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Disclaimer

This book, “A Wife for One, A Desire for Many : From Madam to His Wife (11th 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 11 - Chapter 1

Priya and Ishan stood ready to attend his maternal aunt’s niece's wedding. Priya wore a simple black salwar suit, while Ishan wore a classic shirt and trousers. Against the dark fabric of her clothes, Priya's fair complexion radiated beautifully. However, dark circles hollowed the skin around her eyes, bearing witness to nights spent without a wink of sleep.

Four days ago, on that fateful night, Priya had wept bitterly. She had managed to quiet her heart once before, but that night, it felt as though her very last shred of hope had been brutally ripped away. Even Ishan had been completely at a loss as to how to comfort her.

Back at the house, Mother had created a massive scene, complaining that the new bride spent all her time locked away upstairs in her room, labeling her as incredibly lazy. However, Nadia had somehow managed to placate Mother, explaining that it was merely Priya's monthly cycle and that she desperately needed some rest. That revelation had only infuriated Mother further, who began shouting about why Priya hadn't conceived a child yet.

Regardless, Nadia had supported Priya as much as she could, and now the two of them were headed to Aunt’s house for a few days. Ishan had gone outside to fetch a rickshaw. Priya stood silently, entirely lost in her own world.

Nadia, adjusting Priya's dupatta, spoke gently.

Nadia: Priya... remember that over there, your name is Sufeena... and please, try to smile a little...

Priya nodded her head blankly, completely devoid of emotion.

Nadia: Look at you... you still aren't smiling. Listen, if you look that miserable over there, the neighborhood women will pester you with endless questions until you lose your mind. If you take my advice, keep a smile on your face. And if it happens to be a genuine one, that would be even better...

Priya: Why do you assume it will be fake?

Nadia: I have raised daughters of my own... I understand this much. I don't know what is eating away at you from the inside, but the sooner you cast it out of your heart, the better it will be for you. I truly want you to be happy when you return...

This time, Priya offered a faint, gentle smile and nodded. Right then, Ishan arrived with the rickshaw. The vehicle sat quite high off the ground, so he extended his hand to support Priya, helping her step up into the carriage. After securing their trunk at the back, he climbed in and sat right beside her.

Priya looked back toward Nadia and waved her hand to say goodbye. Nadia waved back, her eyes glistening with unshed tears.

The rickshaw moved slowly, jolting and swaying along the uneven, unpaved village road. Ishan kept one hand steady on the trunk behind them. The rickshaw was meant to drop them off at the main road, from where they would catch a bus to a village near M0r@d@b@d. Ishan and Priya sat tightly pressed against one another, his leg brushing against hers. But Priya felt entirely numb, as if her capacity to feel anything at all had completely vanished.

The carriage jolted violently over a bump. Priya gripped the side of the rickshaw with one hand and rested her other hand toward the back near the trunk. Her fingers brushed against Ishan's. Priya quietly drew her hand back a fraction.

After a short while, navigating through the rough bumps, they reached the main highway and began waiting for the bus. As soon as the bus arrived, Ishan helped Priya board first, arranged for their luggage to be placed securely on the roof, and stepped inside. Priya found a seat near the front next to another woman, while Ishan was forced to take a seat further back. Throughout the entire journey, his gaze remained fixed entirely on her. Yet, Priya did not turn around to look at him even once.

The bus ride lasted barely an hour, and Ishan remembered exactly where they needed to request a stop. Standing up, he signaled to the bus conductor and walked over to stand right beside Priya.

Leaning down, Ishan spoke in a low, hushed whisper.

Ishan: This is our stop, we need to get down right here...

Ishan glanced at the conductor, who was staring intently at Priya. A wave of anger washed over him, but since they were already preparing to step off, he reined it in. The moment the bus came to a halt, Ishan helped Priya step down first before retrieving their luggage from the roof. Together, they boarded a nearby electric rickshaw and set off toward his aunt's house.

Priya observed that this village was notably larger than Ishan's. The houses were grander and built of sturdy brick, the roads were better maintained, and they even had electric rickshaws operating. She couldn't help but notice that wherever they passed, people stared at them intensely. She pulled her dupatta tightly over her head to cover herself properly and cast her gaze downward. A familiar anxiety began to tighten in her chest, but compared to the sheer terror and desperation she had endured four days ago, this felt like absolutely nothing.

The rickshaw pulled up outside a house, and the two of them stepped down. It was immediately obvious that this was a wedding house. A large crowd had gathered, and the home was beautifully decorated with festive lights and ornaments. People were constantly filtering in and out of the entrance.

Carrying the luggage, Ishan walked into the house, and Priya followed closely behind him. Here, too, was a massive, open central courtyard. In one corner, Halwaai (Sweets Cook) were busy preparing large batches of sweets and food, while in another corner, a large group of women had gathered to chat. Priya kept her head lowered as she walked, but she could still see enough of her surroundings. Right ahead, she spotted Aunt sitting prominently.

Approaching her, Ishan greeted her respectfully.

Ishan: Respectful greetings, Elder Sister...

The moment Aunt saw them, she stood up immediately.

Aunt: Ishan! Oh, you have finally arrived... How was the journey here? You should have called me, I would have sent someone to fetch you. I hope you didn't make our beautiful doll walk all the way here?

Aunt walked over to stand right beside Priya. Before Priya could offer her formal greetings, Aunt gently kissed her forehead.

Aunt: Splendid! Look, everyone... my crescent moon has finally arrived...

Aunt guided Priya to sit comfortably on a woven cot and immediately began calling her relatives over to introduce them to Priya, referring to her as Sufeena. Priya greeted each relative gracefully with a soft smile. Watching Aunt behave so warmly, Priya could hardly believe that this was the very same woman who had spoken such sharp, biting words during her wedding.

Several guests began handing Priya monetary gifts as part of the bridal welcoming tradition, and Aunt looked absolutely radiant with pride. Meanwhile, Ishan left Priya with the women and went inside to put their luggage away.

Aunt: Sufeena, my dear... if you need absolutely anything at all, just let me know...

Priya: Yes, Aunt...

Aunt: Sit and chat with everyone for a little while. After that, I will involve you in some of the household chores; otherwise, how will you ever learn the ways of the family?

Priya nodded gently in agreement and continued to converse softly with the guests who arrived at the house. The young girls of the household hovered around Priya, completely mesmerized by her breathtaking beauty, while the young men and elders watched her admiringly from a distance. It truly felt as though Priya's mere presence had brought an immense vibrance and light to the entire house. However, a few of the older women watched Priya with sour, envious expressions.

After the formal introductions and socializing had wound down, Aunt led Priya into her private room, a massive triumphant grin plastered across her face.

Aunt: Brilliant... you spoke to everyone so beautifully and gracefully...

Priya: Yes... thank you, Aunt...

Aunt: Did you see how my sisters-in-law were practically burning with pure jealousy? It was absolutely delightful! They never expected that such an incredibly beautiful bride would enter my household...

Ah... so that was the true reason behind her immense happiness, Priya realized silently.

Aunt's voice suddenly shifted, taking on a slightly stern and firm edge.

Aunt: Listen to me, girl... do not do anything here that would bring dishonor to my name or embarrass me. Your mother-in-law has already told me everything... and Nadia isn't here to take your side or defend you.

There it was—the true, unfiltered personality of her aunt. Priya replied softly.

Priya: Yes, Aunt...

Aunt: Come along now... why are you just sitting here?

Priya stood up immediately and followed closely behind her. Aunt led her directly to the young woman who was getting married. The bride was Aunt's sister-in-law’s youngest daughter, and she appeared to be around nineteen or twenty years old. Looking at her, one could tell she still possessed a very innocent, youthful demeanor.

A circle of women quickly surrounded Priya.

Sister-in-Law: Shabbo, is this Nadia's sister?

Aunt: Yes... she is Nadia's distant cousin. Bless Nadia, she is the one who arranged this marriage with her own brother-in-law...

Sister-in-Law: But we have never heard anything about her before this... and looking at her... she seems quite modern, like a city girl...

Aunt: Yes... she completed her education in the city, which is why. She is highly educated and can even speak English fluently...

The sister-in-law gestured dismissively with her hand.

Sister-in-Law: High education is all well and good, but what is the ultimate use of it? In the end, she still had to marry a man so much older than herself. There must have been some flaw or issue; otherwise, who would willingly marry their sister off to such an older man like this?

Another woman chimed in.

Second Woman: Exactly. It's not as if she is an innocent, untouched girl; she looks to be at least twenty-three years old. And she seems quite clever too...

Aunt: No, no... she is extremely simple and innocent. And the two sisters share a profound bond of love; Nadia simply could not bear to live apart from her...

Sister-in-Law: We shall see about that... let's see if Nadia has actually taught her any household skills or not. Does she even know how to bake bread?

Priya spoke up softly.

Priya: Yes... I know how...

Sister-in-Law: Go then... join the other daughters-in-law and help them bake the bread.

Aunt signaled for Priya to stand up, and Priya immediately walked out to the open outdoor area where the cooking preparations were underway.

Once there, the women immediately assigned her to the task of baking flatbreads over the open hearth. The clay oven radiated intense heat, and Priya began to feel overwhelmingly warm. It felt as though those women, driven by a deep resentment of her fair skin and striking looks, had deliberately given her the most grueling task. Ever since they had arrived at the house, Ishan was nowhere to be seen.


Session 11 - Chapter 2

Priya: I am sitting right here on the ground with bare feet, deeply occupied with the chores, but I am completely unaccustomed to such a heavy workload.

First Woman: Hurry up and bake them quickly… your hands are moving far too slowly.

Second Woman: She is newly married, after all… only if she gets some free time from attending to her husband will she be able to manage the kitchen and the hearth. The poor thing must be exhausted…

The women began to laugh among themselves. Priya quietly continued to bake the flatbreads.

First Woman: Why should she be so proud of her fair complexion? However fair she might be on the outside, she must have turned dark and worn out beneath.

Second Woman: Everything naturally darkens down there… running continuously on a dark horse eventually leaves its mark, after all…

The crude and vulgar remarks of those women seemed endless. Seeing them laughing, Aunt called out from a distance.

Aunt: Oh, you unfortunate women… talk less and let your hands move faster.

However, those women were not about to fall silent. Priya began to grow profoundly exhausted from baking flatbreads for the evening meal. She felt that staying at Ishan's house was far better, where Nadia would barely make her do any work at all.

By the time night fell, Priya was utterly exhausted. Although the house was quite large with many rooms, the women were sleeping together in one room while the men stayed in another. From a distance, Priya saw Ishan entering one of the rooms.

Priya was sitting right beside Aunt, gently massaging her feet. Being occupied throughout the day had left her with no time to dwell on other matters, but now, those exact painful thoughts began to flood her mind once again.

Aunt: You managed all the chores exceptionally well today… Nadia has truly trained you properly before sending you here. Listen... a respected elder, Grandmother, is arriving tomorrow. I will have her offer her blessings to you, understand?

Priya was completely lost in her own thoughts.

Priya: What did you say, Aunt…?

Aunt: Nothing… go to sleep now… you must be exhausted.

Priya lay down on the mattress spread out on the floor. Her entire body ached intensely from the day's physical labor, and she fell asleep almost instantly.

The next morning, everyone woke up early, bathed, and got ready. There was still one more day left before the actual wedding, but there was an immense amount of work to be done today as well. From the early hours of the morning, Priya was fully immersed in preparing breakfast.

Nadia had already informed Aunt beforehand that the doctor had strictly advised Sufeena against consuming any meat. Nadia had fabricated a story, telling her that eating meat caused severe abdominal pain and could create complications in her conceiving a child. Aunt was not entirely convinced, but Nadia had subsequently made Mother reiterate the exact same excuse to her.

Priya became completely engrossed in the chores once more. Today, she looked even more breathtakingly beautiful than the day before. Priya noticed that the surreptitious gazes of many men were fixed entirely on her. Older men, middle-aged men, young men, and teenage boys were all desperately eager to catch a single glimpse of her.

First Woman: Look at what a shameless girl she is... sitting there with her legs spread wide open without a care in the world... even though she has covered herself with a dupatta...

Second Woman: I have heard that she doesn't even open her legs for her own husband... she seems incredibly arrogant and proud...

First Woman: Ah... no wonder all the men are salivating over her... these men can smell an untouched, pure core from a mile away...

Third Woman: Do one thing... make her sleep in the men's quarters tonight... every single one of her hidden paths will be thoroughly opened up...

Second Woman: Laughing My husband was actually asking me about her last night… asking who she is and where she is from… he would be absolutely thrilled...

First Woman: Keep a close eye on him… lest he ends up following her right there… what does she even have that we don't? She is just a little younger… that's all…

They continued to gossip maliciously about Priya, and Priya listened to everything in absolute silence. She could not comprehend how to respond to these people. She also felt a rising surge of anger, wondering how these women knew anything about what was transpiring between her and Ishan. Had Ishan spoken to someone about their private matters?

As the day progressed, the workload lightened a bit, and Priya sat quietly by herself in a separate corner. The other traditional pre-wedding rituals of the household were underway. Suddenly, she felt Aunt's hand rest upon her shoulder from behind.

Aunt: Sufeena… this is Grandmother, the respected elder I was telling you about last night…

Priya stood up and turned around, and the moment she saw the other woman, her eyes widened in absolute shock and horror. This was the exact same elderly woman she had crossed paths with two or three times back in L**kn0w. Twice outside the mosque, and once at the shopping mall… oh heavens, how on earth did she end up here!

The elderly woman was equally stunned upon seeing her.

Grandmother: This girl!

Aunt gently stroked Priya's head.

Aunt: Yes, Grandmother... this is our lovely new bride...

The distress and confusion were vividly apparent on Grandmother's face.

Grandmother: But this... how is this possible? She is....

Aunt: What is the matter? Do you happen to know her?

Grandmother: Yes... I know her... I know her exceptionally well... at the grand shrine in L**kn0w... and at several other places... she already has a history...

Seeing Aunt grow visibly anxious, Priya intervened immediately.

Priya: Grandmother... you are likely mistaken or confused... I have never been to L**kn0w in my entire life...

Grandmother: You have always been completely out of your mind... and now you are telling me that I am mistaken? Where is your husband? And exactly which one is he?

As her voice grew louder, the surrounding guests began to turn and stare at them, wondering what kind of dramatic scene was unfolding. Aunt desperately wanted to maintain her social respectability.

Aunt: Grandmother... please come with me... let us go rest in my room...

Grandmother grumbled under her breath as she walked away.

Grandmother: Why should I sit down... is this the girl you were praising so highly??

Priya looked toward Aunt and shrugged her shoulders casually, acting as though she had absolutely no idea what the elderly woman was talking about. Aunt escorted Grandmother to her private room, leaving Priya standing there in deep anxiety. She worried intensely whether the deception she and Ishan had created was about to be completely exposed before everyone.

After a short while, Aunt emerged from the room and walked back outside with Grandmother. However, Aunt still looked incredibly troubled. Grandmother kept glaring at Priya with a sharp, suspicious side-eye.

Aunt approached Priya and spoke to her in a low, hushed whisper.

Aunt: I have no idea what has happened to Grandmother's mind... she keeps insistently claiming that she saw you in L**kn0w surrounded by several men...

Priya placed her hand over her throat, feigning innocence.

Priya: Truly, Aunt... how could I possibly go to L**kn0w...

Aunt brushed her hand away dismissively.

Aunt: Yes, yes... I am well aware of all that... she is quite advanced in age... her mind has turned somewhat senile... I have somehow managed to quiet her down for now... if the other guests hear such scandalous rumors, my reputation will be utterly ruined... this matter rests solely between you and Nadia... I want absolutely nothing to do with any of this...

Priya: Yes, Aunt...

Aunt: Now listen to me carefully... whatever she commands you to do... just keep obeying her wishes... do you understand me clearly...

Priya nodded her head once again.

Priya: Yes, Aunt...

Aunt escorted Priya back over to Grandmother, and Priya sat down right beside her. Shortly after, the women's traditional henna ceremony commenced. All the men of the household were explicitly requested to leave the area so that the women could sit comfortably, have their henna applied, and enjoy some singing and dancing.

Priya sat silently, watching everything unfold around her. A few of the women had already begun dancing dynamically to the festive songs.

Right then, Grandmother poked Priya's shoulder sharply with her finger.

Grandmother: Go on, you should join in and dance a little too...

Priya replied in a soft, hesitant voice.

Priya: No, Grandmother... I do not know how to dance...

Grandmother: All you have to do is sway your hips... sway them a little bit... go on...

Grandmother forcefully pushed Priya, compelling her to stand up. Priya joined two or three young girls, lightly clapping her hands and swaying gently, though she didn't consider it real dancing at all.

From behind her, Grandmother shouted out loudly.

Grandmother: You are still young and full of life... move your body with real energy... why are you swaying like an old woman...

Priya raised her arms gracefully into the air and began to move with a bit more fluidity. The critical comments of the older women reached her ears, whispering that she was entirely incapable of dancing. Hearing their doubts ignited a sudden spark of defiance within her; she began to move with intense fervor, sensually swaying her hips and accentuating her lower body with complete abandon.

Suddenly, she became entirely lost in the rhythm of her dance, her whole body moving with fluid grace. Her chest and full bosom moved rhythmically with her steps, and a vibrant, passionate spark lit up her eyes. A strange, electrifying energy surged through her veins, and she danced completely fearlessly, her hands tracing elegant paths around her beautiful form.

The very women who had been maliciously targeting and criticizing her since yesterday burned with intense envy and resentment. However, the rest of the women found her dancing absolutely mesmerizing, and several young girls began to clap loudly and cheer for her.

The mesmerizing way Priya moved her slender waist, her full hips, and her body left everyone absolutely spellbound. As she continued to dance, Priya's gaze inadvertently shifted up toward the rooftop terrace. She froze as she realized that the entire upper balcony was filled with men, every single one of them staring down intently at her. Amidst that crowded gathering, her eyes locked directly onto Ishan, and Priya brought her dance to an abrupt, immediate halt.


Session 11 - Chapter 3

Priya: Overwhelmed with embarrassment, she covered her face with her hands. Blushing deeply, she walked back and sat on the cot right next to Grandmother. Her gaze darted toward Aunt's face, which had turned a bit red with lingering anger.

Grandmother: Wow... that was absolutely delightful! This girl brought the entire wedding house to life with her energy. Seeing her youth and vitality truly reminds me of my own younger days...

Hearing this, Aunt’s facial expression relaxed a little, and the other surrounding women also began to laugh and praise Priya.

Aunt: Yes, yes... this is exactly the right age for all this singing and dancing. It's not as if she is going to do all this when she grows old...

The singing and dancing continued, and when Priya glanced upward, she noticed that the crowd on the terrace had thinned out slightly, likely because she was no longer dancing. Ishan was still standing there, his eyes fixed intently on her. However, the exact moment his gaze locked with Priya's, he quickly stepped backward out of sight.

By evening, Priya's henna had been fully applied. Because of Grandmother's presence, no one asked her to do any more household chores. Grandmother kept Priya sitting right next to her the entire time.

As soon as darkness fell, Aunt escorted Grandmother toward her private room and explicitly instructed Priya to come along with them.

The moment they stepped inside the room, Grandmother spoke up with a sly grin.

Grandmother: Girl... whatever else you may be... you are certainly very spirited and alluring. Your husband must find immense joy in savoring you...

Priya looked down immediately, blushing intensely at the provocative remark.

Aunt: Grandmother... but the trouble is, he isn't able to savor her at all... I already explained the whole situation to you...

Grandmother: Oh... right... you did mention that... Were you talking about this exact same girl?

Aunt: Yes, which is precisely why I requested you to come here specifically...

Priya could not comprehend what they were discussing or why Grandmother had been summoned here so urgently.

Grandmother turned to Priya, her voice suddenly turning sharp and commanding.

Grandmother: Hey girl... What exactly is the problem here? Speak up clearly and tell me...

Priya played completely innocent, trying to deflect.

Priya: What kind of problem?

Grandmother: It hasn't even been two months since your wedding... by this time, the two of you should be completely lost in intense physical intimacy every single night. Yet, I have been informed that your marital bed remains entirely cold and untouched...

Priya felt deeply mortified and embarrassed by her blunt words, utterly at a loss for how to respond.

Priya: Grandmother, actually that....

Grandmother: Speak up openly... your man is significantly older than you, isn't he? Is the issue on his end? Does his physical hardness fail him?

Priya immediately shook her head in a frantic negative gesture.

Priya: No... no, not at all...

Grandmother: Then what is it... does he not desire you? But how could he possibly not desire you... your skin is as soft as fresh cream...

Priya's mind went entirely blank with panic.

Priya: Yes... well... it's just... things just haven't been able to happen between us...

Grandmother: Hmmm... I heard your husband was married once before... Is he the one unable to perform?

Aunt intervened, offering her own speculation.

Aunt: It is highly possible that she is the one who keeps refusing him...

Grandmother spoke up with a flash of anger.

Grandmother: Oh, what does her refusal even matter? He is her husband... he should simply strip her down completely and claim her warmth...

Priya shuddered violently upon hearing those words, feeling a chill run down her spine as if they were describing the terrifying events of her recent nightmare.

Grandmother: A woman should never be allowed to have her way so completely... anyway... Now that I am here, things will change...

Aunt: Yes, Grandmother... only your guidance and blessings can help them now...

Grandmother: Very well... can you arrange a private room for the two of them tonight?

Aunt: Yes, absolutely...

Grandmother: Good... have a single cot placed in that room... and call her husband inside...

Aunt turned to step out of the room, and Priya quickly rushed out right behind her, catching up to stop her.

Priya: Aunt... what on earth is she talking about...

Aunt gently stroked Priya's face, attempting to pacify her.

Aunt: Oh... why are you getting so incredibly distressed... Grandmother will set everything right for you...

Priya: But what exactly is she going to set right...

Aunt: Nadia had already confided everything in me... about the lack of intimacy between you and Ishan... that is exactly what we are going to make happen tonight...

Priya's deep anxiety grew rapidly, and the sheer panic was vividly written all over her face.

Priya: That is a private matter strictly between Ishan and myself... What can you or she possibly do about it...

Aunt’s tone turned instantly sharp and angry.

Aunt: Listen to me, girl... keep your sharp tongue entirely to yourself. Grandmother possesses immense experience in these delicate matters... she has successfully resolved intimacy issues for countless couples. It is only a matter of getting past the first time... after that, everything will happen naturally...

Aunt hurried away without listening further, leaving Priya standing there in absolute distress. She had no idea what terrifying ordeal awaited her.

After a short while, Aunt returned, her face radiant with a triumphant smile. For the past fifteen minutes, Priya had been standing outside in an absolute panic, her mind racing with worst-case scenarios as her anxiety worsened.

Aunt: Why are you just standing out here... come along... step inside...

The two of them walked back into the room where Grandmother was resting on the bed. The moment they entered, Aunt spoke up.

Aunt: Grandmother... the room has been fully arranged... it's a completely isolated room located in the far corner...

Grandmother: Excellent... and you made sure there is only a single cot placed inside, correct?

Aunt: Yes...

Grandmother shifted her gaze toward Priya.

Grandmother: Why are you standing there looking so terrified... come here and sit down...

Aunt gave Priya a gentle nudge, forcing her to go and sit right next to Grandmother on the bed.

Grandmother: Listen to me carefully... there is absolutely no reason to be afraid... sometimes, a young couple just needs a little bit of external support and guidance. I will simply be present right there in the room to boost your confidence... understand... just to ensure that your inner fear is completely dispelled...

Priya's eyes widened in absolute horror and shock.

Priya: You... you are going to be present inside the room with us?

Grandmother: Of course. How else do you expect all of this to successfully happen...

Priya spoke up rapidly, her voice trembling.

Priya: No, no... it will happen even without that... how could we possibly do such a thing right in front of you?

Grandmother: Oh, what difference does my presence make... I am an old woman well past my prime... it's not as if I am going to participate...

Priya began to plead desperately, her voice breaking.

Priya: Please try to understand... how can we possibly shed our clothes and yield to one another with you watching us right there...

Grandmother: Fine then, do it without me inside...

Priya felt a sudden wave of immense relief wash over her.

Priya: Yes... yes... the moment we return home, we will take care of everything...

Grandmother: Understand this, you foolish girl... if you do not fulfill his desires, your husband will inevitably seek physical fulfillment elsewhere outside the marriage. What is the ultimate use of being so young and exceptionally beautiful if you do not engage in physical intimacy...

Priya was starting to feel incredibly agitated and irritated by the relentless pressure.

Priya: But I am telling you, we will do it...

Grandmother gestured dismissively with her hands.

Grandmother: Fine... the two of you try to make it happen on your own, and I will sit right outside the door tonight. But if you fail to complete it, I will step inside the room myself and ensure everything is thoroughly carried out...

The intense panic, dread, and agonizing tension were clearly visible on Priya's face, but Grandmother was completely unyielding and stubborn. A few minutes later, Aunt escorted the two of them up to the upper floor, leading them toward an isolated room in the far corner. Walking through the house, Priya felt as though every single eye in the building was tracking her movements.

As they approached the entrance of the room, Priya spotted Ishan standing right outside. He looked equally bewildered and confused, clearly unable to comprehend what was happening.

Grandmother spoke up as she approached him.

Grandmother: So this is her husband... I feel like I have definitely seen him somewhere before as well... hmmm... he certainly looks strong and physically fit...

Aunt: Yes, Grandmother... all of his physical faculties are in perfect, robust working order...

Grandmother: Come along then, young man... take your wife inside and completely fulfill everything tonight... whatever desires you have been holding in your heart...

Ishan looked toward Priya, immediately recognizing the profound terror and vulnerability reflecting in her eyes. Grandmother grabbed Priya firmly by the wrist and pushed her directly toward Ishan.

Grandmother: And listen to me closely, both of you... if I don't hear the sounds of intimacy very soon, I will break the door down and march right inside...

Grandmother forcefully shoved both of them into the room, causing Priya to stumble over the threshold. Ishan moved in right behind her, his body brushing against hers as he entered.

From the outside, Grandmother securely bolted the door shut and called out loudly.

Grandmother: Get started immediately...

Priya scanned the interior of the room. The space contained only a single, narrow woven cot, barely wide enough for one person to sleep comfortably. Grandmother had deliberately arranged every detail of this setting before sending her inside. Priya turned around to look at Ishan, her silent expression desperately asking him what they should do now.

Ishan opened his mouth to speak, his voice hesitant.

Ishan: Madam..

Priya instantly raised her hand to silence him, gesturing frantically, and pulled him away from the door.

Priya: Ishan... she will hear you from right outside... speak in a very low whisper...

Ishan: Yes... what are we going to do now...

Priya: I have absolutely no idea... my mind is completely blank...

Ishan: If you wish, can I step outside and try to reason with them?

Priya: No, no... they will not listen to a single word you say... First, quietly slide the inner bolt to secure the door completely... Let me think of a way out...

Ishan walked over to the door, gently sliding the bolt into place to secure the room from the inside. Priya rested her hand against her cheek, deeply lost in thought, looking exceptionally beautiful and radiant in the dim light. However, Ishan could not allow himself to entertain any such thoughts; to him, his madam was a sacred trust that he was bound to protect at all costs.


Session 11 - Chapter 4

Priya: Thinking deeply, speaking softly. They want to hear noises, right... So should we make some sounds?

Ishan: I didn't quite understand...

Priya: Exasperated Oh goodness... Do you understand anything at all? Why do you think they sent us inside?

Ishan: Yes, well...

Grandmother: Shouting from outside What is all this whispering going on in there? I am giving you exactly five minutes. Strip off your clothes and get started already... Good heavens... the things I am forced to manage...

Priya: Looking at Ishan I am sure you understand by now.

Ishan: Hesitating Yes...

Priya lightly cleared her throat and began to make vocal sounds.

Priya: Ahhh... mmmm...

The sound did not feel very genuine, yet Ishan stared intently at Priya. Even this artificial sound was more than enough to deeply affect his senses.

Priya intentionally altered her tone, making her voice sound deeply sensual as she breathed out again.

Priya: Ahhh... mmmm....

Ishan could already feel a distinct surge of physical arousal stirring within his trousers. Priya gestured toward Ishan, signaling him to make some sounds as well.

Ishan tried his best to imitate her.

Ishan: Ahhhh....

However, his attempt sounded completely unnatural and forced.

Grandmother: Calling out from outside Do not try to play games with me... I will find out exactly what is going on...

Priya held her head in frustration. She wondered how to handle this stubborn woman, especially since getting a convincing, genuine intimate sound out of Ishan was proving to be an incredibly difficult task. Oh heavens... she realized she had been worrying completely in vain all these days; Ishan was absolutely not going to force himself upon her or do anything against her wishes.

Thinking quickly, she stepped closer to Ishan and whispered softly.

Priya: Ishan... I want you to squeeze my arm tightly.

Ishan: Yes, Madam...

Priya: Go on, do it...

Priya took Ishan's hand and guided it slightly below her shoulder, resting his palm securely against her skin. The moment his hand brushed against her soft, delicate form, Ishan felt a rush of overwhelming passion. He gently traced his fingers along her skin.

Ishan: Mmmm....

Priya felt that this particular sound of his carried a genuine weight of passion. She gestured to him again, urging him to tighten his grip.

Ishan squeezed Priya's arm with a gentle hand, but it wasn't firm enough to evoke any real reaction from her.

Priya: Harder... squeeze harder...

Looking into Priya's eyes, Ishan strengthened his grip. Priya placed her other hand over his, pressing down to signal him to squeeze with much greater force.

This time, losing a fraction of his self-control, Ishan squeezed her arm tightly. A sharp gasp escaped Priya's lips.

Priya: Ahhhh..... ufff.... ohhh....

Seeing the reflection of pain on Priya's face, Ishan immediately loosened his grip, but Priya signaled him with her hand to squeeze her again. Ishan tightened his hold once more, pressing down even harder than the first time. His dark, rough fingers gripped Priya's fair skin firmly.

Priya blended genuine discomfort with a theatrical flair, letting out impassioned cries.

Priya: Uhhhhh.... ohhh.... no, no.... ahhhhh....

Grandmother: Calling out from outside Yes... now it sounds like he has finally entered her warmth... do not stop now... keep going...

Priya took Ishan's other hand and placed it firmly on her opposite arm. Ishan was now gripping both of Priya's fair, soft arms simultaneously. The intense sensation of touching her smooth, flawless body filled him with immense pleasure.

Priya cried out dramatically once more.

Priya: Ummm.... aaahhhh.. ahhh ... ahh..

The two of them stood exceptionally close to one another, their bodies aligned so tightly that they were practically embracing. Ishan's gaze shifted down toward the full contour of Priya's bosom, a silent wish crossing his mind that he could reach out and cup her softness. Just thinking about it caused his fingers to tighten instinctively, squeezing her arms once again.

Priya: Ahh hah ha ahhhh ahhh... ohhh... gently... aahh...

Grandmother: Shouting from outside Well, my job here is successfully done... now the two of you can continue this all night long... no one will disturb you...

A faint, relieved smile returned to Priya's face as she looked up at Ishan. He stood directly in front of her, the top of her head reaching up to his chest, and she could clearly see the dark hair peeking through his partially unbuttoned shirt. Unconsciously, a wave of arousal caused Priya's nipples to harden beneath her fabric.

Ishan softened his grip slightly. His face was positioned very close to her hair, and he could inhale the incredibly sweet, captivating fragrance radiating from his madam.

Ishan: Madam... I believe she has finally left....

Priya: Softly Yes...

Ishan stepped back a fraction to give her space.

Priya: But we still have to remain locked inside this exact room for the entire night...

Ishan: You should rest on the cot... I will sleep right here on the floor...

Priya: How long do you plan on sleeping on the floor for my sake...

Ishan: For as long as I am blessed to be by your side...

Priya looked intently into Ishan's face, realizing that this man truly wanted nothing more than to shield her from every possible discomfort and distress. Completely unsure of how to process his absolute devotion, she decided to change the subject.

Priya: What did you think of my dance today...

Ishan: It was exceptionally beautiful... but seeing every other man's eyes locked onto your body made me feel incredibly uncomfortable...

Priya: Innocently Why is that? They were looking at me the exact same way you look at me...

Ishan: Yes... but... there is a profound difference between those men and me...

Priya: What kind of difference?

Ishan: You are mine... you are incredibly special to me... that is why...

Priya let out a soft, gentle laugh.

Priya: I see... and how exactly am I special?

Ishan's cheeks flushed a deep, intense red.

Ishan: I simply... I cannot find the words to express it... you are enduring so much pain and hardship... yet you still find a way to offer a beautiful smile...

Priya: I have no idea why my mind is feeling so incredibly restless at this moment, as if I am completely losing all control over myself. I don't know why, but your innocence and simplicity feel incredibly comforting to me... because you are right here by my side through all of this...

Moving closer, Priya stepped forward and embraced Ishan in a gentle hug, resting her head softly against his chest. This was perhaps the second time she had embraced him, the first being when she had hidden her face against his chest to weep bitterly. Ishan was utterly bewildered, completely unable to comprehend what his madam was doing.

Ishan: Hesitating, stepping back a fraction Madam... what is the meaning of this...

Priya lightly lifted her head and looked up into Ishan's eyes.

Priya: What is the matter... did you not find comfort in my touch?

Ishan: No, it is nothing like that... it is just that...

Priya rested her head against his chest once again, feeling the rapid, intense thumping of his heartbeat. She wrapped her arms securely around his waist.

Priya: This brief, beautiful moment is something I will cherish in my memory forever...

Ishan gently rested both of his hands upon her shoulders.

Ishan: Yes... I will cherish it too... forever and always....

Perhaps neither of them could truly comprehend what had just transpired between them so suddenly, or why they remained locked in each other's arms, holding one another so tightly.


Session 11 - Chapter 5

For some unknown reason, a quiet, lingering smile had remained playing upon Priya's lips since the early hours of the morning, refusing to fade away. Last night, she had somehow managed to completely outsmart and deceive Grandmother... was this smile a celebratory sign of that little victory? She couldn't say for sure... perhaps it was.

Her sudden impulse to embrace Ishan... to stand there tightly pressed against his chest for those precious moments... she herself did not fully understand why she had acted that way. Her cheeks burned a deep, fiery red with intense embarrassment, making it impossible for her to lock eyes with anyone. Was this beautiful smile the pure result of the modesty and shyness emerging from the deepest corner of her heart? She couldn't say for sure... perhaps it was.

Regardless, it felt as though the scandalous rumor of their intense physical intimacy had spread rapidly throughout the entire household. Several women had already playfully teased her about it, while the remaining women who harbored a dislike for her remained completely silent, strictly minding their own business today.

Today was the formal wedding day, and the groom's wedding procession was expected to arrive at any moment. Aunt handed Priya a brand-new, beautifully crafted salwar suit and gently kissed her forehead.

Aunt: Pinching her cheeks playfully Oh, my beautiful princess… your very gait and posture look entirely transformed today… it certainly seems like your husband, Ishan, showered you with an immense wealth of passion and love last night…

Priya lowered her eyes instantly, overwhelmed with shyness. Only she and Ishan held the true secret of what had actually transpired inside that secluded room last night. When their passionate embrace had finally broken apart, Priya had felt deeply bashful and lay down immediately upon the narrow woven cot. She had initially intended to ask Ishan to join her on the cot, but the frame was so incredibly narrow that either she would have had to lie directly on top of him, or he would have had to lie on top of her. For some inexplicable reason, just visualizing that passionate imagery caused her nipples to harden instantly beneath her clothes.

Without uttering a single word, Ishan had quietly laid himself down upon the bare, hard floor, sleeping without the comfort of a mattress, a blanket, or a pillow. Priya had felt a deep wave of sympathy and sorrow for him, but she felt entirely powerless to alter the situation. Her heart had thudded wildly in her chest, wondering if Ishan could hear the rapid racing of her pulse. Yet when she awoke at dawn, the morning light was just beginning to break, and Ishan was still sleeping soundly on the floor without a single murmur of complaint.

Aunt: Come along now, Mother and Nadia's immense worries will finally be put to rest… though I certainly won't spoil the surprise by telling them over the phone… the moment they lay eyes on your beautiful, glowing pink face, they will understand everything instantly… it truly seems as though you have become completely captivated by his love in just a single night… if you wish, I can arrange the exact same room for you tonight as well…

Priya frantically shook her head in a definitive negative gesture, her cheeks flushing pink.

Priya: No, no, Aunt… I am already feeling an immense amount of shyness… everyone is staring at me in such a peculiar way…

Aunt: Laughing So what if they are… you are such a breathtaking crescent moon… everyone is bound to admire your beauty… people were continuously asking me if Nadia had another sister whom she had been keeping hidden away from the world…

Priya bowed her head modestly. Truly, she was witnessing a completely transformed, remarkably warm side of Aunt during this visit.

Aunt: Whenever you find a suitable moment, make sure to approach Grandmother and express your deepest gratitude to her… it is entirely due to her intervention that everything has been beautifully resolved.. she has mended the broken intimacy between countless husbands and wives in the exact same manner…

Priya: Softly Yes, Aunt…

The household bustle increased significantly as the arrival of the groom's party became imminent. Priya dressed beautifully and walked into Grandmother's private room, where several other young girls were already seated.

The moment Grandmother spotted her, she gestured for her to approach.

Grandmother: Girl… come over here to me…

Priya walked over to her side quietly.

Priya: Yes, Grandmother…

Grandmother: The rest of you girls go outside and check if the wedding procession has arrived yet… you, sit right here next to me…

The room cleared out within moments, leaving only Priya and Grandmother inside. Priya assumed that the elderly woman intended to discuss the events of the previous night.

Grandmother: Hardening her voice slightly Listen to me, girl… Shabbo might think that my mind has grown senile with old age… but I am not that old yet... tell me the absolute truth... you were indeed that exact same girl back in L**kn0w, weren't you…

Priya was completely at a loss for words. Would it be wise to confess the absolute truth to Grandmother? What if she revealed her secret to the rest of the family?

Grandmother: I recognized your husband the absolute moment I laid eyes on him as well; he was the exact same man with whom you had visited the grand mosque that one time…

Priya averted her gaze, fully aware that her eyes would instantly betray the truth.

Grandmother: Hmmm... and I can state with absolute certainty that your authentic name is not Sufeena... am I right...?

Priya nervously traced her fingers along the fabric of the bedsheet. Grandmother gently placed her thumb under Priya's chin, tilting her face up as her voice softened with genuine warmth.

Grandmother: Look.. none of that past history matters to me in the slightest… as of now, you are our beautiful, cherished new bride… understand...

Hearing her comforting words, Priya looked up into her eyes instantly. She saw nothing but pure affection and warmth reflecting back at her.

Priya: Grandmother.... are you not angry with me?

Grandmother: Angry? You are such a lovely... profoundly innocent girl... how could I ever hold any anger against you... come closer to me...

Grandmother gently drew her close, and Priya rested her head softly upon Grandmother's lap. The elderly woman began tenderly stroking her hair.

Grandmother: You are just a slightly foolish, misguided girl... I told you the exact same thing back then as well, didn't I...

A solitary tear escaped Priya's eye, tracing a quiet path down her cheek.

Grandmother: Whatever absurd, distressing thoughts are cluttering your mind, you must cast them out of your heart as quickly as possible…

Priya: Sobbingly How do you know exactly what painful thoughts are racing through my mind…

Grandmother: I have witnessed a vast amount of this world… but I have truly never encountered a girl as foolish as you… nor one as deeply endearing…

Priya: But how do I cast them out? I am gripped by an immense fear…. This is not the life I was meant to live… these are not my people… I do not belong to this world...

Grandmother: Whoever lost you, it was purely their immense misfortune... and whoever has claimed you, it is their absolute good fortune... whatever transpired in the past, however it happened... there is absolutely no need to explain or justify anything to anyone... you are here now... and you must accept this world as your own and belong here completely...

Priya: But.... Ishan... My husband...

Grandmother: No more ifs or buts... your man is significantly older than you in years… but he is fundamentally a good, upstanding man.. you will find a secure shelter and support in him… a husband should naturally be older than his wife regardless… fulfill his desires… find your happiness with him… understand… and bless me with the good news of a child very soon...

Priya's cheeks flushed a crimson red with modesty; Grandmother was speaking with such uninhibited, blunt honesty.

Grandmother: And listen closely... do not take me for a fool like yourself... I am fully aware of the elaborate drama you and your husband performed inside that room last night... even if I wasn't physically inside the room, my ears remain exceptionally sharp... I desired to preserve your modesty and respect before the family, which is the sole reason I chose not to step inside...

Priya was struck with absolute astonishment. She had genuinely believed that she had successfully deceived Grandmother, but she realized she had been completely mistaken. She stammered, attempting to speak.

Priya: Grandmother, that... that...

Grandmother: What is all this stammering for... he is your wedded husband now... and you must fully yield to him and fulfill your marital duties... come along now... do you intend to sit here all day, or shall we step outside...

Wiping away her tears, Priya stood up, and Grandmother rose to her feet as well. Priya neatly adjusted her hair and her clothing. Outside, a massive gathering of guests had formed, signaling that the groom's wedding party had officially arrived. Since the groom's family hailed from the city, they had brought a large entourage along with professional photographers.

Soon, the solemn wedding ceremony commenced, and Priya sat positioned slightly behind the young bride. Just a month or two ago, she had been seated in the exact same manner, her face covered before a decorative curtain. At that time, she had been so profoundly distressed, lost, and consumed by grief that she wasn't even aware of what she was committing to. Back then, the sacred words being recited hadn't even registered in her mind.

But today, every single word spoken by the Qazi echoed with absolute clarity in her ears.

Qazi: The marriage covenant is a sacred and blessed bond established between a man and a woman. It is a profound pledge founded entirely upon mutual love, deep respect, and sacred responsibility.

Priya became deeply lost in her own reflections, wondering if she too had accepted this exact sacred bond. But how could such a relationship ever truly manifest between herself and Ishan... the massive age gap between them, the profound divide in their education, the immense contrast in their upbringings... what an incredibly vast, unbridgeable chasm existed between the two of them.

By the time Priya's focus returned to reality, the new bride had already accepted the marriage covenant by uttering her consent.

Qazi: Raising his hands in a soft, solemn blessing I pray that this beautiful new journey brings both of you an abundance of joy, tranquility, and enduring love.

The gathering immediately erupted into mutual congratulations, and Priya, a soft smile gracing her lips, stepped forward to wrap the bride in a warm embrace. Shortly after, the guests began moving toward the grand wedding feast, but Priya had no intention of heading toward the dining area.

Stepping out toward the courtyard for some fresh air, she found Ishan standing right there. The moment his eyes fell upon Priya, a gentle, admiring smile spread across his face.

Ishan: With deep warmth in his voice How did you like everything, Madam...?

Priya: Looking into his eyes It was incredibly beautiful... haven't you gone to have your food yet?

Ishan: Softly No... I am not particularly hungry... besides, I knew that you wouldn't be eating either...

Priya: With an innocent tilt of her head So what if I am not? You could have gone ahead and eaten regardless...

The two of them were still deeply engrossed in their conversation when the professional photographer suddenly called out to them, breaking their privacy.

Photographer: Waving his hand, speaking respectfully Brother... respected lady... please look over here for a moment... just one photo, please...

Both of them were completely caught off guard, instantly snapping out of their world and turning to face the camera. However, they still stood with a noticeable, hesitant distance between them.

Right then, Priya caught the sharp, authoritative voice of Grandmother, who happened to be seated nearby.

Grandmother: Calling out firmly You are husband and wife... stand close together for the photo! Why are you standing so far apart, as if you are strangers...?

Hearing her intervention, the photographer eagerly chimed in.

Photographer: Enthusiastically Oh! You two are husband and wife... Well, in that case, we absolutely must have a proper couple's portrait... Please, move closer together...

Priya took a small, hesitant step toward Ishan, yet a distinct gap still remained between them.

Grandmother: Insisting loudly Ishan... she is your wedded wife... and it isn't as if we harbor old-fashioned, rigid mindsets... move much closer to her...

Despite the instruction, Ishan remained entirely frozen in place, paralyzed by his reverence for her. Priya gently turned her head slightly toward him, her expressive eyes subtly signaling that it was perfectly fine for him to close the distance. Yet, Ishan still couldn't bring himself to move. Recognizing his deep hesitation, Priya shifted herself closer to him.

The left sleeve of Priya's outfit and the delicate curve of her shoulder now brushed softly against Ishan's broad chest, sending a quiet thrill through them.

Photographer: Adjusting the lens Excellent... Now, please place your hand upon her shoulder...

Lowering her head to conceal her rising blush, Priya spoke in an incredibly soft, breathless whisper.

Priya: Murmuring quietly. He has requested it so many times now... please, just rest your hand upon my shoulder...

Priya hadn't truly expected Ishan to build up the courage to touch her, but suddenly, she felt the warm, heavy weight of his palm settling gently upon her shoulder. A delicate shiver ran down her spine, and her heart began to thump wildly against her ribs. Summoning every ounce of her composure to steady her breathing, she locked her gaze forward onto the camera lens.

The photographer captured their portrait, and the very instant he stepped away, Priya quickly pulled herself apart from Ishan, retreating to stand safely by Grandmother's side to ease her racing heart.

Grandmother: Chuckling warmly The two of you look absolutely beautiful together as a couple...

Priya: Fixing her eyes on the ground, overwhelmed with modesty Thank you, Grandmother...

Grandmother: Shaking her head with an affectionate sigh Good heavens... you are incredibly shy, and your groom is equally bashful... let me set him straight right this instance... Ishan... oh, Ishan... come over here for a moment...

Ishan walked over to Grandmother with quick, obedient steps.

Ishan: Respectfully bowing his head Yes, Grandmother... is there some task you need me to fulfill...

Grandmother: Smiling knowingly There are countless tasks to be done... but there is one specific duty that takes absolute priority right now...

Ishan: Earnestly Yes, please tell me...

Grandmother: Take your wife out and give her a proper tour of the village... the poor girl has been completely worn out, managing the wedding household chores for three consecutive days...

Ishan: Hesitating, looking around But Grandmother... what is there in this simple village that would be worth showing her...

Grandmother: Feigning irritation, snapping playfully It is certainly much grander than your own small village! Take her to the marketplace, show her the lush green fields... you are such a tall, well-built man, yet you look like you don't even know how to look after a lady...

Hearing her sharp scolding, Ishan instantly lowered his head in bashful silence. Witnessing the usually composed Ishan getting reprimanded by Grandmother brought an involuntary, amused smile to Priya's face. After all the intense scoldings she had personally endured from Grandmother over the past days, she felt a quiet amusement seeing someone else share the exact same fate.

Ishan caught a glimpse of her amused expression from the corner of his eye, prompting Priya to instantly wipe the playful smile from her face, composing herself.

Ishan: Adopting a serious, compliant tone Very well, Grandmother... I will take her out...

Grandmother: Go on then... leave right this instance... and make sure to return home before dusk sets in...

Ishan nodded in agreement and cast a quiet glance toward Priya before turning to lead the way out of the courtyard. Priya remained standing still for a moment, completely caught off guard by the sudden turn of events; she had never anticipated being sent out alone with Ishan like this. She looked toward Grandmother, who gave her a firm, encouraging wave of her hand, gesturing for her to quickly follow after her husband.

Ishan marched out of the house with long, rapid strides, and Priya hurried along right behind him. She accelerated her pace, desperately trying to catch up to him, but Ishan continued to walk ahead at a brisk speed. By the time they had traveled some distance from the house, Priya found herself completely breathless, unable to match his physical stride. To make matters worse, the villagers standing along the paths were beginning to stare at her with curious, lingering glances.

Clearing her throat to find her voice, Priya called out to him.

Priya: With a touch of breathlessness Listen... Ishan ji... please stop for a moment...

Ishan halted instantly, turning around to look back at her. Priya quickly closed the remaining distance, stopping in front of him with a look of playful annoyance clouding her features.

Priya: Pouting slightly Grandmother requested that you take me along with you... not that you tie an invisible rope around me and drag me forcefully behind you...

Ishan: Blinking in utter confusion When did I ever tie a rope around you and drag you...

Priya raised her hands, mimic-tugging an imaginary rope through the air to emphasize her point.

Priya: Exasperated I am practically being pulled along like a captive behind your massive strides... can you truly not see this invisible rope pulling me...

Ishan looked around them in literal bewilderment.

Ishan: Earnestly Madam... where... I truly cannot see any such thing...

A slight, frustrated sigh escaped Priya's lips at his sheer innocence.

Priya: Shaking her head Oh, heavens... just forget it... tell me this, where exactly are you taking me?

Ishan: Toward the fields... Grandmother explicitly instructed me to show you the fields...

The sudden thought of walking deep into the secluded, open fields alone with Ishan sent an unexpected, intense tremor of nervous anticipation through Priya's entire body. Lowering her eyes in sudden modesty, she shifted her weight uncomfortably.

Priya: Softly What could possibly be out there in the fields for me to look at... I have no desire to go there...

Ishan: Receptive Then please tell me, where would you prefer to go?

Priya: Take me to the local marketplace instead...

Ishan: Very well, let us go there...

Priya: Setting a condition But you must walk slowly... I am not nearly as tall as you are, you know... so my strides are naturally much shorter than yours...

Ishan: With deep respect Yes, Madam....

They resumed their walk, but this time Ishan consciously slowed his pace down to a gentle amble, ensuring that Priya could comfortably walk right alongside him. A quiet, heavy silence fell between them as they walked, and Priya found herself entirely unsure of how to break the ice. Yet, she could distinctly feel that Ishan was subtly stealing glances at her from the corner of his eye.

Suddenly, Ishan's gaze locked onto her exposed forearm, where a distinct, dark purplish-blue bruise marred her fair, delicate skin. Stopping dead in his tracks, his voice filled with immediate concern.

Ishan: Anxiously Madam... what is that? How did you sustain this injury?

Priya: Speaking softly, looking directly into his eyes You are the one who inflicted this mark upon me... and now you have entirely forgotten about it?

Ishan's face turned pale, completely stricken with shock and distress.

Ishan: Stammering in panic I? I would never do anything to hurt you...

Priya intentionally adopted a slightly dramatic, aggrieved tone to tease him.

Priya: Have you truly forgotten... Last night... you gripped my arm with such immense, unyielding force...

Ishan: A wave of realization crashing over him Oh, heavens... did my grip leave such a severe mark!! But... you were the one who explicitly commanded me to hold your arm tightly...

Priya found a strange, endearing sense of pleasure in watching him grow so flustered for her sake.

Priya: Playfully Yes, but you clearly exerted far too much masculine strength, which is why this mark has appeared...

Ishan's countenance completely fell, consumed by profound guilt.

Ishan: Desperately Please forgive me, Madam... I was completely unaware that my touch would cause you such physical distress... Come, let me take you to a doctor immediately....

Priya: Laughing softly, waving her hand Oh, no, no... what could a doctor possibly do for a simple bruise... it will heal on its own... I was merely teasing you... my skin happens to be exceptionally delicate, so marks appear very easily, but they fade away just as quickly...

Ishan: Staring at her arm, speaking with unconscious devotion. Yes, your body is indeed as soft and delicate as flower petals... I swear to you, I will never allow such a thing to happen ever again...

Priya's heart skipped a beat at his intense words, and she spoke quickly to break the rising tension.

Priya: Flustered Why are you getting so incredibly worried... it will be perfectly fine.... Come now, to make up for this grievance, you must treat me to some of the finest local delicacies of this marketplace... I am feeling quite famished, considering I couldn't even eat a proper lunch today...

Ishan: His face lighting up with eagerness Oh, of course... let us go right away.... I know the perfect place to take you....

Walking side by side, they soon entered the heart of the bustling marketplace, arriving outside the shop of the most renowned traditional sweet-maker in the area. Ishan purchased a piping hot plate of spiced chickpea curry and fried bread for her, and Priya began to eat with absolute relish. It felt to her as though she was tasting truly flavorful, comforting food after months of deprivation. She gestured toward Ishan, silently urging him to share the meal with her, and the two of them ended up eating from the same plate, sharing the food in intimate silence.

Priya felt intensely aware that the eyes of the surrounding crowd were constantly drawn to her striking beauty, but she noticed that Ishan was keeping a fierce, protective watch, glaring back at anyone who stared too long to keep them at a respectful distance. After satisfying their hunger, they began to leisurely stroll through the market paths. As they walked closely together, the tips of their fingers would occasionally brush against one another, causing both of them to instantly jerk their hands back in sudden, breathless embarrassment.

Every now and then, Priya would pause outside a shop window, admiring the colorful wares on display before moving along. She had no real desire to purchase anything; she simply possessed a deep, youthful yearning to take in the vibrant sights around her. Her radiant presence seemed to bring an unmistakable brightness to the entire marketplace, effortlessly drawing the admiration of every single soul around her.


Session 11 - Chapter 6

Priya stood outside a shop, sliding a few colorful bangles onto her wrist to try them on. She turned back to look at Ishan with an affectionate gaze.

Priya: How do these look on me?

Ishan smiled softly. He had grown somewhat tired from walking around the market for so long, and the lingering stares from the surrounding crowd directed at his beautiful companion had made him feel increasingly uneasy. However, the sheer innocence with which she asked the question made him instantly forget all of his worries.

Ishan: You should absolutely purchase them... they look incredibly beautiful on you.

Priya smiled gently, sliding the bangles off her wrist and placing them back on the counter.

Priya: No, no... I don't intend to buy them... I was merely admiring them...

Ishan: But if you truly like them, please let me buy them for you...

Priya: No... come along... let us head back now... it has already grown quite late...

Ishan: Why don't you walk ahead toward that path... I will join you in just a moment...

Priya cast a playful, suspicious glance at him, but she dutifully began taking a few steps forward. Ishan quickly requested the shopkeeper to wrap the bangles neatly and immediately began handling the payment.

Right at that moment, a couple of local young men began loitering close to Priya. One of the men approached her from behind, narrowing the distance significantly until he was practically on the verge of inappropriately touching her backside. Spotting this from the counter, Ishan clutched the package of bangles and dashed toward Priya, forcefully shoving the insolent man backward.

The young man staggered back, losing his balance slightly before snapping in irritation.

Young Man: Hey old man... what is wrong with you... why did you shove me like that... is she your daughter or something...

Hearing his crude remarks, a surge of intense rage boiled within Ishan. He lunged forward and firmly grabbed the man by his collar, his voice laced with absolute fury.

Ishan: You worthless scoundrel... does she look like a daughter to you...

The young man let out a mocking laugh, entirely unfazed.

Young Man: Well, if she isn't your daughter, then what is she... your wedded wife...?

Losing his composure, Ishan shook the man violently by his collar, raising his fist to strike him. Before the blow could land, Priya spun around quickly and rested her soft palm firmly over Ishan's tensed wrist.

Priya: Ishan ji... please, let him go... it isn't worth it...

Ishan's face was flushed crimson, burning with absolute rage, but the absolute moment Priya's gentle touch graced his skin, his anger dissolved, and he released his tight grip on the man's collar.

Priya: There is absolutely no use in escalating this... let us just return home...

Exerting a gentle pressure, Priya pulled Ishan along, guiding him away from the scene. Behind them, the group of rowdy men burst into mocking laughter, shouting crude remarks after them.

Young Man: Look at the incredible fortune of that old man... walking around with such a breathtaking, youthful lady...

Priya glanced up at Ishan's face; his jaw was tightly clenched, his teeth grinding in sheer anger as his fingers curled into tight, trembling fists.

Priya: Please... I need you to remain calm... completely ignore their foolish words...

Ishan offered no response, though the intense heat of his anger was still radiating from him. As they walked briskly to escape the crowd, they inadvertently found themselves entering the secluded pathway near the open fields. Priya finally released her hold on Ishan's hand and walked over to a massive flat stone, seating herself upon it. Her own countenance had fallen, clouded by a wave of sadness.

Ishan stood directly in front of her, pacing back and forth restlessly as his protective instincts flared.

Ishan: Madam... why did you restrain me? Do you even realize... that vile man was on the very verge of touching you inappropriately....

Priya responded with a touch of defensive frustration in her voice.

Priya: Why do you always feel the need to invite a dangerous confrontation for my sake... they were merely foolish local boys...

Ishan's temper flared even higher at her words.

Ishan: And I am merely an old man... am I not...?

Priya: I never said any such thing...

Ishan: There is no need for you to say it out loud... it is the absolute truth... and I am painfully aware of it myself...

Priya: I did not mean it in that manner.... I am simply trying to say, what was the absolute necessity of getting into a physical brawl over something so trivial...

Ishan: But Madam...

Priya: No more arguments... I am entirely capable of looking after myself... how long do you honestly intend to shield and protect me from the world...

Ishan: For as long as I am blessed to be by your side... until then...

Priya: But why? What is the actual nature of the relationship between us...

Ishan went entirely silent, the wind knocked out of him. He lowered his eyes, his voice dropping to a quiet, subdued murmur.

Ishan: Yes... you are perhaps entirely correct... What real relationship do we even share...

Priya: I didn't mean it in a hurtful way... I was merely...

Ishan gently cut her off, raising his hand to silence her explanation.

Ishan: You do not need to explain anything to me... tomorrow we will return to our regular household... everything will slip back into its usual routine... but I am deeply grateful for the beautiful way you preserved my dignity and respect before everyone here...

A thick lump formed in Priya's throat, her emotions swelling. She looked at him deeply, a profound thought crossing her mind.

Priya: And what if everything doesn't just return to the way it was before...

Ishan: What do you mean by that...?!

Priya let out a soft, beautiful laugh, extending her hand toward him.

Priya: Nothing... you wouldn't understand... come now... at least hand over those bangles that caused this entire dramatic scene...

Ishan quickly reached into his pockets.

Ishan: Oh, yes... please take them...

Priya: Why should I take them from you... why don't you slide them onto my wrist yourself?

Ishan: Me? You want me to dress your wrist?

Priya: Yes... have you truly never slipped bangles onto a lady's hand before...

Ishan: Yes.... it has been many, many long years...

Priya extended her arm further, her fingers gesturing invitingly.

Priya: Go on then... put them on me...

Ishan knelt down gracefully on the ground before her, opening the delicate box to retrieve the beautiful bangles. Gathering the glittering loop together, he gently guided them over her fingertips. They slid past her fingers smoothly but caught firmly at the wider joint of her palm. He attempted to push them further, but the glass would not budge against her skin. Ishan glanced up at Priya, only to find a delightfully playful, mischievous smile dancing upon her beautiful face.

Priya: They won't slide in easily like that... you will have to hold my hand firmly to guide them...

Ishan locked his gaze directly with Priya's eyes. Today, he sensed a completely transformed, profound depth of emotion radiating from her eyes—an intimate warmth he had never experienced from her before.

Ishan: In a deeply intense, gravelly whisper, think carefully before you command me... because once I take hold of your hand, I will never let it go...

Looking directly into the burning intensity of his eyes, Priya answered with absolute confidence and certainty.

Priya: I will never ask you to let it go...

Ishan gently clasped the back of Priya's delicate hand, holding her steady as he carefully began easing the bangles over her palm once more. The absolute moment his rough fingers wrapped around her soft, smooth hand, his heart began to thud wildly against his chest. With a tender, firm push, the bangles finally slid past the resistance, settling beautifully around her slender wrist.

Priya lowered her eyes instantly, utterly overwhelmed by a wave of intense shyness. For a long, breathless moment, Ishan remained kneeling silently on the earth directly before her, while Priya found herself completely unable to muster the courage to meet his burning gaze.

Desperate to break the heavy, emotionally charged silence, Priya finally spoke.

Priya: Shall we head back, Ishan ji...

Ishan, who had been completely captivated, staring intently at her beauty, quickly lowered his eyes in respect.

Ishan: Yes, Madam... let us return...

Priya extended her hand toward Ishan, as if seeking his firm masculine support to help her stand up from the stone. But in the very next heartbeat, Priya leaned her body forward, swiftly pressing her soft lips against his cheek in a tender, lingering kiss.

Priya: Whispering breathlessly against his skin. Thank you for the beautiful bangles.

Before Ishan's mind could even process the explosive warmth of her touch, she leaped to her feet and dashed away down the pathway. She couldn't say for certain whether Ishan had fully understood her silent acceptance of him, or how this profound relationship would evolve between them from this moment onward... a whirlwind of complex thoughts raced through her mind. But for the immediate present, she simply did not want him to catch her in her state of intense blush. Behind her, the rhythmic, heavy sound of Ishan's rapid footsteps echoed clearly as he chased after her.


Session 11 - Chapter 7

Priya and Ishan were sitting in the bus, making their way back toward their home. Priya was seated by the window, and right beside her sat Ishan, pressed closely against her. Priya's shoulder and leg were completely touching Ishan's body, and today, Priya wasn't even entertaining the thought of pushing him away.

A soft, shy smile played on Priya's face; who knew what was going through her mind, perhaps the words Grandmother had spoken. As they were leaving, she had told her that the next time they met, she was certain Priya would have a child in her lap, her and Ishan's child. Hearing this, her cheeks had turned furiously red with bashfulness, and now, merely thinking about it again made Priya grip the handle of the seat in front of her tightly with both hands.

Yesterday in the fields, she had shown so much courage by kissing Ishan's cheeks. Who knows what Ishan ji must be thinking about it. He had not taken a single step toward her from his end so far. Who knows what is going on in his mind. Who knows what all of this is turning into, and why I am even thinking about all this. The cool breeze blowing in from outside was driving her a little crazy.

She was entirely lost in her thoughts when she suddenly realized that Ishan had stood up. Their village was probably just about to arrive. Priya also stood up right behind him, and soon, they both stepped down from the bus. Ishan picked up the luggage, and they both sat in a rickshaw, heading toward their home.

These were the exact same lanes from which Priya had departed a few days ago, but now everything felt entirely different. It felt as if this was her own village, a familiar place where she was returning to her home. Her home... her very own home...

While sitting in the rickshaw, Priya carefully covered her head properly with her scarf. The chill in the air had deepened, and Priya tried her best to wrap herself up warmly. She didn't want to let the passing people see her face; deep down in her heart, she had perhaps truly become someone's cherished belonging now.

As the house drew closer, her restlessness began to grow. What if everything goes back to exactly how it was before once we reach home? No, no... why would it be like before? Who knows what all Nadia bhabhi will ask me...

But she didn't get much time to overthink, and soon the rickshaw came to a halt right outside the house. Ishan quickly stepped down, unloaded the luggage, and started knocking on the door. Priya had also stepped down from the rickshaw and stood waiting.

A few moments later, Nadia opened the door, and a wide smile bloomed on her face the moment she saw the two of them. She quickly stepped toward Priya and pulled her into a warm embrace.

Nadia: You have finally returned... without you, this house was feeling so completely empty...

A bright smile appeared on Priya's face as well, as if she were meeting her older sister after a very long time.

Priya: Yes... I was missing you and Ayesha quite a lot too...

Nadia guided her inside along with her, playfully nudging her shoulder with a tease.

Nadia: Oh, I'm sure you were hardly missing us... I know absolutely everything...

Priya immediately understood her subtle hint and lowered her eyes in deep bashfulness.

Nadia: Don't be so incredibly shy now... that is precisely why I sent you there... I was absolutely certain that Grandmother would fix everything perfectly...

Priya gently lifted her gaze and spoke softly.

Priya: Oh... so all of this was your grand conspiracy... I should have realized it much earlier...

Nadia laughed warmly.

Nadia: Call it a conspiracy or whatever you like... but I can clearly see it in your eyes... you had left this place looking so melancholic and withered... and now that you have returned, there is an entirely different, beautiful glow on your face...

Priya blushed deeply.

Priya: No, no... it is nothing like that... it is just like that...

Nadia: Well, this way or that... the radiant light on your face has truly returned... alright, go on and meet Mom (Mother in law) for a moment. She won't ever admit it out loud, but she was eagerly waiting for you as well.

Priya: Yes...

While Priya went into Mom's room to meet her, Ishan had already placed the luggage in the upstairs bedroom and left the house for work. Priya had hoped that she might get a few quiet moments with Ishan, but perhaps she would have to wait until tonight after all.

It was the middle of the day, so Ayesha was still away at the university. Priya sat down with Nadia and began chatting about her time there. She told Nadia as much as she possibly could about everything that happened, except for the deeply intimate moments that had transpired between her and Ishan. But Nadia also respectfully refrained from prying too deeply into those details.

Then, a little while later, Ayesha returned home, and the very first thing she did upon arriving was to run and hug her aunt tightly.

Ayesha exclaimed with pure excitement.

Ayesha: Auntieee... you are back!!!

Priya: Yes... I am back... you tell me, how are your university classes going...

Ayesha was still clinging to Priya in a warm hug.

Ayesha: Everything is wonderful... I was just missing you so incredibly much.... I am never going to let you go anywhere else ever again...

Priya: Oh really... and what if I absolutely have to go?

Ayesha: Then I will simply pack my bags and go with you...

Priya: Hahaha... alright, alright, my dear... next time, you can definitely come along with me....

Ayesha: Next time, all of us will go on a trip somewhere together...

Priya: Absolutely... why not...

Ayesha spent a long time telling her all about the university. She talked about her professors, the girls studying alongside her, about Neha, and who knows what else.

Suddenly, the young man who had been arguing with her on the day of admissions popped into Priya's mind.

Priya: And him... he hasn't been troubling you, has he?

Ayesha: Who? Which person?

Priya: Hmmm... what was his name again... the one who was bothering us during the admission process...

Ayesha: Prashant !

Priya made a slight face as she spoke.

Priya: Yes... perhaps that was his name...

Ayesha: No, no, he hasn't troubled me at all. Not too much, anyway, we just crossed paths a couple of times. He remembered us perfectly, and he was even asking about you...

Priya waved her hand teasingly.

Priya: Really now... you are speaking about him with such immense respect today...

Ayesha: Well, yes.... he is, after all, older than me in age...

Priya: What exactly was he asking about me?

Ayesha: Hmmm... nothing particularly special... just asking if you ever come to drop me off... and exactly where our house is located...

Priya spoke up sharply.

Priya: Do not engage with him too much... and absolutely do not tell him anything.... where we live is entirely none of his concern...

Ayesha: Hmm.... he is actually quite helpful, though...

Priya: Alright now, stop advocating for him so much....

Ayesha: Anyway, you tell me... what did you bring back for me from there...

Ayesha kept Priya thoroughly occupied until the evening. As dusk began to settle, a strange, beautiful sensation started awakening in Priya's heart. The fine hairs on her body seemed to stand on end, and for some inexplicable reason, the soft peaks of her chest tightened with an intense, sensual anticipation. Perhaps it was merely the effect of the growing chill in the evening breeze. But she kept a constant, eager gaze on the front door, desperately waiting for Ishan to return home.

And shortly into the evening, Ishan and Sameer finally returned home. Profound exhaustion was clearly visible on Ishan's face; after all, he hadn't gotten a single moment to rest since they had arrived back. It looked as though he had pushed himself to complete four days' worth of labor in just a single day. Priya quietly handed glasses of water to both of them.

Priya was standing near the kitchen, her eyes fixed solely on Ishan, when Nadia bhabhi suddenly called out to her from Ayesha's room.

Nadia: Priya... listen... Come here for a moment...

Priya: Coming, bhabhi...

When Priya stepped inside, Nadia had already pulled out a thick, heavy quilt.

Nadia: Here, take this... carry it to your bedroom... the chill in the air has increased... and it gets quite incredibly cold at night...

Priya: Yes, Bhabhi.

Priya attempted to lift the massive, thick quilt. Even though it was merely stuffed with cotton, it was surprisingly heavy. Priya somehow managed to hoist the quilt into her arms and, balancing herself carefully, she stepped out of the room. Priya was walking unsteadily, staggering slightly under the weight of the massive blanket.

The absolute moment Ishan saw Priya struggling like this, he quickly rushed toward her.

Ishan: Give it here... let me carry that for you...

Priya could barely even see what was directly in front of her, but due to Ishan's towering height, she could clearly see his head over the fabric.

Priya: No, no... I can carry it myself... you go sit down and rest...

Ishan: But it looks incredibly heavy... how are you going to carry this all the way upstairs...

Priya spoke up with a touch of feigned annoyance.

Priya: I am not that weak, you know... now I am determined to carry it up there myself...

Priya staggered forward and took two or three more steps, but Ishan stood firmly blocking her path directly in front of her.

The moment Ishan extended his hands to assist her.

Priya: Please step back, I will handle it.

Ishan: But, wait...

Priya: No ifs or buts... please move aside...

Ishan was perhaps beginning to understand Priya's stubborn nature, and he respectfully stepped aside a pace or two, though he could clearly see how immensely she was struggling.

By the time she finally reached the base of the stairs, Priya was already panting heavily, completely out of breath. Perhaps I truly should have just accepted Ishan's help. Suddenly, Priya felt as though the immense weight in her arms had dramatically lessened. From behind her, Ishan had securely gripped the other end of the heavy quilt.


Ishan: Come... let us carry it upstairs together...

A soft smile bloomed across Priya's face, and with her leading the way and Ishan following closely behind, they successfully managed to carry the heavy quilt up to their bedroom. The moment they dropped the blanket onto the bed, Priya felt entirely out of breath, as if all her energy had been depleted. However, she was determined not to show any vulnerability or weakness in front of Ishan.

Priya: Panting softly See... I told you I could do it...

Hearing her stubborn words, a gentle laugh escaped Ishan's lips.

Ishan: Yes.. absolutely...

Priya: Though I know... you possess enough physical strength to carry both this heavy quilt and me upstairs all by yourself... but at least this gave me an excuse to be helpful and do some work...

Ishan: Would you truly ever allow me to lift you in my arms?

Priya's tone suddenly became incredibly soft and tender.

Priya: Yes... of course, what is wrong with that... you can absolutely lift me up next time...

Ishan: Yes... certainly...

Priya felt deeply flustered and bashful by her own words.

Priya: Alright... I should head back downstairs... I need to set the table for dinner...

Priya quickly hurried back downstairs, and Ishan followed after her a few moments later. As usual, Nadia prepared the dinner while Priya quietly served the meals. Once the men had finished eating, Priya, Nadia, and Ayesha sat down together to have their food.

Eating with them tonight, Priya felt a profound sense of belonging, as if she were having dinner with her very own family. A warm wave of playful banter, gentle teasing, and joyous laughter echoed among the three of them throughout the meal.

After dinner, just as Priya began clearing the kitchen counters, Nadia approached her from behind, gently nudging her away.

Nadia: Priya... what are you doing here... go upstairs to your room... Ishan must be eagerly waiting for you...

Priya: Pretending to be completely oblivious. Waiting for me? For what reason...

Nadia: Laughing roguishly Once a fierce predator gets a taste of something sweet, its thirst reawakens every single day... though I cannot say for certain which one of you two is the fierce predator in that room...

Priya: Blushing with playful annoyance Oh, Bhabhi... you are impossible....

Nadia: Go on now, off you go... I will handle the rest of the kitchen cleaning...

An intoxicating mixture of nervous anticipation and intense excitement began to swirl deep within Priya's heart. When she had left this house four or five days ago, her heart had been heavy with deep melancholy. But now, that sadness had completely dissolved, replaced entirely by this beautiful, awakening passion.

The moment Priya stepped into the upstairs bedroom, the icy night air seemed to pierce right through her garments, making her skin tingle. She glanced around and realized that Ishan hadn't come up to the room just yet.

Priya's heart began to thud wildly against her ribs. She carefully unfolded the massive quilt, smoothing it out so it covered the entire bed. This thick blanket was designed to keep two people warm. Tonight, the two of them would finally be sharing this single quilt. Overwhelmed with nervousness, Priya sat on the edge of the bed, her eyes fixed eagerly on the closed door, wondering exactly when Ishan would walk in.

Her brief moments of waiting stretched out into several long minutes, and every passing second sent a sensual shiver through her veins. Feeling a bit tired, Priya had just laid her head back against the mattress when the door suddenly swung open and Ishan walked inside.

Seeing his towering frame enter, Priya bolted upright, sitting cross-legged on the bed as the words escaped her lips.

Priya: Where were you all this time? You weren't downstairs, and you weren't up here either...

Ishan: Yes, I had to step out to handle some urgent work... shouldn't you be asleep by now...

Priya: In a soft, quiet whisper No... I was right here, waiting entirely for you...

Ishan: I see... let me turn off the main lights... you should get some rest...

Priya wondered to herself if Ishan had even realized the intimate reality of their situation—tonight, they were going to sleep beneath the exact same quilt. Priya quickly slid under the covers, her entire body shivering slightly from the crisp chill in the room.

Turning off the lights, Ishan walked over to the opposite side of the bed and climbed in, sliding under the same heavy quilt. The moment he settled beneath the blanket, he too seemed to instantly sense that tonight was entirely different.

Ishan: Surprised Oh... Madam... there is only one single quilt here... for both of us...

Priya felt so intensely breathless that her voice was barely audible.

Priya: Yes....

Ishan immediately began gathering the fabric, pushing the heavy quilt over toward her side.

Ishan: You must take this to stay warm.... I will manage perfectly fine with a thin bedsheet...

Priya instantly grabbed the quilt, pulling it right back over his broad frame to cover him.

Priya: No, no... the weather is incredibly cold tonight... you must sleep under this... otherwise, you will end up falling sick...

Ishan: But Madam, sharing a single cover...

Priya gently cut him off, silencing his hesitation.

Priya: So what if we share it? Is it forbidden for a husband and wife to sleep beneath the same quilt? Cover yourself without another word, or I swear I will leave this bed and sleep on the cold, hard floor...

Ishan: Oh, heavens, Madam... you are incredibly stubborn...

Yielding to her demand, Ishan pulled the quilt back over himself, tucking his legs inside. The sheets, the pillows, and the air were all crisp and cool, yet the fabric felt exceptionally soft against their skin. The sheer proximity of their bodies filled Priya with a rush of intense, sensual arousal. A nervous thrill washed over her, wondering if Ishan might finally lose his self-control and take her tonight. Her mind raced with a mixture of fear and excitement, wondering how she would ever surrender to his massive, powerful masculinity. Oh, heavens... she blushed deeply in the dark, wondering how she could even allow her mind to harbor such explicit, passionate thoughts about their physical union.

A few moments passed, and Ishan quietly turned his back toward Priya, settling down to sleep. A wave of sharp frustration washed over her. Just yesterday, this very man had looked into her eyes and promised her that once he held her hand, he would never let it go—yet tonight, he wasn't taking a single step to close the physical distance between them.

Within a few minutes, the rhythmic sound of Ishan's deep snoring echoed through the quiet room. He had fallen asleep almost instantly. Priya took a deep breath, calming her racing heart, realizing that perhaps this was for the best. She had been letting her imagination run entirely wild. How could a profound intimacy truly manifest between her and a man like Ishan so quickly? Stifling the intense, passionate desire that had been building within her all morning, she cast the thoughts from her mind, closed her eyes, and tried her best to drift off to sleep.

Over the next few days, the winter chill deepened significantly, and sharing the single thick quilt became a comfortable, natural routine for Ishan and Priya. While the initial hesitation of sleeping beneath the same blanket gradually faded away, the suppressed, burning fire within Priya's center refused to die down. Her body would often ignite with a deep, aching passion during the night, especially during these shivering, freezing winter hours.

During those restless nights, she would secretly slide her hand beneath her tunic, pressing her palm against her warm, smooth skin. Her body felt like a burning furnace of desire, and she would try to soothe her arousal, using that internal heat to endure the lonely hours of the night. Occasionally, she would subtly shift her weight, sliding closer to Ishan's side of the bed, but he remained entirely oblivious, sleeping soundly with his back turned toward her.

One afternoon, Priya was sitting all alone in her bedroom, meticulously organizing the contents of her wardrobe. There wasn't much else to occupy her time anyway. Today, she had pulled everything out of the closet—her daily garments, Ishan's clothing, the exquisite sarees he had purchased for her, and a few old, forgotten household trinkets.

As she pulled out a stack of folded clothes, an old, faded photograph slipped from the fabric and fluttered down onto the floor. Initially, Priya didn't pay much attention to it, but catching a glimpse of it from a distance, she noticed a young woman dressed in a vibrant red saree standing alongside a slender young man.

Curiosity piqued, Priya picked up the photograph to examine it closely. The picture was incredibly old, its colors severely faded with the passage of time, but the slender young man was unmistakably Ishan. He was entirely clean-shaven, devoid of his current thick beard and mustache. Standing right beside him was a slender, delicate young woman. There was something hauntingly familiar about the girl's facial features. Was it because she reminded Priya of her own youthful innocence? She couldn't say for sure.

Seating herself on the edge of the woven bed, Priya stared intently at the photograph for a long time. The young woman looked incredibly beautiful, radiating a pure, innocent charm. This must have been Ishan's first wife. In the picture, the couple stood pressed tightly against one another; the girl appeared very young—perhaps nineteen—and Ishan himself couldn't have been more than twenty-two. Though time had stolen the vibrant colors of the photograph, it had failed to dim the radiant, joyous smiles on their faces.

But why was she adorned in a vibrant red bridal saree? Had she also been brought into his life under similar circumstances, just like Priya...? Suddenly, the cryptic words Mother had spoken on her very first day here began echoing clearly in her mind. Was this the tragic reason why absolutely no one in the family ever mentioned his past or his first wife? A whirlwind of complex thoughts and unanswered questions began racing through Priya's mind.

Before anyone else could walk into the bedroom and catch her, Priya carefully tucked the old photograph away, keeping it safely in her possession. She neatly gathered the remaining items and placed them back inside the wardrobe. Finally, her hands rested on the bag containing the new sarees. Was this the real reason Ishan had brought these sarees for her... because he secretly yearned to see her adorned in one?

A little while later, Priya walked downstairs to join Nadia. She chose to keep the discovery of the photograph a complete secret; for the time being, it was a mystery that belonged solely to her.

As they worked together on the household chores, Priya spoke up softly.

Priya: Bhabhi... I wanted to ask you something...

Nadia: Since when did you require my formal permission to speak your mind... go ahead and ask...

Priya: Ummm... quite a few days ago, Ishan ji had gifted me some beautiful sarees... I was thinking of dressing up in one of them today... do you think anyone in the household would take offense to it?

Nadia looked up, a pleasant surprise washing over her features.

Nadia: A saree!? Hmmm... how wonderful... you should absolutely wear it... there is absolutely no issue with that at all... plenty of women in this region wear sarees regularly...

A bright, joyful smile instantly illuminated Priya's face.

Priya: Truly.... can I go ahead and change into it right now?

Witnessing her pure, childlike happiness, Nadia smiled warmly.

Nadia: You foolish girl... go on, put it on... just make sure to wrap yourself properly to stay warm, since the weather is quite chilly today...

Priya: Yes, Bhabhi....

Priya hurried back upstairs to her bedroom, pulled one of the elegant sarees out of the wardrobe, and began draping the fabric around her body. She had been slightly anxious about whether the blouse would fit her properly, but to her relief, it hugged her curves beautifully, remaining just a tiny bit loose around her waist. Compared to the heavy, elaborate sarees Priya used to wear in her past life, this fabric was incredibly light and simple, yet wearing a saree today brought a wonderful sense of peace to her heart.

Once she was fully dressed, Priya stepped out onto the open rooftop terrace to admire the afternoon sun. Right at that moment, it happened that Ishan had returned home unexpectedly during the day to handle some work, and his heavy footsteps could be heard ascending the concrete stairs. The absolute moment her eyes fell upon Ishan, a beautiful, radiant smile spread across Priya's face, accompanied instantly by a deep, intense wave of shyness.


When Ishan saw Priya standing there adorned in the saree, he was completely captivated, unable to take his eyes off her.

Seeing him staring at her like that, Priya's cheeks flushed a deep crimson, but gathering her courage, she spoke up.

Priya: How do I look in this saree?

Ishan spoke with a slight stammer.

Ishan: Yo-you... you look absolutely beautiful...

Priya smiled softly.

Priya: Thank you...

Ishan: Perhaps the fabric of this saree is a bit too light for you... next time, I will bring you an even better one...

Priya: No, no, it is perfectly fine... it is beautiful... truly wonderful...

Suddenly, both of them fell completely silent, and a strange, heavy quiet settled between them. Both kept their gazes lowered.

Breaking the silence, Priya asked.

Priya: Did you come up here for some work?

Ishan: Yes... well... brother had asked for something... I will just take it and go...

Priya: Alright... I will see you in the evening then...

Ishan: Yes...

Ishan quickly stepped further onto the terrace and went up, returning a few moments later carrying a tool.

As he was heading back downstairs, Priya spoke in a soft, gentle whisper.

Priya: I will be eagerly waiting for you...

Ishan turned to look back at Priya for a brief moment before walking away. Priya's heart was pounding wildly against her ribs, and despite the freezing winter weather, a nervous sweat broke out across her skin. She couldn't understand why she felt so intensely drawn toward Ishan, or why her voice grew so incredibly weak and trembling in his presence. Deep within her heart, she had resolved that tonight, she would be the one to take the first step forward.

When Priya returned to the bedroom at night, Ishan was already waiting there. She had worn a thick sweater over her saree to ward off the winter chill and to ensure her bare waist remained discreetly covered. However, the moment she stepped inside the room, she slid the sweater off her shoulders and set it aside. Whether due to the biting cold or the mounting tension, she felt a sensual heaviness spreading through her center, making her curves feel tightly constrained against the fabric of her blouse.

Ishan noticed her taking off the sweater and spoke up hesitantly.

Ishan: Madam... if you wish to change your garments, I can step outside for a while...

Priya: No... I will simply sleep in this saree tonight...

Ishan: But won't a saree be uncomfortable to sleep in?

Priya: Not particularly... I used to sleep in sarees quite regularly in the past...

Ishan: I see...

Priya: Shall I turn off the main light?

Ishan: Yes...

Priya switched off the bedroom light, walked over to the bed, and slid beneath the thick quilt. Tonight, the cold felt even more intense against her skin. But as usual, Ishan turned his back toward her, preparing to sleep on his side of the bed.

Priya was determined not to let him drift away tonight.

Priya: Ishan ji... isn't the weather exceptionally freezing tonight...

Ishan turned back over to face Priya.

Ishan: Yes, Madam... if you like, I can bring another heavy quilt from downstairs... or perhaps light a small brazier to warm the room...

Priya: No, no... a brazier will fill the room with smoke... and a second quilt would feel far too heavy and suffocating...

Ishan: Yes... that is true... and since you are wearing a light saree... you must be feeling the chill much more intensely...

Priya: Yes... perhaps...

Silence stretched between them once again. Ishan looked as though he might turn away at any moment. The overwhelming desire in Priya's heart pushed her to cast aside her hesitation.

Priya: I was thinking....

Priya paused mid-sentence, prompting Ishan to ask.

Ishan: Yes... please tell me... should I hand you your sweater....

Priya: No... I cannot fall asleep while wearing a sweater... I was actually wondering if... I could sleep a little closer to you? When two people share their warmth, the winter chill doesn't feel so severe, does it...

Ishan spoke up, completely caught off guard.

Ishan: Sleep close together, Madam?!

Priya: Why? Is there an issue with that? I was merely... suggesting it...

Ishan: No... there is no issue at all...

Priya: Then may I move closer?

Ishan replied in a low, quiet whisper.

Ishan: Yes....

Priya quickly slid across the mattress toward Ishan's side. Moving so swiftly in the darkness, the soft curves of her upper body pressed flush against his firm, muscular frame.

A soft gasp escaped Priya's lips.

Priya: Ahhh....

Ishan: What happened, Madam... did I hurt you...

Priya gently pressed her palm against her chest to soothe the sudden ache; her sensitive peaks had already grown incredibly taut from the cold, making the unexpected collision feel intensely sharp.

Priya: No... everything is fine...

Priya rested her head near Ishan's shoulder, snuggling tightly against his side.

Priya: This feels much warmer now... doesn't it...

Ishan was completely breathless, barely able to find his words.

Ishan: Yes.....

Beneath the covers, Priya's legs were completely intertwined with his, their bodies pressed together from shoulder to flank. Yet, this proximity still felt incomplete to her.

Priya searched for Ishan's hand in the dark, seeking a deeper touch.

Priya: You can place your arm around me...

Ishan: No, Madam... this is perfectly fine...

Priya: Alright then... I will simply hold you instead...

Priya shifted her body completely toward Ishan, pressing her softness directly against his frame as she rested her hand over his beating heart. She lifted her head slightly, cradling her cheek against his broad shoulder. Now, she was entirely molded against him, her heart thudding wildly against her ribs. She gazed up at him through the darkness with eyes full of deep, awakening affection.

Ishan found himself entirely unable to meet Priya's gaze.

Ishan: Madam... please create a little distance between us...

Priya: Why? Does my proximity displease you... or does my touch cause you discomfort... you are entirely free to hold me back...

Priya gently took hold of Ishan's hand, drawing it down to rest against the bare skin of her exposed waist. The moment his calloused palm brushed against her smooth skin, an electric shock of pure desire surged through her veins, causing her to tremble with a passionate quiver. As she shifted restlessly over him, her hand inadvertently brushed against the front of his trousers, instantly feeling the rigid, pulsing evidence of his arousal. It hadn't been intentional.

Beneath the fabric, Ishan's masculine core throbbed with intense heat, and his breathing grew heavily labored. Priya secretly yearned for him to pull her beneath him and claim her lips in a passionate embrace. Yet, Ishan fought against his impulses, desperately trying to avert his eyes.

She was so incredibly breathtaking... and she was completely surrendering herself to him. Why did he continue to pull away? Was he still mourning his first wife, held back by the memory of a past love? The thought only served to heighten Priya's emotional intensity. Moving with a restless, subconscious yearning... her fingers began to gently trace the rigid length of his hardness through the fabric. This intimate contact caused Ishan's desire to flare uncontrollably, and he abruptly bolted out of the bed, standing up in a flurry of panic.

Standing beside the bed in the dim light, Priya could clearly see the powerful projection of his arousal straining against his trousers, desperate for release.

Looking at his completely flustered expression, Priya felt a mixture of soft amusement and playful frustration welling up inside her.

Priya: Ishan ji... what is the matter... please come back to bed... you will catch a chill standing out there...

Ishan: No, Madam... I just felt a very strange sensation...

Priya: What is so strange about it... I am your wedded wife, after all...

Hearing those words slip so naturally from her lips left Ishan completely stunned. He wondered if Priya had truly begun accepting him as her husband. To him, she had always been a sacred trust belonging to Vijay, someone he could gaze upon with reverence but could never dare to claim as his own.

Priya spoke with a soft, teasing laugh.

Priya: What is the matter? Am I not your wife? You chose to enter into a sacred matrimony with me... did you not?

Ishan: Yes.. but that...

Priya spoke with pure, heartfelt innocence.

Priya: Does that sacred bond hold no meaning for you? A relationship ordained by the heavens...

Ishan shook his head vigorously, desperate to clarify.

Ishan: No, no... Madam, it isn't that at all... it is just...

Priya: Just what? Or is it simply that you do not find me desirable? Is there someone else occupying your heart...

Ishan: No, Madam... you are so breathtakingly beautiful... how could anyone possibly not desire you...

Hearing his raw, honest compliment filled Priya's heart with immense joy.

Priya: Do you find me desirable or not? Then why do you keep such a distance between us... please come closer... the night is incredibly freezing... you will fall ill from the cold... and so will I.

Ishan: But Madam...

The burning fire of passion within Priya had ignited completely beyond her control. Speaking in an incredibly tender, seductive whisper, she reached out.

Priya: No more excuses... please come to me...

Priya rose slightly from the pillows, extending her soft, delicate hand toward Ishan. Overwhelmed by her allure, Ishan reached out and took her hand in his. In that charged moment, an unexpected wave of strength took over Priya as she pulled him toward her with a firm tug, or perhaps he simply allowed himself to be drawn helplessly into her embrace.

With a sudden, breathless movement, they both tumbled back onto the mattress together. Ishan landed directly over her, his heavy frame blanketing Priya's soft contours completely. His face dipped low, brushing against her chest before coming to rest against the elegant curve of her throat. It was a smooth, delicate neckline. Priya's fingers tangled into his thick hair, urging him closer as she surrendered entirely to the mounting heat of their physical connection.

He could no longer restrain the torrent of desire within his soul. For so many long days, his beautiful lady had been right before his eyes yet entirely beyond his reach. But tonight, for the very first time, a profound realization washed over him—she was truly his wife. And he was entirely free to lose himself in her embrace.


Session 11 - Chapter 8

As Ishan's face drew closer to Priya's, a soft gasp escaped her lips. The heavy weight of his muscular form was pressing down firmly against her delicate body.

Ishan's nose brushed gently against her lips, stopping right there.

The two of them had come incredibly close to one another, clearly feeling each other's warm breath fanning across their skin. Priya's breathing grew heavily labored. She ran her fingers softly through Ishan's hair once more, prompting him to press his face intimately against hers.

One of Ishan's legs was positioned firmly between hers, while the other remained slightly to the side. The upper parts of their thighs rubbed together in a charged friction. The loose end of her saree had already slipped completely off her shoulder and fallen onto the mattress the moment they tumbled down.

Ishan placed both of his hands on Priya's arms, savoring the exceptionally smooth and tender feel of her skin before sliding his touch down to rest against her palms. He gripped her hands tightly, raising them slightly upward above her head. Priya's chest was heaving up and down rapidly. A wave of nervous apprehension washed over her, yet it was accompanied by an exquisitely intense sensation.

Ishan nudged his nose along the line of Priya's neck, beginning to press soft, lingering kisses along her throat and just below her neckline. It had been so long since a man had touched her with such raw passion; Priya's inner desires began to swell uncontrollably, causing her to close her eyes completely.

Priya began to let out soft, breathless murmurs: "Mmmm.... mmm... Ishan ji... uhhh...."

Hearing her sweet, intoxicating voice filled Ishan with an even deeper surge of arousal, and he pressed his lips hungrily against the sensitive skin of her neck. Priya bit her lip hard; everything had escalated so incredibly fast. Just moments ago, Ishan had been standing at a distance from her, and now it felt as though she had fully invited a powerful storm of passion to take over her body.

Ishan's lips moved down from Priya's neck, brushing against the edge of her fitted blouse before returning back to her throat. His hands gripped her slender waist firmly, sliding effortlessly across her smooth, silky skin without any restraint. He could scarcely believe that his beautiful lady was truly becoming his tonight.

He squeezed her waist gently with both hands. In response to his touch, Priya arched her back slightly off the mattress, letting out a sharp, trembling gasp.

The overwhelming emotions were vividly written across Priya's beautiful face. Shifting one of his hands from her waist, Ishan cupped her face while keeping his lips pressed tightly against her neck, rubbing firmly over the fabric of her blouse. The moment Ishan's touch pressed against her highly sensitive curves, an intense shiver ran directly through her entire frame.

Priya: "Ahhh....mmmm.... Ishan ji...."

Ishan's confidence was growing bolder by the second. They weren't covered by the heavy quilt anymore, but the biting winter chill seemed to have vanished entirely from their awareness. The rough texture of Ishan's beard prickled slightly against her skin, but this sharp contact brought with it a distinct, thrilling pleasure.

Losing himself completely in the moment, Ishan rubbed his face against her skin, murmuring breathlessly: "Mmmm.... ahhh... mmm... ahh.... Madam...."

Ishan moved his lips further down, pressing tender kisses against her abdomen just beneath the hemline of her blouse. Every single nerve in Priya's body was trembling intensely, and she placed her hand over his, as if making a faint attempt to restrain him—though deep down, she didn't truly want him to stop.

Consumed by passion, Priya began to let out deep, rhythmic gasps: "Ahhh... uff... aahh... mmmm....mmmm.. ahhh...."

Ishan slid his arms completely beneath Priya's body, shifting their positions as he rolled over to draw her directly on top of him. His calloused hands moved restlessly across her waist and back. Her pale, flawless skin felt incredibly delicate and soft beneath his touch. As his rough palms traced her contours, they left faint, warm impressions along her skin.

Resting over Ishan's chest, Priya leaned down to kiss his neck, seizing this perfect opportunity to express her own deep affection. They both yearned for this connection with equal intensity.

Reaching around her back, Ishan gently tugged at the strings of Priya's blouse, loosening the garment.

Priya trembled, pressing her body flush against his: "Ssssiiii.. aahhh... mmmm..."

Ishan wrapped both of his arms around Priya's back, pulling her into a powerful, tight embrace. As he held her firmly against him, the intense pressure caused Priya to gasp, arching her back and lifting her legs slightly. She lay completely enveloped over Ishan, molding into his masculine frame like a delicate doll.

Ishan spoke in a low, husky whisper: "Madam... may I undo your blouse..."

Bringing her lips right beside Ishan's ear, Priya replied in a soft, breathless whisper: "Yes... you are free to do whatever you desire..."

Hearing her complete surrender caused Ishan's hardness to throb with intense rigidity, and he quickly guided his thick fingers toward the hooks of Priya's blouse. He lacked any real experience with undoing such garments, causing him to fumble slightly as he tried to pull them open. Moreover, the blouse was straining tightly against Priya's frame at this moment, her sensitive curves having filled out even more from the intense heat of their shared passion.

Meanwhile, Priya remained stretched over Ishan, peppering soft kisses around his ears and jawline. The full contours of her chest were pressed tightly against his broad torso, and she shifted her weight forward, intensifying the skin-to-skin pressure. Her soft, passionate sighs began to echo clearly through the quiet bedroom.

Finally, the first hook snapped open, instantly easing the tight constraint of the garment. Filled with a restless urgency, Ishan quickly unfastened the remaining hooks, causing the blouse to fall away loosely from her shoulders. Ishan's palms now rested directly against Priya's bare back. And it was an exquisitely smooth, flawless back.

Losing all self-control, Ishan began to massage her bare back with an untamed passion: "Ahhh.... Mmmm.... ahhh... Seema...."

The very moment that specific name escaped Ishan's lips, Priya's eyes flew wide open, and her tight grip on his shoulders instantly went slack. Ishan seemed to realize his grave mistake immediately; he bolted upright on the mattress, quickly breaking the intimate embrace and separating himself from Priya.

Adjusting her open blouse over her chest, Priya turned over on the mattress, laying flat on her back as she looked up at him: "Ishan ji... what happened?"

Turning his face completely away from Priya, Ishan swung his legs over the edge of the bed, sitting with his back toward her: "Please forgive me, Madam... I do not know what came over me... I should have exercised proper self-control..."

Priya's breathing was still heavily accelerated, but composing herself with great effort, she spoke softly: "Seema... she was... your first wife, wasn't she..."

Ishan stood up abruptly from the bed: "Madam... I have committed a terrible transgression... I should never have crossed these boundaries with you... you are a sacred trust left in my care by Vijay Sir..."

Having said his piece, Ishan turned on his heel and hurried out of the bedroom.

Priya stared blankly at the closed door, completely at a loss for what to think or say. Just moments ago, they had been on the absolute precipice of complete intimacy, and now everything had been abruptly severed, leaving her entirely unfulfilled. It seemed as though Ishan's mind was burdened by a completely different reality.

After waiting in vain for him to return for a few moments, Priya quietly began fastening the hooks of her blouse. The winter chill in the bedroom felt incredibly sharp now, and the unfulfilled desire burning within her only made her body shiver more intensely. Priya pulled the heavy quilt tightly over herself, rolling onto her stomach and drawing her knees up toward her chest to stay warm.

The next morning, a faint rustling sound inside the bedroom woke Priya from her slumber. She sat up abruptly in a state of confusion. Her entire body was drenched in a cold sweat. It seemed she had been caught in the throes of a distressing dream.

The moment she opened her eyes, she spoke up: "Ishan ji...."

Ishan: "Madam... did I inadvertently disturb your sleep... please forgive me..."

Priya: "No, no... it's not that... where on earth were you the entire night..."

As the memory of the previous night flooded back into her mind, a deep wave of bashfulness washed over Priya. She recalled exactly how Ishan had touched her body for the very first time. His lips and hands had moved passionately across different parts of her frame. Oh, heavens... how wildly consumed by madness both she and Ishan had been during those intense moments.

Ishan: "I... was... just right around here..."

Priya: "Please do not speak untruths to me... I remained awake for a very long time, and you never stepped back inside this bedroom..."

Ishan: "Madam... "

Priya: "The weather outside was absolutely freezing... you could have fallen severely ill..."

Ishan: "I must take my leave now, Madam... brother has requested me to arrive at work a bit early today..."

Priya scrambled out of the bed quickly: "Please wait for just two minutes..."

Priya's gaze suddenly locked onto a handkerchief tied tightly around Ishan's hand. There was a faint, distinct stain of blood seeping through the fabric. Stepping closer to him, she gently took hold of his hand: "What happened here? This injury certainly wasn't there last night..."

Ishan: "It is nothing of concern, Madam... just a minor accident... in the darkness, I clumsily..."

Priya spoke with deep worry written across her features: "You should never have stumbled out into the dark in the first place..."

Ishan stood there in absolute silence, lowering his gaze.

Priya: "Seema... she was your wedded wife, wasn't she... you loved her with an immense passion, didn't you..."

Ishan bowed his head deeply, offering no words.

Priya quickly walked over to the wardrobe, pulled out the old photograph she had discovered the previous day, and held it directly in front of Ishan's eyes: "This is her, isn't it..."

Gazing intently at the faded image, Ishan asked softly: "Where on earth did you manage to find this?"

Priya: "Inside the wardrobe.... it was tucked away safely between some folded clothes... Seema looks incredibly beautiful and innocent in this picture... both of you look absolutely wonderful together..."

Ishan seemed to drift away into a profound, melancholic state of reflection: "Yes... we had only just entered into our marriage back then..." Emerging abruptly from his deep thoughts, he looked up anxiously: "Please forgive me for inadvertently calling you by Seema's name last night..."

Priya: So what? I looked exactly like Seema yesterday, didn't I... and just like her, I am your wedded wife too, aren't I...

Ishan grew deeply distressed upon hearing her words: "Madam... where do you stand and where do I... that marriage was merely a consequence of your helplessness... how could I ever consider myself your equal... you are so well-educated... so young... I mean, you are much younger than me in age... you are simply trapped here with me..."

Priya: In the beginning, I used to feel that way too... but not anymore... Now, for some unknown reason, this place has started to feel like my very own... Ayesha, Nadia Bhabhi, Mom... and you....

Ishan asked, completely caught off guard: "Me??"

Priya: Yes, you... you are such a wonderful person... whenever I found myself trapped and helpless... you were the one who always came to my aid... you gave me so much respect... you took care of me... you kept me safe from every single misfortune..."

Ishan: That was merely my duty, Madam..."

Priya: Was everything you did for me merely out of duty? Is there absolutely nothing else in your heart for me? Am I not even worthy of that?

Ishan: Madam... what on earth are you saying... you could easily find any man in this world... you are so incredibly breathtaking... so sweet..."

Tears welled up in Priya's eyes: "Everyone has abandoned me... Vijay is never going to come here... you know this truth very well too... I was merely a plaything to him... Ajay has also found someone else... I belong nowhere anymore... I cannot go back now... but perhaps I am just a burden to you as well... and why shouldn't I be... you know absolutely everything about my past... you must think what a shameless girl I am..."

Ishan gently took hold of Priya's hand: "How could you ever be a burden to me... I am simply terrified... I am terrified of what would happen if you were to leave me and go away? If I allow myself to come too close to you, parting from you will become impossibly difficult..."

Priya threw her arms around Ishan's neck abruptly: "I do not want any other man in this world, I only want you... I will not be able to live without you now... I have spoken exactly what was in my heart... if you still refuse to understand..."

Priya wrapped her arms completely around Ishan, molding her body flush against his frame. Ishan slowly brought his arms around her, resting his large palms against her back. What an incredibly beautiful moment this was for him. He could never have imagined, even in his wildest dreams, that Priya could ever truly belong to him. Today, every single dream of his life has been fulfilled.


Session 11 - Chapter 9

Throughout the entire day, a strange, thrilling sensation continued to ripple through Priya's body. After all, she had finally confessed the deepest feelings of her heart to Ishan. It had felt so peculiar and overwhelming to vocalize all of that, and she wondered what Ishan might be thinking about her character now. But whatever the case was, she had spoken her mind.

She was eagerly waiting for Ayesha to return from university, because that was the time Ishan usually made a brief trip back home. Perhaps she might get a couple of minutes to converse with him again. For some unknown reason, an intense restlessness had taken over her, making her yearn to speak with him once more.

However, during the afternoon, when Ayesha walked through the front door entirely alone, Priya felt a sharp wave of disappointment wash over her.

Nadia, as if reading her mind instantly, questioned her: "Ayeshaaa.... didn't your uncle come along with you?"

Ayesha: "He dropped me off right at the marketplace... he mentioned he had some incredibly urgent work to attend to..."

Nadia: "I see.... what sort of urgent work was it?"

Ayesha: "I have no idea... but something felt quite strange today... on my way back from the university, I noticed a group of unfamiliar men standing by the road... uncle stopped his motorcycle and was staring at them intently for some reason..."

Nadia: "What sort of men?"

Ayesha: "I do not know who they were...."

Hearing this, Priya became highly alert, and a deep sense of anxiety began to grip her heart. Could it be those men.... no... it has been nearly three months now... why would they still be actively searching for her after all this time...

For the rest of the evening, Ayesha kept talking to her about various things, but her words failed to register in Priya's mind. Her entire focus was locked on waiting for Ishan's return. And even as night descended, Sameer arrived back home entirely alone. When brother Sameer mentioned that Ishan hadn't shown up at the factory since the afternoon, Priya's anxiety intensified significantly.

Pacing back and forth inside her bedroom, Priya was plagued by all sorts of distressing thoughts. Finally, she heard a distinct knock at the front door downstairs. She rushed outside onto the landing and peered down, feeling immense relief wash over her as she saw that Ishan had indeed returned safely. Her breath returned to her, though her body was still trembling slightly with lingering anxiety.

Downstairs, everyone was questioning Ishan about where he had been roaming all day, but Priya could not gather the courage to step down. Her heart was still hammering nervously against her ribs. Just this morning, she had laid bare the emotional turmoil of her heart to him, and now, this unsettling incident had transpired on the very same day.

A short while later, Ishan walked into the upstairs bedroom.

The moment he entered, Priya questioned him with deep worry written across her features: "What happened? Where on earth were you held up all this time?"

Ishan: "It is nothing of concern, Madam... why are you worrying yourself so much... I had merely stepped out to handle some business..."

Priya: "But without informing a single soul? And Ayesha was mentioning that you encountered some unfamiliar men on the road... who exactly were those people?"

Priya stepped forward hastily, standing right beside Ishan.

Ishan refused to meet Priya's gaze: "They were nobody of significance, Madam...."

Taking hold of his hand, Priya placed it firmly over her head: "Swear upon my life... tell me they were nobody..."

Ishan pulled his hand away quickly: "Madam... such oaths hold no real meaning..."

Priya: "Were they the exact same men? The ones from L**kn0w..."

Ishan exhaled a deep, heavy sigh: "Yes... but you must not worry... they will not dare to step foot anywhere near this place... besides, they have found absolutely no leads... I spent the entire afternoon following their movements from behind..."

Priya's darkest fears had now been confirmed: "But why are they still hunting for me after all this time?!! So many months have passed... I have practically erased Vijay from my memory by now..."

Ishan: "I do not possess the answer to that, Madam... but we must remain exceptionally vigilant..."

Priya spoke with a sudden flare of emotional intensity: "First of all, you must absolutely stop addressing me as 'Madam'... and secondly, why on earth were you shadowing them... what if those dangerous men had caught sight of you and captured you?"

Ishan: "Even if they had captured me, what could they have possibly done to me, Madam..."

Priya's voice grew heavy and thick with raw emotion: "You didn't internalize a single word I spoke to you this morning, did you... you do not possess even a shred of concern for my feelings, do you..."

A gentle, fleeting smile touched Ishan's lips before dissolving away: "I internalized every single word, Madam..."

This time, Priya spoke with a bit more force, raising her voice slightly: "Priya... my name is Priya..."

Seeing her emotional outburst brought a touch of soft amusement to Ishan's features: "Madam suits you perfectly well, does it not..."

Frustrated by his demeanor, Priya tossed her head and turned her back toward him: "I am the foolish one here... it is clear you can never view me in that passionate manner..."

Priya had only just turned away for a single second when Ishan suddenly stepped forward, pulling her firmly against his frame as his large hand settled securely around her waist. The soft curves of Priya's chest collided flush against Ishan's firm torso, and she instinctively placed her palms over his broad shoulders. She was completely stunned into silence by his sudden demonstration of masculine assertion.

Ishan spoke in a low, tender whisper: "It is not that I have never viewed you with desire... but the mere fact that someone of your stature could harbor such intimate thoughts about a man like me, is perhaps more than enough for me..."

Held firmly within his powerful, masculine embrace, Priya felt entirely breathless: "Perhaps you truly do not realize what an exceptionally beautiful soul you possess..."

Ishan: "I am not as righteous as you believe me to be... I have committed many transgressions in my past life..."

Priya: "I too have made countless mistakes in my life..."

Ishan: "Madam... please allow me to continue calling you Madam... it brings me immense joy... to me, you are the most breathtakingly beautiful woman in this entire world... from the absolute first moment my eyes fell upon you, I found myself deeply drawn to you..."

Priya: "Ishan ji..."

Ishan: "Please permit me to speak my heart tonight... seeing you adorned in that exquisite saree yesterday completely shattered my self-control... it felt as though my Seema had returned to me once again... I can scarcely believe that you are truly here inside my home... that you have become my wedded wife..."

Gazing directly into the depths of his eyes, Priya spoke in a soft, trembling whisper: "If I am indeed your wedded wife... then please, claim me completely as your own tonight..."

They stood entirely frozen, locking gazes and staring deeply into one another's eyes. Without warning, Ishan placed both of his large hands over Priya's cheeks and leaned down swiftly, pressing his lips firmly against hers in a sudden, intense embrace.

Priya was completely overwhelmed and transfixed by the raw power of his kiss. A few moments later, when their lips parted slightly, she lowered her eyes in a wave of intense shyness. But Ishan leaned down once more, pressing his mouth hungrily against her lips to resume the kiss, this time with far greater intensity, capturing her lower lip in a deep, consuming embrace. It seemed Priya had finally awakened the fierce, passionate man dormant within Ishan's soul.

For several breathless moments, Ishan continued to drink deeply from her lips, as though he had been harboring an unquenchable thirst for her touch for an eternity. Surrendering entirely to the rhythm, Priya began to return his affection with equal fervor, gently kissing his upper lip. Ishan's firm, calloused hands held her neck securely, anchoring her directly into his passionate embrace.

Holding onto Priya firmly, Ishan guided her toward the bed, and pushing her down gently onto the mattress, he moved directly over her. Ishan gazed deeply into Priya's eyes, as if wordlessly conveying that he could not be held entirely responsible for what was about to transpire next. Taking deep, heavy breaths, Priya stared back at him, fully resolved that she was not going to pull back tonight either.

Ishan began showering passionate kisses along Priya's cheeks and neck. Priya wrapped her arms securely around his neck, a brilliant, radiant smile gracing her features tonight.

Bringing his lips right beside Priya's ear, Ishan whispered softly: "Madam... tonight I am going to claim you completely as my own... if I happen to lose myself a bit too much in this passion, please do not lay any blame upon me..."

Priya's heart was hammering wildly against her ribs, while Ishan's heavy frame pressed its full, masculine weight against her body. Priya replied in a soft, breathless murmur: "I will not lay any blame upon you... ahhh... I belong entirely to you now..."

Having received her clear approval, Ishan surrendered completely to his impulses and fell upon Priya with an intense passion, pressing fervent kisses across every part of her face, as though he had been harboring a deep thirst for this exact moment for an eternity. The intimate connection that had been left incomplete yesterday was finally going to be fulfilled tonight.

Ishan gently traced his tongue over the smooth contour of her cheeks, murmuring breathlessly: "Mmmm.... your cheeks are incredibly soft and delicate.... and your lips... mmmm..."

Priya began to let out deep, involuntary gasps: "Ahhh.. mmm.... mmmm... ahhh..."

The moment Priya turned her face slightly to the side, Ishan placed his hand gently near her cheek, turning her face straight to guide her gaze directly back toward him.

Breathing heavily, Ishan continued to drink deeply from her lips: "Ahhh.... aahhh.... mmmm.... I never imagined, even in my wildest dreams, that a day would come when you would truly be mine..."

Priya: "Ahhh... mmm... uff.... Ishan ji..."

Ishan moved his lips lower down her neck, pressing hungry, consuming kisses against her fair chest just beneath her neckline. Despite the freezing winter weather, a warm, nervous sweat began to break out across Priya's skin. An entirely different, intoxicating heat was awakening deep within her body tonight.

Shifting restlessly under his touch, Priya rolled onto her side, and Ishan immediately molded his frame flush against her back. Reaching around from behind, he rested his large palm over Priya's abdomen, gently massaging her smooth skin. His lips remained pressed intimately against her ear.

Gripping Priya's waist firmly, Ishan pulled her back tightly against his rigid frame. A sharp, trembling gasp escaped Priya's lips. Even through the layers of their clothing, she could clearly feel the powerful, rigid length of his masculine hardness pressing firmly against her lower back. Merely thinking about the sheer, overwhelming size of his manhood sent an intense shiver running straight down her spine. Though she had boldly provoked his desires in a fit of passion, she wondered how her delicate body would ever manage to endure his full, untamed intensity.

Ishan gently guided Priya's face back toward him once more to claim her lips in a deep kiss. Meanwhile, his other hand slowly slid her tunic upward, baring the smooth, warm skin of her midriff.

The teasing game of hesitation that had lingered between them for so many days was finally drawing to an absolute end tonight. Even if she wished to, Priya could no longer find the willpower to restrain Ishan's mounting passion.

Ishan traced his palm smoothly across her exposed midriff. Priya's entire frame quivered intensely at the contact. Between the crisp chill of the room and the overwhelming anticipation, the fine hairs on her arms stood completely on end.

Pressing his weight forward from behind, Ishan nudged his rigid core firmly against her lower body. The intense, powerful pressure of his hardness friction-ed sharply against her center.

Priya: "Ayiii... aahhh...."

Ishan slid his hand completely beneath the hemline of her tunic, guiding his warm palm upward until it rested directly over the heavy softness of her chest.

Priya jolted slightly against the mattress: "Siiiii... aahh..."

Every breathless gasp escaping Priya's lips only served to further ignite the burning fire inside Ishan's soul. He slid his other hand beneath the tight fabric of her tunic as well, squeezing the full contours of her chest firmly over her undergarment from behind.

Priya: "Ahhh.. ouchh.... Ishan ji... you are going to tear my tunic...."

Ishan: "It does not matter, Madam... I will gladly purchase a new one for you... besides, you look exceptionally breathtaking when adorned in a saree... you must wear a saree for me again tomorrow..."

Priya: "Yes... aahhh... ufff.... mmm...."

Ishan's thumbs applied a firm, rolling pressure over her highly sensitive, rigid peaks through the fabric of her undergarment, massaging them with intense passion. His remaining fingers wrapped around her soft curves, squeezing them in a tight, possessive hold.

Priya's legs moved restlessly against the sheets on their own accord; she was finding it absolutely impossible to maintain any semblance of self-control over her awakening desires. A faint sound of fabric straining echoed through the quiet room. With a sudden, swift movement, Ishan shifted his positioning over Priya. Priya had witnessed once before how wildly uninhibited and primitive Ishan could become during physical intimacy, back when she had inadvertently seen him in a passionate encounter with Kanchan. Tonight, it was finally her turn to experience and endure that raw, primal masculine dominance.

Ishan pressed his palm against Priya's knee, spreading her legs slightly as he moved to sit astride her lower body. He pinned her midriff down firmly with one hand while lowering his lips to press deep, hungry kisses across her bare skin.

Ishan's hands continued to forcefully knead and possess the heavy softness of her chest over her undergarment, causing Priya to let out deep, ragged sighs as she arched her back completely off the mattress.

Priya: "Ufff... aahh.... ahhh... mmmm..."

Ishan: "The heavens have truly sculpted your beautiful body with the utmost care and perfection... mmmm...."

Attempting to soothe the intense, overwhelming pressure of his hands against her sensitive chest, Priya somehow managed to turn over on the mattress: "Ahhh.... ouchhh..."

Ishan instantly followed her movement, pressing fervent, lingering kisses across the smooth expanse of her bare back: "Mmmm.... Madamiii... aahhh... you are so incredibly desirable... I am completely incapable of restraining myself any longer tonight..."

Priya: "Mmmmmmm.... Ishan ji..."

While kissing his way down her smooth back, Ishan's fingers deftly unfastened the hooks of her undergarment, and Priya's full, heavy curves were instantly released from their tight constraint. Priya's heart began to thud at a frantic, dizzying pace.

Gripping Priya by her waist, Ishan lifted her torso slightly off the mattress, allowing the loosened garment to slide down and discard onto the bed on its own. Losing all remnants of restraint, Ishan immediately reached beneath her chest, capturing her bare, unconstrained softness securely within his large, powerful hands to massage them with a deep, ravenous intensity. He had been waiting for this absolute moment for an eternity.

Priya let out a sharp, trembling gasp: "Uiiii... ahhhh....."

Ishan was using his fingers to gently massage the full, heavy contours of her chest. The delicate peaks of her soft curves were a beautiful, flushed shade. He had never seen such flawless contours in his entire life. Priya's heavy warmth felt both perfectly firm and exquisitely soft beneath his touch. He used his large hands to apply a gentle, pulsing pressure over her shape.

The heat building deep within Priya was reaching its absolute peak. She suddenly recalled that vivid dream where Ishan had overwhelmed her with untamed, primitive passion. Yet up until this point, Ishan had been exercising an immense amount of self-control over his desires.

Ishan: "Ufff... your skin is incredibly fair and flawless..."

Priya closed her eyes completely, her voice a breathless whisper: "Harder... squeeze them a bit harder..."

As if waiting for her explicit command, Ishan's hand immediately tightened around her soft curves, capturing the fullness of her chest securely within his grasp. A sharp, passionate cry escaped Priya's lips.

Ishan: "Your touch is so incredibly tender... uffff... have they always been this full and voluptuous..."

Priya: "Ahh... ouchh... yes, I believe so..."

Ishan: "I want to taste you completely..."

Ishan did not wait for her formal response. He guided her flat against the mattress with a gentle touch, and moving directly over her, he lowered his lips to press deep, hungry kisses over her sensitive skin.

He began to drink from her contours with a restless, consuming intensity, exactly like the uninhibited passion Priya had envisioned in her deepest dreams.


Session 11 - Chapter 10

For a very long time, Ishan remained stretched over Priya's frame, worshiping her skin with his lips. He repeatedly captured her sensitive peaks between his lips, pulling at them with a gentle, pulsing tension before taking them fully into his mouth to savor her sweetness. It felt as though he had finally attained a forbidden treasure for which he had been yearning for an eternity.

Priya's passionate sighs echoed clearly through the quiet bedroom. She felt a wave of nervous apprehension, but Ishan had not yet unleashed his full, primitive dominance upon her.

Consumed by an intense wave of arousal, Priya ran her fingers restlessly through her hair, occasionally arching her back off the mattress in a fit of wild desire: "Mmmm... uhhhh.. mmmm... ufffff...."

Ishan: "Madam... Mmm.... I have been yearning to hold and taste your beautiful body for such a long time..."

Hearing his whispered confessions only served to heighten the intoxicating heat within Priya. She wondered how long Ishan had secretly harbored these intense desires for her. Had it been since she was living back in L**kn0w, when she belonged to someone else? Oh, heavens... back then, would she have ever surrendered her virtue to a watchman... Yet even in those days, for some inexplicable reason, she had derived a peculiar, thrilling pleasure from enticing him. Was Ishan visualizing her as another man's wife whenever he addressed her as "Madam"? The mere thought caused her sensitive peaks to tighten with intense rigidity, and despite the winter chill, a warm sweat began to break out across her skin.

Ishan leaned down to trace his tongue over her chest and midriff, sipping away every bead of warm moisture rising from her skin. He refused to let a single drop of his beautiful lady's essence go to waste.

Ishan: "Madam... has anyone ever held your body for this long... with such deliberate care? Mmmmm... I am having to exercise an immense amount of restraint over my own impulses right now..."

Priya: "Uffff... ahhh.. Ishan ji... please, I beg of you, stop calling me Madam... it makes me feel incredibly overwhelmed right now..."

Ishan continued to worship her soft curves with an unquenchable thirst: "Mmmm... tell me... I derive an immense pleasure from speaking of our desires while making love.... and you are simply laying there in absolute silence... it will not be nearly as thrilling this way..."

Priya: "Ufff... ahhh.... I do not want to think about any other soul in this world besides you..."

Ishan: "Do not worry... after tonight, you will never be capable of thinking about anyone else ever again... mmmm...."

Ishan pulled her soft curves against his lips once more with a sudden, powerful intensity.

Priya: "Mmmmm..... uuuuuu....."

Ishan: "I have known many women in my past life... but tonight, I consider myself the most fortunate man in this entire universe to have won you... mmmm..."

Priya only possessed knowledge regarding Kanchan and Seema, and she had no idea how many other passionate encounters Ishan had experienced in his past. She secretly wished she had questioned him about it earlier. After all, she too had known the touch of three men in her life, and had shared intimate connections before. She was no untouched saint herself. Oh, heavens... for some unknown reason, those past memories flickered across her mind for a fleeting second. She had practically forgotten the overwhelming, powerful physical reality of Ishan's masculine frame.

Priya: "Ahhh.... who were they... those women... mmm...."

Ishan: "Lonely souls.... women who were bound to indifferent, inadequate partners... some of them even resided within your very own building... but believe me truly... aahhh... I never experienced this profound, intoxicating connection... aahhh... with any of them... the way I feel with you... tonight... Madam...."

Priya: "Ahhh... please... call me Priya... and why must you compare me to them... ahhh... am I not your... wedded wife..."

Ishan: "Yes... please forgive me... I am a simple, unrefined man... no one could ever stand as your equal... I frequently lose myself and forget that... ahhh... you are truly my wife... Priya..."

Hearing her own name escape his lips in that deep, husky tone sent an immediate, pulsing throb straight through Priya's center, and her cheeks flushed a deep crimson with intense bashfulness. She spoke in a low, tender murmur: "Do not address me so formally... speak to me with intimacy... mmmm..... I am much younger than you in age after all..."

Ishan: "Madam... Priya..... very well... mmm.... whatever you... whatever you desire... are you fully prepared... I can no longer restrain my impulses... my rigid hardness is aching with intense pressure..."

Priya nodded her head with a wave of nervous anticipation. The definitive moment she both craved and feared was finally upon them. Ishan rose from above her and swiftly discarded his lower garments. Seeing the raw, fully erect and powerful length of his masculine hardness fully exposed, Priya felt completely faint with shock.

She remembered that Ishan possessed a highly imposing masculine form, but seeing its massive size, thick definition, and intimidating presence up close left her entirely breathless. The prominent veins along his rigid length were tightly strained with arousal. As Ishan stroked his hardness, it throbbed with a powerful, restless twitch.

Priya closed her eyes tightly in fear: "Uuuiiii... it is far too large... no, please....."

A gentle, confident smile graced Ishan's features: "It is powerful... and that is precisely why it will bring you complete, unmatched fulfillment... but you must not harbor any fear... everything will slide into place beautifully... there will be a brief moment of intense pressure initially... but after that, it will be pure, unadulterated pleasure..."

Priya was thoroughly overwhelmed with nervousness; she opened her eyes slightly to look down at his rigid core once more: "No, no... please cover yourself... let us leave the rest of this for some other day..."

Sitting down right beside Priya, Ishan traced his hand gently over her cheek to soothe her anxiety: "Do not be afraid... I told you before... I possess an immense amount of experience... I will guide everything with the utmost gentleness... we have advanced far too deep into this passion... please do not ask me to pull back now..."

Priya's heart was hammering frantically against her ribs; Ishan sat before her on his knees in complete, raw vulnerability. His massive, rigid hardness hovered directly above her center. Gripped by a sudden wave of apprehension, Priya shook her head in refusal, wondering how her delicate frame would ever endure his full physical power.

Tracing his fingers through her hair, Ishan coaxed her with a deep, affectionate tenderness: "But this is exactly what you yearned for as well, isn't it... for us to become one completely tonight... do not harbor any fear now... "

The sheer apprehension in Priya's eyes did not fade entirely, but she somehow managed to nod her head in surrender. Deep down, she too desired nothing more than for the two of them to belong to one another completely tonight.

Ishan gently stroked her exceptionally soft cheeks once more. He then positioned his knees on either side of her thighs, spreading her legs slightly as he settled astride her lower body. Priya was completely bare from the waist up, and she instinctively placed her hands over her lower garment, as if making a faint, protective gesture to delay him from uncovering her completely.

Ishan gently took hold of her wrists, and with a single, swift and authoritative movement, he slid her lower garments completely down her legs, discarding them. Priya was left entirely stunned and open-mouthed; she didn't even receive a single moment to react to his speed.

Beholding the absolute, flawless beauty of her exposed center caused Ishan's masculine hardness to throb with an even more rigid intensity, and his eyes widened in sheer awe. It felt as though an ethereal beauty from the heavens had been bestowed upon him.

The fair, flawless expanse of Priya's lower body and her delicate, soft contours were now completely exposed to Ishan's gaze. The fine, soft detail at her center appeared in a delicate shade, matching the rest of her velvety, unblemished skin perfectly. Combined with her porcelain complexion and smooth, shapely thighs, her hidden depths appeared extraordinarily beautiful. There was not a single mark or blemish upon her flawless skin.

Priya brought her thighs close together, making an instinctive attempt to shield the entrance of her sensitive center. The powerful key that Ishan possessed seemed as though it would completely overwhelm her delicate threshold. She lowered her hand down, trying frantically to cover her intimate form from his burning gaze.

But Ishan quickly slid his fingers against her delicate lower contours, beginning to apply a gentle, pulsing friction. Priya trembled intensely at the sudden contact and reached down, trying to catch his fingers to slow him down.

For a man like Ishan, it was hardly the first time a woman had grown thoroughly intimidated upon beholding the immense, rigid reality of his masculinity. And his beautiful lady... she was so incredibly sweet, so profoundly innocent. Only he knew the sheer force of willpower required to restrain the raw, primitive desires burning inside his soul right now. But having advanced this far into their shared passion, he was utterly incapable of drawing back, nor did he harbor any desire to do so. Priya was his lawfully wedded wife, and tonight, he was fully resolved to claim his absolute marital right.

Ishan grit his teeth firmly, and continuing to massage the sensitive area just beneath her soft contours, he gently shifted his touch across her skin: "Even your finest features down here are so incredibly soft and delicate..."

Priya let out a sharp, trembling moan of overwhelmed sensation: "Ahhhhh.... no, no... please be gentle... do not apply such sudden pressure... ufff..."

Gazing deeply into Priya's eyes, Ishan murmured: "In all honesty... I never imagined that a woman's secret depths could feel so exceptionally perfect and pristine..."

Ishan continued to apply a rhythmic, tracing friction with his fingers across her sensitive center, though the pristine snugness of her form caught against his touch, creating a tight, highly charged resistance.

Priya found herself utterly incapable of meeting Ishan's intense gaze from sheer bashfulness: "Siiiii... ayiiii... I simply didn't have the opportunity to properly prepare myself..."

Ishan: "No, no... there is absolutely no need to change a single thing... this is looking incredibly spectacular just as it is..."

Ishan lowered his face down, pressing a soft, lingering kiss directly against her sensitive lower belly.

Priya let out a sharp gasp, arching her hips slightly off the mattress: "Ahhh... please do not touch me directly there... it sends such an incredibly overwhelming sensation through me..."

Ishan slid his entire hand firmly beneath her lower curves, applying a widening pressure to one side to gently open her form further. A sharp cry of raw sensation escaped Priya's lips. Yet, for some inexplicable reason, even this intense pressure carried a deeply thrilling sweetness within it.

Ishan: "I am merely preparing your delicate threshold, ensuring your body can comfortably receive the full, rigid depth of my hardness..."

Moving his frame forward, Ishan slid his large hand beneath her lower back, lifting her hips slightly off the mattress. Her exceptionally slender, delicate waist was effortlessly cradled within his massive grip. Priya's face was now positioned directly beneath his. He captured her lips once more in a deep, forceful kiss before trailing his mouth down along her throat, moving lower to passionately taste her voluptuous curves and midriff. At this stage, he was completely incapable of exercising any further control over his burning desires.

Pressing his mouth firmly against Priya's stomach, Ishan began to apply a deep, swirling friction with his lips around her navel. Beneath them, his rigid masculine hardness was hovering directly against the threshold of her center, its thick tip brushing rhythmically against her external contours with a slow, agonizingly charged friction. Priya was twisting restlessly beneath his weight, and entirely driven by instinct, her body began to move upward in a rhythmic alignment, silently seeking to draw the powerful length of Ishan's hardness directly into her deep, aching center.

Beholding this subtle surrender, a brilliant flame of triumph ignited within Ishan's eyes; his beautiful lady was now thoroughly prepared to receive his masculinity, her body having been driven to an absolute peak of arousal by his touch. Ishan gently settled his palms against Priya's thighs, applying a firm pressure to spread her legs further apart. Finally, the absolute, unblemished beauty of her hidden depths lay entirely revealed to his burning gaze. Her innermost center appeared incredibly fair, flushed with a delicate pink hue, looking entirely pristine, as though no one had ever truly awakened its deepest secrets before. What sort of inadequate, passionless partners had his lady been bound to in the past, who failed to ever truly fulfill her exquisite depth, Ishan thought to himself with a surge of possessive intensity.

Priya was trembling from head to toe, her hands shaking uncontrollably as she murmured: "Ishan ji... please, listen to me for a moment..."

Ishan: "Yes... speak your mind... mmm... beholding you like this makes me feel as though I have been blessed with a pristine, untouched bride... as if your body has never truly experienced the full, uninhibited power of a man's passion before..."

Breathing heavily, Priya managed to whisper: "No... no... ahhh... you know the truth... when we were married, the traditional matriarchs applied those specialized herbal treatments to my skin... which has caused my center to become incredibly tight and constricted..."

Ishan: "Yes... that is the age-old tradition of our land... making love to an incredibly snug, constricted center brings an unmatched, intense pleasure to a man... "

Priya spoke with deep hesitation, her voice a breathless quiver: "But your... powerful hardness... it will open my body with such overwhelming force..."

Hearing these bold words escape Priya's lips filled Ishan with an even deeper surge of arousal; his lady was finally giving voice to her inner desires: "Do not worry in the slightest, even if the tightness eases, I will gladly request Bhabhi to procure those specialized herbs for you once more... for now, simply prepare yourself to receive me..."

Priya reached her hands forward, attempting to grip Ishan's wrists. Oh, heavens... had she lost her mind to have provoked Ishan's masculine instincts to such an untamed degree? Now, her delicate frame would have no choice but to endure the full, heavy magnitude of his rigid hardness. Oh, heavens... she felt as though she might dissolve completely under his power.

Ishan took hold of Priya's slender legs with his large hands, raising them upward into the air to open her threshold completely: "Do not harbor any anxiety... everything will slide into place perfectly... just remain perfectly still... if you writhe too suddenly, the intense friction might cause a sharp sting down below..."

Priya's bare chest was heaving up and down rapidly, and she clenched her teeth tightly together. She began to shake her head from side to side in a wave of mounting apprehension.

Holding her lower body securely, Ishan pulled her hips closer toward him, resting the thick, heavy length of his rigid hardness directly flat against her abdomen.

His manhood was so extraordinarily thick and long that its imposing length reached almost to the underside of her chest. The heavy, prominent crown of his hardness was positioned right before Priya's eyes. Overwhelmed by its intimidating presence, Priya instinctively turned her head away, burying her face into the mattress.

Ishan widened his stance, using his knees to spread her thighs even further apart. He knew that by securing this specific angle, he would be able to drive his masculine hardness to the absolute maximum depth within her body. Beholding Priya's trembling features and parting lips, an uninhibited impulse flared within him to claim her mouth deeply, but he restrained himself; tonight, his primary objective was to firmly establish his absolute possession over his lady's center.

Priya pressed her palms firmly against Ishan's broad chest: "Ishan ji... your hardness is far too large... please... apply something over it first... some oil... or vaseline..."

Ishan coated his palms generously with natural moisture, rubbing it smoothly along the entire length of his rigid hardness to slick the surface: "Look here... it is perfectly smooth and lubricated now... it will slide inside easily... just focus on remaining calm and do not panic..."




Session 11 - Chapter 11

Beholding the sheer, monumental proportions of his manhood, it was impossible for any soul not to feel thoroughly intimidated. Priya's composure was fracturing rapidly; everything that was about to unfold was completely beyond her control now. After all, she was the one who had been consumed by a desperate obsession to make Ishan her own tonight. For some inexplicable reason, her own body was fully aligning with her desires at this moment, and she could clearly feel a warm, slick moisture beginning to coat her inner depths. Oh, heavens...

Ishan began to rub the rigid length of his hardness up and down against her abdomen and navel; Priya could clearly feel exactly how unyielding and stone-hard his manhood was at this moment. Her anxious, wide eyes remained locked onto Ishan's features. Gracing her with a reassuring smile, Ishan took her hand and placed her fingers directly around the thick girth of his rigid hardness, keeping his own palm securely wrapped over hers.

The moment her hand closed around his rigid length, a powerful jolt of pure electricity surged directly through Priya's entire body. It was so incredibly thick, so intensely unyielding, and she could feel a deep, resonant tremor pulsating inside his hardness. Priya placed her other trembling hand firmly over Ishan's muscular thigh, desperately needing to grip onto something solid to steady herself during this intense anticipation.

Understanding the sheer restlessness of her state, Ishan murmured softly: "It would be unfair to make you wait a single moment longer..."

Ishan shifted his weight slightly lower, positioning the heavy tip of his rigid hardness directly against the tightly sealed entrance of her center, beginning to glide the crown back and forth against her external contours with a slow, teasing friction.

Anticipating the overwhelming wave of pressure that was about to arrive, Priya squeezed her eyes shut tightly: "Uuuuuuuu..... mmmm......"

Ishan let out a soft, amused chuckle: "I haven't even begun to slide inside your body yet... "

Priya kept her eyes firmly closed; she simply could not bear to witness the imposing length of his manhood entering her body. Driven by fear and intense stimulation, she gripped her own thighs tightly, drawing her knees higher up toward her chest.

As she arched her body in that manner, the flawless, fair contours of her lower body lay completely exposed to Ishan's gaze. He traced his large, dark hands smoothly over her pale skin: "Your curves are extraordinarily fair... mmmm... and so incredibly soft..."

Priya: "Mmmmm… ahhh… Ishan ji..."

Ishan: "Let me fulfill your deep center first... then we shall explore the rest of your beautiful body..."

Ishan rubbed the slick crown of his hardness firmly against her intimate threshold, causing the outer layers of her center to part slightly. He could clearly feel the smooth, abundant moisture coating her depths now.

The definitive moment had finally arrived to drive his masculine hardness inside Priya's body. Securing his leverage, Ishan gripped her legs firmly and delivered a deliberate, powerful thrust forward. Her center was extraordinarily tight and constricted, and his rigid length met a solid wall of resistance, refusing to slide inward easily. Guiding his manhood with his hand, Ishan concentrated his full physical power, forcing the massive crown of his hardness directly past the outer threshold of her center.

Priya screamed out at the sudden, overwhelming sting of the penetration, her eyes flying wide open in pure shock: "Uiiiiiiii maaaa….. fffffff…. Ahhhhhhhhh…"

His hardness had only penetrated a fraction of an inch into her body, yet the sheer magnitude of his massive crown was already more than her delicate frame could handle. She began to writhe and thrash restlessly against the mattress in intense discomfort.

Ishan could clearly feel the crushing, Vice-like grip of Priya's incredibly snug center compressing his manhood. He realized he would have to apply a far greater, more authoritative surge of physical force to drive his length fully inside her. Due to her sudden twisting, his rigid hardness slipped completely out of her center.

Frustrated by the sudden interruption of his momentum, a flash of dominant intensity appeared across Ishan's features: "Ahhhhh…… I explicitly instructed you not to thrash around so much… I will have to apply a more powerful, forceful drive now..."

Ishan secured an unyielding grip on Priya's legs, and aligning his rigid hardness once more, he delivered a sharper, more powerful thrust forward into her depths. His manhood forced its way a bit deeper into her center this time, but it was still far from achieving full penetration.

Priya shrieked at the top of her lungs from the intense, stretching pressure: "Agghhhh… ahhhhhh…. Ishan ji, pull it out right now! It is far too large, it will never fit inside me… uffffff…"

Ishan: "It will fit… just stop thrashing your body against me… it will go inside… it will slide all the way to the hilt..."

Priya's features contorted from the overwhelming intensity of the sensation, and reaching up, she tightly gripped her own chest, squeezing herself in an attempt to endure the pressure.

A fierce, possessive thought flashed through Ishan's mind; he realized he should have taken far more time to fully prepare her body and ensure her depths were completely slicked before attempting this. But no... this was his beautiful lady, and he had to maintain absolute control over the primitive, primitive animal awakening within his soul.

Ishan withdrew his masculine hardness once more and drove it firmly back into Priya's deep center, forcing his length a fraction deeper with every single movement.

With each overwhelming wave of sensation, Priya's fingernails dug deeply into Ishan's shoulders, her entire frame quivering intensely under his weight. Priya : "Uhh hhuuuhh... mmm... hhh... mmmm... ahhhh.. ufff...."

Ishan : "Madam.... Priya.... mmmm.... your center is incredibly magnificent... hhhh... I have never encountered a threshold this beautifully snug and constricted... ahhh..."

Priya : "Ishan... Ishan ji.... no... please pull back... I am completely incapable of enduring this intense pressure... ahh...."

Ishan : "I will establish a swift, steady rhythm within you... it will ease the snugness of your threshold... and bring you unmatched pleasure..."

Priya : "I am feeling so incredibly overwhelmed.... ahhh..."

Ishan leaned further over Priya's delicate frame, capturing her hands securely within his own large palms. He began to drive his unyielding hardness in and out of her center with deliberate, deep movements.

Priya : "Ahhhh.... ayyyiiii... noooo... uuuhhh..."

Ishan : "I am going to accelerate our pace now... it will heighten the intoxication... uhhhh...."

Ishan accelerated his speed abruptly, delivering deep, powerful thrusts into her center. He leaned low, gripping her shoulders firmly to secure her position against the mattress. Priya was trembling intensely, breathless cries escaping her lips as her palms slapped against the sheets from the sheer intensity. She had never experienced physical intimacy with such raw, primitive force in her entire life. In a matter of moments, Ishan had completely unleashed his hidden intensity.

Priya's eyes rolled back slightly from the overwhelming peak of sensation.

Priya : "Isn.... Ishannn.. jjeee... ahhhh... uuuuhhhhh.... "

The final remnants of Ishan's restraint shattered completely. Ishan : "Priya...... my life... ahhh... ahhh.... your beautiful center.... ahhhhh....."

Priya shifted restlessly, making a faint attempt to ease the sheer weight of his dominance, but Ishan was now fully surrendered to his rhythm, driving into her with maximum velocity. His unyielding hardness filled her completely, echoing deep within her core. The quiet bedroom was filled with the sound of her breathless gasps and the rhythmic, passionate collision of their bodies.

Priya instinctively wrapped her slender legs around Ishan's back. Harnessing his immense masculine strength, Ishan kept his hardness anchored deep within her center as he lifted her lower back off the mattress.

With every deep movement, Priya's center opened up further, and a sudden, thrilling wave of pleasure began to wash over her apprehension. Gradually, her breathless cries of discomfort dissolved into an ecstatic, orgasmic release. Priya : "Ahhhh... ahhh... ahhhh.... ahhhh.... ahhh...."

Hearing the shift in her voice, Ishan's rhythm grew even more untamed and ravenous. His beautiful lady was now willingly surrendering to the full magnitude of his passion.

Both of their bodies were completely glistening with warm perspiration. Ishan had never had to apply such immense effort to completely claim a woman's center before. Tonight, he was fully resolved to thoroughly satisfy every hidden depth of her body. Moderating his pace slightly, he raised his torso over her.

Ishan : "Madam... Priyaa... ahhh ... ahhh... I need to hold your hair to secure my leverage..."

Priya : "Ahhh... whatever you desire... do exactly as you wish... uuuuhhhh..."

Ishan reached forward, gathering a soft handful of her silken tresses securely within his grasp, and drove his unyielding hardness straight back into her center. To assist his deep movements, Priya slipped her hands beneath her lower curves, raising her legs high into the air to open her threshold completely for him. Oh, heavens... she had never been claimed with such consuming, fierce passion before.

Ishan showed absolutely no signs of exhaustion, continuing to drive into Priya with powerful intensity. He closely observed the changing expressions on her face, alternating his pace from deep, deliberate strokes to rapid, passionate thrusts.

Ishan : "Ahhhh.... Uhhhh.... heavens.... ahhh... this magnificent center... aahhh..."

Priya : "Mmmmm... aahhh... uuuuu... noo...."

By this point, Priya's delicate threshold had fully accommodated the thick girth of Ishan's hardness; perhaps this raw, powerful fulfillment was exactly what her body had been yearning for all along.

With every deep impact, Priya's eyes closed in sheer ecstasy. The moment Ishan withdrew his unyielding hardness from her center, she immediately rolled over onto her stomach, completely spent and unable to endure the direct friction any longer.

But Ishan was far from finished. He stretched his heavy frame directly over her back, reaching his large hands beneath her chest to forcefully knead and possess the voluptuous fullness of her curves. His rigid, pulsing hardness friction-ed heavily against her lower curves from behind.

Ishan : "Ahhhh.... uhhh... you are thoroughly enjoying this, aren't you... have you ever experienced such unmatched fulfillment in your life before.... aahh..."

Priya was panting heavily into the pillow. Priya : "Ufff.. ufff.. please wait.. ahhh.. aahhh... Iqbaaaal... ahhh..."

The primal passion within Ishan had taken over completely upon hearing her address him so intimately. Ishan : "From Ishan ji straight to Ishan... heavens..."

Placing his hands firmly around her waist, he elevated her hips slightly and drove his unyielding hardness straight back into her center from behind. From this angle, the full, voluptuous beauty of her lower curves lay completely revealed, driving his arousal to an absolute peak. This breathtaking woman belonged entirely to him now.

This specific positioning allowed his manhood to penetrate to its absolute maximum depth, and Priya could feel the unyielding tip of his hardness impacting the absolute deepest depths of her core. Priya : "Uuuuhhhh... uhhh.. oh heavens.... aaaahhh... please, a bit slower..."

Ishan gently turned her face toward him. Ishan : "There is no thrill in slowing down now... ahhh... mmmmm...."

Ishan resumed his powerful, rhythmic drive from behind. Priya's head thrown back, she suddenly felt an intense, overflowing wave of release surging from deep within her center. The passion she had suppressed for so many months was finally bursting forth. Her sweet, cascading release coated his hardness, tracing down her thighs and lower curves.

Priya was completely exhausted, yet Ishan showed no intention of drawing to a close. He maintained his firm hold on her silken tresses. Though she collapsed weakly against the mattress from fatigue, Ishan parted her legs widely from behind and drove his unyielding hardness straight back into her deep center.

Priya : "Ufff... what possesses your strength tonight... ahhh... uuuuuu..... please... ahh..."

Ishan : "You are exhausted already... I am capable of maintaining this passion for hours... though in all honesty, your incredible tightness has thoroughly tested my endurance tonight... aahhhh...."

Priya : "Uuuhhh.... Ishan ji..... ahhh..."

Ishan : "Priya... my life... my hardness has been yearning for your touch for so long.... ahhhh... tonight is just the beginning of our complete intimacy..."

Priya : "Uuuhhhh... no, no.... not tonight... uhhh I will completely dissolve from exhaustion... uhhh... oh heavens..."

Ishan : "I will not let you pull back... there is still so much passion left to share... uhhhh.... heavens...."

Priya : "Ufffff.. fuckkkk... aahhh..."

Ishan had lost all remnants of his composure upon hearing her speak. Ishan : "Utter those passionate words to me again.... it excites me incredibly.... "

Priya cried out as another wave of intense friction rippled through her. Priya : "Fuckkkkk... ahhh.... bastard.... "

Ishan : "Uhhhh.... I am a thousand times better than that inadequate first husband of yours, am I not? And what about that worthless lover of yours? Tell me... I fulfill your body far more intensely than he ever could, don't I..."

For some inexplicable reason, Ishan's raw, unfiltered words only served to further ignite the burning fire inside Priya's soul, heightening her pleasure to an absolute peak as he claimed her body.

Priya : "Uuuhhhh.... no one could ever compare to you.... drive... drive into me harder... ahhh... ahhh...."

Hearing her passionate validation filled Ishan with a renewed surge of energy. He took hold of Priya's legs from beneath, lifting them slightly into the air to elevate her hips completely. Supporting her upper body with her forearms against the mattress, Priya braced herself to endure the full momentum of his thrusts.

Ishan : "Priya.... Priya.... can you feel the full weight of my masculinity pressing against your lower curves..."

Priya : "Ahhhh.... yes... uhhhh..."

Ishan continued to claim her center with unyielding, relentless passion. Priya had already experienced a breathless release twice by now, yet Ishan had not yet reached his own peak.

Overcome by sheer physical exhaustion, Priya's eyes began to heavy with sleep. Ishan finally released his hold on her legs, allowing her to rest flat against the mattress for a fleeting moment. But a second later, he lifted her up by her midriff, guiding her onto her hands and knees. He positioned himself semi-upright on the mattress behind her, fully resolved to claim her from this primal angle.

Priya's intimate contours were completely flushed and sensitive from the intense friction. Priya : "Ishan ji.. please... I am completely incapable of enduring any more..."

Ishan : "Just a little while longer... ahhhh.... the true pleasure has only just begun..."

Grasping her firmly by the stomach, Ishan lifted her torso slightly off the bed. Priya was forced to brace her weight on her palms. Ishan gently secured her by the nape of her neck with one hand, and aligning his unyielding hardness directly against the entrance of her snug center from behind, he began to drive into her with rapid, powerful thrusts.

Ishan : "Ahhhh ..... ahhh... ahh.... you made me wait an eternity for this moment...."

Priya : "Ahhh... axhh... ahhh... ahhh..... uhhh..."

As the intense rhythm consumed her, Priya thought to herself that this was the absolute epitome of physical fulfillment. Ufff... tonight she finally understood why Kanchan used to mention that Ishan possessed an absolutely untamed, overwhelming power when making love.

In this singular, breathless moment, the memories of her past flashed vividly across her mind. A sudden name resurfaced in her consciousness, reigniting a cold flame of resentment within her heart—the exact individual responsible for setting off the chain of events that had ultimately brought her to this specific point in her life... Khushi. It had been months since she had last thought of her, and how could she not? Khushi was, after all, the true catalyst behind her current destiny.

But Priya had absolutely no inkling that while she was reflecting upon Khushi with deep resentment, someone residing thousands of miles across the ocean was reflecting upon her with the exact same intense animosity.
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This chapter marks a major turning point in Priya and Ishan's relationship. How do you think Priya's sudden recollection of Khushi will affect her mindset moving forward, and what do you think is brewing across the ocean?
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Rest of the story in Next Part
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