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Disclaimer

This book, "A Wife's Temptation : My Wife's Brother-in-Law”, is intended strictly for mature audiences (18+). It explores complex adult themes, including relationships, desire, emotional conflicts, and situations that may not be suitable for all readers. Discretion is strongly advised.

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

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




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


Reader Reviews & Feedback

Dear Readers,




If you enjoyed reading A Wife's Temptation : My Wife's Brother-in-Law , 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.


Introduction

1.      Pawan (Narrator & Protagonist) / Pawan 

○       Age: 26 years old

○       Personality: Shy, quiet, speaks very little, introverted, career-focused.

○       Role: The husband and first-person narrator of the story. He is often insecure and suspicious, especially during the trip.

2.      Nisha (also called Nishu) 

○       Age: Around 24 (recently married)

○       Personality: Bubbly, lively, talkative, mischievous, playful, outgoing, and fun-loving. Loves children and is very attached to her family.

○       Role: Pawan’s wife. She is the central female character and the source of much of the story’s liveliness and later tension.

3.      Pooja 

○       Age: Around 32 (7 years older than Nisha)

○       Personality: Calm, serious, wise, mature, understanding, and composed. She is a housewife.

○       Role: Nisha’s elder sister. She is married to Ranveer and acts as a caring elder sister-in-law to Pawan.

4.      Ranveer 

○       Age: Around 35

○       Personality: Extremely talkative, fun-loving, mischievous, teasing, bold, and flirtatious. Loves joking and pulling legs.

○       Role: Pooja’s husband. He is Nisha’s brother-in-law (Ranveer) and Pawan’s brother-in-law.

Family Relationships

●       Pawan & Nisha: Husband and Wife (newly married, about 1 year).

●       Nisha & Pooja: Real blood sisters (Nisha is the younger sister).

●       Pooja & Ranveer: Husband and Wife (married 6–7 years).

●       Nisha & Ranveer: (younger sister-in-law) and Ranveer (brother-in-law). They share a very close, playful, and affectionate relationship.

●       Pawan & Pooja: Devar (younger brother-in-law) and Sister- in-law

●       Pawan & Ranveer: (brother-in-law) and (younger brother-in-law).


Summary of Cross Attention: My Wife's Sister 

Pawan, a shy and introverted young man, never expected his life to change so dramatically after marrying Nisha — a beautiful, bubbly, and extremely playful woman who is the complete opposite of him. 

When Nisha’s elder sister Pooja and her charming, flirtatious husband Ranveer suggest a beach vacation, Pawan reluctantly agrees. What starts as a fun family trip quickly turns into something far more dangerous. 

As the four of them share hotel rooms, train berths, and intimate moments on the sun-kissed beach, Pawan watches in growing disbelief as Ranveer — his wife’s brother in law— becomes increasingly bold with Nisha. The constant teasing, lingering touches, private jokes, and undeniable chemistry between his wife and her brother-in-law ignite a storm of jealousy, suspicion, and forbidden desire in Pawan. 

Caught between his deep love for Nisha and the shocking attraction she seems to share with Ranveer, Pawan finds himself spiraling into a world where boundaries blur and nothing is as innocent as it seems. 


A Wife's Temptation : My Wife's Brother-in-Law


Chapter 1

I told her to read the message, and she took out her phone and read it. She looked at me as if she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. She rested her head on my shoulder once more, absorbing everything with deep attention. Then she pulled back and nodded in agreement.

I messaged her: “There are so many things happening around you that you don’t even realize. Even Ranveer's intentions towards you, you haven’t been able to sense them.”

Nishu now sat with her head bowed, turning serious. Slowly and hesitantly, she typed back: “Are you serious? Did you really hear Ranveer calling out my name while fucking Pooja?”

My reply: “Yes, I heard only Nishu… Nishu clearly.”

Nishu’s reply: “The bathroom was closed, and sounds echo in there. You could have misunderstood. Instead of Pooja Pooja, you might have heard Nishu Nishu!”

My reply: “I heard only Nishu. Believe it or not. If you want, you can test Ranveer's character yourself.”

Nishu’s reply: “I won’t take off my clothes.”

My reply: “On the beach, you were sitting in his lap wearing just a tiny bikini. That costume was barely any different from a bra and panties. Can’t you appear before Ranveer in a bra and panties?”

Nishu: “A bikini may look like a bra and panties, but there’s a difference in how they feel. I can come in front of Ranveer in a swimming costume, but how can I do it in just a bra and panties?”

My reply: “The level of nakedness is almost the same in both. Think about it.”

Nishu’s reply: “It’s better to stay in a bra and panties than to appear completely naked.”

My reply: “So, are you ready for this test?”

Nishu’s reply: “Is all this really necessary? Isn’t there any other way? Can’t you just ask him directly?”

My reply: “What should I ask? ‘Do you want to fuck my wife?’ And do you think he’ll tell the truth? If you want to know the truth, we have to do something like this.”

Nishu’s reply: “Okay, I’ll stay in my bra and panties. But there has to be some excuse.”

My reply: “Leave that to me. By the time we reach home, I’ll think of something.”

I had never imagined that Nishu would ever agree to test Ranveer's character, but she had consented. Until now, I had been trying alone to expose Ranveer, but now that Nishu was with me, it felt like my plan was finally going to succeed. I needed to craft a really good plan so that even if I turned out to be wrong and there were no dirty intentions in Ranveer's mind toward Nishu, their relationship wouldn’t be affected, and we could smoothly cover up the situation. Although I was fully confident about what was in Ranveer's heart for Nishu. Nishu had also planted a doubt in my mind about whether I had actually heard “Nishu” or “Pooja” that day in the washroom. I had been failing in my plans until now, and there was no room for any more mistakes.

I installed a special app on both my phone and Nishu’s. This was part of my plan. Nishu remained worried throughout the rest of the journey, probably thinking about how she would go through with all this and what would happen if my doubt turned out to be false. We had dinner on the train itself. I had messaged Nishu that we needed to execute our plan as soon as we reached home. Reading that, she panicked and started looking at me with anxious, troubled eyes.

Now we had reached our city and were heading home in a taxi. Ranveer noticed Nishu’s downcast face and kept trying to cheer her up, while Nishu would glance at him, force a sweet smile, and then sink back into sadness. I told Ranveer that Nishu was probably feeling low due to the exhaustion of the long trip. We finally arrived home. Ranveer and Didi’s program was already set—they would stay at our place for the night and leave for their home the next morning. Ranveer and Didi went to the guest room to change, and I went to our bedroom with Nishu. Nishu’s mood was still off, and she looked deeply troubled, her beautiful face clouded with worry and uncertainty that made her seem even more vulnerable and alluring in the soft bedroom light.

Pawan: “Nishu, are you ready?”

Nishu nodded her head in reluctant agreement, her face still downcast and lacking any enthusiasm.

Pawan: “Then, as per the plan, take off your clothes and come in just your bra and panties.”

Nishu removed her shirt, revealing her lacy blue bra that hugged her full, enticing breasts perfectly. Then she slipped out of her jeans. Now she stood there in nothing but that delicate blue bra and matching panties, her smooth skin glowing under the room lights, curves accentuated in a way that stirred deep desire within me. Seeing Nishu like this, my emotions flared intensely, a mix of jealousy, arousal, and anticipation surging through my veins. I knew exactly what state Ranveer would be in when he saw her—his eyes would devour every inch of her body, and the thought both excited and tormented me.

Pawan: “Get on the bed in doggy style and don’t turn around to look. I’ll go to Ranveer and Didi’s room and send Ranveer here on some pretext.”

Nishu: “What if he doesn’t do anything and just asks why I’m sitting like this?”

Pawan: “Then tell him you’re waiting for me. They know how things work between husband and wife.”

Nishu: “Pawan, I’m scared. What if Ranveer really tries something with me!”

Pawan: “I’ll be right outside. I’ll come in immediately. I even have the room key. Don’t worry. We just need to expose Ranveer.”

I asked her gently, my voice low and probing, “Tell me, if he tries to do something with you, what will you do?”

Nishu: “I don’t know!”

Pawan: “What are you saying? You don’t know?!”

Nishu: “I’ll stop him and scream.”

Pawan: “Alright, good. Now quickly get into position. I’ll send Ranveer.”

Nishu hesitantly climbed onto the bed in doggy style, her shapely backside facing the door, her body trembling slightly with fear and nervousness that only made her look more seductive, her hips arched invitingly. I stepped out of the room, my heart pounding with a storm of conflicting feelings.

Now it was time for my plan to begin. But before testing Ranveer, I needed to test Nishu myself to see what was truly going on in her mind regarding him. Ranveer and Pooja’s door was still closed. I waited for two to three minutes, letting the tension build inside me like a slow-burning fire. Then I opened the door to our bedroom, stepped inside, and locked it from within. Nishu’s entire body jolted at the sound of the door, her muscles tensing as she assumed Ranveer had entered the room. A wave of anxious anticipation rippled through her, her breathing quickening in the heavy silence.

I walked slowly toward the bed, my footsteps deliberate and quiet. As per my instructions, Nishu hadn’t turned around to look. I climbed onto the bed and positioned myself on my knees right behind her tempting ass. There was a slight tremor running through Nishu’s body, a delicate vibration that spoke of her surprise and the unexpected turn this was taking. She hadn’t anticipated things progressing this far so soon. I grabbed the waistband of her panties and began sliding them down slowly over her smooth, rounded buttocks, exposing her bare skin inch by inch. Her hands and legs started shaking violently now, tremors of fear and confusion overtaking her completely. I pulled her panties all the way down to her knees, leaving her most intimate areas fully vulnerable and exposed.

I slipped off my own lower clothes, becoming naked from the waist down, my hard cock throbbing with raw need. Surprisingly, Nishu hadn’t stopped me yet, even though she was trembling badly from fear and uncertainty. I assumed the doggy style position for fucking, placing both my hands firmly on her naked ass cheeks. The way her ass quivered under my touch made my own hands shake with excitement and inner turmoil. Seeing Nishu’s condition, my cock had already become rock hard, pulsing with urgent desire. I removed one hand from her ass, gripped my throbbing length, and rubbed it teasingly along her wet pussy slit and the crack of her ass. A soft, involuntary moan escaped from Nishu’s lips, a breathy “Ah” that hung in the air like a sensual whisper.

I positioned the head of my cock right at the entrance of her pussy. I expected Nishu to turn around now, to stop me or scream, but nothing like that happened. Instead, I pushed my cock a little inside her tight, welcoming warmth, and a sharp, pleasurable gasp escaped her mouth. Then, slowly and deliberately, I sank my entire length deep into her pussy, gripping her hips tightly with both hands. Nishu remained silent like a quiet lamb, accepting it without resistance, her body yielding to the intrusion in a way that sent conflicting waves of pleasure and pain through my heart. I pulled out slightly and then thrust back in with more force. Nishu opened her mouth and let out a long, drawn-out moan, her voice filled with a mix of surprise and building ecstasy.

Her ass was quivering intensely now, as if a mild earthquake was shaking her from within, the sensations rippling through her curves in the most erotic manner. I began thrusting with steady strokes, and Nishu started breathing heavily, letting out frightened little whimpers mixed with undeniable pleasure. From her mouth came “Ranveer,” followed just two seconds later by “Oh no.” With every thrust of my cock sliding in and out of her slick pussy, it felt like a knife was twisting in my heart. I couldn’t understand why Nishu hadn’t stopped me yet, why she was allowing this to continue without protest.

She was murmuring “Ranveer, oh no,” but her body was betraying her words, moving subtly in rhythm, offering no real resistance. If I hadn’t conducted this experiment, perhaps Ranveer would have been the one fucking Nishu right now, and she might have let him without much objection. For Nishu, the reality in this moment was that she was getting fucked by her Ranveer, and she was doing so without any fight, her hips subtly responding in ways that deepened my emotional turmoil.


Chapter 2

I myself was starting to feel scared because I was fucking Nishu without any protection, the raw skin-on-skin contact heightening every sensation. Later, when she realized I had taken her bareback thinking she believed it was Ranveer, she would probably get angry with me. Normally, Nishu wouldn’t let me fuck her without protection for more than fifteen seconds, but right now, believing it was Ranveer, she was allowing me to thrust deeply for two to three minutes without any barrier. Whether Nishu’s heart was breaking or not, mine certainly was shattering into pieces. Nishu had broken my heart completely. There was not even the slightest objection from her as she let her Ranveer have her like this, her body surrendering with surprising willingness that made my jealousy burn hotter.

Was Nishu mentally prepared to get fucked by her Ranveer? Perhaps it was my own fault. By constantly suspecting him and sharing those doubts, I had mentally prepared her for this scenario. Even on the train, the way she had been making dirty jokes about Ranveer suggested that I might have unknowingly primed her for these kinds of thoughts and actions. My mind was in chaos, overwhelmed by a torrent of emotions—betrayal, lust, anger, and love all crashing together. I started pounding her harder and faster with powerful strokes, fucking Nishu with intense force, each thrust carrying the weight of my inner storm as her moans grew louder and her body responded with quivering ecstasy.

The room filled with the sounds of our bodies connecting, her soft gasps turning into deeper, more passionate cries that echoed her conflicted state. I could feel every clench of her inner walls around me, the warmth and wetness driving me wild while my heart ached with the realization of how far things had gone. Nishu’s back arched slightly, her fingers gripping the sheets as waves of sensation washed over her, blending fear with forbidden pleasure in a intoxicating mix. I continued driving into her, my hands roaming over her smooth skin, squeezing her hips possessively, adding layers of emotional intensity to the physical act. The depth of her submission in this moment revealed hidden desires I hadn’t fully understood before, stirring a complex blend of arousal and sorrow within me that made the encounter far more profound than mere physical release.

As the rhythm built, her body moved in sync despite her initial reluctance, each movement sending ripples of sensuality through the air. I leaned forward slightly, my chest brushing against her back, heightening the intimacy as I whispered silent questions in my mind about her true feelings. The way her pussy gripped me tighter with every thrust spoke volumes, even as her mouth uttered protests that her actions contradicted. This test had uncovered truths that shook the foundation of our relationship, leaving me to navigate a whirlwind of passion and pain while continuing to plunge deeper into her welcoming heat. The emotional layers unfolded with every passing second, her trembling form a canvas of unspoken yearnings that I both cherished and feared, making the entire scene an immersive blend of erotic discovery and heartfelt turmoil that stretched on in raw, unfiltered intensity.


I had never imagined that Nishu would ever agree to test Ranveer's character, but she had already given her consent. Until now, I had been attempting to expose Ranveer all alone, but with Nishu standing beside me in this risky plan, success finally felt within reach, stirring a complex storm of hope, jealousy, and dark anticipation deep inside my chest.

I needed to craft a solid, foolproof plan—one that would protect everything even if I turned out to be wrong and Ranveer harbored no dirty intentions toward Nishu. Their relationship should remain untouched, and we could smoothly cover up the entire situation without any scars. Although I held complete confidence about the lustful thoughts brewing in Ranveer's mind for my wife, Nishu had cleverly planted a fresh seed of doubt in me about whether I had truly heard “Nishu” or “Pooja” that day in the washroom. I had failed in my previous attempts, and now there was zero room left for even the smallest mistake; every step had to be perfect, every emotion carefully navigated.

I installed a special hidden recording app on both my phone and Nishu’s. This was a crucial part of my plan, meant to capture undeniable evidence. Throughout the rest of the journey, Nishu stayed lost in worried thoughts, her beautiful face clouded with anxiety. She was probably wondering how she would actually go through with something so daring and what would happen if my suspicions proved false—relief or deeper complications? We had already finished our dinner on the train itself. I had messaged her clearly that we must execute the plan the moment we reached home. Upon reading it, Nishu panicked visibly, her eyes turning dull and troubled as she glanced at me with silent fear and reluctant acceptance.

Now we had finally arrived in our city and were heading home in a taxi. Ranveer kept noticing Nishu’s downcast, pale face and tried his best to cheer her up with light conversation and warm smiles, his voice gentle and caring. Nishu would look at him, force a sweet but strained smile that didn’t reach her eyes, and then sink back into quiet sadness, her body language heavy with inner conflict. I casually told Ranveer that Nishu was probably just tired from the long journey, masking the real tension between us. We reached home at last. Ranveer and Didi’s stay was already planned—they would spend the night in our guest room and leave for their place the next morning. While Ranveer and Didi went to change in the guest room, I led Nishu straight into our bedroom. Her mood remained low and troubled, her steps hesitant, as if carrying the weight of the risky night ahead.

Pawan: “Nishu, are you ready?”

With her face still lowered in reluctance, Nishu nodded her head half-heartedly.

Pawan: “Then, as per the plan, take off your clothes and come out in just your bra and panties.”

Nishu removed her shirt, revealing the lacy blue bra that perfectly cupped her full, tempting breasts. Then she slid out of her jeans, standing before me in nothing but that delicate blue bra and matching panties that hugged her curves seductively. The sight of Nishu like this ignited a fierce blaze of emotions within me—raw desire mixed with possessive jealousy. I knew exactly what devastating effect this vision would have on Ranveer, how his eyes would devour her smooth skin and alluring figure.

Pawan: “Get on the bed in doggy style and don’t turn around to look back. I’ll go to Ranveer and Didi’s room and send him here on some excuse.”

Nishu: “What if he doesn’t do anything and just asks why I’m sitting like this?”

Pawan: “Then tell him you’re waiting for me. They know how things are between husband and wife.”

Nishu: “Pawan, I’m scared. What if Ranveer really tries something with me!”

Pawan: “I’ll be right outside. I’ll come in immediately. I even have the room key. Don’t worry. We just need to expose Ranveer.”

I asked her softly, probing deeper, “Tell me, if he tries to do something with you, what will you do?”

Nishu: “I don’t know!”

Pawan: “What are you saying? You don’t know?!”

Nishu: “I’ll stop him and scream.”

Pawan: “Alright, good. Now quickly get into position. I’ll send Ranveer.”

Nishu hesitantly climbed onto the bed in doggy style, her shapely backside facing the door, her body already trembling with visible fear that only heightened her sensual vulnerability. I stepped out, my heart racing with a mix of excitement and dread.

Now the real beginning of my plan was at hand. Before testing Ranveer, I needed to test Nishu first—to discover exactly what was running through her mind about him. Ranveer and Pooja’s door was still closed. I waited two to three minutes, letting the tension build like a slow fire. Then I opened our bedroom door, stepped inside, and locked it firmly from within. Nishu’s entire body jolted at the sound, a full shiver running through her as she assumed Ranveer had entered, her breathing quickening in fearful anticipation.

I walked slowly toward the bed. As per my instructions, Nishu hadn’t turned to look. I climbed onto the bed and positioned myself on my knees right behind her. A light tremor ran through Nishu’s body; she hadn’t expected things to escalate this quickly. I grabbed her panties and began sliding them down over her firm, round ass. Her hands and legs started shaking violently now. I pulled her panties all the way down to her knees, fully exposing her.




Chapter 3

I slipped off my own lower clothes, standing naked from the waist down. Nishu still hadn’t stopped me, even though she was trembling badly with fear. I took the doggy-style fucking position and placed both hands on her naked ass. Her quivering cheeks made my own hands shake with intense emotion. Seeing her like this, my cock had already turned rock hard. I removed one hand, gripped my throbbing length, and rubbed it teasingly along her pussy and the crack of her ass. A soft, moaning breath escaped Nishu’s lips.

I positioned the head of my cock at the entrance of her pussy. I expected her to turn and stop me or scream, but it didn’t happen. I pushed in a little, and a sharp moan burst from her mouth. Then I slowly sank my entire cock deep inside her tight warmth, gripping her hips firmly with both hands. Nishu stayed silent like an obedient lamb. I pulled out slightly and thrust back in hard. Nishu opened her mouth and released a long, deep moan. Her ass quivered as if a mild earthquake had struck.

I began thrusting steadily, and Nishu started breathing fast, letting out frightened whimpers. “Ranveer” slipped from her lips, followed two seconds later by “Oh no.” With every in-and-out movement of my cock in her pussy, it felt like a knife twisting in my heart. I couldn’t understand why Nishu hadn’t stopped me yet.

She was saying “Ranveer, oh no,” but her body was fully supporting her words with no real resistance. If I hadn’t done this experiment, Ranveer might have been the one fucking her right now, and she would have let him. For Nishu in this moment, the truth was that she was getting fucked by her Ranveer without any protest, her submission cutting deep into my soul.

I myself felt scared because I was taking her without protection. Later, when she realized, she would be furious with me. Normally she never let me go beyond fifteen seconds bare, yet now, thinking it was Ranveer, she was allowing two to three full minutes of raw, unprotected thrusting. Whether her heart was crying or not, mine was breaking into pieces. Nishu had shattered my heart. She showed not even the slightest objection to being fucked by her Ranveer.

Was Nishu mentally prepared to get fucked by him? Maybe it was my own fault. By constantly suspecting him, I had mentally prepared her for this. On the train, the dirty jokes she made about Ranveer suggested I might have unknowingly readied her for such acts. My mind spun out of control, and I started pounding her with hard, forceful strokes.

Nishu’s moans soon turned into sharper, urgent whimpers, and she kept saying breathlessly, “Ranveer… slower.” Flames of jealousy burned hotter in my heart. She could have said “Ranveer, stop,” but she asked him to go slower—meaning she was ready to be fucked if Ranveer took her gently and with love.

The powerful thrusts into her pussy left Nishu completely overwhelmed. She opened her mouth wide, letting out a big, shuddering sigh, and cried out while lifting her head toward the ceiling, “Oh my God, Ranveer… Aaaahhh… Ohhhhh Ranveer… slow… ummmm… yeah… Ranveer… Aaaahh… slower.” The combination of my intense strokes and Nishu’s erotic whimpers made my cum surge from my balls into my shaft, ready to explode.

I tensed my body tightly, holding back my release with all my strength. But it was getting too difficult. I pulled my cock out of Nishu’s pussy. The music of her rapid moans suddenly stopped. Her head, which had been raised toward the ceiling, now drooped down, and she stared at the pillow below. I was confused about what to do next.

Should I reveal the entire truth to Nishu right now, or wait a little longer in case she finally turned around and stopped me? I didn’t want to push my cock back inside her yet, because I knew I would explode instantly. Nishu remained in that doggy-style position for a few tense seconds, her head bowed low, her body still humming with the aftershocks of intense pleasure and confusion that made her look irresistibly vulnerable.

I slowly moved one hand away from her soft, quivering ass and began rubbing my fingers teasingly along the slick outer folds of her pussy and the tight ring of her ass. The instant my fingertips brushed her sensitive openings, Nishu’s lowered head lifted slightly. She stared forward again, and a soft, involuntary moan slipped from her lips, carrying a mix of lingering desire and fresh uncertainty.

As I continued stroking and rubbing her wet pussy and ass with deliberate care, I watched her round ass cheeks and smooth thighs tremble uncontrollably, as if she were standing naked in freezing water, shivering from the overwhelming contrast of cold fear and burning inner heat. I gently pushed my middle finger a little deeper into her scorching pussy. The temperature inside her was incredibly hot, her velvety walls clenching around my finger with needy warmth.

Keeping that finger buried inside her, I pressed my thumb slowly into her tight ass. The moment both of her most intimate holes were filled by my fingers, a deep, throaty groan escaped Nishu’s lips, heavy with conflicted pleasure. I pushed both fingers deeper and began sliding them in and out in a steady rhythm, exploring her depths with sensual insistence.

Fresh moans started pouring from Nishu’s mouth in a steady, breathless stream—“Ah… ah…” My built-up release had calmed slightly, but her erotic whimpers kept my cock steel-hard and throbbing with urgent need. Anger boiled inside me alongside raw lust. She was enjoying being finger-fucked, whimpering with pleasure while still believing it was her Ranveer touching her so intimately. I pulled my fingers out of both her holes, and once again Nishu’s head dropped forward, her moans fading into heavy silence. I repositioned myself, rubbing my hard, leaking cock along both her slick openings, teasing her relentlessly with slow, deliberate strokes that made her body respond despite her mind’s turmoil.

Nishu kept her mouth closed, humming softly with restrained desire, “Hmmm… hmmm…” I thrust my cock back into her tight pussy and resumed pounding her with deep, powerful strokes. Nishu lifted her head again, whimpering loudly as she began murmuring, “Ranveer… oh no.” After a few more moments of intense fucking, I sensed Nishu was on the edge of another climax. Her whimpers grew deeper, richer, and almost continuous. Between them, she kept gasping, “Ranveer… oh… no.”

Her entire body had gone rigid with building tension. From Nishu’s mouth came those familiar, unmistakable sounds of impending orgasm—“Huuuunnn… Huuuuunnn… Uuuuhhh hhuuu uuuu… eeehhh”—raw and animalistic, filled with helpless ecstasy. With those desperate cries, Nishu finally came hard, her body shuddering violently before slowly relaxing into a blissful, spent calm, her inner walls pulsing around me in waves of release. Watching her orgasm like that while believing it was Ranveer who had brought her to such heights made my own cum surge violently, threatening to erupt. Rage flooded my mind—she had taken complete, shameless pleasure from me while thinking I was her Ranveer. In her heart and body, she had already surrendered to him without resistance, a truth that sliced through my soul like a blade.

I was dangerously close to exploding and couldn’t risk cum inside her pussy. In a burst of furious passion mixed with heartbreak, I did something I had never done before. I had always heard about anal sex and secretly craved it. In our one year of marriage, I had asked Nishu two or three times to try it, but she had always refused, saying it hurt too much. Now her tight ass hole was right in front of me, glistening and inviting, and there could be no better place for my release in this storm of emotions. I pulled my cock out of her pussy, spread her ass cheeks wide, and pushed the swollen head firmly into her virgin-tight ass.

A loud, shocked cry tore from Nishu’s mouth: “Ohhhhh Ranveerrrr!”

I began thrusting gently into her ass, and with every push as my thick cock sank deeper, Nishu gasped breathlessly, “Ohhhhh Ranveer…”

She had always forbidden me from taking her ass, yet today, believing it was her Ranveer claiming her most forbidden place, she was allowing even that. My anger shot through the roof, fueled by jealousy and betrayal. I delivered one hard, deep thrust into her ass, and Nishu let out a sharp cry of pain: “Aaaaiiiieeee!”

As I pulled back to thrust again, Nishu suddenly jerked forward in panic, dislodging my cock from her ass. Turning her head around, she cried out, “Ranveer, no, it hurts…” The moment her tear-filled eyes met mine, she clapped one hand over her mouth in utter shock. She quickly buried her face into the pillow and began sobbing uncontrollably, her shoulders shaking with raw emotion.

I couldn’t understand the reason behind her tears. Was it shame from nearly being fucked by Ranveer, or overwhelming relief that it had been me instead? My heart twisted with guilt and lingering anger as I moved on my knees to her side, gently stroking her back with tender, soothing caresses and offering her comfort in the heavy silence. Deep down, I felt a flicker of satisfaction that, even if late, Nishu had finally asked to stop. But she had allowed things to go very far, revealing hidden depths of desire that both aroused and devastated me.

Pawan: “Nishu, stop crying. Nothing happened. It’s me.”

Nishu lifted her tear-streaked face from the pillow and looked at me, her eyes swollen and filled with a storm of emotions. Seeing her crying face twisted something painful deep inside my chest. Even though it was part of the test, I had truly broken her heart. Nishu rose onto her knees, turned toward me, and pressed herself tightly against my chest, sobbing softly into my skin, her warm tears mixing with the heat of our bodies. I caressed her back soothingly, calming her with tender touches and whispered reassurances that carried my own conflicted love. After a while, she pulled back slightly and spoke through her lingering sobs, her voice trembling with vulnerability.

Nishu: “Why did you do that? Do you know how fast my heart was beating? What if I had a heart attack? Why would you do something like this?”

Although I had been testing Nishu’s character, hearing the raw truth would hurt her deeply, so I lied to shield her emotions and keep the plan alive.

Pawan: “I was just checking if you would follow the plan properly or not. If you messed up, the whole plan would fail. You took too long to say no.”

Nishu: “I was waiting for you to come inside. I wanted to stop him, but I didn’t have the courage to face Ranveer directly. When you didn’t come for so long, I had to stop it myself.”

Pawan: “Now stop crying. Nothing happened. Are you ready for the real test now? I’m actually going to call Ranveer this time.”

Nishu: “I can’t do this anymore, Pawan. I don’t want to.”

Pawan: “Hey, you did really well. Just think—if Ranveer comes and does nothing, then everything will be fine, right?”

Nishu: “After what just happened, I’m scared. What if Ranveer actually fucks me?”

Pawan: “Then I’ll rush inside immediately.”

Nishu: “What if you don’t come on time and he starts fucking me? I don’t want to take that risk. I don’t want to feel those terrible emotions again.”

Pawan: “I was inside the room just now, so how could I enter? I’ll come exactly on time. I’ve downloaded a special app on both our phones. One phone will stay here and record video, while the other stays with me outside. The moment Ranveer tries anything wrong, I’ll burst in.”

Nishu: “I don’t trust that. You stay in the room.”

Pawan: “If I stay here, Ranveer won’t do anything at all. How will we test him then?”

Nishu: “Then hide somewhere here. Under the bed or in the cupboard.”

Pawan: “What will he think? That we deliberately trapped him? I have to stay outside. As soon as Ranveer tries anything with you, just scream and call me.”

Nishu: “No. If Ranveer does something, I won’t be able to say no to him. Even now, I couldn’t say no.”

Pawan: “You’ll be able to, Nishu.”

Nishu: “What about Pooja? She will lose all trust in Ranveer. I don’t want to put anyone in this situation. If Ranveer gets caught, there will be a huge scandal, and it won’t be good for the relationship between all four of us.”

Pawan: “Then you’ll never know Ranveer's true intentions.”

Nishu: “I don’t care. I don’t want to know what his truth is.”

Pawan: “But I need to know. I can’t let that man touch you with wrong intentions anymore.”

Nishu: “Let Ranveer come. Let him do whatever he wants with me. I won’t say anything, and you won’t say anything either. I want to see if he feels any regret after fucking me. The lifelong shame in his heart will be the biggest punishment for him.”

Pawan: “What are you saying? You expect me to just stand there and watch him fuck you?”

Nishu: “Yes. We both will eventually forget this shock and move forward, but what about Pooja? She has to live with Ranveer. She can’t even become a mother, and he is her only support. Her home would be destroyed. No matter what, Ranveer is her husband.”

Pawan: “I’m not ready for this. I can’t watch you getting fucked by Ranveer. What kind of talk is this? What husband would silently watch his wife getting fucked by someone else?”

Nishu: “You’re strange too. You left me almost naked in front of Ranveer twice. Have you forgotten?”

Pawan: “There’s a difference between leaving you naked and actually fucking you.”

Nishu: “Then don’t do this experiment at all. Let whatever is happening continue as it is.”

Pawan: “I want that if Ranveer is wrong, he stays far away from you for life.”

Nishu: “Okay then, just for you, I’m ready to do it one more time. You come inside, but don’t scream and let Pooja know what Ranveer tried. We’ll handle Ranveer calmly. I don’t want to destroy Pooja’s home. I’ll stay away from Ranveer for life and won’t even talk to him.”

Pawan: “Alright.”

Nishu: “But not right now. We’ll do it in the morning. All my energy is drained right now.”


Chapter 4

We both went to sleep, but I couldn’t fall asleep easily for a while. I still couldn’t fully understand Nishu. Even though I was the one who had fucked her, in her mind she had given herself to Ranveer. The next morning, we both woke up early. We had to go to the office that day, but first we had to conduct Ranveer's test. Ranveer was already up because he had to leave for his home.

Nishu: “Think again, Pawan. Do you really want to do this experiment? Something really bad could happen. Your previous plans also went wrong. It’s better if some bitter truths never come out.”

Pawan: “What do you want? That we never learn the truth about a bad person?”

Nishu: “We should know the truth, but without any drama or big fight.”

Pawan: “Then what should we do so that we find out the truth without any chaos?”

Nishu: “You go out for a walk right now. I’ll take the same position as yesterday here. Let Ranveer come inside. I’ll see what he does. If I get angry, I’ll handle him properly. You act like you don’t know anything about what he did, and we won’t tell Didi either. This matter will stay only between me and Ranveer. He shouldn’t know that you are aware of all this.”

Pawan: “Last night you couldn’t stop him. How will you stop him now?”

Nishu: “Now I’m prepared. I can do it. Don’t come into the room. If something wrong happens with me, I’ll handle it myself.”

Pawan: “I’m going to start video recording on your phone and leave. I’ll keep watching it on my phone from outside. If needed, I’ll come inside immediately.”

Nishu: “Okay, you watch the video. But I’ll handle Ranveer myself. I’m not weak.”

And as per the plan, I positioned Nishu on the bed in doggy style, just like last night, wearing only her inner clothes. I placed her phone standing on the headrest of the bed so it would keep recording. Ranveer and Didi were getting ready to leave for home. I told them casually that Nishu had called Ranveer and that I was going for a half-hour walk, then I stepped out.

Once in the garden outside, I opened the app on my phone and started watching the live video. Nishu was sitting on the bed in doggy style. Today was the day Ranveer's true character would be revealed. I waited anxiously for Ranveer to enter the room. Nishu also looked tense, wondering what was about to happen. Suddenly, there was a loud thud. The sound made Nishu jolt violently. Then came another light thud, and the screen of my phone went completely dark. The audio also stopped. I started slapping my phone as if the fault was in it. I waited two to three minutes hoping the video would resume, but it didn’t. My heartbeat quickened with fear. What if Nishu was in trouble? Although Ranveer hadn’t appeared on the video yet. I nervously dialed Nishu’s number, even though it might be the wrong time. But her phone wasn’t connecting at all. My tension kept rising.

I started walking back toward the house. I had no idea whether Ranveer had entered the room or not, or if he had done anything. Even the lift was unusually slow that day. Five minutes later, I was standing outside our home door.

I had taken the keys with me, so with a trembling hand I opened the door. Ranveer and Didi’s packed bags were lying near the entrance. One of the bags had fallen over. Pooja was sitting on the nearby sofa, looking frightened. I tried to act completely normal. I straightened the bag and asked Pooja where Ranveer was.

Tears welled up in Pooja’s eyes. I moved closer to her. I feared that Ranveer might have started fucking Nishu and Pooja had seen it. I asked her why she was crying and where Ranveer was. What Pooja said next completely shocked me and made my head spin. She had told Ranveer that I had fucked her that day. I slapped my forehead in disbelief. What kind of woman tells her husband such a secret?

Then, sobbing, she told me that Ranveer had gone to my bedroom to talk to Nishu. My hands and legs started shaking badly. On one hand, I was terrified that Ranveer would now expose my secret in front of Nishu. Nishu would divorce me and leave. I had such a beautiful wife, and we were living so happily— one mistake was about to cost me everything. On the other hand, I was worried about what had happened to Nishu’s phone and what those thudding sounds were.

What if Ranveer and Nishu decided to take revenge for what happened between me and Pooja by fucking each other? Here I was, suspecting Ranveer's character and coaxing Nishu, and now my own character was about to be exposed before her. I had rushed home thinking I would catch Ranveer doing something wrong with Nishu, but instead my own actions had been caught, and I didn’t have the courage to open the bedroom door and face them both right then.

I sat there with my eyes lowered. My hands and legs were still trembling, and all kinds of dark thoughts flooded my mind. Because of Pooja’s sobbing, I couldn’t even hear any sounds coming from the bedroom. Nishu’s voices from last night kept echoing in my head—“Ranveer oh no… Ranveer slower… Ranveer it’s hurting…” and so on.

In this state of anxiety, five minutes passed, then ten. The bedroom door didn’t open, no sounds came from inside, and I didn’t have the courage to do anything. I started thinking about what answer I would give when Nishu and Ranveer came out and questioned me. Should I put all the blame on Pooja? But I was also a partner in it.

I asked Pooja if Ranveer was very angry. She made a crying face again, wiped her tears, and started sobbing. I didn’t even have the courage to place a comforting hand on her shoulder. I began preparing my answers for what I would say. Or maybe I would attack Ranveer first, pointing out that he too was fucking Pooja while taking Nishu’s name.

Just then, the bedroom door opened and Ranveer came out. I stood up from my place, ready to hear something. Ranveer said, “Pooja, let’s go,” and Pooja got up and came to the bags. Both of them walked out the door, and I followed to the door and saw them entering the lift. I closed the door and now I had to face Nishu. With fear in my heart, I entered the bedroom. Nishu was standing in front of the cupboard wearing only her panties. She held a bra in her hands. It wasn’t the same bra and panties from last night. My heart skipped a beat. Had Nishu’s heart really broken after hearing about me and Pooja, and had she let Ranveer fuck her? As soon as I entered, Nishu looked at me and wiped her eyes. Was she crying? After wiping her eyes, she looked at me and smiled, which brought me immense relief that she wasn’t angry with me. I moved toward her and got closer. By then she had put on her bra. I spoke to Nishu with some hesitation and fear.


Chapter 5

Pawan: "Nisha, are you okay!"

Nisha: "No, Ranveer and Pooja are leaving, so I got a little emotional."

Pawan: "Did Ranveer say something to you? And the video call got disconnected. Ranveer did something..."

Nisha: "There was a loud crashing sound from outside, and in my fright, I trembled so much that my phone slipped from the bed and switched off. I got really scared and quickly put on my gown. Sorry, I couldn't do that experiment. I was too frightened."

Pawan: "Why were you crying? Was Ranveer saying something?"

Nisha: "Ranveer seemed very emotional, so seeing him like that made me emotional too. He was as emotional as he had been during my farewell at our wedding. Then he said some strange things, asking if I was happy, if our married life was going well, and reminding me to take care of you. He said so many things."

Meanwhile, Nisha was also getting ready. I couldn't understand whether Ranveer had really not told Nisha about my relationship with Pooja.

Pawan: "Why didn't you come out to say goodbye to them?"

Nisha: "Have they left? I wanted to say bye to Pooja too. I thought I should first get ready for the office. My phone is not working, give me yours. I'll call Pooja right now."

(If I let her call Pooja from my phone and Ranveer finds out, there would be more trouble, so I had to stop Nisha.)

Pawan: "They must have left by now. You can call Pooja later from the office."

I noticed Nisha's bra and panties from last night lying near the bed. I picked up the panties and touched them with my fingers to check—they were slightly wet. My suspicions began to swirl again. Nisha's pussy being wet meant she had definitely gotten fucked by Ranveer.

Pawan: "Why are your panties wet like this!"

Nisha snatched the panties from my hand, picked up her bra lying nearby, and while heading to the bathroom, she replied.

Nisha: "You shameless man, you're so eager to check my inner clothes. I just came out of the bathroom a while ago, so it must have gotten a little damp. Are you doubting me?"

Pawan: "No, no matter what anyone says, we'll keep trusting each other."

Ranveer had not told Nisha my truth, and I still hadn't learned the truth about Ranveer and Nisha.

But now I was in no condition to face Ranveer in the future. A few weeks later, it turned out that Nisha had become pregnant. I was completely shocked, and all my suspicions fell on Ranveer. When I suggested abortion to Nisha, she refused outright and instead got angry with me, saying that because I had fucked her twice without protection, she had gotten pregnant due to my mistake. She told both our families, and I got scolded for suggesting abortion. I talked about our careers, but the real reason was that I felt the child was Ranveer's.

Then, seeing me so disappointed one day, Nisha said that we should give this child to Ranveer and Pooja, since they don't have a child anyway and they can adopt him. My suspicion deepened even more. I couldn't decide whether to be happy that the child would go to his real father and I wouldn't have to bear someone else's burden, or to feel sad because it meant everything was planned and Ranveer had deliberately fucked Nisha to have his own child.

Nisha's family, Ranveer, and Pooja were overjoyed, but my family objected, saying the first child should stay with us. But how could I let that happen? I jumped in and announced that this first child would be adopted by Ranveer and Pooja. Before leaving, Ranveer had said that Nisha would become the mother of his child. At that time, I thought it was a joke, but Ranveer had perhaps made it come true. Finally, everything was settled. Nisha was very happy. She already knew that she had conceived this child with Ranveer for him. Nisha came to me happily to thank me.

Nisha: "I'm so glad you agreed to give this child to Pooja. Because of all this, we haven't had sex for so many days. I'm very happy with you. Come on, do whatever you want with me. After some time, in pregnancy, I won't let you fuck me."

Pawan: "No problem, today I'll fuck you so hard that it'll last for the coming days too."

Nisha: "Now that I'm already pregnant, you can fuck me fully for the first time without protection. So take as much pleasure as you want today."

Pawan: "Yes, man, there's so much fun in fucking fully without protection and without any fear. What can I say!"

Nisha: "How would you know? I've never let you fuck me fully without protection before."

(What did innocent Nisha know that I had already fucked her elder sister fully without protection and without any fear.)

Pawan: "That night I almost fucked you fully. Remember when Pooja was doing it with Ranveer?"

Nisha: "That night you had to pull your cock out of my pussy. Today you'll get to release all your juice inside my pussy. And you remember so well what Pooja was doing that day. You must have enjoyed staring a lot!"

Pawan: "Watching someone else getting fucked feels equally pleasurable, right!"

Nisha: "Come on, let's make today's fucking special. You said that day that in the next 24 hours there would be my special fucking, and you kept your promise and really gave me a special fucking. I was so scared while getting fucked, but you were right—it will always remain in my memory."

Pawan: "So what's the plan? What special thing should I do today?"

Nisha: "Fuck me in my favorite doggy style, and while fucking, call my name. That day you told me you heard Ranveer fucking while saying 'Nisha Nisha' in the bathroom. Now fuck me saying the same."

Pawan: "Okay, but then you'll also have to get fucked while saying Ranveer Ranveer like that day."

(Nisha blushed deeply upon hearing this and lightly hit my back with her hand.)

Nisha: "Get lost, you madman. What do you know about what was going on in my heart at that time? My condition had become so bad just thinking about it."

Pawan: "That day you didn't know while getting fucked, but today you know that I'm the one fucking you, so what's the issue in taking Ranveer's name?"

Nisha: "No, I won't take anyone else's name. You'll fuck me while taking my name, that's all."

Pawan: "Then what's so special in this?"

Nisha: "It's special for you because you can fuck me fully without protection for the first time, and for me it's special because you'll fuck me while chanting my name for the first time."

Nisha went to the bedroom to get specially ready and told me to come inside only after she called me. She kept the room lights very dim to create a romantic atmosphere. After a few minutes, she slightly opened the door and called me. When I entered the bedroom, I saw very soft lighting inside.

The room was filled with a sweet fragrance. Nisha was standing there wearing the same saree that Ranveer had given her—the one she had worn on the day Ranveer came.

Nisha looked doubly sexy in that saree, making my cock start throbbing with hot desire. I walked straight towards her. As I reached Nisha, I placed my hand on her bare waist, and with a deep sigh, her smile widened beautifully. I complimented Nisha in Ranveer's style.

Pawan: "Wow Nisha, you look absolutely stunning today."

Nisha: "I've gotten ready just for you, Ji..."

(Nisha was probably about to say Ranveer but stopped midway.)

I turned Nisha around and came from behind, wrapping my arms around her slender belly and holding her close. My cock had become rock hard by now, pressing against her saree as if eager to push inside.

Nisha rested the back of her head on my shoulder, and I began kissing her neck and shoulders. With her eyes closed, Nisha was letting out soft, passionate sighs filled with building desire. I moved one hand from her belly to her blouse and felt her full breasts, realizing she wasn't wearing a bra underneath.

Nisha: "Fuck me quickly, my juices are flowing and my clothes will get dirty."

I led Nisha near the bed, and she climbed onto it in doggy style, positioning herself. I moved behind her, lifted her saree along with the petticoat above her bent knees for easier access, and pulled the pallu of her saree off her shoulder down to her waist.


Her almost completely bare back was right in front of me, and seeing her slender figure made me burn with the urge to fuck her hard. I lifted her saree and petticoat above her thighs, pulling them away from her ass. I saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties either, and her fair, round ass was calling out to me to fuck it. I started running my fingers over her pussy and ass, and she began writhing in desperate need, letting out soft, heated moans. I slipped a couple of fingers inside her pussy hole and rubbed her deeply.

Her cunt was already soaking wet. After just a few moments of fingering, her breathing grew rapid and her whole body started trembling with building pleasure. I quickly removed my clothes and positioned myself to fuck her. The moment my hard cock touched Nisha's wet pussy, it got coated with her flowing juices. To tease her more, I rubbed the head of my cock along the outer lips of her dripping cunt.

Nisha: "Put it inside and start fucking me quickly, otherwise I’ll cum just like this. I’m so full and ready."

Moaning deeply, “Ohhh Neeeru,” I pushed my cock into Nisha's tight, wet pussy. She shivered intensely with a loud, passionate cry. I began thrusting in and out slowly at first, building rhythm. As the fucking started, I kept saying, “Ohh Nisha, what a tight pussy you have. It feels so good. What an amazing figure you have, Nisha. Should I fuck you, my sweet Nisha?”

Nisha was enjoying every moment, continuously letting out soft, needy whimpers while I called her name exactly the way I had heard Ranveer calling “Nisha” while fucking Pooja in the bathroom that day. Fucking her without any fear and without protection for the first time felt incredibly intense. The wet, sloppy sounds of her juices—chap-chap—kept echoing, heightening our shared lust and intoxication.

Nisha: "Ahh Pawan, it feels so good now… don’t stop, keep fucking me… Ahhhhhh… Aiyaaa…"

I sensed that Nisha had reached that deep, intoxicated phase where she lost herself completely. I decided to test her.

Pawan: "Nisha, I’m fucking you while calling your name. Now you also get fucked calling Ranveer’s name, just like you were doing that day."

Nisha said “No” and continued getting fucked. I suddenly slowed down my thrusts to a teasing pace. Nisha got frustrated and begged me to fuck her harder. But I stubbornly insisted she had to say Ranveer’s name.

She kept her eyes closed, writhing in a husky, lust-filled voice, and my slow, shallow thrusts were driving her even more wild with desperation. Then suddenly, the words I was waiting for slipped from her mouth.

Nisha: "Ranveer, fuck me harder."

I immediately increased the speed of my powerful thrusts and continued fucking her just as intensely as before.

Pawan: "Nisha, should I fuck you like this?"

Nisha: "Yes, Ranveer, fuck me like this… Aaii… Ohhh Ranveer, how well you fuck… Keep pounding me hard like this."

Pawan: "Oh my sweet Nisha, you’ll get fucked by your Brother- in- Law, won’t you?"

Nisha: "Yes Ranveer, fuck me."

Pawan: "Nisha, should I open your blouse and make your breasts completely naked?"

Nisha: "Open it, Ranveer."

I untied the knots of Nisha's blouse from behind. She eagerly pulled the rest of it off with her own hands and tossed it aside. From behind, while fucking her, I could see her full breasts hanging and swinging beautifully.

Pawan: "Nisha, my sexy sister-in-law, your breasts are absolutely incredible."

Nisha: "Aahhh… Ranveer, fuck your sister-in-law harder… Remove all my remaining clothes and fuck me… Fuck your saali properly, Ranveer."

Nisha pulled her saree out from under her petticoat, untied the petticoat string, slipped it up and off over her head, and became completely naked.

Pawan: "Wow Nisha, you look so incredibly sexy fully naked. Your Ranveer is going to fuck you completely now. Are you ready?"

Nisha: "Fuck your fully naked saali, Ranveer… Oh Ranveer… I’m going to… Ranveer… Pound me hard."

I started giving her hard, deep strokes. My own cum was already filling the shaft of my cock, ready to burst. But I was trying my best to make Nisha cum first.

Pawan: "Ohh Nisha, what a sexy figure you have. Your Brother-in-law is going to fuck you completely. Ohhh Nisha, fucking you feels so damn good."

Nisha: "Ahhh Ranveer… I’m feeling so good too… I’m about to cum… Ahhh Ranveer… Ohhh Ranveer fuck me… Aah aah aah… Aayi Maa… Ahhh Ranveer… It’s happening… I’m cumming."

I gave her another 15-20 powerful thrusts and, for the first time, emptied all my hot cum deep inside Nisha's pussy. Nisha stayed in the same doggy position, her head resting on the pillow. I pulled out my cock and moved to her side. She was breathing heavily. After 15-20 seconds, she collected herself, sat up, and started lightly punching my chest with her closed fists.

Nisha: "You tricked me by making me take Ranveer’s name right when I was about to cum. Did that make it feel even better for you?"

Pawan: "I didn’t force you. You could have said no."

Nisha: "I was aching with need for so long. You deliberately played dirty. At that moment, if you had asked me to take even my enemy’s name, I would have done it. Ranveer is nothing compared to that. Anyway, no matter whose name I took, it was you who was fucking me!"

Pawan: "But while getting fucked, you remembered Ranveer. You’ll get punishment for that."

Nisha: "Fine, tomorrow I’ll ride you in your favorite cowgirl position. You can take anyone’s name you want. That day you were so excited watching Pooja getting fucked. You can take Pooja’s name too."

The next day, I lay down and Nisha climbed on top, starting to ride me passionately. I didn’t really want to take Pooja’s name because Ranveer already knew the truth and Nisha might find out someday. But Nisha herself asked why I wasn’t taking Pooja’s name. So I took it once or twice. While riding me, Nisha slipped into that deep lustful state again. I told her that since I was taking Pooja’s name, she should take Ranveer’s name. She agreed. I was saying, “Pooja, fuck me,” while Nisha moaned, “Ranveer, I’m going to fuck you.”

As the fucking intensified, I suddenly changed my words.

Pawan: "Oh Nisha, won’t you fuck your Ranveer?"

Nisha didn’t say anything and kept bouncing up and down on me, only repeating, “Yes Ranveer, I’ll fuck you.”

I thrust up from below and said, “Nisha, fuck your Ranveer properly.”

Feeling my upward thrusts, Nisha let out a soft cry and then, “Yes Ranveer, Nisha will fuck you… Ohhh Ranveer, I’ll fuck you hard.”

Pawan: "Yes Nisha, fuck your Ranveer."

Nisha: "Yes Ranveer… Oh, it feels so good, Ranveer."

Pawan: "By fucking me, you’ll become the mother of my child, won’t you, Nisha?"

Nisha: "Yes Ranveer, fuck me and make me the mother of your child. Ohhh Ranveer, hold my boobs."

Nisha kept riding me wildly while sitting upright. Her tight breasts were bouncing up and down. I grabbed them firmly and started squeezing them. With her eyes closed, lost in passion, Nisha continued fucking me while repeatedly moaning, “Oh Ranveer, fuck me.” When she was about to cum, she lay fully on top of me. Her bare breasts pressed tightly against my chest, and she screamed loudly, “Aah Ranveer, what a fuck!”

After a few seconds, she realized what she had done. She hid her face, got off me, and ran straight to the washroom. She came out after a full 15 minutes, crying. When I asked why she was crying, she got angry at me, saying I had corrupted her and forced her to take Ranveer’s name while fucking. I calmed her down and told her to take it lightly. But even I couldn’t understand what to make of it. Had I corrupted her, or was she already ready and willing?

These nine months were very difficult for me. The images of Ranveer fucking Nisha kept flashing in my mind again and again. When the child was born, the baby’s face looked exactly like Ranveer’s to me. From Nisha's pregnancy until the delivery, I had asked her many times if the child was Ranveer’s, and Nisha always laughed it off as a joke. She thought I was joking, but I was asking seriously. Sometimes, in frustration, Nisha would even say,

"Yes, this child is Ranveer’s. What are you going to do about it?"

I just kept staring at her with my mouth wide open, and she would gently pull my cheeks and calm me down with her loving touch. Although Nisha had grown emotionally attached to the child, once he stopped breastfeeding, he would be handed over to Pooja. The worm of doubt still wriggled restlessly in my mind. I told Nisha that I still wanted to do that experiment so the truth about Ranveer could finally come out, but she always laughed it off as a joke. I hadn’t lost hope yet. I would keep trying until I uncovered the truth and convinced Nisha to test her Ranveer once again.


Chapter 6

I was sitting alone in the drawing room watching TV before going to bed. Nisha was getting ready to sleep in the bedroom. I switched off the TV and headed toward the bedroom. From inside, I could hear Nisha murmuring softly.

She was talking to someone on the phone in a hushed voice. My ears perked up—could she be talking to her Ranveer? She was whispering quietly, and standing at the door, I couldn’t hear clearly. So I quietly slipped into the room.

Nisha had her back turned to me. As I moved a little closer, I clearly heard her softly whisper, “I love you.”

Hearing my footsteps, Nisha spun around instantly, startled. She quickly said on the phone, “I’ll call you later,” and hung up before turning to me.

Nisha: “How did you come in so suddenly? You scared me.”

Pawan: “Were you doing something wrong?”

Nisha: “Why would I do anything wrong?”

Pawan: “Who were you talking to?”

Nisha: “No one special, just a friend.”

Pawan: “Which friend?”

Nisha: “Why are you asking so many questions?”

Pawan: “You were whispering so quietly, that’s why I’m asking—who was it and what were you talking about?”

Nisha: “I was having a personal conversation with my friend Payal.”

(I thought to myself—who calls their female friend “I love you”? But I didn’t tell Nisha yet that I had heard her last sentence.)

I wanted to check her phone myself to see who she had called.

Nisha: “Where are you lost? Don’t you want to sleep? Or are you planning to fuck me tonight?”

Pawan: “You don’t even let me suck your boobs anymore. Fucking doesn’t feel as good these days.”

Nisha: “Wait a minute, what does sucking boobs have to do with fucking? The pleasure of fucking is different.”

Pawan: “Ever since the baby was born, you haven’t let me suck your breasts even once. Just like we eat dessert after a meal, I love sucking your boobs before fucking—it adds so much pleasure.”

Nisha: “Until my milk completely dries up, I won’t let you suck them. It won’t feel right if someone other than my baby drinks from them.”

Pawan: “But where is the baby? We gave him to Pooja and Ranveer for adoption. Right now, only I’m here. Let me suck them. Come on, take off your t-shirt and bra. Anyway, your breasts have become even heavier and fuller now. I’m dying to see them, squeeze them, and suck them.”

Nisha: “My baby will be the one to drink my milk.”

Pawan: “Your baby is probably sucking Pooja’s big, thick breasts right now.”

(Nisha clenched her fist and punched me two-three times, hitting me quite hard.)

Nisha: “Have you no shame? Using such dirty words for my sister!”

Pawan: “What’s there to be ashamed of? It’s normal. A baby sucks his mother’s breasts. The child doesn’t know that his real mother is Nisha, not Pooja. He’ll suck whichever breasts he sees naked in front of him.”

Nisha: “You know very well that Pooja has no milk in her breasts, so how can she feed him? Don’t hide behind jokes and talk obscenely about my sister.”

Pawan: “That’s even better—if Pooja’s boobs have no milk, Ranveer can enjoy sucking them freely. Here I am, aching with desire to suck your breasts.”

Nisha: “Then why don’t you go there too, you shameless man!”

Pawan: “If I go there, then Ranveer will come here to suck your breasts.”

Nisha: “You’ve lost your mind. Earlier you forced me to take Ranveer’s name while fucking me, and now you’re talking such filthy things again!”

Pawan: “Then just let me suck your boobs.”

Nisha: “Absolutely not.”

Pawan: “You never refuse anything your Ranveer says. If he asked, you’d let him suck them, wouldn’t you?”

Nisha grabbed the pillow lying nearby and started hitting me with it. I caught her, pulled her down onto the bed, and pinned her. I lifted her nightie from the bottom up. She laughed and screamed playfully. I pulled the nightie up to her waist, exposing her belly, and slipped off her panties, baring her pussy completely. She didn’t resist. I tried to pull the nightie further up over her head, but she stopped me. She didn’t want her breasts exposed. I removed my own clothes and became fully naked. I tried again to remove her nightie, but she stopped me once more.

Nisha: “No, my breasts have been hurting a lot for the past few days. That’s why I’m not even wearing a bra at home. If you remove the nightie, my breasts will be completely bare.”

Pawan: “That’s exactly what I want. Just show me once how much bigger they’ve become.”

Nisha: “Once you see my breasts naked, you won’t stop at just looking—you’ll want to squeeze them. So I’m not taking that risk.”

Pawan: “Please, Nisha, show me your breasts.”

But Nisha didn’t let me remove her nightie. I climbed on top of her myself. She didn’t allow me to touch or massage her breasts directly, but as I pressed my chest against hers and started fucking her, the up-and-down rubbing motion made my chest squeeze and grind against her full, sensitive breasts. She still wouldn’t let me fuck her without a condom, and now even touching her breasts was forbidden. Still, I enjoyed fucking Nisha thoroughly.

After becoming a mother, her body had become even softer and more deliciously plump, especially with how much her breasts had grown. Yet she still looked slim and fit, with that same narrow waist. For a moment I thought of making her take Ranveer’s name again while fucking her, but I dropped the idea. I wouldn’t like it if she truly enjoyed moaning his name in pleasure.

When I finished fucking Nisha and got off her, I noticed that the front of her nightie was slightly wet over her chest. When I pointed it out, she let out a small cry.

Nisha: “You made my milk leak! Now there will be milk stains on my nightie. I knew I shouldn’t have let you press against me.”

Saying this, she sat up, took out another nightie, and went to the washroom. She returned after a while, changed.

Nisha: “From now on, you won’t fuck me by coming on top. Your chest presses my breasts and makes the milk flow. Either fuck me while sitting or in my favorite doggy style.”

Pawan: “Why don’t you climb on top and ride me?”

Nisha: “Oh, so you can watch my bouncing breasts, right? You naughty man!”

I lay down satisfied. Nisha had also fallen asleep. I quietly picked up her phone to check who she had been talking to, but it was locked. In the morning, I tried again to find a way to see her phone without making her suspicious.

I asked for her phone on some pretext, and she unlocked it and handed it over. I checked last night’s call logs and saw that Nisha had been talking to her Ranveer. My head started spinning. I had clearly heard her say “I love you” on the phone, and she had been speaking to Ranveer at that time. I wondered what I should do now. Last time I had made the mistake of staying silent even after doubting. I decided to confront her openly.

Pawan: “Nisha, you were talking to Payal last night, right?”

Nisha: “Yes, so what?”

Pawan: “Look at the call log. You were talking to your Brother-in-law.”

Hearing this, Nisha's face turned pale. She immediately snatched the phone from my hand.

Nisha: “I didn’t give you my phone so you could spy on me.”

Pawan: “What are you hiding from me? You called Ranveer and lied to me saying you were talking to Payal.”

Nisha: “Yes, so what? It’s not necessary that I tell you everything about who I’m talking to and what!”

Pawan: “If you say ‘I love you’ to someone on the phone, don’t I have the right to ask? What’s going on between you and your Ranveer? Tell me the truth. You got fucked by your Ranveer, didn’t you? And that child you gave birth to—he was conceived from Ranveer fucking you, right? Tell me the full truth today. How many times have you let your Ranveer fuck you?”


Nisha: "Have you lost your mind!"

Pawan: "Yes, I have lost my mind. You secretly say 'I love you' to your Ranveer. You become the mother of his child, and I was the fool who kept getting fooled. But not anymore."

Nisha glared at me with burning anger and quickly walked into the bedroom. I followed her to see what drama she would perform now that her secret had been caught. She opened the cupboard, took out an envelope, came to me, and threw it on my face. Then, sobbing heavily, she stormed out of the bedroom.

I opened the envelope. It was a hotel booking for my birthday party. Just then, Nisha came back inside, still crying, and spoke to me through her tears.

Nisha: "I had planned a surprise for your birthday with Ranveer. It was his friend's hotel, so I was telling him what to write on the cake. I wanted to write 'I love you Pawan,' but you entered the room before I could finish saying it. And you put such a huge accusation on my character!"

Pawan: "I was just asking. You could have told me the whole truth!"

Nisha: "Is this the way to ask—by saying I got fucked by Ranveer and that the child was born from him!"

Pawan: "Hey, I was just joking like always."

Nisha: "It didn’t feel like a joke to me. I don’t want to celebrate your birthday anymore. I’m cancelling that booking. You celebrate your birthday alone. I’m going to my parents’ house for the weekend."

I tried to explain and calm Nisha, but she refused to listen. By Friday evening, she had left for her maternal home.

I felt terrible. The next day, I went to her house to meet her. I reached her parents’ place before afternoon. Outside, my father-in-law was watering the plants. He told me Nisha was inside. When I entered, no one was in the drawing room. Suddenly, Nisha came running out from her room, giggling with joy. Her heavy breasts were bouncing vigorously up and down with each step. Seeing her smiling face filled me with happiness, but right behind her came Ranveer.

Both of them stopped when they saw me. Nisha was standing closer to me, and I noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra under her satin nightie, just as she had mentioned earlier that due to the pain in her breasts these days, she rarely wore one. The front of her nightie was wet over her nipples—probably milk had leaked again like that day. The wetness made her sharp, erect nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric.




Chapter 7

Ranveer: "Oh Pawan, you’re here? Happy birthday in advance. Nisha was saying you were stuck with work, so she cancelled the surprise birthday booking. And now you’re here?"

I looked at Nisha's face—she must have lied about the cancellation.

Pawan: "Yes, there was work, but it got postponed and I became free."

Ranveer: "Stay here tonight. We’ll celebrate your birthday here tomorrow. You two talk, I’ll be back soon."

Saying this, Ranveer went up the stairs to the second floor. I couldn’t stop staring at Nisha's chest, soaked with milk. I pointed it out to her.

Pawan: "How did it get wet like this?"

Nisha noticed it now, quickly covered both her nipples with her arms, told me she would be back, and hurried into her room.

That day when I was fucking Nisha, pressing against her had made milk leak from her nipples. Today, who had squeezed her breasts so hard that her milk had flowed? Inside the room, only Ranveer was with her—the one she had been giggling and playing with so freely. I stood there alone, and the whole truth stared me in the face.

I immediately turned around and left. Outside, my father-in-law asked why I was leaving so soon, but I just said “Work” and walked away. On the way, Nisha's calls came, but I didn’t pick up. She called not once but two-three times, yet I ignored them.

I reached home in the evening, feeling restless. The next morning, I was sitting alone when the door opened and Nisha walked in. She closed the door, tossed her bag aside, and stood before me.

Nisha: "Why did you leave yesterday without saying anything? And why weren’t you picking up my calls? If you were angry with me, why did you even come to my house?"

Pawan: "I came to apologize, but seeing your actions there, everything became clear to me."

Nisha: "What actions are you talking about?"

Pawan: "Don’t try to act so innocent. I also know that milk comes out of your breasts only when they are pressed. It doesn’t leak while standing without any pressure."

Nisha: "What do you mean? Say it clearly."

Pawan: "There was milk on your nightie, which only happens when breasts are squeezed. At that time, Ranveer was the only one in the room with you. You let him squeeze your breasts, didn’t you? Sorry if my arrival stopped you both from enjoying fully. You two must have had fun after I left!"

Nisha: "Your mind is still rotten. I was feeding the baby milk inside..."

Pawan: "Wow! After the baby was born, you didn’t even let me touch you, forget seeing your breasts, and there you were, letting your Ranveer suck your breasts and drink your milk!"

Nisha: "Our baby was also in the room. I was feeding him. If you had come inside, you would have seen for yourself."

(Though the baby had started taking outside milk, whenever Nisha met her child, she would still breastfeed him at every opportunity.)

Pawan: "You were wearing a nightie, and it didn’t even have buttons that you could open a little to feed the baby. To feed him, you must have taken the nightie off completely. Were you sitting naked in front of Ranveer feeding the baby, or was that baby actually Ranveer himself whom you were feeding naked?"

Nisha: "Your thinking is so cheap. After feeding the baby, I wore the nightie. Only after that did Ranveer come into the room."

Pawan: "Do I look like a fool to be fooled so easily? If you removed the nightie to feed the baby, then how did the nightie get wet?"

Nisha: "A little milk must have stayed on my nipple, which made that part of the nightie wet!"

Pawan: "Don’t make me a fool. Your nightie was much wetter. A little leftover milk on the nipple couldn’t make the nightie that soaked."

Nisha: "Fine, you suck and check yourself."

Nisha had now become teary-eyed. To prove herself, she quickly removed her kurta, then took off her bra and stood topless before me. It was the first time since the baby’s birth that I was seeing Nisha's breasts completely naked. They had really become much fuller and rounder. Those heavy breasts on her slender waist looked incredibly sexy and inviting.

Nisha: "Come, suck them yourself and see if my nipples are wet or not."

Nisha spread her arms wide, calling me. Her luscious breasts were already tempting me badly. I went to her instantly, bent down without wasting a second, and took her nipple into my mouth. Warm, sweet milk flowed out right away, filling my mouth. I swallowed it greedily. I kept sucking her breasts passionately while squeezing them firmly with both hands. Meanwhile, Nisha was whimpering softly—perhaps from pain, or maybe from the hurt of my suspicion. When I finally pulled back, her breasts were glistening and wet.

Nisha took out a nightie from her bag, wore it, and started pressing the nipple area to make it wet. But it wasn’t getting as soaked as yesterday’s.

Pawan: "Don’t press too hard and leak milk yourself. Yesterday the nightie was even wetter than this. How did that happen? Who squeezed them?"

Nisha: "Yes, I remember now. After I wore the nightie, the baby was lying in my lap and trying to drink milk. Maybe he took my nipple along with the nightie into his mouth, that’s why it got wetter."

Pawan: "Meaning, the baby was sucking your nipple through your clothes and you didn’t even notice?"

Nisha: "I was talking to Ranveer at that time and didn’t pay much attention."

Pawan: "Then why did you come running out of the room laughing and playing?"

Nisha: "Pooja and my mom were in the room on the second floor. Ranveer had come to call me. I wanted to fool him by handing him the baby and running away, but he caught on and chased me. It was just a small joke between us. Even before my marriage, we used to play catch like that."


All my questions had now ended. What more accusations could I level against Nisha? I had no proof left. But Nisha had many complaints.

Nisha: "This is the second time you’ve doubted me so badly. It’s only because I’m the one tolerating it. If you doubt me again next time, I will leave you and go. I won’t tolerate any more dirty accusations against me. Especially about my relationship with Ranveer.

Anyway, you have already said a lot about this. This is your final warning. If you make such filthy accusations about me and Brother-in-law again, then I will separate from you."

I said nothing and stayed silent. Nisha picked up her clothes and bag and started to go inside. But then she paused for a moment.

Nisha: "Everyone at my house was worried why you left so suddenly. They thought maybe you were upset or something. They feel that you are angry because we gave our child to Ranveer and Pooja."

Pawan: "But that child is theirs anyway."

(Nisha started glaring at me angrily again.)

Pawan: "I mean we gave him to them, so now he is their child. I wasn’t saying that Ranveer made that child by doing it with you..."

Nisha: "No need to say anything further. I understood what you meant."

Pawan: "Sorry, I was just trying to explain the correct meaning of what I said."

Nisha: "Next weekend, Pooja and Ranveer are coming here with the baby. Mom and Dad themselves told them to come so that you feel better and don’t miss your child."

Pawan: "I don’t even consider him my child anyway..."

Nisha: "Shut up… don’t say anything more. Whether you consider him your child or not, he came out of my womb. And only your cock has gone inside the place from where the child came out. Whether you remember or not, you are the one who fucked me without protection, because of which he was born. And this is the last time I am telling you this."

Nisha went inside the room. She was a bit angry but still talking. The usually bubbly Nisha had now become serious. Where my home used to be filled with her cheerful laughter, now silence mostly prevailed.

The next weekend, Ranveer and Pooja came to my house with the baby. After a whole week, a smile had returned to Nisha's face. Both guests stayed in the guest room. During the day, we went out for a short trip. At night, I and Ranveer were sitting in the drawing room. Nisha and Pooja were in my bedroom. After a while, Pooja came out and said that tonight the baby would sleep with Nisha. Then she said goodnight and went to the guest room.

Ranveer got up again and said he would go give the baby a goodnight kiss. Then he went into my bedroom. I didn’t pay much attention at that time. Then suddenly it struck me—had he gone to kiss Nisha? I immediately got up and started running towards my bedroom, but Ranveer had already come back outside the bedroom door.

His lips looked slightly wet. As I stared at him, he wished me goodnight, and I just kept watching him leave. By the time he went to the guest room, I snapped out of it. I then went inside my bedroom. Nisha was sitting on the bed. A shawl was draped over her shoulders, open in the front. I saw that inside the shawl, Nisha was topless and both her bare breasts were visible, with the baby feeding from one of them. My mind buzzed—had Ranveer seen this same sight? He must have seen Nisha topless like this!

Pawan: "Where are your clothes? Ranveer came into this room and you were sitting like this!"

Nisha: "I am not a small girl. Don’t teach me how many clothes to wear. I knew Ranveer would come to say goodnight, so I had wrapped this shawl from the front as well."

Pawan: "Who had he come to give a goodnight kiss to?"

Nisha: "Are you joking or doubting me again?"

Pawan: "I was joking, yaar. He must have come to kiss the baby, not you..."

(Nisha started glaring at me angrily and I fell silent.)

Pawan: "You had wrapped the shawl and the baby was drinking your milk, so that means the baby was also inside the shawl. Then how did Ranveer give the baby a goodnight kiss!"

Nisha gave me one look, then wrapped the shawl completely from the front, covering her visible breasts. She then slightly lifted the shawl from the lap side and the baby’s face came out. She looked at me with irritation and explained how she had taken the baby out without removing the shawl so that Ranveer could kiss him. The baby had fallen asleep, and Nisha removed her shawl completely. I was once again seeing her big breasts fully naked, and my cock started throbbing. Nisha's nipples were wet. Ranveer’s lips were also wet. I couldn’t figure out how to ask Nisha about this. Nisha lifted the baby from her lap and put him to sleep, then started wearing her nightie.

Pawan: "Why don’t you sleep without clothes tonight!"

Nisha: "Why? What do you want?"

Pawan: "I want to suck your breasts."

Nisha: "I already let Ranveer suck them. What will you do by sucking now? My breasts must have been made wet by Ranveer!"

I stood there stunned, and she wore her nightie, covering her breasts. I couldn’t tell if her last sentence was a taunt or if she had spoken the truth by mistake. Lost in this confusion, I fell asleep.

The next day was a holiday, and I usually wake up late on holidays. But this time my sleep broke early. Maybe because of the tension running in my mind. I looked beside me—neither Nisha nor the baby was on the bed. I lay there with my eyes closed for a while. But my heart didn’t agree and I got up. It didn’t feel right with guests in the house. I opened my bedroom door and came out when I heard some sounds. I went straight outside the guest room. The door was closed, but Ranveer’s suppressed voice was still audible from inside.

Ranveer: "Feels good, doesn’t it, Nisha! Umm... umm... feels good... ahh... take it... take it harder... say it, my love... feels good, right?"

It didn’t take me long to understand that Ranveer was fucking someone inside. Last time when we had gone on a trip, I had also heard Ranveer fucking while taking Nisha's name in the bathroom like this. But at that time Pooja was in the room. Was Pooja inside even now? But the question was—where were the baby and Nisha? Could Nisha be inside the room with Ranveer? How was I supposed to find out, because no girl’s voice was coming from inside.

I came outside the house and started looking for someone. I asked the watchman, who told me that a while ago he had seen my guest, meaning Pooja, with the baby. My head started exploding. If Pooja was here with the baby, then Ranveer must definitely be fucking Nisha inside the room. This was my golden chance to catch both of them red-handed.

I ran back towards the house. Today I was going to expose the love story of this Nisha-Ranveer. I reached straight outside the guest room door and started banging on it loudly with my hands and feet. I kept shouting, “Come out!” After a few seconds, Ranveer opened the door. He was fully dressed. I grabbed the collar of his t-shirt.

Pawan: "Today I won’t spare you. What were you doing with Nisha! Where is Nisha!"

I tried to look inside, but then I heard Nisha's voice. Not from the front, but from behind me.

Nisha: "I’m here. And what kind of misbehavior are you doing with Ranveer?"

I turned back and saw Nisha coming from far away. I felt like having a heart attack. Nisha had come from outside, so who was Ranveer fucking inside? I let go of his collar. When I looked inside the room, I saw a flustered Pooja coming from behind Ranveer. That meant Ranveer had been fucking Pooja at that time. Now my condition has become terrible. I had misbehaved with Ranveer. Nisha had the baby in her arms—she had taken him out for a walk.


Chapter 8

She laid the baby down in his crib right there and came over to me. She had understood the entire situation. As soon as Nisha came near me, she slapped me hard across the face and started shouting at me. Ranveer tried to stop her.

Nisha: "I married the wrong man. This person has become blind with suspicion. How dare you grab Ranveer’s collar and misbehave with him like that?"

Nisha then sat down on the floor and began crying loudly. I didn’t know what to do. But Ranveer handled the situation calmly and started soothing Nisha by gently rubbing her back. Pooja also came out of the room, helped Nisha up, and took her to their room. At that moment, I couldn’t even show my face. The three of them went into the room while I hid my face and returned to my bedroom, where I sat holding my head in my hands. My hands and legs were trembling with fear. The consequences turned out to be very bad. An hour later, Nisha came into the bedroom. I apologized to her, but she started packing her suitcase and said she was leaving me.

Pawan: "What was I supposed to do? I heard Ranveer’s voice from inside the room and he was fucking while taking your name!"

Nisha paused while putting clothes in the bag and glared at me. Just then, Ranveer also entered the room.

Ranveer: "You two, don’t take any big decision in haste. Handle it peacefully. There’s no need to separate."

Nisha: "Ranveer, there’s no point in explaining anything to this Pawan."

Pawan: "I heard it myself. You ask him..."

Nisha: "Shut up. I’ve had enough of you. What do you want to see? If you want to see me in a wrong situation with my Ranveer, then before I leave, I’ll fulfill your wish."

Saying this, Nisha walked towards Ranveer, pulled off her t-shirt, and slipped both straps of her bra down her shoulders. Her large breasts began to spill out slightly over the bra. She stood right in front of Ranveer. Both Ranveer and I were left shocked.

Before either of us could react, Nisha grabbed Ranveer’s wrist and placed his palm firmly on one of her breasts over the bra, pressing it hard. Nisha's big breast was half squeezed. Ranveer tried to pull his hand away, but every time he stepped back, Nisha moved forward with him, keeping his hand pressed against her chest.

Nisha then looked at me as if showing that since I wanted to see them in such a position, she was fulfilling my desire. My blood seemed to freeze in my veins. Ranveer tried harder and finally jerked his hand free from Nisha. Nisha had started crying softly. A little milk had leaked from her nipple, making her bra slightly wet.

Ranveer: "Nisha, put your clothes on."

Ranveer reached out to pull her bra straps back up.

Nisha: "Do you want to see anything more, Pawan!"

Saying this, she pushed Ranveer, causing him to fall back onto the bed. Ranveer was not prepared for it and landed hard on his back. In one swift motion, Nisha pulled down Ranveer’s elastic pajama. Ranveer sat up, but Nisha pushed his chest again, making him lie back, quickly pulled down his underwear, grabbed his soft cock, and started rubbing it. I was sweating profusely, unable to believe what version of Nisha I was witnessing. Ranveer placed his hand on Nisha's head and tried to push her away. Nisha let go of his cock and looked at me with tears streaming down her face.

Nisha: "Was this what you wanted to see? Are you happy now?"

Ranveer got up, freed his cock from her, scolded Nisha, and told her to put on her clothes and stop this foolishness. Nisha removed her lower garment and stood there in just her panties. Ranveer turned his gaze away and told her to get dressed.

I could see Nisha's beautiful, sexy body in just her bra and panties. Still sitting on the bed, Nisha grabbed Ranveer’s t-shirt—who was looking the other way—pulled him towards her, and yanked hard. Nisha lay down on the bed while Ranveer lost his balance and fell on top of her. Ranveer quickly tried to get up.

As soon as he lifted himself a little, Nisha, still holding his t-shirt, wrapped herself around him and pulled him towards her with force while crying. Ranveer slapped Nisha hard. Nisha's grip on his t-shirt loosened, and she fell face down onto the bed with a thud. She buried her face in the mattress and sobbed uncontrollably.

Ranveer had never even raised his voice at Nisha before, and today he had slapped her hard. And I was the only one responsible for her condition. Hearing all the commotion, Pooja came in. Pooja saw Nisha's state. From the top, her bra was half open, and below she was in just her panties—Nisha was lying half-naked and face down on the bed. Pooja picked up a sheet and covered Nisha with it.

Ranveer was still breathing heavily while looking the other way. Then he quickly walked out of the room. After gently rubbing Nisha's back for a while and calming her down a bit, Pooja also left the room. I had been standing there like a statue all this time. I had never imagined seeing Nisha in such a state.

Ranveer and Pooja left my house with the baby. Nisha remained lying on the bed crying for a long time. I didn’t have the courage to go near her. She finally stood up, got dressed, and started packing her bag. Nisha left me and went to her parents’ house. Nisha did not return, but a few days later, the divorce notice definitely arrived. My mom and dad scolded me a lot at home. They had also tried to convince Nisha, but she no longer wanted to live with me.

Later, I found out that Nisha had returned to my city because her job was here. She was staying somewhere on rent. She wasn’t picking up my calls either. If I called from another number, she would hang up as soon as she heard my voice. One day, in desperation, I reached outside her office in the evening. Seeing me, she changed her path, but I stopped her. Some people started looking at us. To avoid a scene, Nisha started walking with me. We began talking while walking.

Pawan: "I am so sorry. It was all my fault. I will never doubt you again. Please come back into my life."

Nisha: "That can never happen now. Because of you, after that day, Ranveer has stopped talking to me completely."

Pawan: "I will tell Ranveer the whole truth, apologize to him, and convince him to start talking to you again."

Nisha: "And what about your habit? That is never going to change. No matter how much I explained, you kept doubting. Now tell me, do you think there is anything between me and Ranveer?"

Pawan: "Please don’t embarrass me any more. I am ready to fall at your feet and beg for forgiveness. I cannot live without you. Without you, this house feels unbearable, yaar. Please come back."

Nisha walked ahead and left. For the next several days, I kept waiting outside her office in the evening with a flower, trying to convince her. Finally, after so many days, my efforts bore fruit.

Nisha: "If you make everything like it was before, then I will agree. First, you convince Ranveer."

I was so happy that I wanted to hug Nisha, but she stopped me. I had to convince Ranveer first.

Pawan: "I will convince Ranveer. Everything will be like before."

Nisha: "Before that, know one truth. Even after knowing it, if you still feel like living with me, then it’s fine."

Pawan: "What truth?"

Now Nisha started telling her past story.

When Nisha was 19 years old, Pooja and Ranveer got married. In that young college-age phase, Nisha too felt attracted to Ranveer. She saw him as her hero. Nisha didn’t have the courage to say anything, but she had fallen in love with Ranveer. However, Ranveer would often call her “little one” or “too young” in conversations. Hearing that would hurt Nisha deeply. She began waiting impatiently for the day when she would grow up and confess her love to Ranveer.


Chapter 9

On the day Nisha turned 19, she got ready in the morning and reached Pooja’s house. The door was already open, so she went straight inside. The drawing room was empty, and she walked into the bedroom. Ranveer was sitting on the bed. Seeing Nisha, he happily wished her a happy birthday. But Nisha had other intentions. Right in front of Ranveer, she removed her kurta and stood there in just her bra. Then Nisha said to Ranveer,

"Look, I have grown up now."

Nisha then moved towards Ranveer, who had stood up in shock. Nisha stood in front of him with her arms spread wide. That was the first time Ranveer slapped Nisha and told her to put her clothes on before walking out of the room. Nisha fell to the floor right there and started crying. She put her clothes back on, and later Pooja explained things to Nisha. It took Nisha some time, but she finally came to her senses about what was right and what was wrong.

Ranveer stayed upset with Nisha for a few days, but later, with Pooja’s help, their relationship returned to normal. Nisha had apologized to Ranveer and sworn never to repeat that mistake. After that, their relationship became normal again. Nisha also realized it was her childish foolishness and stubbornness. She became mature. Then when she got married to me, she understood that I was her true life partner.

After listening to Nisha's story, I was stunned. The unforgettable incident from Nisha's life had been repeated because of me. But the biggest relief was that Ranveer’s character had proven to be good. I decided it was best to ignore Nisha's past mistake because she had now become sensible and understood the boundaries of relationships.

Nisha: "I was attracted to Ranveer at one time. That was my childish phase. But there is nothing like that now. I have completely surrendered myself to you only. You were making such accusations against Ranveer when there is nothing like that in his heart. Will you still help me?"

Pawan: "That was your past, a small mistake of your young age. I will get your friendship with Ranveer back on track."

On the next holiday, I reached Pooja and Ranveer’s house. Pooja welcomed me. I apologized to Ranveer and Pooja and told them that Nisha was ready to come back to me, but for that Ranveer would have to forgive Nisha and restore their previous relationship. Pooja also requested Ranveer to agree. Ranveer told Pooja that he wanted to talk to me alone. Pooja went inside.

Ranveer: "You had suspicions about me, didn’t you? That I had bad intentions towards Nisha and was trying to take advantage of her?"

Pawan: "I have already apologized for that. I am saying sorry once again. I was wrong, but I won’t doubt anymore."

Ranveer: "No, you were right and your suspicion was justified."

Pawan: "Are you joking with me? Are you still angry with me?"

Ranveer: "No, I am serious. When Nisha hugs me, it really feels very good. I also want her to cling to me again and again. She thinks I am straightforward, but I am crooked. I really want to take advantage of her, but I have never been able to."

Pawan: "What are you saying?"

Ranveer: "You heard correctly. If I had ever gotten the chance to do something with Nisha, I would have fucked her by now."

I was in shock. According to the story Nisha had told me, Ranveer was a man of good character. The mistake was only Nisha's.

Pawan: "Nisha told me that when she turned 18, she was ready in front of you. Then why didn’t you take advantage?"

Ranveer: "That day, seeing Nisha in her inner clothes for the first time, I had gone crazy. I had decided right then that I would fuck Nisha one day. I was ready, but from the open bedroom door, I saw Pooja standing far away at the kitchen door. She was watching us. If Pooja had not been at home that day, my heart’s desires would have been fulfilled right then."

This meant that Nisha still considered Ranveer a good person. But deep inside, Ranveer was also a wolf who wanted to pounce on Nisha the moment he got the chance.

Ranveer: "At that time, I acted good in front of Pooja and slapped Nisha. I thought I would catch Nisha alone later and fuck her. But Pooja explained things to Nisha so well that she came to her senses. After that, I never had the courage to go forward and tell Nisha that I wanted to fuck her."

Pawan: "And the time I heard you fucking Pooja while taking Nisha's name!"

Ranveer: "You heard correctly. I fuck Pooja while taking Nisha's name and give some satisfaction to my mind."

Pawan: "Does Pooja know all this? You fuck Pooja while taking Nisha's name—how did Pooja agree to it?"

Ranveer: "Pooja agreed to it with great difficulty. I told her it was just a game. And when I fucked her while taking Nisha's name, she also enjoyed it more, so we kept doing it. Pooja probably felt that seeing Nisha's youth I could get carried away, so she agreed to the roleplay."

Pawan: "So you have done something with Nisha too?"

Ranveer: "Not yet, but I want to. The day I found out that you had fucked my wife Pooja, I was going to make a deal with you. But I knew Nisha would never agree."

Pawan: "Then why did you stop her that day at my house when Nisha wanted to do something with you!"

Ranveer: "She was only doing it to show you. There is nothing for me in her heart now, I knew that."

Pawan: "Meaning my suspicion about you was correct. I was unnecessarily doubting Nisha too. Now I will expose you."

Ranveer: "How will you do it? Who will believe your words? I have already slapped Nisha twice and pushed her away. Nisha has sent you here so that you can convince me. Why will she believe you?"

Ranveer was right. Because of doubting Ranveer, Nisha had even left me, so she would never believe my words now that Ranveer was a characterless man. I was trapped. If I had known earlier, I would have started recording on my phone.

Ranveer: "Now you must be thinking why I told you this truth? That day in anger, Nisha had opened my clothes and grabbed my cock. I can’t tell you how much I enjoyed it. I cannot go forward and force Nisha because I will lose her trust forever. But now you will help me with this."

Pawan: "I will expose you, not help you."

Ranveer: "Until you convince me, Nisha will not come back into your life. If you want Nisha back, then help me once so that I can fuck Nisha."

Pawan: "You bastard!! I will never let your dirty intentions be fulfilled."

Ranveer: "Fine, then forget about Nisha. If not today, then tomorrow I will fuck Nisha somehow. She is a lonely girl and blindly trusts me. The moment I get the chance, I will fuck her anyway."

Pawan: "If not Nisha, then Pooja will believe me. I will tell her all your truth."

Ranveer: "Go ahead and try. Your image is already spoiled. No one will believe you."

I called out to Pooja. She came back into the room.

Pawan: "Do you know what a bastard this man is? What he thinks about Nisha, let me tell you..."

Pooja: "Shut up, Pawan. Even after so much has happened, I supported you so much, and you are still singing the same tune!"

Pooja went back inside the room, disappointed once again.

Ranveer: "Pawan, do you want Nisha or not? Let’s make a deal. You just help me once to fuck Nisha, and Nisha will be yours forever. Anyway, you once fucked my wife Pooja, remember! Now the time has come to repay that."

I was feeling very alone. I knew the whole truth but still could not do anything. I had realized that no one was ready to believe me. If I did not agree to Ranveer’s words, Nisha would not come back to me. A bastard like Ranveer would find some way or the other to take advantage of Nisha. Now I had to save Nisha, and the only way was for Nisha to come back to me first.

Pawan: "I accept this deal."

Ranveer stood up from his chair and shook hands with me. I did not even want to touch this man, but out of compulsion, I had to shake his hand.

Ranveer: "Next weekend I am coming to your house. I will make Nisha meet you. But don’t forget your promise. Remember, Nisha trusts me more and you less. If you cheat me, I will snatch Nisha from you again."


Chapter 10

I left from there. I had to expose that bastard Ranveer. I needed to gather proof somehow and show it to Nisha. Otherwise, she wouldn’t believe me. I informed Nisha that Ranveer was coming next weekend.

Throughout the week, I remained worried about what this bastard Ranveer was planning to do. How he would take advantage of Nisha with my help was beyond my understanding. One thing was now certain: Ranveer was a scoundrel and Nisha was completely innocent. Now there was only the wait for the weekend when Ranveer was coming to my house. That day also arrived.

On Saturday, the doorbell rang. When I opened the door, I saw Nisha. There was tension on her face. Nisha was wearing a saree today—the light blue one that was Ranveer’s favorite. I made her sit. From the back window of her blouse, her bare fair back was visible. She had applied red lipstick on her lips. It had been quite a while since I had seen her in a saree. Even after having the baby, she had maintained her figure and looked very beautiful in the saree.

The only difference was in her chest. After becoming a mother, her breasts had become quite large anyway, so her old blouse was not able to fully cover them. The blouse was quite stretched over her chest. We both started waiting. After some time, the doorbell rang again. Nisha suddenly got nervous or scared and stiffened.

Pawan: "Let me check, maybe Ranveer has come."

I opened the door. Ranveer was standing in front. He asked with his eyes and I nodded, signaling that Nisha was inside. A big cunning smile appeared on Ranveer’s face. He came inside and, as always, loudly called out “Nisha!” Nisha, who had been sitting quietly in tension until now, suddenly got up from the sofa with a jerk and a wide smile spread across her face. Nisha almost ran towards Ranveer and he too spread his arms. Nisha reached Ranveer and almost jumped into his arms. Both of them hugged each other tightly.

Nisha wrapped her arms around Ranveer’s neck and clung to him. Ranveer hugged Nisha and spun her around. Nisha's large breasts pressed and squeezed against Ranveer’s chest. I was feeling very bad. When they stopped spinning, Nisha's back was now towards me. Ranveer had wrapped both his hands around Nisha's slender body. The fingers of one hand slipped inside the back window of Nisha's blouse and touched her bare back. Then Ranveer looked at me and signaled with his eyes how he was touching Nisha and I couldn’t do anything. Fire was burning inside my body.

After a few seconds, Nisha herself separated from the hug. But Ranveer’s both hands were now holding Nisha's slim bare waist.

Nisha: "Ranveer, I am so sorry. You came and forgave me—this is enough for me."

Ranveer: "How could I not come? I can’t stay away from my Nisha for too long. Did you miss me?"

Nisha: "I missed you a lot."

Ranveer: "Right, Pawan? Now you have no doubts, do you?"

Ranveer was asking me with a cunning smile. Nisha also turned and looked at me. The smile was still fixed on her face, her pearl-like teeth were sparkling, and her lips colored with lipstick were spread wide in a smile.

Pawan: "No, I have no doubts now."

(Ranveer and Nisha both laughed a little.)

Ranveer: "Nisha, let’s take a small test of Pawan to see if he has any suspicion or not?"

Nisha: "What test?"

Ranveer: "Do one thing—kiss me on the cheek. Let’s see how Pawan feels."

(Nisha laughed again and looked at my face. I tried to put on a fake smile. There was anger in my heart and I was grinding my teeth at that bastard Ranveer’s cleverness.)

Ranveer: "Come on, Nisha, kiss me."

(Nisha looked at me as if seeking permission.)

Ranveer: "Why Pawan, you don’t have any problem, right?"

(Suppressing my heart, I had to say no at that moment.)

Pawan: "No, I have no problem."

Ranveer turned Nisha's face towards himself and Nisha gave a kiss on Ranveer’s cheek. The mark of Nisha's lips with lipstick was left on Ranveer’s fair cheek.

Ranveer: "Nisha, see, Pawan didn’t feel bad, right?"

(Both looked at me and I hid my anger and kept smiling.)

Nisha: "Ranveer, lipstick got on your cheek. Let me wipe it."

Ranveer: "Leave it, it’s a mark of love. Now quickly give the same mark on my other cheek too."

(Nisha kissed Ranveer’s other cheek as well, but I turned my face away. I couldn’t watch it. But Ranveer’s wickedness did not end there.)

Ranveer: "I got my mark, but now I will give you a mark. Come on, bring your cheek forward."

(Nisha smiled again and, looking at me, turned her cheek towards Ranveer. Ranveer took Nisha's fair cheek between his lips, pulled it slightly, and gave a strong kiss. My heart started beating fast. I was helpless. Ranveer kissed Nisha's other cheek too and made it wet. Nisha quickly wiped her cheeks with her hand.)

Nisha: "What Ranveer, you made my cheeks wet. Remember when I was small, you used to do the same!"

Ranveer: "Yes, but back then no one doubted us unnecessarily. Now the one who doubts has arrived."

(Both of them looked at me again and smiled.)

Ranveer: "It seems Pawan is doubting and feeling jealous in his mind."

(Both started observing my face carefully and laughing. Honestly, after a long time, seeing Nisha so happy and glowing felt good. But thinking that her happiness was because of this person made me even angrier.)

Nisha: "No, I think Pawan won’t doubt anymore."

Ranveer: "Why ask the bangles when you have the mirror? Let’s take one small test of his."

(Saying this, Ranveer immediately turned Nisha around and stood her in front of him, then came behind her. He brought both his hands forward and held Nisha's bare slender belly. Nisha was pressed against Ranveer from behind. Nisha was laughing but Ranveer’s cunning smile continued. Ranveer’s cock area was pressed against Nisha's ass. But I tried hard and didn’t let any crease appear on my face. After holding Nisha like this for a few seconds, Nisha herself freed herself from Ranveer and said that Pawan was happy now. But Ranveer was not going to stop.)

Ranveer: "While we’re at it, let’s take one more test."

Read in the next episode how Ranveer executed his next move.

So far you have read that Ranveer, under the pretext of testing Pawan at his house, touched Nisha in a very wrong way and tried to have fun, while Nisha had no idea. Ranveer said that he was going to take one more test.

Now the further story continues in Pawan’s words...

As soon as he said he would take one more test, Ranveer lifted Nisha in his arms. Nisha was now lying in Ranveer’s arms. The pallu of her saree had slipped slightly from her chest. One of Ranveer’s hands was holding Nisha from under both her thighs while lifting her, and the other hand was under Nisha's back.

The fingers of Ranveer’s palm under Nisha's back were touching the side swell of Nisha's breasts from under her armpit. Ranveer deliberately moved his fingers away from Nisha's breasts and then placed them back, pressing slightly.

My blood started boiling inside. I felt like punching Ranveer, but the whole situation I had built could get ruined, so I stayed patient and kept quiet.

Pawan: "Is there any more test left? How long will we keep standing? Come, let’s sit."

Ranveer didn’t seem willing, but he put Nisha down from his lap and we all sat on the sofa. I now started thinking that it was fine till here, but what technique would Ranveer use now to fuck Nisha.


Nisha would never agree to that. We passed the remaining time somehow. After having dinner, we were preparing to sleep. When Nisha was in the kitchen, Ranveer quietly told me that he was planning to fuck Nisha tonight itself.

Hearing this, my heart almost stopped beating. I had just gotten my Nisha back today, and now he was going to destroy her honor. I had no idea what devilish plan was cooking in Ranveer’s mind, but I had complete faith in Nisha.

Nisha had never believed me when I said Ranveer had bad intentions towards her, but if Ranveer tried anything with her tonight, his true colors would finally be exposed. At least Nisha's eyes would open. Nisha finished her work shortly after and came to sit with us.

Ranveer: "Pawan, tell me this—whenever I and Nisha were alone in a room, you used to sit outside and doubt us, right?"

(His sudden question startled me. There was definitely some plan hidden behind it, and I had to answer carefully.)

Pawan: "I never doubted."

Ranveer: "What do you think, Nisha? Do you think Pawan doubted?"

Nisha knew very well how much I used to suspect, so she hesitantly said yes.

Ranveer: "Then it’s settled. Tonight, Nisha and I will sleep in the same room. We won’t lock the door from inside. If Pawan has any doubt, he can come inside and check. If he has no doubt, he won’t enter the room till morning. How do you like my idea?"

Nisha and I looked at each other. Ranveer had made such a dangerous plan—under the pretext of a test, he would get the chance to sleep with Nisha, and she wouldn’t even realize what he was trying to do.

Nisha: "What’s the need for this! I think Pawan won’t come inside."

Ranveer: "Then let’s do the experiment and see. Why Pawan, you don’t have any objection, right?"

(My tongue felt tied. If I said yes, I would be trapped; if I said no, I would still be trapped. But I had complete faith in Nisha.)

Pawan: "I leave this decision to Nisha. Whatever she feels is good is fine with me. If she wants to do this experiment, I am ready for the test."

Nisha: "No, I don’t think any experiment is needed."

(I mentally said "yes"—my move had worked. Nisha wouldn’t agree to it.)

Ranveer: "I think you should do the experiment. Won’t you listen to your Ranveer, Nisha?"

Nisha gave a slight smile and said, "As you wish, Ranveer. If you say so, then let’s do the experiment."

My heart sank again. I made one last attempt to save Nisha from Ranveer’s clutches.

Pawan: "Nisha, you just said no and now you’re saying yes. Don’t come under pressure. Say what your heart truly wants!"

Ranveer: "See, Nisha? How he is trying to mislead you. I smell something fishy. There is still doubt in his intentions."

(Nisha started laughing again.)

Nisha: "What Ranveer, you are teasing Pawan again. Pawan is right. I really don’t feel like doing any experiment."

My heart felt great relief hearing Nisha refuse. But the bastard Ranveer was not going to back down.

Ranveer: "Fine. Since you both have complete trust in each other, what am I doing here? I’ll go back to my house."

Nisha: "You got upset! Okay, fine. Let’s do one final test. At least this way you will stay here. It’s been so many days since we talked properly."

I mentally slapped my forehead. Ranveer’s move had succeeded, and now he was going to sleep with Nisha.

Nisha: "Ranveer, you sleep on the bed upstairs and I’ll make a bed on the floor."

Ranveer: "That wasn’t what I meant to say! Now even if Pawan has doubt, it won’t matter. We have to try to make him doubt. Cancel the separate bed plan. We will sleep on the same bed. Then we’ll see whether Pawan doubts or not!"

Nisha looked at my face. My condition was terrible. Ranveer held Nisha's hand and took her to the guest room. I remained standing there. I collapsed onto the sofa and held my head. Ranveer closed the door.

Outside, my condition was miserable as I wondered what Ranveer was going to do with Nisha inside. A few minutes passed and I kept sitting there, ready to help Nisha if I heard any sound. Dark thoughts filled my mind and a lot of time went by. Then I started hearing Nisha's screams as she cried out my name, shouting “Save me, save me.”

I immediately rushed outside the guest room. I thought whether to open the door or not—if I opened it, I would be called suspicious; if I didn’t, I wouldn’t be able to help Nisha. Then I thought that since Nisha herself was calling me, I should go inside.

I pushed the door hard and opened it. The scene inside made me lose my senses. I saw Nisha completely naked on the bed in doggy style, and Ranveer, also naked, was pressed against her from behind. Ranveer was thrusting hard, fucking Nisha vigorously in doggy style.

Nisha looked at me with tears in her eyes, begging for help to save her. Her large breasts hung from her chest and were swinging and bouncing wildly with every powerful thrust from Ranveer. Seeing that sight, I stood there frozen like a statue.

I wanted to move forward and help Nisha, but my feet wouldn’t move forward—they were rooted to the spot. Ranveer was laughing loudly while fucking Nisha.

Then Ranveer said to Nisha, "See, I told you Pawan would doubt and open the door to come inside. You lost the bet, Nisha. Now get fucked completely."

Hearing this, Nisha stopped calling me and, while moaning passionately, started urging Ranveer to fuck her.

"Ahh… Ranveer… fuck me… harder… fuck me harder… fuck your Nisha hard… Aiyee… Ranveer."

My heart shattered. It felt like I had committed a sin by entering. After that, Ranveer gave a powerful thrust deep into Nisha's pussy. With that thrust, Nisha trembled violently and a loud scream escaped her mouth.

"Aaiiieee Ranveer… it feels so good… hit harder…"

After that, Ranveer didn’t stop and kept pounding Nisha's pussy with one hard thrust after another. With every thrust, Nisha encouraged Ranveer while enjoying it.

Ranveer: "Nisha, should I release my cum inside your pussy? Will you become the mother of my child?"

Nisha: "Yes Ranveer… make me a mother by fucking me quickly…"

Ranveer: "Then take this, Nisha.... ahh… ahhhh… take this… take this… and take more…"

Nisha: "Ah ah… ohhhh Ranveer… it feels so good… fuck me… oooohhh… ummmm… Aai Maa… fuck me… fuck me hard… Ranveer…"

Ranveer’s speed became even faster, and after a while his thrust stayed buried deep inside Nisha's pussy. Ranveer tilted his head back slightly, his body became completely stiff.

Ranveer had emptied all his cum deep inside Nisha's pussy. My hands and legs were trembling badly and I started crying. I wanted to shout but no voice was coming out. Ranveer became a little normal after that. He pulled his cock out of Nisha's pussy.

Then a miracle happened—as soon as Ranveer’s cock came out, a lot of creamy fluid flowed out of her pussy, and right then a small baby slipped out of Nisha's pussy and fell onto the bed.

Ranveer said to Nisha,

"Here, your child is born."

Nisha happily took the baby and pressed it to her chest. My senses left me, and I collapsed to the ground. When I looked around, I was lying near the sofa in the drawing room. It had all been a terrible nightmare. The guest room door was still closed.

I thanked God that it was just a dream. I don’t know when I had dozed off on the sofa and seen such a horrifying nightmare. I went near the guest room door to listen for any sounds from inside, but everything was peaceful and quiet.

It was 2 AM on the clock. By now, Ranveer and Nisha must have fallen asleep. I thought of opening the door but stopped out of fear. If I opened it, I would be stamped as suspicious once again. I went straight to my bedroom and tried to sleep.

My eyes opened at 8:30 in the morning. Nisha came to my mind, and I rushed outside. The guest room door was still closed. According to the condition, I couldn’t open the door until morning, but now morning had arrived.

With trembling, fearful hands, I opened the door. Inside, Ranveer was sleeping alone on the bed. A sheet covered him up to his waist. He was topless from above. Both pillows were pressed closely together. The empty pillow and the space next to Ranveer had wrinkles on the sheet, as if someone had been sleeping there earlier.

Had Nisha and Ranveer slept clinging tightly to each other? From the top, Ranveer was half-naked. Who knew if he was completely naked under the sheet? Nisha was not there. I closed the door and searched for her.

She was not in the kitchen, but the sound of bathing was coming from the washroom. Nisha doesn’t usually bathe so early on a holiday. She must have gotten dirty with Ranveer last night, which is why she had to bathe. Feeling disappointed, I went to my room and lay down.

After a while, Nisha came and sat in front of the dressing table to get ready. Then she left, probably to the kitchen, because sounds started coming from there. After bathing, Ranveer and I both sat at the breakfast table. Nisha was still in the kitchen.

Ranveer: "You didn’t open the door and look inside last night, right?"

Pawan: "No."

Ranveer: "Good that you didn’t see. The state in which Nisha and I were, if you had seen it, Nisha would have felt very ashamed, and it wouldn’t have been good for you either."

Pawan: "Meaning… you…"

Ranveer: "I told you, I just needed one chance. Last night I took advantage and fucked Nisha. Since you helped me, I will also keep my promise. You can keep Nisha now."

At that moment, I wanted to choke Ranveer, but then Nisha came with breakfast, so I couldn’t do anything.

Ranveer: "Last night Pawan passed the test. He didn’t open our door."

Nisha: "I knew he wouldn’t open it."

Ranveer: "Pawan is insisting that I stay here today as well. He says I can take his test again tonight. He won’t doubt tonight either and won’t open the door."

Nisha: "If you stay one more day, I am ready."

I looked at Nisha's face in shock. Even after getting fucked by Ranveer last night, she was not satisfied, nor did she feel any regret. She was ready to sleep with her Ranveer once again!

We spent the whole day out, busy roaming around. I remained worried the entire day—last night I couldn’t save Nisha, but how would I save her tonight when she herself was walking into the trap. At night we reached home and were preparing to sleep.

Ranveer: "Yesterday we slept in the guest room, maybe that’s why Pawan didn’t open the door. Today we will sleep in your bedroom, Nisha."

Nisha: "Okay, I’ll make the bed, Ranveer. You come."

Nisha went inside.

Pawan: "You are doing wrong, Ranveer. You said you only wanted to fuck Nisha once. What is this again tonight?"

Ranveer: "What can I say? Fucking her in doggy style last night felt so good. That’s why I can’t stop myself from fucking her again tonight. I’m thinking of making Nisha ride me today. If she comes on top and fucks me, it will feel even better. Since Nisha is ready, what problem do you have?"

Pawan: "You are trapping that innocent girl."

Ranveer: "Then open the door and come inside. If we are not doing anything, then think—Nisha's trust in you will be gone."

Pawan: "And if I catch both of you fucking?"

Ranveer: "Opening the door means you doubt her. After catching us fucking, Nisha will never stay with you out of shame."

Ranveer went into my bedroom and, while closing the door, raised his eyebrows and taunted me. Once again, I sat on the sofa holding my head. I thought it would have been better not to call Nisha back. By calling her, I had trapped her even more.

I sat there for almost an hour. I knew what must be happening inside, but I still didn’t have the courage to open the door. I left everything to Nisha. If she wanted, she would get fucked; otherwise, she wouldn’t.

After an hour, the door opened. I became alert. The lights inside were off, and Ranveer came out after closing the door and approached me.

Ranveer: "Pawan, you passed the test. Everything I said until now was a lie. I didn’t want Nisha to go back to a man who keeps doubting her. That’s why I had to take so many tests. I have no dirty intentions towards my Nisha."

I stared at Ranveer with my mouth open. I couldn’t believe his words.

Ranveer: "I regret using all those dirty words for Nisha, but I had to say them to convince you. Your Nisha is completely pure. She is only yours. Go to her. She is sleeping inside."

Ranveer placed his hand on my shoulder, trying to reassure me. I couldn’t understand what kind of man he was. He had played such a dirty joke on me just to test me.




Chapter 11

I went to my bedroom. Nisha was sleeping and turned to the other side. The lights were off. I lay down next to Nisha. I still couldn’t believe Ranveer’s words. I felt he was trying to cover his sins. It was impossible that he would leave Nisha without fucking her. Then a plan came to my mind.

Nisha, who was sleeping, probably didn’t know that Ranveer had gotten up and gone outside. If I did anything with Nisha right now, she would think it was Ranveer doing it. I should do something, and from Nisha's reaction, I would know what had happened between Nisha and Ranveer so far.

I turned and lay close to Nisha. I placed one hand on her waist. She was fast asleep and gave no reaction. That meant Ranveer must have touched her in her sleep. I moved my hand and placed it on her hips. Again, Nisha said nothing. I started running my hand over her ass. Nisha felt this movement and removed my hand from there. She knew Ranveer had touched her ass but still didn’t react much. I placed my arm around her waist and moved my hand in front of her chest.

I slowly moved my palm very close to her breasts. Suddenly Nisha's hand came and pressed my palm against her breasts. For a moment I got scared. I couldn’t understand whether Nisha was doing this in her sleep or had woken up a little and, thinking it was Ranveer’s hand, had placed my hand on her breasts!

My hand stayed pressed against Nisha's breasts for a while. I then curled my fingers, which made them start squeezing her breasts. Nisha didn’t say anything. I squeezed her breasts five-six times. Now I started feeling bad.

Ranveer must have enjoyed squeezing Nisha's large breasts, and Nisha must not have said anything. I removed my hand from her chest. I then started lifting her nightie from below, exposing her legs.

Nisha lay still without moving. Her nightie was only up to her knees, so I quickly pulled it up to her waist. I placed my palm on her bare thighs and started feeling them by moving slowly. Nisha didn’t say anything and continued sleeping peacefully. I took the next step and held Nisha's panties, starting to pull them down.

Nisha offered no resistance, and one cheek of her ass became bare. I ran my hand over her naked ass cheek. Within a few seconds, she caught my hand and said in her sleep,

Nisha: "Don’t disturb me, do it in the morning, not now."

I was a little confused. She hadn’t taken Ranveer’s name. I pulled her panties back up. Then I slipped my hand inside her nightie, which was already pulled up to her waist. My hand moved towards Nisha's breasts. My hand stopped on Nisha's bra. And I squeezed her breasts once again.


Nisha caught my hand from outside the nightie. I squeezed her breasts once again, and Nisha turned towards me and told me to stop.

Nisha: "Stop, why are you doing it? Right now..."

Nisha's eyes opened. I was looking into her eyes.

Pawan: "Right now what?"

Nisha: "We can't do it right now... Pawan, do it tomorrow."

I fell into deep thought—maybe she wanted to say "I already did it just now." But she stopped herself upon seeing me! Nisha turned over again and went back to sleep. Or perhaps she already knew that I was the one lying next to her. My plan didn't work completely.

In the morning, Ranveer left for his home. He left behind a puzzle about what had happened between him and Nisha over the last two nights. Nisha had already bathed. Then she came to me and started talking shyly.

Nisha: "What were you trying to do with me last night?"

Pawan: "The same thing that hasn't happened for many days. But you stopped me!"

Nisha: "I was on my period. It just ended today. Now you can do it if you want."

I felt relieved, thinking that Ranveer must not have done anything with Nisha. Even her bathing early yesterday morning was because of her periods!

Pawan: "Ranveer told me last night to come and sleep next to you!"

Nisha: "Because of your test, Ranveer slept on the floor the night before last. In the morning when I went to bathe, I told him to sleep on the bed. Last night too, I waited for an hour thinking you would open the door, but you didn't come. I dozed off. Ranveer stayed sitting and then told me he was sending you inside."

Now it made sense that Nisha already knew I was lying next to her. But it was also possible that Nisha was lying to me to remove my doubts.

Nisha: "It's been so many days. Today let's have some special fucking!"

Pawan: "Remember the special fucking from last time? I fucked you pretending to be Ranveer and your condition became really bad!"

Nisha: "I remember! My hands and legs were trembling that day. We are fucking after so many days. Do something special today too."

Pawan: "What should I do for special fucking? Let me do one thing—I’ll place this teddy bear on the chair and treat it as Pawan, and I’ll become Ranveer and fuck you."

Nisha: "You want to play that same game again and fuck me pretending to be Ranveer? You know how bad I felt after that kind of fucking? I don’t want to get fucked like that."

Pawan: "Then let’s change it a little. I’ll become Nisha and you become Ranveer and we’ll enact the night before last. Since the teddy bear is playing my role, let’s keep it outside the room. And I, as Nisha, will stay inside with you."

Nisha started looking at my face with suspicious eyes.

Nisha: "What exactly do you want to do?"

Pawan: "It will be fun and exciting. Tell me, won’t it be exciting?"

Nisha: "It is exciting, but what will I have to do?"

Pawan: "Say whatever comes to your mind. The more you arouse me, the better the fucking will be."

I sat on the bed. Nisha placed the teddy bear outside the room, came back inside, closed the door, and started locking it.

I was surprised to see this. Since I was playing Nisha's role, I raised the question.

Pawan: "Why are you locking the door, Ranveer? We were supposed to sleep without locking it so that Pawan could come inside if he had any doubt."

Nisha: "Yes, but Ranveer had locked it."

Pawan: "Don’t forget, right now you are playing Ranveer!"

Nisha: "Okay okay, I’m playing Ranveer! ... Listen Nisha, if Pawan opens the door after we sleep, how will we know? That’s why I locked it—so that when he pushes the door, there will be a loud sound and we’ll know."

I felt a jolt. Why would Ranveer have locked the door? Did he really have bad intentions? But Ranveer had told me that his intentions were good and he hadn’t done anything with Nisha. Then why did he lock the door?

Nisha: "Now let’s do something so that Pawan’s attention comes towards us and he gets suspicious. Say something, Nisha?"

Pawan: "What should we do, Ranveer?"

Nisha: "You make sounds, as if something is happening between us."

Pawan: "Oh Ranveer, how can I make sounds like that? I feel shy. I’ll end up laughing and won’t be able to make proper sounds."

Nisha: "You make sounds, as if something is happening between us."

Pawan: "Oh Ranveer, how can I make sounds like that? I feel shy. I’ll end up laughing and won’t be able to make proper sounds."

Nisha: "Let’s do one thing. First, let’s build the mood. You lie down."

I, now playing Nisha, lay down, and Nisha, playing Ranveer, came and lay beside me, placing her hand on me.

Nisha: "Mood built yet?"

Pawan: "No."

Nisha started rubbing her feet on my legs. She repeated the question, but I again refused to make sounds.

Nisha: "What are you doing, Nisha? This won’t work. Do one thing—close your eyes and imagine I am Pawan."

Playing as Nisha, I closed my eyes. Then Nisha's hand reached my cock and she started rubbing it. I thought—did Ranveer really rub Nisha's pussy to make her moan?

Nisha: "What happened, Nisha? Now make some sounds."

I started letting out soft moans. After so many days, Nisha was rubbing my cock, so I was genuinely enjoying it. After a few seconds, Nisha opened my pajama and started rubbing my naked cock, making my moans louder. I was enjoying the cock rubbing when Nisha caught my hand and placed it on her pussy, making me rub her over her clothes.

Nisha: "Come on, Nisha, you rub me too. If both of us moan, Pawan will get more suspicious."

I started rubbing Nisha's pussy over her clothes. But then Nisha lifted her nightie and put my hand inside her panties. I now comfortably started rubbing Nisha's hairy pussy. After a while, Nisha also started moaning softly. Rubbing each other’s sensitive parts, we were giving pleasure to one another and getting lost in a haze of lust.

Pawan: "Ranveer, what if Pawan tries to open the door?"

Nisha: "We are not doing anything wrong, are we? Let him come. If he gets caught doubting, it will be on him."

Pawan: "Ranveer, I am scared. This is wrong, isn’t it?"

Nisha: "We are just doing this to test Pawan. Come on, let’s do something more!"

Pawan: "What should I do, Ranveer!"

Nisha: "Should I remove your clothes? If you make better sounds, Pawan will get more suspicious."

Pawan: "Remove them. We have to increase Pawan’s doubt anyway. But what will we do after removing clothes?"

Nisha: "The same thing a man and a woman do."

Pawan: "What, Ranveer?"

Nisha: "We bathe. What did you think, Nisha?"

Pawan: "I thought..."

Nisha: "You thought I would fuck you?"

Pawan: "What are you saying, Ranveer? Pawan is outside. What if he finds out?"

Nisha: "He won’t come, Nisha. The door is locked, it won’t open."

Pawan: "But the sounds of fucking will go outside, right?"

Nisha: "That’s good. If Pawan hears the sounds and tries to open the door, it will mean he doubts us."

Pawan: "Yes! Then fuck me, Ranveer."

Nisha: "Then remove your clothes."

Pawan: "Okay."

Nisha: "There’s no fun in removing your own clothes. Nisha, I will remove your clothes and you remove mine."

After removing Nisha's nightie, I took off her bra and panties, making her completely naked. Nisha then removed my clothes and made me naked too. As soon as I was naked, she grabbed my cock and started stroking it to make it hard. When my cock grew bigger, Nisha took it in her mouth and started sucking. After so many days, a woman was sucking my cock and I felt like I was floating in the air, moaning with pleasure. Nisha stopped only when I was about to cum.

Nisha: "Nisha, now it’s your turn to suck my cock."

Saying this, Nisha lay half-supported on her elbows on the bed and spread her legs wide. Seeing her open pussy, the pent-up desire of so many days awakened in me and I pounced. I was now licking and rubbing Nisha's pussy wildly with my tongue. Still not satisfied, I parted her pussy lips a little, took them in my mouth, kissed them, and sucked. This made Nisha feel immense pleasure and she started arousing me.


Chapter 12

Nisha: "Wow, Nisha, you suck and lick cock so amazingly well."

Pawan: "You too have fucked my pussy so nicely with your tongue."

Nisha was now slipping deeper into the haze of intoxication. I kept stimulating her pussy with my tongue and lips, occasionally using my fingers to rub and tease her, building her arousal with every skillful stroke. The wet heat of her folds enveloped my mouth as I licked and sucked with growing hunger, savoring the way her body trembled beneath me.

Pawan: "Now let's reverse the roles. I'll be Ranveer, and you be Nisha!"

Nisha nodded her head in her drunken state and murmured a soft yes.

Pawan: "So, Nisha, if you're enjoying this so much, aren't you going to make any sounds?"

Nisha: "Ohhh! Ranveer, you suck so wonderfully. Aaaah, it feels so good... Uhhhh... Mmmmm... Aaaah, Ranveer... Fuck me with your tongue deep inside my pussy... Hmmmm... Yes, like that... Faster, faster... Aaah... Aah, Ranveer... It feels incredible... Fuck me more."

Hearing the name "Ranveer" escape from Nisha's lips sent a sharp sting through my chest, a mix of discomfort and strange jealousy twisting inside me. Yet, seeing her like this after so many days, lost in pleasure and moaning with abandon, filled me with a deep, conflicted happiness. It had been too long since I'd witnessed her surrendering so completely to ecstasy. With renewed passion, I pressed the rough surface of my tongue harder against her sensitive clit, rubbing it in slow, deliberate circles before plunging deeper into her dripping entrance, determined to draw out every gasp and shiver from her quivering body.

In the midst of all this, Nisha kept grinding her feet restlessly against the bedsheets, her legs kicking up and down in desperate waves of pleasure. She was writhing wildly, letting out broken, breathless moans that echoed through the room, her voice thick with raw need. Gradually, her movements slowed, and she grew a little calmer, her chest heaving as she came down from the intense high.

Nisha: "Enough, Ranveer, stop now... You've drained every drop of my juices... Come here... Suck on my breasts now... I've kept them big just for you... Drink all the milk from them."

Nisha herself was leaning forward eagerly, offering her full, heaving breasts to my mouth. It was a stark contrast to the last time we were together, when she had firmly refused to let me touch or suck them.

Perhaps the long separation had intensified her desires, or if I looked at it through a lens of suspicion, she was granting permission by imagining me as her Ranveer. I latched onto her breasts, sucking hungrily, but there was no milk left. Either it had naturally dried up over time, or maybe Ranveer had already drained every last drop from her soft, swollen mounds during the previous two nights of passionate encounters.

As I continued lavishing attention on her breasts, swirling my tongue around her hardened nipples and gently nibbling, an idea sparked in my mind. This could be my chance to coax more truths from her. I knew that when Nisha drowned in the intoxicating fog of sex, her inhibitions melted away completely. She would babble secrets without holding back, her mind too clouded with lust to filter her words. This was the perfect moment to extract the honesty I craved.

I gently laid Nisha back on the bed, spreading her legs wide apart and lifting them slightly. With one smooth thrust, I buried my throbbing cock deep into her warm, welcoming pussy. Even amidst the scorching heat of her inner walls, my shaft found a soothing coolness that made me groan with relief. Once inside, I couldn't hold back—I began pounding into her with relentless force, unable to stop the powerful drives of my hips. Nisha whimpered and gasped as she took every deep stroke, her body jolting with each impact.

Every few seconds, I delivered a particularly forceful thrust, slamming deep into her core. She responded with sharp, piercing cries that revealed her overwhelming state of bliss. For nearly 10-15 minutes, I fucked her steadily like this, my cock sliding in and out with increasing urgency. The effects soon became visible. At first, she was letting out intermittent sobs of pleasure, but now she was moaning continuously, grinding her entire body against the mattress in frantic pursuit of more friction, her skin flushed and slick with sweat.

Pawan: "Nisha, I didn't wear any protection."

Nisha: "Hmmm... It doesn't matter... Uhhhhhh... Fuck me hard... Ranveer."

Pawan: "What if you get pregnant?"

Nisha: "Ummmm... I'll take an emergency pill... Haaah... Keep fucking me."

Pawan: "You didn't forget to take the pill after we fucked the night before last, did you, Nisha?"

Nisha: "Ahhhh... The night before last? Where did I get fucked then... Aaaah... I was on my period..."

Pawan: "And what about last night? When you got fucked then?"

Nisha: "Uhhhh... Ummm... I didn't take it..."

Pawan: "Was it last night you got fucked, or the night before?"

Nisha: "Last night... Ummmm... It was last night I got fucked... Uuuhhhh."

Pawan: "Are you sure it was last night?"

Nisha: "Haaaa..."

Pawan: "How did he fuck you?"

Nisha: "It was good... really good fucking..."

Pawan: "How good exactly?"

Nisha: "Hmmmm, so hard... He fucked me so forcefully... It felt amazing... Doggy style... Aaaii... He turned me into his little bitch... Hahaha... Fucked me... You pounded me so deep and rough... Ummm..."

Pawan: "But you were on your period, right? How did you get fucked then?"

Nisha: "It was a lie..."

Pawan: "So why didn't you get fucked by your Ranveer the night before last, Nisha?"

Nisha: "Ahhhhhh... You... You just came in my mouth, didn't you, Ranveer... Uhhhh... You forgot... Aah... You made my clothes all dirty... Ohhh... Ummm... Ranveer... Keep fucking me..."

Pawan: "You didn't want to get fucked by me, right?"

Nisha: "Haa... I did want it... I wanted to get fucked... But I was scared you'd slap me..."

Pawan: "Then how did you get ready for it?"

Nisha: "Hmmmm... Ummm... Your... Your cock was so rock hard... It was poking against my ass from behind... Aaaii... A cock gets this hard only when... Ohhhh... When there's a strong desire to fuck... I understood right away... And I grabbed your cock..."

I had laid Nisha down once more, spreading her thighs wide and raising them slightly before sliding my hard length back into her slick pussy. The intense warmth of her core provided a refreshing contrast that eased the fire burning in my veins. The moment I was fully sheathed inside her, I lost all control, thrusting wildly without pause. Nisha whimpered softly at first, absorbing the relentless pounding of my cock with trembling breaths.

From time to time, I would slam a deep, powerful stroke into her depths, and she would let out a loud, ecstatic scream, describing her blissful torment in broken words. For about 10-15 minutes, I continued fucking her with these steady, dominating thrusts. The pleasure built rapidly. Initially, her moans came in sporadic bursts, but soon she was crying out non-stop, writhing and rubbing her sweat-glistened body against the sheets, chasing every wave of sensation with desperate hunger. Her inner muscles clenched tightly around me, pulsing with her rising ecstasy.

Pawan: "Nisha, I didn't wear any protection."

Nisha: "Hmmm... It doesn't matter... Uhhhhhh... Fuck me... Ranveer."

Pawan: "What if a baby comes?"

Nisha: "Ummmm... I'll take the emergency pill... Haaah... Don't stop thrusting..."

Pawan: "You didn't forget the pill after the fucking session the night before last, right, Nisha?"

Nisha: "Ahhhh... Night before last, when was that... Aaaah... I had my period..."

Pawan: "And last night, after getting fucked?"

Nisha: "Uhhhh... Ummm... Didn't take it..."

Pawan: "Was it last night or the night before that you got fucked?"

Nisha: "Last night... Ummmm... Yes, last night... Uuuhhhh."

Pawan: "Definitely last night?"

Nisha: "Haaaa..."

Pawan: "How was the fucking?"

Nisha: "It was a good one... Really satisfying..."

Pawan: "Just how good?"

Nisha: "Hmmmm, so intense... Fucked me hard... Felt so good... In doggy style... Aaaii... Turned me into his bitch... Hahaha... You fucked me... Pounded me with so much force... Ummm..."

Pawan: "Weren't you on your period? How did it happen?"

Nisha: "It was all a lie..."

Pawan: "Then why didn't you let your Ranveer fuck you the night before last, Nisha?"

Nisha: "Ahhhhh... You... You came right in my mouth... Didn't you, Ranveer... Uhhhh... Forgot about it... Aah... Messed up my clothes... Ohhh... Ummm... Ranveer... Keep going, fuck me more..."

Pawan: "You didn't actually want to get fucked by me, did you?"

Nisha: "Haa... I wanted it badly... To be fucked... But I feared you'd hit me with a slap..."

Pawan: "So how did you end up ready for it?"

Nisha: "Hmmmm... Ummm... Your cock was throbbing so stiffly... It was pressing right against my ass from behind... Aaaii... A man's cock only gets this hard... Ohhhh... When he desperately wants to fuck... I realized it instantly... And I reached back to grab your thick shaft..."

For a moment, shock hit me like a thunderbolt, and I squeezed my eyes shut tightly. But the sight of my powerful thrusts making her entire body shake and bounce was too captivating to miss—especially the way her full, heavy breasts jiggled wildly with each impact, dancing enticingly in the dim light. I forced my eyes open again, unable to tear my gaze away from the erotic display.

Rage surged through me, hot and consuming. I channeled every ounce of my strength into my hips, delivering the hardest, most punishing strokes yet into Nisha's tight pussy. Each brutal thrust drew a loud, shattering cry from her lips, followed by helpless whimpers as she struggled to handle the intensity. I didn't slow down, pounding faster and deeper, driving us both toward the edge of climax. Nisha's condition was deteriorating rapidly too; her body was arching, her breaths coming in short, desperate pants as she raced toward her own powerful orgasm. The room filled with the wet sounds of our bodies colliding, her moans growing louder and more uninhibited, mixing pain and pleasure in a symphony that only heightened my furious passion.

Emotions swirled chaotically inside me—betrayal burned like fire, yet the raw physical connection and her complete surrender fed a dark satisfaction. I gripped her hips tighter, feeling her walls flutter and squeeze around me, pulling me deeper as waves of sensation built to an unbearable peak. Her nails dug into the sheets, her head thrown back in ecstasy, lost in the moment where truth and lust blurred together completely. Every thrust carried my frustration and desire, pushing her further into blissful oblivion while I chased my own release, the intensity promising an explosive ending for us both.

The air was thick with the scent of sex, sweat, and unspoken secrets, binding us in this tangled web of role-play and raw honesty. Nisha's body responded to every movement with quivering sensitivity, her earlier drunken haze now fully transformed into pure, animalistic need. I could feel her approaching the brink, her inner muscles contracting rhythmically, drawing me closer to the edge alongside her. In that heated frenzy, the lines between fantasy and reality dissolved, leaving only the overwhelming drive to claim her completely.


Pawan: "You'll get the second child also by getting fucked by me, Nisha."

Nisha: "Aaii... Yes, Ranveer..."

Pawan: "Is the first child mine or Pawan's?"

Nisha: "Aa... aah... It's yours... Oyiii... Ranveer, it's yours only..."

Pawan: "Come on, you liar. When did I ever fuck you? Pawan is the one who made you a mother, right?"

Nisha: "Aa... aah... Ranveer... No... You were the one who fucked me... You've forgotten... Once you fucked me... Oaiii... And the second time... Oaiii maa..."

Pawan: "What about the second time?"

Nisha: "Ahhhhh... The second time... I... Aa... Climbed on top of you... Hmmmm... And I fucked you..."

Pawan: "Your Ranveer is the one who fucked you and gave you the first child, isn't that right, Nisha?"

Nisha: "Yes... Ranveer... Huuuu... Uuuunnn... Fuck me... The one that's going to be mine... Give it to me... Give me the second child, Ranveer... A... Aaahhhh."

I had now begun releasing all the hot juice from my cock deep inside Nisha's pussy. In the next 8-10 powerful thrusts, I emptied every last drop from my throbbing shaft, flooding her completely until I finally stilled. Nisha lay there clutching her head, her moans gradually softening into faint, satisfied sighs. I slowly pulled my spent cock out of her dripping pussy. I had fucked her so intensely that her entire cunt was a messy, glistening wreck, slick with our combined fluids. Her skin glowed red from the rough passion, marked with the evidence of our heated union. Both of us lay on our backs, chests rising and falling with rapid, exhausted breaths. I noticed how her heavy, luscious breasts heaved up and down with each deep inhale, looking utterly intoxicating and full, begging for attention even in the afterglow.

Pawan: "How much of what you told me was actually true—80, 90, or 100 percent?"

Nisha turned her gaze toward me while still lying down, staring at me with a mix of disbelief and hurt in her eyes.

Nisha: "You're still doubting me!"

Pawan: "I'm asking about the truth of what you said during the fucking."

Nisha sat up on the bed now, looking straight at me with growing frustration.

Nisha: "First you took advantage of my desperation under the guise of a game, making me say all sorts of things, and now you're using that to question my character?"

Pawan: "What desperation?"

Nisha: "I hadn't been fucked for so long and was so close to climax. You exploited that and made me blurt out all those things."

Pawan: "I didn't force you at all. You were saying them yourself."

Nisha: "You were the one asking those questions."

Pawan: "Then why didn't you stay quiet?"

Nisha: "If I hadn't said those things, you wouldn't have fucked me properly. So I just let everything that came to my mind spill out. Because you yourself told me before we started that I should say whatever was in my heart to turn you on."

Hearing those filthy words from her mouth always doubled my arousal and made me thrust harder—that part was undeniably true. But was she only saying them for the thrill of the moment, or was there real truth hidden beneath the lust? A storm of doubt and desire churned inside me, making my heart race even as my body still hummed from the recent release.

Nisha: "I was going to say no to this game in the first place. But then I thought you must have changed. The way you brought flowers for me every day and waited outside my office all these days. You still doubt me, don't you?"

I fell silent. Yes, the suspicion lingered deep in my chest like a thorn, but I knew hearing it would wound her. I had always believed Nisha was innocent and that Ranveer had tricked her. Seeing my silence, hurt flashed across her face, her eyes glistening with unshed tears of betrayal.

Nisha: "I understand everything now. You still suspect me. I won't withdraw our divorce petition. If you keep doubting me like this, there's no point in us staying together."

Pawan: "Even if you said all that in a drunken, lust-filled state, it feels like the truth to me. People speak the truth when they're intoxicated. Sober, anyone can lie."

Nisha: "So what I'm telling you directly right now has no value, and all those lies I said to heighten our fucking pleasure are what you believe? You push me into saying these things yourself and then twist their meaning!"

Pawan: "I won't be fooled anymore. Earlier I thought only Ranveer had bad intentions. But now it seems you're equally responsible."

Pawan: "I won't be fooled anymore. Earlier I thought only Ranveer had bad intentions. But now it seems you're equally responsible."

Nisha: "Just because I took Ranveer's name for a little fun, I'm suddenly the bad one? But when you made me say those things, you bear no fault! I don't want to live with a man who thinks like this. You push me into the well yourself and then blame me for falling."

Nisha stood up and began dressing, her movements sharp with anger and pain. I lay there for a long time, wondering what to do next. She left me again, and my doubts about her and Ranveer only grew stronger than before. I felt that as long as Nisha and her Ranveer remained in each other's lives, this shadow of suspicion would never fade. It would be better to let her go forever.

When the divorce hearing happened, Nisha revealed she was pregnant again. I refused to accept the second child. I demanded DNA tests for both children. Nisha filed for an abortion. Since I felt no connection to the second child, I gave my permission. She also agreed to the DNA test for the first child. I waited anxiously for the results, as they would take some time. Perhaps this would finally turn my suspicions into certainty—whether Nisha had any improper relationship with Ranveer or not.

Once again, I was left alone. The empty house felt suffocating, its silence echoing my inner turmoil. But I comforted myself with the thought that it was better without the unfaithful Nisha in it. Finally, the DNA test report arrived.

With trembling hands, I opened it. No matter the outcome, I knew a heavy blow awaited me in either case. Reading the report brought a rush of joy at first, but it quickly plunged me into deep worry. According to the DNA test, the child was mine. The very child I had suspected from before birth belonged to Ranveer. Now I was lost in profound thought. Did this mean Nisha had never been fucked by Ranveer at all? Or even if this child was mine, she might still have slept with him?

But one harsh truth remained: because of my suspicions, I had given away my own child for adoption. I had hurled so many accusations at Nisha about that child. I went back to her office once more, hoping at least to apologize for all the hurtful things I had said about our baby. Nisha had received the DNA report too. Our eyes met. She had gained a little more weight in the meantime, her body softly rounded in a way that stirred old memories mixed with regret.

She saw me and ignored me, walking a bit ahead. I stopped her, but she didn't pause, so I stepped in front and blocked her path. Nisha stood facing the road, her posture rigid with resentment.

Pawan: "I just came to say sorry to you."

Nisha: "If you had said sorry before the DNA report arrived, it would have meant more. There's no need for us to meet now."

Pawan: "At least forgive me first."

Nisha: "I forgave you once for what you did, but you repeated the same mistake."

I kept trying to persuade her with apologies. Then, without thinking, I grabbed her hand. She yanked it away sharply and slapped me hard across the face.

Nisha: "Our divorce is final, and you've lost the right to hold my hand. Considering your parents, I'm not complaining to the police, but don't ever do this again."

After that, I didn't have the courage to approach her again. But fate had other plans for us to meet.

A few days later, while heading home, I spotted Nisha at the railway station. Ranveer was with her—the man responsible for all this mess. I exchanged greetings with him, and then we spoke privately.

Pawan: "The DNA report cleared everything. I was wrong. But Nisha isn't ready to give me another chance."

Ranveer: "Nisha is pregnant right now. Don't you have any doubts about whose child it is?"

Pawan: "Nisha is pregnant!! Oh, that's why she looked a bit heavier. But during the divorce, she had taken permission for abortion."

Ranveer: "That was your child, which she got aborted. But the one in her belly now is mine."

Pawan: "What!"

Ranveer: "I told you, didn't I? One day or another, I would trap Nisha and fuck her."

Pawan: "But you said you were only testing me, and your thoughts about Nisha weren't wrong."

Ranveer: "That was a lie. Because at that time Nisha loved you, so I couldn't trap and fuck her. But while leaving, I planted a seed of doubt that made you turn her love for you into hatred yourself."

Pawan: "Meaning, nothing happened between you and Nisha back then!"

Ranveer: "The first night I had to sleep on the floor. I thought Nisha would invite me to sleep with her, but she didn't. There was no chance the second night either, so I went out and sent you inside."

Pawan: "Nisha was right, and I was wrong."

Ranveer: "You certainly made my job easier. After separating from you, Nisha was like a blank paper. It became easy to enter her heart, and look at the result. My child is in her belly."

Pawan: "You're such a bastard. But how could Nisha be ready to get fucked by you!"

Ranveer: "She wasn't agreeing at all. It took a lot of effort before she got trapped. Let me tell you the whole story. Enjoy it—you're not her husband anymore anyway."

Ranveer then narrated the story of his first time fucking Nisha.

After the divorce, Nisha was deeply saddened. The pain of the abortion and the DNA test hurt more than the divorce itself, because I had doubted the child's real father. For many days, she didn't even step out of the house.

Her leave was about to end. Ranveer had come to my city to drop her back, where her office was and where she had rented a house. He deliberately planned to stay there for a day. To comfort the sad Nisha, he pulled her into a warm embrace.


Chapter 13

While embracing her, Ranveer's hands roamed slowly over her back, his fingers tracing the delicate curve of her spine with a possessive tenderness that sent subtle shivers through her body. He savored the warmth and softness of her skin, feeling every delicate contour as Nisha clung to him, her tears flowing freely. She poured out the painful stories of suspicion and heartbreak, her voice cracking with raw emotion, each word heavy with the weight of betrayal and loneliness that had consumed her since the divorce. Ranveer hushed her gently, his voice a low, comforting murmur, before suddenly leaning in and capturing her lips in a deep, passionate kiss. Nisha stood there completely stunned, her eyes wide with shock as she stared at him, her mind swirling in a whirlwind of confusion and forbidden desire.

Nisha: "What was that, Ranveer?"

Ranveer: "I can't stand seeing you like this anymore. To forget the sorrow weighing down your heart, you need the pleasure of your body. I want to give that to you, to make you feel alive again."

Nisha: "What are you saying, Ranveer? I tried twice in my foolishness and you slapped me both times, pushing me away and showing me the right path. Today you yourself..."

Ranveer: "Back then, you didn't need it as desperately as you do now. Let our bodies unite tonight. Let me take away your pain."

Nisha: "But this is wrong. You are my elder sister's husband. I can't even think about doing all this with you."

Ranveer: "Don't be afraid, Nisha. There's nothing wrong in this. Even when nothing happened, Pawan doubted you, so now let it become real. Nothing bad will come of it—just a little peace and comfort for your aching soul."

Nisha kept refusing in her panicked state, her voice trembling with hesitation and moral conflict, but Ranveer began removing her clothes one by one with deliberate, seductive movements. As she stood there in just her bra and panties, her vulnerability intensified, her breathing quickening with a mix of fear and unexpected arousal. She stepped back instinctively, but Ranveer advanced, pulling her firmly against his chest and beginning to caress her velvety smooth skin with skilled hands that explored every inch, igniting sparks of reluctant pleasure. Slowly, Nisha began to calm down, finding an unexpected solace in the warmth of Ranveer's strong arms, her body relaxing as waves of suppressed longing surfaced after months of emotional isolation.

Once Nisha was fully composed, still held in his embrace, Ranveer skillfully unhooked her bra from behind, his fingers brushing against her bare back. She trembled violently in his arms, a soft gasp escaping her lips, but he held her even tighter, refusing to let go. For several moments, he ran his hands over her now naked back, savoring the silky texture of her exposed flesh, his touch both comforting and dangerously intimate. After a few seconds, Ranveer gently pulled her slightly away from him.

Nisha clutched her open bra to her chest, desperately trying to preserve her modesty, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment and a strange thrill. Ranveer tenderly wiped away the tears rolling down her cheeks with his thumb, his gaze filled with hunger and affection. Then he slid the bra off her shoulders, taking it from her hands and tossing it aside. Nisha quickly covered her full, heavy breasts with both palms, but her small hands couldn't fully conceal their generous size, the soft flesh spilling over enticingly. Seeing her topless like this, Ranveer's cock hardened instantly inside his pants, throbbing with urgent need at the sight of her youthful, voluptuous body.

Nisha stood there trembling with hesitation, but Ranveer bent down and in one swift motion pulled her panties down to her ankles, exposing her completely from below. Her smooth, shaved pussy was now fully visible to him, and the sight of her entirely naked form drove him wild with lust. Unable to wait any longer after beholding such fresh, ripe beauty, he pulled her hands away from her breasts. Though she tried to cover them again, he firmly held her wrists, leading her to the bed with purposeful steps.

In a soft, hesitant voice, Nisha kept whispering, "This is wrong, Ranveer," her words laced with guilt and nervousness, but Ranveer laid her down on the bed and stripped off his own clothes, revealing his fully erect, rock-hard cock. The sight made Nisha's head spin with shock and forbidden excitement; she tried to get up from the bed, but he pinned her down gently yet dominantly, covering her body with his.

Now Nisha lay trapped beneath Ranveer's strong frame, her lips quivering with fear and anticipation. The moment he pushed his thick cock into her tight, wet pussy, her trembling lips stilled, and a deep, involuntary moan escaped her: "Aaaahhhhh."

After that, Ranveer gave her no chance to resist or think. Thrusting powerfully, he fucked his divorced sister-in-law with intense passion, fulfilling years of pent-up desires in every deep stroke. Throughout the entire session, Nisha could only lie there with her mouth slightly open in stunned surrender, letting out soft whimpers and breathless sighs as her body responded despite her initial reluctance. When it was over, she made no attempt to cover her naked, glistening body. Ranveer looked at her lying exposed on the bed and smiled reassuringly, telling her that nothing wrong had happened, his voice soothing yet possessive.

Nisha knew exactly what she had just done. Ranveer hadn't used any protection, and the consequences soon became evident as her body carried the result of that passionate night. Listening to Ranveer recount this story of their first intense fucking, my hands and legs began to shake uncontrollably with a storm of emotions—shock, anger, jealousy, and deep regret crashing over me like waves.

Knowing that nothing had happened between them before my divorce filled me with burning shame and fury directed at myself. It was because of my own suspicions and actions that Nisha had become vulnerable, allowing her cunning Ranveer to take advantage and fuck her thoroughly, impregnating her in the process. The betrayal felt even sharper now, twisting like a knife in my chest.

Pawan: "Nisha is pregnant—didn't Pooja and her parents say anything after learning this?"

Ranveer: "I told Nisha to lie that she had gotten into a relationship with some boy from her office and was now going to have this child for her own support."

Pawan: "So just to satisfy your lust, you ruined your sister-in-law Nisha's life."

Ranveer: "I didn't ruin her life; I filled her womb with new life. What can I say—fucking Nisha is incredibly addictive. Well, you must know that feeling already. Now I can enjoy her whenever I want. She's adjusted to it beautifully."

Pawan: "I'll tell your wife Pooja about this."

Ranveer: "The same old mistake! Who will believe you?"

I didn't have the courage to speak directly to Nisha. I returned home, but turmoil continued to rage inside me. Even though I had been wrong earlier, Nisha shouldn't have let Ranveer fuck her either. Yet, thinking about her situation, what choice did she really have in her broken state? After all, I myself had once fucked her elder sister Pooja without any real reason, driven by momentary weakness.

I resolved that I wouldn't let Nisha become Ranveer's victim any further. Maybe Pooja would understand if I explained everything in person. A phone call might not suffice, so I decided to go to her house. I reached outside Pooja's home and waited at a distance. After nearly two to three hours, I finally saw Pooja stepping out alone.

I quickly moved toward her, but just as I approached, Nisha also emerged from the gate and stood beside Pooja. I was already close enough that whatever I said now would be heard by both.

Pawan: "Pooja, please listen carefully to what I'm saying. Ranveer has bad intentions toward Nisha, and he himself admitted it to me."

Pooja and Nisha stared at me intently, surprised by my sudden appearance and the shocking words tumbling from my mouth.

Pawan: "Ranveer took advantage of Nisha's poor mental state and did wrong things with her."

Pooja: "What are you saying, Pawan!"

Pawan: "The child in Nisha's belly is also Ranveer's. He told me himself. If you don't believe it, get a test done."

Nisha: "Pooja, let's go. Pawan's mind has gone completely mad."

Pawan: "I'm trying to save you from Ranveer's clutches. He's exploiting you, Nisha."

Nisha: "For your information, the child in my belly is yours. I never got an abortion."

Pawan: "What!!! Then why did Ranveer lie to me?"

Nisha: "Ranveer didn't lie—you did. Now stop following him. How long will you keep lying and defaming him?"

Pooja: "Nisha is right. She didn't get an abortion. She wanted to keep this child as a symbol of the love between you two."

My voice failed me completely. Nisha pulled Pooja along, and I stood there dumbfounded, rooted to the spot like a fool. I couldn't understand why Ranveer had lied to me again, claiming he had fucked Nisha and made her pregnant. I returned home, this puzzle gnawing at my mind relentlessly. To uncover the truth, I called Ranveer.

Pawan: "Why did you lie to me saying you got Nisha pregnant!"

Ranveer: "I knew you would try to tell my family again, so I lied to make you fall even lower in Nisha's eyes. The more she forgets you, the closer she comes to me."

Pawan: "So you were playing games with me! The story you told about stripping Nisha naked and fucking her was also a lie!"

Ranveer: "I did try, but Nisha isn't a fish that gets caught so easily. Then I saw you at the station and played another move."

I hung up the phone, anger surging through me at my own foolishness once again. I had fallen into Ranveer's trap for the umpteenth time. His efforts from the beginning had always been to separate me from Nisha permanently. In the evening, Pooja's call came, surprising me. I picked up the phone, my heart pounding with a mix of hope and anxiety.

The weight of all these revelations pressed heavily on my soul, a turbulent sea of regret, jealousy, and lingering love for Nisha that refused to die. Every sensual detail Ranveer described replayed in my mind, fueling a dark fascination mixed with pain. Nisha's vulnerability, her soft moans, the way her body must have arched under him—it all painted a vivid, tormenting picture that both aroused and devastated me. Yet beneath the anger, a flicker of understanding for her loneliness emerged, deepening my emotional turmoil as I grappled with the consequences of my suspicions. The story unfolded like a forbidden erotic novel, each layer revealing more passion, betrayal, and the complex desires that bound us all in this tangled web of relationships. My resolve to protect her clashed with the harsh realities, leaving me breathless and determined to navigate the stormy path ahead.
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To be continued…
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