely for Priya in her empty bedroom, bringing back aching memories of Ajay. She would call Ajay, chatting briefly to share updates about her day. Ajay would describe his office routine, and occasionally, his conversations would drift toward intimate topics. To playfully tease him, Priya would release quiet, sultry sighs over the phone. But once the call ended, the night still stretched out long and quiet, leaving her with no choice but to gently touch her own softness to soothe her inner longing.

Within four to five weeks, a deep and comfortable friendship blossomed between her and Daksh. She found herself eagerly anticipating his return from college every afternoon. Once home, they would spend hours playing cards, sitting together in quiet comfort, or playfully teasing each other. In many ways, her bond with him reminded her of the close relationship she had with her sister-in-law back home, effortlessly filling that emotional void. Daksh, too, took exceptional care of his new sister-in-law. He would bring her little treats from outside every day and would playfully argue with his mother and aunt, trying to spare Priya from heavy household chores. Of course, engaging in playful spats with his Bhabhi (Sis -in-law) was something he thoroughly enjoyed as well.

Aunt: "Priya, to this day, this boy has never brought a single thing for us! I have no idea what magical spell you've cast over him. Well, it's a good thing—you handle him now, and make sure you find a suitable bride for him too."

Priya: "Yes, absolutely! Tell me, Daksh, what kind of girl are you looking for?"

Daksh: "Do you honestly think I am ever going to get married?"

Priya: "I used to say the exact same thing at my parents' house, but look at me now—I ended up married after all!"

Daksh: "Well, I am certainly not as foolish as you are!"

Priya and his mother playfully smacked his shoulders from both sides at the same time.

Daksh: "Alright, fine, if you really insist on finding someone, find a girl just like yourself. Do you happen to have a younger sister?"

Priya: "Actually, I do! I have a cousin sister who looks quite similar to me."

Daksh paused for a moment, thinking it over, and said: "No, that won't work... There can never truly be anyone quite like you."

A short while later, as his mother stepped away, Daksh turned to her and said: "Priya, I needed to talk to you about something."

Priya: "Yes, go ahead, tell me."

Daksh: "Promise me you won't tell anyone else?"

Priya: "A secret between the two of us? Never."

Daksh: "There is this girl at my college that I really like, but she doesn't give me any attention at all."

Priya: "Oh, wow! What is her name? Show me her picture! And honestly, how could anyone possibly reject you?"

Daksh: "Her name is Neelam. And trust me, she is definitely ignoring me. But I have a plan."

Priya: "What kind of plan?"

Daksh: "I want to make her feel jealous so that she starts seeing me in a different light. Deep down, I know she likes me."

Priya, who had come up with similar clever ideas for her friends during her own college days, smiled: "That's actually a great idea! Do you have a female friend who can help you execute it?"

Daksh: "Yes, there is only one person in my mind. You."

Priya: "Me??? Absolutely not! No way, anyone will easily see right through it."

Daksh: "How could they? You easily look like a college student yourself, and none of my friends have ever met you before."

Priya: "You're going to get me into serious trouble! What if anyone at home finds out?"

Daksh: "Nobody is going to find out. Please, there is no one else I can trust with this."

Priya: "No, please try to understand, it's too risky."

Daksh: "Remember the day you hit me during that game and promised you would help me whenever I needed it?"

Priya realized Daksh was emotionally manipulating her—a trick she herself had used many times in the past. Yet, she found herself unable to refuse him.

Priya: "Alright, fine, but only this once, and absolutely no one at home must ever find out about this."

Daksh: "Oh, you are truly the best, Priya!" he exclaimed, playfully pulling her cheeks.

Afterward, the two of them sat down to plan out the details. The plan was straightforward: Daksh would take Priya out of the house for a couple of hours under some pretext, and then they would pretend to be together outside his college. According to the plan, Priya packed a change of clothes into Daksh's backpack. Two to three days later, they set the game in motion.

Priya: "Mom, I needed to buy a few pairs of sandals, so I was thinking Daksh could take me to the market."

Sunita: "Yes, child, that's fine. If you want me to come along, I can join you as well."

Daksh: "Why don't you go with her,Mom? I'm not taking her."

Priya: "Oh, now you are definitely the one taking me, Mom said so!"

Sunita: "Just take your Bhabhi to the market and show her around properly."

Daksh: "Well, if you insist, then alright... otherwise I wouldn't have."

And so, Priya set off with Daksh riding pillion on his motorcycle. She hadn't explored the city much yet, so the outing felt refreshing. The trickiest part was changing her outfit, for which Daksh took Priya to a nearby shopping mall, where she changed inside the restroom. When Priya stepped out wearing an elegant black dress, Daksh was rendered completely speechless.

In that dress, Priya looked unmistakably like a college student—exquisitely cute and gorgeous. While she looked lovely in a traditional saree, seeing her in this modern dress made Daksh completely lose himself in her beauty.

Priya: "What happened? Shall we go? Here, keep my saree inside your bag. We will change back right here when we return. It might be a little inconvenient, but we'll manage."

Daksh: "Yeah, alright, let's go."

As she climbed onto the motorcycle, Daksh glanced back and caught sight of Priya's fair, flawless legs exposed beneath the dress, noticing the faint mark left behind from their playful stick fight. Priya placed her hands gently on his shoulders for balance. Daksh was thoroughly entranced, his mind completely consumed by thoughts of her dress and her smooth legs. Somehow, he navigated the bike to the entrance of his college, where both of them waited for Neelam to step out. As soon as Neelam walked out of the gates, Daksh discreetly pointed her out to Priya. Priya studied Neelam—she shared a few subtle similarities with herself, featuring silky hair, slightly chubby cheeks, and a slender waist, though she was noticeably less striking than Priya.

Seeing her approach, Priya slid her soft hand into Daksh's, intertwining her fingers tightly with his. Daksh responded by holding her delicate hand firmly in his grip. Neelam caught sight of the two of them holding hands and began walking directly toward them.

Neelam: "Hi, Daksh!"

Daksh: "Hi, Neelam! How are you?"

Neelam: "I'm good! Who is this? I haven't seen her around before."

Daksh: "This is Riya, my girlfriend. She doesn't go to this college."

Neelam: "Oh... girlfriend! I had no idea you had a girlfriend."

Daksh: "Yeah, look at her. She is just amazing, isn't she?"

Priya: "Hi! You're Neetu, right?"

Neelam shot her a sharp, irritated glare and corrected her: "It's Neelam, not Neetu! So, how long have you two been together?"

Daksh: "Just about one or two months, but it honestly feels as though we've known each other for years..."

Neelam: "So, are you just good friends, or...?"

Daksh gently cupped Priya's face, pulled her closer, and kissed her tenderly on the cheek: "Yeah, we are extremely close friends!"

Priya was caught completely off guard. This kiss was definitely not part of the plan! Yet, masking her shock as best as she could, she maintained a sweet, effortless smile on her face.

Neelam was visibly annoyed by the intimate kiss: "Okay, bye. I really have to go."

Fuming with quiet jealousy, Neelam turned and walked away hastily. She couldn't bring herself to believe that Daksh had managed to secure a girlfriend far more attractive than her. She had only been leading Daksh on because she believed no girl in the entire college could rival her beauty. Daksh was easily the most handsome guy on campus, and now, he was apparently taken.

Once she was out of sight, Daksh and Priya began walking back toward the motorcycle. Priya was boiling with quiet anger at Daksh for kissing her without any prior warning. Getting onto the bike, she refrained from holding onto Daksh, and the moment they were a safe distance away from the college, she unleashed her frustration.

Priya: "Why did you kiss me? That was never part of the plan!"

Daksh: "I am so sorry, Priya! It just happened spontaneously in the heat of the moment. But you should have seen the look on Neelam's face!"

Priya: "You should have informed me beforehand if you intended to do something like that!"

Daksh: “ I swear it wasn't pre-planned at all! Besides, you were the one who held my hand first!"

Priya: "That was completely different! Now, hurry up and drive us to the mall."

While Daksh put on a calm and casual front on the outside, deep down, he could still feel the incredible softness of Priya's cheek resting against his lips. The memory of holding her delicate hand tightly in his was fresh in his mind. Neither feeling would leave his thoughts. Upon reaching the mall, Priya headed straight to the ladies' restroom to change back into her saree. However, she quickly realized that wrapping a heavy saree inside a cramped restroom stall was nearly impossible without letting the fabric touch the floor and get soiled.

She pulled out her phone and sent a quick text to Daksh: Daksh, come inside quickly.

Daksh was momentarily confused as to why his sister-in-law was calling him into the ladies' restroom. Hesitantly, he stepped inside. Priya was standing inside a private stall, wearing her fitted blouse and petticoat with the saree barely draped around her waist, holding the rest of the heavy fabric in her hands. The silhouette of her bosom was clearly defined through the fitted blouse. While her bust was not overly large, it was perfectly sculpted and firm, possessing an irresistible, natural softness.

Priya: "Listen, hold this end of the saree while I wrap and pleat it."

Daksh, staring at her, replied softly: "Alright..."

Priya: "And listen—look away! Do not stare at me."

Daksh immediately turned his back to her. However, directly in front of him hung a large mirror, offering a crystal-clear reflection of Priya. Priya was entirely focused on pleating her saree, completely unaware that Daksh could see every movement in the mirror. Daksh's eyes remained fixed on the reflection of her fair neck and the soft swell of her chest rising above her blouse. The intoxicating sight caused a sudden, distinct arousal to stir beneath his clothes.

Priya: "I helped you out today, but from now on, do not involve me in any of your absurd schemes!"

Daksh: "I'm sorry. But you had inputs in this plan too! Besides, I'm standing inside a ladies' washroom for your sake right now!"

Priya felt a mix of amusement and annoyance at his cheeky reply, but she suppressed her smile. She swiftly arranged the pleats of her saree, tucked them in, and turned to the mirror to adjust her hair. Glancing at the reflection, she caught Daksh staring at her intently, so she turned around and shot him a sharp, warning glare.

Priya: "Alright, step outside now. Your job here is done."

Feeling embarrassed, Daksh quickly stepped out, and Priya followed shortly after. They did a bit of light shopping at the mall so they would have bags to show at home as proof of their outing. On the ride back, both of them remained completely silent.

Back home that evening, Daksh and Priya hardly exchanged a word. Late that night, as Priya reflected on the day's events, she reasoned that Daksh had only kissed her to make his college crush jealous. By morning, she chose to put the incident behind her. Daksh acted somewhat distant the next day, though he gradually returned to his normal self.

Two or three days later, Sunita informed Priya that she would be traveling to Haridwar for a day. She had made a religious vow to host a feast for the priests there to celebrate Ajay and Priya's wedding. Anjali and Vineet were accompanying her as well.

Sunita: "Ajay's father cannot join us due to urgent market work, but Aunt is at home, so she will manage everything and look after the household. Do not worry at all."

Priya: "It is only a matter of a single day, Mom! There is nothing to worry about. Please travel safely."

The next morning, Sunita left for Haridwar, intending to return the following evening. That night, her aunt showered Priya with affection, refusing to let her do any household chores. She prepared Priya's favorite dishes for dinner, and when night fell, Priya retired to her bedroom to sleep.

As was the case every night, by the time Priya finished her late-night phone call with Ajay, it was past midnight, and sleep eluded her. Finding the water jug in her room empty, she stepped out to go downstairs to fetch water. This was not the first time she had gone downstairs late at night; the staircase light was always kept on, casting a dim illumination across the central courtyard.


Session 1 Chapter 7

Treading quietly on tiptoe, Priya reached the kitchen. Just as she was about to fill her bottle, the sound of soft laughter coming from her aunt's ground-floor bedroom caught her attention. Wondering who could possibly be in her aunt's room at such a late hour, Priya tiptoed closer and peeked through the narrow crack of the slightly open door. Her aunt was standing near the foot of the bed, while a man lay stretched out comfortably on the mattress. Their voices were muffled, yet clear enough for Priya to decipher their conversation. Hearing the man's voice, Priya gasped in utter disbelief—it was her father-in-law!

Aunt: "You pretend to be so innocent and noble in front of Sunita, but the moment she turns her back..."

Father-in-law: "As if you are any less! Even when she is around, your passion never cools down—you constantly sneak around to touch my hardness!"

Aunt: "What choice do I have? My husband isn't here! If he were, he would be the one satisfying my deepest desires relentlessly."

Father-in-law: "Come here then... tonight, I will satisfy your desires thoroughly!"

Aunt: "Keep your voice down! If our new daughter-in-law hears us, it will cause total chaos!"

Father-in-law: "Let her hear if she does! Anyway, look at this—try on this bra and panty set for me."

Aunt: "Whose undergarments are these? They look so tiny!"

Father-in-law: "Guess who they are! I had a tough time sneaking them out of her room."

Aunt: "Whose? Priya's? Oh, you are unbelievable! These will never fit me—my frame is at least four sizes larger than hers!"

Father-in-law: "Squeeze into them anyway! I want to see you in them."

Standing outside in the dark hallway, Priya was frozen in total shock. A few days ago, a set of her undergarments had mysteriously gone missing, but she had assumed she had simply misplaced them. Never in her wildest dreams could she have imagined such a twisted reality. Her aunt and her father-in-law???

Her aunt shed her clothes and somehow managed to stretch into Priya's delicate undergarments. Priya's tiny panties barely covered her, looking even skimpier than a bikini on her fuller frame, while the bra had to be forcefully hooked in place.

Father-in-law: "Look at you... you look incredible! Now come over here and take my hardness into your mouth."

Aunt: "Has your mind drifted toward Priya now? Let me warn you, claiming her won't be easy at all. I am a different story, but Priya is an extremely innocent girl."

Father-in-law: "Oh, no! Someone else already has their eyes fixed on Priya. Let their little game unfold first."

Aunt: "Whose eyes?"

Father-in-law: "Forget about all that and come take my hardness into your mouth right now!"

Her aunt climbed onto the bed, obscuring Priya's view, though muffled, intimate sounds echoed clearly from within the room. Priya's legs trembled violently from what she had just witnessed. Leaving the water bottle behind, she retreated up the stairs without making a single sound, bolted into her bedroom, and locked the door behind her.

A thousand terrifying questions raced through her mind. Did anyone else know about her father-in-law and her aunt? Should she inform her mother-in-law when she returns? Should she tell Ajay or her sister-in-law? And who was her father-in-law referring to when he said someone had their eyes on her? As she sat on her bed, consumed by overwhelming anxiety, a faint, soft knock echoed against her bedroom door.

Priya gasped in terror—had her father-in-law or aunt caught her listening downstairs? She was completely unprepared to confront them. The soft knock sounded once more. With a trembling heart, Priya approached the door and slowly pulled it open, only to find Daksh standing in the doorway. Seeing Daksh standing there, a wave of profound relief washed over her.

Priya: "What happened?"

Daksh: "Aren't you asleep yet? I saw you coming back upstairs from below, so I realized you were still awake. I couldn't sleep either, so I thought..."

As Daksh spoke outside her room, Priya worried his voice might carry downstairs. Reaching out, she took him by the hand, pulled him softly inside, and closed the door behind him. She did not want anyone in the house to realize she was still awake.

Priya whispered gently: "Shhh... lower your voice..."

Daksh: "Why, what's wrong?"

Priya wondered for a fleeting second if Daksh knew anything about the secret between his mother and his uncle. Looking into his innocent, youthful face, she felt certain he was entirely unaware of it all. She had no desire to burden his mind with such disturbing realities. Under normal circumstances, she would never have allowed Daksh inside her room at this late hour, but after the disturbing sights and sounds she had just endured downstairs, his presence offered a strange, grounding comfort that eased her overwhelming anxiety.

Priya: "Nothing... everyone is asleep, and you were speaking so loudly out there."

Daksh: "Oh, I see. But you are still awake."

Priya: "Yes, I was just about to go to sleep."

Daksh: "Then go to sleep. I should head back."

Priya: "Wait... sit down for a little while, if you aren't in a hurry."

Daksh: "Hmm... alright, I don't have college tomorrow anyway."

Priya: "So tell me, you never mentioned what happened after that day. Did Neelam message you?"

Daksh: "Yes, she did! How did you guess she would?"

Priya: "I just had a feeling she would. Now all you have to do is agree to meet her, and then offer a sad story about how your breakup happened because that girl liked someone else."

Daksh: "You really have an answer for everything. But what if I don't want to break up with that girl?"

Priya: "Which girl? Silly, that was just me acting for your sake!"

Daksh looked directly into her eyes: "Yes, but what if I want to keep that very girl as my real girlfriend?"

A subtle frown creased Priya's forehead: "What do you mean by that?"

Daksh continued staring intently at her: "Priya... I love..."

Priya cut him off instantly, her voice trembling: "Please, Daksh! Do not say another word!"

Daksh: "But why, Priya? Awake or asleep, my mind is entirely consumed by thoughts of you. And after everything that happened that day, I am completely convinced..."

Priya: "I am your sister-in-law. Please respect the boundary of our relationship."

Daksh: "With all due respect, you know in your heart that Ajay Brother isn't right for you."

Priya, her tone sharpening with rising anger: "Daksh, I know no such thing! You need to leave right now."

Daksh: " I will leave right away, but I just want one kiss from you. Nothing more."

Priya: "Have you lost your mind? A kiss?"

Daksh: "Priya, ever since I kissed your cheek that day, I have been driven nearly insane with longing. Just give me one single kiss, and I swear I will leave."

Daksh gently reached out and clasped Priya's hands. On any other day, Priya might have scolded him sternly, but given the delicate situation downstairs, she desperately wanted to avoid creating any noise. Moreover, as his hands gently enveloped hers, a quiet softness began to melt her inner resolve.

Daksh whispered softly: "Please... just one kiss, nothing else."

Priya looked at him, her quiet eyes silently yielding to his request. Daksh gently cupped her face, pressed his lips tenderly against her cheek, and then suddenly captured her soft lips with his own in a deep, passionate embrace. His hands glided gently along her back. Priya had not anticipated a full kiss on the lips, but carried away by the unexpected surge of warmth, she surrendered to the moment and began kissing him back.

A few seconds into the intense kiss, as Daksh's hands drifted lower to gently squeeze her curves, Priya placed her hands on his chest and pushed him back firmly. She knew that if she didn't draw the line immediately, things would quickly spiral far out of control tonight.

Priya: "Enough. We agreed on a single kiss, and that is done. Leave now."

Daksh softly pleaded: "Please... just a little bit longer?"

Priya: "Daksh! Leave this instant, before I raise my voice!"

Reluctantly, Daksh turned and stepped out of the room. Priya immediately locked the door behind him, realizing her entire body was trembling uncontrollably. She somehow managed to switch off the light and crept under her blanket, seeking refuge in sleep.

When she opened her eyes the following morning, the memory of both unsettling events from the night before came rushing back. She silently chastised herself for giving in to Daksh's kiss. Fearing the morning encounters, she opened her bedroom door hesitatingly, completely unprepared to face the family downstairs. However, the moment she heard Sunita's comforting voice echoing from below, a profound sense of relief washed over her. Running downstairs, she embraced Sunita tightly, silent tears escaping her eyes.

Sunita gently asked: "What happened, my child? Why are you crying like this?"

Priya: "Nothing, Mom... I just missed you so much."

Sunita smiled warmly: "Oh, silly girl, I was only gone for a single day!"

On the surface, everything appeared completely normal—her aunt, her father-in-law, and her mother-in-law seamlessly resumed their daily household routines. But within Priya, a violent storm raged. Six long weeks had passed since Ajay's departure, and she felt an overwhelming urge to leave this house immediately. Calling Ajay that afternoon, she reminded him firmly of his promise to take her within two months. To her absolute delight, Ajay shared that he had successfully leased a rented apartment and would be arriving the very next week to take her with him.

Priya was overjoyed by the news. After the shocking revelations of the previous night, she did not wish to spend another moment in this house. Had Ajay not come to take her, she would have likely fled back to her parents' house. With a lighter heart, she eagerly began packing her belongings. She tried her best to erase the disturbing scene involving her aunt and father-in-law from her thoughts, though it proved nearly impossible. Looking at them now through this altered lens, certain past behaviors began making uncomfortable sense.

Over the next week, a noticeable distance lingered between Priya and Daksh. Returning from college each afternoon, Daksh would head straight into his room, avoiding long conversations. Her aunt even joked lightly that the brother-in-law and sister-in-law seemed to have gotten into a serious fight this time, a comment Priya dismissed with a faint, polite smile.

In the evening prior to her departure, Priya found herself standing outside Daksh's bedroom door. She knocked softly, intending to mend their bond before leaving. After all, he was her only brother-in-law, and she refused to let a single, impulsive kiss ruin the warm, playful friendship they had built over the past weeks.

Daksh: "Come in."

Priya: "Are you busy?"

Daksh: "No, not really."

Priya: "You haven't been coming downstairs much lately. Are you upset with me?"

Daksh: "No. Who am I to be upset with you?"

Priya: "Why are you talking like that? You have every right to express yourself. I am leaving for LA123n0w tomorrow."

Daksh quietly replied: "I know."

Priya: "Did you speak to Neelam again? She seems like a lovely girl... keep giving me updates, alright?"

Daksh: "Why? Why should I give you any updates?"

Daksh's cold, detached response struck a chord deep within Priya, causing tears to well up in her eyes. She stood there, sobbing quietly. Seeing her weep broke Daksh's resolve completely. Stepping forward, he wrapped his arms around her in a soft, consoling embrace.

Daksh: "I'm sorry... I shouldn't have spoken to you like that."

Priya whispered softly: "Yes, you shouldn't have."

Daksh: "Priya, please don't go... how am I going to manage without you?"

Priya, wiping her tears away, softly pleaded: "Please... don't start all that again. We can still remain good friends, can't we?"

Daksh remained silent. Gently pulling him down slightly toward her, Priya pressed a sweet, affectionate kiss onto his cheek.

Priya: "Consider this my parting gift to you... as a friend."

With those words, she turned and stepped out of his room.

The next morning, Ajay arrived as scheduled, planning to take Priya back to LA123n0w with him that very day. Emotional farewells followed as the entire family wept while seeing them off at the railway station. As Priya sat near the train window waving goodbye, she noticed Daksh standing slightly behind the rest of the family, tears shimmering softly in his eyes for the very first time. As the train slowly pulled away, Priya set off toward a new city and a fresh chapter of her life. The past two months had matured her significantly, though whether she was truly prepared for what lay ahead remained to be seen.

Approximately seven to eight hours later, the train finally pulled into LA123n0w station. Priya had never seen a railway station so immensely crowded before. Navigating through the dense sea of commuters, she followed closely behind Ajay, noticing numerous gaze lingering upon her. It felt as though eyes were fixed on her from every corner.

Night had fallen by the time they boarded a taxi and reached their residential society. Their new apartment was situated on the sixth floor of a ten-story complex, accessible by an elevator. At the main entrance below, a security guard stood and offered a crisp salute to Ajay. Despite being exhausted from the journey, Priya eagerly explored every single corner of the flat the moment they stepped inside. It was a charming two-bedroom apartment featuring a cozy living area, an attached kitchen, and a lovely balcony overlooking the society's entrance below. Though noticeably smaller than Ajay's ancestral home in GA1234J, Priya instantly fell in love with the space, filled with immense excitement to begin her new life in this bustling city.
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After changing their clothes, both of them slipped into bed together, weary from the long day, and drifted off to sleep holding each other close after sharing a tender kiss. Since the following day was Sunday, they slept in late into the morning. Upon waking up, Priya walked out to the balcony to admire the view outside. In the adjacent balcony, a girl was standing and smoking a cigarette. Priya offered a polite, gentle greeting, "Hi," but the girl paid her no attention at all.

Priya returned to the bedroom and softly woke Ajay up by pressing a sweet kiss onto his cheek. Opening his eyes drowsily, Ajay pulled her into a warm embrace, and the two shared a gentle, lingering kiss. In the middle of the embrace, the memory of Daksh's passionate kiss unexpectedly flashed across Priya's mind, though she resolved never to breathe a word about it to anyone.

Ajay: "Listen, Raj is coming over today to drop off the rest of my belongings. Raj is the friend I used to share a flat with earlier. He works in the same office as I do."

Priya: "Oh, I see. Alright, I will prepare a nice meal for him."

Ajay: "Yes, he will likely arrive by afternoon. But for now, we still have time to share a little more affection."

Priya: "It is almost noon already! It's nearly eleven o'clock. Let me get up and handle everything quickly. I've never managed a kitchen entirely on my own before, so it will take me some time."

Priya quickly rose from the bed and busied herself with the household chores. Soon, both she and Ajay took their baths and got ready. Priya wore an elegant blue kurti, looking extraordinarily charming and graceful. Around two o'clock in the afternoon, the doorbell rang, signaling Raj's arrival.

Raj: "I hope I am not disturbing you two! Here, my friend, this is the last of your remaining luggage."

Ajay: "Thanks a lot, man! Come in, sit down. This is Priya."

Priya: "Hello!"

Raj: "Hi!"

Hearing the word "Bhabhi" invoked a strange, uneasy feeling inside Priya. She had only just left behind one younger brother-in-law weeping for her in GA1234J, and now there was another one addressing her with the same title. She truly didn't want to hear that word right now. The three of them sat down to converse, and Raj repeatedly addressed her as "Bhabhi."

Priya: "Raj Bro, may I ask you something? Please don't mind."

Raj: "Yes, of course, Bhabhi! Go ahead."

Priya: "How old are you?"

Ajay looked at her with a slightly surprised expression.

Raj: "I am twenty-four. Why do you ask, Priya?"

Priya: "Good! So you and I are almost the same age. Please do not call me Bhabhi—just calling me Priya is perfectly fine. Whenever you call me Bhabhi, it makes me feel like a thirty-year-old mature woman!"

Raj: "I have no issue with that at all! But in return, you must address me simply as Raj as well, and drop the formal tone entirely."

Priya: "Yes, absolutely! Deal!"

Raj: "Priya, if you don't mind, may I say something honestly? I am speaking genuinely—you are far more stunning in person than you look in photographs! Your nature is so lovely, and your voice is even sweeter in real life."

Priya: "My voice?"

Raj: "Yes, I've heard your voice over the phone when you and Ajay used to talk at night. Ajay often puts the call on the speaker while talking to you."

Priya asked in utter disbelief: "On speaker phone?"

Ajay hurriedly chimed in: "Only occasionally! Not every day. Just when we were working on office files together late at night."

Priya was completely mortified to learn that a third person had been listening in on their intimate, late-night conversations. At times, just to tease and torment Ajay, she would speak so sensually or utter soft, breathless sounds over the phone. Those were their private moments—how could Ajay put her on speaker for his friend to hear? A surge of anger toward Ajay welled up inside her.

Raj instantly read the shift on Priya's face: "Priya, honestly, I didn't hear anything improper! So please don't be troubled, and don't beat Ajay up later!"

Priya let out a soft laugh, choosing not to press the matter any further. An hour or two later, Raj took his leave. Priya found Raj's friendly, helpful nature quite pleasant. After he departed, Priya remembered the girl she had seen smoking a cigarette that morning and turned to question Ajay.

Priya: "Who lives in the apartment right next to ours? I saw a girl standing on the balcony this morning."

Ajay: "I have no idea who she is. But yes, it's best if you maintain a healthy distance from her."

Priya: "Why?"

Ajay: "She seems to be of questionable character to me."

Priya: "Why do you say that?

Ajay: "I've seen various men visiting her flat quite frequently. Forget about her—let's focus on us. Come, let's head to the bedroom."

Priya: "No! Your punishment is still ongoing. In fact, it has increased because you let Raj listen to our private conversations! It was so embarrassing facing him."

Ajay: "I am so sorry, my love! Please, come here."

Ajay tried to playfully catch Priya while she darted around trying to evade his grasp. Finally, he caught her in his arms, holding her gently from behind as he guided her into the bedroom. Ajay swiftly removed his own clothes and unraveled Priya's attire. For the very first time, they were engaging in intimacy during the bright daylight, allowing both of them to behold each other's bare forms with absolute clarity.

Both lay completely unclad against one another, covered only by a light, sheer blanket. Ajay gazed at Priya's porcelain skin—unblemished, fair, and utterly flawless without her garments. Her delicate curves, her smooth thighs, her soft back—everything felt as smooth as rich silk. Burglidly resting his face against the soft valley between her bosom, he slid his hands beneath her back, tracing the curve of her slender waist. Priya, having waited through days of yearning, surrendered passionately to his touch, her hands winding through Ajay's hair. For the first time, Priya also caught a clear sight of Ajay's physical intimacy. His length was quite modest, measuring around four to five inches. Having seen much larger proportions in videos, Priya had previously assumed that every man possessed a grander stature.

Ajay swiftly glided his hardness into her inner warmth, moving against her in a fervent rhythm. A short while later, he surrendered to his release and collapsed exhausted over her, resting his legs over hers. Priya lay quietly holding him, as if waiting for something more to unfold. Within moments, Ajay drifted into a heavy sleep, and Priya closed her eyes, drifting off shortly after.

When she opened her eyes, night had already fallen, and loud, unmistakable sounds began echoing from the adjacent flat. Listening intently, Priya immediately recognized the rhythmic, vocal gasps of intense physical intimacy. She had only ever heard such explicit sounds in adult videos before. She pondered to herself that she had never raised her voice so loudly during their own moments, wondering what kind of overwhelming ecstasy could elicit such intense vocal moans.

The following morning, Ajay had to leave for his office, so Priya woke up early to prepare his lunch. Ajay rushed off to work, after which Priya tended to her household chores before making phone calls to her sister-in-law, her mother, and her mother-in-law. By evening, she eagerly awaited Ajay's return. Ajay arrived home around seven o'clock, and after sharing their dinner, they exchanged tender affection in bed before drifting off to sleep.

Over the next two weeks, this simple sequence became their established routine. On nights when Ajay returned late or felt exhausted, physical intimacy was set aside, and they simply exchanged sweet kisses before falling asleep. However, from the neighboring flat, the loud, passionate sounds of physical indulgence echoed at least three to four times a week. Ajay was granted leave only on Sundays, which was entirely consumed by groceries, household chores, and market errands. Priya truly began to feel isolated and bored in this quiet routine.

Whenever Priya sat alone, her thoughts would occasionally drift toward Daksh. She had sent him a message or two, but received no response in return. Two weeks later, after Ajay had left for his office, Priya decided to step outside the apartment on her own. She walked down to stroll through the lush garden inside the residential society. She observed the security guard at the gate and a few residents walking about. Upon returning to the sixth floor a short while later, she realized to her utter dismay that she couldn't find her house key. Priya searched frantically through her belongings, but the key was nowhere to be found.

Just then, the girl from the adjacent flat arrived and reached for her own door handle. Seeing Priya standing in the hallway looking visibly distressed, she paused.

Girl: "Is everything alright? Do you need any help?"

Priya: "No... it's just that I seem to have lost my house key."

Girl: "Oh, I see! What are you going to do now?"

Priya: "I suppose I'll have to call my husband or just wait out here. He will definitely scold me if I call him during work hours."

Girl: "You can wait inside my apartment if you'd like."

Priya had observed this girl smoking on her balcony almost every day, though they had never spoken a word to each other. Now, this very girl was inviting her into her home. Remembering the loud night sounds and Ajay's harsh judgment regarding her character, Priya had formed a rather negative impression of her.

Priya: "No, it's fine. I will just wait out here in the hallway."

Girl: "How long will you wait outside? It's getting quite cold out here. Come on in, let's have a hot cup of tea together."

Despite her initial hesitation, Priya stepped inside her flat. The apartment was styled quite uniquely, decorated with exquisite and tasteful artistic pieces.

Girl: "By the way, my name is Aditi. What's yours?"

Priya: "I am Priya."

After a brief initial hesitation, the two of them settled down into a comfortable and easy conversation. Speaking with her, Priya realized that Aditi wasn't a bad person at all. Aditi reminded her of a friend she had back in college—sharing a similar height, a slender yet voluptuous frame, and dressed in a stylish kurti. Her features carried a subtle maturity, leading Priya to guess that she was likely around thirty years of age. From their talk, Priya gathered that she was unmarried, which naturally revived the quiet curiosity in her mind regarding the nocturnal moans. However, she felt hesitant to bring up the subject directly. Ultimately, it was Aditi who initiated the topic herself.

Aditi: "You must have heard things about me from your husband or from someone else in this society, right?"

Priya: "No, nothing like that at all. In fact, I don't really know anyone else here."

Aditi: "Then why were you hesitating to step inside my flat earlier? Honestly, your face gives everything away. You should learn to exert a little control over your expressions!"

Priya gathered her courage and asked gently: "You don't seem to be married, but... intense sounds often echo from your flat."

Aditi burst into laughter: "Oh! I had no idea that sounds could be heard on the other side. Because, honestly, I never hear a single thing coming from your flat!"

Hearing this, Priya lowered her eyes in quiet embarrassment.

Aditi: "I understand the question lingering in your mind. I am not a call girl. However, I do have several male friends who visit, and I enjoy intimacy with them. Physical intimacy was created solely for pleasure—surely you enjoy it with your husband as well? Or perhaps you don't?"

Before Priya could formulate a response, her phone rang with a call from the security guard informing her that her lost key had been found downstairs. Relieved, Priya rushed down to retrieve her key and returned to her apartment.

Following that day, a warm dynamic developed between Priya and Aditi, and they frequently sat together during the afternoon hours to chat. Within a few short days, they grew remarkably open with one another. Until now, Priya had never shared the intimate details of her personal life so candidly with anyone. Aditi was almost like an expert on intimacy, offering her numerous creative suggestions, though many of them struck Priya as rather unusual.

She suggested the concept of roleplay to Priya to infuse new excitement into her romantic life—where she and her husband would pretend to be different individuals, engaging in playful dynamic shifts before surrendering to physical passion. Priya initially found the idea quite strange, but after searching online and discovering that many couples shared deeply satisfying experiences with it, she decided to propose the concept to Ajay. It took her quite a bit of effort to persuade him.

Ajay: "Honey, this idea feels incredibly weird. How can we just pretend to be completely different people?"

Priya: "Please, let's just try it once! If you want, I can pretend to be someone else—an actress or any other woman you might have secretly desired."

Ajay: "No, it's nothing like that. Well, if we are actually doing this, then I will be the one pretending to be someone else—a stranger who enters your home and claims your body."

It was the very first time Priya had heard such a raw word spoken by Ajay. A sudden, unexpected wave of anticipation stirred deep within her.

Priya murmured softly: "Whatever you desire..."

It was as though she had seamlessly transformed her initial suggestion into his own idea. Ajay, too, found himself caught up in the rising mood.

Ajay: "Alright, fine. I will pretend to be a colleague from your husband's office who arrives at your house and indulges in intense intimacy with you."

Priya felt a slight flicker of uneasiness, but she was the one who had introduced the concept of roleplay in the first place. Was Ajay envisioning someone specific? Raj? No, she couldn't possibly imagine Raj, or anyone else she personally knew, in such a context. Yet, she could no longer step back.

Priya: "What name should I address you by during our roleplay?"

Ajay thought for a brief moment: "Vijay... or Mr. Vijay."

Priya let out a quiet sigh of relief: "Yes, that works perfectly."

Ajay stepped outside the apartment door and re-entered playing the role of Vijay. He subtly altered his gait and posture, adopting an authoritative and dominant demeanor. Priya found it amusing on the inside, but controlling her laughter, she actively played her part in the fantasy.

Priya: "Mr. Vijay... what are you doing? This is completely wrong!"

Ajay: "Let me have my way with you today, Priya!"

He pulled her into an embrace and began kissing her. Ajay kissed her with an unprecedented intensity—a fierce, demanding passion he had never shown her before.

Priya's breath hitched, soft gasps escaping her lips. Ajay lifted her effortlessly, lowered her onto the bed, and forcefully unraveled her garments.

Priya whispered: "Mr. Vijay, please... don't do this!"

Priya placed her hands against his chest, attempting to hold him back, but Ajay assertively pinned her wrists, overpowering her gentle resistance. He leaned down to capture her bosom with his lips, trailing fiery, gentle nibbles across her skin. A soft cry escaped Priya's throat—she had never experienced such intense arousal with Ajay before.

Priya moan: "Ahhhh... Mr. Vijay, please, be gentle... it hurts!"

Yet Ajay paid no heed to her pleas, holding her curves with demanding firmness. Priya cried out in a mixture of sensation and fiery excitement, as though a sudden flame had ignited within her core. Ajay then swiftly glided his rising hardness into her inner warmth, moving with powerful thrusts before releasing his warm essence entirely deep inside her.

Priya trembled violently, overwhelmed by a physical sensation she had never felt after intimacy before. Exhausted and thoroughly satisfied, she collapsed into Ajay's arms. Looking at each other, both of them broke into soft laughter, still processing the overwhelming intensity of what had just transpired.

Priya: "Ajay, thank you!"

Ajay: "For what?"

Priya: "For listening to me... and for doing this."

Ajay: "I am not Ajay right now, I am Mr. Vijay! Address me as Mr. Vijay."

Shying away, Priya hid her face against his chest and murmured: "You are very naughty, Mr. Vijay!"

Following that night, they made roleplay a regular weekend ritual every Saturday night. Ajay would alternate between playing the role of a neighbor, an old boyfriend, a close friend, or various other personas during their intimate encounters. Although Ajay would still reach his release relatively quickly, Priya thoroughly enjoyed the intense, prolonged foreplay. For the first time, her intimate life felt genuinely satisfying and vibrant.

Over the next two to three weeks, their fantasy encounters continued seamlessly. These playful dynamic shifts brought Ajay and Priya noticeably closer to one another. They continued to engage in intimacy without roleplay as well, though Ajay would still finish quite rapidly on those occasions.

Priya was now approaching her third month in LA123n0w, and their six-month wedding anniversary was merely a month away. On weekends, Raj would occasionally drop by their apartment to share meals with them. Despite her desire to do so, Priya could never invite Aditi over in Ajay's presence.

One Sunday night, after an extended session of affection, they fell asleep far later than usual, resulting in both of them waking up late the following morning. Ajay scrambled out of bed to get ready for work while Priya busied herself packing his lunchbox. However, in his extreme hurry, Ajay forgot his lunch container on the kitchen counter. Priya realized this was a wonderful opportunity to surprise him—she could deliver his lunch directly to the bank and perhaps they could enjoy the meal together.

Dressing up elegantly, Priya stepped downstairs and began searching for an auto-rickshaw to take her to Ajay's office. This was the very first time she was navigating the city of LA123n0w entirely on her own without Ajay by her side. Whenever she traveled with Ajay, she never paid close attention to the routes or the surroundings. On her own, she felt a distinct awkwardness, sensing numerous eyes fixated on her along the way. Perhaps she had dressed up a bit too lavishly for a routine errand. She couldn't help but notice the auto driver repeatedly glancing at her through his rearview mirror throughout the ride.

Eventually, she arrived at Ajay's bank branch—a grand, impressive commercial facility. Upon inquiring about Ajay with the security guard at the entrance, she learned that he was currently in a meeting, and the guard escorted her directly to his work desk. Sitting there quietly, Priya looked around the bustling office; Raj was nowhere in sight either.

A short while later, Ajay stepped out of the conference room accompanied by two men. They were engaged in active conversation when Ajay's gaze suddenly landed on Priya. Standing beside him, the branch manager, Mr. Sharma, noticed her at the exact same moment.

Sharma: "Wow, Ajay, look! A remarkably beautiful customer is waiting right at your desk. Go ahead and process her loan immediately!"

Ajay smiled: "Sir, I believe that is actually my wife."

Sharma: "Oh, I see! I had no idea. Come, let's go meet your wife."

Ajay guided both gentlemen toward Priya: "Priya, you're here? You should have called me before coming over! Sweetheart, meet my boss, Mr. Sharma, the branch manager. And this is Mr. Vijay Singh, a prominent businessman here in LA123n0w."

Priya smiled at both of them and nodded her head in greeting. Hearing the name Vijay, she felt a slight wave of surprise—that was the exact name Ajay frequently used during their intimate roleplay sessions. There was certainly something striking about Vijay's overall personality. Standing at five feet ten inches, he boasted an impressive physique, clad in a sleek jacket over jeans, with dark sunglasses resting over his eyes. His features were sharply defined, complemented by a neatly groomed, well-maintained beard.

On the other hand, Sharma stood at five feet eight inches, carrying a noticeable belly, and was dressed in a simple checked shirt and trousers.

Priya: "Hello sir, nice to meet you."

Sharma: "Mrs. Ajay, nice to meet you too. Ajay, you never mentioned that your wife is so beautiful."

Hearing his compliment caused a soft flush of pink to rise on Priya's cheeks.

Sharma: "Your husband is an extremely hard worker. He just closed a major deal alongside Vijay Ji."

Priya offered a polite smile looking at them. Hearing him referred to as 'Vijay Ji' made her feel a sudden urge to laugh, mixed with a slight sense of awkwardness: "Yes sir, he remains constantly occupied with office work. Ajay, here is your lunch—you had forgotten it at home."

Sharma: "Ajay, life exists beyond office walls as well; learn to enjoy it, especially since you are newly married. Mrs. Ajay, by the way, are you attending the office party?"

Priya: "Which party?"

Sharma: "Oh, Ajay didn't tell you about the party either? It is our bank's annual party, quite a grand event scheduled two weeks from now. Ajay, make sure to share Priya's contact number with me; I will ask my wife to add her to the ladies' WhatsApp group. The ladies are planning a dance performance."

Priya: "Yes, sure sir. I am quite good at dancing."

Sharma: "Wonderful, we shall meet at the party then."

Saying this, Sharma and Vijay stepped slightly aside to converse about other matters.

Ajay: "Priya, how did you reach the bank?"

Priya: "By auto-rickshaw, how else? And I will return the same way."

Overhearing her, Vijay intervened smoothly: "Ma'am, my driver will drop you home. An auto-rickshaw is not entirely safe for you."

Priya: "No sir, it's alright, I can manage on my own."

Vijay: "It is really no trouble at all; I have some remaining business here anyway. My driver can easily drop you home in the meantime. Take care."

He signaled his driver to convey Priya home safely. Priya glanced toward Ajay, silently seeking his permission through her eyes. Ajay gave a subtle nod of approval, and Priya accompanied the driver to the vehicle. While she lacked detailed technical knowledge about automobiles, she had never sat inside such an exquisite car before. The driver safely brought her to the gate of her residential society.

That evening, upon Ajay's return home, a mild argument broke out between the two of them.

Ajay: "You should have at least informed me before coming to the bank. I could have managed lunch on my own."

Priya: "It was meant to be a surprise for you; I thought you would be pleased. Besides, you didn't even ask me once if I wanted to have lunch together."

Ajay: "You saw how extremely busy I was at the office, didn't you? Vijay is a very influential individual, and that deal was immensely crucial."

Priya: "Vijay... the same person who offered to drop me home? Is he the inspiration behind the Vijay character you play during our roleplays?"

Ajay: "Are you out of your mind? It is nothing like that."

Priya: "It certainly seems that way. You try to imitate his style quite a bit. From now on, no more Vijay roleplays. Do you have any idea how strange I felt hearing that name? I was almost about to burst into laughter."

Ajay: "Don't be like that. Alright fine, I have plenty of other ideas," he said, wrapping his arms around Priya in a warm embrace.

Priya: "I don't want to hear any ideas."

Ajay: "Just listen to this one. It's completely fresh. I play a security guard who has his eyes on you, and the moment your husband steps out, I enter and surrender you to wild passion."

Priya: "Eewww, that is such a crude idea!"

Ajay: "Come on, agree to something at least! You reject every option."

Priya: "You are impossible. I won't do the Vijay scenario anymore."

Ajay: "Alright then, be prepared for your security guard brother instead."

Hearing this made Priya burst into laughter. Over the next few days, after returning from work, Ajay would playfully act like a guard without engaging in physical intimacy—"Madam, here is your mail," "Madam, here is your parcel," "Madam, here are the vegetables you ordered," "Madam, do you require any assistance?" Whenever Priya responded with a playful 'Thank you brother,' she found it hilarious, yet deep down, she inexplicably felt a sudden surge of arousal and eagerly awaited Saturday.

In the meantime, she was added to the official party WhatsApp group. Every participant was required to present a solo dance performance, followed by a collective group dance. Priya felt immensely thrilled about dancing, having performed on stage numerous times during her college days. She had the freedom to select her own song for the solo act, while the group performance was set to a playful regional track.

When Saturday night finally arrived, it was time for Ajay's security guard act.

Ajay: "Madam, is Sir present at home?"

Priya: "No, he is not at home."

Ajay: "I wished to speak with you about something."

Priya: "Go ahead."

Ajay: "Madam, you are extraordinarily breathtaking, and looking at you reminds me of my wife back in the village."

Priya: "Is that so? And then?"

Ajay: "So madam, may I hold your hand just once? It would ease the longing I feel for my wife."

Priya: "No brother, what nonsense are you talking about?"

Ajay: "Please madam, just this once. Consider it a festive token of goodwill."

Priya: "Alright, fine, but you may only touch my hand once."

Ajay approached her, took her hand into his, and suddenly lowered his trousers and undergarment, pressing her open palm directly against his rigid hardness.

Priya: "Brother, what are you doing? You only asked to touch my hand!"

Ajay: "Yes madam, but I never specified where I would place it."

Ajay's length had not reached full rigidity yet, but the soft contact of Priya's hand against his intimate warmth ignited a powerful rush through his entire body.

Priya felt slightly taken aback; they had never performed a roleplay quite like this before. Ajay held her hand under his own, guiding her palm rhythmically over his throbbing length.

Ajay: "Ahhhhh madam Ji, this feels incredible. Keep moving your hand over it."

Priya's hand continued to stroke Ajay's pulsing hardness, causing it to expand steadily in size and firmness until it throbbed within her grasp.

Priya: "Brother, that is enough now; I do not wish to touch it any further."

Ajay: "Madam, look at what you hold—a watchman's length is in your palm. It must surely be larger than your husband's."

Hearing Ajay's explicit, suggestive words sent a sharp wave of intense arousal through Priya's body. Holding Priya's lips firmly with one hand, Ajay forced her mouth slightly open.

Ajay: "Madam, will you take my length into your mouth?"

Hearing this, Priya glared at Ajay with instant anger. They had already established a strict boundary that she would never engage in oral intimacy. She immediately pulled her hand away from his core.

Priya: "Ajay, no! I explicitly refused that earlier, didn't I?"

Ajay: "Alright, fine, I won't force it, but please don't call me Ajay right now."

Ajay: "Ahhhh madam, why did you stop? You are such a stunning, intoxicating piece of perfection."

Ajay pinned Priya against the wall, his hands firmly cupping and squeezing her full, rounded hips. Priya possessed voluptuous curves, and kneading her softness filled him with immense pleasure. Passionately squeezing her hips, he began pressing fervent kisses against her skin.

Priya: "Brother, what are you doing? Step back a little!"

Ajay: "Madam, this is no time to step back. Today, I am going to possess you completely."
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Ajay lifted Priya onto his shoulder and carried her straight into the bedroom. Priya felt a wave of shock seeing this unbridled, aggressive side of him. Throwing her onto the mattress, he climbed over her and began kissing her with intense vigor. This happened to be his absolute favorite position.

Ajay: "Madam, ever since I caught sight of you downstairs, I have longed to possess your body. Today, I finally have the opportunity. What an exquisitely tight, perfect prize you are."

Tearing her top slightly, Ajay pulled it off, sliding her lower garments down her legs. Priya's breathing grew rapid and heavy as she attempted to push Ajay off her chest. Today, Ajay pounced upon her body like a ravenous wolf. In her struggling state, she found herself completely unable to dislodge his weight.

Ajay: "Where are you trying to go, madam?"

Pulling Priya from behind, Ajay laid her on her side, gripping her tightly against his body from behind while squeezing her full breasts with raw force.

Priya: "Ouchhhhh... please brother... Ajay... Ahhhhh!"

Lifting one of Priya's legs with his hand, Ajay drove himself deep into her warmth, initiating a forceful, passionate rhythm: "What 'please', madam? Just surrender to the rhythm and enjoy!"

Within a few intense thrusts, Ajay reached his peak, pouring his hot essence deep within her warmth as well as across her skin, his pace gradually slowing down. Priya lay on the bed, a couple of silent tears trickling down her cheeks, as if she had truly been taken by a stranger rather than her own husband.

The moment he withdrew, Priya pushed him back, stepping into the bathroom to cleanse herself. Lying across the bed, Ajay felt immense satisfaction, having thoroughly enjoyed the raw intensity of the encounter.

Priya returned to the room, her voice laced with sharp agitation: "Ajay, what was that? I was explicitly telling you to stop, wasn't I?"

Ajay replied casually: "Priya, it was just a roleplay game. And I know for a fact that you must have enjoyed it."

Priya retorted firmly: "No! I didn't enjoy it at all. It felt as though you were forcing yourself upon me. I don't ever want to do something like this after today. I have zero desire to imagine a security guard doing all these things to me."

Priya turned on her heel and exited the room in anger. Yet, in truth, her rage wasn't directed entirely at Ajay. She felt equally furious with herself for taking the initial step to introduce the idea in the first place, and even more unsettled by the quiet realization that Ajay wasn't entirely wrong—somewhere deep within, she had actually derived a strange thrill from the experience.

Over the next two to three days, Priya kept her distance from Ajay, maintaining a quiet silence. Ajay attempted to soothe her anger, but due to his demanding office schedule and late returns, they barely found time to talk. One evening, hoping to bridge the gap, Ajay decided to leave his office early. He brought Raj along with him to their apartment, knowing well that Priya would refrain from showing her anger in front of a guest. In Raj's presence, Priya tried her best to converse normally, but her underlying frustration did not escape Raj's keen observation.

Raj asked: "So, what's going on, Priya?"

Priya replied: "Nothing at all. You're visiting after quite a long time. Or did Ajay have to drag you along with him today?"

Raj chuckled softly: "Ehhmm, nothing like that! I just thought of dropping by since it had been a while. Are you two having a fight?"

Priya answered: "Not at all. Everything is perfectly fine. Why did Ajay say something to you?"

Raj said: "Ajay didn't say anything, so why don't you tell me?"

Priya wondered how she could possibly explain any of this to Raj. Aside from Aditi, she hadn't disclosed a single detail about their roleplay experiments to anyone. She sighed gently: "Hmmmm... let it be. These small disagreements keep happening anyway. Besides, I am currently busy preparing for the upcoming weekend party."

Raj inquired: "Which party?"

Priya answered: "The official party hosted by your bank. Aren't you invited?"

Raj asked in surprise: "Wait, you are attending it?"

Priya replied excitedly: "Yes! I am going to give one or two dance performances there. It's going to be so much fun!"

Raj's tone shifted with immediate concern: "What? You shouldn't attend that party, and you definitely shouldn't perform any dance there!"

Priya asked, puzzled: "Why? What's wrong with it? I performed in numerous dance programs during my college days as well."

Raj tried to explain: "How do I make you understand? This isn't college. Ajay, didn't you stop her?"

Ajay was well aware of how men evaluated attractive women at such corporate gatherings. However, he couldn't bring himself to forbid Priya from going. For one, his branch manager, Mr. Sharma himself, had personally extended the invitation to Priya, and Priya had already spoken with Mr. Sharma's wife, who was thrilled about her participation in the dance event. Secondly, a deep part of him quietly yearned to showcase his stunningly beautiful wife to his colleagues, proving to everyone just how fortunate he was.

Ajay defended: "What can I possibly say? Even Mr. Sharma's wife is performing a dance."

Raj countered firmly: "Her situation is completely different. But Priya shouldn't go."

Priya reassured him: "Raj, please don't worry so much. Many women are participating in the dance—at least eight to ten of them. It is going to be a wonderful event."

Raj realized there was nothing more he could say, so he finished his dinner and took his leave for the night.

Priya spent the remainder of the week fully immersed in her dance rehearsals. Mr. Sharma's wife, Renu, had instructed all the performing women to adhere to a uniform dress theme: a vibrant red saree paired with a sleek black sleeveless blouse. Priya already possessed a red saree, but she had to visit the market with Ajay to purchase the blouse. Interacting with the wives of Ajay's colleagues in this new city brought immense joy to Priya, making her feel as though she were back in her vibrant college days, eager to captivate the audience with a breathtaking dance performance.

Finally, the day of the grand event arrived. When Priya finished dressing up and stood before the mirror, she was completely mesmerized by her own reflection. She looked extraordinarily radiant. The custom sleeveless blouse brought from the market was slightly snug, accentuating her full curves and giving her bosom a remarkably prominent, captivating appearance. When Ajay laid eyes on her, his jaw dropped in absolute awe.

Priya asked softly: "How do I look? Is it appropriate for the party?"

Ajay gasped: "Yes... you look astonishingly beautiful. Every single person there is going to have their eyes fixed solely on you."

Priya blushed with delight at his praise, though a gentle wave of nervous anxiety began to settle in her chest. They boarded a taxi from their apartment complex and reached the grand farmhouse reserved for the event. Stepping out, Priya realized this was far from a modest gathering—hundreds of guests had been invited, causing her nervous anticipation to surge even higher. As they entered the venue, they were immediately greeted by Mr. Sharma and his wife, Renu. Renu appeared to be a woman in her late thirties, slightly taller than Priya, possessing a lush, fully voluptuous frame. Since Priya had shared a couple of her practice videos beforehand, Renu recognized her instantly.

Renu exclaimed enthusiastically: "Priyaaa!!!! You're finally here! Wow, you look absolute stunning, my dear!"

A radiant smile broke across Priya's face, her cheeks flushing a deep crimson: "Hello, Ma'am!"

Renu pulled her along warmly: "Come, come! Everyone else is waiting backstage. I will brief you on everything right there."

Holding Priya by the hand, Renu led her away, leaving Ajay and Mr. Sharma standing behind. Reaching the backstage area, Priya noticed five or six other women clad in identical red sarees. They all appeared to be between twenty-five and thirty-five years of age, yet none matched the breathtaking elegance and beauty that Priya radiated.

Renu mentioned casually: "A few participants backed out at the last minute, but never mind, we will handle them later."

The remark struck Priya as somewhat odd, but her mind remained intensely focused on her performance and the prospect of stepping onto the grand stage before such a massive crowd.

Leaning in closer, Renu whispered softly into Priya's ear: "Priya, you will perform at the very end so that you can watch the others perform first. Besides, I believe in saving the absolute best for last!"

Within a few moments, the solo dance performances commenced one after another, with each woman dancing to various popular Bollywood melodies. Positioned at the edge of the stage, Priya could clearly view the dance floor, though the audience directly in front remained obscured. However, hearing the loud bursts of applause, enthusiastic cheers, and echoing whistles, she could tell the crowd was thoroughly engaged. Her anxiety deepened, to the point where the surrounding sights and sounds began to blur into a haze.

Suddenly, Renu gently nudged her shoulder: "Priyaaa! Go on, it's your turn now!"

Gathering her composure, Priya stepped onto the brightly lit stage. The gathering was far larger than she had envisioned—two to three videographers stood right near the front, backed by a massive, crowded audience. The moment Priya stepped into view, a wave of loud whistles and energetic cheers echoed through the venue. Scanning the sea of people, her eyes caught Ajay standing near the side of the stage. Taking a deep, steadying breath, Priya waited for her music track to begin.

As the melody filled the air, her feet began to move with effortless grace, and the surrounding crowd faded completely from her consciousness. The song was a timeless classic, her absolute favorite dance track. As her rhythmic movements unfolded, a bright, confident smile returned to her lips, completely dispelling her lingering fears.

Standing amidst the audience, Ajay held up his smartphone, attempting to capture a video of her performance. He observed that the crowd was roaring with the highest level of enthusiasm for Priya's performance compared to anyone else's. He even noticed several men discreetly adjusting their trousers, visibly captivated by her mesmerizing presence. While a husband might typically feel protective anger, Ajay felt an overwhelming surge of pride witnessing his wife command the stage so effortlessly.

As the music reached its conclusion, the venue erupted in deafening applause. Priya gracefully exited the stage, noticing that her skin was glistening with a light sheen of perspiration.

Renu rushed over, wrapping her in a warm hug: "You were absolute magic, Priya! You were the undisputed star of our event! But we still have the final group dance remaining, and I will be joining all of you on stage for that one."

A few minutes later, Renu guided all the performing women back onto the stage. This time, Priya felt entirely free of fear. The track was a high-energy regional number, and though Priya couldn't fully decipher the lyrics, she surrendered completely to the energetic rhythm. The choreography demanded intense, rhythmic hip movements, making her feel every curve of her body swaying dramatically to the beat. Mid-performance, two over-enthusiastic men from the crowd suddenly climbed onto the stage and began stepping closer toward Priya. A sudden pang of panic gripped her, but Renu immediately stepped in, confronting the men and ushering them back down into the audience..
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Anyhow, the song ended, and everyone stepped down from the stage. By now, Priya was thoroughly exhausted. After chatting briefly with Renu and the other women, she began searching for Ajay, but he was nowhere in sight. Spotting the drinks counter a short distance away, she walked over to grab some water. She had barely asked for a glass when a man suddenly grabbed her wrist. He was deeply intoxicated.

Man: "Baby, if you say the word, I can color your world real properly tonight."

Priya tried her best to pull her hand back, but the man was violently tugging her toward himself. Just then, someone else intervened, prying the man's fingers open and separating him from Priya. It was none other than Vijay, the man Priya had met at the bank the other day.

Vijay spoke calmly to the man: "You've had way too much to drink. Go home."

Recognizing Vijay, the man backed away and quickly vanished into the crowd. Priya stood there holding her sore wrist, tears brimming in her eyes, but she somehow managed to hold her emotions together.

Vijay: "Are you okay?"

Priya's voice barely came out as a whisper: "Yes. Thank you, sir."

Vijay: "It's alright. Here, take some water."

After taking a couple of sips of water, Priya seemed to find her voice again.

Priya: "Thank you, sir! I am Priya. You might not remember me, but we met at the bank that day. I'm Mr. Ajay's wife."

Vijay: "I remember clearly. And you just gave such a wonderful dance performance."

Priya: "Thank you, sir. But I feel like I shouldn't have done it."

Vijay: "No, that's not true. Some people just lose all sense of decency after drinking."

Within moments, a comfortable conversation sparked between them. True to her open nature, Priya began sharing details about herself, as if she had finally found someone worth talking to at this party.

Vijay: "Oh, interesting. So you're from J1234S."

Priya: "Yes, sir, and it's been three months since I moved to LA123n0w."

Vijay: "So are you working somewhere here, or just managing the home?"

Priya: "Just at home for now, though I previously worked at a CA firm."

Vijay: "Interesting. Here is my card. If you're ever looking for a job, give me a call. We are always in need of talented people."

Priya: "Sure, sir. I will definitely reach out."

Vijay bid her goodbye and walked away. Priya once again looked around, trying to locate Ajay. She finally spotted Ajay standing with Raj, holding a glass of liquor in his hand. Having never seen Ajay drink before, Priya was quite shocked.

Priya: "Are you drinking?"

Ajay: "Oh no, I'm just holding the glass. I only took a sip or two. Nothing much."

Priya felt a strange disconnect, as if she hardly knew Ajay at all: "I think we should head home now. It's been a long night."

Priya said goodbye to Renu and left the party with Ajay. Raj called a cab for the two of them. Ajay and Priya remained silent throughout the entire ride, and Priya felt a sharp surge of anger rising within her.

(This update is from Vijay's perspective)

Standing in the crowd, Vijay had watched Priya dance. The rhythmic movement of her body and the bright smile on her face were intensely attractive. He felt a mild surprise as to why a woman like her was dancing at a party like this in the first place. But then again, that was Renu's knack—scouting women like her and bringing them out into the spotlight. In truth, that was likely the reason he had attended the party himself.

Vijay's gaze wasn't fixed on her curves, her chest, or her waist, but on her face. Such a lovely, innocent face. Meanwhile, the men standing around him were whispering crude, vulgar remarks about Priya.

"Look at her dancing like a total slut."

"Whose bitch is she?"

"Look at those breasts, bouncing right out of her top."

Before the dance even concluded, Vijay turned away and walked toward the bar. A short while later, when he saw Priya struggling against a pushy guest, he couldn't stop himself from stepping in to help. When Priya started speaking, her voice sounded remarkably sweet and innocent to Vijay. He felt he could listen to her for hours. Priya kept sharing her life story, and Vijay listened with an easy smile. He rarely revealed much about himself to anyone.

Vijay came from a highly influential family. His father was a senior civil servant with deep connections among wealthy elites and powerful politicians. During his university years, he met and fell in love with Isha, who hailed from a prominent business empire. Vijay was exceptionally handsome and refined, while Isha was remarkably breathtaking. The two had fallen deeply in love.

Vijay had always wanted to join the military. At twenty-two, he cleared the competitive exams and was commissioned into the armed forces after training. He spent the next six years serving in the military, eventually rising to the rank of Captain. Throughout those years, Isha and he remained close, and she was determined to marry him.

Isha's father agreed to the marriage, but on one strict condition: Vijay had to leave the military and join their family business. Reluctantly, Vijay made that sacrifice for Isha, and they were soon married. After the initial honeymoon spark faded, a year or two into the marriage, Vijay and Isha both realized they had changed completely. College romance was vasty different from married reality. Isha loved lavish spending and never hesitated to show off her wealth. Vijay, on the other hand, was disciplined and completely immersed himself in building the enterprise.

Over those two years, Vijay deeply impressed Isha's father. He possessed an incredible natural aptitude for business management, and his military background made him a formidable leader. Gradually, Isha's father began entrusting the entire business kingdom to Vijay—a position Vijay had no intention of relinquishing. Eventually, Isha and Vijay reached a mutual agreement to open their relationship, allowing them both the freedom to seek physical intimacy elsewhere.

They set only two rules for each other. Isha's condition was that neither of them would ever fall romantically in love with anyone else—that emotional bond belonged exclusively to them. They were only allowed to share physical intimacy with others. Since Vijay felt he would never fall in love again, he had no issue with this rule. Vijay's condition was that Isha's father must never find out, as the old man was deeply traditional.

It wasn't long before Isha embraced this lifestyle—perhaps even before their official agreement. Isha was obsessed with high-society parties where wild encounters were common. Vijay never quite resonated with Isha's party lifestyle, but it was through these events that he met Jassy, the son of a local politician. Though Jassy was three or four years younger than Vijay, he became Vijay's guide in this hidden world.

Jassy introduced Vijay to a continuous stream of women, and slowly, Vijay began engaging in intense physical encounters with them. Frequently, the two of them shared women together in wild, unrestrained sessions. To the outside world, Vijay was a polished, clean-cut tycoon, but behind closed doors, he indulged in rough, aggressive intimacy with these women. Yet, deep down, none of it brought him genuine happiness; it had simply devolved into a mechanical routine. Jassy, however, lived entirely for these primal thrills. The main difference between them was that Vijay never let his public reputation falter, whereas Jassy couldn't care less about public opinion. To the rest of the world, Isha and Vijay remained a picture-perfect power couple, even though they spent very little time together. Seven years had passed since this arrangement began, and Vijay was now thirty-five.

The day Vijay first laid eyes on Priya at the bank, he knew immediately that she would draw everyone's attention. And after witnessing her captivating performance at tonight's party, he was certain that trouble was bound to follow her.

As soon as he stepped out of the party venue, his phone rang.

Jassy: "Did you hear? A new girl has arrived in town."

Priya's dancing photos instantly began flooding Vijay's phone screen. He wasn't surprised that Jassy had received the news so quickly, considering how many people at the party belonged to Jassy's inner circle. Vijay was exceptionally sharp and calculated, always thinking two steps ahead of everyone else.

Vijay: "Hmm, I know. She's married."

Jassy: "Even better. She's extraordinarily hot, man. Just say the word, and we can pick her up tonight."

Vijay: "No, not right now. The stunt you pulled with that college professor already caused enough of a public uproar. Now isn't the time."

Jassy: "That college woman enjoyed it thoroughly, though. You were right there with me, except your name never gets dragged into the light."

Vijay: "And that's exactly how it should stay. Leave this one to me, but it will take time. So forget about her for now."

Jassy: "Whatever you say, my friend."

Vijay hung up the phone and fell into deep thought. Priya's sweet face and gentle voice were still lingering in his mind. He had no intention of using force or coercion with her. He needed a calculated plan to slowly draw Priya into his world, brick by brick. But for tonight, he realized he desperately needed a woman to thoroughly lose himself in physical passion.

Inside the taxi, Priya quickly realized that Ajay had consumed far more than just a sip or two. He kept swaying unsteadily and slumping over her shoulder. Up front, the driver repeatedly cast suspicious glances at Priya and Ajay through the rearview mirror. Priya felt a mixture of rising panic and intense irritation. It was late at night, and Ajay was in a completely helpless state. Soon enough, their apartment complex came into view, but the unsettling manner in which the taxi driver kept staring at her left her feeling deeply uncomfortable.

The moment she stepped out of the taxi, Priya called out to the security guard.

Priya: "Bro... could you please help me for a moment?"

Recognizing her instantly, the guard walked over.

Ishan: "Of course, Ma'am. Tell me, what happened?"

Priya: "Could you please help me carry him upstairs?"

Ajay had managed to stumble out of the car, but his legs were buckling beneath him.

Ishan: "Certainly, Ma'am."

Priya supported Ajay from one side while the security guard held him from the other. Guiding him from behind, they steadily moved him toward the elevator. As the guard held Ajay, his hand brushed against Priya's hand. Priya glanced at him; he wasn't much taller than her, wearing a simple t-shirt and trousers with an overgrown beard. A subtle, satisfied smirk rested on his face, as if he were thoroughly enjoying the proximity.

Ishan: "What happened to Sir? Looks like he had way too much to drink."

Priya: "Yes, I suppose so."

As the elevator doors slid open, they guided Ajay out and walked toward the apartment door. The guard subtly shifted his grip, resting his hand directly over Priya's hand. Priya felt a surge of discomfort, but knowing she desperately needed his assistance to move Ajay, she remained silent. Reaching the entrance, Priya somehow managed to retrieve the apartment key from Ajay's pocket and unlocked the door.

Priya: "Thank you so much, Bro. Please just help me get him into the bedroom."

Ishan: "It is no trouble at all, Ma'am. By the way, my name is Ishan. You can just call me Ishan."

Hearing his tone brought back vivid memories of last week's roleplay session—recalling how Ajay had forcefully kissed her, carried her into the bedroom, and surrendered to physical passion. Priya desperately tried to banish those thoughts from her mind.

Stepping into the bedroom, Priya noticed her clothes scattered across the bed and floor. She had left the apartment in a hurry earlier and hadn't tidied up. She had never imagined that a stranger would step into their private sanctuary late at night under such circumstances.

Priya and Ishan gently lowered Ajay onto the mattress, and Priya quickly began clearing her garments off the bed. Ishan assisted her, picking up pieces of clothing from the sheets.

Picking up a bra from the bed, Ishan handed it directly to Priya: "I believe this belongs to you, Ma'am."

Priya's entire face flushed bright crimson. She swiftly snatched the bra from Ishan's hand and hid it beneath the other clothes. A suppressed, knowing smirk hovered on Ishan's lips, as if he were taking quiet delight in holding her intimate garment.

Priya: "Thank you, Bro. You have been a great help. You may leave now."

Ishan: "Alright, Ma'am. If you ever need anything else, you can call me anytime. By the way, may I say one thing, Ma'am?"

Priya: "Yes, go ahead, Bro."

Gazing intently at Priya, Ishan spoke: "Alcohol makes a man weak. A real man should never allow himself to be weak."

Priya noticed a prominent bulge rising beneath Ishan's trousers while his eyes remained fixated directly on her bosom.

Priya: "Alright, Bro... Thank you. Good night."

Ishan: "Good night, Ma'am."

The moment he departed, Priya let out a deep, shuddering breath and changed into comfortable clothes before falling onto the bed. She could still feel the lingering sensation of Ishan's hand over hers and the weight of his unsettling, suggestive gaze lingering across her skin. She couldn't understand why his presence was still lingering in her thoughts. Burdened by these uneasy feelings, Priya eventually drifted off to sleep.

In the morning, she woke up to the sensation of Ajay pressing a kiss against her cheek. The distinct smell of alcohol still lingered on his breath.

As the memory of the previous night came rushing back, Priya's irritation resurfaced instantly.

Priya: "Ajay, step back."

Ajay: "Hey, what's wrong, my love? I was just wishing you a good morning."

Priya: "Do you even remember what you did last night?"

Ajay: "What did I do?"

Priya: "You don't even remember that you passed out in a state of total intoxication?"

Ajay: "Oh come on, my love! I drink so rarely, and last night I was only celebrating your incredible dance performance."

Priya: "I had to ask the security guard to help me carry you all the way up here."

Ajay: "Oh, really? So what did you do with the watchman... Did you complete your fantasy roleplay with him?"

Priya's temper flared instantly: "There is a limit to your jokes, Ajay!"

Ajay: "I am so sorry, sweetheart. I promise I will never drink this much again. I swear."

Ajay spent the entire day attempting to soothe Priya's anger. He took her out to watch a movie, followed by a romantic dinner at a nice restaurant, gradually easing Priya back into a cheerful mood.

The following week brought the festival of Holi, and they had planned a three-day trip to visit Ajay's family home in GA1234J. Priya was brimming with joy, as this marked her very first Holi festival after marriage. She was deeply excited to reunite with everyone after three long months away. Throughout the journey, her mind continuously pondered how wonderful it would feel to see the family again—especially Daksh. For reasons she couldn't fully understand, thoughts of Daksh frequently drifted through her mind.

Upon reaching the house in GA1234J, Priya warmly touched the feet of the elders and embraced everyone with affection.

Priya: "Mom, Dad, Aunty Ji, Anjali Sis, Vineet!"

Looking up toward the upper floor, her eyes caught Daksh standing near the balcony railing. Seeing him filled Priya with immense joy, completely washing away the uncomfortable awkwardness that had previously transpired between them.

Priya: "Daksh, why are you standing up there? Come downstairs!"

Daksh walked down the stairs, a soft, subtle smile gracing his features. As Priya looked at him, she immediately noticed a distinct change in his physique—he appeared considerably broader and more sculpted. His arms were noticeably stronger, and his muscles were far more defined.

Priya: "It seems you've joined a gym during my absence! You've built quite a muscular frame."

Aunty Ji: "Yes! Nowadays he spends his entire day at the gym. He's barely ever seen at home."

Priya: "That's wonderful! So, who are you trying to impress with all these muscles?"

Daksh offered no answer to her playful teasing, choosing instead to redirect the conversation.

Daksh: "You tell me, how is everything going in LA123n0w?"

Priya enthusiastically began sharing animated stories of her life in LA123n0w with him and the rest of the family. She was delighted to learn that Anjali Sis was expecting a baby, filling her heart with immense joy. With Holi scheduled for the following morning, festive preparations were underway in full swing. Priya adored playing with vibrant colors, and she had carefully selected a pristine white kurti for the occasion.

The next morning, the moment she stepped out of her bedroom, Aunty Ji greeted her by smearing bright color over her cheeks. Ajay, who possessed little enthusiasm for the festival, remained resting inside his room. Priya searched for Daksh, but finding his room empty, she walked up to the rooftop terrace looking for him. Suddenly, Daksh approached from behind, wrapping his arms around her and gently applying color over her face.

Daksh: "Happy Holi, Priya!"

Priya: "Happy Holi! Wait till I get you!"

Priya turned around, smearing color over his face in return. As they exchanged colors, their physical proximity deepened dramatically. Daksh picked up a handful of vibrant powder, slowly tracing it along the gentle curve of her neck. Priya attempted to dodge his touch and turned to run, but Daksh caught her firmly from behind, trailing his color-stained fingers down the surface of her back.

As his hand brushed across her spine, a soft, breathless gasp escaped Priya's lips. Hearing her subtle moan, Daksh's restraint completely dissolved. He wrapped his hands tightly around her waist and midriff, slowly gliding his color-dusted palms from her shoulders all the way down her arms. Priya's back was pressed flush against Daksh's broad chest, completely enveloped in his hold.

Priya, who had been smiling moments ago, suddenly felt a surge of deep uneasiness.

Priya: "Daksh, please stop..."

Yet Daksh showed no intention of stopping. Gliding his hands upward over her white kurti, he cupped her bosom firmly, tightening his embrace around her body. Daksh buried his face against her soft hair, his warm breath fanning her skin.

Daksh: "Priya... I waited for you for so long. Now that you're here, I won't let you slip away."

Priya desperately struggled to break free from his grasp, but Daksh's hold was remarkably powerful.

Priya: "Ahhhhh... Daksh, please let go of me!"

Daksh squeezed her curves through her attire, pressing an intense kiss against the side of her neck.

Priya: "Ouch... Daksh, what you are doing is wrong!"

Daksh: "Nothing is wrong, Priya. I know deep inside that you want to experience everything with me too."

Daksh's hands moved with demanding passion, pressing against her chest with rising intensity. Just then, the distinct sound of footsteps approaching the rooftop echoed from the stairwell. Taking advantage of the distraction, Priya pushed Daksh back with all her strength and broke completely free from his embrace.

As Aunty walked up to the rooftop, she remarked with a subtle smile, "Oh, look at that! A game of Holi between a sister-in-law and her brother-in-law."

Priya was thoroughly flustered. She worried whether Aunty had witnessed anything intimate; seeing the vibrant handprints of color smudged over her kurti, Aunty must have grasped the situation. Yet, Aunty chose not to comment directly on it.

Aunty: "Daksh, go fetch a bucket full of water. Your sister-in-law is standing here completely dry."

Priya: "No, Aunty, please no water! It is far too cold."

Before she could protest further, Daksh returned with a bucket and poured the cold water over Priya. Her white kurti became completely drenched and translucent, revealing her intimate inner garments underneath.

Priya shivered, her breath catching: "Ahhh, that water is freezing cold!"

Daksh's gaze remained fixated on Priya's silhouette, but noticing his mother's presence, he quickly turned his head away and descended the stairs.

Aunty spoke with a gentle, knowing smile: "A young sister-in-law and brother-in-law make quite a captivating pair. But keep him teasing; do not let things cross the line beyond that."

Priya: "I do not understand what you are trying to imply."

Aunty: "Do not act innocent now. Regardless, let it be—I will not mention a word to anyone. Go downstairs before you catch a chill."
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Priya was tempted to retort that she was aware of many things herself, but she decided it was wiser to remain silent and walked downstairs. Entering her room, she changed into fresh clothes and washed away the colors. She could hardly believe how bold Daksh had grown, going so far as to grasp her chest today. The memory of his intense grip left an undeniable trace of warmth and arousal lingering within her body. She found herself wondering why thoughts of Daksh continually occupied her mind, and whether she secretly enjoyed the thrilling sensation of another man's touch.

---

"(This section continues from Daksh's perspective)"

The moment the water drenched Priya, her delicate inner garments became clearly visible to Daksh, and the sight of her full, firm curves straining against the wet fabric caused a surge of arousal beneath his trousers. However, with his mother standing right beside them, he did not want her to notice his physical reaction, so he quickly rushed downstairs.

For the past three months, thoughts of Priya had consumed his mind daily. The memory of pressing his lips against her soft cheeks and mouth robbed him of restful sleep. Following her departure for LA123n0w, he had felt deeply crestfallen, but he soon formed a habit of satisfying his desires while gazing at her photographs. Day after day, he wished Priya were still present so he could slowly push their physical intimacy further.

He had never imagined he would possess the nerve to pull off what he did with Priya today. After all, she was his brother's wife, yet everything had unfolded so openly and rapidly in broad daylight. He could still feel the lingering sensation of her shapely curves in the palms of his hands. However, this bold act had only heightened his intense physical frustration, leaving him in desperate need of release. Straddling his motorcycle, he set off directly toward Neelam's residence. As he rode through the streets, memories of his relationship with Neelam over the past three months flooded his mind.

For a few days following Priya's departure, he had consistently ignored Neelam's text messages, until Neelam confronted him outside the university campus one afternoon.

Neelam: "Daksh! Have you been ignoring my messages?"

Daksh replied with complete indifference: "No, nothing like that."

Neelam: "I heard that you broke up with that girl and that she has left town for good."

Before Priya's departure, Daksh himself had circulated a rumor among his friends that he had split with his girlfriend, as he could hardly reveal to anyone that he had brought his own sister-in-law around posing as his romantic partner. Besides, none of his friends had ever met Priya. After she left, he felt a sting of regret for spreading the lie, but by then, the news had already reached Neelam.

Daksh: "Yes, we broke up. She has left GA1234J for good."

Neelam placed a comforting hand on his shoulder: "Oh, I am so sorry. But we can still be good friends, right? By the way, if you are free, could you drop me home?"

Daksh looked at Neelam, clearly reading the overt affection written across her face. Previously, he had been the one pursuing her, but now the roles were completely reversed. He should have felt thrilled, yet inside, he felt emotionally detached from her.

Daksh said reluctantly: "Fine, I will drop you off. Hop on behind me."

Overjoyed, Neelam climbed onto the backseat of his motorcycle, wrapping her arms securely around his shoulders: "I get a little nervous on bikes. Please ride carefully."

From that day onward, Daksh began dropping her home every afternoon after classes, and the physical closeness between them steadily deepened. Instead of holding his shoulders, Neelam began wrapping her arms tightly around his chest, pressing her body close to his back. After dropping her near her house, the two would spend entire nights texting and talking on the phone.

Neelam was undeniably attractive, yet for reasons he couldn't control, Daksh constantly sought traces of Priya within her—traces that were entirely absent. Neelam's chest was somewhat smaller, and her features lacked the captivating innocence and sweet charm that defined Priya. Nevertheless, Daksh continued spending time with her. One afternoon, while watching a movie together in the theater, they shared their first kiss. Neelam had taken the initiative, which pleasantly surprised Daksh. From that moment on, Neelam had essentially surrendered herself completely to him.

Whenever an opportunity arose, Daksh would kiss her and caress her bosom, though her curves remained modest in comparison to Priya's. Stepping beyond simple caresses, they gradually crossed every boundary and surrendered to complete physical intimacy. It was the first intimate experience for both of them, and Neelam was thoroughly devoted to the relationship. She was deeply in love with Daksh and fiercely possessive of him. For Daksh, however, Neelam had simply become a convenient outlet to satisfy his intense physical needs.

Now, on the day of the Holi festival, Daksh navigated his motorcycle through the streets, dodging incoming water balloons until he arrived outside Neelam's house. He was consumed by an intense, primal hunger unlike anything he had felt before.

Daksh called Neelam's phone: "Neelam, I am waiting downstairs. Come down immediately."

Neelam: "Daksh, how can I just come down like this? It's Holi, and we have so many guests visiting our house."

Daksh raised his voice, his tone sharp and demanding: "I do not care! Meet me downstairs in five minutes, or do not bother ever meeting me again."

Startled by the aggressive edge in his voice, Neelam panicked slightly: "Alright, wait! I am coming down right now."

A few moments later, Neelam emerged wearing a simple t-shirt and jeans. Daksh was waiting for her with visible impatience.

Daksh: "Get on the bike, quickly!"

Neelam: "Where are we going? Do you have any idea what excuse I had to make to leave the house?"

Daksh: "I do not want to hear any excuses. Just hold on tight—we are heading to the hostel room right now."

A few of Daksh's university friends rented a private hostel room, and Daksh kept a duplicate key to the place. Daksh and Neelam frequently used the room for their intimate encounters. Daksh knew that on the day of Holi, the hostel would be completely deserted as everyone would have traveled home.

Neelam: "Daksh, have you lost your mind? Is this why you summoned me out today?"

Daksh: "Do you not want to do this? Tell me now—if you don't, I will simply find someone else."

Neelam was taken aback by his harsh demeanor. Even on regular days, Daksh was rarely overly sweet, but today his tone was unusually raw and aggressive. Secretly, she found his rebellious, bad-boy aura intensely attractive, though she occasionally wished he would treat her like a cherished princess.

At times, Daksh recognized that he was merely using Neelam and speaking to her with disrespect, but as long as Neelam willingly clung to him, it only emboldened his reckless behavior.

Neelam: "I did not say no, but..."

Daksh: "Just get on the bike and stop wasting time!"

Neelam mounted the motorcycle, and Daksh accelerated away with a sharp jerk. Driven by the dangerous speed at which Daksh navigated the streets, Neelam wrapped her arms tightly around his waist from behind. Speeding through the roads, Daksh soon reached the hostel, and the two slipped inside the private room.

The instant they stepped inside the room, Daksh pinned Neelam against the wall, turning her around to face the surface while pressing his hands firmly against the contours of her lower back and curves. With her face pressed against the wall, Neelam felt a mixture of slight apprehension and overwhelming excitement. While Daksh usually engaged with her gently during intimacy, he occasionally surrendered to wild, uncontrolled passion. Though Neelam secretly adored his uninhibited intensity, she kept her reaction hidden. Daksh pulled her denim jeans down, revealing her delicate undergarment that barely covered her slender frame. Glancing at her fair, delicate curves, his mind instantly drifted back to the memory of Priya's voluptuous form.

Daksh dug his fingers deeply into the smooth curves of her hips, gripping her skin with intense passion.

Neelam: "Ouch... Daksh, please be gentle... it hurts..."

Ignoring her pleas entirely, Daksh leaned lower, pressing his lips against her soft skin and leaving passionate marks along her hips. Neelam squirmed from the intense sensation, entirely unsure how to restrain Daksh's wild momentum. She reached her hands backward, attempting to push him away, but Daksh gently swept her hands aside and delivered a firm, teasing slap against her hip.

Neelam: "Ahhhhh... Daksh, what has gotten into you today?"

Daksh: "Neelam, just stand still..."

Daksh shifted her delicate lace undergarment aside to expose her radiant, fair skin completely, pressing a series of soft, lingering kisses along her lower back. Neelam felt a sudden rush of warmth and dampness rising within her center, realizing that she was completely at the mercy of his desires today.

Holding her tightly from behind, Daksh guided her over to the bed and leaned her forward over the edge, raining playful slaps across her hips—starting gently at first, then gradually building momentum. Neelam cried out from the intense rhythm, but loud festive music echoed from the streets outside, completely drowning out her breathless gasps. Once Daksh had satisfied his urge, he shed his clothing and turned Neelam around to face him directly.

Daksh: "Come on, take it into your mouth right now."

Neelam: "Daksh, you have completely lost your mind today! What has come over you?"

Daksh's length stood fully erect, throbbing with intense heat and undeniable arousal. Neelam had offered him oral pleasure in the past to make him happy, but seeing the sheer magnitude of his hardness today left her feeling thoroughly overwhelmed and intimidated.

Daksh: "Just take it into your mouth..."

Daksh gently guided her head from behind, bringing his throbbing length right up to her lips. Looking up at Daksh, Neelam instantly realized that he would not take no for an answer. She parted her lips and took his warm, pulsing hardness deeply into her mouth. As his heat enveloped her, a low groan escaped Daksh's throat, and he closed his eyes, holding her head in place. Neelam moved her lips over his rigid length, astonished by how much larger and fuller he felt compared to before, completely filling her mouth.

Meanwhile, Daksh pulled Neelam's t-shirt off over her head and reached inside her bra, squeezing her full breasts with intense fervor. With Neelam kneeling on the bed and Daksh standing tall over her, his hardness remained buried deep inside her mouth while his hands worked passionately over her intimate curves.

Daksh began pinching her sensitive peaks firmly, pushing Neelam to the absolute brink of her tolerance. With her mouth completely filled, she couldn't even voice a proper cry.

Slipping his length out from between her lips, Neelam gasped: "Please... my jaw is aching, and you are pinching my breasts so hard! It really hurts..."

Daksh: "Alright, fine. Get onto all fours quickly."

Daksh turned her around, and Neelam rested her hands on the mattress, arching her lower back to assume a receptive pose for him. They had never engaged in this intense rear-entry posture before. Positioned behind her, Daksh brought his rigid hardness against her sensitive center, gripped her hair gently, and drove himself inside her in one powerful, swift thrust. Neelam gasped loudly at the sudden, deep intrusion. Gripping her hair, Daksh began moving against her with intense, unrelenting power.

Neelam cried out in a breathless mix of intense sensation and overwhelming pleasure as Daksh lost himself in her body without pause. Between every powerful stroke, he squeezed her breasts and rained firm slaps across her hips.

As Daksh approached the ultimate peak of his release, he poured his hot essence deeply inside Neelam's warmth, a breathless groan spilling from his lips: "Ahhhh... Priya..."

Neelam had experienced immense physical satisfaction during this wild encounter, secretly craving this exact level of intense passion. However, the instant she heard the name 'Priya' fall from his lips, she froze in absolute shock. Was Daksh still fantasizing about his former girlfriend while being intimate with her?

The moment Daksh withdrew and stepped back, Neelam confronted him instantly: "Why did you call out Priya's name while making love to me?"

Avoiding her gaze, Daksh replied nonchalantly: "It just slipped out... I was thinking about you the whole time."

Neelam: "Tell me the truth, Daksh! Am I just a pleasure toy to you, to be used whenever you feel like it?"

Daksh offered no explanation, the wild beast within him having finally settled down: "Put your clothes on. I will drop you back home."

Neelam hastily pulled her clothes back on: "You still haven't answered my question! Are you still in touch with Priya? Do you still love her?"

Daksh: "No, of course not. You are overthinking for no reason."

Neelam remained completely unconvinced by his defensive tone: "Listen, I don't believe a single word you say! I am coming over to your house tomorrow to meet your mother. Don't worry, I will visit as a friend, not a girlfriend—just to deliver some festival sweets."

Daksh: "Why do you need to come home?"

Neelam: "Because I want to! I have asked you so many times to take me to your home. Besides, you always say your mother is quite open-minded."

Daksh panicked internally, realizing that his sister-in-law Priya was staying at the house for two more days. If Neelam visited, the truth would be exposed: "Look, right now is not the right time. Let's plan it for next week."

Neelam resolved silently in her mind that she would visit tomorrow no matter what he said. Talking to his mother might finally reveal the hidden truth.

Daksh dropped Neelam off outside her house and drove back to his residence, his overwhelming physical hunger fully satisfied. Reaching home, he headed toward his room, and as he stepped back into the hallway, he caught sight of Priya. She had changed into a traditional, elegant sari and was drying her damp hair with a towel. The sight of her bare lower back and the dainty tie of her blouse sent Daksh's mind racing once again. Priya's full, breathtaking figure looked absolutely stunning from behind. The memory of holding her firm breasts on the rooftop flooded his mind, feeling as though her body was still pressed against his palms. As he stood spellbound by the enchanting sight, his brother Ajay suddenly stepped out of the bedroom. Daksh quickly lowered his eyes and hurried away.

By evening, Anjali and her husband Vineet arrived at the house, forcing everyone to sit together in the living room. As usual, Vineet teased the young couple playfully, but both Daksh and Priya remained unusually quiet and reserved. Aunty observed their subtle body language closely, attempting to decode the hidden tension between them.

Vineet: "What's going on, everyone? I thought today would be filled with festive cheer, but everyone seems so remarkably quiet!"

Priya: "Oh, it's nothing, Jiju... I just have a slight headache."

Vineet: "Well, what is your brother-in-law here for? Ask him to press your head and ease your pain!"

Daksh cast a quick, hesitant glance toward Priya. Instead of her head, he had squeezed something far more intimate on the rooftop earlier today; now, she probably wouldn't even allow him to touch her hand.

Daksh: "Priya, should I go fetch some medicine for you?"

Priya replied with noticeable coldness: "No, everything is fine."

Gradually, the conversation shifted toward Anjali's pregnancy, with everyone suggesting baby names. Soon, Aunty and Mom began playfully teasing Priya.

Aunty: "Priya, you two should also plan a baby soon! It has been six months since your marriage."

Priya didn't know how to react and lowered her eyes in deep bashfulness.

Mom: "Yes, Priya! You and Ajay should have a baby quickly so that your child and Anjali's baby can grow up and play together."

Vineet: "Hey, why is everyone targeting Priya? Someone should tell my brother-in-law to pull his weight too!"

Ajay sat there with a gentle, shy smile, lacking the courage to speak up openly among his family members. Now his brother-in-law had put him on the spot. In truth, he and Priya were not planning for a baby just yet; he had several other fantasies he wanted to explore with Priya first. But he could hardly voice those intimate thoughts here.

Aunty: "Yes, Ajay, tell us—are you keeping Priya happy in every way? If you need any marital advice, feel free to consult your brother-in-law!"

Meanwhile, Daksh listened to his family openly discussing Priya and Ajay's intimate life. A dark thought crossed his mind: if his brother was unable to satisfy her completely, would Priya be willing to surrender her body to him instead?

Priya didn't know how to respond, but she disliked Aunty questioning Ajay's capability, so she spoke up: "Aunty Ji, please do not worry. Ajay keeps me extremely happy in every way."

Hearing her bold defense, the entire room erupted in playful teasing, causing Priya's face to flush bright crimson. Sitting beside her, Anjali gave Priya a gentle, affectionate pinch on her waist and hugged her tight. Hearing Priya praise Ajay filled Daksh with a sharp surge of jealousy. Shortly after dinner, everyone retired to their respective rooms and drifted off to sleep.

The next day at 11:00 AM, the doorbell rang, and Dad opened the door. Standing outside was Neelam, dressed in an elegant salwar suit and holding a box of sweets.

Neelam: "Namaste, Uncle. I am Daksh's friend, Neelam. I brought some sweets for Holi."

Dad welcomed Neelam inside and called out to Aunty and Daksh: "Daksh, look! Your friend is here."

Aunty embraced her warmly: "Come in, child. Step inside."

Aunty looked Neelam up and down. She had seen this name on Daksh's phone and had glimpsed a few of their messages, so she already had a clear idea that this was his girlfriend. Seeing Neelam in person made her immensely happy; her son had chosen well.

Daksh rushed downstairs and froze, completely unable to believe that Neelam was actually standing in his living room. Despite his explicit warning, Neelam had possessed the nerve to show up directly at his family home. He had never imagined she would pull off such a bold stunt—after all, how could a girl just show up at her boyfriend's residence like this?

Aunty: "What are you staring at? Show Neelam a seat while I set up some tea and snacks."

Suppressing his surging anger, Daksh asked Neelam to sit down. Neelam carefully observed every corner of the house, privately contemplating that this place might one day become her in-laws' home. Aunty sat beside Neelam, warmly asking about her family and background. From their brief exchange, Neelam sensed Aunty's sweet, open-minded nature, which gave her the courage to voice the questions burning in her mind.

Neelam: "Aunty Ji, do Daksh's other friends visit the house as well?"

Aunty: "Yes, child, of course they do. But you are the very first to visit us like this, and I am so glad you came to meet us."

Neelam: "I see. Among those friends... are there any girls as well?"

Aunty immediately caught the true intent behind her question: "No, child! Calling any other girl home is completely out of the question for him. In fact, I am certain you came here entirely on your own initiative—if you had asked him first, he would have definitely refused. You are the very first girlfriend he has ever brought home."

Aunty placed a deliberate emphasis on the word girl. Hearing this filled Neelam with immense relief and joy—at least no other girl had ever stepped into Daksh's home before her.

Aunty: "In fact, I would say that you are likely his very first girlfriend overall."

Daksh glanced at his mother, desperately wishing she would stop speaking.

Blushing softly, Neelam replied: "Thank you, Aunty Ji. Yes, Daksh had explicitly forbidden me from coming over."

Aunty: "Don't mind him! You are welcome to visit whenever you like. Daksh, go fetch your Priya from upstairs so she can meet Neelam too."

Neelam looked up in complete astonishment, as Daksh had never once mentioned having a sister-in-law: "Priya??"

Aunty: "Yes! Daksh's brother and Priya reside in LA123n0w; they came down specially for Holi."

Daksh stood rooted to the spot, completely paralyzed. How on earth was he supposed to introduce Priya and Neelam to each other?

Daksh: "Let it be, Mom... she must be busy upstairs."

Aunty: "Nonsense! You two share such a close bond, and you won't even introduce your girlfriend to her?"

Aunty called out toward the upper floor herself: "Priyaaaa! Listen dear, could you please step downstairs for a moment?"

Hearing that specific name caused Neelam's eyes to widen in sheer shock. Was it merely an unbelievable coincidence that his sister-in-law was named Priya?

Draped in a graceful sari, Priya stepped down the staircase. The moment her eyes fell upon Neelam, her footsteps ground to a complete halt. Neelam and Priya locked eyes in stunned silence. Neelam looked at her in absolute disbelief—this was the exact same woman Daksh had brought to campus posing as his girlfriend! She appeared slightly different now because of her traditional sari, but without a doubt, it was the exact same person.

Aunty: "Priya, come sit here. This is Neelam, a very special friend of Daksh."

Priya walked over with slow, hesitant steps and sat right beside Aunty. Her heart was pounding wildly against her ribs, terrified that her secret had been completely exposed. Daksh had never warned her that Neelam was now his girlfriend and would be visiting today. Meanwhile, Neelam kept shifting her gaze back and forth between Priya and Daksh, her mind churning with a thousand unanswered questions.

Observing the sudden silence, Aunty immediately sensed the strange tension hanging in the room: "What happened, everyone? Why did everyone go so quiet all of a sudden?"

Regaining her composure, Neelam spoke up: "It's nothing, Aunty Ji! It's just that Priya is so extraordinarily breathtaking that I couldn't take my eyes off her."

Daksh let out a subtle sigh of relief, realizing Neelam was smart enough not to expose his lies in front of his mother. Priya also played along, pretending to be completely oblivious.

Priya: "Thank you! But I am hardly as pretty as you are."

Neelam: "Well, we would have to ask Daksh about that. I mean, Daksh has praised you endlessly to me."

Priya: "Is that so? Yet he never mentioned to me that you two were together..."

Neelam: "Perhaps he feared that telling you might mess things up."

Aunty: "Oh, why would anything get messed up? Priya is always there to guide and support her brother-in-law."

Looking directly into Neelam's eyes, Priya replied: "Yes, absolutely. I am willing to do anything to help Daksh," her tone subtly conveying that whatever she had done previously was purely for Daksh's sake.

Aunty: "Daksh, why don't you show Neelam your room upstairs?"

Daksh and Neelam turned and walked up the stairs toward his bedroom, leaving Priya and Aunty sitting in the living room below. The instant they stepped inside the privacy of his room, Neelam confronted Daksh in a low, furious whisper.

Neelam: "Priya?? She is your sister-in-law? And you brought her around as your girlfriend?!"

Daksh: "Neelam, listen to me! I can explain everything, but not here. Let's meet tomorrow after college."

Neelam: "No! I was such a fool. Everything makes absolute sense to me now."

Daksh: "What are you talking about? What makes sense?"

Neelam: "Your Priya has feelings for you, and you have feelings for her! Even yesterday while making love to me, you called out her name..."

Daksh: "What nonsense are you talking about? It's nothing like that!"

Neelam was standing positioned near the doorway facing the hallway, while Daksh's back was turned away from the door. Right at that moment, Priya arrived upstairs and stood just outside the open door. The moment Neelam caught sight of Priya standing in the hallway, her anger flared out of control. She had been agonizing over why she couldn't erase Priya from Daksh's mind, but the reality was far more scandalous than she had imagined. She assumed that his alluring sister-in-law had seduced him, taking advantage of Daksh's innocence—after all, Daksh was remarkably handsome. Neelam was madly in love with Daksh and was prepared to fight anyone to keep him.

Glaring directly at Priya outside, Neelam spoke to Daksh: "Daksh, if there is nothing between you two, then kiss me right now."

Unaware that Priya was standing right behind him, Daksh hesitated: "Neelam, kiss you here?"

Neelam: "Why? You took me so wildly yesterday, yet you can't even kiss me today? Kiss me, right now!"

Neelam reached out, grabbed Daksh's face, and pressed her lips forcefully against his. To calm her down, Daksh wrapped his arms around her and returned the kiss. While kissing him, Neelam kept her eyes fixed on Priya, as if silently declaring that Daksh belonged exclusively to her. Watching the two of them kissing intensely, Priya backed away from the doorway, a surge of deep agitation taking hold of her chest. The very man who had been pursuing her relentlessly was now standing in his room kissing another woman. She knew she shouldn't care, yet for reasons she couldn't understand, she found the sight utterly unbearable.

Priya walked back downstairs, where Aunty immediately resumed talking about Neelam. Aunty was thoroughly fond of Neelam, already viewing her as her future daughter-in-law. A short while later, Neelam and Daksh descended the stairs, and Neelam prepared to take her leave.

Neelam: "Aunty Ji, it was such a pleasure meeting you. I will definitely keep visiting."

Aunty: "Of course, child! Consider this your own home and visit whenever you like."

Casting a subtle, barbed taunt toward Priya, Neelam added: "And Priya Ji, you must be heading back to LA123n0w tomorrow, right?"

Priya barely managed to hold her rising temper in check: "Yes, we will be leaving tomorrow. By the way, Neelam, I must say you are truly beautiful, and Daksh is extremely lucky to have a friend like you."

Neelam gave her a sharp glare and replied, "Yes, that is certainly true. And I am not going anywhere or leaving him behind."

Daksh took Neelam on his motorcycle to drop her off. Watching them ride away together, Priya felt a bitter surge of jealousy rising within her chest. The arrogant look Neelam had directed toward her left Priya utterly convinced that Neelam was completely wrong for Daksh, and she resolved to counsel him regarding Neelam.

While dropping her off, Daksh turned to Neelam and said, "Neelam... thank you for not revealing anything to my mother..."

Neelam: "Listen, Daksh, whatever transpired will remain a secret between us. But from this day forward, you belong exclusively to me, understood? And whatever exists between you and Priya, end it today."

Daksh: "Honestly, she is simply my sister-in-law, nothing more exists between us."
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Internally, Daksh burned with intense frustration. Up until now, he had maintained complete control over Neelam, yet today she was attempting to command him. However, he recognized that this delicate situation required smooth, quiet handling; any domestic exposure would cause immense chaos. Tomorrow, Priya would return to LA123n0w, and perhaps then he could find a permanent solution to this mess.

After Neelam departed, a storm of unsettling questions swirled through Priya's mind. Why hadn't Neelam revealed the truth about her and Daksh to Aunty? What did Neelam assume truly existed between her and Daksh? Should Priya warn Aunty or caution Daksh regarding Neelam's intentions?

Meanwhile, Aunty bounced around the house with immense joy, beaming like a mother who had just discovered the perfect future bride for her son. Priya realized that speaking to Aunty would be completely futile. Having no one else to confide in, she remained deeply absorbed in her troubled thoughts. In any case, she was scheduled to return home tomorrow. Ajay and Mom had gone out to take Mom for a medical checkup, with plans to gather household provisions on their way back.

Priya returned to her bedroom, and a short while later, she heard the sound of Daksh returning home. Daksh retreated directly into his bedroom and slammed his door shut. Priya knew that if she wanted to speak with him, she needed to do it now, yet she was hesitant to enter his personal room. She sent Daksh a text message: "If you are free, come here for five minutes." Since Daksh rarely responded to her messages, Priya worried he might have blocked her number.

Within moments, however, a soft knock sounded at Priya's door. Opening the door, Priya quickly ushered Daksh inside. The last time they had shared this room, Daksh had forced an intense kiss upon her, and Priya was determined not to let history repeat itself.

Priya: "You must be wondering why I summoned you here. I need to discuss something serious with you."

Daksh stood in absolute silence, staring at her, his entire focus locked onto Priya.

Priya: "First of all, what you did on the rooftop yesterday was completely wrong. How dare you lay your hands on me like that? Had it been anyone else, I would have exposed everything to the family by now. But because it was you..."

Observing that Daksh remained silent, listening intently, Priya continued: "Secondly, why have you dragged me into this complicated mess with Neelam? I warned you back then that bringing her along as a fake girlfriend was a terrible idea. And now she is actually your girlfriend, and you didn't even bother to inform me! I have no idea what she truly wants from you or from me."

Priya's agitation mounted steadily: "Are you going to speak at all, or will you just stand there like a statue?"

Daksh: "What do you want?"

Priya: "What do I want? Or rather, what do you want? I am trying to make you understand that Neelam is not the right girl for you. She appears extremely cunning, and you..."

Daksh: "Then who is the right girl for me? You?"

Priya recoiled in absolute shock at his response: "I am your sister-in-law!"

Daksh: "Do you even know who I am anymore? I have changed completely. I can handle Neelam... she has grown addicted to my touch and my physical passion, and she won't cause any trouble, if that is what you are truly afraid of."

Hearing him speak so bluntly and explicitly made Priya feel deeply uncomfortable. Daksh had never used such raw, crude language in her presence before: "Daksh, but..."

Daksh: "I satisfy her deeply and completely, and she yields to my every intimate desire. What is it that you want?"

Priya: "What kind of question is that?"

Daksh: "I know my brother cannot keep you completely satisfied. If you desire, I can fulfill your deepest needs. If you want a child, I can give you that as well, and no one will ever find out."

Priya: "Daksh, stop this nonsense! You have completely lost your manners and decency."

Daksh: "You know the truth deep down. You think about me constantly, which is why you keep messaging me. You can speak the truth in front of me."

Priya fell completely silent, utterly at a loss for words.

Daksh: "I find you extraordinarily alluring, and more than that, I am deeply in love with you. Just say the word, and I will abandon everything to run away with you."

Priya: "Don't be foolish. If we are speaking honestly, then yes, I accept that your brother might not be entirely perfect for me, but we will work through everything. And if not, I will simply adjust."

Daksh: "Why compromise and adjust? Surrender yourself to me completely, please."

Priya: "I might compromise my life with someone else, but never with you. I should have stopped you firmly that day; that was my mistake as well."

Priya gestured toward the door, signaling him to leave, and Daksh promptly exited the room. Priya stood there feeling deeply troubled and hurt by the disrespectful manner in which Daksh had spoken to her.

A few minutes later, Ajay entered the room and placed his shopping bags on the floor. He looked toward her and offered a gentle, affectionate smile. Priya composed herself, reminding herself that this was her final evening in GA1234J.

By evening, the entire family gathered in the living room, conversing lively. The primary topic of discussion remained Neelam, with Aunty praising her incessantly. The rest of the family teased Daksh using her name. Priya refrained from participating in the chatter, keeping herself busy with kitchen duties. Following dinner, Priya returned to her bedroom, where Ajay was sitting on the bed, engrossed in his mobile phone.

Looking at Ajay, a quiet train of thought swept over her. Ajay was not a bad man; while the family viewed him as simple and naive, Priya had witnessed different sides of him. He possessed the same deep desire for physical intimacy as any other man. His endurance might be limited, but having never experienced intimacy with anyone else, it was difficult for Priya to compare. Over time, their imaginative roleplays had rendered their intimate encounters quite engaging.

So much had transpired over the last two to three days that she had completely forgotten about Ajay's recent drinking incident. She had originally intended to mention it to Anjali Sis or Mom, but she no longer wished to distress them. Besides, it was not as if Ajay came home intoxicated every day; it had only occurred a single time.

Priya bolted the bedroom door and began changing her clothes right in front of Ajay, having developed a comfortable level of intimacy with him. For nightwear, Priya usually preferred a loose t-shirt paired with leggings or pajamas. Unwrapping her sari, she removed her blouse. Standing in her bra, she observed her reflection in the mirror. Her breasts seemed to have grown slightly fuller since marriage, fitting snugly within her bra. Cupping them over the fabric, she gently measured their full curves with her hands.

Glancing at the mirror, she noticed Ajay watching her intently. Having refrained from intimacy for the past four to five days, Priya felt a surging warmth inside her. She wished to satisfy her physical cravings with Ajay tonight. Though she realized full-fledged roleplay was unlikely tonight, even a few moments of passionate playfulness from him would bring her immense pleasure.

Tying her hair back, Priya walked over to the bed, gently took the phone from Ajay's hand, set it aside, and climbed on top of him.

Priya wrapped her arms around him in a tight hug and began showering delicate kisses along his neck. Ajay held her close. As the internal heat within Priya intensified, she unbuttoned his shirt and pressed her lips against his bare chest.

Ajay: "What has come over you tonight?"

Priya: "Nothing at all... don't you like this?"

Ajay: "I do, but..."

Priya: "Then just let me adore you."

Priya brought her face close to his and locked her lips with Ajay's in a passionate kiss. She had rarely initiated kissing on her own before, but now she kissed his lips with intense hunger, acting like a passionate, ravenous temptress while Ajay submitted to her lead. Pulling her t-shirt off over her head, Priya guided Ajay's face directly against her cleavage. Nestled between her full mounds, Ajay began pressing soft, warm kisses against her skin.

Priya: "Ajay, squeeze my chest firmly, please."

She craved the exact same intense, overpowering sensation Daksh had inflicted upon her on the rooftop. However, Ajay continued to knead her soft curves with gentle moderation. He remained in his gentle, ordinary persona; only when assuming a dramatic role did he display forceful intensity. Seeing Ajay's lack of raw vigor, Priya's internal frustration began to grow.

Discarding her bra, she positioned Ajay's lips directly over her sensitive peaks. Ajay kissed her outer skin tenderly, but Priya longed for him to suckle and bite them with passion. Ajay slid one hand across her bare back.

Priya: "Please, do it passionately... do it properly..."

Ajay took her peak into his mouth and began suckling gently. Priya gripped his neck tightly, grinding her entire body against his. Sliding down, she pulled off his pajamas and undergarments. Ajay's length remained modest and was not yet fully erect. Stripping off her lower garments, Priya aligned her intimate warmth right against his core. However, because his length lacked full rigidity, entry remained impossible.

Priya spoke with heightened urgency: "Please, make it happen... please!"

Grasping her waist, Ajay attempted insertion, finally attaining sufficient firmness to slide inside her warmth. The moment his hardness entered her, Priya surrendered to intense arousal, her lips parting as soft, breathless gasps escaped her throat. Seated atop him, Priya moved her body rhythmically over his length, while Ajay held her hips, driving upward to match her rhythm. Within a brief moment, however, Ajay reached his climax, pouring his essence inside her warmth before lifting her off and quickly heading to the bathroom. Yet Priya remained completely unsatisfied, her body still burning with unfulfilled desire.

Priya called out: "Ajay, why did you leave? Please come back!"

There was no response from inside the bathroom. When Ajay emerged a few moments later, he had already dressed himself: "Priya, I am so sorry, but I am completely exhausted today. Let's just go to sleep."

Frustrated, Priya stepped off the bed and walked into the bathroom. She poured a couple of mugs of cool water over herself, and once her frustration subsided, she dried off, changed her clothes, and stepped back out. By then, the bedroom lights were turned off, and Ajay had already fallen asleep. Disappointed, Priya lay down on the bed, her mind consumed all night by a troubling thought: Was Daksh actually right? Could Ajay ever truly satisfy her deepest physical desires? Shaking off the thought, assuming he was simply tired, she eventually drifted off to sleep.

The following morning, the two of them departed for LA123n0w, where Raj was waiting to receive them at the railway station.

.

See you In next Part….
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