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Introduction: The Cost of an Illusion

Before the blinding, cold white halogens of South Kolkata’s elite

gyms cast their interrogating glare on Sunil Singh’s life, there was

only the sepia-toned warmth of predictability.

Kolkata is a city that breathes. It inhales the heavy, suffocating

humidity of the Bay of Bengal and exhales a symphony of sensory

contradictions. To walk its streets is to be assaulted by the sweet,

decaying scent of crushed marigolds mingling with the sharp,

metallic tang of diesel exhaust. It is a city painted in the fading



yellow of old colonial masonry, the stark black of tangled overhead

wires, and the sudden, vibrant bursts of crimson from street-side

shrines. The ambient noise is a relentless, rolling tide—the blaring

horns of yellow taxis, the rhythmic clatter of ancient trams, and the

low, murmuring hum of a million intersecting lives.

In this sprawling, decaying, beautiful metropolis, desires are often

kept small, folded neatly and tucked away like mothball-scented

winter sweaters in a humid summer. This is a story about what

happens when those desires are allowed to outgrow their containers.

It is a tale that examines the precise, silent moment a hairline

fracture forms in the foundation of an arranged life. Marriages in

this part of the world are frequently built not on the fiery, volatile

sparks of romance, but on the quiet, gray ash of duty, expectation,

and family honor. They are structures designed to weather the

monsoons of time, held together by the glue of compromise. But

what occurs when the dull, comforting aroma of roasted cumin and

mustard oil is suddenly overpowered by the intoxicating, sharp

scent of expensive cologne and ozone? What happens when the

soothing, rhythmic tick of a living room clock is drowned out by the

aggressive, thumping bass of modern ambition?

Shattered Vows – The Price of Desire is not merely a chronicle of a

crumbling marriage. It is an exploration of the terrifying currency of

modern vulnerability. It begins innocently enough, under the soft,

forgiving glow of a laptop screen, with the rustle of wedding silks

and the promise of a "better life." But it descends rapidly into a

suffocating, neon-lit nightmare where trust is weaponized, and flesh

becomes a commodity traded in the dark corners of the digital

underworld.



Every choice has a weight. Every sacrifice carries a scent. From the

rich, leathery aroma of a sold motorcycle to the stinging, chemical

bite of carbolic soap scrubbing away a violent trauma, this is the

story of a man who traded his peace for an illusion, and a woman

who chased the blinding spotlight only to be consumed by the

shadows it cast. It is a testament to the fragile, glass-like nature of

trust, and a brutal reminder that in the blinding glare of our modern,

connected world, the darkest monsters no longer hide under the

bed—they live behind the glaring screens of our locked phones.

Chapter 1: The Arrangement

Sunil Singh, a thirty-two-year-old software engineer from Kolkata,

had always believed in the quiet, unyielding strength of duty. Born

into a modest middle-class Bengali family, his life was painted in

shades of sepia and pragmatic grays. He had climbed the corporate

ladder through sheer, grinding hard work, his days marked by the

blue glow of dual monitors and the hum of server rooms. His salary

was decent, enough to maintain a small but comfortable 2BHK in

Salt Lake. The apartment smelled permanently of old books, damp

monsoon plaster, and the faint, comforting aroma of roasted cumin

and mustard oil drifting from the kitchen. Life was entirely

predictable, a metronome ticking in the background, until the day

his parents arranged his marriage with Mini Patel.

Mini, twenty-eight, hailed from the bustling, cosmopolitan heart of

Pune. She was the daughter of a successful Gujarati businessman, a

woman raised in a world of vibrant colors and sharp contrasts. Slim,

fair-skinned, with striking, aquiline features and a distinctly modern

outlook, she had studied fashion design. Though she never pursued

it with professional rigor, her wardrobe was a testament to her



tastes: vivid crimsons, deep emeralds, and crisp, expensive whites.

Her parents wanted her settled in what they termed a "stable"

marriage, fearing her independent streak would lead her astray.

Sunil and Mini met virtually a few times before the wedding.

Through the slightly pixelated, glaring light of his laptop screen, she

seemed polite but guarded, her backdrop a brightly lit, modern

Pune bedroom that contrasted sharply with Sunil’s dim, yellow-lit

study. She was ambitious in her own way, her voice carrying a

melodic, confident cadence that cut through the static of the

internet connection. Sunil was instantly smitten by the way she

tossed her sleek black hair and spoke of wanting a "better, bigger

life."

The wedding was a lavish affair, a sensory explosion funded mostly

by Mini's wealthy side of the family. The air was thick, almost

suffocating, with the heavy, sweet scent of crushed marigolds,

jasmine garlands, and roasting ghee. Dazzling halogen lights bathed

the banquet hall in a harsh, golden brilliance, catching the glittering

embroidery of Mini’s heavy, ruby-red lehenga and the heavy gold

jewelry that weighed down her slender neck. The cacophony of the

shehnai and the rhythmic, chest-thumping beat of the dhols masked

Sunil’s quiet anxiety.

After the exhausting ceremonies, they returned to Kolkata. The

transition was jarring. Stepping out of the airport, Mini was hit by a

wall of humid, stifling air that smelled of exhaust fumes and

impending rain. She found the city chaotic, its colors muted by

smog compared to Pune. In the days that followed, the sounds of

blaring yellow taxis, the incessant chatter of the neighborhood

aunties, and the creaking of the ceiling fans in their flat grated on

her nerves. She complained about the faded yellow paint of the

house, the nosy neighbors, and the distinct lack of "class" in their



surroundings. Sunil, smelling the expensive vanilla perfume she

wore and eager to please his beautiful new bride, promised to paint

the walls, change the furniture, and improve their lives.

To help her adjust, Mini requested to join a premium gym in a posh

South Kolkata mall. It wasn't just any gym; it was a sprawling,

chrome-and-glass sanctuary of fitness. Walking in, the blast of the

central air conditioning carried the clinical, bracing scent of citrus

sanitizers and fresh rubber mats. The lighting was meticulously

designed—dim in the cardio zones with pulsing neon blue strips,

and bright, interrogating white halogens over the free weights to

highlight every flexing muscle. The air vibrated with the relentless,

thumping bass of electronic dance music.

"I need to stay fit, Sunil. For us. I need an escape from these

cramped walls," she said one evening, batting her eyelashes, her

voice a soft, pleading whisper.

Sunil hesitated. The monthly fees were exorbitant, enough to feed a

small family. His pride and joy was a Royal Enfield motorcycle he

had owned for years. It was a beast of gleaming black metal and

chrome, smelling of rich leather, engine oil, and freedom. The deep,

guttural thump-thump-thump of its engine was his favorite sound in

the world. Selling it would feel like amputating a limb. But seeing

the bright, hopeful spark in Mini's dark eyes under the dim light of

their living room, he agreed. The cold, crisp stacks of rupees from

the bike’s sale covered a year's membership and an array of neon-

colored, branded workout clothes.

At first, Mini's routine brought vibrant positive changes. She

returned home flushed, her skin glowing with a healthy sheen of

sweat, smelling faintly of expensive shower gel. She talked

incessantly about her trainer, Nitin Maran. Nitin was a towering,



muscular man in his late twenties. He was a canvas of tribal tattoos,

his skin permanently bronzed, moving with a predatory grace under

the gym's spotlights. His voice was a deep, commanding baritone

that easily cut through the gym's heavy bass.

"He's the best, Sunil. Pushes me so hard," she chirped over dinner,

the clinking of spoons against porcelain sounding unusually loud to

Sunil. He felt a sharp, cold twinge of unease in his gut, a metallic

taste of insecurity, but he washed it down with water and dismissed

it. He was working grueling hours, his eyes bloodshot from staring

at code, returning home late to a dark apartment. Their intimacy,

once a hesitant exploration in the shadows of their bedroom,

dwindled to cold, silent nights where the only sound was the ticking

of the wall clock.

Mini's physical transformation was rapid. She began posting gym

selfies on Instagram, bathed in the flattering, warm ring-lights of

the locker room. Her feed became a mosaic of tight leggings and

sports bras. Nitin's comments were a constant presence, marked by

fire emojis that seemed to burn through Sunil’s screen: "Killer form,

Mini di!"

Sunil noticed the late returns, the heavy scent of musky cologne

clinging to her gym bag, and the influx of new, crimson and black

lace lingerie that she never wore for him. Yet, he said nothing. The

silence in their home grew heavy. One evening, after three months,

Mini came home particularly flushed, her eyes wide and glittering.

"Nitin says I have real potential for fitness modeling," she

announced breathlessly.

Sunil smiled tiredly, the scent of the onions he was frying stinging

his eyes. He didn't hear the sharp ping of her phone over the

sizzling oil, nor did he see the glaring white notification lighting up



the screen: "Same time tomorrow? My place after session. " Their

marriage, built on a foundation of arranged convenience, was

already cracking. Sunil had sold his beloved bike believing it was a

down payment on their shared happiness. Little did he know, it was

merely the first offering in a long, dark chain of sacrifices that would

reduce his world to ashes.
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