
        
            
                
            
        

    
Copyright ©

| 2026 by Just Like You | All rights reserved |

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

Cover Design © 2026 by Just Like You

Book Title : A Wife for One, A Desire for Many : Bound by Desire (10th Edition)

A Wife for One, A Desire for Many (1st Edition 2025 )

For rights and permissions and any quarry please contact,

Contact:  Justlikeyou1016@gmail.com`

Other Books

Wife for a Winner: A Steamy Tale of Marital Competition

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

Fatal Desire : The Heart Snatcher (Horror Story Collections)

The Worker’s Touch: A Forbidden Mature Romance

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

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

The Thirsty Professor : Elena Brooks (First Edition)

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

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

Email : justlikeyou1016@gmail.com

Link : 🔗Provide Suggestions🔗

https://forms.gle/irCTZkMrdx6NCdCe9


Disclaimer

This book, “ A Wife for One, A Desire for Many : Bound by Desire (10th Edition) ”, is intended strictly for mature audiences (18+). It explores complex adult themes, including relationships, desire, emotional conflicts, and situations that may not be suitable for all readers. Discretion is strongly advised.

The narrative may include strong language and intimate scenarios that are meant to serve the story’s emotional and dramatic depth.

All characters, events, and situations portrayed in this work are entirely fictional. Any resemblance to real individuals, living or dead, is purely coincidental. This story is a product of imagination and is created solely for entertainment purposes. It is just an imaginary story and has no relation to any religion, any person, any community, or any real-life event. Reader interpretation may vary, and the author does not intend to promote or endorse any specific behavior, lifestyle, or viewpoint depicted within the story.




Important Note: This book is written strictly in accordance with Amazon Kindle publishing guidelines. No blood relations are involved in any sexual or romantic scenes. All characters participating in intimate or romantic situations are consenting adults above 19 years of age. This story contains no elements of child abuse, non-consensual acts, forced encounters, or rape. All sexual content is between consenting adults and is presented as pure fantasy.
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Session 10 - Chapter 1

Note: This chapter is written to maintain flow. If you have already read the latest part, you can switch to the second chapter. 

When Priya opened her eyes in the morning, Ishan was gently moving her head from his chest onto the pillow. Perhaps she had fallen asleep clinging to him all through the night, completely unaware of it. Priya closed her eyes immediately, not wanting Ishan to know she was awake.

Without making a sound, Ishan got out of bed and began changing his clothes. He was likely leaving for the morning prayers. It was still quite dark outside, but Priya could clearly see the silhouette of Ishan's body—his tall stature, broad chest, and strong shoulders. It was the comfort of these very shoulders that had helped her fall asleep last night.

Thinking about last night brought a wave of sadness back into her eyes. It felt as though the purpose of her life had vanished. Vijay was not going to come here, she could not return to Ajay or her own home, and she was now married to Ishan.

After changing his clothes, Ishan stepped out of the room. Priya remained in bed, weeping over her fate. Though tears did not flow from her eyes, her mind felt like it was tearing apart again. She had left Ajay for Vijay, and because of Vijay, she had ended up here. How much Ajay must hate her now; perhaps he had already started thinking about building a new life. And Vijay—he had forgotten her in just a single month.

Lost in these thoughts, an hour passed unnoticed, and light began to break outside. A little while later, Ishan returned to the room. Now, he did not even knock on the door, as if he possessed an absolute right over everything inside.

Seeing Priya awake, Ishan spoke softly.

Ishan: You are awake...

Priya nodded slightly and sat up on the bed. Looking at Ishan, she began to think about last night—how firmly he had held her, even resting the weight of his legs over her. Last night, Priya had hardly been in a state to think or comprehend anything.

Ishan: You should take a bath and get ready and have some breakfast, then I want to show you something...

Looking at Ishan, it seemed as if nothing unusual had happened. The only difference was that he had stopped addressing her as Madamji, a shift that had begun last night. For the past two years, he had always called her Madamji. It felt incredibly strange that he was no longer using that word.

Priya got up half-heartedly, took her clothes, and went downstairs to bathe. As soon as she reached downstairs, Nadia asked about her well-being, and Ayesha had also woken up early today. Priya had to maintain a forced smile in front of them. But why now? This was no longer a drama; it had become her reality.

After bathing and getting ready, Priya stepped out of the washroom. Tying up her wet hair, she walked back upstairs toward her room. She did not know Ishan was still inside, and seeing him there made her startle for a moment.

Priya: Oh, sorry, I didn't know you were still inside...

Ishan: Yes, but there is no need to apologize, I was waiting for you...

Priya: Oh... why were you waiting?

Ishan: Just watch...

Ishan began pulling items out of the bag he had brought with him. He took out three or four sarees and placed them on the bed. Sitting on the bed, Priya looked at the sarees. They were lighter than the ones she usually wore, but they were still beautiful to look at.

Priya spoke softly.

Priya: What is all this...

Ishan: All this... I brought this for you...

Priya: But why?

Ishan: You don't have any sarees here and you look very beautiful in a saree, just like a heroine...

Ishan looked intently at Priya. Priya lowered her gaze, unsure of what to say. Had Ishan always observed her this closely when she lived in Lucknow? What did he really want from her?

Seeing her lost in thought, Ishan suddenly asked.

Ishan: What happened? Didn't you like the sarees?

Priya felt the fabric of the saree and said.

Priya: No, they are very nice... But what was the need to bring them… No one wears a saree at your place, I will look so strange wearing it alone...

Ishan: That doesn't matter, you can wear it inside the house... or perhaps just at night in this room...

Hearing this, Priya shuddered instantly, and a vivid image flashed before her eyes. It was as if she were sitting before Ishan at night, beautifully dressed in a saree, while Ishan admired her with deep affection. She quickly dismissed the thought from her mind.

Ishan: The blouses are already stitched... but if they don't fit your measurements, just tell Bhabhi. She will take you to Nadeem Chacha's place...

Priya remembered her previous visit to Nadeem Chacha, the tailor.

Priya: No... I don't want to go to Nadeem Chacha's place...

Ishan: Did he say something to you? Never mind... just give me your measurements, and I will get them stitched by another tailor...

Priya: Oh no... please don't trouble yourself so much... we will see about it... I am going downstairs... Bhabhi must be looking for me... and you need to leave for work as well...

Ishan: Yes... but I needed to ask you something...

Priya: Yes, please tell me...

Ishan: Are you alright... last night you felt dizzy, and later you seemed very sad... perhaps you were even crying...

Priya fell completely silent and looked down.

Priya: What can I even say now... it feels as though I belong nowhere... I don't understand anything...

Ishan: Don't think like that... Everything will be fine now...

There was a distinct spark in Ishan's eyes that Priya had rarely seen before. He stood up quickly, took his clothes from the wardrobe, and went downstairs to bathe. Priya placed the sarees inside the wardrobe and came downstairs. Her heart felt heavy and deeply restless. She knew nothing about her future, nor did she understand her present.

Coming downstairs, Priya gathered some vegetables and sat in the courtyard to chop them. The entire central courtyard of the house was visible to her. A short while later, Ishan stepped out of the washroom after his bath, with a towel wrapped around his waist. His entire body was still glistening with water, and the hair on his chest was damp against his skin.

Seeing Priya sitting across from him, a broad smile appeared on his face, and Priya managed a faint smile in return. Ishan hurried upstairs, and a little later, Priya went into the kitchen. She had now started helping Nadia with the kitchen chores. Nadia did not let her do heavy work, just a few small tasks here and there.

As soon as Nadia entered the kitchen and saw Priya preparing the vegetables, she spoke. Nadia: Oh... what are you doing... go and rest... you fainted and fell just yesterday...

Priya smiled softly.

Priya: I am fine now... I got some rest last night...

Nadia: Oh really... It seems Ishan gave you quite a head massage last night...

Priya's cheeks flushed red with shyness.

Priya: No... I just fell asleep... Why would he give me a massage...

Nadia: He would do anything for you... yesterday he was so worried... it felt like he might throw us out of the house in anger...

Priya replied bashfully.

Priya: Oh Bhabhi... you just say anything...

Nadia laughed. Nadia: It's good... at least you are opening up to me enough to say this much... now just open up a little more...

Nadia glanced outside; Ishan and Sameer had sat down for breakfast.

Priya: Bhabhi... I will finish cooking... you go and serve the food...

Nadia: As you command... but your husband won't find any peace...

Nadia took the food and began serving it. Ishan started eating, but he wanted to see Priya one more time before leaving for work. For now, however, he had to restrain his desires. A short while later, he and Sameer finished their meal and left for the factory.

After wrapping up the morning chores, Priya came up to her room. Being alone brought the heavy sadness back over her. Memories of her past life and anxiety about the coming days began to torment her. To ease her mind, she bolted the door from the inside and pulled out a saree from the wardrobe. She gently touched the fabric. Just as she had noticed earlier, the material was soft and light.

She sat there thinking for a while, debating whether she should try the saree on, but then she worried that Bhabhi might suddenly call for her. Lying down on the bed, tears began to flow from her eyes again, and she fell asleep for a while.

When she woke up, it was already late in the day. Tidying her messy hair, she went downstairs. Mom  Ji was staring at her with anger, just as she always did. Priya felt like a caged bird in this house. Nadia and Ayesha were her only comfort, but Ayesha had been away from the house since morning.

Somehow evening arrived, and as daylight faded, Priya's sadness and anxiety intensified. Shortly before darkness fell completely, Sameer and Ishan returned home. Nadia served dinner; today she had prepared a meat dish, which had kept Priya away from the kitchen.

After finishing his dinner, Ishan came upstairs. Priya and Ayesha were sitting in the room, chatting.

Seeing Ayesha in his room, the expression on Ishan's face changed.

Ishan: Ayesha... what are you doing here... your mother is calling you...

Ayesha: I will go in a little while, Chachu...

Ishan: Go on... have your dinner...

Ayesha: I was just keeping chachi (Aunt) company, she seemed very sad to me...

Ishan: I will take care of it... you go quickly and have your dinner...

Ayesha stood up and spoke. Ayesha: Alright...

Ayesha quickly left the room, and Ishan latched the door behind her. Priya watched his every movement closely. Summoning her courage, she asked.

Priya: Why did you tell Ayesha to leave...

Ishan: Just... I thought she might be disturbing you... that's why...

Priya: No... she was only trying to cheer me up...

Without any hesitation, Ishan took off his shirt in front of Priya and hung it on the wall peg.

Ishan: It doesn't matter... she will go downstairs and eat... how long can Bhabhi sit and wait for her...

Priya looked at Ishan; his chest was covered in dark hair, and his skin had grown deeply tanned from working in the sun. As soon as Ishan looked back at her, she turned her face away.

Opening the wardrobe, Ishan pulled out another shirt and began putting it on. While buttoning it up, he suddenly spoke.

Ishan: Were you really sad...

Priya: Hmmm... I don't know...

Ishan remained silent for a moment, but a clear touch of displeasure showed on his face.

Ishan: You can speak to me openly...

Priya: Hmmm... yes, I know... I was just thinking about Vijay...

Hearing Vijay's name, Ishan's expression turned even more stern.

Ishan: You shouldn't think about him anymore...

Priya found his tone a bit strange; he was asserting a sense of possession over her. Yet, even if she wanted to, she couldn't argue back.

Priya: Yes... but it takes time to forget everything, doesn't it...

Ishan's expression softened slightly.

Ishan: You are right... it does take some time... did you try on that saree today?

Priya: Ummm... no...

Ishan: Never mind... you can try it on tomorrow... I searched a lot to find that for you...

Priya: Yes...

Ishan: Did you eat your dinner?

Priya: Yes... I ate a bit early... because they made meat today...

Ishan: You did well... Come, let's sleep...

Ishan turned off the room light and came to lie down on the bed. Priya also pulled the blanket over herself and lay down, facing away from Ishan. She closed her eyes, attempting to fall asleep.

Just then, she felt Ishan slide over, coming to a stop right behind her. Panicking, Priya turned around to look at him.

Ishan spoke softly.

Ishan: Last night... I slept so well... you fell asleep resting your head on me...

Ishan placed his hand on Priya's shoulder and pulled her closer to himself.

Priya: Yes... that was just... I was very distressed yesterday... and perhaps I troubled you as well...

Ishan: How is that a problem... I told you... I slept exceptionally well...

Both of Ishan's hands were now resting on Priya's shoulders.

Ishan: Let me massage your shoulders... you will feel a bit better.
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Ishan did not wait for Priya's response and began pressing her shoulders with his fingers. Some of his fingers pressed over her tunic, while others brushed against her bare skin. The moment Ishan touched her, Priya's breath caught, and she felt his firm hands working over her soft skin.

Priya shrugged her shoulders slightly, and Ishan's hands moved up to her neck.

Ishan: Your body is very delicate...

Priya: Uhhh... please leave it...

Ishan's hands slid into Priya's hair, and he began gently massaging the upper part of her neck.

Ishan: You will like it... tomorrow, you can give me a massage...

Priya: Uhhhh... mmmmmm...

Priya's soft, quiet sighs seemed to encourage Ishan further, and he increased the pressure of his hands.

A sharp gasp escaped Priya's lips.

Priya: Ahhhhhhh... mmmmmmmm...

Ishan: Don't be nervous... it will feel good...

Priya turned over to lie flat on the bed, and Ishan shifted forward, placing his hands upon her back.

Ishan: I wish you had worn the saree today... then I could have massaged you much better...

Priya: Uhhh... mmmm... Ishan, take your hands away...

Ishan: What happened... Does it hurt...

Priya: No... it just feels a bit strange... when you touch me like this...

Without any hesitation, Ishan rested his entire palm against Priya's bare back.

Ishan: What is wrong with that... you are my wife now, and I am your husband... can I not even touch you?

Hearing this, Priya's voice caught in her throat, and she trembled violently. Was she truly Ishan's wife now? In just two days, his manner of addressing her had completely shifted from formal respect to intimate familiarity. She had no idea what lay ahead of her.

Ishan gently stroked Priya's back once again, causing a sudden shiver to run through her body. She was stunned by what Ishan had just muttered.

Priya: Ishan Ji... what are you saying... I am your Madamji, aren't I...

Ishan placed both his hands on Priya's shoulders and brought his face closer to hers.

Ishan: You are my Madamji... and you are my everything... to tell you the truth, I like you immensely... and besides, you are my wife now... you accepted this marriage too...

Holding her by the shoulder, Ishan turned her toward him. Priya looked up at Ishan's face; today, a different kind of spark and intense hunger was visible in his eyes. Priya quickly lowered her gaze.

Priya's throat felt completely parched.

Priya: Yes... but that... I had never thought that the two of us would be together like this... that was only until Vijay returned...

Ishan: But he is never going to return now... he abandoned you... and I love you boundlessly... It has been nearly a month since our marriage, and you have remained completely safe and secure with me... do you admit this or not...

With her head lowered, Priya spoke softly.

Priya: Yes...

Ishan: You are my wife... I have an absolute right over you... yet, I have never forced myself upon you...

Hearing this from him made Priya panic; she wondered if he was thinking about forcing himself on her. Noticing her distress, Ishan placed his hand on her arms and began rubbing them gently.

Ishan: Don't be afraid... I will keep you very happy... you are mine now... forget about everyone else... and I will forget them too... I know you think about me as well...

Priya's lips parted to say something, but then closed again. Ishan pulled her close to himself, and she lay pressed tightly against him. Ishan held one of her hands firmly within his own.

Ishan continued to pour his heart out today.

Ishan: The entire village gossips about you and me... but I pay no attention to it... for me, you are everything... from the very first time I saw you, I liked you immensely... I never thought I would ever get to have you...

Ishan kept staring at Priya's beautiful face, and his breathing grew heavy. Only he knew how he was managing to restrain himself at this moment. Priya's heart pounded rapidly, and her entire body grew deeply restless.

Ishan looked at Priya from head to toe; she looked like nothing less than an angel, and her silence seemed to signal him to move forward. After all, what woman would explicitly tell a man to proceed?

Ishan leaned over Priya, pressing his face into her neck and hair, and began kissing her there. His weight shifted slightly over Priya, and holding onto his arms, she began letting out soft sighs. Priya's soft whimpers drove Ishan even wilder; moving fully over her, he began kissing her neck and cheeks with intense passion.

Ishan: Madamji... you belong to me now...

Priya spoke softly.

Priya: You can call me Priya...

Hearing this brought a wide smile to Ishan's face.

Ishan: Priya... my Priya...

Ishan slipped his hands underneath hers, gripping them tightly, and began showering her cheeks with rapid, breathless kisses. Priya could feel his rough stubble against her soft cheeks, along with the faint scent of his breath. However, given the green light she had just shown Ishan, it was now impossible to stop him.

Mouth to mouth, Ishan's lips moved closer until they met hers. He paused for a fraction of a second, as if reflecting on how long he had waited for this exact moment. His eyes locked with Priya's, and Priya closed her eyes. Ishan instantly pressed his lips firmly against hers, consuming them in a deep, passionate kiss.

Ishan: Mmmmm... mmmmm... aahhhh... you have very beautiful lips... I want to taste them thoroughly...

Ishan captured Priya's lips once again, passionately tasting her upper lip and then her lower lip. Priya sensed a distinct, unfamiliar taste in his mouth, likely from his food. A wave of restlessness washed over her, yet she found herself unable to push him away.

As the kiss deepened, Ishan slid his tongue into Priya's mouth, tracing it over her teeth. He wanted to feel every part of her body completely. Priya's chest was pinned beneath his broad torso, and his other hand traveled into her hair, gripping the strands firmly.

As her hair was pulled, a soft gasp escaped Priya's lips.

Priya: Ahhhhh...

Ishan's legs pinned Priya's legs down, and his core had grown completely rigid. Looking down at her chest, her contours had tightened, their shape clearly outlined through her tunic. He felt incredibly hot, and his lower body rubbed against her pajamas.

Ishan: Priya... you are only mine now... only mine...

Ishan captured Priya's tongue, holding it gently between his lips. He pressed it softly with his teeth, drawing it out slightly to savor her mouth even more deeply. Priya could not stop him as he pushed further into the embrace.

Ishan: Didn't I tell you... you needed a real man in your life... and now you have found that man...

Priya placed her hands on Ishan's arms, feeling the intense passion with which he was kissing her. He was gradually losing all control, and perhaps, so was she.

Ishan pulled back for a brief second and discarded his shirt. He wanted to feel the warmth of Priya's body directly against his skin. The moment his shirt was off, he resumed kissing her fiercely. Her soft, rosy lips were driving him completely mad.

Priya's henna-stained fingers dug into Ishan's arms, which only heightened his arousal. Using one hand, he brushed the stray hairs away from her face and began kissing her features with wild abandon.

Priya let out soft, trembling sighs. It had been so long since she had experienced anything like this. Today, a man fifteen to twenty years older than her, who until a month ago was merely her watchman, was tasting her lips. It felt incredibly surreal to her. Yet, the hard truth was that he was now her husband, and how could she deny him? He was right; had he wished to, he could have forced himself on her long ago.

Ishan was completely intoxicated by her presence.

Ishan: From now on, you are only mine... do not think about anyone else even in your thoughts... just remain mine forever...

Ishan moved his hand from her hair and placed both palms over her full bosom, squeezing them firmly. Sitting over Priya, he began massaging her chest with heavy pressure.

Priya started crying out from the intensity.

Priya: Aaaaahhh... uffff... Ishan... aahhhh... gently...

However, Ishan squeezed her tightly once more.

Ishan: Not Ishan... say Ishan Ji... I like it when you address me with respect...

Priya: Ahhhh... Ishan Ji...

Ishan: That's more like it...

Ishan gently slid Priya's tunic upward, baring her midriff. Priya tried to pull her clothing back down, but Ishan quickly pressed his mouth against her stomach and began kissing her there. He rubbed his rough face against her fair, velvety skin. Today, he finally had the chance to touch her skin. Priya's hands tangled in Ishan's hair, weakly attempting to hold him back.

Ishan: Mmmmm... ahhh... what a beautiful stomach you have... mmmm...

Ishan showered her midriff with a rain of kisses. Suddenly, he pressed his tongue into her navel, sending a jolt of sensation through Priya. He thoroughly licked her midriff, entirely unbothered by the light sheen of perspiration on her skin.

Priya arched her waist upward, as if trying to shift Ishan off her, though in truth, she was losing herself in the intense pleasure.

Priya: Ahhhh... uffff... no, not there, please...

As Priya brought her hand near Ishan's mouth to stop him, he brushed it aside.

Ishan: Let me do this... I love this part of a woman... and yours is incredibly soft...

Ishan pressed his tongue against her midriff once more, tasting the area around her navel completely. He gripped Priya's waist firmly with both hands to keep her from shifting, his fingers digging into her skin.

Priya: Ahhhh... mmmmm...

Ishan: I wish you had worn the saree today... it would have been so wonderful to do all this with you in a saree...

Priya: Ishan Ji... please stop... ahh...

Ishan: I have waited for too many days... let everything happen today... I cannot contain myself anymore...

Priya: Uiiii... aahhhh...

Ishan gently nipped at Priya's midriff, pressing his lips eagerly against her fair skin. For the next five to ten minutes, he continued to lavish attention on her stomach. In between, Ishan's hands would reach up to grip her chest, squeezing her firmly. Priya could do nothing but let out deep, breathless sighs.

After a while, Ishan looked at her and spoke.

Ishan: You have already seen my hardness and everything... but I haven't seen anything of yours yet.

Pulling Priya by the hand, Ishan made her sit upright on the bed and began pulling her tunic upward. Priya's heart pounded fiercely; she knew that seeing her bare form would drive Ishan completely wild. As Ishan pulled off her tight tunic, her undergarment slid up along with it, leaving her upper body completely bare.

Priya gasped loudly.

Priya: Ufffff...

She quickly tried to cover her chest with her hands. She immediately rolled over and lay face down on the bed. However, Ishan moved over her from behind and began kissing her fair, bare back.

Ishan: Mmmmmm... you are so incredibly fair everywhere... I just want to keep kissing you all over.

Lying over Priya, Ishan showered her neck and back with kisses. The dam of his patience was bursting; he desperately wanted to touch her softness.

He slid his hands down the sides of her back. Priya had pressed her body tightly against the mattress, but Ishan slid his hands underneath her, cupping her full chest. Touching her there felt as though he had reached heaven. They were so perfectly rounded, so incredibly soft.

Priya's mouth parted as she began panting heavily.

Priya: Ishan Ji... let me go... aahh...

Ishan: Priya... don't stop me now... uffff...

He began tracing his fingers over her fullness, deriving intense pleasure from pinching her sensitive peaks between his fingers. Priya arched upward slightly to push him away, but Ishan did not release his hold on her chest. He remained mounted over her back, continuing to squeeze her softness firmly.
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He turned Priya's face toward himself and began kissing her lips. She belonged to him now, only to him.

Ishan's dark hands did not stop wandering over Priya's fair, soft chest. He played with her beauty intently, sometimes squeezing her softness, sometimes trapping her peaks between his fingers, completely molding her forms in his palms.

Priya's condition was growing overwhelmed with sensation, and she could feel her inner warmth expanding, making her undergarments damp. At the same time, a unique, throbbing ache began to blossom deep within her center.

Priya: Ishan Ji... gently... uuffff... it hurts...

Ishan: This is nothing yet... the true intensity hasn't even begun...

Gripping Priya's neck, Ishan kissed her throat. Priya arched downward under his touch, and Ishan remained mounted directly over her from behind, trailing kisses along her skin. He was pressed flush against her body, and his firm hardness was distinctly tangible through his pajamas, rubbing against her lower curves. Just thinking about his powerful size made Priya tremble; she felt she could never handle his complete intensity, and she needed to halt everything right this instant.

Priya: Ishan Ji... I am so exhausted... Please let me sleep...

Ishan: Nothing has even happened yet... we have to stay awake through this night... you can sleep all day tomorrow... I will tell Bhabhi...

Placing his hand on her lower curves, Ishan stroked her smoothly. Undoing the drawstring of her pajamas, he slowly slid them down over her hips.

Priya's anxiety continued to rise.

Priya: Ishan Ji... your hardness is too large... I won't be able to take you inside me...

Hearing this sent a sudden jolt of electricity through Ishan's body. The realization that Priya was already imagining receiving his fullness excited him deeply. Assuring her, he spoke.

Ishan: Whatever is meant to happen will happen. Being afraid won't change it... everything will slide into place... just leave it to me... I know whatever you have experienced before was nothing like my presence... but after tonight, you won't ever desire anyone else's touch but mine... but there is still time for that... First, turn toward me...

With a firm pull, Ishan rolled Priya over, bringing her fair, rounded beauty fully into his view. Seeing her uncovered forms made him even more impatient; he immediately placed his hands over her chest and began massaging her softness with heavy pressure. He held nothing back now, entirely stripped of any hesitation. It was purely an internal fire that kept expanding between them.

Ishan gathered her full chest into his grip, squeezing firmly. He had no intention of releasing her tonight. Priya tried desperately to stifle her cries, but breathy, vocal gasps began escaping her lips in quick succession.

After caressing her upper body heavily with his hands, Ishan pressed his face into the valley of her chest, tasting her skin passionately. Priya's fingers tangled in Ishan's hair as she closed her eyes tightly. Surrendering to his touch felt much sweeter than resisting.

Priya: Siiiiiiiii... aahhhh...

Pressing his lips against her softness, he began tasting her deeply.

Ishan: Mmmmm... aaahhhh... mmmmmm... you are absolutely magnificent... what an inadequate husband you had before, who couldn't even keep you fulfilled...

Ishan's provocative words only heightened her arousal further. Her feminine center pulsed with intense anticipation. Ishan nipped firmly at her soft skin, causing Priya to cry out loud. By now, everyone else in the house surely knew exactly what was unfolding in their room.

Ishan gently caught her sensitive peak between his teeth before soothing it with his lips. He could hardly believe that this beautiful woman was finally entirely his tonight.

Priya: Ahhhh... no... don't bite there... it hurts so much...

Ishan: Priya... I derive so much pleasure from marking you this way... tolerate a little pain for my sake... mmmmm... don't worry, when you take my hardness in your mouth later, you can nip at me a little too...

Priya's entire body began to glisten with a light sheen of perspiration. Ishan had already planned out every single detail of how he was going to consume her body. She found herself utterly speechless, unable to formulate a reply.

Ishan did not wait for an answer anyway; he returned to lavishing heavy attention on her chest. He drew her sensitive peaks into his mouth, pulling at them with his lips, while Priya writhed under the overwhelming rush of sensation and slight pain. Ajay had never touched her with such raw, unbridled passion. And Vijay—she did not even want to let his name cross her mind. It was because of him that she was lying here beneath Ishan tonight.

Groaning from the intense sensation, Priya used her own hands to soothe her flushed chest. This night was going to be exceptionally long and passionate for her.

Priya was pinned beneath Ishan's weight, letting out heavy, breathy sighs. Her chest was pressed tightly against Ishan's broad, hair-covered torso, and gradually, his raw intensity began to escalate.

He moved between drinking from her lips and capturing her softness, his hands gripping her hair to pull her close. Priya simply let him do whatever he pleased. By now, it felt as though he didn't even require her consent; he had established absolute authority over her.

Ishan was consuming Priya with a fierce passion, her delicate body having highly aroused him. Tonight, his Madamji was beneath him, and he wanted to make this night entirely unforgettable for both of them.

Ishan once again squeezed her fullness tightly in his grip, his nail accidentally scratching against her sensitive skin.

Feeling the sharp sting, Priya cried out loudly.

Priya: Ahhhhh... oucchhhhh... uiiii... ahahhh... Ishan Ji...

Ishan seemed entirely unfazed by her cry, continuing to handle her forms with intense, rough passion.

Priya somehow managed to slide her hand out from beneath Ishan and rubbed her smarting skin.

Priya: Ishan Ji... gently... I think it's scratched there...

Ishan immediately brushed her hand away.

Ishan: Let me see...

Ishan lowered his mouth to the area, soothing her sensitive peak with his lips and tongue. He had likely never tasted such soft, full forms in his entire life. They felt incredibly tender, yet held a firm shape. Suddenly, Ishan nipped firmly just above her chest, causing Priya to jolt upright in pain, pushing him off as she sat up on the bed.

Priya looked down at her chest; it had turned deeply flushed, marked by the intensity of his rough touch. She could no longer tolerate his unbridled ferocity.

Priya turned her face away to the other side, soothing her smarting skin with her hand.

Priya: Ishan Ji, please... it hurts so much... aahhh...

Ishan grew deeply annoyed by her pulling away. Moving up behind her, he gripped her chest tightly.

Ishan: Priya... I do not like repeating myself... you are my woman... and I will not hear a 'no' from your mouth...

Ishan squeezed her forms firmly. Priya groaned in discomfort, but Ishan kept her locked in his tight embrace from behind.

Gritting his teeth, Ishan spoke.

Ishan: The entire world treats me like a nobody... but I expect my wife to respect me...

Priya's chest was being squeezed heavily.

Priya: Ahhh... aahhhh...

Despite the intense sensation, her feminine center throbbed violently, and her mind felt entirely overwhelmed. Ishan placed one hand on Priya's midriff, his fingers digging into her skin with raw passion. Priya's vocal cries grew louder.

Ishan released her for a brief moment and stood up to shed his undergarments. Priya's panicked eyes darted backward; Ishan's thick, fully aroused hardness was completely exposed. Seeing his imposing size sent a chill straight to her core. The heavy veins tracing along his length made it undeniably clear just how intensely hot and aroused Ishan was at this moment.

Ishan placed one hand on Priya's head.

Ishan: Forgive me if I caused you some pain... but slowly, you will grow to love all of this... now come, make this wet with your lips...

Ishan gestured toward his rigid hardness. Priya was in absolutely no condition to speak. For the past hour, he had been mounted over her, heavily consuming every single inch of her body until her limbs ached intensely.

Ishan: Now don't tell me you have never taken a man in your mouth before... what kind of lover or husband would let a beautiful woman like you go without experiencing her mouth... if he did, he would be an absolute fool.

Priya: Ishan Ji... believe me... I really do not like doing this...

Ishan: Priya... remember what I made that idiot Raj do with my hardness... I don't want to be that harsh with you... it is completely burning hot right now... if it doesn't find relief from your mouth, it's going to create a lot more heat inside your center... you decide what you want now...

Priya understood that Ishan was referring to Raj. She vividly recalled how ruthlessly he had forced his hardness into Raj's mouth.

Pleading desperately, she spoke.

Priya: Ishan Ji, truly... I won't be able to take this in my mouth... it won't fit inside...

Ishan: I will guide it in... come here...

Gently gripping Priya's hair, Ishan guided her downward, bringing his rigid length directly in front of her face.

Ishan: Have you ever seen anything larger than this...

With Ishan's large hardness pulsing right before her eyes, Priya swallowed hard and looked up at him. A triumphant joy was clearly reflected on Ishan's face; his Madamji was finally about to taste his length. Priya shook her head slightly in refusal. Ishan guided her mouth even closer to his hardness and, holding her hair firmly, pushed the tip inside her lips.

As his length entered, Priya's lips were forced wide, and the tip of Ishan's hardness began rubbing against her teeth. Priya tried to part her jaws fully, but her mouth felt too small for his thick size, causing his length to stay tightly wedged between her teeth.

Feeling her soft lips enveloping his hardness, a deep, heavy groan escaped Ishan's throat.

Ishan: Ahhhnnn...

His lovely Madamji’s mouth had finally surrendered to his touch. He was going to thoroughly dominate her mouth tonight.

Sensing the raw, musky scent of his skin, Priya suddenly pulled her face back.

Laughing, Ishan spoke.

Ishan: What happened... didn't it slide in fully...

Priya: No, Ishan Ji... it isn't going inside...

Ishan: Never mind... lick it thoroughly first... so that it can slide in smoothly...

Priya looked up at Ishan with a pleading expression, but Ishan placed his finger beneath her chin, coaxing her firmly yet intimately.

Ishan: I have conquered mouths much smaller than yours... it will fit inside you easily... Come on now, lick it.

Ishan gently squeezed Priya's cheeks, causing her tongue to part her lips naturally. He immediately pressed his hardness right against her tongue. Slowly, with her warm moisture, Ishan's rigid length began to get completely slick.

Ishan's restless hands tightened within Priya's hair.

Ishan: Mmmmm... aahhhhh... taste it completely, Madamji... it will feel incredible to me...

Priya noticed that Ishan's tone kept shifting wildly—one moment it was soft and coaxing, and the next it became intensely rough and demanding. She felt a deep sense of fear toward him right now.

Holding his hardness firmly in his own hand, Ishan began rubbing it along Priya's tongue.

Ishan: Come on... you hold it... it will happen much better then...

Taking Priya's hand, Ishan forced it around his rigid length. His hardness was so thick that her fingers couldn't even meet in a full grip. Ishan kept pushing his length toward her tongue and lips. Priya tried desperately to control her swallowing, because the raw, salty taste of his skin was overwhelming to her senses.

Ishan was growing extremely impatient.

Ishan: Slick it down quickly... or else I will just shove it straight into your throat...

Ishan pulled firmly on Priya's hair, forcing her to accelerate her movements. Now, she could taste the full, raw intensity of his length. Ishan then pushed Priya down toward the mattress, making her lie flat on her back. Bringing his rigid hardness over her face, he positioned himself completely over her mouth.

Ishan: Taste my lower core thoroughly too... do it... do I have to teach you every single thing...

Priya's panic continued to multiply; Ishan was showing absolutely no mercy. Holding his sensitive lower core in his hand, he pressed it firmly between her lips.

The rough skin and hair of his lower center were now wedged tightly between Priya's lips. The moment the strands brushed against her tongue, it triggered a sudden cough, forcing her to pull back.

Growling fiercely, Ishan spoke.

Ishan: Don't back off after getting me this worked up... taste it properly, quickly...

Priya was left completely stunned and helpless. Ishan gripped her head firmly and began pushing his slick hardness back between her lips. This time, his wet length forced its way past her lips, sliding past her teeth and deep inside her mouth. Priya's jaws ached intensely from being stretched so wide, and she gripped Ishan's legs tightly to ground herself.

Ishan kept pushing his length deeper with forceful thrusts.

Ishan: Ahhhhh... just a little more... mmmmm...

Ishan slipped a finger between Priya's lips and his hardness, using his hand to wedge her mouth open even wider to push his length deeper.

Ishan: Mmmmmm... your mouth... It's incredible... this feels spectacular...

Priya's eyes widened in sheer shock; she could barely tolerate his thick length inside her, and now he had inserted a finger to stretch her mouth even further.

Ishan relentlessly drove his hardness deeper inside. His other hand reached down to roughly squeeze and pull at her chest, causing a wave of heat to consume her entire body.

Priya tried to let out a muffled cry, but Ishan's thick length left absolutely no room for any sound to escape. She could only breathe through her nose, inhaling his heavy, masculine scent with every breath. She felt his hardness reaching all the way to the back of her throat, making her feel as though she might gag at any second.

The moment Ishan felt his length hit the back of her throat, he felt a wave of absolute triumph, as if he had conquered her completely. Seeing Priya struggling under his dominance gave him an intense, raw satisfaction. Priya looked up at Ishan with desperate, tearing eyes, silently begging him through her gaze to understand her distress.


Session 10 - Chapter 4

Priya woke up with a sudden, piercing scream. She instantly pressed her hand against her mouth, which felt incredibly sore, and then reached for her chest where she imagined scratch marks would be. But when her fingers touched her skin, she was astonished to find absolutely nothing there. Breathing heavily and drenched in a cold sweat, she tried to process everything around her. Just moments ago, Ishan had been forcing his rigid hardness into her mouth, ruthlessly mounting her, and now he was lying right beside her, fast asleep in a deep slumber.

Priya touched her chest once more; it felt as though her entire body was aching from the intensity. Had everything actually happened between her and Ishan, or was it just a vivid nightmare? She realized her undergarments felt slightly damp. Gradually, the phantom soreness in her mouth began to fade away, confirming that it must have been nothing more than a dream. After all, Ishan was still sleeping peacefully in his own corner of the bed. Priya took a deep breath, trying to calm her racing heart.

Perhaps she was under too much stress lately. Ishan telling her that Vijay was never coming back, bringing those sarees for her, and Nadia Bhabhi repeatedly pressing her about physical intimacy—all of this must have played tricks on her mind, forcing her to have such a vivid nightmare. She racked her brain, trying to recall exactly what had happened the previous night. The memories began to surface.

Bhabhi had already informed her that meat would be cooked in the house, so she had thoughtfully set aside a separate meal for her beforehand. Priya had eaten her dinner early and came up to her room, falling asleep almost the moment she lay down on the bed. She couldn't even remember when Ishan had come in; all she could remember was that absurd nightmare. How dreadful... the things Ishan was doing to her in that dream. And with such raw ferocity... No, Ishan could never be that harsh with her. He had always protected her from every trouble.

Priya wiped the perspiration from her forehead. The dream had felt so terrifyingly real. Thinking about the passionate, unbridled way Ishan was handling her body made her shudder violently. Thank goodness it was only a dream, otherwise she didn't know how she would have ever faced him.

Priya looked over at Ishan, who was sleeping so deeply that he hadn't even heard her scream. She lay back down on the bed, the tension on her face beginning to ease. She couldn't believe the wild things her mind was conjuring up. Yet, the hard reality remained that she was now Ishan's wife, even if he had only asserted that right in her dream. What if he actually demanded his marital rights as her husband in real life? Would she be able to deny him? And if she did, how would Ishan react?

She tried to banish these thoughts from her mind and closed her eyes. There was still a good portion of the night left, and she didn't want to lose any more sleep. A short while later, she drifted back to sleep, and thankfully, her mind remained free of any more disturbing dreams.

When she woke up the next morning, it was much later than usual, as Ishan was already gone from the bed and the room. Priya hurried out of bed and checked the clock. It was already 9:00 AM! Oh goodness, how could she have slept for so long? She worried about what everyone in the house would think of her. Rising quickly, she smoothed down her hair in front of the small mirror on the wall, grabbed her scarf, and rushed downstairs.

She hurried into the kitchen, where Ayesha was standing beside Nadia today, helping her with the morning chores.

Entering the kitchen in a flurry of panic, Priya spoke.

Priya: Bhabhi... I have no idea how I overslept so much... I'm so sorry... I just...

Nadia smiled warmly and replied. Nadia: It's perfectly fine... it happens... it seems you didn't sleep well last night. Ayesha, go and hang the clothes out to dry now.

Ayesha looked quite annoyed. Making a face, she quickly walked out of the kitchen. She never liked doing household chores anyway, but today she seemed exceptionally cross.

Watching her leave, Priya asked.

Priya: What is wrong with her today?

Nadia: Forget about her, she's always upset about one thing or another... you tell me, what happened last night?

Thinking about the night made Priya startle, wondering if Nadia somehow knew about her dream.

Priya: Last night...?

Nadia: Yes... last night... I heard a sharp gasp of a scream from your room... but only once...

Priya's cheeks flushed a deep crimson with embarrassment.

Priya: You actually heard that?

Nadia laughed and teased. Nadia: Of course, beautiful... I'm not a heavy sleeper. What happened? Did Ishan slide his finger into your warmth to surprise you?

Priya immediately protested, utterly flustered.

Priya: No, no... goodness... why would you even say something like that... who does that...

Nadia’s laughter grew louder. Nadia: Hahaha... why, have you never explored your own center before? And when a man does it, the pleasure is much greater...

Making an embarrassed face,

Priya replied.

Priya: Uff... Bhabhi, really... the things you come up with...

Nadia: Well, what else was I supposed to think? You let out a single, loud gasp, so I figured it must have been his touch... because if he had driven his thick hardness inside you, that scream wouldn't have stopped at just one, right?

Priya: Nothing of the sort happened... it was just a very strange nightmare...

Nadia: Oh, is that so... Well, I'm sure in that dream, someone was driving something much larger than a finger inside you...

Priya lowered her head in deep shyness, picking up a pestle from the counter to occupy her hands. She desperately wanted to change the subject.

Priya: Please tell me... what work should I do now...

Nadia laughed again. Nadia: Hahaha... let it be... everything is already done.

Just then, Ayesha came back toward the kitchen, muttering angrily, This is great. You sent me outside to work… and here you two are giggling together… without me. It feels like I’m the daughter-in-law of the house and you two are mother and daughter.

Nadia couldn’t stop laughing, Haha, that’s actually true… where are you my daughter…

Ayesha's face looked like she was about to cry. Priya placed her hand on Ayesha's shoulder and said, Don’t tease her like this… okay, tell me properly… what happened?

Ayesha said in a tearful voice, chachi (Aunt)… I want to go to college… I want to complete my studies there… but Mom is not agreeing at all…

Nadia: Priya, it’s better if you don’t get involved in her talks… her Abbu will never agree…

Ayesha flared up, But why! Now even Neha is going…

Nadia: You understand everything… Then why do you keep asking again and again? First of all, the college is not nearby… It's one and a half hours away. How will you travel back and forth? Secondly, your Abbu is strictly against girls going out of the house like this. He is not even happy about Neha going.

Ayesha's anger kept increasing. Fine, thank God his Neha doesn’t run his house, otherwise he would have locked her up too…

Hearing the commotion, Mom also came out of her room. Just look at how her tongue is running like scissors… She is exactly like her mother…

Nadia glared at Mom with narrowed eyes, signaling her to stay quiet.

Mom: I’m telling you, before this girl gets out of hand, get her married quickly…

Ayesha's anger didn’t subside, Yes, just get me married… and then make me have children… why are you waiting…

Mom also got angry, How shameless she is becoming today… has she learned all this sitting with her chachi (Aunt)?

Nadia: Mom… What are you saying? Priya doesn’t even speak in front of anyone… why are you dragging her into this shameless girl’s matters…

Nadia said in a loud voice while looking at Ayesha, HINA! Enough! The drama is over, go to your room…

Ayesha stomped her feet and went to her room. Her crying could be heard. Priya stood there watching how in just a few minutes the atmosphere of laughter had turned into anger for everyone. Mom also went back to her room muttering, and Nadia started washing utensils while banging them in irritation.

Priya stood behind her. After a while, she gathered courage and said, Bhabhi… can I say something?

Nadia said irritably, Yes… you also speak up… why are you staying behind…

Hearing her tone, Priya got a little nervous. Until now, Nadia had never spoken to her in such anger in all these days. Priya took a deep breath and said again, Bhabhi… if you say, should I ask about this tonight?

Nadia didn’t understand, From whom? What do you want to ask?

Nadia turned around immediately. Worry was clearly visible on her face, No, no… why are you getting involved in this mess… everything will be fine by tomorrow… she keeps having such fits…

Priya: But Bhabhi, Ayesha is not asking for anything wrong… and I don’t think you have such old-fashioned thinking…

The lines on Nadia’s forehead deepened, Who cares about my thinking… neither Ayesha nor her Abbu… I’m telling you, it’s better if you don’t get involved in all this…

Priya couldn’t say anything further and the rest of the day passed like this. She also went to Ayesha's room for a while, but Ayesha was sitting with a puffed-up face.

Seeing her, Priya remembered her own old days again. Her heart was saying she should do something to help Ayesha, but her mind was saying she should not poke her nose into this matter.

Evening came and Ishan and Sameer returned home. Nadia and Priya had already prepared dinner in the kitchen and served it. Both brothers were eating quietly.

Then Ishan asked, Ayesha is not visible today… I didn’t even hear her voice… has she gone somewhere?

Sameer glared at Nadia, At this time??? Where would she go at this time…

Nadia said in a dry voice, No, she is in her room…

Ishan: What happened, is she studying?

Hearing this, Nadia’s face fell. Perhaps she wanted to say something in favor of Ayesha, but she didn’t have the courage. Priya tried to read Nadia’s face carefully, and as soon as their eyes met, Nadia looked down.

Priya took a deep breath. She was about to speak in front of Sameer for the first time, Ummm… I wanted to talk to you about something, Brother…

Sameer looked at Priya in surprise, With me?? Tell me…

Ishan's morsel also remained in his hand, and he was looking at Priya attentively. He didn’t know what Priya was going to say.

Nadia interrupted, She doesn’t have to say anything… leave it…

Sameer: Let her speak… I have never even heard her voice properly… tell me, Priya… what do you want to say…

Priya said nervously, Yes, that… I wanted to talk about Ayesha…

Sameer: About Ayesha?

Nadia lowered her eyes. She also seemed nervous.

Priya: Yes… about her studies… She is studying at home… But how much can one study alone? You also know… if you allow her to go to college, she will be able to complete her studies properly…

Sameer’s face suddenly became quite stern. What will she do after studying… we have to get her married…

Priya: She is very good at studies… she was telling me that she used to get the highest marks in class… if she studies now, she will study, and later… studies are never wasted… it will only help her in the future…

Sameer said with a twisted face, All that is fine… but traveling so far alone from the village… it is not right for girls… and who knows what kind of boys study in that college…

Nadia’s eyes lifted slightly. Sameer had not silenced Priya; he was actually discussing the matter with her.

Priya's voice also gained some enthusiasm, She won’t go alone… Ishan will drop her in the morning… and bring her back in the evening… and as for the college, it is only a girls’ college… no boys study there…

Sameer glared at Ishan, as if asking what he thought. Ishan looked at Priya, and Priya tilted her face slightly and looked at him, trying to persuade him.

Ishan said softly, Brother… if you permit, I will drop and pick Ayesha up…

Finally, Sameer looked at Nadia. What do you think?

Nadia was a bit surprised that Sameer was asking her, Yes… I think we should let her go… she really wants to… and she has never been so stubborn about anything before…

Sameer: Looks like everyone is united…

Priya held her breath, waiting for Sameer’s decision.

Sameer: Fine… but tell her that she will only go there to study… and after studying, she will come straight home… if I find out that is not the case, I will stop all her studies that very day… and in the meantime, start looking for a boy for her…

A big smile appeared on Nadia’s face and she hurriedly said, Yes… thank you… thank you…

Sameer stood up and went upstairs. Ishan looked at Priya. She looked extremely happy and hugged Nadia. A slight smile appeared on Ishan's face and he left them there and went upstairs to his room.

About half an hour later, Priya came upstairs to the room, beaming with joy. Happiness was clearly visible on her face.

Priya closed the room door and immediately started speaking. Ayesha was so happy… as if she had got something priceless… and thank you so much to you too for agreeing… Nadia Bhabhi could not even believe that Sameer Brother had said yes…

Ishan was sitting on the bed listening to Priya. She was speaking as if she was a member of this house. Seeing all this, he felt very good. Today, perhaps for the first time, she was speaking so openly in front of him.

Ishan was lost in looking at her while Priya kept talking. Priya had perhaps also forgotten the terrifying dream of last night. She felt as if she had achieved something big today.

While talking, Priya came and stood near Ishan. Her voice suddenly pulled Ishan out of his thoughts. Did you even hear what I said?

Ishan smiled and said, Yes Madamji… today you showed so much courage and spoke to Brother for Ayesha… I couldn’t even believe it…


Session 10 - Chapter 5

Priya suddenly fell silent for a moment. Hearing Madamji from Ishan's mouth, Priya felt as if she had returned to her old life again. This was not her husband or her home. She had just ended up here somehow.

Priya: Yes, well... after all, she is my...

Priya abruptly cut herself off. What exactly was Ayesha to her? What was her connection to Ayesha? She didn't understand why she was feeling so incredibly happy about Ayesha going to college.

Ishan seemed to read the thoughts passing through her mind.

Ishan: The two of you have grown quite close and talk frequently over the past month, haven't you?

Priya turned her face away from Ishan to the other side.

Priya: Yes, perhaps...

Ishan: From now on, you should handle all the paperwork and procedures for her admission... we don't have any knowledge about these things...

Hearing Ishan speak so normally made Priya feel a bit more comfortable.

Priya: Yes, I will speak with her friend Neha tomorrow... then we will have to visit the place once.

Ishan: Very well... just let me know... I will take you there...

Priya: Thank you... you should sleep now... you must be tired...

Ishan: Seeing you look so happy today makes me feel wonderful... I don't feel tired at all.

Priya smiled softly. The nightmare from the previous night was still troubling her mind. Ishan slid over and lay down at one corner of the bed. Priya shook out her sheet and spread it on her side of the bed. She walked over to turn off the room light and then lay down on the bed.

The room was completely silent, and she and Ishan lay at opposite edges of the bed. This quietness felt so strange; there wasn't the slightest movement from Ishan's side. Priya shook her head, silently scolding herself. She couldn't believe the wild thoughts she had started imagining last night. There was absolutely nothing like that happening. Yet, even with nothing happening, she wondered why she was gradually becoming such an integral part of this household.

Over the next two days, Ayesha and Priya enthusiastically prepared all the necessary documents for the college. After speaking with Neha, they learned that the college session had commenced just a few weeks prior, and Neha had filled out her admission form quite a while ago.

Every now and then, Ayesha would snap at Neha because Neha had hidden all these details from her. Neha would then try to explain in her defense that her mother had strictly instructed her that if anyone in the village found out about it, they would start provoking her father. Amidst their constant bickering, Priya remained focused on gathering everything required for the admission.

Priya used Nadia's phone to call the college to gather details, but the officials informed her that she should visit in person to discuss everything. They neither gave a definite yes nor a no regarding the admission. Priya repeatedly tried to explain to Ayesha that it was entirely possible she might not get admission now, given that the deadline had already passed. However, Ayesha and Neha were so immersed in their excitement that they paid little attention to Priya's warnings.

All the documents were gathered except for Ayesha's birth certificate. Nadia searched the entire house, but it was nowhere to be found. Fortunately, her date of birth was printed on her twelfth-grade marksheet, which would likely suffice.

Nadia: Well, since it can't be found, just manage with this. I don't even remember if we ever had it or not...

Ayesha: Mother, really... you kept all my things so carelessly... I remember when Zoya needed her birth certificate to open a bank account, you found hers incredibly fast...

Nadia: Alright, dear... it was my mistake... but don't you worry... I will find it before you get married...

Priya: Alright, both of you stop arguing now... just make sure you both are ready to leave tomorrow morning...

Nadia asked in surprise. Nadia: What do you mean by both?

Priya: Ishan will take both of you tomorrow... once you arrive there, she  secure her admission.

Ayesha: Auntie, how will I manage all of this by myself... I am not clever and educated like you...

Nadia: Yes... she has managed everything... and what would I even do by going there... it's better if you accompany her, Priya... you will be able to speak with them properly.

Ayesha spoke up joyfully. Ayesha: Yes... that would be perfect... please come with me...

Priya: But this is such a big day for you... your mother should be there with you, shouldn't she?

Ayesha: Mother already said she won't be able to handle it... I want to take you along with me... you will manage everything much better than her.

Priya looked toward Nadia; hearing Ayesha's words, Nadia's face fell slightly.

Priya: That is not true... your mother is very clever as well... far more than me... look how hard she fought with your father for your admission, and you are speaking about her this way...

Ayesha offered an excuse. Ayesha: But she was the one saying it to me first...

Nadia interjected. Nadia: Priya... do not worry about me... the truth is that you will handle this task much better than I ever could... and besides, the two of you are slim girls, so you can easily sit behind Ishan on the motorcycle... if I go, she won't be able to fit.

Priya: On the motorcycle?

Nadia: Yes... of course... that old vehicle parked outside...

Priya: But how will the three of us...

Ayesha: It will work out, Auntie... Neha and I often ride behind her brother like this... oh... I shouldn't have mentioned that in front of Mother...

Nadia glared at her. Nadia: Let it be... I know all about your antics... anyway... it is settled for tomorrow then...

Priya felt a mix of excitement and nervousness. Nadia had placed the responsibility of this task squarely on her shoulders, and she had no idea what tomorrow would bring. If Ayesha faced disappointment after arriving there, Priya knew she would feel incredibly embarrassed.

The next morning, Ayesha was dressed and ready early. Wearing a white tunic and a pink scarf, she looked like a fresh, blooming flower.

Priya had also dressed in a red salwar suit and came downstairs. She looked exceptionally beautiful, and perhaps because her stress had minimized, her cheeks appeared beautifully full and radiant today. Just like before.

Ishan could only stare at her, completely captivated. Ayesha noticed her and walked over to her side.

Looking at them, Nadia remarked. Nadia: Today, both aunt and niece are dressed up so beautifully... as if you are heading to a wedding...

Ayesha: It's my admission day... of course we will dress up...

Nadia: Alright, fine... keep these protective amulets with you, both of you... it will keep the evil eye away... and listen, Priya... take these bangles of mine and put them on... bare hands do not look good.

Nadia placed the bangles onto Priya's wrists with her own hands, and the two of them began walking toward the exit of the house.

Ishan had already gone out to the motorcycle and was wiping down the seat. The motorcycle was quite old, and its seat was noticeably worn down.

Ishan was trying his best not to look directly at Priya, ensuring she wouldn't catch him staring. Getting onto the bike, he spoke.

Ishan: Come on, Ayesha, sit behind me... and your aunt will sit behind you...

Ayesha: No, no... I won't sit in the middle... my clothes will get ruined...

Nadia: Goodness... what is this new drama now... just sit down...

Ayesha: Oh no... besides, Auntie isn't used to riding with three people like this, if she sits at the very back and falls off? You all will just blame me... let's put her in the middle so she remains completely safe...

Nadia: Well, what you're saying makes sense...

Priya: No, how does that make sense... I will sit at the back... I won't fall... I promise...

Nadia struck her hand against her forehead. Nadia: Figure it out among yourselves... just don't get late...

Ishan finally spoke up, his voice carrying a firm, authoritative edge.

Ishan: Priya... you sit in the middle...

Priya was quite surprised to hear her name come out of Ishan's mouth in this manner for the very first time. But then, he obviously wouldn't address her as 'Madamji' in front of everyone. For some reason, she was suddenly reminded of her nightmare, and how he had addressed her as Priya in it.

Nadia also smiled upon hearing Ishan's words. Nadia: There you go... now your husband has said it too... at least do not decline his words...

Her sister-in-law's teasing made Priya's cheeks turn crimson with shyness, and she didn't want to create a scene standing outside the house. She placed her hands gently on Ishan's shoulders and mounted the bike, positioning her legs on either side behind him. There was only a minimal gap between her and Ishan. Immediately afterward, Ayesha sat down right behind Priya and nudged her forward.

Ayesha: Auntie... move forward...

The moment Ayesha pushed Priya forward, her chest pressed directly against Ishan's back, bringing her entire body into completely flush contact against his. A soft, breathless gasp escaped her lips.

Nadia observed every detail closely, and seeing the entire situation, a knowing smile spread across her face. Nadia: It looks like this journey is going to be quite interesting...

Priya glared at Nadia with a mix of a smile and mock annoyance. Then, looking back, she asked Ayesha.

Priya: You have taken everything, right?

Ayesha: Yes, Auntie... let's go now...

Ishan started the motorcycle, and as they traveled along the uneven, bumpy village road, every part of Priya's form jolted rhythmically against Ishan's back, making it feel as though she were willingly pressing her body against his. Priya couldn't help but think, oh goodness, how will she ever survive this hour-long journey.


Session 10 - Chapter 6

Priya was tightly sandwiched between Ayesha and Ishan. From behind, Ayesha had placed her hands around her waist, and from the front, her chest was resting completely flush against Ishan's back. They hadn't even cleared the outskirts of the village yet, and the road had already subjected them to so many heavy jolts that Priya's chest began to ache from the continuous, firm contact against Ishan. Perhaps her monthly cycle was approaching, a time when her body always became exceptionally sensitive to physical touch.

Ishan was stealing glances at Priya through the rearview mirror of his old motorcycle. His Madamji looked breathtakingly beautiful today. She had ridden behind him on his bike once or twice before back in Lucknow, but they had never been in such close physical proximity. Neither in distance nor in their relationship. But now, the two of them had drawn incredibly close to one another.

He secretly wished Ayesha weren't with them right now, so he could speed down the road and take this bike somewhere secluded with her. No, no, why somewhere secluded? Why was he even thinking along those lines? Whenever Priya's soft form brushed against his body, he completely lost his train of thought, overwhelmed by a strange sensation. Her loose, silky hair was fluttering beautifully in the wind created by the speed of the bike, and her lovely face possessed an entirely different, radiant glow today. Just thinking about her made his heart throb violently against his chest.

On the other hand, Priya was stepping out of the house after a very long time; in fact, this was the first time she had been out since her marriage to Ishan. Her first time out since marrying Ishan... she was amazed by how naturally that thought had crossed her mind, as if there were nothing unusual about it at all. Her marriage to Ishan... which until now had existed merely in name. They happened to ride right past the mosque where she had previously been forced to endure that humiliating situation with that fool Raj... goodness... just the memory of it made Priya shudder with discomfort.

As they navigated through the narrow lanes of the village, people at every single corner openly stared at Ishan and the two women riding with him. A few villagers offered greetings of peace, and Ishan politely returned their gestures as they passed.

As the motorcycle moved past the village market area, Priya noticed that the shopkeeper from whom Nadia had purchased her intimate undergarments was just opening the shutter of his shop. What was his name... Sahil... yes, it was Sahil. He was standing right out front on the road, and Ishan slowed down the speed of the motorcycle.

Sahil: Greetings, Uncle Ishan... where is this lovely assembly heading so early in the morning?

Ishan: Greetings to you too... just heading out for some essential work...

Sahil smiled, shifting his gaze toward Ayesha. Sahil: Ah... taking this crazy girl to secure her college admission, I presume?

Ayesha replied, noticeably irritated. Ayesha: How do you know about that? Did Neha tell you?

Ishan immediately corrected Ayesha, using a firm tone.

Ishan: He is older than you, Ayesha... address him with proper respect.

Ayesha wrinkled her nose in annoyance. Ayesha: He isn't even that much older than me...

Sahil laughed it off. Sahil: Oh, it's perfectly fine... let her speak however she likes... yes, your friend simply cannot keep a secret to save her life.

Ayesha tossed her head defiantly. Ayesha: We are heading out to accomplish something auspicious, and here you come crossing our path like a bad omen.

Sahil laughed off her sharp words, entirely unfazed, and then turned his gaze toward Priya, offering a polite smile. Sahil: Respectful greetings, Aunt... how are you keeping? Did you recognize me? I am just like a nephew to you.

Priya offered a subtle, polite gesture of greeting in return.

Priya: I am doing well... How are you?

Sahil: Splendid... I saw you during your wedding celebrations... and now I am seeing you again today. You rarely seem to step out of the house at all.

Priya: Yes, well... there is simply a lot of household work to manage...

Sahil: Yes, that is true... looking at you, no one could deny that the beautiful glow of marriage has completely settled over you... it seems the rumors floating around the village are entirely baseless...

Priya didn't quite catch the underlying meaning of his words, wondering what kind of village rumors he was referring to. She glanced up at Ishan, whose face clearly reflected a growing irritation at Sahil's familiar remarks.

Sahil noticed the shift in Ishan's expression as well. Sahil: If my words caused any offense, please forgive my insolence, keeping in mind that I am like family to you...

Ishan: Let's go, Sahil... we must leave immediately... we are running late.

Sahil smiled and offered his parting greetings once more, and Ishan revved the engine, driving his motorcycle forward. Ayesha leaned her head close to Priya's ear, speaking over the noise. Ayesha: Auntie... I do not like this Sahil character at all... he always says the strangest things...

Because of the speed of the motorcycle, Priya couldn't hear Ayesha's voice clearly, but she understood perfectly well that she was complaining about Sahil.

As the motorcycle continued its journey, they gradually cleared the boundaries of the village. It was the month of October, so a slight chill had begun to settle into the morning air. The fine hair on Priya's arms stood up as she shivered slightly from the cold. Ayesha nudged her a bit further forward from behind, pressing her form completely flush against Priya, which in turn pushed Priya tightly against Ishan's back. Priya's thighs widened slightly, pressing firmly against Ishan's trousers. For some unknown reason, staying pressed tightly against someone in the midst of the cold brought a strange sense of comfort to her senses.

A short while later, despite the cool breeze, a soft warmth settled over Priya, making her break into a light sweat. There was still about forty to forty-five minutes of travel remaining. She had casually agreed back at the house that Ishan would drop Ayesha off and pick her up every single day, but now she truly realized the immense distance Ishan would have to cover daily to transport her. She wondered how Ishan would manage this strenuous routine day after day, especially when the winter chill would only intensify.

The road conditions eventually began to improve, but Priya remained pressed tightly against Ishan. Her hands held his shoulders firmly, and without her even realizing it, her arms had gradually wound around his neck. Priya gently rested her head directly against Ishan's broad back. Ishan was thoroughly enjoying the way his Madamji was leaning into him like this. It provided him with an incredible sense of warmth and peaceful satisfaction from behind, making him feel as though his entire world were right there with him.

There wasn't much of note to see along the route, and they gradually drew closer to Amroha. After some time, Priya closed her eyes lightly and drifted into a brief nap. Upon reaching their destination, her eyes opened when Ayesha gently nudged her. Priya lifted her head from Ishan's back, as he held the motorcycle stationary, waiting patiently.

Priya spoke in a flustered hurry.

Priya: What happened... have we already arrived?

Ayesha teased with a giggle. Ayesha: Auntie, it looks like you had an incredibly peaceful sleep resting your head against Uncle's back... do you sleep the exact same way with him at night too?

Priya playfully tapped her hand.

Priya: Go on, you mischievous girl... the things you say... I came all this way to help with your admission, you know. If you speak too much, I will turn right back around and go home.

Ayesha quickly held her ears in a gesture of apology. Ayesha: Oh, come on, it was just a joke... I am so sorry, sorry...

Priya: Hmm... that's more like it...

The two women dismounted from the bike, and Ishan parked the motorcycle off to the side outside the college. Priya looked around her surroundings; it wasn't an exceptionally massive campus, but it possessed the look of a grand, established institution. Seeing this place instantly brought back memories of her own college days in Jhansi.

Outside stood a large iron gate, surrounded by numerous young women walking about, creating a very lively atmosphere. Since it was a women's college, several young men were also loitering around the perimeter.

Ishan parked the bike and surveyed the scene. Seeing the young men outside staring at the college girls didn't sit well with him, but for the moment, he chose to remain silent in front of Priya and Ayesha.

Priya: Come along, Ishan Ji... let's head inside...

The moment she addressed him as 'Ishan Ji,' a sudden, thrilling sensation coursed through Priya's veins once again. She realized she would need to learn to maintain a firm grip over her emotional impulses.

Ishan: Madam... I mean, Priya... you two should head inside... what purpose would I serve by coming inside...

He had managed to correct his slip of the tongue in front of Ayesha, but Priya wondered if Ayesha had noticed him calling her 'Madam.' If she had, heaven knew what she might be thinking.

Priya: You will assist us with the admission process... what else?

Ishan: Well, I am not educated and refined like you, so I won't be of much help inside... besides, it is a women's college, and I will feel quite out of place going inside...

Priya looked at Ishan; the man who never hesitated to stand up to anyone was looking noticeably anxious at the mere prospect of stepping into a women's college.

Ishan: We all place our complete trust in you... you will communicate with them perfectly... you take her inside. Meanwhile, I will wait out here and keep an eye on things...

Priya nodded softly in agreement and proceeded inside, guiding Ayesha along with her. She felt a slight nervousness within her own heart, but she refused to let any vulnerability show in front of Ayesha.

As they walked, Ayesha remarked. Ayesha: Auntie... can I tell you something... I truly love how beautifully Uncle addresses you with such respect and affection...

Priya replied softly.

Priya: Is that so...

Ayesha: Yes... I have never heard any husband in our village address his wife with such devotion. I can only hope that my future husband treats me with the exact same love and profound respect.

Priya tapped her head gently with her hand.

Priya: First focus on completing the task we came here for... or should we head back home right now to start searching for such a husband for you?

Ayesha smiled shyly and fell silent.

Once inside, they approached a few students to ask for directions to the admission office. Although there was an external window accessible from the outside, it was currently closed. The two of them navigated through the corridors of the college and reached the office. Inside, the room wasn't very crowded, occupied by two or three women and a young gentleman.

Priya: Uhnmmm… madam…

However, the woman standing across the counter paid absolutely no attention to Priya.

Priya addressed her once more, this time a bit louder.

Priya: Madam, please listen…

Woman: Speak… what is your business… shouldn't both of you be in class right now?

Priya felt pleased that the woman mistook her for a student, but it also felt slightly awkward.

Priya: No, madam, actually… we need to discuss admission…

Woman: Go and speak with Prashant…

Priya: Who is Prashant?

The woman looked at Priya out of the corner of her eyes. Woman: Who else could Prashant possibly be among us in this room?

Priya looked toward the young man seated near the entrance of the room. It was clear that he must be Prashant. However, she thought the woman could have just said that clearly.

Priya walked back toward that counter, and Ayesha followed right behind her. Just as Priya was about to say something upon reaching there, the man spoke up.

Prashant: The admission period has expired… no admission can be granted now…

Priya replied, noticeably annoyed.

Priya: But we haven't even told you anything yet…

Prashant: You are the same person who called two days ago and was asking numerous questions… Just now, I heard you asking Sanjana Ma’am about the admission as well.

Priya: Yes, but you told me on the phone to come and speak in person…

Prashant: I did not say that. I said that admissions do not happen over the phone… and the admission deadline has passed…

Hearing this man's words, Priya's frustration continued to grow.

Priya: But you did not say no on the phone either…

Prashant: If you had listened to my words properly, you would have remembered them…

Ayesha gently tugged at Priya's hand. Priya looked at her face and saw that she looked completely dejected, as if she was about to burst into tears. Seeing her face gave Priya the courage to fight.

Priya: At least look at her twelfth-grade marksheet… she is an exceptionally bright girl…

Prashant: That is all fine, but it has been nearly a month since the college session started… how can we grant admission in the middle of it like this…

Priya began to realize that this man was not going to help them.

Priya: I want to meet the principal of your college… where is his office?

Prashant: You cannot meet him… you will need an appointment for that…

Priya began to tremble with anger.

Priya: We have traveled from very far away… we will not leave without meeting him…

Priya suddenly remembered that his office was likely located along the corridor on their way in. She quickly pulled Ayesha along and hurried outside.

Ayesha's trembling voice echoed as they walked out. Ayesha: Auntie… what will we do now… he is completely refusing…

Priya replied firmly.

Priya: Just wait… everything will be fine…

She had spoken those words, but she secretly did not know whether everything would actually be fine or not. She hurried toward the principal's office and noticed that Prashant was quickly pursuing her from behind.

The moment Priya reached the door, she knocked lightly and turned the handle. Fortunately, the Principal was seated right inside.

Prashant quickly rushed up from behind and spoke loudly. Prashant: You cannot enter like this… I told you already…

Priya glared at him with anger.

Priya: I only need five minutes… surely he can spare that much time…

An argument erupted between the two of them, and people began gathering around the scene. Seeing this, the Principal stood up and walked out to the doorway.

Principal: Prashant, what is all this commotion about?

Prashant: Sir… I have been explaining to them for a while that they cannot enter your office like this, and she is simply arguing with me for no reason…

Priya looked toward the principal and spoke.

Priya: Sir, I only require five minutes of your time…

The Principal’s expression remained serious. Principal: For what purpose?

Prashant: Sir, there is no real purpose… it is a late admission case… and the seats are already full… I have already refused them…

The Principal looked at Priya and spoke gently.

Principal: Look… the college session has already commenced… you may fill out the admission form next year…

However, Priya was in no mood to accept defeat.

Priya: Sir, please look at her marksheet just once… she is an exceptionally brilliant student… we convinced her father with great difficulty. If she does not secure admission this year, she might never be able to attend college…

The Principal looked at both of them. Ayesha's face was completely on the verge of tears, and out of anger and frustration, Priya's cheeks had flushed as red as tomatoes. Understanding the weight of the situation, he spoke, Very well, please step into my office…

Prashant spoke up from behind.

Prashant: But Sir…

Principal: It is fine, Prashant… let me handle this…

As Priya walked inside, she turned back and cast a sharp glare at Prashant. This man had caused such an unnecessary scene today.

Once inside, the principal invited Priya and Ayesha to take a seat. The moment she sat down, Priya handed Ayesha's marksheet to the principal, and as he reviewed it, he began asking Ayesha a few questions. Priya gently placed a hand on Ayesha's back to offer her encouragement, and gradually, Ayesha's voice began to find its confidence.

After a few moments of questions and answers, a warm smile appeared on the Principal's face.

Principal: Very good… you are indeed an exceptionally intelligent girl… perhaps even deserving of a scholarship… Why were you feeling so anxious outside?

Ayesha: Just because of everything that transpired outside…

The Principal looked toward Priya and remarked.

Principal: But your sister… or friend… she was fighting very hard for you, wasn't she?

Ayesha: Yes…

Ayesha chose not to interrupt him to clarify that Priya was actually her aunt.

Principal: Ordinarily, I do not accept late admissions in the middle of a session, and the classes are entirely full… but understanding your family situation, I will approve your admission…

Priya and Ayesha both instantly became incredibly overjoyed. Priya and Ayesha: Thank you, Sir!! Thank you so very much…

Principal: No problem… I am certain that you will bring great pride to our college…

The smile on Ayesha's face grew immensely wide.

The Principal then looked back at Priya.

Principal: And you, Miss… do you not require admission?

Priya smiled and replied.

Priya: No, Sir… I might appear young, but I graduated from college quite some time ago…

The Principal laughed warmly.

Principal: Well, I gathered that much simply from the manner in which you speak. You seem highly educated… and you possess a great deal of confidence…

Priya's cheeks flushed with shyness at the compliment, and her own educational journey flashed through her mind.

Priya: Thank you, sir… yes, I hold a Bachelor of Commerce degree… and I have completed half of the Chartered Accountancy qualifications as well…

Principal: Very good… have you ever considered pursuing a career in teaching?

Priya replied thoughtfully.

Priya: No, sir… I haven't really thought about it… but why do you ask?

Principal: A confident, educated young lady like yourself could serve as an excellent role model for the students here… besides, we always face a shortage of quality educators here in Amroha… if you would be interested in becoming an assistant teacher here, I could certainly look into it…

Priya felt a sudden wave of excitement upon hearing his words, but she was fully aware of the reality of her current life circumstances.

Priya: Perhaps not at the moment… but I will certainly think about it… thank you very very much for considering me worthy of this opportunity…

The Principal smiled and spoke. Principal: I am a teacher myself…

I can recognize a good student very quickly…

Anyway, you may think it over and let me know at any time… please hand this note to Prashant…

and he will handle the rest of the admission procedures…

Hearing Prashant's name, Priya hesitated and spoke.

Priya: Sir… Prashant… is there no one else who can process this?

Principal: Is there an issue with Prashant? Come now, regarding what happened outside… he was merely executing his duties, wasn't he? He is a bit rigid, but otherwise, he is an excellent young man. He has a habit of following rules precisely…

After all, discipline is essential, isn't it?

Priya nodded softly.

Priya: Yes…

Ayesha and Priya thanked the principal sir once more and stepped out of the room. Now, they had to face that Prashant yet again. Suppressing her reluctance, Priya walked back toward his office.

By the time they arrived there, the smile had completely vanished from Priya's face. Prashant also turned his face away to the other side upon seeing them approach.

Priya stepped closer and spoke in a cold, detached tone.

Priya: Listen… the principal sir has sent this note for you…

Prashant took the document from her hand and began reading it. Whatever was written there clearly did not please him, but he was left with no choice. He pulled out a form and placed it in front of Priya. Prashant: Please fill out this form… and deposit one thousand rupees as the admission fee…

Hearing the amount, Ayesha spoke up instantly in shock. Ayesha: One thousand rupees!!!

Priya quieted her down.

Priya: Shhh… why are you getting worried… I will take care of it…

Priya began filling out the form. She had already reviewed all the fee details on the college website the previous day and had kept some money with her from Ishan. She did not know how Ishan managed the finances, but until now, he had never once denied Priya anything she required. The two of them had decided it was best not to inform Nadia and Sameer about the college expenses, fearing that hearing about the money might cause them to halt Ayesha's education entirely.


Session 10 - Chapter 7

Priya: Priya quickly filled out the form and slid it toward Prashant along with the admission fee. Meanwhile, Ayesha's phone started ringing with a call from Ishan, so she stepped outside the office to speak with him. Priya just stood silently in front of the counter, her arms crossed in annoyance.

Prashant: Prashant also checked the form silently. After a short while, he said, 'Please provide the documents...'

Priya: Priya pushed the documents forward toward him.

Prashant: Prashant looked at her and asked, 'Photocopies?'

Priya: Priya replied, 'There is no photocopy machine back in the village... that machine is right behind you, isn't it? Go ahead and make photocopies on it...'

Prashant: Prashant was just about to say that this was against the rules, but then he noticed Priya's flushed, angry face. He had only been working this job for a year, but he always performed his duties with complete dedication. However, he knew that if he asked this woman to go outside to get photocopies now, she might create another scene.

Priya: He took a deep breath, walked over to the photocopy machine, and began making copies of the documents. Seeing him do this, the tension on Priya's face eased slightly; she hadn't expected him to agree to this task so easily.

Priya: It reminded her of her own college days when the college administration office used to make students run around outside for such minor tasks. Back then, her friends would use her charm to get those people to finish their work. How naive she was back then, probably just like Ayesha.

Prashant: After finishing the photocopies, Prashant returned to his seat. Priya still stood there silently, closely watching Prashant work.

Prashant: Breaking the silence, Prashant suddenly asked, 'Are you really Ayesha's aunt?'

Priya: Priya was startled by his question and replied, 'What???'

Prashant: Prashant gestured toward Ayesha, who was talking on the phone outside the office, and said, 'That girl, Ayesha—since that is the name you filled on the form—are you her aunt? She was calling you auntie, wasn't she...'

Priya: Priya's brow furrowed with irritation. 'What business is that of yours?'

Prashant: Prashant looked down and murmured with a soft laugh, 'Nothing... it's just that it feels like I am witnessing a child marriage case for the first time... or perhaps your skin simply doesn't reveal your true age...'

Priya: Hearing his words, the anger flared up inside Priya again. How dare he, she couldn't understand how he could speak like that. She felt like going straight to the principal to lodge a complaint against him right now.

Prashant: But just then, Prashant stamped a portion of the form and handed it back to her. 'Here you go, Ayesha ji's admission is complete... in B.Com... this is the book list for the course. There is a second-hand bookstore a short distance from here, I will write down the address for you... you can get them from there...'

Priya: Priya spoke up furiously, 'Do you think we cannot afford to buy brand new books?'

Prashant: Prashant looked up in surprise and said, 'When did I say that... but if second-hand books are available cheaper, shouldn't one take them... I would buy those myself... why do you want to fight over every single thing...'

Priya: Priya snatched the form and the book list from his hand and walked out of the office with a sharp toss of her head. She could not argue with this man any longer.

Priya: Priya looked toward Ayesha, as if asking how much longer she was going to talk on the phone. Ayesha quickly disconnected the call.

Priya: Priya asked, 'Who were you talking to?'

Ayesha: Ayesha replied, 'First with Uncle, then with Mother, and then with Neha...'

Priya: Priya kept walking while shaking her head, wondering what she should do with this girl. Now she could understand Nadia's frustration. The two of them walked all the way outside. Ishan was standing right there by the motorcycle. Seeing the two of them approaching, a smile spread across his face.

Ayesha: Ayesha reached her uncle's side joyfully and said, 'Uncle... My admission is done... I told you on the phone, didn't I... how Auntie scolded that man, and then spoke to the principal to secure the admission.'

Ishan: Ishan smiled and said, 'Yes... you told me everything on the phone... but tell me again...'

Ayesha: Ayesha started narrowing the whole story all over again, and Priya stood there laughing. Ishan looked at her as she laughed, and Priya turned her face to the other side to hide from his gaze. How wonderful his madam looked.

Priya: After a while, Priya interrupted Ayesha and said, 'Come on, we still have to get these books... then we have to head home too... your Uncle has to go to work as well...'

Priya: She didn't know why she was suddenly able to say Ishan's name so naturally in front of Ayesha.

Ishan: Ishan replied, 'Yes... tell me where we need to go to get the books...'

Priya: Priya opened the paper given by Prashant. It was a long list of books; each book would cost at least three hundred to four hundred rupees. A lot of money would be spent. An address was written on the side, likely of that second-hand bookstore.

Priya: Priya thought for a few moments and then placed the address in front of Ishan. 'We need to go here...'

Ishan: Ishan said, 'Yes, let's go... I will ask someone for directions along the way...'

Priya: Priya looked at Ayesha and said, 'This time I am not going to sit in the middle...'

Ayesha: Ayesha gave Priya a playful nudge and said, 'Why? On the way here, you came sleeping so peacefully... why not enjoy that same comfort again...'

Priya: Priya pinched Ayesha's ear gently and said, 'You have found your tongue today... I can even sit right at the front and ride this bike...'

Ayesha: Ayesha cried out, 'Ahhh... yes, that's perfect then... then I will make Uncle sit right behind you... who knows, you might like it even better...'

Priya: Priya's cheeks flushed deeply with embarrassment. Today, perhaps out of pure happiness, she was speaking a bit too much. Or perhaps this girl had learned a lot from her own mother.

Priya: Meanwhile, Ishan had seated himself on the bike and started it. Priya quickly sat behind him, and Ayesha sat behind Priya. Ayesha placed one of her hands on Priya's hand. Asking for directions along the way, Ishan reached that bookstore nearby. The shop had probably opened just a short while ago, and there were no customers yet.

Priya: A large number of books were kept right outside on the pavement in a pile. Priya and Ayesha sat down comfortably and began sorting through the books. Some books were found outside and some inside. In the end, except for one book, they found all of them.

Priya: When the shopkeeper totaled the books, the bill came to exactly eleven hundred rupees. Ishan took out money from his pocket and began counting it. Ayesha was still busy looking at the books, but Priya's eyes were fixed on Ishan. The way he was counting every single note, it seemed it didn't add up to eleven hundred.

Ishan: Ishan spoke softly to Priya, 'Madam, I only have one thousand rupees with me right now... should we leave a book behind... we can come back and collect it later...'

Priya: In her past life, Priya had no concept of this kind of financial strain. Since childhood, whatever she laid her hands on, her parents bought it for her, and even after marrying Ajay, she never thought twice before buying anything.

Priya: Priya thought that perhaps she would have to use her charm and sweet voice here. 'You give me the money, I will handle the talking...'

Priya: Priya took the bill and went to the shopkeeper. 'Uncle... Uncle... please listen...'

Shopkeeper: The shopkeeper replied, 'Yes child... tell me...'

Priya: Priya made her voice completely soft and sweet. 'Uncle... please finalize these eleven hundred rupee books for eight hundred rupees...'

Shopkeeper: The shopkeeper said, 'No child... there isn't that much margin... we are already selling them at a cheap rate...'

Priya: Priya looked at the shopkeeper affectionately with her large eyes. 'Please Uncle... adjust it a little bit... anyway, the college session has already started, so not many students would be coming now...'

Shopkeeper: The shopkeeper's heart began to melt. 'Oh child... alright... since you are insisting so much, fine, give me one thousand...'

Priya: Priya was still bargaining. 'Let's settle it at nine hundred and fifty... these are just first-year books... I have to buy the books for the remaining years from your shop as well, right...'

Shopkeeper: The shopkeeper made a face and said, 'You are very stubborn... alright fine, it's the first sale of the day... give nine hundred and fifty...'

Priya: A big smile appeared on Priya's face. 'Thank you, Uncle!!!'

Priya: The shopkeeper placed the books inside a plastic bag, and she stepped outside carrying them. She handed the remaining fifty-rupee note back into Ishan's hand. 'Here you go...'

Ishan: Ishan was amazed to see this. 'Oh, how did you manage this, Madam...'

Priya: Priya smiled and said, 'It's just... the magic of girls... you won't understand...'

Ishan: Ishan replied, 'That is true... I won't understand...'

Priya: Priya fell completely silent, and she and Ishan stood very close to each other. They didn't seem to understand what they should say to one another. Just then, Ayesha also came out of the shop.

Ayesha: We didn't get that one book...

Priya: You will find it... why are you getting so worried?

Ayesha: Hmmm... oh look over there... samosas and jalebis... and they have just been freshly fried and pulled out. Uncle, let's eat that, please?

Before Ishan could say anything, Priya spoke up.

Priya: No, no... no outside food. We will go home and eat.

Ayesha looked at Ishan with a sad expression.

Ayesha: We don't come here every day, do we? And from tomorrow, it will just be from home to college and college to home. Both of you are also together with me today...

Ishan smiled and said.

Ishan: Come on... I will treat you.

Priya tried to object.

Priya: But...

But Ishan gently cut her off.

Ishan: Please don't worry... come along...

The three of them walked toward the shop across the street. Ishan quickly placed an order for two plates of samosas and jalebis, and they received them shortly. Ayesha took a plate and eagerly began eating a samosa.

Ayesha: It's very hot... just like you, chachi (Aunt).

Priya smiled; there was simply no end to the girl's mischief today. Ishan had handed the second plate to Priya, but she wasn't eating. Ishan had bought food for the two of them, but not for himself.

Ishan said softly.

Ishan: Please eat... why are you hesitating?

Priya spoke hesitantly.

Priya: You should eat too... from this very plate...

Ishan gestured with his hand to decline.

Ishan: No, no... you go ahead and eat... I am not hungry.

Ayesha: Just eat, Uncle... sharing food from the same plate increases love.

Priya broke the samosa into two pieces with her fingers and extended one half toward Ishan.

Priya: Here...


Session 10 - Chapter 8

Ishan looked at Priya as he took the samosa, dipped it into the chutney on the plate, and began to eat. Priya dipped her samosa into the exact same chutney as well. Though it was nothing extraordinary, it felt incredibly profound.

After a short while, the three of them began eating the jalebis the same way. Ishan gradually grew more comfortable and relaxed as he ate alongside them. For some unknown reason, Priya found herself reflecting on how she had never shared food out of a single plate outside with Ajay like this. Ajay never liked standing on the street to eat. She instantly pushed those thoughts out of her mind, wondering why she kept overthinking such things.

After eating, Priya walked slightly further inside the shop to discard the plate, and right then, her gaze fell upon a bundle of newspaper clippings hanging inside. They were likely used for wrapping small items. But why was her own photo visible on one of those newspaper clippings?

Priya quickly tore that piece of paper from the bundle and clenched it tightly in her hand. Stepping outside, she cast a swift glance at the paper.

In that faded newspaper, someone had published a missing person advertisement for her. It featured her passport-sized photograph, probably the one she had taken once in Lucknow. Printed beneath the photo were the words: Contact - Ajay Sharma—and below that were the residential addresses of all three houses in Lucknow, Gwalior, and Jhansi, along with his telephone number.

Seeing Ishan approach, Priya instantly clenched the paper back into her fist. Priya's heart began to beat wildly. There was no telling how old this newspaper was. Was Ajay truly searching for her?

For the past month and a half, that specific day had been constantly replaying in Ajay's mind. What should have been just a normal day for him—where he would finish his office work and head straight home—had completely turned his life upside down.

He was sitting at his desk, completely absorbed in his work, when suddenly a heavy hand came down firmly on his shoulder.

Stranger: Ajay Sharma!

Ajay turned around to look behind him. Four or five heavily built, muscular men had marched directly into the office, while the security guard stood slightly behind them, looking thoroughly intimidated.

Ajay looked at them with complete bewilderment.

Ajay: Yes? How can I help you?

Man: Where is your wife right now?

Ajay found their line of questioning extremely bizarre. Why on earth were they asking about his wife? Who even were these men? The rest of the office staff had stopped working and began gathering around Ajay's desk.

Ajay looked around anxiously, feeling deeply uncomfortable.

Ajay: I am sorry... who exactly are you?

Man: We are your wife's close companions...

Hearing this, Ajay's temper flared instantly.

Ajay: What absolute rubbish is this? What kind of thuggery is going on here?

Man: You haven't even witnessed real thuggery yet... Right now, I am simply asking you where your wife is...

Ajay replied in deep frustration.

Ajay: She must be at home, where else?

The man shook his head dismissively.

Man: She isn't there... Come on, call your wife right now and ask her exactly where she is...

Disha left her desk and walked over closer to Ajay. Having worked with Vijay for the past four to five years, she had seen these men two or three times before. However, even she felt completely terrified of them.

Ajay tried dialing Priya's number, but her phone was completely switched off. He tried calling again, a sudden wave of panic rising deep within his chest. Was Priya absolutely fine?

Ajay looked up at the man, his anxiety growing by the second.

Ajay: Her phone isn't connecting...

Man: Fine... then you are coming along with us...

The man firmly grabbed Ajay by his collar and began dragging him along. A few colleagues stepped forward to help Ajay, but the thugs aggressively pushed them aside. Disha and a few others followed them closely all the way downstairs.

Ajay had absolutely no realization at that moment that his entire life was changing forever.

Two men held Ajay tightly as they marched him out of the building and led him toward a waiting vehicle. Ajay was thoroughly terrified, completely clueless as to what these people were planning to do with him.

Suddenly, a loud commotion broke out. The men gestured toward another vehicle parked a short distance away, and a few of them started running in that direction. However, two men maintained their tight grip on Ajay, forcing him into their car before driving away.

One man sat right beside Ajay on the back seat, while the other handled the steering wheel. At this point, Ajay's ability to think clearly had completely vanished. He could not even summon the courage to ask a single question.

After a while, the car came to a halt, and they made Ajay step out. Ajay looked around at his surroundings. The place seemed somewhat familiar. It was a secluded farmhouse where he had been once before. Yes, this was the exact same farmhouse where... where on that fateful night... he had lost his banking job. This was presumably Vijay Sir's farmhouse.

The men aggressively shoved Ajay inside, bringing him into a room.

Ajay gathered his courage and spoke up.

Ajay: Why have you brought me here? I haven't done anything wrong...

Ignoring his plea completely, the man thrust a piece of paper and a pen into his hands.

Man: Write down every single address and name where your wife could possibly go...

Ajay finally began to realize that these people were frantically searching for Priya, but he still couldn't comprehend why they had brought him here. This was Vijay Sir's property, after all. What could have possibly gone so terribly wrong?

Ajay: What has happened? Why are you searching for my wife? On whose orders have you brought me here?

The man pointed aggressively at the paper.

Man: Write down the addresses quickly... we don't have much time... start writing immediately, or we will have to make things difficult for you...

The two men kept hovering menacingly around him. Although they hadn't physically assaulted him yet, Ajay looked at their intimidating expressions and decided it wasn't wise to keep them waiting. He began writing down the addresses of his family home in Gwalior and Priya's parental home.

Meanwhile, the muffled sounds of a fierce argument between a man and a woman began filtering in from the adjacent room. The two were screaming at each other relentlessly. The man's voice sounded incredibly familiar.

Although he couldn't hear every single word clearly, the woman sounded absolutely furious, repeatedly hurling profanities in English. The man's voice would occasionally fade out, only for him to start shouting back at her the very next moment.

Ajay finished writing down the details and looked up at the man guarding him.

Man: Any other friends or acquaintances of your wife? Write down all their names and addresses right here...

Ajay: No... there is no one else...

Man: Think carefully... who could your unfaithful wife possibly run away with?

Ajay snapped back in sudden anger.

Ajay: Why on earth would Priya run away with anyone?

The man laughed mockingly.

Man: Perhaps you weren't capable of keeping your wild wife satisfied... that is why she fled... Come on now, write down every single name and phone number that either you or your wife have been in contact with...

Ajay felt a surge of intense rage at his insulting words, but he was completely helpless against them at this moment. They kept him confined there for nearly an hour, and he continuously wrote down the names of every person he knew from Priya's office.

The shouting and screaming from the adjacent room was still ongoing, though the volume had dropped slightly. Ajay felt completely exhausted from racking his brain. They had forced him to copy down every single contact from his phone onto that paper.

After about an hour, another man entered the room. The moment he walked in, the other two men stood up straight at attention, indicating he was their leader.

Man: Arman Bro... did you find her?

Arman: Not yet... but we will find her soon... The vehicle was abandoned near the bus terminal, so they must have boarded a bus. Did he provide everything we asked for?

Man: Yes... everything is right here...

Arman looked over the paper carefully.

Arman: Hmmm... let him go...

Man: Let him go? But we haven't even given him a proper beating yet...

Arman glared at him sharply.

Arman: The Mistress has given the orders...

Man: Oh, I see... All right, buddy, stand up... you can leave...

Ajay could hardly believe that they were actually releasing him. He stood up slowly and began walking toward the exit.

But just as he reached the door, Arman called out to him from behind.

Arman: Listen... take my number... If your wife calls you, you make sure to call me first and inform me... understood?

Ajay turned around and nodded in compliance, and Arman's assistant handed him a piece of paper with Arman's number written on it. Ajay quickly hurried out of the room. He wanted to get away as fast as possible before they could change their minds.

The moment he stepped out into the hallway, he saw Vijay Sir standing there. He looked exceptionally serious and deeply stressed. It was clear that he was the one arguing in the room next door.

Ajay rushed toward him anxiously.

Ajay: Sir... what is all this? Why are these people hunting for Priya? What has happened, Sir?

Vijay: Ajay... I don't know how to say this to you, but... Priya has committed a massive financial fraud against my company...

Ajay could not believe his own ears.

Ajay: WHAT?

Vijay: I didn't want to believe it either... but that is the harsh reality... She has stolen millions of rupees from my company, and she is currently absconding...

Ajay was left in a state of absolute, shattering shock.

Ajay: But Sir, it has been several weeks since she officially resigned from that job...

Vijay's brow furrowed deep with intense irritation.

Vijay: Yeah, I know... We are still thoroughly investigating, but she likely executed this right before leaving the company... I cannot share all the intricate details with you at this moment...

Ajay: Sir...

Vijay: Look, I am truly sorry you had to endure this today... These men were searching for her... A formal police complaint is currently being registered against Priya as we speak...

Ajay: Sir... I simply cannot accept that Priya would ever do something like this... There must be a massive misunderstanding...

Vijay: Look, I can't... I also have to formally inform you that your employment is being terminated immediately... so do not report to work tomorrow...

Saying this, Vijay turned on his heel and walked away in the opposite direction. Ajay stood there completely speechless, watching him leave. He couldn't comprehend how so much devastation was happening to him in a single day.

After a few seconds, he composed himself and headed toward the exit. His mind was flooded with an endless stream of overwhelming questions and thoughts. Was all of this just a horrific nightmare? Was Priya truly a fugitive after committing fraud? Or was this entire thing a cruel joke, and he would find her waiting for him the moment he reached home? Who should he even talk to first about all of this chaos?

The moment he stepped outside the building, a female voice called out his name.

Disha: Ajay!

Ajay raised his eyes to see Disha standing right in front of him.

Ajay: Disha... What are you doing here?

Disha: Yes... I called Vijay to inform him about the chaos that happened at the office, and that's when I found out they had brought you here...

Ajay felt an immense wave of relief at finding at least one familiar face to share his overwhelming thoughts with.

Ajay: Disha... Vijay Sir is claiming that... Priya committed fraud and ran away... I honestly cannot comprehend any of this...

Disha: Ajay, we need to leave this place immediately... Let's head to your house and discuss everything there...

Ajay was completely lost in a daze, and Disha gently took hold of his hand to lead him away. She hailed a passing auto-rickshaw, and the two of them climbed inside to leave the area behind.

Ajay was still desperately trying to process the entire sequence of events in his mind. There absolutely had to be some sort of mistake. A heavy, tense silence hung between him and Disha throughout the entire journey, until the auto-rickshaw finally pulled up directly in front of Ajay's apartment building.

Disha paid the auto-rickshaw driver, and the two of them stepped out. As they walked toward the building, the security guard spotted Ajay and rushed over to him.

Guard: Sir... some people had come earlier... They forcefully barged inside and broke the lock to your house... I was trying to call you as well...

Ajay: Yes... I will look into it...

Ajay and Disha reached his flat upstairs. The door to his apartment was wide open, and the moment they stepped inside, they saw that the furniture and household items were completely scattered everywhere.

Ajay began checking every single room, driven by a faint, desperate hope that he might find Priya somewhere. But she was nowhere to be found. On his bedroom table, Priya's mangalsutra (sacred wedding necklace) was left behind. Why on earth was it kept there?

Ajay walked out of the room. Disha was standing in the drawing room. Ajay thought that he should probably ask her to sit down, but his mind had completely stopped functioning.

Ajay: Disha... Priya is not at home... Her phone is also switched off... We had a massive argument last night...

Disha: Ajay, you please sit down... I will fetch some water...

Ajay collapsed onto the sofa, using it for support. A few moments later, Disha brought him a glass of water.

Ajay: I cannot comprehend what to do... Vijay Sir was saying that they are lodging a formal police complaint... How could Priya ever do such a thing...

Disha: Did Vijay tell you anything else?

Ajay: Just that Priya has vanished after stealing the money... and he has terminated me from my job...

Disha: Hmmm... finding Priya is much more critical than the job right now...

Ajay: Yes... you are right... but I am completely clueless about what steps to take next...

Disha: Priya had arrived in a car outside the office earlier...

Ajay: What? When?

Ajay asked, completely startled.

Disha: Right when those men were bringing you downstairs by force...

Ajay: What was Priya saying? Who was she with?

Disha: Those men suddenly started chasing after Priya, so I couldn't manage to speak with her... but yes, a man was driving that car...

Ajay: Who was that man? What kind of car was it?

Disha: I couldn't get a proper look at the man, but the car was an old, white Maruti 800... which is a very common vehicle...

Ajay fell into deep thought. While that car was indeed very common, he recalled seeing a white Maruti 800 parked downstairs in this very building complex multiple times. Was Priya having an affair with someone living right here in this building?

Disha: Ajay... you must inform Priya's family... and your own family as well...

Disha was actively guiding Ajay through his utterly lost state. Making those two phone calls was immensely difficult for Ajay. When he called Priya's parental home, an avalanche of questions rained down upon him—questions to which he himself had no answers. Her family decided to board the very first vehicle heading to Lucknow.

Calling his own home brought a similar reaction, though it was slightly different. His family members instantly began cursing Priya over the phone. They planned to arrive by morning transport.

After finishing both calls, Ajay sat on the sofa, completely exhausted, and held his head in his hands. His phone began buzzing continuously with numerous text messages and incoming calls from people, but he didn't want to speak to a single soul. Disha walked over and gently placed her hand on his head.

Ajay spoke, his voice cracking with emotion.

Ajay: Everyone... they were all so terribly worried... and I couldn't even explain things to them properly... I just hope Priya's family doesn't suspect that I did something...

Disha: Why are you thinking like that... You told them as much as you possibly knew... In my opinion, we should head to the police station and file a missing person report...

Ajay: Hmmm... but Vijay Sir... he is also...

Disha: Stop thinking about him now... You just focus entirely on finding Priya...

In this moment of profound crisis, Disha's clear-headedness provided him with a sense of courage. Ajay adjusted his clothes to prepare for the police station and went to wash his face.

Just as the two of them walked toward the front door, a loud, aggressive knocking echoed through the house. Ajay rushed toward the door, a tiny spark of hope igniting in his heart that perhaps it might be Priya outside.

However, standing outside were two uniformed police officers. Ajay was completely taken aback the moment he saw them.

Officer: Ajay Sharma?

Ajay: Yes...

Officer: We have come here in connection with the case involving Priya Sharma...

Ajay: Yes... we were actually just about to come to you... Have you found any leads on Priya?

The officer completely ignored Ajay's question.

Officer: Hmmm... we need to conduct a thorough search of the house right now...

Two constables marched into the apartment and began searching the entire place.

Ajay: What are you looking for here... there is nothing here... You should be searching for Priya outside...

Officer: Do not lecture us on how to perform our duties... You must be well acquainted with Ishan Qureshi... the watchman of your building...

Ajay: Yes... I mean, I know who he is... but what does any of this have to do with him...

Officer: We suspect that your wife has absconded along with him...

Ajay gasped, completely shattered by the revelation.

Ajay: What?!!

Officer: Were you aware of the dynamic between those two?

Ajay: What dynamic are you talking about?

Officer: We have interrogated the other watchman and several residents of the building. It turns out that your wife was exceptionally close to Ishan. The two of them frequently went out together... and he used to visit your apartment as well...

Ajay: What absolute rubbish is this... there is no such thing...

Officer: Mr. Ajay... either you are an accomplice in this entire drama, or you are the most foolish husband on this planet... who couldn't even keep his young wife under control...

Hearing the officer's harsh, stinging words, Disha could no longer restrain herself.

Disha: How can you speak to him like that... Just do your job... and find Priya...

Officer: We will certainly find her... For now, both of you record your official statements...

The constables searched the house for a long time but found absolutely nothing incrimination. Meanwhile, the officer recorded statements from both Disha and Ajay.

Officer: Mr. Ajay... you cannot leave this city under any circumstances right now... You are required to report to the police station every single week to mark your presence...

After a short while, the officer and the constables departed from the flat. Ajay's mind was spinning even faster than before. The list of allegations surrounding Priya's actions just kept growing. He wondered how he could have been so completely blind not to notice any of this happening around him.

Disha remained sitting right beside him. She simply did not want to leave him all alone in this state. Evening had approached, and the phone calls from people just wouldn't stop ringing. Ajay only answered calls coming from Priya's family or his own home, ignoring everyone else entirely.

Through his family, he learned that some unknown individuals were calling every single relative they knew, aggressively questioning them about Priya's whereabouts. His relatives had received those calls too. The callers were speaking extremely crudely and issuing open threats over the phone. Ajay immediately understood that these callers had to be Vijay Sir's henchmen, who were likely searching for Priya on their own terms.

Meanwhile, Disha had prepared something to eat, but Ajay did not possess even a shred of an appetite. Every single thought seemed to inevitably revolve around Priya. Ajay began reflecting on how Priya had recently started wearing incredibly expensive clothes, along with high-end jewelry and luxury watches. On multiple occasions, he had intended to confront Priya about these lavish expenses, but the perpetual tension between them never allowed him the opportunity.

Just then, Raj's name flashed on Ajay's phone screen. Ajay didn't want to answer this call either, as he knew exactly what topic Raj would want to discuss. However, Raj was one of his very few close friends in Lucknow who also knew Priya quite well. Perhaps he might actually know something about this entire mess.

The moment he answered, Raj's anxious voice came through.

Raj: Ajay! Has something gone terribly wrong?

Ajay: Did you receive phone calls from some random people asking about Priya?

Raj: Yes... what on earth has happened?

Ajay spent the next few minutes explaining the situation to him.

Ajay: Priya went to Khushi's house last evening. Were you present there? Did something unusual happen at her place?

Raj: Yes... I was there for a short duration... it was Khushi's birthday party... but I left quite early... Only Khushi and Priya were left behind at the house...

Ajay: Man... I have no idea how everything has completely imploded like this... I honestly cannot comprehend a single thing...

Raj: You don't worry... I am coming over to your place right away...

Ajay knew that Disha would refuse to leave him alone, so Raj's arrival would at least allow her to finally head back to her own home to rest.

Ajay: Yes... please come over...

As soon as Ajay hung up the phone, he explained the situation to Disha, letting her know that his friend Raj was on his way, meaning she could now return home and get some well-deserved rest. Disha genuinely did not want to leave, but she ultimately gave in to Ajay's persistent requests and departed from the flat.

A short while later, Raj arrived at the apartment, and Ajay began pouring out all his overwhelming negative thoughts to him.

Raj also found it highly textually implausible that Priya could ever commit such a massive financial fraud, but he was completely unable to figure out what might have actually transpired behind the scenes. Had Vijay simply exploited Priya completely for his own gains and then thrown her under the bus? Whatever the truth was, Raj carefully avoided uttering a single word against Vijay, as he was desperately trying to keep himself entirely shielded from this chaotic fallout. After all, he was terrified that Vijay might end up ruining his life exactly the way he had ruined Ajay's.

Ajay: Has Priya seriously run away with a watchman? The entire world must be laughing at me right now...

Raj did not miss a single opportunity to instigate him further.

Raj: Man... I genuinely do not wish to say anything negative... but her character always seemed a bit peculiar...

Ajay asked, completely startled.

Ajay: In what way?

The moment for Raj to exact his petty revenge on Priya had finally arrived.

Raj: Brother, I never wanted to mention this to you before... but I had personally spotted Priya with that watchman a couple of times... there was definitely something odd going on between them. And do you remember when we traveled to Thailand for that official office project? She was getting unusually close and clingy with a dark-skinned man over there...

Ajay lowered his head in deep shame.

Ajay: Why didn't you inform me about all of this earlier...

Raj: You are my friend... and I assumed it might just be a misunderstanding on my part... I honestly didn't want to disrupt your domestic life...

Ajay: But if you had told me back then, perhaps I wouldn't have to face this catastrophic day...

Raj: It's alright, brother... I am certain the authorities will eventually track them down... but what happens after she is found... nobody knows...

Ajay's face fell completely; he realized that even if Priya were found, recovering from this public humiliation would be an absolute uphill battle.

He and Raj continued discussing the matter late into the night until both of them eventually drifted off to sleep right on the sofa. The next morning, the persistent ringing of the doorbell woke Ajay up. He rushed to open the door. Standing outside was Priya's family—her parents, her brother, and her sister-in-law.

The moment they stepped into the apartment, they bombarded Ajay with a flurry of anxious questions.

Priya’s Family: Have you found any leads on Priya? What are the police saying? How on earth did all of this happen?

Ajay possessed no answers to their frantic inquiries. After all, he was plagued by the exact same questions. Woken up by the commotion, Raj also got out of bed, and everyone began repeatedly asking the same questions to one another.

Anamika Bhabhi's face looked completely pale and drained of color. Within the family, she was the last person who had interacted with Priya, and a severe argument had broken out between them during that final encounter. However, Anamika had kept those details strictly to herself and hadn't opened up to anyone yet—especially regarding the truth about Vijay. After all, she harbored her own deep secrets in this entire mess.

As the day progressed, Priya's brother and Ajay paid a visit to the police station, but they returned without discovering any new leads. Priya's brother then began personally interrogating the residents downstairs, and he could hardly believe his own ears based on what they were telling him. Several people explicitly informed him about the suspicious closeness between Priya and Ishan, detailing how the two were frequently seen roaming around together.

Mannu, who lived in the adjacent flat, had not spoken to Priya in quite a while and was completely clueless about her whereabouts. She could only note that Priya had changed drastically over time. The naive, simple girl who had initially arrived in Lucknow was no longer the same person.

When Ajay returned home, he found that his own mother, father, and brother-in-law had also arrived at the apartment. Disha had returned to the flat as well. Everyone sat with long, gloomy faces, though each person likely harbored a different reason for their distress. They were all anxiously waiting for Ajay and Priya's brother, Sagar, to return.

The moment they stepped inside the house, Anamika rushed toward them.

Anamika: Did you find out anything...

Sagar's eyes looked completely vacant and lost.

Sagar: No... nothing at all...

A heavy, suffocating silence blanketed the room once again.

After a few tense moments, Ajay's mother, Suman, spoke up sharply.

Suman: Who knows how long this disgraceful drama has been going on behind our backs... Your daughter has brought nothing but immense misery to us and our son...

The words slipped out of Anamika's mouth instantly in shock.

Anamika: Aunty! What on earth are you saying...

Ajay quickly intervened to stop his mother.

Ajay: Mother... this is absolutely not the appropriate time to say such things...

Suman flared up even more aggressively.

Suman: Why shouldn't I say it? This entire circus was going on for so long, and you were quietly enduring it like a coward... She finally ran away, didn't she? And that too with a common watchman... On top of that, she absconded after committing massive financial fraud... She left absolutely no stone unturned to ruin us...

Anamika: We do not know the complete truth yet... What if something terrible has happened to her against her will?

Suman: What else could have happened? She was unfaithful and loose from the very beginning... Now all her dirty secrets are finally tumbling out in the open...

Anamika: What do you mean by 'from the very beginning'?

Suman: Didn't she call you the very next day after her wedding night to complain that she didn't find any physical satisfaction with Ajay? And after that, she didn't even spare her brother-in-law, Daksh—she went after him as well. Thank heavens he managed to escape her clutches...

Anamika: You people are making up completely baseless allegations... Ajay, why don't you say something to your mother...

Ajay remained seated in absolute silence, feeling deeply distressed. His breathing grew heavy and labored. It truly felt as though every single dark secret of Priya's life was being exposed to the world. He hadn't been aware of this allegation involving Daksh until now. However, after what Raj had revealed to him the previous night, this new piece of information did not surprise him in the least.

But Disha boldly stepped into the conversation to defend the boundaries.

Disha: Aunty, in my opinion... we should refrain from tarnishing the character of someone who isn't present here to defend themselves... Our entire focus should be directed solely toward searching for Priya...

Suman: And who exactly are you? Are you Priya's friend? Is that why you are advocating so strongly for her?

Disha: No, I am not Priya's friend... Ajay and I are close friends...

Ajay felt a wave of mild surprise, mixed with a sudden sense of comfort, hearing Disha address him as her friend today. Yet, at the same time, it appeared as though she was subtly defending Priya.

Suman: If you are truly Ajay's friend, then tell me this—how are we supposed to find her? Because of that girl's actions, is Ajay supposed to spend the rest of his life running around police stations and courts? She has left him completely ruined... He lost his job, and our family's reputation in the entire community has been dragged through the mud... Those people have been calling every single relative since yesterday... We are thoroughly exhausted trying to give explanations to everyone...

Seeing his mother rant so insensitively, Ajay could no longer hold his tongue.

Ajay: If you are so exhausted, then I suggest all of you pack your bags and return home immediately...

Suman: But Ajay...

Ajay: No... none of you actually care about me or Priya... Your only concern is your social status... and what the relatives will think...

Suman fell silent for a few moments. However, after a short while, the exact same toxic arguments erupted all over again. Feeling suffocated, Ajay walked away from the gathering and retreated into the other room. He hadn't found a single moment of peace since the previous afternoon.

Meanwhile, Priya's family members gathered in a corner to discuss the situation privately. Sagar shared everything he had discovered during his investigation downstairs, and the shocking details left them utterly devastated. It increasingly seemed undeniable that Priya had indeed committed something profoundly wrong. After a while, they informed Ajay and departed from the flat; though they weren't returning to their hometown just yet, staying in that hostile domestic environment was proving impossible.

Disha and Raj also left the apartment shortly after. Ajay was left alone in his own house with his family members—the very people who had never deemed him capable or worthy of anything in life. He felt a strange, suffocating entrapment within his own home. He realized that it was likely due to the fear of these very people that he had maintained his strained marital tie with Priya for so long, simply because he dreaded facing social humiliation for his family.

The entire next week passed in an identical, agonizing blur, with each day mirroring the previous one. Ajay and Sagar continued speaking with various people to gather information, but every single testimony they uncovered pointed squarely against Priya. Priya's maid, Kanchan, was particularly furious and bitter toward her. She detailed how Priya would constantly manufacture excuses to meet Ishan, how other men would frequently visit the flat in Ajay's absence, and how she used to mockingly describe Ajay as physically inadequate in front of her.

Ajay reached a point where he could no longer even look Sagar Brother in the eye. He felt his dignity being relentlessly stripped away, layer by layer.

Later, Ajay arrived at the hotel where Priya's family was currently staying. Sagar was conveying the latest updates while Ajay sat there in absolute silence.

Priya's Mother: Anamika... you had come here to stay with these two... How on earth did you fail to notice any of this happening...

Anamika: Mother... nothing seemed out of the ordinary at the time... It simply appeared as though Ajay and Priya were having normal marital compatibility issues...

Mother: She was such a simple, innocent girl... She could never commit such shameful acts...

Anamika: Mother... she had changed quite a bit after adapting to the lifestyle of this big city...

Sagar snapped in sudden, explosive anger.

Sagar: Quite a bit?! As her brother, I have been forced to listen to such utterly repulsive things about her character... It makes me want to smash the face of every single person speaking against her... but then, how many faces can I possibly smash...

Anamika: Please do not distress yourself like this... she will eventually be found...

Sagar took a deep, heavy breath and spoke grimly.

Sagar: At this point, I think I would prefer it if she is never found at all... or if she is found, she should face her...

Mother: Sagar! What absolute nonsense are you uttering...

Priya's father suddenly spoke up, cutting through the tension.

Father: He is speaking the absolute truth... When we were traveling here, I genuinely assumed that Ajay must have wronged her in some way... But after arriving here, everything has become crystal clear... Our daughter has stolen money and fled with a man of lowly character... Even if she returns now, does anyone honestly expect Ajay to accept her back?

Hearing these severe words coming directly from Priya's father, the entire hotel room fell into a stunned, absolute silence. No one could believe that a man who usually spoke so rarely had delivered such a definitive, crushing judgment today.

Father: In my opinion, we should all return to our hometown... Everyone needs to get back to their respective jobs... Besides, we have left young Anya in the care of relatives for far too long...

Anamika: Dad, but how can we just abandon the search and return home like this?

Dad : For me, she is not coming back... there is absolutely no point in wasting any more time here. Ajay, my boy, my only advice to you would be to move forward with your life. Please forgive us.

Dad  walked right out of the room, leaving behind her mother who began sobbing uncontrollably. Ajay could hardly process the fact that Priya's own family had lost complete faith in her. It seemed that only Anamika Bhabhi was still willing to speak up in her defense. However, he had no idea that Anamika was hiding critical information from everyone—information that she kept buried solely because she desperately needed to protect her own marriage.


Session 10 - Chapter 9

Two full weeks passed by, and eventually, everyone left Ajay to his own devices and returned to their hometowns. There was no one left by his side, leaving him entirely alone in an empty house where he would just sit on the floor, staring blankly at the bare walls. Nobody had received any news about Priya's whereabouts. Despite the suffocating loneliness, he couldn't leave the city either due to the ongoing investigation.

However, there was one person who made it a point to come directly to his apartment every single evening straight after finishing her office hours—Disha. Every evening, she would bring a tiffin container packed with dinner for Ajay, and then step into the kitchen to prepare his meals for the upcoming day. Ajay had tried to decline her assistance multiple times, but she flatly refused to listen to him. Deep down, Ajay had gradually started looking forward to her daily arrivals.

Even today, the moment the evening doorbell echoed through the flat, Ajay knew instantly that it was Disha. He rose to his feet slowly and walked over to unlock the door.

Ajay: Disha... I have told you so many times that I am perfectly capable of cooking for myself.

Disha: Good evening... It really is no trouble at all. Besides, this gives me a good excuse to have dinner with someone rather than eating alone.

Ajay released a heavy sigh.

Ajay: Hmmm... but why would you want to have dinner with me of all people? I am such a boring, miserable person to be around.

Disha: Because I know that when I am with you, I do not have to put on a facade or force myself to make superficial conversation.

Disha stepped inside the apartment and, within a few minutes, laid out the food neatly on a plate. She looked at him with a gentle expression.

Disha: Are you planning on shaving anytime soon? I have been nagging you about this for the past three days.

Ajay: What is the point of shaving? Where am I even going to go? I don't have to report to the police station until Monday now.

Disha: Hmmm... shaving will make you feel much better. It will make you feel a bit lighter.

Disha and Ajay began eating their meal together. Whenever a wave of emotion hit Ajay, he would open up and share his innermost thoughts about Priya with her. He would bring up old memories that suddenly resurfaced or speak about the unresolved, unsaid things that lingered between them. Disha would sit quietly, listening to everything patiently without an ounce of judgment.

Ajay: Today, I found out from the building watchman downstairs that the village Ishan always claimed was his hometown... nobody there has ever even heard his name. Just think about it, for all these years, he was providing everyone with a completely fake address. He never sent a single letter, nor did he ever make a phone call. He just vanished into thin air one day.

Disha: Hmmm... but the contrast between them is immense. Priya and a common watchman... I just cannot wrap my head around why she would ever run away with him.

Ajay: Well, the local people in the neighborhood have a vulgar theory about that as well.

Disha: What kind of theory?

Ajay spoke up, visibly hesitating and clearing his throat.

Ajay: I heard rumors that his physical anatomy... his manhood... was exceptionally large, and that he used to provide women with immense physical pleasure. I have no idea how much truth there is to these rumors.

Disha: Oh god... people really have no limits when it comes to gossip.

Ajay: But now that I look back, Priya actually used to bring him up in conversations quite frequently. It felt a bit odd even back then.

Disha: You have repeated that exact point at least fifty times by now.

Ajay: What choice do I have... there is literally nothing else left for me to talk about. At this point, it feels like no one is even bothering to look for her properly anymore.

Disha: Vijay’s associates are actually still searching for her quite actively.

A sudden spark of life returned to Ajay's otherwise vacant eyes upon hearing this new piece of information.

Ajay: How do you know that? Did Vijay mention something to you?

Disha: No... Vijay has never said anything directly to me. I just happen to observe things around the office.

Ajay: Why don't you try talking to Vijay yourself? See if you can dig up any leads?

Disha: Hmmm... it is not that simple. Besides, he has hired a new secretary recently. I strongly suspect that she is secretly spying on him.

Ajay: Spying on Vijay?

Disha: Yes... the moment Vijay steps out of the office, she slips into his private cabin. I don't interfere or stop her because Vijay explicitly instructed me that she should have completely unrestricted access.

Ajay: That sounds incredibly bizarre.

Disha: Hmmm... by the way, did you visit the newspaper office? Didn't I suggest that you should publish a missing person's advertisement for Priya in the papers... or perhaps put it on television?

Ajay: I don't have enough money left to afford a television advertisement. And besides, who even reads physical newspapers these days anyway?

Disha: People absolutely do read them. You should target a local vernacular newspaper that has a strong regional readership. People still read those local papers very closely.

Ajay: Hmmm... let me look into it.

The two continued chatting comfortably as they finished their dinner.

Another two to three weeks slipped by in a blur. There was still absolutely no sign or trace of Priya, and by now, Ajay had completely given up all faint glimmers of hope. However, the police inspector still required him to mark his attendance at the station every single week.

Without a steady job, the funds in Ajay's bank account were depleting rapidly, and he realized he no longer had any practical need for a spacious two-bedroom apartment. The phone calls from his parents' home had also slowed down to a trickle; it felt as though everyone had collectively abandoned him to face his misery alone.

The only thing he genuinely looked forward to now was Disha's arrival every evening. Initially, he used to question her motives for coming over, but now, if she missed even a single day, a deep anxiety would grip him, making him feel as though she had abandoned him too. Yet, he could never find the words to express this vulnerability to her.

The moment the doorbell rang, he rushed to open it instantly.

Ajay: Hello...

Standing at the threshold was indeed Disha. She lacked the striking, conventional beauty that Priya possessed, yet the absolute sense of comfort and ease he felt in her presence was something he had never experienced in his year and a half of marriage with Priya. She always came to his house completely bare-faced without any makeup, showcasing her slightly dusky complexion and slender lips. Her features were pleasant and delicate, though not sharp and dramatic like Priya's. In terms of age, she was likely a bit older than Priya, perhaps around his own age, or maybe just a tiny bit older.

He caught himself wondering why he was observing her with such intense detail. She was, after all, just a supportive friend. But then again, a similar blurring of lines was exactly what had led to Priya's undoing.

Disha: Hi... I am so sorry I couldn't make it yesterday. Things got incredibly late at the office.

Hearing the mention of the office triggered a wave of mild irritation inside Ajay.

Ajay: Hmmm... did Vijay assign you some urgent, indispensable work?

Disha: No... he isn't even in town at the moment. I just had to print out some extensive documents and compile them into booklets.

Dark, intrusive thoughts began swirling in Ajay's mind. He couldn't shake off the realization that she, too, worked closely with Vijay. Lately, his resentment toward Vijay had amplified significantly; it felt as though Vijay was the root cause behind the spectacular collapse of his life.

Disha: What is it? What are you thinking about so deeply...

Ajay spoke up, his voice dropping into a serious, somber register.

Ajay: I think it would be best if you stop coming over here from now on. The commute is far too long and exhausting for you. Besides, I will likely be shifting out of here very soon... moving into a much smaller, cheaper flat.

Disha: That is perfectly fine, I will just come and visit you at the new flat instead.

Ajay: No... you have already helped me out immensely. But realistically, how long can you keep doing this for me?

Disha: What exactly is brewing inside that head of yours? Can you please just speak to me directly and honestly instead of bottling it up until it turns into a bitter grudge?

Ajay: It is nothing like that at all. I am simply pointing out that you have a busy life of your own to manage.

Disha: You know... this is precisely your biggest flaw. I know exactly what is going through your mind right now.

Ajay: Oh really? And what would that be?

Disha: You are terrified that I am eventually going to abandon you and walk out of your life just like everyone else did.

Ajay averted his gaze, looking away toward the corner of the room.

Ajay: No... that is not true at all. And even if you do leave, what difference does it make anyway...

Disha let out a deep, emotional sigh.

Disha: I am well aware of how deeply uncomfortable you feel about the fact that I still hold a job at Vijay’s firm.

Ajay: Why would I feel uncomfortable about that? It is your career and your livelihood...

Disha: Stop answering every single question with another defensive question. Turn inward and ask yourself how you truly feel.

Ajay inhaled deeply, letting the heavy silence settle before responding.

Ajay: Fine, yes... I have thought about it extensively. But my discomfort stems purely from the fact that after talking to various people, I have uncovered certain aspects of Vijay's character that he carefully hides from the rest of the world. You have been working as his personal assistant for the past four to five years... so you are likely well aware of all his dark secrets.

Disha shrugged her shoulders casually.

Disha: Yes... perhaps I am. So what?

Ajay: So... you are my friend, and I genuinely do not want to see you get entangled in his dangerous, messy affairs. That is my absolute only concern for you.

A soft, affectionate smile graced Disha's lips.

Disha: Is that truly your only concern?

Ajay: Yes, that is all.

Disha paused for a few silent seconds, her expression softening completely before she spoke.

Disha: I turned in my formal resignation today. I will look for a job somewhere else.

Ajay stared at her, completely stunned and caught off guard.

Ajay: What! But why would you do that? You were so well-settled and secure in that position.

Disha: If you don't already know the answer to that question, then I am afraid I cannot explain it to you.

Ajay fell completely silent, the weight of her words washing over him.

Disha spoke softly, breaking the quiet air between them.

Disha: If you want, you could always move in with me. We can split the rent and all the other household expenses right down the middle.

Ajay stepped closer, locking his eyes directly with hers, searching the depth of her gaze.

Ajay: Disha... for the past few days... I have been desperately wanting to tell you that...

Disha smiled warmly, gently cutting him off with a playful lift of her hand.

Disha: Hey... hold on, stop right there. We are strictly talking about sharing apartment rent right now... nothing more.

But Ajay was past the point of holding back his emotions.

Ajay: Please, just let me speak... I really like you. I wish with all my heart that I had met you earlier in life. I truly wish...

Disha fell entirely silent, her eyes reflecting the exact same unspoken desire she had carried for so long.

Disha: Ajay, I like you too... But what if, by some turn of events tomorrow, Priya comes back into your life?

Ajay stepped forward, leaning in until he gently rested his forehead against hers, closing the distance between them entirely.

Ajay: Priya was never truly a part of my life to begin with.

A few silent tears began escaping their eyes, tracing down their cheeks in the quiet room. Meanwhile, in a distant corner of the dimly lit living room, Ajay's phone sat in absolute silent mode. The screen illuminated in the dark as an incoming call from an unknown number flashed repeatedly—a call that he was completely oblivious to in that fragile, intimate moment.

Priya sat entirely alone in her bedroom, deeply immersed in her thoughts. Held firmly in her hand was the exact newspaper clipping she had discovered a week ago at the sweet shop in Amroha. She opened it once again to read the words carefully.

Missing Person Search

Name: Priya Sharma Complexion: Fair Age: 26 years Height: 5'4 This young woman has been missing from Lucknow since August 25. If anyone has any information regarding her whereabouts, please immediately inform the number provided below. Contact: Ajay Sharma.

Over the past week, Priya had secretly read this advertisement multiple times, and each time, it felt like an invisible force pulling her back toward her past life.

Ayesha's college admission process had completely consumed her mind recently, making her temporarily forget everything else. For a brief period, she had passionately dedicated herself to the task, as if Ayesha were truly her own beloved niece.

However, this missing person notice was abruptly forcing her to confront reality all over again. And besides, Ayesha's admission was already finalized now. Her idle mind brought back all the old, unresolved anxieties, and she spent the entire day trying to conceal her inner turmoil.

Vijay... Ajay... everything came rushing back.

Whenever she thought about Vijay, she would alternate between missing him intensely and bitterly cursing herself. Vijay's betrayal had left her completely ruined. She had sacrificed so much for that man, yet here she was now, stranded in an entirely different world from which returning felt absolutely impossible.

She realized she had been given multiple opportunities in the past to see Vijay's true colors, but at that time, she was so completely blinded by her love for him that she failed to see the warning signs clearly.

Anamika Bhabhi... Sanjay Sir... they had given her the right advice all along. The moment these thoughts crossed her mind, she would break down and sob bitterly in her isolation.

On the other hand was Ajay, the man with whom she had taken her sacred wedding vows. Although the two of them had never shared the intense passion she experienced with Vijay, they were still husband and wife, and she was the one who had ultimately betrayed him.

The moment this realization surfaced, a strange restlessness gripped her inner core. Looking back now, she could hardly believe the reckless decisions she had made during those moments. She had crossed boundaries she wasn't even fully aware of at the time. A sharp pang of regret echoed within her heart, making her wish with all her might that she had never committed those acts and had simply remained a loyal, devoted wife to her husband.

Now, this fragile scrap of newspaper was the sole remaining link connecting her to her past life. If Ajay had personally published this missing person notice in the paper, it meant he was still actively searching for her. Before finding this clipping, she had assumed that Ajay must have uncovered the complete truth by now and grown to utterly despise her. But what if that wasn't the case? What if he had forgiven her, and everyone was simply worried and searching for her safety?


Session 10 - Chapter 10

Just then, Priya heard the sound of Ishan's arrival from downstairs. She quickly hid the newspaper clipping inside her wardrobe, tucking it safely between her clothes. Wiping away her tears hastily, she headed downstairs to meet them.

Ishan had brought Ayesha back home from her college. The moment Ayesha returned, she enthusiastically narrated all the day's events to Priya, which successfully served as a welcome distraction. Ishan washed up and sat down to eat his afternoon meal before heading back to the factory.

Ayesha sat down beside him to join the meal. Priya quickly stepped into the kitchen and began serving the food. Meanwhile, Nadia was inside the matriarch's room, engaged in a conversation with her.

Priya placed the plates of food in front of Ishan and Ayesha. Ishan glanced up at Priya, his eyes silently inquiring whether she had eaten her food yet. Priya deliberately avoided locking eyes with him. For the past week, the communication between them had been noticeably sparse.

Just then, Nadia walked out of the room and called out.

Nadia: Ishan, listen to me...

Ishan: Yes, Bhabhi...

Nadia: Our aunt called... Her niece is getting married soon.

Ishan: I see... Are you and brother planning to attend?

Nadia: We had initially planned to go... but then a better idea struck me. I think you and Priya should go attend the wedding instead. She has been looking quite distant and distressed lately; this change of environment will be a good distraction for her mind.

Priya stood near the kitchen, listening intently to every single word. She had absolutely no desire to visit the aunt or anyone else. Surviving within the confines of this house was already difficult enough; the last thing she wanted was to travel somewhere else.

Ishan also looked visibly uncomfortable with the suggestion.

Ishan: Bhabhi... I think it would be better if you and brother go instead. Besides, how will Priya manage to handle herself comfortably in an unfamiliar environment...

Nadia: She will manage perfectly fine... I have already taught her enough about managing household affairs. Moreover, she just needs to keep her speech limited over there, nothing more.

Ishan: But there is also the issue regarding her specific dietary preferences...

Nadia: I will handle that part entirely. I will speak to our aunt beforehand.

Ishan: But... Ayesha... her college classes have started now...

Ayesha spoke up cheerfully, interrupting them.

Ayesha: I want to come along with you guys too!

Nadia looked toward Ayesha with a firm, disciplinary gaze.

Nadia: No... you are not going anywhere. It is only a matter of three to four days... and out of those, two days are official college holidays anyway. For the remaining two days, you can simply commute to college along with Neha.

It appeared as though Bhabhi had meticulously planned everything out in advance, leaving Ishan with absolutely no room for further objections.

Priya finally stepped out of the kitchen to voice her hesitation.

Priya: Bhabhi... but... that...

Nadia looked at her with a clear expression of displeasure.

Nadia: Look, you shouldn't object to this. Because of the rushed circumstances of your wedding, we weren't able to invite any extended family members, so everyone is eager to meet you. Besides, it has been several years since Ishan last visited them anyway.

Priya glanced toward Ishan, but he kept his gaze averted. She felt completely helpless, unable to figure out a proper excuse to decline the trip.

After a few moments of heavy silence, Ishan finally spoke up.

Ishan: When are we scheduled to depart?

Nadia’s face brightened up with satisfaction.

Nadia: In four days... I will personally help pack Priya's luggage by then. Do not worry about a thing, Priya.

Ishan nodded his head in agreement and quietly resumed eating his meal. Priya was left standing there in silence, deeply distressed. Although Ishan left for work shortly after finishing his food, Priya spent the rest of the day carrying the heavy burden of this new anxiety.

Late that night, when Priya entered the bedroom, she noticed that Ishan had already pulled out an old storage trunk and begun packing his belongings inside it.

The moment Priya secured the bedroom door, she spoke up in a tone filled with irritation.

Priya: Ishan ji... why didn't you just refuse Bhabhi's request? What exactly are we going to do by going all the way over there...

Ishan stopped and looked up at Priya as she stood before him.

Ishan: Madam ji... you witnessed the conversation yourself... she was absolutely unyielding. You tried your best to object as well, didn't you?

Priya: Yes, but... I don't know a single soul over there. And your aunt seems incredibly intimidating and dangerous from what I gather.

Ishan: Oh, not at all... please do not stress yourself over this. Everything will turn out perfectly fine over there. I am right there with you, aren't I?

Priya let out a deep, weary sigh and sat down at the head of the bed. Her mind felt completely fractured and pulled in different directions. She hadn't found the right opportunity to confront Ishan about the missing person advertisement yet. However, she knew that delaying this critical conversation for too long wouldn't be wise. She kept pondering how to naturally bring up the subject.

After a little while, Ishan closed the storage trunk and came over to lie down on the bed, keeping as much physical distance from Priya as the mattress allowed. He consciously avoided initiating unnecessary conversation with her.

In the dark silence of the bedroom, Priya decided to initiate the conversation herself.

Priya: Ishan ji... I wanted to ask you something...

Ishan: Yes, Madam ji, please go ahead... I am truly sorry about what transpired today... but it is only a matter of four days.

Priya: No, no... my question is regarding an entirely different matter.

Ishan: Yes, please tell me...

Priya: Do you ever... find yourself thinking about your past life back in Lucknow?

Ishan: No, Madam ji... not intensely. Who did I really have left over there to call my own anyway?

Priya: What about Kanchan? I assume the two of you were intimately involved...

Hearing Kanchan's name come out of Priya's mouth felt incredibly jarring to Ishan. He couldn't comprehend why she was suddenly bringing up her old maid.

Ishan: No, Madam ji... there was never any deep emotional bond between her and me. We merely knew each other as acquaintances.

A subtle, ironic smile appeared on Priya's lips.

Priya: Just acquaintances? Was there absolutely nothing more to it...

Ishan spoke up, his voice tinged with embarrassment.

Ishan: Why are you trying to make me feel so ashamed... you are already well aware of the complete reality. Yes, we used to indulge our physical desires together from time to time... but it never went beyond those raw physical encounters.

Hearing him speak so bluntly about their raw physical encounters caught Priya completely off guard, though she realized there was no other way to describe what he had done.

Priya spoke, feeling slightly self-conscious.

Priya: Yes... that is exactly what I meant. Don't you ever miss her or those moments?

Ishan paused to reflect before answering honestly.

Ishan: No, Madam ji... my connection with her was purely driven by physical intimacy... And while I do experience those intense physical needs surfacing from time to time, nowadays, my thoughts are entirely consumed solely by you...

The moment these words reached Priya's ears, a wave of self-preservation washed over her. She immediately pulled the bedsheet tighter around herself, wrapping her body securely as if trying to shield herself from his intense gaze even in the pitch darkness of the room.

The moment the words left his mouth, Ishan realized that his raw honesty had crossed a boundary and distressed her. He immediately sat up straight on the mattress, desperately trying to clarify his intentions.

Ishan: No, no, Madam ji... please do not misinterpret my words in a negative way... All I truly meant to say was that my only desire is to somehow find a way to bring genuine happiness into your life...

Priya was well aware that whenever Ishan became intensely nervous, he completely lost control over his words, blurting out whatever entered his mind. She reasoned that his statement wasn't driven by any malicious or predatory intent. Nevertheless, she maintained a firm, protective grip on her bedsheet—a defensive posture that remained clearly visible to Ishan even through the shadows of the dark room.

Ishan: I will lay down a mattress on the floor and sleep downstairs, Madam ji... I should never have come onto the bed in the first place...

Priya sat up instantly upon seeing him move down toward the floor.

Priya: No, no... please do not distress yourself... I have absolute, complete faith in you...

Ishan: Madam ji... only you could say something so kind... I am still so incredibly ashamed of what I did in this room in front of you that day...

Priya understood immediately that Ishan was referring to the day she had caught him privately engaging in self-gratification. Uff, the vivid mental image of his large manhood instantly flashed before her eyes again. Why on earth had she brought up this subject in the first place...

Priya: No, no... this is your bedroom... and you have your own physical needs as well... I completely understand...

Ishan: This is your room too... I mean, for as long as you are staying here... this room belongs to you far more than it belongs to me...

Priya: Yes... thank you...

Ishan: Madam ji... I was thinking... you should not lose hope just yet... I strongly feel that Vijay Sahib will eventually come looking for you here...

Priya looked at Ishan, completely stunned by his words.

Priya: You are actually saying this? Have you completely forgotten what happened when you went to meet him over there?

Ishan: Madam ji... I feel we might have acted a bit too hastily... It is highly possible that someone was closely watching him at that moment... and that is precisely why he feigned ignorance and refused to recognize me. It is simply impossible for me to believe that a man like him could ever abandon you... I have seen with my own eyes that he was willing to do absolutely anything for you...

Priya's eyes brimmed with heavy tears; she couldn't understand why Ishan kept handing her fragile threads of hope all over again.

Priya: And what if you are completely wrong? I will be left entirely ruined, belonging nowhere...

Ishan: Madam ji... you...

Priya spoke up, a sudden thought crossing her mind.

Priya: Ishan ji... I need to show you something... Could you please switch on the room light for a moment?

Ishan immediately turned on the light, and Priya opened the wardrobe, retrieving the scrap of newspaper tucked between her clothes. She extended the paper toward Ishan.

Priya: Look at this... I found it... in this advertisement...

Ishan's voice dropped into a low, somber whisper as he read it.

Ishan: Your family... they are actively searching for you...

Priya: Ajay... my husband... he is the one who had this published...

The moment the words left Priya's mouth, Ishan snapped his gaze directly onto her, before looking back down at the clipping. He spoke softly.

Ishan: Then... what do you wish to do now...

Priya: I am completely lost... What do you think I should do?

Ishan: Why are you asking a man like me, Madam ji... You are far more educated, articulate, and intelligent than I could ever be...

Ishan's words stung Priya's conscience sharply. If she had truly been that intelligent, she wouldn't find herself stranded in this predicament today.

Seeing her fall into a silent trance, Ishan spoke up gently.

Ishan: If you are contemplating making a phone call, then you should go right ahead... Whatever path you decide to choose, I will stand by your side and support you completely...

Priya's conflicted mind was swirling with turbulent thoughts. If she called Ajay, she might finally escape this place... perhaps Ajay would accept her back into his life... A sudden, unexpected ray of hope ignited within her heart.

Priya: If I make this call and Ajay actually comes to take me back... how will we explain everything to your family? Everything that has transpired over the past month and a half... Nadia Bhabhi... Ayesha...

Ishan's eyes looked distant, lost in deep thought as he handed the paper back to Priya.

Ishan: Do not worry about them at all... I will personally ensure that you reach your husband safely and securely... within a month or two, everyone will completely forget about you and me anyway...

Priya: Why would they forget about you?

Ishan: Because I will likely never return to this house after that... but please do not stress yourself... everything will turn out fine. Here, take my phone... and make the call to him...

Priya: Hmmm... it is far too late into the night right now... Let us make the call tomorrow evening... once you return home from work...

Ishan: Whatever you think is best...

A little while later, Ishan laid down on the mattress on the floor while Priya remained on the bed above. Priya's mind was in a state of chaotic restlessness. She kept playing out the upcoming phone call over and over again. What would she say, how would she initiate the conversation, how would Ajay respond, and what explanation would Ishan give to his family? Engrossed in these endless loops of anxiety, she eventually drifted off to sleep.

By the evening of the following day, Priya felt as though her head was about to split open with a severe headache. She had been waiting with agonizing impatience for this exact moment since last night. Ishan would be arriving home any minute now. She had rehearsed the conversation in a dozen different ways. This call had completely dominated her thoughts all through the night and day. As the definitive moment drew closer, her anxiety reached a fever pitch.

She had no idea what had transpired back home after her sudden disappearance... but the only detail that truly mattered was that Ajay was still searching for her. When her parents found out, they would be overcome with immense joy... after all, they would finally get their missing daughter back.

Paralyzed by intense tension, Priya could focus on nothing else. She retreated to her upstairs bedroom, pacing restlessly from one corner of the room to the other. Finally, the familiar sound of Ishan entering the house echoed from downstairs. She stepped out of the room and peeked cautiously from behind the edge of the rooftop terrace. Ishan was heading straight upstairs toward the room. She quickly hurried back inside.

A few moments later, Ishan entered the room and began hanging up his belongings. Priya was already retrieving the newspaper clipping from the wardrobe.

Ishan closed the bedroom door and extended his mobile phone toward Priya.

Ishan: Madam ji... here you go...

Priya's hands trembled violently, but she somehow managed to grasp the phone. She didn't remember Ajay's phone number by heart, so she began carefully typing the digits into the keypad while referencing the newspaper clipping. The phone felt incredibly heavy in her palm, as if every button were carved out of solid stone.

Noticing her intense nervousness as she typed, Ishan spoke up.

Ishan: I will step outside the room, Madam ji...

Priya interjected instantly, panic lacing her voice.

Priya: No, no... please stay right here... please...

Ishan froze in his tracks immediately as Priya typed the final digit. Her heart was hammering violently against her chest. Pausing for a fraction of a second, she pressed the green dial button and placed the receiver tightly against her ear.

Despite the pleasant, cool weather, beads of cold sweat began trickling down her forehead. Her heart raced erratically. The carefully rehearsed words she had prepared began slipping away from her memory. The phone triggered the first ring. Priya swallowed the dry saliva pooling in her throat. Should her first words be Hello or Ajay?

The phone triggered a second ring... Priya glanced toward Ishan, who was staring back at her with unblinking, locked focus. How bizarre it would sound when she eventually had to explain to Ajay that she had discovered his missing person notice at a local sweet shop.

The phone triggered a third ring... there was still no answer from the other side. Priya kept her eyes anchored on Ishan, her face visibly falling with disappointment. She thought to herself that when she finally returned to Ajay, she would make sure to tell him how extensively this simple man had helped her survive.

The phone triggered a fourth ring... would she ever be capable of explaining to Ajay that circumstances had forced her into a fraudulent marriage contract with Ishan? But was it truly a fake marriage? Was Ajay even legally her husband anymore? Or... uff... what toxic thoughts was she entangling herself in...

The phone triggered a fifth ring... she realized she would never be able to make Ajay comprehend any of this... the entire saga of how she ended up here was far too long and convoluted... It would honestly be better if he didn't pick up the phone at all... at the very least, she could cry in solitude and console herself with the thought that destiny simply wasn't on her side...

Priya was simply waiting for the final ring to cut off... she resolved that she would never attempt this ever again... No, no... no one would ever believe her innocence... But right at that moment, the call connected, and a familiar voice resonated from the other end.

Ajay: Hello...

He had answered the call. Hearing that familiar voice after so long caused the energy to instantly drain from Priya's body. Her vocal cords constricted, and she couldn't summon the strength to utter a single sound.

Ajay: Hello... who is this...

She needed to speak... she desperately needed to break the silence...

Ajay's voice crackled with evident irritation and annoyance.

Ajay: Hellooooo... say something at least...

Priya parted her lips, right on the verge of speaking, when a girl’s light, giggling voice echoed clearly from the background on the other side of the line.

Disha: Hehehe... of all times, this random call had to come right now... Who is it?

Ajay laughed softly in response.

Ajay : Haha... sorry... I have no idea who it is...

The voice belonged unmistakably to Disha.

Disha : It's clearly someone who wants to deliberately disturb our private time... or perhaps it's just another telemarketer calling about credit cards... hahaha...

Ajay checkered along and abruptly terminated the call, leaving Priya stranded before she could utter a single word.

As Priya slowly lowered the phone from her ear, Ishan inquired anxiously.

Ishan : What happened, Madam ji? Did the call fail to connect? You should try dialing the number again...

Priya used the edge of the bed for support as her knees gave out, causing her to sink straight down onto the hard floor. Every ounce of her vital energy had vanished. She couldn't comprehend the sheer magnitude of emotional turmoil she had experienced in those brief thirty seconds. She could not bring herself to endure that agony again—and honestly, why should she?

She had been entirely wrong; Ajay wasn't waiting around in agony for her return. He had clearly moved on with his life, or perhaps a romantic involvement had already been brewing between him and Disha all along... For all she knew, he might have been thrilled by her sudden disappearance... the primary obstacle in his path had simply vanished into thin air... Oh god... she wasn't the only one harboring dark, hidden secrets...

Priya's entire body trembled uncontrollably as she sat collapsed on the floor.

Ishan sat down on the floor right beside her.

Ishan : Madam ji... what happened? Did he not answer the call? I heard some sounds coming from the phone...

Priya wanted to scream out loud, but she knew she couldn't.

Priya : Could you please go downstairs for a little while... I just want to sit by myself for a few moments...

Ishan : Madam ji... let me help you sit up on the bed first...

Priya gave a slight, weak nod, and Ishan supported her gently, helping her sit up onto the mattress. Priya immediately wrapped herself tightly in the bedsheet, as a strange, sudden chill seemed to grip her entire body.

Ishan : Please rest... I will return in a little while... You don't need to come downstairs at all, I will handle Bhabhi and explain things to her... And please do not worry... everything will turn out fine...

Priya did not give him any reply... after all, what was even left to be fixed anymore?
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Will Priya ever find the strength to dial Ajay's number again, or has she closed that chapter of her life forever now that Disha is in the picture?
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