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A Wife for One, A Desire for Many : Unwilling Wife (9th Edition)


Session 9 - Chapter 1

When Priya finally reached Ayesha's room that night, she was utterly exhausted, both mentally and physically. She hadn't felt this drained even during her first wedding. The moment she collapsed onto the bed, her eyes began to close, and the events of the day started replaying before her eyes.

During the day, she had been made to sit over that steaming pot for nearly an hour. The rising vapor from the earthen pot had left her completely drenched underneath. Priya had sat there squirming in discomfort, her inner thighs damp from the moisture, feeling a strange, intense sensation in her core. Zoya hadn't been lying; after a while, it felt as though the warmth itself was intimately caressing her center, stirring an overwhelming wave of arousal. If there hadn't been so many women gathered around, Priya might have been driven to touch herself to find relief.

As Priya sat there trying to compose herself, one of the women spoke up, "Didi… do we need to completely clear the hair from her intimate area as well?"

Sitting among them, Priya was now beginning to understand their talk. They were discussing grooming her lower body without an ounce of hesitation.

The woman added, "I can clear it in two minutes with this razor…"

Khala (Aunt) sat there, covering her mouth with her hand, "What can I say… ask Nadia sister-in-law… whatever she decides…"

Nadia replied, "No, no… there is no need for all that…"

The woman argued, "Men prefer it when everything is perfectly smooth and bare down there…"

Nadia countered, "That is a matter of personal preference… Some prefer it natural. Besides, if you shave it off, how are you going to grow it back in a single night?"

The woman teased, "Fine then, why don't we just ask Ishan what he prefers?"

Nadia joked back with her, "Yes, go ahead, be shameless and ask him directly… and while you're at it, offer yourself to him too."

Hearing this, the woman’s cheeks flushed crimson with embarrassment, "I was just… just asking…"

Khala (Aunt) intervened, "Alright, that’s enough… leave it. If the work here is done, shall we head home? There is still a lot left to do there."

Nadia agreed, "Yes, sister… we will head out, and Zoya will bring her along."

Khala (Aunt), Nadia, and the rest of the women left for the house, leaving only Zoya and Priya behind. Zoya then moved the earthen pot away from between Priya's legs.

Zoya said, "Aunt… I will wait outside. Please get dressed and come along."

Priya looked at Zoya, who was an exact replica of her mother. She shared the same nose, lips, and stature, though she was currently a bit slenderer than Nadia. Zoya was beautiful, but among the three of them, Ayesha was undoubtedly the fairest and most stunning. It was hard to tell whose features she had inherited. Zoya was around her own age, and hearing her say 'Aunt' made Priya feel incredibly uneasy and unsettled. If she didn't do something soon, she would be married to Ishan tomorrow. Just the thought of it filled her with profound dread.

Priya gently touched her center. After an hour of the warm steam treatment, her passage felt tighter, and her external softness felt incredibly tender and sensitive. But now was not the time to dwell on such things. Priya quickly put on her clothes and stepped outside.

Zoya guided her back toward their house. The house was nearby, just four or five doors down. At that moment, many people were bustling in and out of the entrance. Caterers were carrying heavy large cauldrons and supplies up to the terrace, flowers and decorative string lights were being hung everywhere, and several women were gathered in the main living area.

Seeing Priya arrive, Khala (Aunt) called out, "Sufeena… come, daughter… come get your henna applied."

As soon as Priya approached, Khala (Aunt) gave her no time to rest and had her sit straight down on the floor mat, instructing a henna artist to begin working on her hands and feet. The artist delicately traced intricate patterns across Priya's palms, the backs of her hands, her wrists, and her feet. Had this been a joyful occasion, Priya might have truly appreciated the beautiful artistry. But right now, everything only added to her overwhelming anxiety.

Once the henna was applied, Zoya settled her into Ayesha’s room so she could sit quietly and let it dry. From outside, a chorus of voices drifted in—the playful bickering between Ayesha and Zoya, Khala (Aunt) authoritatively managing everyone, Nadia's voice, and various others. After a while, the chatter subsided as everyone seemingly moved toward the kitchen area.

Just then, Ishan walked into the room carrying a large platter filled with laddoos. Seeing Priya there, he froze instantly and lowered his gaze.

Priya knew this was her only chance to find out about Vijay. In a hushed but desperate voice, she asked, "Ishan'… did you manage to speak with Vijay?"

Ishan replied, "No, madam… I tried calling him, but his phone was switched off."

Priya pleaded, "Please try again… our wedding is tomorrow. I have to get out of here, no matter what."

Ishan spoke with a hint of frustration, "Madam, I have tried several times since morning, but it seems he has turned his phone off..."

Priya glared at Ishan and said with a touch of anger, "It is quite obvious how hard you are trying..."

Ishan replied, "I don't understand, madam… what are you trying to say?"

Priya countered, "You are walking around with wedding sweets… your heart must be bursting with joy, right? Knowing that you are about to marry me..."

Ishan immediately shook his head in denial, "Madam, why would you say such a thing? I could never even think like that."

Priya's voice grew harsher and sharper, "Stop it, just drop the act… I understand everything completely. Since this morning, all I have been hearing from the women is about you… about what you will do with me after the wedding..."

Ishan managed to keep his temper in check with great effort, "Madam, no matter what the women say… you know that my intentions are completely pure."

Priya challenged, "Fine, if your intentions are so pure, then you should be the one to refuse this wedding."

Ishan's face began to tremble with rage, and he slammed the platter of sweets onto the floor, "Madam, you have said more than enough. I have been running around for days just for your sake… and I repeatedly told you not to come here. But you didn't listen to a single word of mine."

For the first time, Priya saw Ishan this angry, but her own temper had not subsided either, "I have no idea how I got trapped here… how could I have known all this would happen? I am a married woman."

Ishan cut her off mid-sentence, "It would be better if you didn't force me to speak the truth. If you are married, then who exactly is Mr. Vijay to you? He is certainly not your husband… what is your relationship with him? And what were you doing there at the J@m@ Ma&j!d?"

Priya was left utterly stunned by his words. Ishan had never spoken to her in such a manner before.

Ishan continued, "In fact, after what you did there at the J@m@ Ma&j!d, it doesn't even feel like you are anyone's wife. Anyway, if you want to tell everyone the whole truth, you can go ahead and do it yourself, but do not drag me into the middle of this."

Ishan walked away in anger. Priya was left sitting there, completely paralyzed. She couldn't understand what to do. By provoking Ishan, she had likely lost her very last support.

Throughout the rest of the day, as the pre-wedding music rituals continued, Priya participated with a somber and dejected face. Once or twice, when Ayesha and Zoya questioned her, she forced a fake smile onto her face. By nightfall, she was finally lying on the bed in the room. The room was packed to capacity; some women slept beside her on the bed, while others laid out mattresses on the floor.

In the dark of the night, no one could see or hear her tears and silent tears.

As soon as morning arrived, chaos ensued in the house once again, and people quickly began bathing and getting ready. Nadia had kept her heavy lehenga and jewelry inside the closet in Ayesha's room. Priya was still deeply upset about the previous day's argument as she stepped out after her bath.

She had just reached the room with a towel wrapped around her head when she saw Ayesha sitting on the bed, beaming with excitement.

Ayesha greeted, "Aunt… good morning…"

Priya smiled back and said, "Good morning…"

Ayesha waved a folded piece of paper in her hand, "I have something for you…"

Priya replied, "What is it… please don't start talking about studies first thing this morning."

Ayesha teased, "No… Uncle has given me a secret mission… to deliver this letter to you."

Priya reached her hand out, attempting to take the paper from her, "Hand it over then…"

Ayesha pulled her hand back, "No… first tell me, if I give this to you… what will I get in return?"

Priya asked, "What do you want?"

Ayesha pondered, "Hmmm… nothing comes to mind right now… but you owe me one."

Priya urged, "Alright, fine… now let me see it."

Ayesha giggled, "Oh my… look how impatient you are getting… it must surely be a love letter from Uncle."

Priya looked at her with a frown, "You seem to know an awful lot about these things… just give it to me now."

Ayesha held the letter out, and Priya swiftly snatched it from between her fingers. She unfolded the letter and began to read:


“Madam, I am deeply ashamed of whatever escaped my lips yesterday. I should absolutely not have spoken to you in that manner. Perhaps at that moment, I lost control over my emotions… but it was never my intention to cause you pain. Please forgive me.

I can understand the dilemma you are going through. I can see the pain in your heart with my own eyes, and I sincerely wish from the bottom of my heart that I could lessen your suffering. You are not just my responsibility, madam… you have become a part of my prayers.

Rest assured, you will be completely safe with me. And even if you choose to reveal the truth to everyone tomorrow, I will still stand right by your side. The whole world may turn against me, but I will never turn against you”.


Session 9 - Chapter 2

Ishan and Priya read the letter once, and then a second time. She had no idea that Ishan could express his feelings so beautifully. She was still trying to process the meaning behind his words when she remembered that Ayesha was sitting right in front of her.

Folding the letter tightly in her hand, Priya asked Ayesha, "You didn't read this, did you?"

Ayesha replied innocently, "No… Uncle told me to give it directly to you… but why don't you read it out to me? It must have something very romantic written in it."

A wide smile appeared on Priya's face—not a forced smile, but a genuine, shy grin, "No… it's nothing like that… you are not as innocent as you look."

Ayesha laughed out loud, "Well, now that I will be living with you, you will get to know me completely."

Priya said, "Alright, now go, I need to get ready… you should get ready too."

Ayesha agreed, "Alright…"

Ayesha stepped out of the room, and Priya bolted the door from inside, hiding the letter away inside Ayesha's closet. She didn't know why, but after reading that letter, she suddenly felt a desire to get ready for this wedding. She began putting on the heavy lehenga. The outfit was a delicate blend of pink and red. Slipping the lehenga over herself, Priya looked at her reflection in the mirror. Even though it belonged to Nadia and was old, it still looked quite modern, and now it fit her perfectly.

Just then, a knock sounded at the door, and Priya went to open it. Nadia was standing outside, and she was left absolutely spellbound looking at Priya.

Nadia : Mashallah… you look utterly breathtaking in this.

Blushing, Priya lowered her gaze.

Nadia : Come, let me adjust it for you… and help you put on the rest of the jewelry and accessories.

Zoya and Ayesha rushed into the room as well, and the three of them—mother and daughters—worked together to get Priya ready, applying makeup to her cheeks and adorning her with jewelry.

Nadia : Here, Sufeena (Priya)… wear this nose ring as well.

Priya : My nose isn't pierced.

Nadia : Don't worry… this one has a clip. It will stay in place. It is a mandatory custom for us to wear this.

Nadia carefully put the nose ring on her, and Priya looked at her reflection in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed a deep pink, and her eyes were dark with kohl. She could barely recognize herself.

Ayesha : Aunt… you look absolutely magnificent. Uncle won't be able to take his eyes off you.

Zoya : Not just take his eyes off her… he might lose all control completely.

Ayesha : What do you mean by that?

Zoya : Nothing… you are still too young, you wouldn't understand.

Nadia : Oh come on, you two go and get ready quickly as well. It's almost twelve o'clock, and the priest must be arriving soon. I have already laid out your outfits in my room.

Ayesha : Yes, Mother.

Ayesha and Zoya ran off, leaving only Nadia and Priya alone in the room.

Nadia : Priya… you look beautiful. Did something happen yesterday? Your face looked so crestfallen. May the Almighty grant you endless happiness ahead.

Priya : No, it was nothing… I was just exhausted.

Nadia : I know our customs must feel a bit strange to you, but well, the wedding will be official today. Just follow along with whatever people tell you to do during the ceremony. I have spoken to my father, and he will perform the duties of your father during the rituals.

Priya nodded in agreement and lowered her gaze as she looked at herself in the mirror.

Nadia gently kissed her forehead.

Nadia : May the Almighty bless you with immense happiness after this marriage.

Hearing about the impending marriage sent a fresh wave of panic rushing through Priya's mind. Just then, Aunt's voice called out from outside.

Khala (Aunt) : Nadia… come and see out here. Ishan isn't even ready yet.

Nadia grumbled as she walked out.

Nadia : Oh dear… what is wrong with him now? I'm coming.

Priya sat there nervously, listening to the voices filtering in from outside.

Nadia : Sufeena (Priya) is already fully dressed, why are you just standing around like this?

Ishan : She is ready?

Nadia : Of course she is… normally women take longer than men to get ready, but here it's completely the reverse. Go and get dressed quickly. Your brother has already gone to escort the priest.

Ishan could hardly believe his ears, but hearing Nadia's words, he quickly went up to his room to get ready.

A short while later, a hustle and bustle echoed through the house, signaling that the priest had arrived. Nadia came running into Priya's room, covered her head with a veil, took her hand, and led her out. From the other side, Ishan was coming downstairs, his face covered by a traditional floral veil hanging from his groom's crown.

Priya was seated on a mattress in the main hall, surrounded by several women. Right in front of her, two women held up a white sheet, acting as a curtain between her and Ishan. However, through the thin fabric, she could clearly see Ishan wearing his groom's attire. Priya lowered her eyes.

Priya's heart began to race violently, and the sounds around her began to fade into a blur. Voices were echoing, but she couldn't comprehend a word. A few moments later, Khala (Aunt) nudged her gently.

Khala (Aunt) : Sufeena (Priya)… the priest is asking you.

Priya : What???

Khala (Aunt) : Oh dear… click… say "I accept."

Priya's breathing grew shallow, and her head began to spin terribly. In a soft, barely audible whisper, her voice leaked out.

Priya : I accept.

Everyone began to clap joyfully, exchanging congratulations with one another. The white curtain in front of her was lowered, and the priest held a register out toward Priya, asking her to sign it. Priya couldn't understand a single word of the Urdu script written on it, but she scribbled a rough signature on the page.

Imam : The marriage is now complete. He is officially your husband. You must look after his every need and desire, and Ishan, you must cherish and protect her.

Priya tried to look at Ishan through her lowered lashes, but she couldn't clearly see his face. Was this truly it? Was their marriage officially sealed? Was she really Ishan's wife now? In front of so many people, she hadn't found the courage to speak up and stop the wedding.

Nadia helped Priya to her feet, supporting her weight. Sameer signaled the guests to gather for the wedding feast. As everyone moved toward the dining area, Nadia guided Priya back into the quiet room.

Khala (Aunt) : Why did you bring her in here? She must be hungry too.

Nadia : No, sister… She is feeling a bit nauseous and uneasy.

Khala (Aunt) : laughing She is already feeling uneasy... it seems she will satisfy her hunger only at night...

Nadia : Sister... please... she is the daughter-in-law of your house now...

Khala (Aunt) : taking a deep breath Yes... by the way, she is looking incredibly beautiful. I noticed how every single man had his eyes locked on her. Ishan is very fortunate to have found her.

Nadia : Come, sister... let us have our food. I will ask Ayesha to sit by her side.

By evening, the wedding feast was in full swing. All the men gathered up on the terrace while the women remained downstairs. Many villagers had arrived. Apart from Sameer and Ishan, there was Nadeem Chacha (Uncle)—the tailor, Sahil—the son of the lingerie shop owner, Aunt's husband, and several other local men.

Nadeem : eating the mutton Sameer Miyan... what a magnificent feast you have arranged... and that too with just two days of preparation...

Sameer : smiling faintly and bowing his head to Nadeem Chacha (Uncle)... it was simply the Almighty's will, so everything came together...

Sahil was the youngest among them, around twenty to twenty-two years old. Looking toward Ishan, he joked, "Tonight, Ishan Chachu will finally celebrate his wedding night..."

Another man added, "Yes, brother... make arrangements to wrap things up. Ishan must be getting highly impatient..."

Hearing this, Ishan stood with his head lowered, hiding a suppressed smile.

Sahil : By the way, Chachu (Uncle)... She bought her intimate wear from my shop. If you like the fit on her tonight, just let me know... I will send more to your house. Because whatever she is wearing is bound to be torn apart tonight anyway...

Sameer : interrupting him Sahil... What are you saying? She is like an aunt to you... show some respect.

Sahil kept a smirk on his face but lowered his gaze, "Forgive me... I was just joking..."

Nadeem : thoughtfully Well, may I say something, Ishan Miyan... if you don't mind...

Ishan : Yes, please go ahead...

Nadeem : You were missing from here for years, and your elder brother was managing the house and the family day and night... and now you suddenly bring someone unknown here and get married...

Uncle Ji : What are you saying, Chacha (Uncle)... Sufeena (Priya) is Nadia's sister, isn't she?

Nadeem : with a knowing smile Had you ever heard about this girl before?

Uncle Ji : No... I hadn't heard of her...

Ishan : Nadeem Chacha (Uncle)... why are you saying all this about Sufeena (Priya)? Please finish what you were going to say...

Nadeem : Yes, that is fair... so I was saying that as a younger brother, don't you owe a certain duty toward your elder brother? Or do you not?

Ishan : Yes, absolutely I do...

Nadeem : Then... have you forgotten the old customs of our village? The right to the first night always belongs to the eldest man of the household.

Anger began to flare up in Ishan's eyes, "Nadeem Chacha (Uncle)... that custom has become ancient. Nobody follows it anymore. In fact, when Nadia Bhabhi got married, father was still alive..."

Nadeem : Living in the city has certainly made you loose-tongued. Look at your elder brother and think about him for a moment...

Ishan fell completely silent. He glanced toward Sameer, whose eyes had taken on a strange, intense gleam as he sank into deep thought.

Nadeem : And it isn't as if I am denying she is your wife... I just want Sameer to receive his due right...

Uncle Ji suddenly intervened, "Hey, if we are strictly following that custom, then the right belongs to the eldest son-in-law of the family, not Sameer Miyan. So, the opportunity for the first night should belong to me."

Ishan snapped his head around to glare at Uncle Ji. It seemed that just thinking about Priya had triggered a surge of intense, primal desire in every man present.

Nadeem tried to add fuel to the fire, "Sir... she is the daughter-in-law of this specific household... so the right naturally belongs to Sameer..."

A heated argument broke out between Nadeem and Uncle Ji. Ishan could only stare at them in mounting disbelief.

Sahil joined in, further instigating them, "I say you all should share her for the first night... it will make the initiation even more thrilling for her..."

The commotion on the terrace began filtering downstairs. A woman hurried down the steps and said, panting, "Nadia Bhabhi... Aunt... a massive argument has broken out upstairs... please go and handle it..."

Khala (Aunt) : Why should we interfere among the men... what happened?

The woman replied, "They are... they are discussing the claim over her virtue... arguing over who gets to possess her for the first night."

Nadia : completely shocked!!!

The woman answered, "Yes, Bhabhi..."

Nadia looked toward Khala (Aunt) and Mother, and through their silent glances, the three women instantly understood the gravity of the situation. However, they lacked the courage to step upstairs.

As night began to fall, the guests started descending one by one. When Nadeem Chacha (Uncle) walked down, he peered inside toward the women with a sinister smile, looking as though he had successfully executed his mischief.

However, Sameer, Uncle Ji, and Ishan remained on the terrace. Nadia and Khala (Aunt) walked upstairs. Upon reaching the terrace, they found all three men standing in tense, absolute silence, their faces flushed with anger.

Nadia gestured to Khala (Aunt) to speak up, and Khala (Aunt) spoke in her commanding voice, "What kind of a spectacle have you all created... and that too on the wedding day..."

Uncle Ji : Why are you interfering... this is a matter between us men...

Khala (Aunt) : This is not your matter... come downstairs with me right now... and stop harboring such vile, shameless fantasies...

Khala (Aunt) glared sharply at Uncle Ji, and intimidated by her sternness, he muttered in frustration and headed downstairs. Khala (Aunt) followed closely behind him.

Nadia signaled Ishan, "Ishan, you go downstairs as well..."

Ishan : But Bhabhi (Brother's wife)...

Nadia : Understand what I am saying... just go downstairs...

Listening to her advice, Ishan headed down. A few moments after he left, Nadia spoke softly, "Please listen... I shouldn't be speaking out of turn between you two, but..."

Sameer : snapping in irritation If you shouldn't be speaking, then keep your mouth shut...

Nadia : But please understand... Tonight belongs to them...

Sameer : When you women follow ancient traditions, it is perfectly fine... but when we men discuss our customs, you suddenly have an issue with it...

Nadia : I was only trying to remind you that your own daughter is yet to be married... if someone were to do the same to her...

Flaring up in rage, Sameer struck Nadia across the cheek with a hard slap, "Do not speak a single word about my daughter... Priya is not my daughter..."

Nadia lowered her head and spoke in a hushed whisper, "Please let them have their wedding night... Besides, your medical treatment is still ongoing... why do you want to face humiliation in front of the new daughter-in-law... you know very well about your condition..."

Sameer : grabbing Nadia's throat before she could finish her sentence and striking her with another slap How dare you say that...

Nadia stood silently, feeling the grip of his hand around her neck. She made no attempt to push Sameer away, keeping her eyes fixed firmly on his. The rage in Sameer's eyes burned fiercely, but after a few tense seconds, he shoved Nadia away from him.

Sameer : glaring at Nadia with utter contempt Go... let him celebrate his wedding night with her...


Session 9 - Chapter 3

Night had fallen, and Nadia came down to the living area to find Priya sitting with Ayesha and Zoya. The two girls were laughing and joking with Priya, whose eyes were cast down, a soft, suppressed smile playing on her lips.

Whatever had transpired upstairs seemed to have already been cast out of Nadia's mind. She scolded the two girls with affectionate firmness.

Nadia : That is enough now... let your aunt get some rest...

Zoya spoke with a playful smirk.

Zoya : Yes... after all, she has to stay awake the entire night now... Come on, Ayesha, let her rest... as long as she can manage to get some rest...

Ayesha asked with pure innocence.

Ayesha : Why are you saying she has to stay awake the entire night?

Zoya : You will find out only when you get married...

The two sisters playfully bickering and go into Ayesha's room. Sitting behind them was Mother, her face looking completely somber. Everyone else had departed from the house, including Khala (Aunt).

Nadia looked toward her and spoke.

Nadia : Mother... shall I escort her up to Ishan's room? She must be exhausted as well, she can sleep upstairs.

Mother didn't look at her, but a mocking laugh laced her voice.

Mother : Zoya is quite right, it's not as if she is going up there to sleep... her body is going to be thoroughly worked over all night long...

Hearing this, Priya shuddered with apprehension. The shouting and screaming from upstairs earlier had already frightened her a bit, though Ayesha and Zoya had managed to lighten her mood afterward.

Nadia completely ignored the remark.

Nadia : Priya... come with me...

Mother called out from behind.

Mother : Listen here... make sure you show me the face of a grandson... perhaps that is the only reason I am still holding onto life...

Nadia replied with a chuckle.

Nadia : Only if you let her be will she be able to show you the face of a grandson... oh, I completely forgot... just a minute...

Nadia hurried into the kitchen and emerged a few minutes later holding a steel glass. Priya's eyes fell upon the glass; she knew exactly what it contained. She had witnessed all of this once before in her life. But how vastly different everything had been back then. She had been nervous then too, but also excited to begin a new life. Today, there was only a distinct, chilling fear looming in the atmosphere.

Nadia gently took hold of Priya's hand and began guiding her upstairs. It was Priya's very first time stepping onto the upper floor. There were three doors on this level, and Nadia bypassed the first two to bring her to the third. It was a small room decorated with flowers. The walls were painted a fresh pink, which had evidently been done just a day or two ago, leaving a sharp, lingering smell of paint in the air. There was an old bedstead, and instead of a modern mattress, thin, worn-out floor mattresses were laid upon it, completely bare without a bedsheet. The bed was pushed tightly into a corner, right beneath an old window.

Nadia helped Priya sit down on the bed, stepping back to stand a short distance away on the floor.

Nadia looked at her affectionately.

Nadia : You look absolutely enchanting... seeing you wear my wedding lehenga brings back vivid memories of my own wedding night...

Overwhelmed with modesty, Priya could not find any words to reply.

Nadia : This glass of milk is kept here... I will tell Ishan to drink it... you aren't feeling too nervous, are you?

Priya spoke in a soft whisper.

Priya : A little bit... sister, should I take off this nose ring?

Nadia : No, no... let him come and uncover everything himself... by the way, I didn't mention it earlier... but when I was applying the paste down there, it felt as though you have already been initiated before...

Priya spoke up instantly in defense.

Priya : No... it's nothing like that... that was just an old injury from riding a bicycle...

Nadia : Oh, I see... so this will be your very first real experience with all of this...

Priya's chest heaved up and down with intense anxiety.

Priya : Yes...

Nadia : Don't be afraid... I will instruct him to be gentle with you... he tends to lose all control when he gets swept away in passion...

This was not the first time Priya had heard such things about Ishan. Kanchan used to say the exact same thing, and later, Priya had witnessed him consuming Kanchan with her own eyes. The moment Kanchan's name crossed her mind, her thoughts drifted back to Lucknow.

Nadia : What are you pondering over... by the way, I have placed some everyday clothes for you in the closet opposite. When you take off this lehenga, you can put those on... I mean, by morning... tonight, it's highly likely you won't be wearing anything at all...

To be entirely bare in front of Ishan... the mere visualization of the scene filled Priya with immense modesty, turning her cheeks a deep crimson.

Nadia recognized her intense bashfulness.

Nadia : Alright... I shall speak to you only in the morning now... otherwise you will just keep blushing... I will send Ishan inside...

Nadia stepped out of the room, shutting the door firmly from the outside. Priya looked around the room anxiously. An old ceiling fan whirled slowly above, looking ancient and stained. She trusted Ishan completely, but they were legally husband and wife now. What if he decided to assert his absolute marital right over her? The thought made Priya tremble all over.

In a short while, the door opened with a soft creak, making Priya grip the fabric of her lehenga tightly in sheer panic. Ishan stepped inside, closing the door and sliding the latch into place. Priya watched his every move intently, her skin breaking into a nervous sweat.

Ishan avoided direct eye contact with Priya and walked toward the closet in the room. Unlocking it, he removed his heavy groom's coat and placed it inside. Closing the closet door, he stood there in a simple white tunic and trousers, looking around awkwardly, clearly unsure of what to say or where to sit.

The moment he looked toward Priya and their eyes locked, Priya immediately lowered her gaze, clasping her hands tightly together in her lap.

Ishan rubbed his cheek nervously.

Ishan : Uhm... madam... please forgive me, this room is quite old and worn... I know it is completely beneath your standard...

Priya spoke softly.

Priya : It is fine... whatever it is... it is alright...

Hearing her gentle, soothing voice put Ishan slightly at ease.

Ishan : Did you receive my letter...

Priya : Yes... Thank you... for writing all of that...

Ishan : No, no... I want to apologize to you all over again... I took my anger out on you yesterday for absolutely no reason...

Priya's tone was filled with immense tenderness.

Priya : How many times are you going to ask for forgiveness...

Ishan spoke in his deep, resonant voice.

Ishan : Until you truly forgive me from the heart...

Priya could feel the weight of his gaze resting upon her body, sending a restless sensation through her fingers and her mind. She didn't know how to ask him to stop looking at her with such intensity.

Priya kept her eyes lowered.

Priya : I had already forgiven you... that is why, perhaps...

She couldn't bring herself to finish the sentence, but there was no need to speak further; Ishan understood her perfectly.

Ishan : Madam... rest assured... you will remain completely safe with me, held as a sacred trust. I will keep trying to reach Mr. Vijay over the phone... and if necessary, I will even travel to Lucknow myself...

Priya reached her hand out instantly and said, "No, please... do not leave me here alone... at least not for now..."

And then, suddenly pulling her hand back, she placed it in her lap. Ishan stepped a bit closer to the bed, and the fear in Priya's mind began to grow, wondering if he was about to join her on the bed. To her surprise, Ishan sat straight down on the floor and pulled a floor mattress out from underneath the bed. Priya was left completely astonished by this gesture.

Ishan : Madam... please sleep comfortably... I will lay out this mattress down here on the floor and sleep.

Priya nodded her head gently in agreement.

Ishan : If you don't mind, should I turn off the light?

Priya : Yes... just let me remove this jewelry...

Ishan : Yes, of course, there is no rush...

Priya slowly began taking off all her jewelry. Her headpiece, her necklace, her nose ring, her heavy bangles...

She removed everything. In the process, her bridal veil also slipped down from her head.

Priya slid all the jewelry toward Ishan, and he picked them up to place them inside the closet. Ishan reached the light switch and looked back toward Priya.

Priya told him, "Please turn off the light..."

Realizing his mistake, Ishan switched off the light in an instant. Yet, even in the darkness, Priya could feel that Ishan was still looking toward her. She could discern his shadow in the dark as he lay down on the floor. Priya lay down on the bed, still wearing that heavy lehenga. Changing her clothes in front of Ishan was entirely out of the question.

As she lay there, memories of her first wedding night flashed before her eyes. How she had intended not to do anything that night, but how Ajay had asserted himself anyway, though he could never truly satisfy her.

The deep darkness and silence of the night grew, and eventually, she drifted off to sleep.

In the morning, Priya was awakened by Ishan's gentle voice.

Ishan : Madam... Madam....

Priya rubbed her eyes and asked, "What happened... what time is it..."

It was as if she had momentarily forgotten where she was.

Ishan : Madam... it is time for the morning prayers... I am heading outside... please lock the room from inside...

Priya snapped awake and sat up; this was no nightmare, she was actually here, in Ishan's house, on his bed, having become his wife. Priya looked at Ishan while breathing heavily, the room still shrouded in early morning dimness.

Ishan : I didn't want to leave the room unlocked, lest anyone come in to disturb you...

Priya looked at Ishan, who was standing quite close to her, perhaps to wake her up.

Priya : Yes... I will lock it... thank you...

Priya got out of bed and followed Ishan to the door. Ishan gently opened the latch and the door, stepping outside. Priya slid the latch shut behind him and stood leaning her back against the wall. She could hardly believe her fate.

Standing there for a few moments, Priya scanned the room. Ishan had already slid his floor mattress back under the bed. His tunic and trousers from last night were lying in a corner. Had Ishan stripped and changed his clothes in the room while she was asleep? Then Priya thought that even if he had, so what, it was his room after all. He possessed such decency that he had quietly slept on the floor without her even asking.

Wearing this heavy lehenga since yesterday had caused Priya's shoulders to ache. She remembered that Nadia had left some clothes for her in the closet. She opened the closet, and right in front sat a folded pile of women's clothes. She began sorting through them to find a salwar suit. A light purple outfit caught her eye, and she began taking off her heavy lehenga to change into it.

The moment the lehenga came off, Priya felt a wave of relief and began rotating her stiff shoulders. Then she realized she was currently standing in Ishan's room wearing just a bra. She quickly started putting on her suit. Daylight had broken outside, but it was likely only around seven o'clock. However, the sheer volume of noise echoing from the surrounding houses made it feel as though it were nine instead of seven.

Priya felt awkward about stepping out, but she covered her head with her dupatta, gathered her courage, and walked outside.

Thankfully, she didn't see anyone right outside. However, the terrace of the neighboring house was visible, and a few people standing there were staring directly at her. Priya quickly hurried downstairs. She noticed the washroom from above, which reassured her that no one could look inside while someone was bathing.

She quickly reached the bottom of the stairs. Ayesha's room was closed; she was likely still asleep. Mother was probably still in her room, and Nadia was in the kitchen. Priya headed toward the kitchen.

Seeing Nadia inside the kitchen, Priya stepped in and spoke softly.

Priya : Good morning...

She didn't know how people greeted each other here in the morning.

Nadia smiled looking at her.

Nadia : Good morning... my daughter has taught me at least this much...

Priya : Can I help you with anything?

Nadia : No, no... not yet... the time for that will come too... tell me... how did last night go? Mother has been frowning since morning, brooding over something...

Priya : Brooding over what...

Nadia : Look, I don't realize anything once I fall asleep, but she was saying that no sound came from your room last night... there was only absolute silence...

Priya lowered her eyes, having no idea that people would pay attention to such private details.

Priya : Yes... well... I was very exhausted... so I fell asleep....

Nadia : I see... I can understand.... it's alright... but surely something must have happened... a brief kiss... or something else....

Priya kept looking down at the floor.

Nadia : My lovely girl... being this bashful won't do....

Even without speaking, Priya wanted to let her assume whatever she wished.

Priya : Yes... you can just understand it yourself now...

Priya looked down, blushing intensely.

Nadia smiled, holding her by the shoulders.

Nadia : This modesty of yours... uff... it is captivating... and by the way, this salwar suit looks wonderful on you. I had originally bought this for Ayesha...

Priya : Oh, I see.... you should have kept it for her then...

Nadia : Don't worry... I will ask your elder brother-in-law, and he will bring more suits from the city... for Ayesha as well as for you.... and this time we will go to a different tailor... you rest easy...

Priya smiled gently and nodded.

Nadia : Your brother-in-law and Ishan must be arriving any minute for breakfast. I will set the plates, and you can serve them...

Priya : What about Mother?

Nadia : I will deliver her food to her room... you shouldn't go there right now...

Priya looked outside, and both Sameer and Ishan had arrived and seated themselves just outside the kitchen. Nadia set two plates of food and handed them to Priya. There was some non-vegetarian curry in a bowl, though Priya didn't know what it was. Priya took the plates outside, leaning down to serve the food before them.

The moment her eyes met Ishan's, a suppressed, knowing smile appeared on both of their faces.
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From morning, evening had now set in, and for some unknown reason, Priya was anxiously waiting for Ishan's return. So much upheaval had occurred in her life over the past week that those seven days had begun to feel like an entire year. However, today was a bit different—completely peaceful, without any drama or tension. She felt as though, after so many days, the burden of her exhaustion and anxiety had finally lessened a bit.

Most of the wedding guests had returned last night. Nadia's daughter, Zoya, had also gone back to her own home today. Now, only the immediate family members remained.

Since morning, Nadia hadn't let Priya go near any household chores. Seating her next to Ayesha, she had declared that until the color of the henna on Priya's hands faded, she wouldn't let her do any work. Mother didn't seem to like this very much, but her authority held little weight in front of Nadia.

Staying home all day allowed Priya to discover many new things. Sameer owned a workshop where wooden goods were manufactured. Labors worked there, but Sameer himself also worked extensively, and now Ishan was lending him a hand as well. It was highly strenuous labor, bringing a significant amount of exhaustion by the end of the day.

As dusk fell, Sameer and Ishan returned. Priya, her head covered with her veil, was sitting with Ayesha in the living area. She noticed that Ishan's clothes were covered in dust and grime. He cast a brief glance toward Priya and headed straight upstairs toward his room.

Just then, Nadia emerged from the kitchen and spoke.

Nadia : Go, head upstairs… see if he needs anything.

Priya found it strange; following straight behind Ishan like this made her feel a bit awkward. Yet, she couldn't dismiss Nadia's words either. Walking up the stairs, when she reached outside the room, she saw the door was halfway open. She walked straight inside.

The moment she entered, she saw that Ishan had taken off his shirt. Spotting his bare chest, Priya hesitated, instantly spun around, and closed her eyes.

Priya : Sorry… I should have knocked before coming in…

Ishan spoke quickly while putting on a tunic.

Ishan : It's alright, madam… I have dressed now…

Ishan scanned the room; it looked as though a lot had changed inside. A fresh sheet was spread across the bed, the scattered belongings had vanished, and a bit of tidying up had been done.

Ishan : Did you do all this…

Priya turned toward him and spoke with a smile.

Priya : Yes…

Ishan : And where did you find the bedsheet?

Priya : I asked Nadia... I mean, sister, for it...

Hearing this, Ishan's expression turned somewhat serious.

Ishan : You could have just told me... I would have done all of this myself after coming home... what was the need for you to do it… and if you needed a bedsheet, you should have asked me for it...

The smile began to vanish from Priya's face, and she spoke hesitantly.

Priya : Well... I thought you would return exhausted from working all day... so I decided to do it... that's all...

Ishan's irritation seemed to be rising.

Ishan : No... that is fine... but a lot of my belongings were kept right here... now if I happen to need them, how am I supposed to search for them...

Priya spoke in her own defense.

Priya : I have simply placed them inside the closet... you will find them...

Ishan : Inside the closet!! It would be better if you didn't keep things in there...

Priya's face fell; she had assumed Ishan would be pleased with her cleaning the room, but instead, he was snapping at her. Feeling a mix of sadness and irritation, she spoke.

Priya : Fine... I will put all the belongings back exactly where they were kept… you do not need to worry…

Hearing her tone, Ishan fell silent, as if realizing he had overreacted. But before he could say anything else, Priya spoke in resentment.

Priya : I am going downstairs now. Sister thought I would be needed up here, but it appears that is not the case...

Ishan raised his hand in the air to stop Priya, but by then, Priya had already turned away and quickly walked out of the room. Priya's eyes grew slightly misty, and she hurried downstairs toward the kitchen, where Nadia was inside making flatbreads.

Without even turning around, Nadia read her crestfallen face and damp eyes. After a few moments, she spoke in a teasing tone.

Nadia : What happened... Did you have a lover's quarrel already?

Priya's eyes rose slightly toward Nadia, and a thought crossed her mind—what on earth was she doing, and why was she feeling so hurt by Ishan's words? Who was he to her anyway? She was merely taking shelter here for a few days.

Priya spoke in a faint voice.

Priya : No... it's nothing like that...

Nadia spoke with a smile.

Nadia : He didn't like you cleaning his room...

It was as if Nadia knew every single detail about Ishan—his likes, his dislikes, what he would say, and how he would react... Priya hadn't seen the two of them talk much until now... yet, somehow, Nadia knew everything...

Nadia : Don't worry... he must have snapped in anger... but he must have liked it too...

Priya : How do you know...

Nadia : I just know... do one thing, on a day when he is home... clean the room together with him...

Priya shook her head in refusal and spoke.

Priya : Hmmm... why should I... if he wants to do it, he can do it himself...

Nadia laughed.

Nadia : Alright, fine... but don't drag this fight out too long... or should I tell him to make it up to you properly tonight...

Priya's cheeks turned crimson.

Priya : No, no... don't you dare do anything of the sort...

In the meantime, Sameer and Ishan had come and seated themselves outside, and a few moments later, Ayesha also entered the kitchen to stand beside Priya. The moment Nadia set the plates of food, Priya handed one plate to Ayesha, gesturing for her to serve Ishan. Priya went ahead and placed a plate before Sameer, while Ayesha placed one before Ishan.

Priya could distinctly feel that Ishan was staring directly at her, as if silently asking if she was upset with him. In the morning, when their eyes had met and they had looked at each other with a gentle smile, perhaps that single moment had brightened Ishan's entire day. But now, the resentment visible on Priya's face was making him restless.

Priya quickly retreated back into the kitchen, ensuring that the additional flatbreads were sent outside only through Ayesha's hands. Through the kitchen window, Priya could see Ishan craning his neck slightly, trying to peer inside, as if desperately wishing to catch just a single glimpse of her. An involuntary, faint smile bloomed upon Priya's lips, but she instantly averted her eyes, redirecting her entire attention back toward Nadia.

After a while, Ishan and Sameer finished their dinner and left the seating area, and Ayesha cleared away their used plates. By then, Nadia had served food for the rest of them, and the three women sat outside to eat. Ayesha’s chatter was endless; she kept rambling on and on about her first-term exams for her first year of college.

Priya, however, wasn't paying any attention to her. She was lost once again in the memories of her past life. Her time with Atul, her love for Vijay... a flood of scattered recollections completely consumed her. By the time they finished eating, it was already past nine o'clock and pitch dark outside. True to her word, Nadia refused to let Priya touch a single chore and told her to head straight upstairs to her room.

Priya's anxiety began to surge again. Spending another night in the same room with Ishan felt incredibly daunting and awkward. But what other choice did she have? With slow, hesitant steps, she made her way upstairs.

To reach Ishan's room, she had to walk past Nadia’s room, the door to which was wide open. Priya didn't mean to pry, but she caught sight of Sameer lying down on the bed inside. She quickly averted her eyes and hurried along toward Ishan's room.

She didn't know what was kept in the middle room, but it was securely padlocked. This time, upon reaching her destination, she knocked firmly on the door. From inside, Ishan's voice answered, "Come in..."

Priya pushed the door open and stepped inside. Ishan was sitting on the bed, but the moment he saw her, he quickly stood up.

Seeing him scramble to his feet, Priya said, "It's alright... please, stay seated..."

Ishan insisted, "No... please, you sit..."

Stepping further into the room, Priya closed the door behind her. She walked quietly toward the bed. The room looked slightly better than it had yesterday, though it still required a thorough cleaning. Ishan pulled his floor mattress out from under the bed and began setting it up to sleep. Priya sat down on the bed, which was still adorned with wedding flowers, their loose petals scattered across the bedding.

Ishan asked, "Madam… should I turn off the light?"

Priya replied softly, "Yes… if you are feeling sleepy, go ahead and turn it off…"

Ishan couldn't quite tell if Priya was sleepy or not, but he switched off the light and lay down on his mattress on the floor. In the darkness, Priya turned to the other side and lay down on the bed. Lying awake in the dark always brought strange, intrusive thoughts to her mind, and she tried her best to push them away.

A considerable amount of time passed as she lay there. She was just drifting into a deep sleep when she suddenly felt something brushing against her feet—it felt like sliding fingers! Priya shuddered with intense panic. The audacity! She couldn't believe Ishan would dare to touch her on only their second night.

Fuming with anger, she bolted upright on the bed and glared down at the floor. But there was no hand there, and Ishan was fast asleep on his mattress, facing the opposite direction. Just then, she felt something move on the bed again! She couldn't see clearly in the dim light, but it was definitely some small creature or insect.

Priya screamed, leapt off the bed in terror, and flung herself straight onto Ishan's back, clinging to him desperately. "Ahhhhhh...!"

Startled out of his sleep, Ishan spun around in confusion. Terrified out of her wits, Priya held onto him tightly, her chest pressing firmly against his bare torso.

Ishan stammered, "Madam... what happened?!"

Priya kept her eyes squeezed shut in sheer terror, "There's... there's something on the bed...!"

Priya was completely glued to him, and in the frantic confusion, Ishan's hands had instinctively found their way to her back and waist to steady her.

Ishan asked, "What is on the bed...?"

Priya whimpered, "I don't know...!"

Ishan stood up and switched on the room light. Sitting right there on the bed was a large lizard. Priya backed away, and the moment she spotted the reptile, she quickly shielded herself behind Ishan's back.

A soft chuckle escaped Ishan's lips, "Oh, madam... why are you so frightened? It's just a lizard... I'll chase it away right now."

Hearing him laugh made Priya snap in irritation, "I told you this room needed a proper cleaning! Who knows what kind of creatures are crawling around in here!"

Ishan stepped toward the bed to shoo the lizard away, but it scrambled off the mattress and darted up the wall. Priya let out another sharp shriek.

Ishan tried to catch it, but the lizard moved quickly and disappeared behind the closet.

Ishan turned to her, "Madam... please don't worry... it's gone now. You can go back to sleep."

Priya shook her head vigorously, "No, no... I can't sleep there! What if it comes back?"

Ishan reassured her, "It won't come back, madam..."

Priya countered crossly, "How can you be so sure it won't?!"

Ishan placated, "Alright, just sit down first..."

Placing his hands gently on her shoulders, Ishan guided her to sit on the edge of the bed. Priya kept scanning the walls nervously.

Priya suggested, "How about this... you sleep on the bed, and I'll sleep down on the floor..."

Ishan reasoned, "But the lizard can crawl down to the floor just as easily, right?"

Priya looked at Ishan, completely at a loss.

Ishan added, "Don't worry... we will clean the room thoroughly tomorrow."

Her frantic mind began to calm down slightly. She looked up at Ishan with her large, wide eyes, "Promise?"

Ishan smiled, "Promise.... now please go to sleep..."

Priya hesitated, "Hmmm... no.... do this instead. You sleep on that side by the wall, and I'll sleep on this side."

Ishan looked at her, utterly taken aback, "Me? Up here on the bed...?"

In her state of panic, Priya didn't quite realize the implication of her words. "So what? You'll be on your side and I'll be on mine... the bed is big enough for both of us to sleep comfortably."

Ishan hesitated, "Yes, but..."

Priya pleaded, "Please, it's just for tonight... otherwise I won't be able to sleep a wink and will stay awake the whole night."

Ishan softly relented, "Alright... if you say so."

Priya picked up Ishan's pillow and blanket from the floor and placed them on the far side of the bed. She lay down on her side, turning her back completely toward him. In doing so, her form was contoured prominently under her tunic, which had ridden up slightly.

Ishan walked around to the other side of the bed and lay down. A distance of about two to three feet remained between them, and they could loosely discern each other's silhouettes. Priya averted her face again, pulling the blanket securely over her body. Though she had invited him to share the bed to escape her fear of the lizard, it felt incredibly surreal and intimate. He could easily look at her now, and he likely was.

Priya didn't prefer to stay in pitch darkness, but turning off the light seemed to be the only way to shield herself from his intense gaze.

Priya : Ishan… could you please turn off the light?

Ishan : Yes…

Ishan stood up, switched off the room light, and returned to his corner of the bed in the dark. Even in the dimness, his eyes traced her form wrapped tightly in the blanket. The vivid memory of her pressing flat against his bare chest just moments ago rushed back into his mind. Captivated by her sudden proximity and striking presence, a quiet, restless longing began to stir within him.
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Ishan took a deep breath, resting his hand over his waist, trying to suppress the primal urge to ease his sudden arousal. He desperately wished to find release, but the fear of making her uncomfortable or letting her notice his state held him back completely.

On the other side, though Priya kept her back turned, her eyes were wide open and her breath was shallow. A strange, throbbing restlessness had settled deep between her thighs, a subtle ache that left her aching to touch herself for relief. Yet, the fear of Ishan catching her kept her completely paralyzed. She tightly locked her hand between her thighs beneath the safety of the blanket, squeezing her eyes shut, desperately forcing herself to sleep.

Her only silent prayer was to make it through the night without any more disturbances.

At the break of dawn, the low murmur of Ishan's voice woke her once again. He always woke up promptly at five in the morning for his prayers. Priya didn't get up immediately, choosing to lie perfectly still on the bed. A few moments later, Ishan quietly slipped out of the room. Priya's hand was still nestled between her thighs, and her entire body felt incredibly stiff from remaining in the exact same position all night long.

She noticed a distinct, damp warmth staining her undergarments. She felt deeply embarrassed by how unusually aroused and restless she had been last night. With the morning light still faint, she remained under the covers for a little while longer.

Once the sky brightened slightly, she gathered her clothes and headed down to the washroom. Managing her routine in this shared house was a constant source of anxiety. She quickly stepped in to bathe, but as the water cascaded over her, her hands instinctively drifted down to touch herself. Massaging her aching core brought an intense wave of relief, but she strictly forced herself to regain control and stopped.

The moment she stepped out after her bath, she ran directly into Ishan in the courtyard. Their eyes locked for a fleeting second before they both awkwardly looked down at the ground. Priya hurried past him into Ayesha's room to get dressed, where Ayesha was still fast asleep.

A little while later, Nadia entered the room to wake Ayesha up.

Nadia : Uff, what am I going to do with this girl? She is going to completely ruin my reputation the day she gets married and goes to her in-laws...

Priya : softly Please let her sleep a bit longer... she looks so peaceful and sweet while sleeping...

Nadia looked at her with a knowing smile, her eyes twinkling with a teasing glint.

Nadia : Well, tell me about yourself first... did you manage to get any sleep last night? Looking at your tired eyes, it certainly doesn't seem like it.

Priya : lowering her gaze nervously No... I actually slept quite well...

Nadia : Oh, really? There was quite a bit of commotion heard from your room earlier in the night... and then suddenly, absolute silence. I was genuinely worried that he might have been a bit too rough or forceful with you inside.

Hearing Nadia speak so explicitly made Priya wish the floor would swallow her whole. She couldn't believe Nadia was speaking so candidly while her own young daughter lay sleeping just a few feet away.

Priya : No, it wasn't anything like that at all... it was just that a lizard suddenly jumped onto the bed.

A very sharp, knowing smirk played on Nadia’s lips as she tilted her head.

Nadia : Ah... I see. So you have named it a 'lizard' now, have you? Tell me, how big was this lizard exactly?

Nadia gestured suggestively with her hands.

Nadia : Was it this long... and this thick?

Priya realized that while she was genuinely talking about a reptile, Nadia was implying something entirely different.

Priya : flustered Yes... it was quite large, but it is absolutely not what you are implying! It was literally a real lizard, I swear...

Nadia : laughing softly Alright, alright, my dear... you are treating me like a complete stranger by hiding the truth from me.

Priya : slipping out without thinking If something actually happens between us, I promise I will tell you myself...

The moment those words left her mouth, a sudden realization sparked within Priya. What on earth am I saying? Why would she promise to share if something happened? What could possibly happen, and why should it? Nothing was supposed to happen between her and Ishan.

Nadia’s demeanor turned slightly more grounded and maternal as she stepped closer.

Nadia : Priya... may I ask you something seriously?

Priya : Yes, of course... please ask.

Nadia : It has been two nights now. What exactly is going on between you and Ishan? Is he upset with you over something... or are you harboring resentment toward him?

Priya : Sister, there is nothing wrong between us, it isn't what you think...

Nadia : A woman's body doesn't lie, Priya. You must be feeling a deep, throbbing ache down there... That special herbal paste I applied during the rituals is designed to awaken an uncontrollable fire. It melts the strongest of inhibitions.

Priya's cheeks burned a fiery red. Suddenly, the puzzle pieces fell into place; she finally understood why her body had been feeling so incredibly sensitive, hot, and restless for the past two to three days. That traditional paste was deliberately fueling an intense sexual craving within her core.

Nadia : continuing softly And from what I know of men... Ishan is certainly not one to hold back when it comes to satisfying his desires.

Priya : Pleasing Sister, please...

By now, calling Nadia "Sister" had become completely natural to her.

Nadia : Listen to me carefully. It is absolutely vital for the two of you to finally share the marriage bed and become one. If you don't...

Just then, the sound of Ayesha stirring and yawning interrupted their conversation.

Ayesha : groaning Mother...

Priya walked over to switch off the room light. She trusted Ishan implicitly; she knew with absolute certainty that he would never force himself or do anything inappropriate. Yet, if she were to truly search her own heart, could she say she trusted herself?

Aunt... why are you making so much noise so early?

Nadia : turning on her sharply Oh, look, the princess is finally awake! Get out of bed this instant and come help me with the chores.

Ayesha immediately threw herself back onto the bed, pulling the blanket over her face with a loud groan.

After finishing breakfast, Priya walked upstairs to her room, only to find Ishan inside. She hadn't even realized he was still home instead of being at the workshop. He had completely turned the room upside down. The bed had been dragged into the very center of the floor, and several heavy wooden trunks were stacked on top of it.
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Priya : Ishan… What are you trying to do here?

Ishan : You were the one who mentioned it, madam… about cleaning up the room. And besides, I had to drive that lizard out of here. I have safely thrown it outside.

Priya had completely forgotten about the incident from the previous night.

Priya : Oh… thank you. Tell me, is there anything I can help you with?

Ishan : No, no… it is practically done.

Ishan effortlessly pushed the heavy iron closet aside with both hands. Priya could only watch in absolute astonishment at his strength. He then took a broom and began sweeping the narrow gap behind the closet.

Priya stepped closer to him.

Priya : Please hand it over to me… I will do it. You must be exhausted from working all day.

Priya attempted to gently take the broom from his hand, but her fingers brushed against his. In that brief moment, the two of them found themselves standing incredibly close to one another.

Ishan : Please let it be, madam… your hands and clothes will get ruined by the dust. I can handle it easily, really.

Priya stepped back slightly, her gaze wandering around the room as she wondered how else she could contribute. She noticed that the ceiling fan hanging above was caked in a thick layer of dust. Picking up a rag from the floor, she stepped onto the bed and then carefully climbed onto one of the heavy wooden trunks stacked on top of it. Towering high, her hand could just about reach the fan blades, though she had to stretch her body to its absolute limit.

Ishan turned around and gasped as he looked up at her.

Ishan : Madam! What do you think you are doing?!

Priya : Nothing… just cleaning a bit.

Ishan : Please step down right now… I will take care of that.

But Priya was in no mood to listen to his protests.

Priya : No… I am already doing it. It will be over in just a second.

She stretched just a fraction more, causing the wooden trunk beneath her feet to slide slightly. Losing her balance completely, she began to fall. But Ishan was standing right there; she tumbled directly into his waiting arms. Ishan's hands slid past her chest, bracing her, before resting firmly around her waist to steady her weight.

Priya's arm had instinctively wrapped around Ishan's neck as she clung to him. Their faces were mere inches apart.

For a few breathless moments, they remained frozen in each other's embrace, locked in a silent gaze. Finally, Priya managed to regain her footing and stood up. Ishan immediately withdrew his hands from her waist.

Ishan spoke, his voice laced with a protective anger.

Ishan : I warned you, didn't I?! I told you that you would fall. Please, just leave all of this heavy work to me.

Priya felt a sudden prick of irritation herself, turning toward the exit.

Priya : Fine! Go ahead and do it all yourself then!

She walked out and began hurrying down the stairs, only to see Sameer making his way up mid-staircase. She quickly adjusted her veil to cover her head. Sameer stepped to the side, allowing her room to pass. Priya squeezed through the narrow stairwell, her body brushing lightly against his as she slipped downstairs.

Retreating to the inner living room, Priya sat down, her heart thumping wildly against her ribs. The lingering sensation of Ishan's hands firm against her skin left her breathless. Ufff… why am I becoming so incredibly restless? She desperately needed to find a way to control the intrusive thoughts swirling in her mind. It was a relief to see Ayesha sitting across from her, providing a much-needed distraction.

As she sat there conversing with Ayesha, Nadia walked into the room, glancing at her with a critical eye.

Nadia : Adjust your veil properly, Priya… your neckline is drooping completely.

Priya instantly realized that the relaxed way she was lounging had caused her tunic to pull low, exposing the fullness of her contours. She hurriedly pulled her dupatta over her chest.

Ayesha chuckled at her reaction.

Ayesha : By the way, Auntie, you have incredibly fair skin hidden inside.

Priya narrowed her eyes playfully, her cheeks flushing.

Priya : Shh! Is that any way to speak to your aunt? Show some modesty!

Nadia playfully patted Ayesha on the shoulder, sending the young girl into a fit of giggles.

Priya sighed inwardly, wondering how she was getting so deeply entangled in these unfamiliar family relationships… an Aunt, a Sister-in-law, a Wife to someone…

The moment dinner concluded, she returned upstairs to the room she shared with Ishan. True to his word, Ishan had arranged everything meticulously; the room now looked remarkably clean, orderly, and spacious.

The moment Ishan saw her enter, he spoke.

Ishan : How does it look now, madam?

Priya replied softly.

Priya : Beautiful… It looks very beautiful.

Ishan : I want to apologize for snapping at you earlier. It was just that you fell so suddenly… and I was deeply worried about you.

Priya : Yes… no, I am sorry too. I shouldn't have climbed up there stubbornly.

Ishan pulled his floor mattress out from underneath the bed.

Ishan : Ah… well, I am incredibly exhausted. I think I will turn in for the night. Tomorrow there will be twice as much labor waiting at the factory.

Priya watched as he prepared to lie down on the hard floor. After working so hard all day, he was going to subject his aching body to the cold ground. She hesitated for a brief moment before speaking up.

Priya : Ishan Ji… listen.

Ishan : Yes, madam?

Priya : Ummm… how long do you intend to sleep on the floor? Why don't you just sleep up here on the bed? It will give your body a much better rest.

Ishan : Oh… no, madam. I am perfectly fine down here.

Priya : No, you aren't. I noticed how you were clutching your lower back in pain this morning.

Ishan : Ah, that was nothing, just a minor stiffness. Why are you troubling yourself? I will manage fine on the floor.

Priya : It is no trouble for me at all. You can sleep on that far edge, and I will stay on this side. We managed to share the bed last night without any issues, didn't we?

Ishan : Madam… that was a different matter entirely...

Priya : Please… just listen to me. Besides, the floor gets incredibly chilly during the late hours of the night. You will fall sick if you keep doing this.

Priya reached her hand out toward Ishan, offering to help him up from the floor. Ishan looked up into her eyes, hesitating before gently taking her hand and rising to his feet. Priya picked up his pillow and blanket, placing them neatly on the far corner of the bed. Ishan climbed onto the mattress, lying down flat on his back near the edge.

Priya walked over to switch off the room light. She trusted Ishan implicitly; she knew with absolute certainty that he would never force himself or do anything inappropriate. Yet, if she were to truly search her own heart, could she say she trusted herself?
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Priya did not even realize how the next two weeks flew by. Slowly, she began to adapt to this new environment. It was completely different from the colorful dreams she had envisioned for London; instead, she was now trying to mold herself into this village home. Ayesha had become like her shadow, and Nadia her protective shield. Talking to both of them somehow helped her pass the day.

Every evening, the routine was the same: waiting for Ishan to return. The day's exhaustion was evident on Ishan's face, conveying so much through his eyes without speaking a word, and then, during the hesitant night, they would both fall asleep on the same bed. Once or twice, while sleeping, Priya's foot accidentally brushed against Ishan's legs. But the moment that happened, she would immediately withdraw her foot and hide it beneath her sheet.

There was another matter in this house that felt rather strange—that of Ishan's first wife. On the very first day, Priya had noticed a hint of bitterness in Mom's words regarding his first wife, but after that, no one ever spoke about her, and it seemed as though no one wished to do so either. Once or twice, she tried to bring up the topic with Nadia, but Nadia would quickly deflect the conversation. On the other hand, Ayesha did not remember much about her first aunt either, except for the fact that she was quite beautiful.

Priya had very carefully searched the wardrobe in the room, but she could not find a single trace connecting Ishan to his first wife. There was no old clothing, no photograph, and no documents. Everything felt a little bizarre, but then Priya reasoned that it had been ten years, perhaps even longer, and maybe Mom had removed all of her belongings. Priya considered bringing up the topic with Ishan, but seeing him so exhausted, she lost her nerve. Besides, what did any of this matter to her? She only wanted to return to Vijay somehow.

One such night arrived, and Priya walked into her room. Ishan was sitting on the bed without his shirt, trying to apply something to his back, but his hand could not reach the spot properly. It wasn't that Priya had never seen Ishan's bare back before; sometimes, if she woke up early, she would quietly lie in bed and watch Ishan change his clothes, or occasionally, she would walk into the room without knocking while Ishan was putting on his shirt.

Priya made a soft sound to clear her throat—"Uhmmmmm..."

Ishan looked toward the door in surprise—"Madam... please come in..."

Rising to his feet, Ishan picked up his shirt and began to put it on. Today, Priya observed him closely; his chest and underarms carried a light dusting of hair, and his body was well-toned, likely due to hard physical labor. She began to compare him to Atul. Ajay had a slight belly—not too much, just a little—and it was quite soft and yielding. In contrast, Ishan's stomach appeared flat and exceptionally firm.

Priya averted her gaze and began to pick up a few clothes scattered on the floor. She had likely left them there in her haste this morning. Ishan was still letting out a soft groan in discomfort.

Looking at him, Priya asked—"What happened, Ishan ... are you alright..."

Ishan: "It is nothing, madam... just a bit of stiffness in my back..."

Priya: "I see..."

Priya wondered if she should ask Ishan if she could apply the pain relief cream to his back, but she hesitated and remained silent.

Ishan: "Madam... I brought something for you today..."

Ishan held out a page from a newspaper resting on the bed toward Priya.

Ishan: "I saw this at the tea stall today, so I thought I should bring it for you..."

Taking the newspaper page, Priya began to look at it; it seemed to be a middle page. Suddenly, her eyes fell upon a photograph. Even though it was in black and white, the photo clearly depicted Vijay and Isha. Priya quickly began to read the news article.

The article featured an interview with Isha and Vijay, discussing their social welfare projects. It detailed how they were donating to several organizations to support women and children. Toward the end, there was a mention of Vijay contesting the upcoming elections. Perhaps this article was merely a publicity stunt for the two of them. Priya's eyes returned to the photograph. Vijay and Isha stood side by side, smiles gracing their faces. Isha wore a saree, while Vijay wore a traditional tunic.

After reading everything, Priya's expression darkened. It seemed everything was perfectly fine between Isha and Vijay, and Vijay might have already forgotten her by now. In all of this, she was the only one who had suffered a loss. Separated from her home and family, she was here in a stranger's house, in his room. Perhaps she had even become his wife in the eyes of the world. Ajay must despise her now, and likely the rest of her family as well.

Her thoughts were suddenly interrupted by Ishan's voice—"Madam... what is the matter... what are you thinking so deeply about..."

Priya: "Umm... nothing..."

Ishan: "I tried calling the master, but his phone is still switched off... I believe he must be deeply occupied with the election work... that is why..."

Priya: "But no one keeps their phone switched off indefinitely... and he knew where we were going... he could have sent a letter somehow, couldn't he..."

Ishan spoke thoughtfully—"If you say so, I can go there once and check..."

Priya: "No, no... what if you get caught there..."

Ishan: "Do not worry... I will be very careful... It has been nearly three weeks now; the situation must have cooled down a bit..."

Priya's heart and mind were pulling her in completely opposite directions. Her heart urged Ishan to meet Vijay just once so he could somehow get her out of here; that would be wonderful for her. But on the other hand, she was terrified that if Ishan were caught there, she would be trapped here even more helplessly.

Priya: "How many days will it take for you to go there and return..."

Ishan: "Just one day, madam... I will leave in the morning... and be back by the next morning..."

Priya found herself turning helpless under the demands of her own heart—"When you go there, do not meet anyone else, and absolutely do not go anywhere near the place where I used to live. Keep your face covered, speak only to Vijay, and do not trust anyone else at all."

A faint smile appeared on Ishan's face—"Madam... please be at ease... nothing will happen to me... I will inform my brother tomorrow and then leave for the city the day after... should I bring anything for you from there?"

Priya: "No... ummm... just return quickly..."

Ishan: "Yes, I will return as quickly as possible..."

Priya: "If you need some money, there is jewelry kept in my bag... you can sell it..."

Ishan: "Oh no, madam... what are you saying... I cannot even think of selling your jewelry... everything will be managed... do not worry..."

Priya looked at Ishan; he was doing so much for her. Placing himself in danger once again, he was ready to go to Lucknow for her sake.

Priya noticed him holding his back in discomfort again—"Ishan ... please lie down... I will apply the medicine to your back..."

Ishan: "Please let it be, madam... it is not that much pain... it will get better..."

Looking into his eyes, Priya spoke in her softest voice—"Please... listen to me..."

Ishan: "Oh... alright then..."

Ishan lay down on the bed, and Priya sat beside him. With one hand, she gently pulled his shirt up a little, and with the other hand, she took some cream. She began to massage his back with her tender hands. The moment Priya's soft hands met Ishan's lower back, a spark of electric warmth rushed through his entire body. It felt as though all his pain vanished instantly.

Priya slipped both of her hands beneath Ishan's shirt, massaging his back all the way up. However, because she was sitting to the side, her hands could not reach the upper sections effectively.

Priya: "Ishan ... may I sit across your thighs for a moment... so my hands can reach properly..."

Ishan felt an overwhelming wave of happiness—"Yes, madam... whatever you wish..."

Ishan shifted slightly higher on the bed, and Priya positioned herself gently over his lower thighs. Ishan could feel Priya's delicate weight, but it felt so soothing to him, as if the tension in his lower body was simply melting away.

Priya again placed both of her hands beneath Ishan's shirt, leaning forward to massage his back thoroughly. She began to feel every contour, mark, and scar on his skin. Her hands reached up to Ishan's shoulders, bringing her body into close, breathless alignment with his. Feeling her proximity, a deep hardness filled Ishan's core, and soft, ragged breaths escaped his lips. Priya's gentle hands acted as a soothing balm against his firm strength.

Priya, too, became completely lost in the rhythm of her movements, letting out soft, unconscious sighs as she exerted gentle pressure—"Mmm... hhmmm.. aahhhmmm... mmmmm..."

Priya's hands softly kneaded Ishan's back and neck. Her midriff gently brushed against his frame as she leaned over.

Ishan's breathing intensified as he surrendered completely to the heat of her touch. A powerful tension gripped his entire being. He felt an intense longing to turn around and pull her into a passionate embrace, losing himself completely in her softness. The mere thought sent a surge of adrenaline through his veins, making it nearly impossible to lie still. Yet, he knew crossing that line with her would be wrong. The intoxicating sensation of her warmth resting against him was almost overwhelming—"Madam... ah.... you must be getting tired... please take some rest..."

Priya: "Did your pain ease a little?"

Ishan: "Yes... ahhh.... it is much better... there is absolute magic in your touch... aahh..."

Priya: "It feels as though you are still experiencing quite a bit of discomfort..."

Ishan struggled to find the right words to explain his condition to her—"No, madam... ahhh... please move away for just a moment..."
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Ishan carefully withdrew his leg from beneath Priya, prompting her to shift to the side. As Ishan stood up from the bed, his intense physical arousal was clearly outlined through the fabric of his pajamas. His hand instinctively reached down, desperately trying to soothe the tight, pulsing ache in his core. Priya's gaze lingered on the sight for a few helpless seconds before she abruptly turned her face away.

Noticing her turn away, Ishan immediately withdrew his hand—"Forgive me, madam... it just grew incredibly stiff while I was lying down..."

Priya attempted to steady her breathing, though she found it nearly impossible to regain her composure—"Yes... I understand..."

The vivid image refused to leave her mind. Suddenly, her thoughts flashed back to that intense moment when Ishan had dominated Raj so completely. She had witnessed his imposing, powerful masculinity from such close proximity. Just remembering that sight sent a sudden shiver running straight down her spine.

Ishan's core was throbbing fiercely, and he desperately needed to find a release for this overwhelming pressure. However, he couldn't see a way to manage it right here in front of her. He hurried toward the door to leave the room, but catching sight of Nadia coming up the stairs, he quickly stepped back inside.

Priya: "What is it, Ishan ... you rushed out so suddenly and came right back in..."

Unable to contain the heavy strain any longer, Ishan spoke honestly—"Madam... uhhh... how do I even say this... right now, my core is exceptionally hard and aching badly. I absolutely must find relief, otherwise I will not be able to sleep a wink tonight from the pain. Once this tension is released, the heavy frustration I have carried for weeks will finally subside."

Hearing such raw, direct honesty from him left Priya completely stunned—"Ohhh... I see..."

Ishan: "If you could just turn your face away for a few minutes, I can focus on relieving this intensity right here. I truly do not want to go downstairs in this condition."

Priya's heart began to hammer wildly against her ribs. How could she deny him relief in his own home? Yet, the thought of him surrendered to his passion right here in the room with her felt incredibly intimate and overwhelming.

Ishan: "Madam... if you wish to refuse, it is completely fine..."

Priya spoke up quickly—"No, no... please go ahead... this is your room, after all..."

The moment she gave her consent, Ishan's hand went straight to his center to soothe the rigid ache. Lowering his clothing, his dark, commanding hardness was fully exposed, pulsing with an intense heat. The heavy, prominent contours of his masculinity were fully visible, radiating an undeniable, masculine strength.

Priya's eyes widened in sheer disbelief, and she unconsciously swallowed hard. A deep, instinctive trepidation washed over her body at the sight of his raw power, sending a sudden, tight sensation rippling through her own hidden depths, as if her core was constricting in a mix of fear and secret excitement.

Ishan noticed the way Priya was completely transfixed by his arousal. In his experience, no woman had ever looked upon his full strength without becoming completely spellbound. It seemed madam was experiencing that exact same intoxication now. However, his main priority was to release this burning heat; if he lost control later in the night, he couldn't predict how his untamed desires might affect her safety.

Grasping his hardness with both hands, Ishan began a firm, rapid rhythm to bring himself to the edge. He focused his gaze upward toward the ceiling. Turning completely away, Priya tried to look at the wall, but the heavy, rhythmic friction of his hands filled the quiet room. Between the movements, deep, ragged groans escaped from Ishan's chest.

Stealing a quick glance from the corner of her eye, Priya saw Ishan completely consumed by his own touch, his hand moving with intense force over his firm, heavy center.

An intense restlessness began to consume Priya. Ishan was about to extinguish his own burning desire, but what about the secret fire currently igniting within her? Her chest felt tight and heavy, her breathing shallow as a deep ache filled her senses. She felt a desperate urge to slip her hand beneath her clothing to soothe her own aching warmth and press against her sensitive curves. Yet, she could not bring herself to be so uninhibited as to touch herself in front of another man.

Ishan's breathy groans grew louder and faster, prompting Priya to turn around completely. Ishan had discarded his shirt entirely, standing completely unclad before her. His fingers pressed firmly against his core, working to draw out every ounce of the built-up tension within him.

His eyes were tightly shut, entirely lost in the peak of his physical release. Seeing him so deeply vulnerable to his own passion, Priya summoned the courage to watch the final climax unfold. Suddenly, a powerful, breathless release erupted from his core, the intense force of his passion splashing down across the floor, nearly reaching her feet.

A soft, involuntary gasp escaped Priya's lips, causing Ishan's eyes to snap open. Seeing her staring intently at his center, a slow, knowing smile spread across his face. Priya watched as the thick traces of his release pooled on the floor, flowing freely. Even as his breathing slowed, his masculinity remained remarkably long and imposing.

Priya quickly averted her gaze, staring out the window as her legs and knees trembled uncontrollably from the sheer intensity of the moment.

Taking deep, ragged breaths, Ishan spoke—"Madam... hhhhhaaaa... huhhhh... uhhhh... thank you... for allowing me to find my release here..."

Priya replied in a breathless, trembling whisper—"It is alright..."

Ishan: "I will clean all of this up immediately... let me just use the restroom downstairs first. After a release like this, I always feel an urgent need to relieve myself."

Adjusting his clothes, Ishan quickly stepped out of the room. Priya turned around to look; the floor was covered in a heavy, viscous pool of his passion, especially around the spot where he had been standing. She had never witnessed such an abundant release from anyone before, even though she had handled intimacy with other men in her past.

The realization made her cover her face with her hands in embarrassment. Ufff... what had possessed her to let him do this right here? She had no idea how she would even look Ishan in the eye after this.

When Ishan delayed returning, the room began to fill with a distinct, musky aroma that stirred a strange, unfamiliar sensation deep within her. Seeing no sign of him, Priya picked up a cloth from the floor and began wiping up the traces of his passion herself.

A couple of minutes later, Ishan walked back into the room and spoke in a startled tone—"Madam... what are you doing... I told you I would clean it... please leave it..."

Ishan gently took the damp cloth from Priya's hand.

Priya: "It was almost done anyway... I just thought I would clean it up since it might be difficult for you to bend down with your back pain."

Ishan gazed deeply into her eyes—"I am not that old yet, madam... it is just a minor stiffness. There is still an immense amount of strength left in me."

Ishan and Priya locked eyes for a long moment. Priya understood the underlying meaning behind his words perfectly, but she chose to remain silent. Looking at his face, she could only picture the dark, imposing hardness she had just witnessed. She couldn't help but wonder how Kanchan or his first wife had ever managed to endure such raw, overwhelming power.

Ishan: "Come... let us sleep... it has grown quite late..."

Priya gave a quiet nod and lay down on her side of the bed. The lights were turned off, and they lay at opposite edges of the mattress. Priya's heart and her hidden warmth were both throbbing with a restless, persistent pulse. She wrapped her sheet tightly around herself, tucking one hand beneath her chest as she tried to force herself to sleep. She couldn't comprehend what had come over her tonight. Only one overriding thought filled her mind—she desperately needed Ishan to speak with Vijay so she could escape from this place once and for all.The next morning, Ishan was getting ready to leave for the city. Priya stood with him in the room, her mind racing with restlessness and butterflies of anxiety fluttering in her stomach. She had no idea what was going to happen there in Lucknow.

Priya said softly—"Please be absolutely careful... and do not speak to anyone except Vijay..."

Without looking directly at Priya, Ishan replied—"Yes, madam..."

Unable to hold back what was in her heart, Priya spoke on impulse—"Just take care of yourself, everything else will be fine regardless of the outcome..."

A faint smile graced Ishan's face as he looked at Priya. Priya quickly averted her gaze so he wouldn't be able to read the conflicting emotions written all over her face.

Ishan: "Please be at ease... I will be there and back in a flash... everything will be fine..."

But his reassurances did little to lessen Priya's growing worry. She handed Ishan his bag, and hoisting it over his shoulder, he headed outside. Priya remained standing in the room for a few moments. By then, Ishan had walked downstairs and noticed that Priya hadn't followed him down.

He glanced back up, hoping to catch a glimpse of her face one last time, but she was seemingly still inside the room. Just then, Sameer called out to Ishan from outside; he was going to drop him off at the main road on his scooter.

Ishan headed out, and at that very moment, Priya rushed out onto the terrace, watching him leave from over the balcony wall. For some reason, her heart sank, and all sorts of dark, worrisome thoughts began to cloud her mind.

A little while later, Priya came downstairs and walked straight into the kitchen.

Nadia noticed her downcast expression and after a moment said softly—"What happened... why are you looking so sad? Your husband will be back by tomorrow morning..."

Priya tried to mask her expression, though she had never truly learned how to hide her feelings—"No, sister-in-law... it’s nothing like that... I just feel a little under the weather today..."

Showing immediate concern, Nadia asked—"What happened?? Is it your monthly cycle... you go and sit down. Ayesha has pads, I will tell her..."

Priya: "No, no, sister-in-law... I already took those from Ayesha... my mind just feels a bit restless today..."

Nadia: "Oh, really? That is even better news... Ishan gave us the good news so quickly then..."

Priya's cheeks flushed a deep, embarrassed crimson—"You are misunderstanding... it is nothing like that at all..."

Nadia: "Everything is happening between you two, right? Neither Mom nor I have heard a single sound yet..."

Priya thought to herself, Ufff, I have no idea how they are constantly on the lookout for intimacy between me and Ishan. She wondered how long she would have to keep up this lie—"Yes... well..."

Nadia: "Is there any difficulty? For you or for him?"

Priya lowered her gaze, staring down at the floor in embarrassment.

Nadia: "Have you seen his core yet? How large and imposing it is?"

Hearing this from Nadia’s mouth left Priya completely startled—"How do you know?"

A knowing smile spread across Nadia’s face—"So that means you have seen it... are you intimidated? I can understand, anyone would feel nervous seeing something so powerful... It will hurt a little at first, but once his warmth is fully inside you, the pleasure will be unimaginable... If you take my advice, do not make yourself or him wait any longer..."

Suddenly, Ayesha bounced into the kitchen and asked with total innocence—"Who are you waiting for, Auntie..."

Turning back to her chores, Nadia replied—"It’s nothing... why do you always butt into adult conversations..."

Ayesha: "I don't know how long you all are going to treat me like a child... I know everything too..."

Nadia: "Oh really... you've grown up so much... then we’ll have to start looking for a husband for you..."

Ayesha pouted—"Mom!!! Do not even mention marriage... I just came to ask if I can go to the market with Jasmine?"

Nadia: "No... you've grown into a young woman, yet you roam around the whole village bareheaded with that friend of yours... you will bring shame upon me one day..."

Ayesha: "Mom please... let me go... Auntie, please say something to her..."

Nadia: "Do not drag your aunt into this... go and sit with her to study..."

Stamping her feet in anger, Ayesha stormed out of the kitchen, and Nadia gestured for Priya to follow her. Priya went and sat with Ayesha in her room. Ayesha’s mind was clearly not on her studies, but Priya tried her best to teach her anyway. However, her own mind was in a state of absolute turmoil. She kept wondering how far Ishan had reached and if he had managed to speak with Vijay yet.

By the time night fell, she had calculated every single minute in her head; Ishan must have reached Lucknow and surely spoken to Vijay by now. He would probably be boarding the return bus any moment.

Noticing her completely lost in thought, Nadia said—"Priya... do one thing, go up to your room... and make sure to bolt the door securely before you sleep. Alright?"

Priya: "Yes, sister-in-law..."

Nadia: "And do not open the door for anyone until morning... understand... no matter who knocks on your door..."

Priya asked with absolute innocence—"But why would anyone knock on my door..."

Nadia: "Tsskkkk... look at you... sitting with Ayesha has made you talk just like her... just do exactly as I said... Now go..."
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Priya reached her room upstairs and bolted the door from inside. Tonight was going to be the first night she would spend completely alone in this room since her arrival here. A wave of fear washed over her, and for some inexplicable reason, a thought crossed her mind—wishing Ishan were here. Ufff, why am I thinking about him so much? Downstairs, Sameer sat down to eat, and Nadia began serving him food. After serving him, she sat down nearby and began using a hand-fan to cool him down.

In the middle of his meal, Sameer remarked—"I don't see Priya around today..."

Nadia: "She has gone up to her room..."

Sameer: "This early? Is everything alright..."

Nadia: "Yes... well, she is just feeling a little unwell..."

Sameer: "I see, what happened?"

Nadia: "Oh, it's just that... this is the first time she is away from Ishan since they arrived... probably because of that..."

Sameer fell dead silent for a moment and then asked quietly—"Did she mention anything? Has everything happened between her and Ishan?"

Nadia replied with a hint of hesitation—"Well... perhaps not yet..."

Hearing this, a subtle, dark smirk played on Sameer’s face—"I knew it... Ishan is getting old now... he brought home such a young, beautiful bride, but he can't handle her... he pants heavily even while doing routine physical labor now..."

Nadia: "They just got married, give them some time..."

Sameer: "How much more time should we give him? The whole village is constantly whispering about his wife..."

Nadia: "What whispers... and why would they whisper? She doesn't even step out of the house..."

Sameer: "So what if she doesn't step out... do people not have eyes... there are as many rumors as there are mouths... no one is any less. Sahil talks about her like a total degenerate... and Uncle Nadeem is no better..."

The anxiety on Nadia’s face grew more profound—"Why don't you leave all that talk aside... the world will always gossip..."

Sameer spoke thoughtfully—"I am going to go up and talk to her tonight, find out what the real issue is..."

Nadia gasped in absolute shock—"To whom? Priya?"

Sameer: "Yes, who else? I feel like something is highly suspicious..."

Nadia: "But... let Ishan come back at least... it won't be right to speak to her in his absence..."

Sameer: "Why won't it be right? She is living in our house..."

Nadia: "But... think about it... you are a stranger to her in the eyes of our customs... entering her room like this..."

Sameer’s anger began to flare, and he glared menacingly at Nadia. Slapping his half-eaten morsel back onto the plate, he stood up abruptly and stormed off. Nadia knew that Sameer’s predatory instincts were burning fiercely tonight, but she was determined to keep Priya completely safe tonight, no matter what.

It was late at night, and Priya lay alone on the bed in her room. Whenever her feet made a slight noise against the frame, a wave of anxiety would wash over her. It had been so long since she had found herself completely on her own. Just thinking about what had transpired in this very room two nights ago began to ignite a sudden, building warmth deep inside her.

Slowly, Priya began to trace her hand over her body through her clothing. Her other hand wandered up to her chest, caressing her curves. Touching herself like this instantly awakened a dormant spark of desire within her senses.

Letting out soft, trembling sighs, Priya surrendered to the sensation of her own touch—"Ummm... mmm... mhhhh...."

Even through her tunic, Priya could feel her sensitive points growing incredibly taut and firm. It felt as though they were straining against the fabric, yearning to be free. She gently pressed and molded them with her fingers, but instead of soothing the ache, the physical arousal only intensified. Her heavy, rapid breathing accentuated her curves, making her fitted tunic feel so tight it seemed on the verge of tearing at any moment.

Losing all sense of inhibition, Priya could no longer restrain herself. After playing with her senses for a few more moments, she pulled her tunic over her head and discarded it. Beneath it, she wore a pink bra that tightly bound and accentuated her full, heavy curves.

A slick, melting warmth had begun to pool down below. Placing her trembling hands over the fabric of her bra, she began to squeeze and cup her breasts—first gently, and then with increasing intensity, alternating from one side to the other. Her slender fingers kneaded her fair, soft skin with a deep hunger, as if she were desperately craving for someone else to be doing this to her. As the inner heat consumed her completely, she slid the strap of her bra down, exposing her full softness to the cool night air. Priya softly caressed and teased the sensitive peak. She wished she could soothe the ache herself, or better yet, that someone else was there to consume her.

Priya slipped her fingers into her mouth, closing her eyes tightly as she sucked on them, coating them in slick moisture. She then brought her wet hand back down, firmly gripping her breast in her fist and squeezing it tightly to satisfy the throbbing ache.

Priya: "Ufff... mmmmm..... aaahhhh...."

Unfastening the tie of her pajamas, she slid the fabric down over her hips. Beneath, she wore red lace underwear that contrasted beautifully against the fair skin of her thighs.

Priya slipped her hand inside her underwear, positioning her fingers against the outermost folds of her hidden warmth, gently massaging her center. Although a sweet release of moisture had already begun to escape, her inner fire was far from quenched. Her hand instinctively accelerated, applying a firm, rhythmic friction against her sensitive core from the outside.

The breathy gasps escaping her lips grew louder, prompting her to cover her mouth with her hand. Her entire body was slick with perspiration, and the bedsheets beneath her were becoming thoroughly dampened by her escalating passion.

In a frenzy of desire, Priya stripped away her bra and underwear completely. Now fully unclad on the bed, she massaged her skin everywhere, exploring her own body. She slid two fingers deep into her aching warmth, but even that failed to completely soothe the overwhelming intensity building inside her.

Arching her hips upward as she massaged her center, she instinctively tilted her lower body, as if inviting an invisible presence to enter her depth. She began to shift her hips up and down in a rapid, pulsing rhythm against her own hand. Her other hand continued to grip and pull at her breast.

Priya: "Ahhh... ufff.... mmmm....."

It was becoming incredibly difficult to control the sounds of her pleasure. Just then, she thought she heard a faint, subtle noise near the door outside. Caught at the absolute peak of her arousal, the sudden rush of adrenaline and fear pushed her over the edge, causing her core to release a powerful, shuddering torrent of moisture. The sheet beneath her was now completely soaked.

Another soft sound echoed from outside the door. Terrified, Priya tried to silence her breathing entirely. Had her passionate sighs been loud enough to draw someone to her door? Fumbling through the dark room, she frantically searched the bed to find her clothes.

Her hand managed to find only her pajamas at first, not her underwear, and she quickly pulled them on. She then hurriedly put on her bra and tunic. In the aftermath of her climax, a strange, conflicting sensation washed over her. She had found her release in this very room, on this very bed where Ishan slept beside her. Ufff... how did I get so incredibly aroused tonight? I should have controlled myself. Realizing it wouldn't be wise to turn on the lights at this hour, she decided she would change the bedsheet first thing in the morning. However, she was worried about how she would manage to wash it without drawing suspicion. Moving away from the dampened spot, Priya shifted over to lie on the other side of the bed—the side where Ishan usually slept.

The noises from outside faded away completely, and Priya quietly closed her eyes, trying to rest. Her lower body still tingly and damp, her pajamas had absorbed some of the moisture, but the intense experience left her with a profound sense of physical fulfillment.

As soon as she woke up the next morning, Priya stripped the soiled sheet from the bed and replaced it with a fresh one. She hurried downstairs to bathe, making sure she was the first one to use the bathroom today. Immediately after, she sat down in the courtyard to wash the laundry.

Noticing her washing the heavy linen, Nadia rushed over to her—"Oh, Priya... what are you doing... leave all this... I will handle it..."

Priya: "No, sister-in-law... I can manage it..."

Nadia: "Why are you bothering to wash such a heavy bedsheet first thing in the morning... we could have simply given this to the washerwoman..."

Priya: "It is perfectly fine, sister-in-law... let me do it today. We will give it to her next time."

Nadia examined the sheet closely—"Did you spill something on it?"

Priya: "No... it had just gotten a bit dirty..."

Nadia: "Did you sleep well last night? You didn't feel scared without Ishan, did you?"

Priya offered a shy smile, lowering her gaze—"Just a little... but I slept well enough..."

Nadia: "Alright... finish up quickly... then come and sit with me, okay?"

Priya: "Yes..."

Nadia walked away, and Priya sat on a small wooden stool, scrubbing the sheet along with the rest of her and Ishan's clothes. She had never washed clothes by hand like this before, but she had seen her mother and more recently Nadia doing it.

By the time she finished, she was thoroughly exhausted, but she managed to hang all the clothes out to dry. Her mind was still completely preoccupied with thoughts of Ishan. He should have arrived back home by now.

As she was hanging the last of the clothes, Sameer walked past the courtyard and stared intently at her. The moment Priya noticed him leering at her, she quickly pulled her veil over her head to cover her face and hurried inside.

Nadia wasn't in the kitchen, so Priya went upstairs to look for her and reached her bedroom. She hadn't visited their room very often before. The bed and furniture in their room were far superior to the ones in her own quarters. Nadia was busy cleaning up the space.

The moment Nadia saw her enter, she paused her work and walked over—"Priya... come, sit down here..."

Taking Priya by the hand, Nadia guided her to sit on the bed—"I always seem to forget to ask—how are you doing? How are you liking everything here?"

Priya: "Yes... everything is fine... it is quite nice..."

Nadia: "You used to live in a major city, right... so you must find it a bit difficult to adjust to life here..."

Priya: "Yes... well..."

Nadia: "You can speak to me openly... do not hesitate..."

Priya: "Yes... I did live in a big city... but everything is perfectly fine here as well..."

Nadia: "And how did you meet Ishan over there?"

Priya struggled to form an answer; she absolutely couldn't reveal the true nature of her situation to Nadia—"Well... we... we just lived nearby..."

Nadia: "So how did you decide that you wanted to be with Ishan... to elope with him from your home? You look like you come from a very affluent family... your parents must be terribly worried about you..."

Priya's eyes remained lowered—"It all just happened... I don't know how... and I ended up here..."

Nadia could easily sense her deep discomfort—"Alright, it's okay... do not be distressed... did you know much about Ishan before coming here?"

Priya: "Ummm... no... not much at all..."

A soft chuckle escaped Nadia’s lips—"Yet you still came away with him... it seems there is a great deal of love between you two..."

Priya remained completely silent, at a total loss for words.

Nadia: "But what is happening now? Why are you two unable to become one... you understand exactly what I am asking, don't you?"

Priya could barely find her voice—"Yes..."

Nadia: "Seeing the profound traces on that sheet this morning, I understood everything... your own heart is yearning for fulfillment too... Is there an issue on Ishan's part? Look, if you do not speak to me openly, how can things progress? If things continue this way, it will not be good for either of you..."

Startled, Priya asked—"What do you mean it won't be good?"

Nadia: "Your marriage can be dissolved... meaning, completely ended..."

Priya: "I see..."

Nadia: "You mentioned before that you haven't experienced any of this yet?"

Priya felt overwhelmed with intense embarrassment, but she had to say something—"No... perhaps that is exactly why there is so much anxiety... and furthermore, his masculinity is exceptionally large..."

Nadia: "I see.. so you have at least seen his strength..."

Priya lowered her eyes again, lacking the courage to even look up during this conversation.

Nadia: "Look... your mother isn't here with you... so I will explain everything to you. I explained all of this to my own daughters as well... you are just like them to me..."

Nadia: "I will give you a small vial of oil... first, massage it thoroughly over his hardness... that will make it much easier for his warmth to glide inside you... understand..."

Priya listened intently, taking a deep, slow breath.

Nadia: "If he asks you to please his center with your lips, do not refuse him... men find that incredibly pleasurable. Understand that there will definitely be some pain initially. If you take my advice, instead of letting him move slowly, tell him to drive his hardness straight inside you all at once. You might cry out for a single moment, but after that, everything will begin to feel wonderful..."

Priya: "Yes... but how will something so incredibly large ever fit inside me..."

Just thinking about the physical reality sent a wave of trepidation through Priya, and she couldn't understand why she was even asking these questions.

Nadia: "Yes... it will be a bit difficult... but believe me, once the full connection is made... you will find immense pleasure in it. I will give you some pain relief medicine... but you two must consummate your bond very soon... that will be best for everyone..."

Priya took a deep breath, her fingernails digging into the bedsheet as her mind raced with the thoughts of their impending intimacy—"Yes... he hasn't returned yet... could you please call him and check..."

Nadia: "Since you do not have a phone of your own... you can use mine. Go ahead and call him yourself..."

Nadia handed her dated mobile phone to Priya and stepped out of the room, leaving her alone. With trembling fingers, Priya dialed Ishan's number, but the automated operator informed her it was out of reach. He was likely still traveling on the bus.

She desperately wished he would just return home safely so she could finally find a path to escape this place forever.

Priya's eyes remained lowered—"It all just happened... I don't know how... and I ended up here..."
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Priya remained completely silent, at a total loss for words.
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Nadia: "Seeing the profound traces on that sheet this morning, I understood everything... your own heart is yearning for fulfillment too... Is there an issue on Ishan's part? Look, if you do not speak to me openly, how can things progress? If things continue this way, it will not be good for either of you..."

Startled, Priya asked—"What do you mean it won't be good?"

Nadia: "Your marriage can be dissolved... meaning, completely ended..."

Priya: "I see..."

Nadia: "You mentioned before that you haven't experienced any of this yet?"

Priya felt overwhelmed with intense embarrassment, but she had to say something—"No... perhaps that is exactly why there is so much anxiety... and furthermore, his masculinity is exceptionally large..."

Nadia: "I see.. so you have at least seen his strength..."

Priya lowered her eyes again, lacking the courage to even look up during this conversation.

Nadia: "Look... your mother isn't here with you... so I will explain everything to you. I explained all of this to my own daughters as well... you are just like them to me..."

Nadia: "I will give you a small vial of oil... first, massage it thoroughly over his hardness... that will make it much easier for his warmth to glide inside you... understand..."

Priya listened intently, taking a deep, slow breath.

Nadia: "If he asks you to please his center with your lips, do not refuse him... men find that incredibly pleasurable. Understand that there will definitely be some pain initially. If you take my advice, instead of letting him move slowly, tell him to drive his hardness straight inside you all at once. You might cry out for a single moment, but after that, everything will begin to feel wonderful..."

Priya: "Yes... but how will something so incredibly large ever fit inside me..."

Just thinking about the physical reality sent a wave of trepidation through Priya, and she couldn't understand why she was even asking these questions.

Nadia: "Yes... it will be a bit difficult... but believe me, once the full connection is made... you will find immense pleasure in it. I will give you some pain relief medicine... but you two must consummate your bond very soon... that will be best for everyone..."

Priya took a deep breath, her fingernails digging into the bedsheet as her mind raced with the thoughts of their impending intimacy—"Yes... he hasn't returned yet... could you please call him and check..."

Nadia: "Since you do not have a phone of your own... you can use mine. Go ahead and call him yourself..."
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Session 9 - Chapter 10

What he had brought from the city remained a mystery, and Ishan was teasing her about it.

Just then, Nadia called out to them in a stern, loud voice—"Ishan... where were you all this time? No call, no news... look at the state this poor girl has been in..."

Ishan and Ayesha fell dead silent, and Ishan looked intently at Priya's downcast face. Priya's eyes were bloodshot, and she looked as though she was on the verge of breaking down into uncontrolled tears.

Nadia gently patted Priya on her back—"Go on, head upstairs... and you too, Ishan..."

Priya quickly climbed the stairs and retreated into her room so that no one would see her crying. The moment she was inside, her tears began to flow freely. A few moments later, Ishan arrived and entered the room without knocking. He was carrying two large canvas bags filled with clothes. Seeing him come inside, Priya quickly turned her face away so he wouldn't witness her crying.

Ishan spoke in a gentle tone—"Are you alright..."

Priya replied through her sobs—"Yes... I am fine..."

Ishan: "You certainly do not look like it..."

Priya: "Where were you all this time... I couldn't comprehend what was happening... all kinds of dark, terrible thoughts were crossing my mind..."

Ishan: "Oh, I see... yes, well, I was doing some shopping in the city... for you..."

Priya: "You could have at least sent a call or a message to your sister-in-law letting us know when you would arrive. Was shopping more important than returning home? Don't you realize the danger of the place you visited..."

Ishan: "Yes... well, I probably should have sent a message..."

Priya wiped away her tears and tried to steady her composure. She then asked the single question she had been dying to ask since morning—"Were you able to meet Vijay over there..."

Ishan: "Yes... well, how do I even say this... I am at a total loss for words..."

Priya: "Please just tell me... what happened there? Were you unable to meet him?"

Ishan: "I stood outside his office since noon, and the moment he stepped out, I managed to speak with him for just a few fleeting moments..."

A tiny glimmer of hope ignited inside Priya, and a sudden spark returned to her eyes—"What did he say... did he talk about me?"

Ishan: "Well... he completely refused to recognize me... and he said..."

The color instantly drained from Priya's face—"And what else did he say?"

Ishan fell silent, lowering his gaze to the floor.

Priya: "Please tell me quickly... I have been waiting for so long..."

Ishan: "He said... that he does not know any Priya... and that I must be under some sort of misunderstanding..."

Priya gasped in sheer shock—"What!!!! How could he possibly say that!!"

Ishan: "Shhh... lower your voice... lest someone outside hears us..."

Priya's breathing grew ragged, and it felt as though the entire room had begun to spin around her—"But Vijay... how could Vijay say something like that..."

Ishan: "I do not know the reason behind all that... I am simply telling you exactly what he said..."

Priya sank onto the bed, her eyes staring blankly into space. She couldn't wrap her head around how Vijay could utter such words. He used to love her beyond measure. Could there have been some massive misunderstanding?

Priya looked back up at Ishan—"Was there someone else with him over there..."

Ishan: "Why do you ask that..."

Priya: "No, I mean, maybe he only said that out of fear because someone was standing next to him..."

Ishan: "Yes... there was a young lady with him there..."

Priya wondered if perhaps Isha had been standing beside Vijay at that moment—"A girl or a woman? Someone around thirty-five or forty, slightly plump but not too much..."

Ishan: "No... she wasn't like that at all... she was a slender, very young girl, and she sat in the back of the car with Vijay as they drove away... but I have no idea who she was..."

Priya felt her heart sink completely into an absolute abyss. Vijay had apparently forgotten her entirely and had already snared a new girl in his trap. This time, it wasn't tears that welled up in her eyes, but a burning flame of pure hatred. What a colossal fool she had been to ruin her entire life by falling for Vijay’s declarations of love. Here she was, waiting for him with such agonizing restlessness, while he had discarded her memory so effortlessly.

Priya's body went completely rigid on the mattress, and a dark shadow began to cloud her vision. Without even realizing it, her strength gave out, and she collapsed backward onto the bed. Ishan rushed toward her in a panic, but she had already lost consciousness.

When Priya finally opened her eyes, a cool, damp cloth rested on her forehead, and Ayesha was sitting right beside her.

Seeing Priya open her eyes, Ayesha called out loudly—"Auntie has regained consciousness..."

Nadia, who was standing just outside the doorway, immediately rushed into the room and glared at Ayesha, gesturing for her to keep her voice down.

Ishan was also standing right at the threshold of the room, looking at Priya with deep concern.

Nadia walked over and sat down beside Priya—"Here... drink some water..."

Nadia offered her some gentle support, helping her sit up against the headboard of the bed. She then carefully held the glass to her lips to help her drink.

Priya's head was still spinning wildly—"I don't know what happened... suddenly everything just went black..."

Nadia: "How are you feeling now..."

Priya: "Ummm... a little better..."

Nadia: "Ayesha.... go downstairs quickly and bring some fruits for your aunt..."

Ayesha immediately stood up and scurried downstairs. The moment she left, Ishan took two cautious steps further into the room.

Nadia: "I told you this morning not to overexert yourself with work... now look, your husband is complaining that the moment he stepped out, we made his delicate flower of a bride work so hard that she fainted... and didn't even give her anything to eat..."

Ishan opened his mouth to protest, but Nadia silenced him instantly with a sharp gesture of her hand.

Priya forced a small, strained smile onto her face—"It is nothing like that... I just don't know how I suddenly felt so dizzy..."

Nadia: "Mom thought she was finally going to hear some good news... but I had to explain to her that you just have a slight fever..."

Nadia looked back and forth between Ishan and Priya—"Now, make sure to give her that good news soon... she is desperately longing to see her grandchild's face..."

Before Priya could voice a response, Ayesha returned from downstairs with a freshly sliced apple. She sat close beside Priya and gently began feeding her the pieces. Priya's heart felt completely shattered, but she couldn't find it in herself to refuse Ayesha's sweet gesture. After a short while, Ayesha and Nadia headed back downstairs, leaving only Ishan and Priya alone in the quiet room.

Ishan securely bolted the door from inside—"How are you feeling now..."

Priya replied in a faint, lifeless whisper—"I am fine..."

Ishan: "Forgive me that you had to hear all of those harsh truths from my mouth..."

Priya: "How is any of that your fault..."

Ishan: "You should get some sleep... we will talk further tomorrow. I also need to show you the things I brought for you from the city..."

Priya gave a subtle nod, and Ishan switched off the main light in the room. He walked over and lay down on his side of the bed. Priya slid down slightly on her side, pulling the sheet completely over herself. Her mind felt entirely numb, as if she had lost the very capacity to process her thoughts. But as the painful memories of the past began to flood back into her consciousness, soft, involuntary sobs began to escape her lips. She felt a desperate urge to scream out loud, but her voice seemed entirely trapped in her throat.

She continued to weep softly in the darkness for some time, until she felt Ishan's warm hand rest gently upon her shoulder, causing her to startle slightly.

Ishan: "Do not distress your mind with so many thoughts... just sleep... everything will turn out fine..."

Lying on the mattress, Priya turned around to face Ishan. Although his features were obscured by the deep shadows, she could still discern his profile. He was lying remarkably close to her tonight.

Priya spoke in a trembling, broken whisper—"What could possibly turn out fine? I have been completely ruined... I have nowhere left to go..."

Her weeping intensified slightly, the raw pain breaking through her composure.

Gently taking her hand in his firm grasp, Ishan spoke—"Do not worry... I am right here for you..."

In that vulnerable moment, Priya desperately craved a shoulder to lean on to ease her heavy grief. She instinctively slid closer to Ishan, completely burying her face against the broad planes of his bare chest. She continued to weep softly against his skin, while Ishan's strong arms wrapped securely around her upper body, pulling her tight against his warmth.

Asserting a deep, comforting possessiveness over her, Ishan rested his heavy legs over hers, pinning her beneath his masculine frame. The physical weight of his body seemed to anchor her, momentarily absorbing the crushing burden of her sorrow. Priya remained within his protective embrace for a long time, her tears slowly subsiding until she completely lost consciousness and drifted off to sleep.


Session 9 - Chapter 11

When Priya opened her eyes the following morning, she found Ishan carefully and gently easing her head off his chest and onto the pillow. She realized with a sudden jolt that she had spent the entire night tightly intertwined against his body without even conscious awareness. Priya immediately closed her eyes again, pretending to be fast asleep so Ishan wouldn't realize she was awake.

Without making a sound, Ishan quietly stepped off the bed and began to change his attire. He was likely preparing for the early morning prayers. Although the room was still cloaked in the dim twilight of dawn, Priya could clearly discern the powerful silhouette of his physique—his tall stature, broad chest, and strong, reliable shoulders. It was the shelter of these very shoulders that had comforted her through the night.

As the details of the previous night came back to her, a profound sadness settled over her senses once more. It felt as though the very purpose of her existence had been completely stripped away. Vijay was never coming for her, she could never return to Ajay or her family, and her life was now inextricably bound to Ishan in marriage.

Having changed his clothes, Ishan quietly exited the room. Priya remained motionless on the bed, weeping silently over her tragic fate. No tears flowed from her eyes this time, but her head throbbed with an unbearable tension. She had abandoned Ajay for Vijay, and it was because of Vijay that she had been driven to this remote corner. Ajay must despise her deeply by now, and perhaps he had already begun the process of moving on with his life. As for Vijay, he had erased her from his life in a matter of weeks.

Nearly an hour slipped by in a blur of painful reflection as daylight began to stream into the room. A short while later, Ishan returned. He didn't even bother to knock on the door this time, stepping inside with an easy familiarity, as if he now held an absolute right over everything within these four walls.

Seeing that she was awake, Ishan spoke softly—"You are up..."

Priya gave a slight nod and sat up on the edge of the mattress. Looking at Ishan, her mind instantly flashed back to the raw intimacy of the previous night—how tightly he had held her, and the comforting weight of his body pressed over her legs. She realized she had been too emotionally drained to resist or even process his touch last night.

Ishan: "Go ahead and bathe to get ready... then have some breakfast. After that, I have something to show you..."

Looking at him, it seemed as though nothing unusual had transpired between them. The only noticeable shift was that he had entirely stopped addressing her as "madam," a habit he had abandoned since last night. For the past two years, he had never called her anything else. It felt incredibly surreal to hear him drop the formal title so completely.

With a heavy heart, Priya stood up, gathered her clothes, and went downstairs to use the washroom. The moment she reached the lower floor, Nadia affectionately inquired about her health, and Ayesha, too, had woken up earlier than usual today. Priya found herself forced to maintain a false, cheerful facade in front of them. But she wondered—why bother anymore? This was no longer a temporary arrangement; it had become her living reality.

After bathing and dressing, Priya stepped out of the washroom. Wringing out her damp hair, she made her way back up to her bedroom. She hadn't expected Ishan to still be inside, and seeing him there caused her to pause in surprise.

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

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

Priya: "I see... why were you waiting?"

Ishan: "Just watch..."

Ishan began to unpack the large canvas bags he had brought with him. He drew out three to four elegant sarees and arranged them neatly across the bed. Sitting down on the edge of the mattress, Priya examined the fabrics. They were lighter and simpler than the opulent sarees she was accustomed to wearing in the city, yet they possessed a distinct, undeniable elegance.

Priya asked softly—"What is all this..."

Ishan: "All of this... I brought it specifically for you..."

Priya: "But why?"

Ishan: "You do not have any sarees here with you... and you look exceptionally stunning in a saree... just like a heroine..."

Ishan's intense gaze locked onto Priya as he spoke. Priya immediately lowered her eyes, completely unsure of how to respond. Had Ishan always observed her with such secret adoration when they were back in Lucknow? She couldn't help but wonder what his true intentions toward her were.

Noticing her loss in thought, Ishan asked abruptly—"What is wrong? Didn't you like the sarees..."

Tracing her fingers over the smooth fabric, Priya replied—"No, they are actually very beautiful... But what was the need to bring them... no one wears sarees in this household or around this village. I will look incredibly out of place wearing them alone..."

Ishan: "That does not matter... you can wear them comfortably at home... or perhaps just at night within the privacy of this room..."

Hearing those words sent a sudden, powerful shiver running straight through Priya's body. A vivid image flashed unbidden across her mind—visualizing herself completely adorned in an elegant saree at night, sitting before Ishan while he admired her beauty with deep, passionate devotion. She quickly shook her head, forcing the intimate thought out of her mind.

Ishan: "The blouses are stitched to standard sizes... but if they do not fit your measurements perfectly, just let sister-in-law know. She will take you over to Uncle Nadeem’s shop to have them tailored properly..."

Priya suddenly remembered her previous uncomfortable encounter at the tailor's shop—"No... I do not want to go to Uncle Nadeem’s shop."

Ishan: "Did he say something to you? It is fine... you can just give me your measurements, and I will have them stitched by another tailor..."

Priya: "Oh, no... do not trouble yourself so much... We will see about it later. I should head downstairs; my sister-in-law must be looking for me, and you have to get to work as well."

Ishan: "Yes... but I wanted to ask you something..."

Priya: "Yes, go ahead..."

Ishan: "Are you truly feeling alright... last night you fainted so suddenly, and afterward, you seemed deeply distressed... I believe you were even weeping..."

Priya fell completely silent, lowering her gaze instantly—"What can I even say now... it feels as though I have been utterly ruined... I cannot comprehend anything anymore."

Ishan: "Do not fill your mind with such bleak thoughts... everything will turn out beautifully from now on."

There was a distinct, confident gleam in Ishan's eyes that Priya had rarely witnessed before. He stood up quickly, retrieved his fresh clothes from the wardrobe, and headed downstairs to the washroom. Priya neatly put the sarees away in the wardrobe and followed him downstairs. Her heart felt heavy, spinning with a restless, agonizing uncertainty. She felt completely blind regarding her future, and equally lost in her present reality.

Once downstairs, Priya gathered some vegetables, sat down in the courtyard lounge, and began chopping them. From where she sat, the entire open courtyard of the house was clearly visible. A short while later, Ishan stepped out of the washroom after his bath. He had only a single towel securely wrapped around his waist. His entire physique was glistening with droplets of water, and the dark hair on his chest clung tightly against his skin.

Catching sight of Priya sitting across from him, a broad, warm smile spread across his face, and Priya instinctively offered a faint smile in return. Ishan hurried upstairs to dress, and after a few moments, Priya walked into the kitchen. By now, she had gradually started helping Nadia with the daily kitchen chores. Nadia didn't burden her with heavy work, but let her assist with small tasks.

As soon as Nadia entered the kitchen and saw Priya preparing the vegetables, she chided gently—"Oh dear... what are you doing... go and rest. You collapsed from dizziness just yesterday."

Priya smiled softly—"I am perfectly fine now... I managed to get plenty of rest last night."

Nadia teased with a knowing smirk—"I see... it seems Ishan gave you an excellent, soothing massage last night... for your head, of course..."

Priya's cheeks instantly flushed a deep crimson—"No... I simply went to sleep... why would he give me a massage?"

Nadia: "He would do absolutely anything for you... he was frantic with worry yesterday... it felt as though he might throw us out of the house in his panic if anything happened to you."

Embarrassed, Priya stammered—"Sister-in-law, please... you say the most outrageous things..."

Nadia laughed warmly—"It is wonderful to see that you have finally opened up enough to talk back to me like this. Now, just open up a little bit more."

Nadia glanced out into the courtyard, where Ishan and Sameer had just sat down at the low table for breakfast.

Priya: "Sister-in-law... I will finish cooking this. Why don't you go ahead and serve them breakfast?"

Nadia: "As you command, your highness... though it seems your husband won't find peace until he catches a glimpse of you."

Nadia took the food and began serving it out. Ishan ate his breakfast, but his eyes constantly scanned the area, desperately wishing to see Priya just once before leaving for work. However, he had to suppress his desires for the moment. A short while later, he and Sameer finished their meal and departed for the factory.

Having finished her morning chores, Priya returned upstairs to her room. The moment she was alone, the familiar shroud of melancholy enveloped her once more. Memories of her past life and intense anxiety about the days ahead began to plague her mind. Seeking a momentary distraction to ease her heavy heart, she bolted the door securely and retrieved one of the new sarees from the wardrobe. She gently traced her fingers over the smooth fabric. Just as she had noticed earlier, the material was quite light and delicate.

She sat lost in thought for a long time, debating whether she should try it on or not, but then hesitated, fearing sister-in-law might call her downstairs unexpectedly. As she lay down on the bed, tears began to stream silently from her eyes again, and she eventually drifted off into a heavy daytime slumber.

By the time she woke up, it was already late afternoon. She tidied her tangled hair and made her way downstairs. Mom, true to her nature, glared at her with bitter resentment. Priya felt exactly like a caged bird trapped within the walls of this house. Nadia and Ayesha were her only solace, but Ayesha had been away from the house since morning.

Somehow, evening arrived, and as daylight began to fade, Priya's sadness and anxiety intensified. Shortly before darkness fell completely, Sameer and Ishan returned home from work. Nadia served the evening meal; she had prepared a rich meat curry today, a dish from which Priya purposely kept her distance by staying away from the kitchen.

When Ishan walked upstairs after dinner, he found Priya and Ayesha sitting together in the room, engrossed in conversation.

Seeing Ayesha inside his private quarters, the expression on Ishan's face shifted instantly into annoyance—"Ayesha... what are you doing here... your mother is calling for you downstairs."

Ayesha: "I will go in just a few minutes, Uncle..."

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

Ayesha: "I was just staying here to keep Auntie company; she seemed incredibly sad to me today..."

Ishan: "I will look after her... you go downstairs and have your dinner immediately."

Standing up reluctantly, Ayesha replied—"Alright..."

Ayesha quickly hurried out of the room, and Ishan immediately slid the bolt, locking the door firmly from inside. Priya watched his every deliberate movement with a guarded intensity. Summoning her courage, she questioned—"Why did you force Ayesha to leave so abruptly..."

Ishan: "I simply felt that she might be disturbing your peace... that is all."

Priya: "No... she was actually trying her best to cheer me up..."

Without a shred of hesitation, Ishan removed his shirt right in front of Priya and hung it securely on a wall peg—"It does not matter... she will have her dinner downstairs... sister-in-law shouldn't have to sit and wait for her indefinitely."

Priya's eyes involuntarily traced over Ishan's physique; his broad chest was covered in a thick mat of dark hair, and his skin had grown deeply bronzed from working under the harsh sun. The moment she realized he was looking back at her, she quickly turned her face away.

Opening the wardrobe, Ishan retrieved a fresh shirt and began putting it on. Buttoning it up, he asked suddenly—"Were you truly feeling deeply sad today..."

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

Ishan remained silent for a moment, though a flash of underlying resentment was clearly visible on his face—"You can speak to me with absolute freedom."

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

The mere mention of Vijay’s name caused Ishan's features to harden instantly into a rigid mask—"You should not waste another thought on that man."

Priya found his sudden, sharp tone rather unsettling; he was beginning to assert a distinct, possessive authority over her. Yet, she found herself unable to counter him—"Yes... but it takes time to completely erase a lifetime of memories, doesn't it?"

Ishan's expression softened slightly at her vulnerability—"You speak the truth... it does take time... Did you try on the saree today?"

Priya: "Ummm... no..."

Ishan: "It is fine... you can try it tomorrow. I spent a great deal of time searching for the perfect one for you..."

Priya: "Yes..."

Ishan: "Have you eaten?"

Priya: "Yes... I ate a bit early today... because they had cooked meat, so I had something simple."

Ishan: "You did well... Come, let us rest now."

Ishan switched off the bedroom light and climbed onto his side of the bed. Priya pulled the sheet over her shoulders and lay down, keeping her back turned completely toward him. Closing her eyes in the heavy darkness, she desperately tried to force herself to sleep.
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…………..As Ishan shifts from a formal protector to an assertive, possessive husband, the physical tension between them is reaching a boiling point from which there is no return. Will her emotional exhaustion and need for shelter cause her to finally succumb to the raw, overpowering heat of Ishan's embrace tonight, surrendering her body to a passionate union born of sheer helplessness—or will this fateful night spark a dangerous new reality?
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Find out exactly how their boundaries shatter when the lights go completely out in the next gripping book!
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