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Reader Reviews & Feedback

Dear Readers,




If you enjoyed reading ”A Wife for One, A Desire for Many (2nd Edition)” I would be truly grateful if you could take a moment to share your honest review on Amazon Kindle. Your reviews help other readers discover the book and mean a lot to me as an author.




Please feel free to leave your thoughts about the story, the characters, the emotional journey, or any part that touched you. Whether you loved it, found it intense, or have suggestions – every review is valuable.

You can leave your review by visiting the book’s page on Amazon after finishing the story.


A Wife for One, A Desire for Many (First Edition) Summary 

**A Wife for One, A Desire for Many (First Edition) Summary**

Priya Sharma, a vibrant, beautiful twenty-three-year-old from a modest middle-class family in Jhansi, Uttar Pradesh, is the cherished late-born daughter who grows up with unusual freedoms—jeans, college festivals, a scooter, and a commerce job—thanks to her liberal father and her wise, affectionate sister-in-law Anamika (Aarti). Priya’s life is a perfect blend of innocence and quiet independence until marriage proposals force a decision. In 2020, she marries Ajay, a twenty-eight-year-old senior loan officer from a respectable family in Gwalior. The match seems ideal—no demand for gifts, a good job, and caring in-laws—but from the very first night, cracks appear.

The wedding is grand yet simple; Priya looks radiant in her red bridal gown, and the sacred rituals—the formal commitment, the sacred fire vows, the emotional bridal farewell, the face-unveiling, and the playful wrist-thread and ring-finding games—overflow with love and teasing. Yet her wedding night with Ajay is rushed, painful, and unsatisfying. He finishes quickly, leaving her confused and aching for the deep pleasure Anamika had described in secret video discussions. The next morning brings playful family teasing, the morning neem-stick routine with her mischievous younger brother-in-law Daksh, and the sudden, painful news that Ajay must return to Lucknow alone for work. Priya stays behind in Gwalior for two months, bonding deeply with her sister-in-law Anjali, her mother-in-law Sunita, and especially the now-grown, athletic nineteen-year-old Daksh. Their playful banter turns sexually charged when Priya helps Daksh make his college crush Neelam jealous by posing as his girlfriend while wearing a short black dress. A stolen cheek kiss lingers deeply in both their minds.

While Ajay is away, Priya accidentally discovers a shocking family secret: her father-in-law and her aunt-in-law are involved in a passionate affair, even taking Priya’s intimate wear for their secret encounters. The revelation leaves her deeply shaken. On the eve of her departure, Daksh confesses his intense feelings and begs for a single kiss; Priya gives in briefly before pulling away, torn between guilt and unexpected warmth.

In Lucknow, Priya and Ajay settle into a small two-bedroom apartment. Life becomes routine—Ajay’s long work hours at the bank and Priya’s overwhelming loneliness—until their neighbor Aditi’s loud, uninhibited passion echoes through the thin walls, reawakening Priya’s dormant desires. Her own intimate moments with Ajay remain quick and mechanical until Priya suggests roleplay. Ajay adopts different personas—a dominant friend named Vijay, a security guard, a plumber—becoming rough, commanding, and relentless. For the first time, Priya experiences intense, breathtaking climaxes, vocal expressions of pleasure, and the thrill of absolute surrender. Saturdays become sacred to her.

Yet real-world temptations intrude. At the bank’s annual party, Priya performs a sensual solo dance in a striking red traditional drape and black blouse that leaves every man captivated. The real Vijay Singh—a wealthy, influential client whose name Ajay had used during their roleplay—watches her with intense interest and later rescues her from an intoxicated guest. He hands her his private card, intrigued by her innocence and inner fire. That same night, an intoxicated Ajay requires the assistance of the building security guard, Ishan, to reach their apartment. Ishan’s lingering gaze and the accidental touch of his skin while supporting Ajay’s limp body ignite a forbidden thrill within Priya.

Back in Gwalior for the festival of colors, unresolved tensions reach a boiling point. Daksh, now muscular and bold, corners Priya on the rooftop, smearing vibrant powder over her skin while pressing close against her, holding her chest and kissing her neck until she moans despite herself. Her water-soaked white tunic turns sheer, exposing her form to his intense gaze. The following day, his actual girlfriend Neelam arrives unannounced, immediately recognizing Priya as the woman from the photo. A tense, silent confrontation unfolds; Neelam kisses Daksh right in front of a hidden Priya to mark her territory, leaving Priya consumed by jealousy and restlessness.

On their final night in Gwalior, Priya initiates passionate intimacy with Ajay, desperately seeking the raw intensity she craves. However, he remains overly gentle, finishes too quickly, and leaves her unsatisfied once again. As they return to Lucknow with a driver picking them up, Priya is left questioning everything: her marriage, her growing attraction to the touch of other men, and the dangerous desires awakening deep within her heart.

The narrative is a slow-burning emotional and sensual drama of a young wife caught between marital duty and her reawakened sexuality. Priya is the quintessential "wife for one"—loyal, devoted, and gentle—yet her body and mind yearn for the intensity she glimpses in stolen moments with Daksh, the raw excitement of roleplay, the commanding aura of Vijay Singh, and even the unrefined hunger of the security guard. Every chapter heightens the tension: hidden family secrets, forbidden touches, roleplay that blurs imagination and reality, and the persistent realization that Priya’s passion can no longer be satisfied by just one man. The story combines tender romantic bonds, raw physical attraction, deep emotional struggle, and captivating moral choices, leaving readers eager for the next chapter where Priya’s expanding desires will test the boundaries of her marriage, her principles, and her self-control.


A Wife for One, A Desire for Many (Second Edition)


Session 2 - Chapter 1
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Ajay messaged Raj from the train, asking him to come to the station to pick up him and Priya. Raj had recently bought an old pre-owned car. He was actively looking for a bride and had purchased the vehicle specifically to make a good impression. On the train, Priya sat across from Ajay, sipping her tea, completely unaware of the thoughts racing through his mind.

As they stepped out of the station, they immediately spotted Raj waiting for them. Priya was slightly taken aback at the sight of him.

Priya : "Raj? What on earth are you doing here?" her voice was laced with pure surprise.

Raj : "Picking you guys up, what else?" he replied with a broad grin, gesturing proudly toward his vehicle. "And in my new car, no less!"

Priya : "Oh, wow! You bought a new car?" she exclaimed, her eyes widening in delight. "Does this mean the wedding bells are finally ringing too?"

Raj : "Well, it’s not brand new, but it’s new to me," Raj chuckled sheepishly. "Now that the car is here, the wife will follow soon enough. And if luck is on my side, I’ll find someone exactly like you."

Priya : "You better ask your friend first—he’s already fed up with me! Besides, you deserve someone much better than me," Priya burst into laughter at his charm.

Raj : "How could anyone ever get tired of a wife like you?" Raj countered, his tone playful yet lingering with a hint of genuine admiration.

Ajay stood there silently, absorbing every single word. A knot of unease began to tighten in his chest. *Did Raj and Priya actually like each other?* he wondered. After all, Raj was younger, sharper, and his words made it crystal clear just how deeply he admired Priya.

Ajay : "Can we go home now?" Ajay interrupted, his voice edged with sharp irritation. "You two can finish this chat later."

The three of them piled into Raj's car and headed toward the apartment complex. Throughout the drive, the lively banter between Raj and Priya never ceased. Finally, they reached the society gates. Since the car lacked a resident sticker, the guard kept the gates firmly shut. Raj honked impatiently, but the guard didn't budge.

Priya leaned out of the window to see what was wrong and recognized the face instantly—it was the same watchman who had helped her carry a drunken Ajay upstairs that night. *What was his name again?* she thought.

Priya : "Ishan!" she called out softly.

Ishan froze at the sound of his name coming from her lips. He turned to find Priya Sharma from Flat 609. To him, she was the only woman in the entire society worth looking at. He was captivated by everything—her face, her grace, her sweet voice. Just the sight of her sent a surge of heat through his body.

Ishan : "Madam... you?" Ishan stammered, his eyes wide.

Priya : "Yes, he's with us. Please, let us in," Priya requested gently.

Ishan’s mind raced with dark, illicit fantasies, wishing just once she would let him in. But even for her, he couldn't break the rules today.

Ishan : "Madam, there's no sticker on the car. I’ll need an entry in the register first."

Priya : "Okay, I'll come out and sign," Priya said, moving to open the door.

Ajay : "You stay put," Ajay snapped, his frustration boiling over. "I'll do the entry."

Ishan stood there, rubbing his hands in disappointment. If she had stepped out, he could have feasted his eyes on her; maybe even shared a few more words. He had no interest in looking at her husband—a man who, in Ishan’s eyes, was utterly unworthy of her. To him, Ajay was like a common ape who had somehow ended up with a heavenly beauty.

Once Ajay finished the paperwork, the gates opened. Raj parked the car, and the trio headed toward the elevator. Ishan watched Priya walk away, his eyes fixed on the sensual sway of her hips. He let out a heavy breath, knowing he’d have to find a private moment later to deal with the overwhelming physical tension she had stirred within him.

Back at the flat, Priya immediately dropped the bags and hurried into the kitchen.

Raj : "Priya, stop! You just got home," Raj called out, watching her go. "You must be exhausted. I can have tea some other time. Don't do this for my sake."

Priya : "Nonsense! It’ll only take two minutes," she insisted, her voice trailing warmly from the kitchen. "Sit down. It's been so long since we last saw you!"

Usually, Ajay adored Priya’s warmth and hospitality—the way she looked after everyone without a single complaint. But today, he saw it through a clouded, jealous lens. Why was she doing all this for Raj? He just wanted Raj to leave them alone, but instead, Priya was settling in to make tea, prolonging the very presence that was making his blood boil.

Back at home, the ghost of his neighbor Aditi’s influence began to haunt Ajay’s thoughts. He had warned Priya so many times that Aditi wasn’t a good woman and that she should keep her distance. But Priya never listened. He wondered if Aditi’s uninhibited company was starting to rub off on her, or if she was being led astray.

Soon, Priya arrived with tea and some snacks.

Raj : "Priya, really, there was no need for all this," Raj said politely.

Priya : "Fine, maybe you didn’t need it, but I did," she replied with a playful wink.

They both shared a light laugh and slipped into easy conversation. Raj caught them up on office gossip, while Ajay and Priya shared stories from their Gwalior trip.

Raj : "Hey, did you know the boss’s daughter is getting married?" Raj looked at Ajay and said.

Priya : "Oh? I didn't even know Reshma had a daughter that old," Priya chimed in. "She looks like she's only thirty-five or forty herself."

Raj : "It's true," Raj replied. "The wedding is in a month or two."

Priya : "You missed your chanc, Raj!" Priya teased. "If you had wooed the daughter, your boss would have been your father-in-law!"

Raj : "Oh, Sister-in-law, stop it," Raj laughed. "I told you, you’ll have to find someone exactly like yourself for me."

Priya : "There you go again," Priya shot back, though her tone shifted slightly. "And why do you keep bringing this 'Sister-in-law' tag into the middle of everything?"

That sentence struck a sharp chord in Ajay’s mind. Priya had forbidden Raj from calling her "Sister-in-law" from day one. She corrected him every single time he used the title. *Did she like Raj from the very first moment she saw him?* he wondered, the seed of deep jealousy taking root.

After some more talk, Raj left. Both Ajay and Priya were exhausted, and with office the next morning, they went to bed early. It wasn't as if they were intimate every night, anyway.

The next morning brought the usual chaotic rush. Priya quickly made breakfast and packed lunch, and Ajay headed out. In his haste—or perhaps his lingering mood—he didn't even kiss her goodbye. Priya was too busy to notice. At the office, Ajay tried to focus on his work, but his mind was a whirlpool of troubling thoughts.

He tried to reason with himself. *Even if Priya does like Raj in her heart, so what? She is my wife.* He didn't believe Raj or Priya would ever betray him behind his back. It was probably just a figment of his overactive imagination. But as evening approached, the negative thoughts returned with a vengeance. By the time he was commuting home, he had made a firm decision.

*What if I make love to her while pretending to be Raj?*

Priya’s rule for roleplay had always been strict: she wouldn't play a role involving someone she actually knew. But Ajay was determined to convince her.

When he reached home, Priya was in the kitchen, talking to her sister-in-law on the phone. As he walked in, he caught a fragment of her conversation: "...one should think very carefully before getting married."

*Who was she talking about?* Ajay wondered.

As soon as she heard him enter, she said goodbye and hung up.

Priya : "You're home! I've made your favorite dinner today," she said brightly.

Ajay didn't want to let his suspicions show.

Ajay : "Oh, thank you! You really take such good care of me."

Priya : "I do, don't I? And what about you?" she asked softly.

Ajay : "Me? What do you mean?"

Priya : "Nothing, just a joke," she smiled.

Ajay over-analyzed every word. What was she trying to convey to him? They ate together and then went down for their usual post-dinner walk in the society park.

Near the gate, Priya spotted Ishan. He had helped her three times now—even finding her keys that one time. She found him very helpful. Ishan, watching them walk, was lost in his own dark, illicit thoughts about her.

Back upstairs, Ajay finally gathered the courage to bring up the Raj roleplay.

Ajay : "Priya, I was thinking about something... if you'd just listen for a moment."

She sat beside him.

Priya : "Tell me. You’ve seemed so bothered the last couple of days."

Ajay : "No, it's nothing. I just thought, now that we're back, we should start our intimate games again."

It took her a second to catch on.

Priya : "Games? Oh... honestly, Ajay. No, let’s not. It gets a bit too much sometimes."

Ajay took her hand, stroking it gently.

Ajay : "It won't be too much. Please. I have a great new idea."

Priya : "Hmm, you're one person in Gwalior and another here," she teased. "If I told anyone, they wouldn't believe it."

Ajay : "You're the same way..."

Priya : "What does that mean?"

Ajay : "I mean, you enjoy it too. Remember how you pounced on me two days ago?"

Priya blushed deeply, her face warming with embarrassment.

Priya : "Please don't remind me of that! I’m sorry about that day... I don’t know what came over me."

Ajay : "No, I loved seeing that wild side of you. Listen... I know you’ll say no, but just hear me out. Why don’t I pretend to be Raj while we make love?"

Priya’s jaw dropped. Why was he bringing this up again? They had discussed this once or twice before. Her brow furrowed, her face betraying her intense internal conflict.

She pulled her hand away and stood up.

Priya : "No... no... not that, please. I can't do that."

Ajay pulled her back down, gently stroking her cheek.

Ajay : "It’s just a roleplay, Priya. What’s the harm if I pretend to be him?"

Priya : "No, Ajay. We talked about this. I can't do it."

They argued for a long time, but Ajay couldn't sway her. They went to bed upset with each other. But Ajay wasn't ready to give up. He felt that only by becoming Raj could he truly ignite her passion and satisfy her deepest desires.

For the next two days, Ajay remained cold and distant. Priya couldn't understand why he was being so stubborn. Eventually, seeing that he wouldn't budge, she felt she had no choice but to give in. That evening, she prepared tea for him.

Priya : "Ajay, how long are you going to stay angry over this?"

Ajay : "What does it matter to you?"

Priya : "It matters, that’s why I’m asking. Fine... I’ll try it. But if you're going to be Raj, I won't be 'Priya.' I'll play the role of his wife or fiancée. If that's acceptable, we can do it."

Ajay had wanted the explicit "Raj and Priya" dynamic, but he realized he couldn't push her any further. At least she was agreeing to surrender to him under Raj's persona,

Ajay : "Fine," he agreed, his eyes gleaming with quiet intensity. "You will be his future wife."


Session 2 - Chapter  2
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Ajay was thrilled. He started planning how to make this roleplay unforgettable. He wanted to give her so much pleasure in this role that she would be completely satisfied. The next day, after Ajay left for work and Priya finished her chores, the doorbell rang. It was Aditi. Priya was genuinely happy to see her. Aditi was the one person she could talk to without fear of judgment.

"What's this? No call, no message, you didn't even drop by after coming back," Aditi teased. "What did I do?"

"Oh Aditi, so much has been happening! I’ve actually been thinking of you for the last two days."

"I live right next door. You could have just rung the bell. Or did your husband finally convince you that I'm a 'bad influence'?"

Priya held her ears in a playful apology. "Sorry! Really."

They sat down to talk. Priya had told Aditi almost everything—except for the incident with Daksh. That chapter was closed. But this new problem was weighing on her.

"So, tell me, what should I do?" Priya asked after explaining the situation. "Ajay was so insistent, I had to say yes just to make him happy."

"Honestly, you overthink things," Aditi said. "And if I'm being truthful..."

"Tell me the truth... that's what I need."

"You don't really want to hear it. I've given you hints before."

"Please, just say it."

"Your husband is a total idiot," Aditi said bluntly.

"That's it? You've told me that before."

"Okay, tell me this—what does this Raj look like?"

"Ummm... he's okay..."

"Just okay? Or hot?"

"I don't know, I don't think about him like that."

"That's your problem. You should look at everyone and think about it. What's the harm in a little thought? You never know who might surprise you."

"Please, spare me the philosophy," Priya sighed. "Just give me advice on what I asked."

"Look, what's the problem with a roleplay? Just imagine Raj is doing all the things to you that your husband doesn't."

"That's exactly how you trapped me last time!" Priya reminded her.

"But it worked, didn't it? Your sex life got better."

"Hmmmm..."

"And look, from what you've told me, Raj sounds better than your husband anyway. Even if it became real, what's the problem?"

"No, nothing real," Priya insisted. "Just the roleplay. I'll think about it more."

"Don't think. Just enjoy."

After Aditi left, Priya felt a bit lighter. Talking to her had eased the burden. After all, it was just a roleplay. It wasn't real.

On the designated day of the roleplay, Priya prepared herself with meticulous care. She put on a set of new lingerie and made sure her grooming was perfect, waxing her legs until they were silky smooth. She wanted to give Ajay the same electric feeling of their very first night together. Her goal was simple: make this encounter so incredible that the tension and arguments of the past few days would simply melt away.

Ajay was equally prepared, freshly shaved and wearing a dash of cologne. They had agreed to keep the roleplay romantic. In this scenario, Raj and his fiancée—whom they named "Sweety"—were meeting in a hotel room to share an intimate night before their wedding.

Both of them were buzzing with excitement as they stepped into the bedroom, treating it as if they were checking into a private suite.

Priya began the scene, her voice soft. "Raj... why have we come here?"

"You know why, jaan," Ajay replied, staying in character. "To show you how much I love you."

Ajay ran his fingers through Priya’s hair, his other hand sliding down to rest firmly on her waist. The slight gasp that escaped her lips only fueled his excitement. For Priya, saying the name "Raj" felt strange at first, but the atmosphere was so convincing that she truly began to feel like a bride-to-be alone in a hotel room with her fiancé.

"Raj, doing this before the wedding... it feels wrong," she whispered, playing the part of the hesitant fiancée.

"Nothing is wrong," Ajay whispered back. "We’re getting married in just a few days anyway."

He cupped her face with both hands, gently stroking her cheeks with his thumbs. Priya reached out, resting her hands on his waist, drawing him closer. When Ajay leaned in and pressed his lips against hers, Priya felt a jolt of surprise. Usually, Ajay was hurried and clumsy with kisses, but this—this was soft, lingering, and incredibly deep. For a moment, she lost herself in the sensation, feeling as though she really was being kissed by someone entirely new.

With Ajay’s lips still pressed against hers, he moved his hand to Priya’s waist, pulling her even closer into his embrace. When they finally broke the kiss, their foreheads remained rested against each other, their hurried breaths mingling in the small space between them. Ajay, keeping his hold on her, slowly guided her backward step by step until Priya’s legs hit the edge of the bed, causing her to fall back into a seated position.

Ajay stood there, looming over her for a moment. He reached out, cupped her face once more, and placed a tender kiss on her forehead. Priya began to slide further back onto the mattress to create distance, but Ajay crawled onto the bed, following her closely.

She retreated until she hit the headboard, realizing she had nowhere left to go. "Raj, what are you doing? Please, listen to me... stop," she whispered, her voice trembling.

To Ajay’s ears, her soft protest sounded more like an invitation. "Baby, I’m not going to do anything... just come here," he murmured.

He pulled her toward him, maneuvering her so she was tucked against him. Reaching around from behind, Ajay wrapped his arms around her, his hands resting over her chest as he began to massage her firmly through the fabric of her clothes.

Priya let out a soft, rhythmic moan, her breath hitching as she whispered, "Ahhh... mmmmmm... Raj..."

Hearing that name—even in a game—sent a jolt of electricity through Ajay. It fueled an intensity he hadn't felt in a long time. He stayed pressed against her, his body reacting powerfully to her proximity. As he continued to hold her, the sound of her soft sighs drove him further into the role. Priya kept her eyes tightly shut, losing herself in the sensation.

She was playing her part perfectly, her voice a mix of feigned protest and genuine pleasure. "Ohhh Raj, you’re so naughty... ouch... be gentle, please... ahhhhh."

In the heat of the moment, Ajay helped her out of her top and lingerie, his focus entirely on her. He was reaching a breaking point, the adrenaline of the fantasy pushing him to the limit. Quickly discarding his own clothes, he moved to pull down her silk panties. He paused for a second when he saw her—she had groomed herself perfectly, looking just as she did during the very first days of their marriage.

"Baby... did you clear this all up just for me?" Ajay asked, his voice thick with emotion.

Priya felt a flush of shyness creep up her neck as she felt his gaze on her. "Yes... of course I did."

Seeing the blush on her cheeks and her vulnerability, Ajay couldn't restrain himself any longer. He positioned himself over her, the friction of their bodies heightening the tension. As he began to move with her, the rhythm of the encounter took over.

For Priya, the pleasure was overwhelming. It had been weeks since they had shared an intimacy this intense. "Ahh, ahhh, ahh... ufff. Raj..."

She squeezed her eyes shut, and for a fleeting moment, the fantasy felt indistinguishable from reality—as if it truly was Raj there with her. She dug her fingernails into Ajay’s back, gripping him tightly as they lost themselves in the moment.

Ajay could feel that Priya was deeply lost in the moment, her responses more intense than they had been in months. He pushed harder, the lines between the game and reality blurring in his mind. Before long, Ajay reached his peak, his breath hitching as he collapsed beside her.

"Oh, Priya..." he exhaled, his voice returning to his own. "That was incredible... I’ve wanted to do that with you for so long."

Priya was still drifting in the afterglow of her own climax. "Mmmm... ahhhh... Raj... seriously..."

Suddenly, the air in the room shifted. Priya snapped back to reality, realizing Ajay had addressed her as Priya. Had he stepped out of character to call her by her real name, or was he still playing the "Raj" who lusted after his friend's wife? She, however, was still so submerged in the role that she had called him Raj.

Ajay felt a sting of confirmation. Even now, it was Raj’s name on her lips.

"Oh... sorry," Priya whispered, pulling the sheet up. "I didn't realize you had ended the roleplay."

"I didn't end it," Ajay replied, his voice low. "In my head, I was doing it with my Priya Bhabhi(Sister in Law) all along."

Priya gave him a playful, light punch on the arm. "What kind of talk is that? That’s not what we agreed on. That’s completely wrong."

Ajay pulled her close. "But you enjoyed it, didn't you?"

Priya didn't answer with words; she simply gave a quiet nod and rested her head on his chest. As she drifted off to sleep, Ajay lay wide awake, his mind a battlefield of suspicion. If Raj actually tried something with her, would she go for it? Has she already done something with someone else? A dangerous plan began to simmer in his mind. He needed to test her further, but he knew if he misstepped, everything could fall apart.


Session 2 - Chapter 3

Ajay and Raj sat together during their lunch break. As usual, Raj was happily devouring the home-cooked meal Priya had packed, while Ajay ate takeout.

"How’s the food?" Ajay asked, watching him closely.

"Is that even a question?" Raj said, wiping his mouth. "Priya’s cooking is always amazing. If I were in your place, I’d never share this food with anyone."

Ajay noted the choice of words. *If I were in your place.* Maybe convincing him wouldn't be as hard as he thought.

"If you were in my place, what else would you do?" Ajay asked, leaning in.

Raj laughed. "If I were you? For one, I’d leave the office exactly on time every day. Second, I’d bring her a small gift every single evening. And third... wait, why are you asking? Did you guys have another fight?"

"No, no, nothing like that," Ajay lied. "I just thought I’d get some tips from you."

"Haha! I should be getting tips from you on how to find a wife like Priya."

"You'll find one, don't worry," Ajay said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Actually, Priya thinks about you the same way you think about her."

Raj froze, his fork halfway to his mouth. "What do you mean? What does she think?"

"About you. Who else? She once told me that if she hadn't met me, she probably would have fallen for someone like you."

"Are you serious, man? Did she actually say that?" Raj’s face flushed, his voice betraying a sudden, sharp hunger for more information.

Ajay saw the change in him—the excitement, the curiosity. "She doesn't have to say it; I can just tell. Sometimes... she even asks me to pretend to be you during our most intimate moments."

Ajay had shared bits of his personal life with Raj before—mostly exaggerations—and he knew Raj loved listening to the details. But this? This left Raj speechless.

"What? Pretend to be... me?" Raj stammered.

"Yeah," Ajay said, watching the trap set. "We did exactly that last night..."

Ajay saw the color drain from Raj’s face, and his voice took on a sharper edge of curiosity. "I don’t even need to say it; you can just tell. There are times she even tells me to express our desire while pretending to be Raj."

Ajay had shared bits and pieces of his personal life with Raj before—much of it being lies. Raj always enjoyed listening to these details, but what Ajay said today completely stunned him.

Raj stammered, "Wh-what? Pretending to be... Raj?"

Ajay replied, "Yeah... we did exactly that last night."

Lunch ended shortly after, and Raj returned to his seat burdened with questions—*Does Priya really think about me? Why is Ajay telling me all this?*

Over the next few days, Ajay continued to slowly torment Raj. He kept sharing intimate details of the passionate encounters between him and Priya.

Ajay said, "Priya always says 'no' during our moments of passion, but her 'no' always means 'yes.' She loves it when someone controls her firmly."

Raj asked, "I see... so she wants you to dominate her?"

Ajay replied, "Exactly. She surrenders completely... and then you can do whatever you want with her... but she enjoys it to the fullest too."

Hearing all this made Raj more and more aroused. Raj had always felt that Ajay shared a bit too much about his personal life; he wondered if this was Ajay’s naivety or an extreme level of trust in him. His mind raced with thoughts of what Priya truly wanted. He began to feel that perhaps Priya realized she had married the wrong man and that she could find a partner like Raj.

On Ajay’s end, he felt that whatever he was saying was at least partially true, just slightly exaggerated. He wanted to see what Raj would do next, and more importantly, what Priya would do. But to move this plan forward, he realized he would have to be the one to push things along.

On Saturday, Ajay woke up and spoke to Priya.

Ajay said, "Priya, please don't be angry, but I had to tell you something."

Priya asked, "What happened?"

Ajay said, "Raj and I have a plan to drink at home today."

Priya protested, "Ajay... what is this? You said that was only a one-time thing..."

Ajay pleaded, "Please... Raj really wanted to, and besides, we’re drinking at home... not outside."

Priya asked, "Raj drinks too? I didn't know that."

Ajay said, "Yeah, not much, but a little. Please, just agree. Otherwise, he’ll go somewhere outside to drink."

Priya wanted to say no, but she also didn't want him and Raj going out to drink. "Hmmm, fine, but I’m only allowing this once."

Ajay cheered, "You’re the absolute best."

Ajay arranged the drinks and waited for Raj. He had called Raj saying he really wanted to drink and asked Raj to just give him some company so Priya wouldn't get angry with him. Normally, Raj might not have agreed, but today he wanted to read Priya’s face for himself. Raj arrived at their home in the evening.

Ajay said, "You’re here, Raj. I’ve readied everything for you," winking at him.

Raj replied, "Yes, thank you."

Priya stood outside the kitchen, looking at them with a hint of anger. Raj looked her up and down; she looked stunning in a saree. He had stolen glances at Priya many times before, but always like a star—something you can look at but never dare to touch. But today, things felt different.

Ajay placed the bottle and glasses on the table and motioned for Raj to sit. "Let’s get started. Priya, if you want some too, you can join us."

Priya replied, "No... I have no such desire... I’m inside if you need anything."

Priya didn't want to sit there and watch them drink. She had seen Ajay drink before, but she never expected this from Raj.

The drinking session began quickly. It wasn't that Raj didn't drink at all, but he drank very little. He took small sips and mostly drank the soda. Ajay’s glasses, however, were being made and finished rapidly. Once he started drinking, he couldn't stop.

Ajay’s eyes were half-closed as he said to Raj, "Go check... see what Priya is doing in the kitchen..."

Raj stood up hesitantly and walked toward the kitchen. He looked back and saw Ajay’s eyes were almost shut. He had stood in the kitchen and talked to Priya before, but today his intentions weren't pure, and his heart was racing. He stepped softly into the kitchen and saw Priya standing there kneading dough. From the side, her figure was clearly visible. She was softly humming a tune.

Priya saw him enter. "What happened? Do you need something?"

Raj said, "No, I just thought I’d ask if you needed any help."

Priya said a bit sharply, "No, you go, drink your alcohol."

Raj asked, "Are you angry...?"

Priya taunted him, "No, I’m quite happy, why would I be angry...?"

Raj stepped closer and stood by her. Watching her knead dough made her look even sexier, as if her hands were massaging someone's body. Priya turned and looked at him with sharp eyes.

Raj said, "Sorry Priya... I was just..."

Priya said, "I didn't expect this from you; I thought you were sensible."

Raj replied, "But how is it my fault? I don't even drink that much..."

Priya started to get emotional. "Then why make this plan to drink? You knew Ajay can't control himself..."

Seeing her face, Raj realized she was about to cry. He gently placed his hand on her shoulder. The moment Raj touched her, Priya’s tears began to fall and she started to sob quietly.

Raj whispered, "Shhhhh... please don't cry..."

Raj started stroking her back. It was an emotional situation, but Raj trembled at her touch; her body was even softer and more delicate than he had imagined. Raj placed his hands on her cheeks and started wiping her tears. Priya felt as though she had found a shoulder to cry on; she moved closer and gave Raj a light hug. One of Raj’s hands was on Priya’s back, and the other was still wiping her tears. He couldn't believe Priya was in his arms.

Raj placed his hand on her chin and lifted her face toward him. Looking at Priya’s innocent face, Raj began to lose himself. Priya’s eyes were still looking down.

Raj gathered his courage and kissed her cheek, tasting her tears. Priya startled; she hadn't imagined Raj would do this. Raj then quickly kissed her near her lips to wipe the tears there too.

Priya tried to pull back and said, "Raj! What are you doing...?"

The moment those words left her mouth, the roleplay they had done a few days ago flashed before her eyes.

As soon as Priya turned the other way, Raj grabbed her waist from behind, his hands resting just below her softness. Raj kissed her cheek again. "It’s nothing, I’m just wiping the tears."

Priya was trying to free herself from his grip. But one of Raj's hands was brushing against her chest while the other moved softly over the blouse on her back. All of this was making Priya quite aroused as well, consumed by an unexpected heat.

Raj loosened his grip slightly and said, "I know you like me. Otherwise, no one shares their emotions like this."

Priya had just broken free from his grip when she stepped back and her back hit the fridge. Raj was right in front of her, and now she couldn't escape anywhere. Raj moved his face forward and kissed her lips softly, surrendering to the breathless collision of bodies. Priya’s legs started to feel weak. She wanted to scream, but no voice would come from her throat.

Raj whispered, "I know this is exactly what you want."

Priya stammered, "Raj... stop, please... Ajay is sitting right outside..."

Raj felt his arrow had hit the mark; he believed she was only afraid of Ajay. "Don't worry, Ajay won't find out... he has had quite a lot to drink."

Priya was trying to free herself. "Please Raj... what you are doing is wrong... step back..."

Raj’s hands were now moving restlessly over Priya’s back, as if he were lost in the heat and not in his right mind. But suddenly, he heard Ajay’s faint voice from outside, and he snapped back to his senses.

The moment she was freed from his grasp, Priya quickly ran out of the kitchen into her room and bolted the door from the inside. Raj came out and saw that Ajay had fallen asleep right where he sat. He went toward the room and tried to open Priya's door, but it was locked.

Raj said softly, "Priya, please open the door..."

Priya stood right by the door, watching the handle move. She knew that if she let Raj into the room now, there was no telling what might happen.

Priya said, "Please Raj, you should leave now... you've had too much to drink..."

Raj tried to open the door once or twice more, but it was firmly shut. It seemed his luck wouldn't hold today, yet he was thrilled just from having kissed Priya. He returned to the drawing room and saw Ajay passed out. He shook Ajay slightly and told him he was leaving. Ajay was truly unconscious and fell right back asleep.

Inside the room, Priya’s heart was racing. She had never imagined something like this would happen between her and Raj, and she wondered why she hadn't stopped him more firmly. Should she tell Ajay everything? Lost in these thoughts, she eventually drifted off to sleep.


Session 2 - Chapter 4

When Ajay’s eyes opened in the morning, he found himself lying on the sofa. He realized he had overdone the drinking the night before. As soon as he woke up, thoughts of Raj and Priya rushed back to him. Had something happened between them last night? He couldn't remember a single thing. Ajay got up and headed toward his bedroom, but when he tried to open the door, he found it was locked from the inside. Panic began to set in. *What if the door opens and Raj is in there?* He started banging on the door loudly.

Ajay : "Priya! Open the door!"

There was no sound from inside at first, but suddenly, Priya opened the door while rubbing her eyes.

Priya : "Are you awake?"

Ajay : "Yes, but why did you have the door locked?"

Priya was suddenly reminded of Raj’s behavior the night before. She had never imagined Raj would act that way with her. But perhaps it was her fault too, for resting her head on his shoulder and crying. Maybe Raj had also had a bit too much to drink. However, she couldn't tell Ajay anything; she hoped that Raj wouldn't mention it either.

Priya : "Well, since you guys were drinking, I just locked the door and went to sleep."

Ajay peered into the room as if he were still searching for Raj. "Oh... alright."

Once he was satisfied that no one else was inside, he tried to hug Priya.

Priya : "You still smell of alcohol. Please, go take a shower first."

Ajay agreed, "Alright, my love."

Ajay quickly hopped into the shower, and a little while later, Priya finished bathing as well. She was just drying her wet hair when her phone started ringing.

Priya said, "This is a call from the watchman downstairs."

When Priya picked up the phone, Ishan was on the other end.

Ishan said, "Good morning, Madam ji."

Priya replied, "Good morning."

Ishan said, "Madam ji, there are two people here whose entry needs to be made; they’ve come to meet you. They are saying they are your relatives."

Priya asked, "I see, what names did they give?"

After asking them for their names, Ishan said, "Anjali and Sandeep."

Priya was suddenly shocked at what her sister and brother-in-law were doing there. "Yes, please let them come up."

Ishan said, "Yes, Madam, I will personally bring them up to your flat myself."

Priya told Ajay that her sister and brother-in-law had arrived. They quickly started cleaning the drawing room. Then, two to three minutes later, their doorbell rang.

As soon as the door opened, Anjali shouted loudly, "Surprise!"

Priya was very happy to see them. "Sister, this really is a huge surprise. Ishan , thank you for dropping them off here."

Ishan replied, "It's no trouble, Madam ji."

He thought to himself that this excuse allowed him to see Madam with her wet hair. She really was a "tight" beauty.

Anjali and Sandeep entered the house, and Priya closed the door while saying goodbye to Ishan. Anjali’s belly was now starting to show a little, although she was only four months pregnant.

Sandeep said, "Hey brother, you guys have a wonderful home."

Priya replied, "You’re just saying that, Brother-in-law. It’s a small place."

Sandeep said, "What does that matter? The heart is big, isn't it?"

Anjali said, "We thought we should visit "L123Now" now; who knows when we'll be able to come later."

Priya said, "You did the right thing."

Ajay added, "But if you had called and told us beforehand, I would have come to the station to pick you up."

Sandeep laughed, "It’s no problem, brother-in-law. We're here now, aren't we?"

Priya quickly started preparing tea and snacks for them. Meanwhile, Sandeep and Ajay were making a plan to go sightseeing. Ajay called a cab driver and booked a car for the whole day.

Sandeep said, "Ajay, you should buy a car now too. How long will you keep taking Priya around on a two-wheeler?"

Ajay replied, "Yes, Brother-in-law, I'll get one soon. I need to learn how to drive first, though."

They had just finished their tea and snacks when the car arrived downstairs. When they went down, they saw the car was parked outside; the watchman probably hadn't let it inside.

Ishan saw Priya walking toward the car. "Madam, is this your car outside? If I had known, I would have let it in. If anything like this ever happens, you can call me."

The car was a bit small; Sandeep sat in the front, and the other three squeezed into the back. They told the driver to head toward Old "L123Now" first. There, they saw the “Imambara” and “Rumi Darwaza”, and then did some shopping in the local market. They also took many photos.

As evening approached, they headed toward “Sahara Ganj” Mall in "H1234Anj". They ate dinner there and did some more shopping. This was the first time Priya had come to a mall in "L123Now" with someone other than Ajay. She felt very good because Ajay was always in a hurry to leave. It was already 8 o'clock by the time they left the mall.

Upon reaching the car, the driver told them, "Sir, I am a bit new; I don't know the routes very well at night."

Ajay said, "No problem, I will show you. Let’s go."

Sandeep suggested, "Ajay, why don't you sit in the front to give him directions."

Ajay sat in the front, and once again, three people sat in the back. Anjali on one side, Sandeep on the other, and Priya in the middle. Anjali was quite exhausted after walking all day, so she sat taking up a bit more space. On one side, Priya’s entire body was touching Sandeep.

Sandeep was sitting with his arms crossed, so whenever the car hit a bump, his elbow would brush against Priya’s chest. Priya felt quite awkward, but what could she do?

Anjali said, "Priya, please move over a little more, I need to stretch my legs."

Priya : There is absolutely no space, Sister.

Ajay : What happened, Sister? Are you okay?

Anjali : No, I’m feeling quite uncomfortable.

Ajay : Priya, why don't you just sit on Brother-in-law's lap?

Anjali : Yes, that would be much better.

Priya didn't want to sit on anyone's lap, but she could see that Anjali’s condition was a bit rough.

Ajay : It’s only a short distance away. Please, Priya, just manage for a little while.

Priya : Fine.

Priya lifted herself up and sat on Sandeep’s lap. She felt incredibly awkward sitting on her brother-in-law's lap like that. Her back was brushing against Sandeep’s chest, and her legs were slightly apart over his, with Sandeep’s legs positioned between hers.

Every time the car hit a pothole, Priya would jolt completely and fall back against Sandeep. To stop her from falling, Sandeep lightly held her with his hands. Sandeep’s face was very close to Priya’s neck, and she could feel his breath against her skin.

Anjali saw them sitting like that and felt a twinge of jealousy. "Priya, don't get too comfortable on your brother-in-law's lap."

Priya replied, "No, Sister… I’m only doing this for you…"

Anjali laughed, "Arree, I’m just joking, yaar…"

Priya was feeling very uncomfortable by now and just wanted to reach home quickly. After a while, they arrived. Ajay and Anjali got out first, and then Priya climbed down from Sandeep’s lap and stepped out.

As she was getting out, Sandeep said with a laugh, "You aren't as light as you look."

Priya felt embarrassed and replied jokingly, "So you’re saying I’m fat?"

Sandeep said, "Oh no, brother, I wouldn't dare. And besides, you aren't fat at all."

Soon they went inside the house and started chatting again. Anjali lay down on the bed inside and Priya sat with her, while Sandeep and Ajay sat outside talking.

Ajay said, "Brother-in-law, why are you leaving tomorrow evening? You should stay for a few more days."

Sandeep replied, "You’re already taking tomorrow off; how many more days will you take? And besides, what will we even do here?"

Ajay said, "We’ll just sit at home and talk comfortably."

Sandeep asked, "By the way, tell me one thing—is everything okay between you and Priya?"

Ajay replied, "Yes, everything is fine. Why did you ask that?"

Sandeep said, "No reason, just felt that way seeing you two today. You know you can share anything with me, right?"

Ajay said, "Yes, of course, Brother-in-law."

Sandeep pressed, "Then tell me, what’s the matter?"

Ajay hesitated. What could he tell his brother-in-law? That he suspected Priya liked someone else? No, he couldn't tell anyone that. But if he didn't speak up, he felt his head might explode from overthinking. After all, who better to tell than his brother-in-law?

Ajay said, "You won't tell Sister anything, please promise me."

Sandeep promised, "Of course, I promise."

Ajay began telling Sandeep everything—how he had seen Daksh coming out of Priya’s room, and how he suspected Priya and his friend Raj liked each other. He left out a few things, like how he had provoked Raj and invited him home for drinks.

After listening carefully to everything, Sandeep said with a laugh, "Is that all? Sorry I'm laughing. But honestly, brother-in-law, you think way too much."

Ajay just stared at his face silently.

Sandeep continued, "You know that Daksh and Priya get along very well. And as for your friend, I don't think Priya could ever do anything like that. But my advice to you would be to keep friends a bit away from your home."

Sandeep added, "In my opinion, you’ve slipped into a very negative mindset over the past few days. You should get all this out of your head; otherwise, it won't be good for anyone."

Hearing all this, Ajay felt as if a heavy weight had been lifted from his shoulders. Truly, he had started overthinking everything. And whatever he had done over the last few days was quite wrong. How could he even doubt Priya?

Ajay : Thank you, Jiju. You’ve truly cleared out the garbage that was cluttering my mind.

Sandeep : Do one thing: take your sister out of the house tomorrow on some pretext. I’ll talk to Priya as well.

Ajay : But what will you talk to Priya about?

Sandeep : Don’t worry, I won’t tell her what’s on your mind. I’ll just try to listen to what’s going on in hers.

Ajay felt that his brother-in-law might be able to handle this well, so he agreed to the plan.

Meanwhile, inside, Priya and Anjali were also deep in conversation.

Anjali : Is everything okay between you and Ajay?

Priya : Yes, Sister, everything is fine.

Anjali : It didn't seem like it today; you two appeared a bit distant.

Priya : No, it's nothing like that.

Anjali : Your sex life is okay, right? It’s been six months since your wedding now. I know you probably weren't happy in the beginning; you even talked to your sister-in-law about it.

Priya hadn't realized that Anjali had overheard their private conversation that day. "Everything is good between us, Sister."

Anjali : You can share anything with me. I’ll share too—Sandeep and I still have sex even now; he just can't seem to stay away from it.

Priya was a bit surprised that her sister was pregnant but still active sexually.

Anjali : And when are you giving us the good news? Or do you not want to spoil your figure just yet?

Priya’s cheeks turned red. She and Ajay hadn't used any protection so far; if a baby happened, she wouldn't have a problem with it. But perhaps now she wanted to wait a little before having a child.

Priya : It’ll happen when it’s meant to happen.

Just then, Ajay and Sandeep both entered the room.

Sandeep : What’s all this whispering about?

Priya said with a laugh, "It's our private secret, Brother-in-law. Why should we tell you?"

Sandeep : Fine, don't tell us. We'll find out sooner or later anyway.

Ajay : So, Sister, I was thinking... there’s a very famous Baba’s ashram nearby. I’ll take you there tomorrow to get his blessings. It will ensure your baby is very beautiful and healthy.

Anjali : Oh wow, that’s a wonderful idea.

Ajay : But I can only take you on my scooter.

Sandeep : I don't really trust these Babas anyway. I wasn't planning on going regardless.

Anjali : Oh, you... Fine, Ajay, just you and I will go.

After a while, everyone went to sleep. In the morning, Anjali and Ajay got ready quickly and left the house. Priya also headed in to take a shower.

She was still in the middle of her shower when she heard a faint sound outside the door. Thinking it was just her imagination, she went back to her bath. Usually, when she was home alone, she was comfortable stepping out in just her lingerie, and around Ajay, she would at least wear her blouse and petticoat. But today, since her brother-in-law was home, she had brought her entire saree inside with her. She draped it carefully and stepped out. However, the moment she took a step, her foot slipped on something wet, and she went down hard.


Session 2 - Chapter 5
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Priya let out a sharp cry, "Ouchhhh... ufff!"

Sandeep came rushing from the drawing room. "What happened, Priya? Are you okay?"

He found her sprawled on the floor, her face contorted in pain.

"Jiju... I think I slipped on some water. Ouchhh... my foot hurts so much..."

Priya tried to push herself up, but her ankle had twisted badly during the fall. Tears started to well up in her eyes from the stinging pain.

"Wait, wait, let me help you," Sandeep said softly.

He leaned down and gathered her into his arms, lifting her effortlessly. He carried her toward the bedroom, one hand supporting her head and the other firm against her waist. To steady herself, Priya instinctively rested her hands on Sandeep’s shoulders, but the moment he laid her down on the bed, she pulled her hands back as if burned. She looked up and noticed a faint, lingering smile on Sandeep’s face. Moving toward the foot of the bed, he said, "Priya, let me see your foot. I’ll give it a little massage."

Before Priya could protest, Sandeep’s hands began to move over her skin, his touch light and rhythmic.

"Jiju, really, it’s fine. Just leave it, it’ll get better on its own," she pleaded, feeling a strange flutter of nervousness.

"No, Priya, let me check. Your foot twisted quite badly."

Sandeep gripped her foot from the bottom and gave it a small, firm twist to check the joint. The sudden movement sent a jolt of agony through her, and a loud scream escaped Priya’s lips. Her eyes snapped shut, and her fingers gripped the bedsheets tight, her breath coming in short, pained gasps.

Sandeep : "This must be where it hurts. That’s why you’re in pain. Let me check a little further up."

Sandeep began to slide his hand slowly higher, and now his hand was beneath her saree. Priya felt extremely awkward with the way her brother-in-law was touching her leg. "Jiju, it’s fine now. You can stop."

Sandeep : "I’m just checking."

Sandeep lifted her leg and began to stare at it. Then, suddenly, he kissed her leg and nipped at it. Priya was left stunned. "Ouch!" she cried out, pulling her leg back.

Sandeep : "What happened? Just let me."

Priya : "Jiju, what are you saying? Do you even realize..."

Sandeep : "I realize, that’s why I’m doing it."

Priya’s face was now flushed with a mix of shock and heat. "What do you realize?"

Sandeep : "Don't be so innocent... I know everything... Daksh... Raj..."

Priya couldn't understand how he could possibly know all of this. Had Daksh told him everything? And Raj—how could he know about him?

Sandeep : "See? You’re caught."

Priya : "I don't understand what you're talking about."

Sandeep : "Stop pretending..."

Sandeep reached out again, pulled her leg toward him, and began massaging it with both hands. "Your legs are so soft."

Tears began to stream from Priya’s eyes. While massaging her legs, Sandeep began to pinch her skin. He pushed her saree up slightly, and his hands moved higher until they reached her thighs. He continued to kiss her legs intermittently.

Sandeep became quite excited seeing her thighs. "Wow, your legs are so fair."

Priya tried to cover herself, but she couldn't even move properly due to the pain. "Jiju, please, what are you doing?"

Sandeep : "It’s nothing you haven't done before... just stay quiet and let me do everything."

Sandeep leaned over her legs again; he seemed to have a particular obsession with them. He kissed her legs everywhere. Priya could only writhe helplessly on the bed.

Sande

ep : "By the way, I remember how you were looking at me when we first came to see you for the wedding. You wished you were marrying me, didn't you? Well, consider that wish fulfilled now."

Priya was shocked to realize that Sandeep had his eye on her since the very beginning.

Sandeep : "And yesterday, when you sat on my lap, it felt so good, I can’t even tell you. I wanted to touch you properly then, but..."

Just then, the doorbell rang.

Sandeep : "Oh, they're back quite early. Whatever happened between us stays between us. Ajay and Anjali must not find out. Otherwise, I’ll tell Ajay everything I know about you. We'll finish the rest when you come to G123LIR."

Priya felt completely trapped and simply nodded her head in agreement.

Sandeep went to open the door and told Ajay and Anjali how Priya had slipped and was now in bed. Ajay came running into the room and hugged Priya. Priya began to cry the moment she touched him, but she caught Sandeep’s eye and knew she couldn't say a word to Ajay about what had happened.

During the rest of the day, everyone took great care of Priya. She managed to act normal somehow. By evening, Ajay went to drop them off at the station.

Priya was now able to move a little. After they left, she picked up her phone and saw a message from Raj: "Priya, Ajay didn't come to the office today. You didn't tell him everything, did you?"

Priya replied: "No, and please, don't you say anything either."

Raj : "Of course, it will be our secret. I want to meet you alone."

Priya : "Raj, what happened that day was a mistake, and it would be better if you forget it all."

Raj : "Priya, I will explain everything when we meet..."

Priya didn't reply and quickly deleted all the messages. She never wanted to think about Raj in that way again. She began to wonder if being beautiful was such a curse that every man wanted to touch her. Besides her husband, Daksh, Raj, and now Sandeep had all touched her. Just thinking about it, she felt as if multiple men's hands were still on her body. Amidst these heavy thoughts, she drifted off to sleep and didn't even realize when Ajay returned home.

For the next few days, nothing particularly special happened. Priya’s mind was a whirlpool of conflicting thoughts. She still felt "dirty" inside from the way Sandeep had touched her. It was a burden she couldn't share with anyone; even Aditi was away for a few days.

She tried to act normal in front of Ajay, but once he left for the office and the memories rushed back, she would break down in tears. She had never expected such behavior from Sandeep Jiju. She hadn't expected it from Raj or Daksh either, yet they had both seized the opportunity to kiss her. She began to feel that perhaps every man was simply waiting for the right moment.

Ajay was very busy with work and was coming home late from the office. However, he was paying more attention to Priya than before. He was carrying a sense of guilt for having doubted his innocent wife. Priya, carrying her own secret burden, tried her best to stay happy with him. But whenever Ajay initiated intimacy, Priya would turn him down. She had become afraid of even being touched.

One evening, Priya’s phone rang from an unknown number. When she picked up, she realized it was Reshma, the wife of Ajay’s boss.

Reshma: "Priya, how are you?"

Priya: "I’m fine, Reshma. How are you?"

Reshma (with a sigh): "I’m under so much tension."

Priya: "Why? What happened?"

Reshma laughed slightly: "You must know my daughter’s wedding is in a week. I’m just buried under all the preparations."

Priya remembered Raj mentioning this, but she hadn't known exactly when the wedding was.

Priya: "Congratulations to you!"

Reshma: "Congratate me once the wedding is actually over. Right now, every day brings a new tension."

Priya: "Please tell me if I can help in any way."

Reshma: "That’s exactly why I called. I want you to come over to our place for 3–4 days and help me out a bit."

Priya: "What kind of help do you need?"

Reshma: "There are small errands, of course. But mainly, I want you to stay with my daughter, Pooja, and give her some guidance. You both are around the same age, so maybe she’ll listen to you."

Priya : I will talk to Ajay about it. Three to four days seems like a long time, but maybe he will let me come for two days.

Reshma : Mr. Sharma (Ajay’s boss) will handle the talk with Ajay. Just make sure you’re coming. My driver will be there to pick you up in two days.

Priya didn't know what else to say, but she felt good knowing that Reshma held her in such high regard as to trust her with guiding her daughter. When Ajay came home that evening, it turned out his boss had already spoken to him.

Ajay : Priya, you should definitely go; it will leave a great impression on the boss.

Priya : And how will you manage without me?

Ajay : I was managing just fine on my own before you arrived, madam. It’s only a matter of three or four days. It’ll be fine.

Reassured by Ajay, Priya began her preparations. She packed all her best clothes, though she felt they weren't quite grand enough for high-profile wedding functions. However, there was no time to arrange for new ones. She felt a spark of excitement about the wedding, as if it were a much-needed distraction from her recent troubles.

Two days later, Reshma’s car arrived downstairs, and Priya headed out with her suitcase.

Ishan was standing there watching her. "Madam ji, are you going somewhere?"

Priya : Yes, Ishan , I’m going away for three to four days.

Ishan began to wonder what kind of work she did that different cars were constantly picking her up and dropping her off. He kept his eyes on her until she disappeared into the car.

After a while, the car pulled up at a hotel. Priya had assumed she was going to Reshma’s house, but she found herself standing outside a grand hotel. She took her luggage and stepped inside. The hotel looked incredibly expensive; Priya had never stayed in a place this luxurious before. Right there in the lobby, she spotted Reshma.

Reshma : Priya… thank God you’re here!

Priya : Yes, thank you so much for inviting me.

Reshma : Oh no, why are you thanking me? Come, let’s go up, I’ll show you to your room.

The two of them took the lift to an upper floor.

Reshma : You must be wondering why we are at a hotel. Actually, the groom’s family is from outside "L123Now", and since we have so many guests, we decided to book rooms for everyone here. This way, all the wedding functions can happen in one place without anyone having to travel.
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Priya was listening to everything intently; for her, it was all very new and overwhelming. Soon, the lift stopped and they both stepped out.

Reshma: "Here we are, this is your room. Put your luggage inside, and then I’ll introduce you to Pooja. We affectionately call her Pooja. Her room is right next to yours."

Reshma opened the door with a key card and handed it to Priya. Priya entered the room; it was compact, with the bathroom right at the entrance, followed by a double bed and a sofa on the side. However, the window offered a beautiful view of the swimming pool below. Priya quickly set her luggage down and came back out.

Reshma then led her to the adjacent room and opened the door without knocking. Inside, a girl was talking to someone on the phone. Her physique was quite similar to Priya’s, but her face carried a distinct air of arrogance.

Pooja put the phone down and snapped at Reshma: "Mom, how many times have I told you to knock before entering my room?"

Reshma: "Sorry, beta. Anyway, this is Priya; I told you about her, right? She’ll be staying with you until the wedding is over."

Pooja looked Priya up and down as if she were inspecting her. she smiled while making a slight face. Seeing her do this, Priya didn't get a good feeling; it was as if she already knew they weren't going to get along. If that happened, she thought, she’d be stuck in a very awkward position.

Pooja: "Mom, I told you I don’t need a nanny."

Reshma: "She isn't a nanny; consider her your friend."

Pooja: "Friend?? I already have friends."

Reshma: "Fine, don't argue now. Get ready quickly and come downstairs. We have to start the Haldi function."

Pooja: "Fine. Is my new 'friend' going to stay here and watch me change, or will she wait outside?"

Reshma gave her a stern look: "Pooja, speak a bit more politely. Come, Priya, let's go outside."

The two of them stepped out of the room.

Priya: "It seems Pooja doesn't want me to stay with her, so why..."

Reshma: "Don't take her words to heart. I don't know why she’s been so irritable lately. She used to be so happy all the time. Perhaps it’s just wedding stress."

Priya: "But what am I supposed to do?"

Reshma: "Just stay with her, and if anything feels wrong, tell me immediately. It’s only a matter of three days. Come on, let's head down; she'll follow."

They took the lift down and walked into a large lawn behind the hotel. Many people were already there, and wedding decorations were everywhere. There was even a stage in the center.

As they arrived, Reshma began introducing Priya to various relatives. Everyone who met Priya praised her beauty. Some even mistook her for Pooja’s younger sister. While talking to everyone, Priya learned that the groom's side was arriving tomorrow.

A little while later, Pooja came downstairs, fully ready. She sat down, and everyone began applying turmeric (Haldi) to her. Watching this, Priya was reminded of her own pre-wedding functions. Her wedding hadn't been this grand, but for her, those moments were very special—the laughter and jokes with her sister-in-law and all the relatives.

I apologize for the oversight! Here is the English translation of the previous part of the story:

Suddenly, Reshma called out to her, "Priya, come on, you apply some haldi (turmeric) too."

Priya hesitated for a moment but then sat down on her knees near Pooja. She took a little bit of haldi in her hand and applied it to Pooja's arms. Pooja's face was still pulled into a sour expression toward her. After applying the haldi, Priya immediately stepped away from there.

The rest of the evening passed downstairs with everyone. Priya repeatedly felt as though the cameraman was focusing on her a bit too much, as were some of the other boys and men. She had made up her mind that she would proceed very cautiously now and not let anyone take advantage of her.

Reshma told her that tomorrow night would be the Sangeet night, where everyone would have to dance. Reshma had already seen Priya dance before, so she wanted Priya to perform once more to make the Sangeet even more enjoyable.

Priya said, "Reshma, but I don't think I have enough clothes for the dance and the other functions."

Reshma replied, "No worries, Pooja's clothes will fit you. She has some extra outfits; I’ll give those to you."

Priya still had a slight pain in her foot. "Actually, I slipped and fell a few days ago, so my foot still hurts."

Reshma insisted, "No excuses will work; you absolutely have to dance."

Priya realized she wasn't going to win against Reshma, so she nodded in agreement.

After a while, she went back to stand near Pooja. Pooja was mostly busy on her phone. Priya tried to strike up a conversation, but Pooja showed no interest in talking to her. As night fell, everyone began heading to their rooms. Priya also went to her room, spoke to Ajay, and went to sleep.

The next morning, Priya woke up and got ready properly. She looked at herself in the mirror; she looked very beautiful. She took a selfie and sent it to Ajay. Then, Priya went downstairs for breakfast. She had just finished breakfast when she noticed Pooja heading outside. She quickly followed her. She saw Pooja getting into a car.

Priya called out loudly, "Pooja!!"

Pooja turned around to look at her, and her face was filled with anger.

Priya said, "Your mom told me to stay with you. Where are you going?"

Pooja snapped, "I'm going for some personal work. There's no need for you to come."

Priya stood her ground. "Fine, let me just tell your mom once."

Pooja looked at her with great frustration. "Ahhhh, don't call Mom. If you want to come, then come with me, but don't complain later about where I've brought you."

Priya replied, "I'm coming."

Both Priya and Pooja sat in the car. The driver started the car; he likely already knew where Pooja needed to go. Priya and Pooja sat in silence without saying a word to each other.

After a short while, Pooja received a call from her mom. Priya couldn't hear Reshma's voice clearly.

Pooja said, "Yes, Mom, I've stepped out to get a dress altered. Yes, Priya is with me. I'll be back by 1:00 PM. I'll try to be even earlier."

After hanging up, Pooja said to Priya, "Wherever we are going, you will not mention it to Mom."

Priya promised, "I promise, I won't tell her at all."

Although Priya had promised Reshma she would report everything, she thought that if this small lie reduced the tension between her and Pooja, it would be for the best.

After a while, Priya looked out of the car and felt as though they had entered a very run-down neighborhood. The roads here were very narrow and crowded. Priya had never been to a place like this before. The car slowly made its way through the crowd and finally stopped at a spot.

Pooja told the driver, "sir, you stay here with the car. Don't wander off like last time. We'll be back in a bit."

Pooja got out of the car and entered an old building. Priya quickly followed behind her. They climbed the stairs and reached the second floor. The stairs were very dirty, and trash was scattered everywhere. Along the way, they saw several people staring intensely at them. Priya found this place very unsafe. But now, there was no question of turning back. She wondered if she should message Reshma to tell her where they were, but then she remembered her promise to Pooja.

Pooja reached the top and knocked on the weathered door of a dilapidated flat. A young man, perhaps 20 or 22 years old, opened it.

Pooja asked him sharply, her voice trembling with agitation, "Where is Faiz?"

"Bhai is inside... in his room," the boy replied, stepping aside.

Pooja stormed inside with a sense of desperate urgency, and Priya followed closely behind, her heart hammering against her ribs. Pooja pushed open the door to an inner room and stepped in. She tried to slam it shut behind her, but the latch didn't catch, leaving the door slightly ajar.

Priya didn't have the courage to step into that private space, so she remained standing just outside. From her vantage point, she could see and hear everything unfolding inside the room.

"Faiz... why weren't you picking up my calls?" Pooja’s voice cracked with emotion.

"Pooja!! What are you doing here?" Faiz exclaimed, his voice a mix of shock and exhaustion.

Priya noticed that Faiz was a strikingly handsome young man, with sharp features and an intense gaze.

"You weren't answering, so I had to come here," Pooja cried.

"Pooja, you're getting married. You shouldn't have come to this place," Faiz said, his voice dropping to a somber, heavy tone.

"God damn it, Faiz, I love you!" Pooja shouted, the raw desperation in her voice echoing through the small apartment.

"Pooja, it’s over between us. Everything is finished," Faiz replied, turning his face away.

Pooja lunged forward, trying to pull him into a kiss, but Faiz firmly pushed her back, creating a painful distance between them.

"Please... don't do this to me," Pooja begged, her eyes brimming with tears.

"Pooja, what do you even want?" Faiz asked, his resolve seemingly beginning to crumble.

"You! At least... one last time," she whispered.


Session 2 - Chapter 7

[image: ]

Pooja moved in for a kiss again, and this time, Faiz didn't pull away. They collided in a feverish, desperate embrace, their lips locking and hungrily seeking each other out. It was a raw, unfiltered display of passion and heartbreak. Priya stood frozen, watching the scene unfold like a live, high-stakes drama. She had never witnessed such an intense, soul-baring kiss before; it felt as though she were watching a private world shatter and ignite all at once.

While kissing him, Pooja tore open the buttons of Faiz’s t-shirt and began kissing his chest like she was losing her mind.

Faiz groaned, "Pooja, we shouldn't be doing this anymore."

"Please Faiz, it’s been so many days since we did this. I just can’t get you out of my head," Pooja pleaded.

Faiz was also becoming aroused by her kisses now. He cupped Pooja’s cheeks and gave her a long, deep kiss. Then, pinning her against the wall, he began to touch her entire body.

Priya was standing outside watching all this when she suddenly heard a voice: "You can sit here."

Priya had almost forgotten that there was someone else in the apartment besides them. she felt a wave of shame that she was watching someone else have sex in the company of a stranger.

The boy introduced himself, "My name is Haider, and yours?"

"I’m Priya..." she managed to say.

Haider asked, "Are you Pooja's friend? Usually, she comes here alone."

"Yes, you could say I'm a friend," Priya replied.

"I see. So, why did you come here?" Haider questioned.

Priya countered, "Why, should I not have come?"

Haider remarked, "This is a regular thing for these two..."

"Oh, I see... for how long?" Priya asked.

"It’s been about two years now," Haider said.

Priya then asked, "I see. So, are you Faiz’s brother?"

"Yes. By the way, if you don't mind me saying... you are even more beautiful than your friend."

Priya’s cheeks turned even redder now. She wondered what on earth Haider was thinking about her. She was nothing like Pooja, and she certainly hadn't come here for anything like that.

"Thank you..." Priya whispered.

Haider seemed to understand her discomfort just by looking at her face. "You sit, I’ll be right back."

Priya breathed a sigh of relief. Thank God that boy had moved away from her.

Priya looked around and then peeked back into the room, only to see Pooja on her knees. Faiz was standing, gripping her hair, and Pooja was performing oral sex on him. When he pulled away, Priya was stunned by his size. In real life, she had only ever seen Ajay, and this was at least twice that size.

Faiz pushed himself back into Pooja’s mouth and began moving with more force, as if he were taking her right there. He continued like this for a long time. Then, Faiz pushed Pooja down onto the bed and climbed on top of her. He began to have sex with her aggressively. Priya was left speechless by his speed and stamina. In between, he was even slapping Pooja's breasts and hurling insults at her.

Faiz growled, "You're about to get married, yet you still come here to get fucked by me..."

Pooja moaned, "Ahhhhh... Ahhhhh... and even you aren't doing it well enough..."

"You bitch... take this then..." Faiz gritted his teeth.

He began to drive into her even harder. Pooja was crying out in a mix of pain and pleasure, and looking at her face, it was clear she was struggling. Anyone would be in that state taking someone of that size. But at the same time, it looked like she was enjoying it immensely. Then Faiz flipped Pooja over, grabbed her by the hair, and began taking her from behind. This was something Priya had only ever seen in videos. Pooja looked like a puppet in Faiz's hands. With one leg on the bed and one on the floor, he pulled her hair and drove into her with great force. Pooja's loud cries were clearly audible to her. Was this what Pooja had come here for?

They continued like this in different positions for a long time until they both finally finished. Priya couldn't help but think that when she did this with Ajay, he would finish in just a minute. But these two had kept this game going for so long.

After everything was over, Pooja and Faiz got dressed.

Fixing her hair, Pooja said, "This is exactly what I was missing so much..."

Faiz asked, "So, did you just come here to get laid?"

"No, I love you," Pooja replied.

"Pooja, I’ve explained to you many times that I don't love you, and besides, you’re getting married in two days... please, just forget me now," Faiz said.

"I can't forget you, yaar. If you say the word, I’ll run away with you today," Pooja cried.

"I can't run away with you. I have a younger brother; I have to look after him too..." Faiz replied.

The two of them walked out of the room, and Priya stood up when she saw them. As soon as Faiz saw Priya, his eyes locked onto her.

"Who is this?" Faiz asked.

Pooja snapped, "Nobody... don't stare at her like that."

But Faiz kept staring at her.

Priya didn't want Faiz to look at her like that; she could never be his type. But seeing Faiz up close, she realized he truly was very handsome. She wondered how someone could be so handsome yet speak such filthy things.

Pooja: "I’ll call you when I get a chance; make sure you pick up my call this time."

Faiz: "I’m not going to pick up. Everything between us is over now."

Pooja then started walking out with Priya. Priya cast one last glance back and felt as though Faiz’s eyes were fixed solely on her.

The two of them headed down the stairs and got into the car. As soon as they arrived, the driver started the engine. Priya noticed that Pooja’s eyes were brimming with tears.

After a while, Priya gathered her courage and asked, "Pooja, do you really not want to go through with this marriage?"

Pooja snapped back angrily, "What difference does it make? Whatever my mom and dad want is what will happen."

Priya: "Do you and Faiz love each other? Have you ever tried talking to them about him?"

Pooja: "There’s no point. They would never agree."

Priya thought to herself that her parents weren't necessarily wrong either; they simply wanted what was best for their daughter.

Pooja: "Please, don't tell anyone about this."

It was the first time Priya had heard the word "please" from her. "I won't tell a soul."

She moved a bit closer to Pooja and pulled Pooja's head onto her lap. She expected Pooja might push her away, but nothing of the sort happened. For a while, Pooja lay there in Priya's lap, sobbing quietly. Priya gently ran her hand through Pooja's hair. While she didn't fully understand everything Pooja had done, she could feel how deeply disturbed the girl was.

Priya: "If you don't mind, can I say something?"

Hearing her voice, Pooja lifted her head from her lap. "Go ahead..."

Priya: "If you know you can't be with Faiz and you have to marry the man your parents chose, then why not forget everything and think about your future life? Continuing all this isn't going to lead anywhere."

Priya continued, "I know it will be very difficult for you, but perhaps your happiness lies in that... move forward."

Pooja didn't offer an answer, appearing lost in deep thought. After a short while, the car arrived back outside the hotel. It was already 2:00 PM, and it seemed the hustle and bustle at the hotel had increased significantly.

As soon as they reached their floor, they spotted Reshma in the hallway.

Reshma: "Where have you two been? You took so long. The groom’s family has arrived! Everyone was asking for you, Pooja. Go quickly, get ready, and come down."

Without a word, Pooja disappeared into her room.

Reshma: "Where did you guys actually go? Tell me the truth."

Priya: "Honestly, Reshma, we just went for a dress alteration and some shopping."

Reshma: "Well, it's good you were with her. Go, you get ready too. I've had some clothes placed in your room."

Priya: "Thank you, Reshma."

Priya entered her room, her mind reeling from everything she had witnessed today. She wondered if Pooja had understood her advice. But that was out of her hands now; she had to get ready quickly.

She saw 3 or 4 different "lehenga"s and sarees laid out on her bed. All the dresses were beautiful, but Priya’s eyes stopped on a silver-colored saree. She knew this color looked stunning on her. Priya tried it on. The saree's blouse felt as if it had been tailored exactly to her measurements. However, there was a problem: the blouse was very short, and for support, there was only a thin string on each side. The material of the saree was also very delicate, almost like raw silk. Priya had never worn such a tiny blouse before; she worried the strings might snap. But when she saw herself in the mirror, she was breathless.

She looked incredibly hot in this saree. She didn't want to change just because of a small blouse—after all, she thought, all the girls here wear these types of clothes, and this was Pooja’s blouse, after all.

Priya noticed that Reshma had also left matching jewelry and sandals for the saree. She quickly put on the earrings and was just slipping into her sandals when there was a knock at the door.
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Priya was startled by the sound at the door. She wasn't expecting anyone to visit her room. When she opened the door, Pooja was standing there.

Pooja: "Priya, could you help me with... wait a minute, that’s my saree."

Priya saw a flash of anger on Pooja’s face and braced herself, thinking Pooja was about to tell her to change out of the outfit.

But then, Pooja’s serious expression melted into a slight smile. "But to be honest, it looks much better on you. Anyway, could you tie the strings of my "lehenga" from the back?"

Priya was genuinely surprised to hear a compliment from her. This didn't seem like the same Pooja who had been speaking to her with a scowl until now. Pooja stepped into Priya’s room, and Priya began adjusting her blouse from behind. Pooja’s makeup was flawless, and her face looked radiant and happy. A very pleasant fragrance emanated from her. While tying the strings of the blouse, Priya’s face came quite close to Pooja’s back.

Priya: "You look incredibly hot. This color really suits you..."

Pooja looked back at her and said, "Still... not as hot as you."

They both burst into laughter. It felt as if all the friction of the last day or two had vanished in an instant. Perhaps Priya's kind words in the car had finally worked.

Priya: "Shall we head down then? Everyone is waiting for you impatiently..."

Pooja nodded, and the two of them, holding hands, began walking downstairs. Upon reaching the ground floor, Priya saw that there were far more people than yesterday, and every eye in the room was fixed on the two of them. Somehow avoiding the intense stares, they went and stood next to Reshma.

Reshma: "You two finally made it... what took you so long?"

A man was standing near Reshma. As soon as Pooja saw him, she greeted him with a "Namaste" and touched his feet. Priya didn't know who he was. The man looked to be over 50; he was of average height—about 5'8"—with a slight belly, but otherwise looked fit for his age. He had a well-maintained mustache and beard that added to his commanding presence. Judging by his clothes and aura, Priya realized he was someone important.

Priya had arrived there in such a hurry that her saree's pallu (drape) slipped down, and she quickly moved to fix it.

The man watched Priya as she adjusted her saree and then said to Reshma, "You didn't mention you had a second daughter."

Reshma laughed. "She’s not my daughter, but she is just like one to me. This is Priya, the wife of an employee in Mr. Sharma’s office. Priya, this is Pooja’s Dad-in-law—Rathor Ji. He has a massive business in Kanpur. We have known him for years. He asked for Pooja’s hand in marriage years ago."

Rathor looked at Reshma with a smile and said, "Now you're just making me feel embarrassed."

Reshma looked a bit flustered. "How could I ever make you feel embarrassed?"

Rathor took Priya’s hand in his and said, "It was truly lovely meeting you, Priya ji. Honestly, you two look just like sisters."

Rathor began to gently rub Priya’s hand while smiling at her. Priya felt a warm glow inside; she appreciated that Reshma considered her like a daughter, and she felt even more confident and beautiful in Pooja’s clothes.

Reshma gestured toward them. "Children, you two go along. You’ll just get bored standing here. Go prepare for the Sangeet function."

Rathor finally released Priya’s hand. Taking Reshma’s cue, Priya and Pooja moved away to join a group of people their own age. Everyone was buzzing with talk about the evening’s dance performances. Priya noticed that Pooja’s face was glowing now; she was laughing and chatting with everyone. It seemed Pooja was finally embracing the excitement of her wedding, just as any bride should. What was done was done, and there was no use dwelling on the past.

Priya felt welcomed as everyone included her in the plans, which made her feel wonderful. She hadn't met Pooja’s fiancé yet, so her eyes scanned the crowd, trying to spot him.

Soon, Priya, Pooja, and the other girls from the bride's side went to a private room to practice their dance steps. Some of Pooja's male cousins were there too. Everyone took turns showing off their moves. As soon as Priya demonstrated a few of her steps, a chorus of whistles broke out, and everyone showered her with praise. She noticed that Pooja’s cousins, particularly the eldest one named Kuldeep, were taking a keen interest in her dancing. Kuldeep appeared to be around the same age as Pooja and Priya.

Kuldeep suggested, "Priya, why don't you do this? As you perform this step, spin around slightly, and then I’ll catch you like this."

It felt to Priya as if Kuldeep was looking for any excuse to touch her. Remembering her earlier vow, she decided she wouldn't let anyone take advantage of her.

"No, I think a solo dance would be better for me," Priya replied firmly. "Or perhaps just with the girls' group."

She glanced at Pooja, hoping she would help back Kuldeep off. Pooja, seemingly knowing Kuldeep's reputation well, chimed in, "Yeah, Kuldeep, Priya is right. Your combined dance doesn't look that great anyway."

Kuldeep looked upset but stepped back. Two hours passed in a blur of practice. Priya felt exhausted. She sat down and began to rub her aching neck when suddenly, she felt a pair of hands drop onto her shoulders from behind, beginning to knead the muscles. Startled, she snapped her eyes open and looked up to see Kuldeep. She felt a surge of panic and tried to shrug his hands off, but his grip remained firm. They were the only two left in the room.

"Priya, just sit back and relax," Kuldeep said smoothly. "You look so tired, I thought I’d give you a little massage..."

"Thanks, Kuldeep, but I’m fine," Priya said, her voice trembling slightly. "Please... take your hands off me."

"It’s just a massage, what’s the problem?" Kuldeep murmured. "If you're uncomfortable here, we could always go to my room..."

As he spoke, he squeezed her shoulders hard. Because of the thin-stringed blouse, Kuldeep’s palms were pressed directly against her bare skin. The sudden, forceful pressure caused a faint, pained "Ahhh" to escape Priya's lips. Hearing that sound seemed to embolden Kuldeep; he grew more aggressive, sliding his hands further down toward her chest. He was mesmerized by how soft and buttery her skin felt.

Priya grabbed his wrist, trying to stop his hands from descending any further. "Please, Kuldeep, stop. I don't want to make a scene..." Her heart was racing with fear and a sense of betrayal.

Kuldeep wrenched one hand free and pressed it firmly against her breast. Just at that moment, Pooja walked in. Kuldeep froze. Priya let out a massive sigh of relief, her eyes welling up with tears of shock.

"Kuldeep... what do you think you're doing?" Pooja snapped. "Let go of Priya!"

"What's your problem?" Kuldeep grumbled. "Mind your own business."

Pooja stepped forward and physically pried Kuldeep’s hands off Priya. "Priya is our guest. Have you no manners at all? Is this how you behave with women?"

Kuldeep shot her an angry glare and stormed out of the room.

"Thank God you came, Pooja," Priya gasped, still shaken. "That Kuldeep was really... he was way too much."

Pooja looked at her and said softly, "It's okay. But honestly... I don't entirely blame him. If I were a guy, those hip movements of yours during the dance would have driven me crazy too. I'd want to hold you just like this..."

To Priya's utter shock, Pooja reached around from behind and cupped Priya's breasts. Priya froze, her mind going blank with confusion. She tried to laugh it off, though her voice was shaky. "Okay, now that's enough... you're going too far."

Pooja kept her grip and turned Priya toward the full-length mirror. "Look at yourself. Look how hot you are."

Priya looked at her reflection and felt a jolt of self-consciousness. She realized her breasts were partially spilling out of the small blouse, making her cleavage look incredibly deep. She couldn't believe she had been walking around like this all day. Pooja’s hands remained just below her chest, holding her close.

Pooja leaned in and whispered into her ear, "And besides, Kuldeep isn't that bad... he's just a bit horny all the time. I wouldn't tell anyone if you wanted to do something with him..."

Priya: "Are you crazy? You know I’m married."

Pooja: "So what? And what if you weren't?"

Priya: "Even then, nothing. Come on, it's time. Let’s go upstairs and change for the Sangeet."

Priya pulled herself away from Pooja, who was still staring at her. They both went up to change and emerged about half an hour later. This time, Priya wore one of Pooja’s "lehenga"s, and Pooja looked stunning in a royal-style "lehenga". Both looked magnificent.

When they reached downstairs, the Sangeet program was just beginning. One by one, everyone took to the stage. The groom’s side went first; their dance was quite ordinary and lacked energy. Seeing them, Pooja and Priya felt confident that their performance would be much better. It was during this dance that Priya saw Pooja’s fiancé for the first time. He was dressed well, but his stature and build were quite average. However, he was clearly much wealthier than Pooja's family, which was likely why the match had been made.

Then it was the bride's side's turn. First, Pooja’s cousins danced, followed by the elders, including Pooja’s parents. Finally, Pooja, Priya, and a friend took the stage. They danced with total abandon to a medley of Bollywood hits:

"Kehdo na Kehdo na, you are my Mahiyaa..."(song)

Their performance breathed life into the party. The hall erupted in whistles and applause. Rathor Ji even stepped toward the stage, showering the three of them with currency notes in celebration. Priya felt as though he threw the most money toward her, though she wondered if it was just her imagination.

Waiters swarmed the stage to collect the notes, and Priya and the others quickly made their exit.

As Priya stood to the side, catching her breath, a familiar voice called out from behind.

Vijay: "Priya! Great dance once again."

Priya turned around to find Vijay Sir. "Oh... hello, Sir."

Vijay: "It seems you’ve changed careers to professional dancing. Every time I meet you, a dance is happening."

Priya: "No, no, it’s not like that. Just a coincidence. But what are you doing here today?"

Vijay: "I’m heading out of town for a few days tomorrow morning, so I thought I’d drop by tonight to wish the couple a happy married life."

Priya: "Oh, I see."

Vijay: "By the way, have you thought about that job? We’re starting an export-oriented business. If you're interested, the work will be very engaging, and there's a lot to learn."

Priya: "To be honest, I haven't had a moment to think about it. But I do feel like I should start working again."

Vijay: "Think it over. When you’re ready, send me a message. You have my card."

Priya: "I’m sorry... could you give me your number one more time?"

Vijay laughed. "So, the card went into the bin the moment you left that party?"

Priya: "No, no! It wasn't like that. It just fell out of my hand in the rush that day. Truly."

Priya remembered how stressed Ajay had been at the party and how quickly they had to leave. The card must have been lost in the chaos. But she also knew that in the drama of the past few days, she hadn't given Vijay a second thought.

Vijay: "I believe you. Here’s my number: 9871XXXXXXX. Don't lose it this time."

Priya: "Thank you, Sir. I will definitely message you after this wedding."

Vijay: "Alright, I’ll go greet the others and then I have to head out. Nice to meet you again, Miss 'Jh**&* ki Rani'."

Priya chuckled at that. She was impressed that Vijay remembered she was from Jh**&*. She watched him walk over to Rathor Ji; even Rathor Ji seemed to show him a great deal of respect, bowing slightly as they spoke. She realized then that Vijay was on a completely different social level.

Priya spent the rest of the night helping Reshma attend to the guests, finally reaching her room very late. She had left her phone behind and found two missed calls and messages from Ajay, along with one missed call from Raj. She couldn't understand what Raj wanted from her. Since it was past midnight, she decided not to call Ajay back and simply messaged him that she had left her phone in the room but everything was going well.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. Priya wondered who could be there so late.

She approached the door and asked softly, "Who is it?"

Kuldeep's voice came from the other side. "Priya... open the door... it's me."

Priya’s heart sank at the sound of his voice. She had barely escaped him earlier, and now he was here. She knew exactly why he had come and had no intention of opening the door. Kuldeep began to knock more loudly.

Her heart raced. If he kept making noise at this hour, someone would see and think the worst of her. But if she opened the door, she knew Kuldeep wouldn't leave without making a move. His hands had already reached her breasts earlier that day.

Desperate, she messaged Pooja: “Pooja, please come out once.”

Pooja was just about to sleep. She saw the message, opened her door, and found Kuldeep outside Priya's room.

Pooja: "Kuldeep, what are you doing here?"

Kuldeep: "You’re interfering again... why don't you mind your own business?"

Pooja realized Kuldeep had been drinking and knew exactly why he was targeting Priya. "Kuldeep, I will call Chachu right now, and then you'll be in real trouble. Leave. Right now."

Kuldeep: "You bitch... you do whatever you want and tell me... I know all about you."

Pooja raised her voice. "Mind your language and get out! Or I’ll have you thrown out of this hotel!"

Startled by her volume, Kuldeep seemed to sober up slightly. "It’s not over... you’ll see."

Finally, Kuldeep walked away. Pooja knocked gently on Priya’s door. "Priya, he’s gone. You can sleep peacefully."

Priya opened the door and immediately hugged Pooja. She was trembling from the fear of a scandal. Pooja stepped inside the room to calm her down and gave her some water.

As her breathing steadied, Priya whispered, "Pooja... thank you, yaar."

Pooja: "Don't mention it. I'm so sorry about Kuldeep. You probably think everyone in my family is strange."

Priya managed a small laugh. "Well, I was starting to think so..."

Pooja: "But honestly, you need to be a bit stronger. Otherwise, you won't survive this world."

Priya: "Hmm... you aren't the first person to tell me that."

Pooja: "Go on, get some rest now."

As Pooja turned to leave, Priya stopped her. "Pooja... what if he comes back later?"

Pooja: "He won't."

Priya: "Please... just stay here tonight."

Pooja paused. "Umm... but..."

Priya: "Please, just for tonight."

Pooja looked at her. Priya looked so innocent and vulnerable while pleading. Pooja thought to herself that someone really needed to tell this girl not to be so innocent—someone would surely take advantage of it.

Pooja: "Alright, fine."

Pooja lay down on the double bed next to Priya. They lay there facing each other, the fear gone from Priya's face now that she felt safe. They held hands in the quiet room, the moonlight falling across Priya's face, making her look even more beautiful.

Pooja felt a surge of conflicting emotions. She felt she should have told Priya earlier that she was bisexual; she enjoyed the company of women as much as men. Since the first day, she had been having various thoughts about Priya. But did Priya even know about such things? It felt wrong to say anything now when Priya was already so shaken.

Priya, too, felt something different in Pooja’s gaze. She had heard of such things between women but had never experienced anything like it. She told herself it was wrong and that she was probably overthinking.

They lay like that for a while until Pooja reached out and began to stroke Priya’s hair. Priya loved the sensation. Then, with her other hand, Pooja softly began to caress Priya’s face, brushing away stray hairs with her fingers. Even Ajay had never touched her with such tenderness. There was a kind of magic in Pooja's touch that sent a strange sensation through Priya's body.

Pooja: "If Kuldeep had gotten into your room tonight..."

Priya: "Then... you tell me... he’s your brother."

Pooja: "He's a distant cousin. Calling him 'brother' feels a bit too personal."

Priya: "Okay, whatever... but you seem to know him well."

Pooja: "Yes... if he had gotten in, he wouldn't have stopped until he had his way with you."

Priya was taken aback by her bluntness. "Have you and Kuldeep also...?"

Pooja: "Never. He knew Faiz... and that’s why he’s afraid of me."

Priya: "Oh, I see."

Pooja’s hands grew bolder, her fingers playing with Priya’s lips. Priya’s mind was in a whirl, but she tried to keep herself under control. She turned onto her side, facing away. Pooja paused for a second, then slid Priya’s t-shirt down her shoulder and began to kiss her neck.

Priya had never felt such a soft kiss. Her sister-in-law had joked around and grabbed her breasts once or twice, but never anything like this. Pooja’s kisses continued, and a small smile touched Priya’s lips. But then she remembered this was wrong—it wasn't a man, but it was still another person. She had to stop her.

Priya said softly, "Pooja... you must be tired. And there are more functions tomorrow. Let’s sleep, please."

Pooja stopped immediately. Perhaps she had crossed a line; she didn't even know if Priya wanted this. She turned over and lay back-to-back. Sensing she might have hurt Pooja's feelings, Priya reached out and hugged Pooja from behind. They fell asleep like that, spooning, their legs entwined.


Session 2 - Chapter 9

In the morning, they woke up wrapped in white sheets in each other's arms. Priya hadn't slept this well in a long time. But then she remembered—Pooja’s wedding was only a day away, and there was so much left to do.

Priya: "Good morning, Pooja."

Pooja: "Good morning. I didn't disturb you last night, did I?"

Priya said very softly, "No... I’m glad you stayed."

Pooja looked into her eyes. "Then why did you stop me last night?"

Priya lowered her gaze; she had no answer.

Pooja: "I liked how you hugged me in the night, though... I wish we could... anyway, let it be."

Priya: "Yes, let's let it be. Go and get ready. It’s your engagement today."

Pooja: "Right. I’m heading to my room."

They stood there, caught in a lingering gaze, as if something between them had been left unfinished. Priya couldn't understand why her mind was suddenly so occupied with thoughts of Pooja; never before had she imagined such a connection with another woman. Shaking the thoughts away, she forced herself to focus on the day ahead.

The afternoon was reserved for the Engagement, followed by the Mehndi ceremony in the evening. For the engagement, Priya chose one of her own elegant sarees. She looked radiant, moving through the crowd with a newfound sense of belonging, as if this family were her own. Yet, every time her eyes met Pooja’s, she quickly looked away. Pooja, too, kept stealing glances at her from across the room.

After the ceremony, Pooja sat with her fiancé to share a meal. Priya decided to give them space. She noticed Kuldeep was keeping his distance today, which was a relief. However, in a quiet corner, she spotted Reshma and Rathor Ji locked in a heavy, hushed discussion. Reshma’s face was etched with pure distress, while Rathor looked simmeringly angry. Priya made a mental note to check on Reshma later.

By evening, everyone gathered for the Mehndi. The air was thick with the scent of henna and festive songs. Priya, who hadn't applied mehndi since her own wedding, was genuinely excited. Just as it was almost her turn, Reshma placed a trembling hand on her shoulder and asked her to come upstairs.

Sensing something was terribly wrong, Priya followed her to Reshma's suite—a room far grander than her own, yet at that moment, it felt cold and suffocating.

"What happened, Reshma? You look like you're about to collapse," Priya asked, her heart sinking.

"It’s... I don't even know how to say this. I don't know what to do," Reshma stammered.

"Is it Rathor Ji? Did he say something to you?"

Reshma looked at her, shocked. "How did you know?"

"I saw the two of you arguing after the engagement. Please, just tell me. Is he demanding more dowry?"

Reshma fell silent for a moment, her eyes filling with tears. "He is making a demand, yes. But not for money. We are already giving them everything we have."

"Then what does he want?" Priya pressed, her voice barely a whisper.

Reshma’s voice cracked. "You."

Priya froze. The world seemed to stop spinning. "What? Me? What are you talking about?"

"I tried to reason with him. I begged him. I should never have agreed to this alliance," Reshma sobbed, finally breaking down.

"But... what could he possibly want from me?"

Reshma looked away, the shame visible on her face. "He wants... he wants you to go to his room tonight."

Priya felt a jolt of pure ice run through her veins, followed by a surge of white-hot rage. "What kind of sick joke is this? This is disgusting!"

"That’s exactly what I told him," Reshma cried, "but then... he showed me these."

Reshma tremblingly handed her phone to Priya. On the screen were photos of Pooja and Faiz. They weren't from yesterday; they were older, but they were devastating. In the images, they were both exposed, caught in acts of raw intimacy. Priya went deathly silent, her breath catching in her throat.

"You lied to me too," Reshma whispered, her voice hollow. "I told you to tell me if anything was wrong. I was always afraid he would find out... and I don't even know how he got these."

Priya felt the walls closing in. She felt like she couldn't breathe.

"He says he will break off the wedding tonight," Reshma continued, her voice trembling with terror. "He says he’ll send these photos to every news outlet in the city. Pooja’s life will be over before it even begins. Unless... unless you go to him."

"But... how can he ask for such a thing? What kind of monster is he?"

"You don't know him," Reshma said, her voice dropping to a fearful, sharp tone. "He is a lecher of the highest order. Once he sets his eyes on a woman, he doesn't stop until he breaks her. He’s a predator, Priya."

The mask of the dignified family friend had slipped entirely. Reshma was speaking about the man with a loathing that suggested she knew his dark side all too well. She suddenly grabbed Priya’s hands, her voice becoming a desperate, low plea that echoed in the silent room.

"I begged him, Priya... I did. But he won't budge. Pooja is like a sister to you... can you really stand by and watch her life be utterly destroyed? Her reputation, our family’s honor... everything will be burnt to ashes by morning."

Priya looked at her, her eyes glistening with tears of pure agony and betrayal. "And what about my life, Reshma? What about me?"

Reshma’s words were meant to be comforting, but they felt like a death sentence. "Listen to me, you have no reason to be afraid. First of all, he’s an old man—he can’t even get it up properly anymore. And second, I have a plan."

Priya’s voice shook, her soul recoiling. "No... but how? How can I just... just walk into a stranger's room like that?"

Reshma’s face flushed a deep, angry red. The facade of the caring maternal figure cracked. "Try to understand the gravity of this! You were the one walking around downstairs in that tiny, provocative blouse. I knew the second I saw him squeezing your hand that something like this was bound to happen."

The words stung like a physical blow. Priya felt a crushing weight of shame settle in her chest. Was it true? Had she brought this on herself by trying to look beautiful? Was she just a display of flesh to these people?

Reshma quickly regained her composure, her voice dropping back into a manipulative sweetness. "Look, beta, I told you—I have a plan."

Tears blurred Priya’s vision, hot and bitter. "What... what plan?"

"He will definitely be drinking alcohol in there. You just need to slip this pill into his glass. It will knock him out cold."

"And if it doesn't work?" Priya gasped. "What if he doesn't drink? Or what if the pill fails?"

"It will work. I’ve personally... many times..." Reshma caught herself, her eyes darting away for a split second. "And like I said, he's dysfunctional. At most, he’ll grope you a bit, put his hands here and there, but he won't be able to do anything real."

The thought made Priya’s skin crawl with a thousand invisible insects. The idea of that old, powerful man’s hands wandering over her body made her feel physically sick.

"Just put on a little act," Reshma urged. "And once he passes out, lie down beside him. Let him wake up thinking he conquered you. He’ll have his pride, and we’ll have our silence."

"I can't... Reshma, please... I’m not that kind of woman..."

"If I had any other choice, I would take it!" Reshma cried out, her voice cracking with a desperate, dark energy. "I would sleep with him myself if it would save Pooja. But look at me—I’m middle-aged. Who would want me when they could have someone like you?"

Priya looked at the woman before her and saw the terrifying lengths a mom would go to for her child. She thought of Pooja—the girl who had finally started to smile, the girl she had held in her arms just last night. Could she really let Pooja’s world burn?

"And listen to me," Reshma whispered, her grip tightening. "No one will ever know. This secret stays between the three of us. And I’ll make sure Mr. Sharma takes care of Ajay. He’ll get the help he needs, the promotion he’s been waiting for. I won't tell him how it happened, of course."

The mention of Ajay was the final nail in the coffin. To save her friend, to save her husband's career, to save the "honor" of a family that was currently selling her out—Priya felt her resistance dissolve into a hollow, numb compliance. She had to do it.

"Fix your face," Reshma commanded, seeing the fight leave Priya’s eyes. "Touch up your makeup. Then I’ll walk you to his room."

The way Reshma said it made Priya feel like a commodity, a piece of meat being delivered to a buyer. She wiped her tears, her hands trembling as she reapplied her lipstick. Reshma stepped behind her and sprayed a heavy, intoxicating perfume onto her neck, as if masking the scent of fear.

They walked toward Rathor’s suite. Priya’s legs felt like they were made of lead; each step required a monumental effort of will. Reshma held her arm firmly, steering her like a prisoner toward a cell.

Just outside the door, Reshma leaned in for one last piece of advice. "Listen... he has a very short temper. Do exactly what he says. Don't argue with him. Don't talk too much."

Panic flared up in Priya’s throat. Up until this moment, she had imagined a pathetic old man she could easily trick. But Reshma’s warning suggested something far more dangerous. If he was volatile, if he was aggressive... how was she supposed to handle him?

Before she could utter a single word of protest, Reshma pushed the door open, shoved Priya inside, and clicked the lock shut from the outside.
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The room was dim, the only light filtering in from the hallway before the door closed. It was a massive suite. In the center sat a grand double bed, decorated with intricate floral arrangements and silk sheets—a scene straight out of a perverse honeymoon. There was a sofa in the corner and a low-hanging swing. The sight of that bed, prepared so deliberately, made Priya’s entire body break out in a cold sweat.

Suddenly, a presence materialized behind her. Before she could scream, a heavy, coarse hand clamped down on her backside, squeezing with a disgusting, proprietary force. Another hand, hot and calloused, slid across her bare back, moving slowly over the skin exposed by the small blouse.

The touch was a violation. Priya’s breath hitched, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. She was no longer a guest; she was a sacrifice.

Rathor’s eyes scanned her with a hungry, proprietary gleam, a smirk playing on his lips as if he had finally unboxed a long-awaited prize. His hands were like iron—cold, rough, and unyielding—as they began to slowly, possessively knead Priya’s waist. The sheer, paralyzing terror on Priya’s face was impossible to miss.

"Priyaaa... you’ve finally arrived," he purred, his voice a low, predatory rumble.

"What’s wrong? Why do you look so frightened?" he asked, though he clearly savored the way she trembled under his touch.

Priya kept her eyes glued to the floor, her heart hammering against her ribs so hard it felt like it might burst. Did he really not understand why she was shaking? "Sir... I..."

"Not 'Sir,'" he snapped, his tone dropping into a dark, commanding edge. "Tonight, you call me Rathor. Just think of me as your husband for the night... Look at how I’ve had the bed decorated just for you."

A wave of physical nausea washed over Priya. She was the age of his own daughter, yet he spoke of "husbands" and wedding beds with such sickening ease. The depravity of it felt like a heavy weight crushing her chest. "Sir... actually..."

Rathor shot her a sudden, piercing glare that made her blood run cold. "Didn't Reshma warn you about what I’m capable of when I lose my temper?"

The air seemed to vanish from Priya’s lungs. "She... she told me, Rathor Ji..."

He snatched her hand, his grip crushing her fingers. "And what else did Reshma tell you?"

Priya tried to squirm, her body instinctively recoiling from his touch like a wounded animal. "Just... whatever you say..."

"Good girl," he muttered, his anger melting back into a chilling, eager lust. "Well then, shall we begin? Who knows how quickly the night will slip away. I’ve been waiting for this moment for a very long time."

He hauled her roughly toward the center of the room, his strength overwhelming her. He sat down on the low-hanging swing and yanked Priya onto his lap, his large, calloused hands immediately roaming over her arms, squeezing and rubbing her skin with a proprietary filthiness.

"Wow... your skin is so soft," he whispered, his eyes dark with a bottomless hunger. "Truly, from the moment I saw you yesterday, I’ve wanted to just grab hold of you and crush you to me."

He pulled her into his arms, squeezing her with an intensity that made it hard for her to breathe. Sitting on the lap of a man twice her age, feeling his hands explore her body with such entitlement, made Priya feel utterly degraded. She felt a surge of internal rage—not just at him, but at the cruel trap she had been forced into. She wished with every fiber of her being that she had never stepped foot in this hotel.

As he continued to knead her arms, Rathor pulled her even closer, and with a swift, rough movement, he let the drape of her saree fall to the floor.

"What's the use of a saree now anyway?" he grunted. "Take it off."

"Please... let it stay," Priya pleaded, her eyes searching his face and finding only a cold, mounting fury.

Rathor suddenly grabbed her jaw, his fingers digging into her skin so hard it sent a jolt of sharp pain through her head. "Should I tear it off you, or are you going to take it off yourself?"

Her jaw throbbed under the pressure. Realizing she had no escape and fearing his violence, she tremblingly began to unwind the silk, feeling her dignity fall away with every turn of the fabric. She set it aside, feeling more exposed and vulnerable than she ever thought possible.

"There... that’s better," Rathor said, his voice returning to a low, satisfied growl. "Listen to me like a good girl, and everything will happen with love. But if I get angry... things won't be pleasant."

He pulled her back onto his lap. Now, without the saree, her neck and cleavage were fully displayed before his hungry, wandering gaze. He pressed his lips against her throat, leaving wet, lingering marks, while his other hand began to wander hungrily over her bare stomach.

Priya let out soft, broken whimpers—"ahhh... ahhh... mmmm"—as the sheer weight of the situation began to crush her spirit. Hearing those soft, fragile sounds only fueled Rathor’s twisted excitement, and he began to aggressively claim her lips with a forceful kiss. Beneath her, she could feel a terrifying shift; he was starting to respond physically to her vulnerability.

Priya was lost in a whirlwind of panic; her hands hovered uselessly in the air, trembling as she struggled with how to stop this monster from violating her mouth. She began to feel something solidifying beneath her. Was he actually becoming aroused? Reshma had promised that he was past his prime and couldn't perform... Had Reshma lied to her just to lure her into this trap?

She tried to jerk her head away once or twice to break the contact, but Rathor clamped his hand firmly onto the back of her head, forcing her face back to meet his. He continued to drink from her lips for a while, relishing the softness of her mouth that was now forced to serve him. The sway of the swing was making his back stiffen, and with Priya’s weight on him, he decided, "Let's go to the bed..."

"Why... why the bed?" Priya stammered, her voice small and filled with dread.

Rathor chuckled darkly, "Don't play so innocent... come on, first you're going to give me a massage... my whole body is aching."

Without a shred of shame, Rathor began to strip, discarding his clothes one by one until he stood completely bare. Priya desperately tried not to look at him, but a morbid, fearful curiosity forced her eyes toward him; she needed to know what she was up against. She saw that while he wasn't fully erect, he was thick and dark, a sight that made her blood run cold. Rathor caught her staring and placed his hand on himself.

"What are you peeking at?" he taunted. "You'll get plenty of time to play with this too, just have a little patience..."

At his words, Priya whipped her gaze away in disgust. Why would she ever want to touch that? What was this man going to force her to do next? Rathor sprawled out face-down on the bed and barked, "Priya... come and rub my back."

Reluctantly, Priya crawled onto the mattress; his back was a map of aged skin and scars, and his lower half looked dark and unkept. Every fiber of her being recoiled at the thought of touching his skin with her fair, delicate hands, but she had no other choice now. With a trembling finger, she touched his spine; his skin felt leathery and tough, with folds of fat hanging from his sides. She placed a second finger in the center of his back and began to tentatively knead him with just two fingers.

"What is this tickling?" he growled from the pillow. "Use your whole hand!"

Priya winced, her face contorting in pure revulsion, as she finally flattened her palm against his rough skin and began to rub.

"Ahhh... your palms are so soft..." Rathor groaned. "Put some strength into it! I'll be putting my strength into you later..."

She kept her movements mechanical; his skin was so coarse her hand could barely glide, and the sight of her pale hands against his dark, rough back felt like a waking nightmare. Rathor reached back, snatched her wrist, and squeezed it painfully. "Don't you have any strength? Do it harder, or I'll show you how I give a massage."

Panic flared in her chest, and she began to rub more forcefully. Maybe if I just keep going, he’ll fall asleep, she thought desperately. Sitting beside him, she leaned in with all her weight, her face coming closer to his shoulder as she poured all her energy into the task.

"Ahhh... just like that. This is perfect," Rathor sighed.

Suddenly, without a word, Rathor flipped over onto his back. In an instant, Priya found her face inches away from his groin. It wasn't fully erect, but that thick, dark presence was right in front of her mouth. A sharp, terrified scream escaped her as she slammed her eyes shut. "Uuuuuuiiiiiii!"

"What’s the matter?" Rathor laughed. "Why are you afraid of it? Haven’t you ever seen one before?"

In her world, there had only ever been Ajay. To have a stranger's body this close, this invasive... it was more than she could handle. Seeing her eyes squeezed shut, Rathor quickly snatched her hand and forced her palm down directly onto himself. The moment her skin touched him, she felt it twitch and pulse in her grasp.

Her hand was trapped around him; even with her eyes shut, the sickening reality of what she was holding made her gasp, "Uhhhh... what... what is this?"

She tried to yank her hand away in terror, but Rathor’s grip was like a vice over her knuckles, pinning her fingers in place.

"Come on..." Rathor hissed, his voice dropping into a dark, demanding growl. "Now rub it."

Rathor maintained a crushing grip on her hand, forcing her to stroke his length. Priya’s hands trembled violently as they moved against her will. She slowly opened her eyes to see both of her hands trapped under his, being guided in a rhythmic, sickening motion. Her mind raced, searching for an escape, but she saw no sign of alcohol anywhere in the room. Without a glass of whiskey, the sedative pill Reshma had given her was useless. She was utterly defenseless.

Rathor was lost in a state of pure, twisted ecstasy. He had never felt hands this soft on his body before. Imagining what a mouth that belonged to such delicate hands would feel like made his breath hitch with greed. "Ahhh… Priya…. come on now, take it in your mouth..."

"In my mouth?!" Priya gasped, the horror finally breaking through her silence.

"Yes, what else?" Rathor laughed. "Don't tell me you don't do this for your husband?"

"No… I’ve never done that... please... not this..." Priya pleaded, her eyes filling with fresh tears.

Hearing this only spiked Rathor’s excitement to a fever pitch. The idea that she had never done this before—that he was facing what he considered a "virgin mouth"—made his pulse race. He looked at her rose-petal lips and felt a surge of dominance. What kind of useless husband did this beautiful woman have?

"Then you’re going to enjoy this even more... take it... go on..." Rathor growled.

He began to force her head down toward him. Even from a distance, a pungent, stale odor wafted from him, making her stomach turn. The thought of having that anywhere near her lips made her skin crawl with revulsion.

"Please Rathor ji... not this, please... I’ll give you a better massage instead..." Priya begged, trying to anchor her weight away from him.

"Don't you dare say no to me!" he barked. "Just shut up and take it!"

Priya used every ounce of her strength to push back, her neck muscles straining as she fought to keep her face away from him. But Rathor was relentless, using his superior weight to shove her head down toward the dark, pulsating mass.

"Please… I don't like this… let me go…"

Rathor realized she wasn't going to submit easily; he decided he needed to break her spirit. Without warning, he wound back and delivered a sharp, stinging slap across Priya’s face.

"Take it quietly!" he hissed, his voice full of venom. "Stop this drama, you bitch!"

The force of the blow left Priya stunned and reeling. No one had ever struck her like that in her entire life. Her resistance vanished in an instant as she went limp with shock. Her head slumped forward, and his skin began to rub harshly against her lips. The foul smell she had detected from a distance was now directly against her mouth, suffocating and inescapable.

Rathor was losing all restraint now. The friction of his presence against Priya’s soft lips only heightened the predatory storm inside him. "Come on now, open up... take it inside," he growled.

He gripped her jaw firmly, forcing himself forward. Priya’s face was still stinging from the slap; before she could even steady her racing heart, she felt the intrusive pressure against her lips. A wave of intense nausea crashed over her—she felt like she might get sick right there. She was terrified of another blow to the face, yet every instinct in her soul screamed against letting him further inside. She remained frozen, a statue of pure dread, as Rathor pushed with relentless intent.

"Move... take it all in," he commanded.

He grabbed the back of her head, anchoring her as he forced the encounter. Though he wasn't fully firm, the sensation of her soft mouth was intoxicating to him. "Ahhh... what a mouth you have, Priya... it’s as if you were made for this purpose."

Losing all control, he pushed her head down, completely overbearing her resistance. Priya struggled to breathe, the air turning thin and stale. The coarse texture of his unshaven skin against her face made her skin crawl with a visceral disgust. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to vanish into the darkness behind her lids, wishing she could disappear from this room. She placed one hand against his chest, trying to create even a millimeter of space, but his grip on her neck was like a vice.

As he felt her tongue accidentally brush against him, his excitement spiked. He wanted to dominate her completely, to reach the limit of her endurance just as he had in his younger days. But his body wasn't keeping up with his dark desires; he couldn't achieve the strength he wanted. Sensing a momentary lapse in his grip, Priya took a desperate breath and managed to pull back. Seeing the moisture left behind on him made her stomach turn with a fresh bout of self-loathing.

She looked up at Rathor; his face was a mask of pure, unadulterated lust. He looked ready to lung at her again, his eyes dark with a hunger that seemed bottomless.

Moving to the center of the bed, Rathor sat on his knees and forced Priya to lie down beneath him. He hovered over her, his weight pressing down, though not entirely crushing her. To Priya, having him looming over her like this was the most terrifying sight she had ever witnessed.

She looked at him, her eyes pleading for mercy, silently begging him to stop. But Rathor was deaf to her silent prayers. He forced himself toward her mouth again, and every time she tried to turn her head away, he shifted his weight, pinning her down more firmly. Small, broken whimpers of pain escaped her throat, which only seemed to embolden him. He began to mockingly pat her cheeks while his other hand squeezed her through her blouse, a cruel reminder of his absolute control.

After a few minutes, his knees began to ache from the awkward position. "That was incredible... truly. Now, do as I say... take off the rest of your clothes."

As he moved off her, Priya sat up, clutching her aching jaw. Her mouth felt sore and bruised from the forced encounter. Shaking, she stood up and moved toward the far corner of the room, her mind racing. Should I run? Should I just bolt for the door and never look back?

"Since you're already standing," Rathor barked from the bed, "bring me my whiskey glass from the table."

As he pointed toward the glass, a flicker of desperate hope ignited in Priya’s chest. This was it—her only chance. She moved to the table, her back turned to him. With trembling fingers, she reached into her bra, pulled out the small pill Reshma had given her, and dropped it into the amber liquid. It dissolved almost instantly, vanishing into the drink.

"What's taking so long?" Rathor growled from the bed. "Get back here, now!"

Priya carried the glass back with shaking hands and held it out to him.

"Here," he said, holding the glass toward her lips first. "Take a sip."

Priya’s heart nearly stopped. She hadn't prepared for this. "No... I don't drink. Please."

"A sip or two won't kill you," Rathor snapped, his eyes narrowing. "I told you, I don't like women who say no to me."

He grabbed her chin and forced her to take two or three large gulps before pulling it back to drink the rest himself. The whiskey was bitter and scorched her throat. Almost immediately, a strange, swirling sensation hit her head, making the room tilt for a second. But for now, she remained conscious.

"Now... the clothes. Off. All of them."

Priya’s panic reached a fever pitch. What if the pill doesn't work? What if it hits me instead of him? She had no choice left. Slowly, she reached for her blouse and petticoat, letting them fall until she stood before him in only her lingerie.

"Why did you stop?" he demanded, his voice sounding slightly thicker. "Everything. Take it all off."

Priya watched him closely, praying for his eyes to close, but she felt a heavy lethargy starting to pull at her own limbs. She reached behind her and slowly unhooked her bra.

"Faster!" he grumbled. "We don't have all night."

Priya let the bra drop to the floor, instinctively crossing her arms over her chest to shield herself. The shame of being exposed before this man felt like a physical burn on her skin.

Rathor lost his mind the moment her breasts spilled out from the bra.

He stared at them like a madman, eyes wide and wild.

“What a thing you are…” His voice came out hoarse, almost shaking. “No need to cover them… no need at all… come on… take off the panty too…”

Priya’s fingers trembled as she hooked them into the sides of her panty. Slowly, she slid it down her thighs. The thin cloth slipped past her knees, then her calves, and finally fell to her ankles. She stepped out of it, completely bare now.

Above her soft folds, there were light, delicate curls of hair : the same ones she had last shaved for Ajay, months ago, when she still wanted to feel beautiful only for her husband.

Rathor kept staring at her whole body, drinking in every inch like he couldn’t get enough.

“Oh god… come here quickly…”

The alcohol was starting to hit him harder now : his words slurred just a little, his eyes glassy.

Priya still stood far from the bed. Naked like this, under the harsh yellow light, she didn’t want to walk toward him. Every step felt like giving away the last piece of her dignity.

Rathor looked at her and suddenly shouted, voice rough and angry —

“Come here fast, you filthy woman!”

Fear shot through Priya’s chest. Her legs moved before her mind could stop them. She walked to him, heart pounding so hard it hurt.

Rathor grabbed her wrist and yanked hard. She fell onto the bed : right under him. He pinned her down with his heavy body and attacked her breasts like a starving animal.

His mouth closed over one nipple, su*king hard, pulling, biting.

Priya’s naked body lay helpless beneath him : soft mattress under her back, his rough weight pressing from above.

“Ahh… ouchh… please, Rathor ji… stop… ummmm…”

But Rathor wasn’t listening to anything.

“Priya… tonight I’ll give you complete pleasure…” he growled against her skin, breath hot and heavy. “Tonight is your second wedding night…”

He bit her breasts like a wild beast, teeth grazing, tongue swirling roughly over her nipples.

Priya was losing control now too. The shame, the fear, the forbidden heat : everything mixed together until she couldn’t think straight. Loud moans escaped her lips without permission. She was soaking wet between her legs, her body betraying her completely. Rathor’s half-hard cock kept brushing and slapping against her inner thighs, teasing her, driving her crazy.

She no longer had the strength to push him away. The alcohol haze was clouding her mind too : her eyelids growing heavier, her body melting under him.

That’s when Rathor shifted. He positioned himself and started pushing inside her.

The thick head stretched her open : slow at first, then one hard thrust : and he sank deep.

“Aaahhaaa……”

A long, broken cry tore from Priya’s mouth.

Even as her eyes fluttered shut, one single thought kept screaming inside her head:

How did this happen? How is a simple, decent Girl like me lying naked in bed with another man : a man so much older than me : letting him take me like this?

After that…

She didn’t even know when it happened.

Somewhere in the middle of the rough thrusts, the wild su*king, the desperate moans : Rathor suddenly went limp. His body grew heavy, his breathing changed to deep, drunken snores.

He passed out right on top of her : still buried inside, still holding her tight.

Priya lay there, eyes open in the dark, body still trembling, unfinished, aching.

Tears slipped quietly down her cheeks.

They stayed like that the whole night : naked in each other’s arms, tangled together in guilt and silence, two strangers who had crossed a line they could never uncross.


Session 2 - Chapter 11

[image: ]

When Priya’s eyes fluttered open in the morning, for a split second it felt like she was back home : safe in her own bed, wrapped in Ajay’s arms.

Her naked body was pressed tight against a warm, solid man. Her bare legs were tangled between his thighs locked together like they belonged there. The blanket had slipped down during the night, leaving their heated skin exposed to the cool morning air. Maybe that’s why they had stayed glued to each other all night : chasing warmth, chasing each other.

Her mind was still foggy with sleep. She hadn’t fully woken up yet. In that half-dream state she murmured softly,

“Ajay… what time is it now…?”

She had no idea where she really was. Last night felt like a terrible nightmare she couldn’t quite remember. Something soft and warm brushed against her inner thigh : maybe Ajay’s cock, half-hard in the morning like it sometimes was. One hand played lazily in the curls between her legs, the other rested possessively on her breast, thumb brushing her nipple without thinking.

It seemed Ajay was in a naughty mood this early. A small, sleepy smile curved Priya’s lips. She shifted her legs, gently squeezing his length between her soft thighs, teasing him the way she sometimes did at home.

That’s when a rough hand suddenly grabbed the hair between her legs and yanked.

Priya screamed in pain : “Ahh… ouchh!”

Rathor’s deep, rough voice cut through the haze.

“Woke up, my little princess…?”

The moment she heard his voice, everything crashed back like a cold wave.

Last night flooded her memory in sharp, shameful pieces : how he forced himself into her mouth, how he stripped her bare and su*ked her breasts like a starving man, how he pushed inside her… but she couldn’t remember him finishing. Maybe the alcohol took him before he could. Oh God… she had thought she was with Ajay just now. But this… this was him.

Panic exploded inside her.

She jerked away from Rathor so fast it hurt, snatching the thin bedsheet and wrapping it around her body like a shield. Her heart raced with new fear : how long had he been awake? Had he done more to her while she slept?

Rathor chuckled, low and lazy.

“God, what a hangover you gave me last night… I haven’t slept this deeply in years…”

He reached for her hand, trying to pull her back toward him.

Now in the clear morning light, he could see every inch of her fair, smooth skin. Her soft arms, her curves, the faint red marks he had left on her breasts : everything glowed under the sun coming through the window. Desire flared in his eyes again, hot and fresh.

Priya yanked the sheet tighter, pressing it hard against her chest to hide her naked breasts from his hungry stare. Anger and shame burned inside her. Why hadn’t she run out of this room last night? Why had she stayed? Now she had no plan : no idea how to escape this bed, this room, this man.

Her mouth tasted sour, like his smell had seeped into her skin, her breath, her soul.

Reshma’s words echoed in her head : Make him believe everything happened last night… otherwise he won’t let you go.

But the truth was… it had happened. Almost. He had entered her, moved inside her, made her body respond against her will : but he passed out before he could finish. Still, he didn’t remember clearly. Maybe he thought he had.

Priya swallowed hard and forced the words out, voice shaking.

“Rathor ji… last night you… you did everything already. Please… just let me go now…”

Rathor touched himself under the sheet. His cock was half-hard again : morning wood, or maybe from the memory of her soft thighs wrapped around him. He frowned a little. Why couldn’t he remember properly? But she was here, naked, tangled with him all night… she must be telling the truth. They must have done it all.

He grinned, satisfied.

“It felt so damn good with you… I wasn’t too rough, was I?”

Priya’s mind flashed to the slaps, the bites, the way he had mauled her breasts like an animal. Pain and pleasure twisted together in her memory. But right now, all she wanted was to escape.

“No… it wasn’t too much. Can I go now?”

Rathor leaned forward. He pressed a slow, wet kiss on her bare shoulder, tasting her skin.

“What’s the hurry, jaaneman? Let’s stay like this a little longer…”

Priya pushed weakly at his chest, trying to create distance.

“Rathor ji, please understand… there’s a wedding at your house today…”

In the bright daylight she could see him clearly now : his middle-aged body, sagging in places, skin loose here and there. The sight made her stomach turn. She couldn’t stay here another second.

Rathor’s voice dropped, suddenly serious and dreamy.

“Sweetheart… if you say the word, I’ll marry you tonight. My wife has been gone for years… and I’ve never found anyone like you before.”

Priya’s eyes filled with tears : of shock, of disgust, of fear.

“Rathor ji, please… What are you saying? I’m already married…”

Rathor leaned closer, his voice low and mocking.

“And even now you’re lying naked in my bed, aren’t you… Looks like your husband can’t keep you satisfied…”

The words hit Priya like a slap across her soul.

In that moment she felt lower than the lowest woman : dirty, broken, worthless. Tears filled her eyes instantly, hot and unstoppable. What more did this beast want from her this early in the morning? She had already given him everything last night. And her phone : oh God, her phone was nowhere near her. She couldn’t even call Reshma for help.

Rathor stood up from the bed. His thick, clumsy body was now fully visible in the morning light. Priya stared in horror. Was this the man she had spent the whole night pressed against? His dark, heavy cock hung low but still half-hard, swaying slightly as he moved. She quickly turned her eyes away, shame burning her cheeks.

Rathor scratched himself casually.

“I’ll just go use the toilet… then we’ll decide what to do next…”

The moment the bathroom door clicked shut, Priya sprang into action. She grabbed her clothes from the floor with shaking hands : first the bra, then the panty, then blouse and petticoat. She wrapped the saree around her waist in a hurry, not bothering to pleat it properly. There was no time. She had to get out of this room right now.

She crept toward the bathroom door and peeked inside. Rathor was still there.

Heart pounding, she rushed to the main door.

But just as her hand touched the handle : the bathroom door swung open. Rathor stepped out, a towel wrapped loosely around his waist.

Priya froze right there at the door.

“Priya… where are you going?”

She jumped, startled to see him so suddenly.

“Rathor ji… I just need to use the toilet…”

Rathor raised an eyebrow, smirking.

“Yeah? Toilet’s free now. Go ahead… you’ve already put your clothes on…”

Priya shifted nervously, crossing one leg over the other like she was holding it in.

“Yes… I was feeling a little cold…”

Rathor laughed : a rough, dirty laugh.

“Hey… I’m right here to warm you up…”

Priya forced a weak smile, her voice trembling.

“Please… I really need to go…”

Rathor pointed toward the bathroom with a grin.

“You want, I can come with you… what’s there to be shy about between us now?”

Priya looked at him, pasted a fake smile on her face, and whispered,

“Not now…”

She hurried into the bathroom and locked the door behind her.

But even now she hadn’t escaped the room. How was she going to get out of here?

Then : from outside : she heard a phone ring. Rathor picked it up and started talking.

“Kuldeep… tell me…”

“Yeah… my work is done… the whole night I kept that bitch under me…”

Priya’s blood ran cold.

“You did good telling me everything about Pooja… and those photos : God knows where you dug them up from…”

Her mind spun. So this was all Kuldeep’s doing? He had told Rathor about her sister… sent him Pooja’s photos… Was this all just to trap Priya? If Rathor knew everything, then why was he still going ahead with Pooja’s wedding to his son?

“Yeah, she’s still in my bathroom right now…”

“No, Kuldeep, I can’t share Priya with you… yeah, I said that before but… she’s different…”

“Listen, we’ll talk about this later…”

“No, don’t do anything stupid… okay, fine : meet me downstairs. I’ll give you the proper reward for your work…”

Rathor ended the call and muttered angrily,

“What an asshole… ruining my morning like this…”

He walked toward the bathroom and knocked.

“Priya, I’m going downstairs for a bit. Wait for me here.”

From inside, Priya answered with a shaky “Yes…”

She heard the main door open and close.

The second it shut, she burst out of the bathroom, ran to the door, and flew into the corridor. A couple of waiters stood outside : they stared at her disheveled state, her saree half-falling, hair wild. She ignored them completely, dashed to the lift, and slammed the button again and again like it would make the lift come faster.

When the doors finally opened : empty, thank God : she jumped inside and pressed her floor.

The ride down felt endless.

As soon as the lift stopped, she ran to her room. She fumbled for her key card : but it wasn’t in her purse. Maybe she had left it in Reshma’s room last night. Oh God… what now?

Right then, Pooja’s room door opened. Pooja stepped out, looking worried and angry.

“Priya… where did you disappear last night? And you weren’t picking up your phone… do you even know how worried I was?”

Pooja’s eyes scanned Priya : messy hair, crumpled saree, the look of someone who had just come from a man’s bed. Questions flashed across Pooja’s face.

“Priya, where were you all night… were you and Kuldeep…?”

Priya shook her head quickly.

“Pooja, it’s nothing like what you’re thinking…”

“Then what is it? Explain!”

How could Priya tell her? How could she confess that she had sacrificed her own honor last night : just for Pooja? If she told her everything now, who knew what Pooja would do? No… she couldn’t say anything. The wedding had to happen. That was the only thing that mattered now.

“I can’t explain anything…”

“Why not? What’s with all this drama?”

People passing by were staring at them : two women arguing in the corridor.

Then Reshma appeared from down the hall. She had seen them from afar.

“Pooja beta… you’re still here? The waxing and threading people are waiting for you in my room : Room 602. Go now…”

Pooja shot Priya one last angry look and stormed off.

Priya felt like she might collapse right there.

Reshma came closer, voice soft but firm.

“Priya beta… come inside with me. I have your room card.”

She led Priya into her own room.

The moment the door closed, Priya broke. Tears poured out. She sobbed hard : loud, broken cries that shook her whole body. Reshma held her, guided her to the bed, and sat beside her quietly while Priya cried and cried.

After a long while, the sobs slowed.

Reshma spoke gently.

“Priya beta… everything went according to plan last night, right?”

Priya didn’t know what to say. How much should she tell? But who else could she tell? Slowly, painfully, she told Reshma everything : what happened between her and Rathor, how she managed to escape the room this morning. But she kept Kuldeep’s phone call secret for now. Without solid proof, how could she accuse him?

Reshma listened, eyes soft.

“Priya… no one else would have done this for us. I’ll always be in your debt…”

Priya lay there silently, staring at the ceiling.

Reshma smiled a little.

“Anyway, you’re lucky nothing too serious happened. Just forget it now and move on. Take a bath, get ready. I have a lot of wedding work to handle too.”

Those words lit a fire of anger inside Priya.

Nothing too serious?

What happened last night was something she had never done before : not even with Ajay in that way. And now Reshma wanted her to just “get ready” for the wedding? All Priya wanted was to run home.

Reshma stood up.

“Okay beta, meet me downstairs in a bit. And like I said… all this stays between us.”

The tone in Reshma’s last words sent a chill through Priya : like a quiet warning. Like a threat.

“Come on, be a good girl and get ready…”

Reshma left the room.

Priya stayed on the bed, feeling like her body had no life left in it. She didn’t want to do anything… but she also wanted to leave this place and go home.

After some time, she picked up the phone from the side table.

There were two messages from Ajay : from last night.

“How are you, Baby? Busy?”

“I’ll go straight to the wedding tomorrow evening. You’ll come home with me, right?”

Lots of messages from Pooja.

“Priya, where are you yaar?”

“Did you fall asleep? I was thinking if you’re free…”

“Priya, I knocked on your room… where are you madam?”

“Priya, what we left unfinished yesterday…”

A couple from Raj too. And regular ones from her sister-in-law and old friends. She didn’t open them.

She couldn’t wait till evening for Ajay. She dialed his number quickly.

Ajay picked up, voice warm.

“Hello… missed me already?”

“Ajay… can you come pick me up right now?”

“Right now? Why, what happened?”

“Nothing… I just miss home so much. Please take me home…”

“Hey, crazy girl… I’m coming this evening anyway. We’ll go together then.”

“No please… come now and take me…”

“Yaar, boss isn’t even in office today, you know that. And it’s only a few hours : it’s already 10. We have to attend the wedding too, right?”

“No, it’s not necessary to attend…”

“What happened? Did you fight with someone? You’re so sensitive. If you leave the wedding halfway, how will the boss feel?”

“But…”

“But nothing. I’ll come in the evening. I’m busy in the office right now.”

He hung up.

Priya stared at the phone, lost. She couldn’t tell Ajay the truth. How could she?

After lying there a while longer, she got up and went to the bathroom. She brushed her teeth hard : scrubbing like she could wipe away Rathor’s smell from her mouth. It still felt like his scent was inside her, on her breath, in her skin.

She stripped off all her clothes and stood in front of the mirror. Looking at her own body filled her with hate. Every part of her felt touched by him : marked by him.

Under the shower, she rubbed soap furiously on every place he had touched : her breasts, her thighs, between her legs : scrubbing until her skin turned red.

Even then, she couldn’t wash last night out of her mind.

She came out somehow, got dressed, but her eyes were still full of tears.
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Priya had to anchor every bit of her remaining strength to keep from crumbling. Somehow, she managed to stumble out of the suite and toward the elevator, her body feeling like it didn't belong to her anymore. Standing right outside the lift were two waiters; as she approached, they stopped their work to stare, whispering loudly enough for the venom to reach her.

"That’s the one, right? The one who came out of the old man’s room this morning?" the first one muttered.

"Yeah, that’s her," the second replied with a sneer.

"She looks like she comes from a decent family, too..."

"You never can tell with these types. The moment they see money, they lose all their sense."

"Man, if I had that kind of cash, I’d have asked for a few hours of her time myself."

Their words were like physical blows. Priya felt as if the floor should open up and swallow her whole. Did everyone know? Was it written all over her face? She hurried into the lift and descended. It was nearly noon, and the final pre-wedding rituals were in full swing. Amidst the crowd, she spotted Rathor standing near Reshma. Both wore radiant, joyous smiles—smiles that Priya felt had been stolen directly from her soul. Pooja was nowhere to be seen, likely tucked away for her bridal transformation.

Priya kept her distance, recoiling at the very sight of Rathor. She was about to retreat back to the safety of her room when Pooja's Dad, Mr. Sharma, intercepted her.

"Priya, go check on Pooja, will you? Make sure her preparations are on track," he requested.

Unable to refuse the Dad of the bride, Priya headed toward Room 602. When she knocked, a young assistant opened the door. Inside, Pooja was having her legs waxed. She sat in short shorts, her long, pale legs looking even smoother and brighter now that they were groomed. Pooja didn't look happy to see her.

"You guys leave for a bit," Pooja told the assistants. "I’ll handle the rest."

Once they were alone, Priya spoke softly. "Pooja... your Dad sent me. Is everything going okay?"

"You tell me," Pooja countered, her voice dripping with ice. "How was your night?"

"Pooja, you don't understand. You have no idea what happened last night—"

"I don't need you to tell me. I already know everything."

Panic flared in Priya's chest, but she forced her voice to remain steady. "What do you know?"

"Stop the act. Why all the drama of being a saint if you were just going to sleep with Kuldeep anyway?"

"With Kuldeep?!" Priya gasped.

"Yes! I know everything. Maybe Kuldeep was right about you—you really are a bitch."

"I don't know what lies you've been told, but it’s not what you think..."

"Anyway," Pooja interrupted, "it’s my wedding day. You're free to fuck whoever you want. Just don't come back here pretending to be some pure Sati-Savitri anymore."

Stunned and insulted, Priya turned and bolted from the room. She had reached her limit. She wondered who was spreading the lie that she had spent the night with Kuldeep, but she was too exhausted to fight it. She just wanted to hide until the evening was over.

As she reached the elevators, the doors slid open and Kuldeep stepped out. The moment he saw her, a filthy, knowing smirk spread across his face.

"Priya... come on in. The lift is going up," he said, holding the door open.

"It's fine, I'll take the next one," she replied, trying to keep her expression neutral.

"Oh, come on... let's ride together. We have so much to talk about... regarding last night."

Priya’s heart skipped a beat. She didn't want him making a scene in the hallway, so she quickly stepped inside. As soon as the doors hissed shut, Kuldeep stepped into her personal space, pinning her against the wall with his arm.

"So... how was your big night?"

"I have no idea what you're talking about," she lied, looking away.

"You could have slept with me instead of that old man. But I guess you needed to be taught a lesson."

Priya looked at him with pure rage. "And so you're telling everyone that you and I... I feel sick just thinking about you."

"You didn't seem to feel sick while you were doing it," Kuldeep sneered. "If you love su*king so much, you should have just come to me."

Priya froze. How did he know? Had Rathor really told him every sordid detail?

"I heard you gave in after just one slap," Kuldeep whispered. Before she could react, he grabbed a handful of her hair, tilting her head back, and forced his mouth onto hers. He kissed her with a brutal, punishing intensity, his lips crushing hers until she could taste the bitterness of the moment.

He pulled away after a few seconds, looking satisfied. "If I weren't so busy right now, I’d take you to a room and really finish what the old man started. But I guess a kiss will have to do. Don't worry... I won't tell anyone."

The lift opened, and he sauntered out. Priya felt like a piece of meat—as if anyone could just grab her and do whatever they wanted, like she was nothing more than a common whore. She retreated to her room and collapsed into a deep, dreamless sleep.

She woke to the sound of wedding bands playing in the distance; evening had already fallen. Her phone was buzzing with missed calls—Reshma, Ajay, and several unknown numbers. She ignored them all. She just wanted to go home. She picked out her most beautiful, heavy blue saree—her favorite—and dressed with mechanical precision. She didn't want to look beautiful, but she needed the armor of a perfect appearance so no one would ask questions. By 8 PM, she walked down to the banquet hall with a fake smile plastered on her face.

Soon, Ajay called. "Priya, where are you?"

Hearing his voice felt like finding an oxygen mask in a smoke-filled room. "Ajay... I'm right here inside. Please, come in."

Ajay arrived wearing his suit. Compared to the wealthy guests, he looked modest, but to Priya, he was her only sanctuary. The moment he reached her, she threw her arms around him, clinging to him in a way she never did in public. Ajay was surprised, assuming she had simply missed him terribly over the last few days.

"Ajay... can we go home now?"

"Hey, I just got here! Let the procession arrive, let's at least eat something at a party this big. What's the rush?"

"No rush... it's just so loud here. I don't feel like staying."

"We'll go in a bit, I promise."

"Promise me you won't drink tonight," she urged.

"Okay, okay, I promise. I won't touch a drop. Do you want me to avoid water too?" he joked.

"You know what I mean," she sighed, sticking to his side like glue. Having him there allowed a genuine smile to finally touch her lips.

The Sharma family was far too busy with the wedding to notice her. Soon, the groom’s procession arrived with a deafening celebration. After Ajay finished his snacks, he looked toward the stage where the families were gathered.

"Let's go greet everyone, then we can head out."

"Do we have to? Let's just go, please." The thought of facing Rathor on that stage made her blood run cold.

"We can't just leave like that, especially after all the work you did here. Come on." He took her hand and led her toward the stage.

Pooja looked breathtaking in her bridal finery. Ajay climbed onto the stage to congrAjayate Mr. Sharma and Reshma.

"Congratulations to both of you, sir, ma'am, " Ajay said warmly.

"Thank you, Ajay," Sharma replied.

"Yes, thank you, Ajay," Reshma added, her eyes meeting Priya's for a fleeting, sharp second. "Sending Priya was a huge help. She did so many... difficult tasks... look easy."

Priya felt a surge of white-hot rage at Reshma's choice of words, but she kept her face masked in a polite smile.

"I must say, Ajay," Mr. Sharma continued, "thank you so much. Come, let me introduce you to Pooja's Dad-in-law."

As they moved toward Rathor, Priya’s heart began to race. What if he said something? She strained to hear their conversation as they approached.

"Rathor Ji, meet Ajay Sharma, the loan officer from my branch. He’s Priya’s husband. I believe you’ve met Priya?"

"Ah, so you are Priya’s husband," Rathor said, a dark, oily charm in his voice. "A pleasure to meet you. You are truly a lucky man to have a wife like her."

Ajay beamed, completely oblivious to the fact that the man praising his wife was the same one who had violated her just hours before. "Thank you, sir. A pleasure to meet you as well."

"Sharma Ji," Rathor said, turning to his host, "call Priya over. I want to give her a gift for everything she’s done for this wedding."

"Of course. Priya... come here, please!"

Priya stepped forward, her world spinning. Rathor had that same sickening smirk she had seen that morning—the look of a man who was still undressing her with his eyes.

"Priya... we are so lucky you could join us. I’ve ordered a special gift for you... please don't say no."

He took a small red velvet box from an assistant. Inside was a heavy gold chain with a brilliant diamond pendant.

"I can't take this... it looks far too expensive," Priya stammered.

"You’ll break my heart if you refuse," Rathor insisted, glancing at Sharma. "Besides, compared to you, this is nothing."

"Take it, Priya," Sharma encouraged. "It’s not good to refuse a gift from an elder. You’ve earned this."

Ajay chimed in too. "Go ahead, take it, Priya. He’s offering it with such kindness."

"I suppose you wouldn't like to just hold it in your hand," Rathor said, his voice laced with a double meaning that made Priya's skin crawl. How could no one else hear it? "I think it’s better if I put it around your neck myself. Ajay Ji, you don't mind if I put this necklace on your wife, do you?"

"Not at all, sir! Why would I mind?" Ajay replied cheerfully.

Priya looked at her husband in utter despair. Did he really have no problem with a strange man putting jewelry on her?

"Step over here to the side, Priya, so the photographer can get a good shot," Rathor directed, leading her to a corner of the stage where they were momentarily isolated from the main group. He looked at her with pure possessiveness, thinking that a man as foolish as Ajay didn't deserve a woman this exquisite.

"Turn around, Priya," he whispered.

She turned her back to him. Rathor stared at her, regretting that he hadn't fully appreciated her form the night before. He leaned in close to "fasten" the chain, his mouth hovering inches from her ear. Priya felt her breath hitch in her chest as he moved into her space.

"Where did you disappear this morning?" he hissed into her ear. "I told you to wait for me in the room."

Priya’s chest heaved with terror.

"And this is your husband?" he sneered quietly. "I see it now. He’s completely useless."

He draped the gold chain over her head like a ceremonial garland. The chain caught in her hair, and as she reached up to untangle it, Rathor pushed his fingers into her hair as if to help. His fingertips grazed the sensitive skin of her neck, lingering there. If they hadn't been standing in a room full of people, she knew he would have kissed her right there. He slid one hand forward, his fingers trailing over her bare collarbone and dipping dangerously close to the swell of her breasts.

At the angle they were standing, Ajay couldn't see the movement. But Priya felt every bit of it; she shivered violently and caught his hand to stop him.

"What are you doing, Rathor Ji? Someone will see!"

"Then let's go to a room," he challenged.

"No, please... it's your daughter's wedding."

"Well, we couldn't get married today, but at least I’ve put a chain around your neck. I’ll call you when I’m in "L123Now". You understand, don't you?"

Terrified, Priya gave a small, jerky nod. Rathor finished fastening the clasp and stepped back. Priya practically stumbled back to Ajay’s side.

"It looks beautiful on you, Priya," Ajay said, smiling at the diamond reflecting the stage lights.

Would you like me to continue with their departure from the wedding?

Priya looked at Ajay, and for a moment, a wave of cold realization washed over her. What an utter fool her husband was. Another man had just stood there, right in front of him, touching his wife and fastening jewelry around her neck with lingering fingers, and all Ajay could do was grin at the price tag.

"Yeah... it’s nice... I guess," she muttered, her voice tight with a frustration she couldn't voice.

"Nice? It’s incredible! It looks so expensive," Ajay whispered, leaning in closer. "Anyway, what was Rathor Ji saying to you back there?"

Priya’s heart skipped a beat. Had he seen it? Had he noticed Rathor’s fingers grazing the curve of her breast or the way he leaned into her ear? She scanned Ajay’s face, but his expression remained as oblivious as ever. If he had seen anything, he wouldn't be standing there with that simple, happy smile.

"Nothing special," she lied quickly. "He was just saying thank you for the help. Can we please go home now?"

Ajay, however, was finally starting to enjoy the high-society atmosphere. His eyes wandered over the crowd, taking in the glamour and the women in their daring, low-cut blouses. "What’s the rush? The party is just getting started."

Priya shot him a look of pure, sharp anger. She couldn't believe he wanted to stay longer in this place that felt like a cage to her. She noticed his gaze drifting, scanning the other women in the room, and a bitter sting of betrayal hit her. How could he be ogling others when his own wife had just endured a nightmare to save his reputation?

Noticing her darkening mood, Ajay sighed. "Fine, fine. Let's go."
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Priya caught Pooja’s eye from across the room and gave a silent, distant nod of farewell. Everyone was too swept up in the wedding festivities to notice their departure. Priya gathered her belongings from her room and headed down to the entrance where Ajay had a taxi waiting.

As they settled into the backseat and pulled away from the hotel, the silence between them felt heavy. Her mind was a whirlwind of everything that had happened over the last few days—the blackmail, the cold room, the forced encounter, and the way Rathor had looked at her on that stage. The weight of the secret was starting to feel unbearable. She knew she couldn't keep this buried inside forever; she needed to talk to someone before the pressure broke her completely.

Priya had returned home, but the Priya who had gone to that wedding 3 or 4 days ago had not truly come back. she couldn't get what had happened out of her mind. If Ajay even tried to touch her, she would move away from him. Ajay thought she was probably just still tired.

Even when she slept at night, Rathor’s thick, dark member appeared in her dreams like a horrific nightmare, as if he were still forcibly stuffing it into her mouth. Priya would wake up in the middle of the night drenched in sweat just to break the dream, and then she wouldn't be able to sleep for hours. Ajay, lying beside her, slept like a log, completely unaware of anything. This hadn't happened just one night; it had been happening for the last 3 or 4 nights.

Now, Priya was afraid to even step out of the house, and her mind, imprisoned within the home, would keep spinning around those same events all day. When her phone rang, she would startle, as if Rathor or someone else wanted to call and humiliate her further. Whereas before Priya would happily cook or do other household chores, now she didn't feel like doing anything. she would just lie on the bed for hours, lost in thought. she didn't even like talking to anyone.

she had even stopped looking at her phone messages. she didn't know who all had her number, and she kept receiving many obscene messages.

After 4 or 5 days, while lying alone during the day, her phone rang. she saw that her sister-in-law was calling.

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Cuite... how are you... you haven't called in so many days... you didn't even answer my message... how busy have you become..."

Priya answered in a suppressed, blunt voice: "I'm fine Bhabhi(Sister in Law)... it was just like that..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "What happened?? Is your health okay??"

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

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Then why are you sounding so low..."

Priya: "Just like that... nothing... have a bit of a headache. How are you all?"

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "We are all fine here but you don't seem fine to me."

Priya started getting a bit irritable: "I'm fine, Bhabhi(Sister in Law), why are you saying the same thing again and again..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Priya.. you haven't come home since the wedding, I'm telling your brother to get your ticket made, just come home."

Priya knew that when Bhabhi(Sister in Law) called her "Priya" instead of "Cuite," she was very serious, and at that time there was no point in arguing with her. she also had the desire to go home for a long time; after all, it had been 6 or 7 months since her marriage. But to her, it felt as if years had passed.

Priya: "Fine Bhabhi(Sister in Law)... I'll come... Ajay will get the ticket, don't trouble Brother... I will try to bring him along too."

Priya didn't want to go anywhere alone now. she had already suffered once by going alone.

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Fine, tell me as soon as the ticket is done... just come home quickly..."

Thinking about going home brought a bit of life back into Priya's body. How good it would feel to meet everyone and get away from here. Ever since this wedding happened, she had only been troubled. So many men had touched her. Before marriage, she was so safe in her home, as if she had the shield of her family members over her.

In the evening when Ajay came back home, Priya was cooking in the kitchen. Today she was even humming a light tune again, like before. He thought perhaps her tiredness had now decreased.

Ajay: "What's the matter madam, you look very happy today..."

Priya looked at Ajay brightly: "Yes, I am happy after many days today. Bhabhi(Sister in Law) called today, she was telling me to come home..."

Ajay: "Home... Jh**&*...? At this time?"

Priya: "What do you mean at this time? Since the marriage, I haven't gone to my home even once.... please Ajay let's go..."

Ajay: "Do one thing.. you go..."

Priya: "Alone...?"

Ajay: "Yeah, and? You're talking as if you can't go anywhere alone..."

Priya: "No, please, you come with me too... you haven't been there either since then..."

Ajay: "I won't be able to go right now, Priya. It's truly a very busy period..."

Priya: "It's always busy for you... I lived alone in your house too..."

Ajay: "That was a different matter, man... believe me... my boss was talking about my promotion... I just have to close the loans for a few big clients... This is all very important for me right now..."

Priya remembered that Reshma had told her she would talk to Mr. Sharma to get Ajay promoted. But what was the use of a promotion where a person had no time?

Priya was now getting a bit angry: "And I am not important?"

Ajay: "You are, man, you are very important, but please understand... Let’s do this: I’ll come to pick you up. I'll come on Saturday and we'll come back on Sunday."

Priya didn't have the strength to argue with Ajay anymore; whatever happened, she was going.

Priya: "Fine, book my ticket as soon as possible..."

Ajay: "You book the ticket yourself... it's so simple, everything is online now... you don't even know this much..."

Priya was somewhat shocked to hear this. Truly, how dependent she had become on Ajay. Before marriage, she used to do all these internet-related tasks herself at her home. How had she let herself become so dependent on someone?

Priya said angrily: "Fine, I will book it... and then cook the food yourself too..."

Ajay: "I was cooking food before you came... why do you always keep fighting..."

Ajay also didn't know how to stay quiet when an argument broke out. He just had to answer everything; usually, Priya was the one who had to fall silent to end the matter. But today, Ajay was gaslighting her—a word she had learned online, where a person denies someone else's point in such a way that the other person feels only they are wrong.

Priya went to her room crying. She had become so stressed that she truly needed a break from this house...

The two of them went to sleep angry with each other. The next morning as well, Ajay went to the office in anger. He didn't say sorry to Priya, though that wasn't his habit anyway.

Priya somehow booked the train ticket on her phone. She still had a bank account that had a little money in it. She was going to her home in just two days. She was excited to go home, but there was also a bit of fear and a bit of shame. She felt how she would show her face to everyone, as if those people already knew what had happened to her. Fine, they didn't know, but then would she be able to tell her Bhabhi(Sister in Law) anything? She thought all day about what she would say to her and how she would say it.

If she told too much, what would Bhabhi(Sister in Law) think of her? And then would she tell everything to Mummy or Brother? Then she wouldn't even be worthy of meeting anyone's eyes. But had she done something wrong or had something wrong happened to her? Aditi hadn't come back from her home yet, otherwise, she would have talked to her to lighten her heart. But then she felt that Aditi's ideas were always so useless.

In the evening when Ajay came home, Priya told him: "Umm... I have booked the ticket... I'm going home the day after tomorrow..."

Ajay looked at her; he hadn't thought Priya would book the ticket: "Oh, I was just about to book the ticket today... but good that you did it."

Priya: "You book the return ticket for both of us... if you want me to come back, that is..."

Ajay: "Man, you too, you take offense at everything... I'll come on Saturday and then we'll come back together.. okay..."

Priya felt he still hadn't said sorry to her, but fine, at least he had agreed to come. Both ate dinner together and went to sleep hugging each other. Even now, the touch of a man felt quite strange to Priya, and she soon turned over and slept on the other side.

The morning of the day after tomorrow, Ajay dropped Priya at the station in a hurry. He had to reach the office early; he had an important meeting. He placed Priya's luggage in the train and left even before the train started after saying goodbye. Priya sat by the window in the train looking outside. She still felt as if people were looking at her with dirty eyes. Before this, she had never felt it so much. A girl probably always knows that people are staring at her, but perhaps she also has some pride in her beauty. But after what had happened, Priya thought it better to just hide from everyone.

Her 6-hour train journey passed well enough. A family was sitting with her and some college students were a little distance away. Everything went normally; she ate the food she had brought with her and her confidence slowly started to return.

As Jh**&* drew near, her smile grew even wider. She was going back to her home after so many days. A city where she had been raised, where she knew every nook and corner, where she had no fear of anything. Jh**&* station wasn't as big as "L123Now", but still, it wasn't so small that there was only one platform. But luckily, she saw her Brother right in front as she got off. She hugged him very happily, and her Brother took her luggage. The two then set off toward home.

On the way, her Brother asked about her well-being and her daily life. Priya told them everything was great in a few words. Seeing the house in front, Priya became even happier but at the same time, she felt like she had butterflies in her stomach. She entered the house feeling a little nervous, and soon everyone surrounded her. Crying and laughing, she hugged everyone, and after quite a while, things became normal.

After dinner was over, she went toward her room. She couldn't believe she had spent so many of her years here. Her home now looked quite old to her, paint peeling in many places, a bit of dampness in the walls. Compared to where she lived now, her home truly looked quite backward. And what was this—now toys were scattered in this room; where did all her stuff go?

Priya was looking at all this when suddenly Bhabhi(Sister in Law) came from behind: "Annu (their daughter) took this room after you left... now she keeps all her stuff here."

Priya: "Oh, I see... and my stuff?"

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "I've kept all that safely in the upstairs store..."

Priya: "Can I see it...?"

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Yes, you can see it later... but it's night now... You sleep with me tonight, your brother will sleep in Vanya’s room..."

Priya: "Fine.. I didn't even bring anything for her... everything happened so quickly..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Forget all that, I want to know everything from you... how everything is going, and what trouble is eating away at you."

Priya looked at Bhabhi(Sister in Law). Earlier, how she used to tell her Bhabhi(Sister in Law) everything. Every little thing about her college, every detail about her office. And today, why was she hesitating so much?

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Come on, come to the room..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law) ushered Priya into the room and bolted the door. Both lay down on the bed and conversation started. To make her comfortable, Bhabhi(Sister in Law) first gave her all the news of their home, what was going on in the extended family. Then slowly, she started probing her mind.

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "So how is everything going between you and Ajay..."

Priya: "Everything is fine... Ajay is fine..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "I know that, but everything is fine sexually too, right... I know that these things can't be talked about openly over the phone."

Priya: "Yes, all that is also fine. In the beginning, it felt a bit strange but now everything is okay. We do it 2 or 3 times a week..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Only... 2 or 3 times... right now you people should be doing it almost every day... your brother and I..."

Saying this, Bhabhi(Sister in Law) stopped. Now she didn't want to trouble Priya by telling her about her own sex life. Her Bhabhi(Sister in Law) still had sex 3 or 4 times a week.

Priya: "Yes, it was like that in the beginning, but right now he is running a bit busy..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "I see, if all that is fine and he is also fine, then why are you so troubled..."

Priya knew they were now coming to the topic she was nervous about. How many times had she practiced in her mind how she would tell all this, but now the words just wouldn't come out of her: "Bhabhi(Sister in Law)... how do I tell you..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "By speaking... how else.. okay don't be nervous, this will just remain between us..."

Priya: "Bhabhi(Sister in Law)... do men think about doing anything just by seeing a beautiful girl?"

Bhabhi(Sister in Law) didn't understand her point, but a little laugh certainly came over her innocent face: "What do you mean to say..."

Priya: "Just that, I never felt this before, but after marriage, it feels like people are just staring at me or trying to touch me..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Oh you silly girl, I explained this to you many times. You never used to listen. Look, men are just like that, and especially they look at married girls even more. And then you are also so beautiful, these 'mountains' of yours pull everyone toward them..."

Priya's face fell a little: "So what are you saying...."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "I'm saying that you can't stop people from looking.. why be so troubled about this, and anyway, boys used to stare at you even before marriage... it seems only you didn't know..."

Priya: "But what if they dare to go beyond looking. Like my brother-in-law (devar)... on the pretext of Holi, he actually grabbed me..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Do you remember when I came after marriage, and it was my first Holi. His friends and brothers and so on had come; everyone touched me everywhere on the pretext of applying color. All this goes on a little bit..."

Priya: "I don't remember this..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "You truly were innocent even then, and still are..."

Priya: "And then what happened..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Nothing, they were just a bit intoxicated, they moved their hands here and there a bit... and squeezed a bit..."

Priya: "Didn't you say anything to them or to Brother.."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Now your brother isn't exactly a saint either... and what would I say to anyone... it just happens like this..."

Priya was a bit surprised to hear this about her brother; what did Bhabhi(Sister in Law) mean by this. But now wasn't the time to ask all that. Anyway, she felt that perhaps Bhabhi(Sister in Law) wasn't understanding her point or she wasn't able to explain her point to Bhabhi(Sister in Law) well: "Bhabhi(Sister in Law), you're not understanding..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Look Cuite, people won't stop staring at you, but you can walk with people by creating a boundary... you remember, right, you had a boyfriend in college and you had kept a boundary with him..."

Priya: "Yes... but he was also quite a good boy..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "That's why he was your boyfriend.. one has to stay like this in life.... But tell me, did someone do something... that you're unable to tell?"

Priya: "No... nothing like that... just people were touching here and there..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Every girl has to endure all this, but don't let yourself become weak and if someone crosses a limit, then give them a proper answer. But every girl has to become strong herself, right."
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Priya felt that perhaps she wouldn't be able to tell or explain anything more to Bhabhi(Sister in Law). There was probably a big difference between Bhabhi(Sister in Law)'s life and hers, and Bhabhi(Sister in Law) was just busy giving her a lecture. But yes, she probably wouldn't let herself become that weak now. They fell asleep just talking like this.

The next day, Priya went to the store upstairs and looked at her stuff—her old clothes, all her things, her diary. She picked up her diary and kept it with her. She also went out on her old scooty and met some old friends. All this was making her feel normal again. The lanes of her college, near her old office, and many other places.

How 3-4 days passed she didn't even realize—roaming all day, shopping, eating tasty food from home and outside, sleeping late, and living without any worry. What a great life it was. But then Saturday also came quickly, and as evening fell, Ajay had also reached Priya's house. After breakfast and food, Bhabhi(Sister in Law), Priya, and Ajay were sitting and talking.

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "Ajay Ji, it seems you are not paying any attention to Priya at all..."

Ajay: "No, it's nothing like that, I'm paying full attention to Priya..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "It doesn't seem like it... she is quite troubled..."

Priya: "Bhabhi(Sister in Law), you too... saying just anything..."

Ajay: "Oh no, let her speak..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "She lives alone all day in such a big city, and you come home late from the office at night..."

Ajay: "Yes, I'm quite busy with work these days..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law): "But you should think of Priya too... why don't you let her do a job as well... on this pretext she will also be able to get out of the house.."

Ajay: "Yes... I have no objection... I thought Priya herself...."

Priya: "No, when did I say that..."

Ajay: "But you will have to find a job yourself..."

It was as if an argument was about to start between them again, but Bhabhi(Sister in Law) intervened and calmed them both: "Okay, your point is also right. Priya, you'll find a job yourself, right?"

Priya: "Yes, I will find one..."

Ajay: "And then the house and everything..."

Bhabhi(Sister in Law) smiled and waved her hand casually.

“Oh, all that will get done… you all can manage it together, right? Now that you’re living alone, you’ll have to handle everything as a team anyway… And Priya, when the baby comes, you’ll quit your job, okay? That’s settled…”

The moment those words left her mouth, both Priya and Ajay’s faces turned bright red.

They hadn’t even thought about having a baby yet : not seriously, not once. But pressure was coming from every side now, like invisible hands pushing them toward something they weren’t ready for.

That night, both of them ended up sleeping in Bhabhi(Sister in Law)’s room. Ajay lay there quietly, convinced Priya had secretly asked Bhabhi(Sister in Law) to bring up the job-quitting topic. Deep inside, he felt a flicker of anger : like she was plotting behind his back.

Priya, on the other hand, felt a strange mix of emotions. She was secretly happy that Ajay had finally agreed to let her work… but at the same time, she was furious. His attitude toward her still felt cold, distant, like she was just another duty in his life.

Next morning, Priya said goodbye to everyone with tears streaming down her face. She clung to each person a little longer than usual, then climbed into the car beside Ajay. As they drove away toward home, the heavy fog of depression that had followed her to the wedding slowly started lifting.

She hadn’t found answers to every question burning inside her… but maybe : just maybe : she would have to find them herself now.

The moment they reached home, though, that old trapped feeling came rushing back.

The next day, like always, Ajay left for the office early. Priya sat alone in the living room, staring at nothing… when suddenly loud screams started coming from the flat next door.

It sounded like Aditi was back : and in a lot of pain.

Priya’s heart jumped. Was Aditi in trouble? Or was it nothing? She tried to ignore it, telling herself maybe everything was fine… but the cries kept getting louder, sharper.

She couldn’t sit still anymore.

A few minutes later, she found herself standing outside Aditi’s door, hand shaking as she pressed the doorbell.

After a long wait, the door opened. Aditi appeared : adjusting her clothes quickly. She wore a loose t-shirt and tiny shorts, hair messy, face flushed.

“Priya… What happened? Are you okay?”

Priya nodded fast.

“Yeah, I’m fine… I heard you screaming… I got worried…”

Aditi rolled her eyes playfully.

“Oh come on, you… I only opened the door because I saw it was you. Otherwise, I don’t open for anyone. And look at your face : you looked so panicked!”

Priya tried to explain.

“I just… for you…”

She peeked inside : and froze.

A man stood there in just his underwear, pulling on his shirt.

Oh… so that was it.

Priya’s face burned.

“I… I should go… sorry… I thought…”

Aditi laughed softly.

“Hey, he’s leaving now. Come inside… it’s been so long since we talked properly. I saw your message, but couldn’t reply… things got busy.”

Priya hesitated.

“Yeah… it was something important back then…”

Just then the man walked out, leaned in, kissed Aditi hard on the lips : right in front of Priya : and left without a word. Priya felt awkward… he hadn’t even cared that someone else was watching.

Aditi pulled her inside.

“Come on…”

Priya couldn’t hold back anymore.

“But… why were you screaming like that?”

Aditi gave her a naughty, knowing smile.

“You really want to know? It’s not your kind of thing…”

Priya’s curiosity won.

“Please tell me…”

Aditi leaned closer, voice dropping to a whisper.

“Okay fine… he shoved it straight into my ass all of a sudden.”

Priya’s eyes went wide.

“In your… ass? What do you mean… oh… oh God… who does that?”

Aditi burst out laughing.

“See? You’re exactly like this… nothing can happen with you…”

Priya felt a sharp twist inside.

Nothing can happen?

But it already had. How could she tell Aditi that?

Aditi softened.

“So… tell me now. What was so urgent that day? You messaged two weeks ago… looked really upset.”

Priya looked down.

“I was upset… but how do I even say it now…”

Aditi raised an eyebrow.

“Priya, no drama with me. Spill it.”

Priya took a deep breath. For the first time, she felt safe enough. She told Aditi everything : the wedding chaos, Pooja and Faisal’s secret affair, Kuldeep chasing her, Rathor’s blackmail, Reshma begging her to sacrifice herself, and finally… what happened in that room with Rathor. Every painful detail.

Aditi listened quietly, face serious.

“Hmm… that was serious. I’m so sorry I didn’t reply to your message… are you okay now?”

Priya’s eyes filled with tears again.

“Yeah… I’m okay…”

Aditi frowned.

“From everything you said… it feels like Reshma was involved somehow.”

Priya shook her head.

“No… how could she? It was her daughter’s wedding…”

Aditi sighed.

“You’re too innocent, Priya… people will keep using you like this if you don’t do something.”

Priya whispered.

“Then what should I do? I don’t know anymore…”

Aditi leaned forward.

“First : you have to become stronger. I’ve told you so many times… everything shows on your face.”

Priya nodded slowly.

“Bhabhi(Sister in Law) said the same thing…”

Aditi’s voice turned firm.

“Listen to me. Your beauty is your biggest weapon right now. Look how men go crazy for you…”

Priya looked confused.

“Yeah… but what’s the use of such beauty?”

Aditi smiled : sharp, confident.

“That’s exactly it. You have to learn to control them… instead of letting them control you.”

Priya blinked.

“What do you mean?”

Aditi explained slowly.

“Tease them a little… burn them a little… but never let them touch you. Keep them chasing. Keep them desperate.”

Priya frowned.

“What kind of advice is that? First I tease them… then when they come after me, how do I escape?”

Aditi’s eyes sparkled.

“You’ll learn. And honestly… whether you accept it or not, Ajay isn’t worthy of you.”

Priya cut her off.

“Let’s not talk about him right now…”

Aditi shrugged.

“Fine… but if you want to survive in this man’s world, you have to start thinking like them : and stay two steps ahead. They’ll keep fucking you with their eyes everywhere you go… but you have to become the kind of woman who gets her work done and still stays untouchable. A man’s brain lives in his pants… and you need to learn how to control that brain.”

Priya whispered.

“How will I ever do that…?”

Aditi smiled.

“That ‘pants brain’ isn’t as big or smart as men think. You’ll learn… and it’s better to start before you take up a job. Working here isn’t easy : you’ll meet so many men who just want to pin you under their feet.”

Priya’s mind flashed back : Rathor pinning her down, heavy and rough. A shiver ran through her.

Was Aditi right?

If even at a job she met men like that… would she stay trapped at home forever, afraid?

Priya took a shaky breath.

“Okay… I’ll think about all this.”

Aditi suddenly grinned mischievously.

“By the way… how did it feel taking it in your mouth?”

Priya’s face turned red.

“You too… eww, it was so dirty… and that old man was such a pervert… I can’t even describe it.”

Aditi laughed.

“Hey, I was just teasing you… so you don’t stay lost in thoughts. I know it was wrong… really wrong.”

Priya still looked upset, lips pressed tight.

Aditi caught her ears dramatically.

“Okay sorry, baba… now tell me : is there anyone in your mind you could safely try this trick with? No pressure… but it’s important for your confidence. And please don’t say Ajay’s name… for him, you’re already like home-cooked chicken : common and ignored… and the poor chicken doesn’t even know.”

Priya couldn’t help it : she laughed. Aditi had that magic. No matter what she said, she always made Priya feel lighter.

The heavy clouds that had gathered over Priya for weeks finally felt like they were starting to clear.

She thought for a long moment… and right now, only one name kept coming back to her mind. Someone she might : just might : have the courage to tease a little.

Priya and Aditi talked for hours. Priya shared her half-formed plan… Aditi gave suggestions, corrected her and made it sharper. It was a little risky… but Priya had made up her mind.

She had to change herself. Somehow.

No matter what it took……

.

.

To Be continued…
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