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Introduction

In the opulent yet stifling world of Mumbai's elite, sisters Chati and
Hati, heirs to a shipping fortune, rebel against societal expectations
and arranged marriages through a secretive "game" of seduction.
Beginning as a thrill-seeking diversion in their youth, they lure men
with charm and deception, measuring "proportions" under playful
pretexts before inviting them to their hidden seaside flat for fleeting
indulgences, only to discard them at dawn. Married to the stern
businessman Raj and the insecure entrepreneur Vikram, the sisters
continue their escapades, crafting alibis and allying against their
husbands' growing suspicions. As honeymoons reveal cracks and
digital trails expose hints of infidelity, the husbands descend into
paranoia, employing trackers, fake profiles, and detectives,
transforming their homes into battlegrounds of accusation and

denial.

The sisters' web of lies unravels dramatically when confrontations
erupt, culminating in a chaotic raid on their flat that exposes their
double lives to their parents, leading to disownment, divorce, and
destitution. Forced into menial jobs and therapy, Chati and Hati
confront their addiction to validation and thrill, uncovering
generational traumas and their own betrayals within their alliance.
Years later, through painful self-reflection and support groups, they
rebuild separately—Chati finding stability in volunteer work and a

new marriage, Hati channeling her energy into art—while tentatively



mending family ties. Their story serves as a cautionary tale of
unchecked desires eroding relationships, with faint glimmers of
redemption emerging from the ruins of privilege and deceit. Hindi

translation has been provided at the end of the book.

Chapter 1: The Gilded Game

In the glittering, fractured heart of urban India, where the humid air
hung thick with the competing scents of night-blooming jasmine,
diesel exhaust, and simmering street food, two sisters lived a life of
profound contradiction. The underbelly of Mumbai was not a place
for them, not truly; they lived far above it, in a glass tower that
pierced the smog, where the city’s roar was reduced to a distant,
respectful hum. Here, where wealth masked a chasm of hidden
longings and societal expectations chained the spirit, Chati and Hati,
heirs to the vast Oberoi shipping fortune, navigated a world of their

own design.

Their story was a cautionary tale whispered in the hushed, air-
conditioned lounges of the elite: a story of unchecked desires,
where fleeting, adrenaline-fueled pleasures eroded the very

foundations of family, marriage, and self.

The sisters were a study in complements. Chati, the elder at 28,
was the architect. Her beauty was sharp, defined by high
cheekbones and dark, knowing eyes that scanned every room with
a predator’s calm. She was bold, sharp-witted, and moved with a
purpose that often concealed her true motives. Hati, 26, was the
artist. Softer, rounder, with a laugh that tinkled like ice in a crystal
glass, she was playful, disarming, and drew people in with an

effortless, sun-bright charm.



Born into a luxury so absolute it had become mundane, their days
were spent in a peculiar pursuit. It began in their college years, a
game born of boredom and a rebellion against the gilded cage their
father’s empire had built. They would dress in armor of silk and
designer labels—Chati in a severe, blood-red dress that clung to her
frame, Hati in a flowing, emerald-green ensemble that hinted at the
curves beneath. They would cruise the city, not in boardrooms, but
in cafes, exclusive clubs, and the sun-drenched lounges of five-star

hotels.

Their hunt was specific. They would enter a place like the 'Bandra
Listening Room,' a café known for its aspiring artists and
intellectuals. The air inside was cool, carrying the scent of dark-
roast coffee and cardamom cake. Low, atmospheric indie music

would be playing.

"Look," Chati would murmur, her dark eyes flicking to a man sitting

alone, reading a book. "He’s trying so hard to look like he’s not

trying."

"He’s cute," Hati would giggle, sipping her iced latte. "But look at

his shoes. Worn out. He's probably a 'struggler'."

"The best kind," Chati would counter, a small smile playing on her

lips.

The game had rules. Chati, the instigator, would approach. She'd
slide into the seat opposite him, her expensive perfume—something
heavy, with notes of sandalwood and oud—announcing her arrival
before she spoke. "I'm so sorry to bother you," she'd begin, her

voice a low, confidential purr. "My sister and | are design students.”

Hati would give a little wave, all innocent charm.



"We're working on a project about... human proportion. Masculine
aesthetics. It sounds ridiculous, | know." She’d laugh, a practiced,
throaty sound. The man, often startled and flattered, would
stammer a reply. The banter would flow, easy and flirtatious. Then,

the pivot.

"We have a dare, actually,” Chati would lean in, her voice dropping.
"We're betting on proportions. It’s silly, really. Just a quick
measurement.” Under the guise of a playful dare, a research
project, or a tailoring query, a tape measure would appear from her
purse. It was audacious, thrilling, and disarming. Their confidence,
their beauty, and the sheer absurdity of the request made it
impossible to refuse. A discreet measurement would be taken, often
under the table, their fingers brushing against him with a clinical,

yet suggestive, touch.

If he met their whimsical, unspoken criteria, an invitation followed.
"You've been such a good sport. We're having some friends over

later. You should come.”

The invitation led to their true sanctuary: a lavish, three-bedroom
flat overlooking the sea, purchased by their father as an
investment, which the sisters had claimed. The flat was cold, all
white marble, brushed steel, and glass. The only color came from
the endless, blue-grey expanse of the Arabian Sea outside the floor-
to-ceiling windows. Here, the game changed. Bottles of fine, single-
malt whiskey and vintage wines flowed. The music was turned up, a
heavy, throbbing beat that vibrated through the soles of their feet.
Laughter echoed, sharp and unrestrained, as the night blurred into

shared indulgences.

By morning, as the first pale, grey light of dawn turned the sea to

slate, the mood would shift. The hospitality would evaporate,



