

    
        
          Vetali- The Politician's Pleasure

        

        
        
          Vetali Chronicles, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Cod4host

        

        
          Published by Cod4host, 2026.

        

    



  	
	    
	      Also by Cod4host

	    

      
	    
          
	      Neha's Erotic Wrestling Adventures

          
        
          
	          The Scholarship Auction

          
        
          
	          The Vape Cartel

          
        
          
	          The Massage Parlor

          
        
          
	          The Shadow of The Midnight Four

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Shadowfang

          
        
          
	          Shadowfang's Venom

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Shakti Akashini

          
        
          
	          Shakti Akashini: Shadows over Ulhaspur

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Vetali Chronicles

          
        
          
	          Vetali- Red Velvet Vengeance

          
        
          
	          Vetali- The Politician's Pleasure

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Virya Senani

          
        
          
	          Virya Senani: The Breaking

          
        
          
	          Virya Senani: Shadows of the Acrobats

          
        
          
	          Virya Senani: The Lust for Kamadoot

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Also By Cod4host

Chapter 1: The Ledger's Promise

Chapter 2: The People's Champion

Chapter 3: Midnight Infiltration

Chapter 4: The Challenge

Chapter 5: The Pleasure Duel

Chapter 6: Surrender's Reward

Chapter 7: Awakening

Chapter 8: Dawn's Reckoning

Chapter 9: The Architect's Game

Chapter 10: Blood and Betrayal

Chapter 11: Dawn's Reckoning

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Ledger's Promise
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The ledger pages smelled of opium smoke and old blood.

Chanda Mehra sat hunched over her kitchen table at 2 AM, the stolen pages spread before her like a corpse on a slab. Her tiny apartment in Jagdambapur's modest quarter felt even smaller tonight, the walls pressing in as the weight of what she'd discovered settled into her bones. A single bulb flickered overhead, casting long shadows across the pages of meticulously recorded corruption.

Vikram's handwriting was elegant, almost feminine—the careful script of a man who'd been educated in British boarding schools before returning to build his empire of poppies and death. Each entry was dated, categorized, and initialed with the precision of an accountant. But the numbers themselves told a different story.

Payment to AD – ₹50,00,000 – "Land clearance, Sector 7" Payment to AD – ₹75,00,000 – "Witness relocation, Mehra case" Payment to AD – ₹1,20,00,000 – "Political contributions, election cycle"

"AD." Chanda traced the initials with her finger, her nail leaving a faint groove in the paper. She'd been staring at those two letters for six hours, cross-referencing dates with her own case files, with newspaper clippings, with public records she'd accessed through the court's database.

Six years of payments. Six years of perfectly timed demolitions, evictions, and convenient deaths. Six years of a city councilor who'd built his reputation on fighting for the poor while selling them to the highest bidder.

Councilor Arvind Deshpande. The People's Champion.

Chanda pushed back from the table and walked to her window. The night air was thick with humidity and the distant sounds of the city—honking autos, barking dogs, the occasional siren. Somewhere in the slums she'd grown up defending, families slept in homes built from scrap metal and hope, unaware that their protector was their executioner.

She thought about the Mehra case. Not her own family—her husband's family, the ones who'd been evicted from their ancestral land three years ago. She'd prosecuted that case herself, watching Deshpande's lawyer twist the law into knots while she fought for justice that never came. The elderly couple had died within six months of the eviction—her father-in-law from a heart attack, her mother-in-law from what the doctors called "natural causes" but Chanda knew was a broken heart.

She'd thought it was just another corrupt developer. Another bought judge. Another case lost to the system she'd sworn to serve.

Now she knew better.



The courthouse hummed with afternoon lethargy when Chanda arrived the next morning. Ceiling fans rotated lazily overhead, pushing warm air through corridors crowded with lawyers, petitioners, and the occasional criminal being led in chains. She carried her briefcase like armor, her modest salwar kameez blending perfectly with the sea of similarly dressed professionals.

"Courtroom 3B," her junior associate Ankit called, falling into step beside her. "The land-grab case. Defense counsel's already filed three motions to delay."

Chanda nodded, not breaking stride. "Evidence review?"

"Complete. The developer's records are clean on paper, but I found discrepancies in the—"

"Later," she cut him off. "Focus on the motions first."

They entered the courtroom together, and Chanda took her place at the prosecution's table. Across the aisle, Deshpande's lawyer—a heavyset man with a perpetually sweaty face—smirked at her. He knew something she didn't. He always did.

The proceedings dragged on. Motions were argued, objections were raised, and the judge—a portly man with glasses thick as bottle bottoms—nodded through most of it without really listening. Chanda fought for every point, her voice rising and falling with practiced rhythm, but she could feel the case slipping away.

Just like all the others.

When the session ended, she gathered her files and headed for the corridor. Ankit followed, still talking about the discrepancies he'd found, but Chanda's attention had drifted.

That's when she saw him.

Councilor Arvind Deshpande emerged from a side chamber, surrounded by his usual entourage—secretaries, security guards, and sycophants. He was taller than she'd expected, maybe six feet, with silver hair swept back from a broad forehead. His white kurta was immaculate, the fabric crisp and expensive, and his churidar tapered over polished leather sandals. A gold chain glinted at his throat, matching the gold watch on his wrist.

He looked like a movie star playing a politician. All charm and warmth and practiced benevolence.

Chanda pressed herself against the wall as his entourage passed. She watched him greet constituents with folded hands, his head bowed in respectful namaste, his baritone voice murmuring appropriate condolences and promises. Women touched his feet for blessings. Men clapped his shoulder like an old friend. A child ran forward to give him a flower, and he accepted it with a smile that seemed genuinely tender.

His eyes swept the corridor, assessing threats and opportunities with the cold calculation of a predator.

And then they landed on her.

For one heartbeat, perhaps two, Arvind Deshpande's gaze rested on Chanda Mehra. She saw him catalog her—petite frame, modest clothes, worn briefcase, tired face. A woman of no consequence. A public prosecutor with too many cases and too little power. Someone to be dismissed, ignored, forgotten.

His lips curved slightly. Not a smile. An acknowledgment of her insignificance.

Then he moved on, and she was nothing again.



That night, Chanda couldn't sleep.

She lay in her narrow bed, staring at the ceiling, feeling the weight of her own helplessness pressing down on her chest. The ledger sat on her kitchen table, waiting. She'd photographed every page, backed up the files to three separate cloud accounts, and hidden the original in a hollow space beneath her floorboards.

None of it mattered.

Deshpande was untouchable. The ledger was circumstantial at best—payments to "AD" could mean anything, and without direct testimony from Vikram himself, it was just another piece of paper in a city drowning in corruption. She could file charges, watch them get dismissed on technicalities, and lose her job for "harassing a public servant."

She needed more. She needed proof. She needed to make him see her.

But Chanda Mehra was invisible. She had always been invisible. A widow at thirty-two, a prosecutor at thirty-eight, a woman who'd spent her life fighting battles she couldn't win. Her body was slight, her presence forgettable. She could stand in a room for an hour and no one would remember she'd been there.

Except at night.

She rose from the bed and walked to the mirror. In the darkness, her reflection was barely visible—just the outline of a small woman with graying hair and tired eyes. The woman the world saw. The woman Deshpande had dismissed.

But beneath that surface, something else stirred.

The mantra.

She'd found it in her husband's belongings after his death—a scrap of paper with Sanskrit verses written in his grandfather's hand. She'd never known why he'd kept it hidden, why he'd never spoken of it. But she'd memorized the words anyway, reciting them like a prayer during the darkest nights of her grief.

It wasn't until three years ago that she'd discovered their true purpose.

Chanda closed her eyes. The words rose from memory, ancient and powerful, vibrating in her chest like a second heartbeat:

Her skin began to burn.



The transformation was agony and ecstasy in equal measure.

It started in her bones—the lengthening, the stretching, the audible crack of her skeleton reshaping itself. Chanda gasped, gripping the edge of her dresser, as her spine elongated vertebra by vertebra. She felt herself growing taller, her frame expanding, her modest height stretching toward something more imposing.

Then came the flesh. Her breasts swelled beneath her nightgown, the fabric straining as soft tissue multiplied and filled. She could feel the weight of them settling on her chest—heavy, round, impossibly full. Her hips widened, bones shifting to accommodate curves that hadn't existed moments before. Her ass rounded and plumped, becoming generous, becoming grabbable. Her thighs thickened, becoming pillars of strength rather than the slender sticks she'd always hated.

She tore off her nightgown as it became too tight, standing naked in the moonlight, watching her body transform in the mirror. Her skin darkened from its natural brown to something deeper, richer—the color of mahogany and desire. Her hair lengthened, falling past her shoulders in thick waves that gleamed like black silk. Her face reshaped itself—jaw softening, lips plumping, cheekbones rising, eyes tilting slightly upward.

And those eyes. They opened to reveal crimson irises, glowing faintly in the darkness. Vampire eyes. Predator eyes.

Vetali's eyes.

The costume materialized last—a gift from the transformation itself, though she'd never understood why. Red leather wrapped around her new body like a lover's embrace. A balconette bra lifted her heavy breasts, the glossy material barely containing their generous swell. A thong rode high on her widened hips, gold straps glinting against her dark skin. Black boots climbed her thick thighs, stopping just below the curve of her ass. She was no longer Chanda Mehra.

She was Vetali. The Crimson Guardian. The vampire protector of Jagdambapur.

And she was magnificent.



Vetali stretched in the moonlight, feeling her new body settle into itself. The transformation always left her disoriented for a few minutes—the shift in height, the change in weight distribution, the sudden presence of breasts that could fill a man's hands. She practiced moving, feeling her muscles respond with supernatural strength.

She threw a punch at the air, watching her arm extend with perfect form. Her heavy breasts swayed with the motion, but she barely noticed anymore. She'd learned to fight with them, to use their movement as distraction, to let men stare at her bouncing flesh while she broke their bones.

She practiced her kicks next. Her thick thighs were weapons—each leg capable of shattering concrete, of launching her thirty feet into the air, of crushing a man's skull between her knees. She high-kicked, feeling the stretch in her hamstrings, watching her boot cut through the air.

Then she practiced her walk.

This was the most important part. Vetali didn't move like Chanda—she moved like a predator, like a temptress, like something that belonged in the shadows. She swayed her hips with each step, letting her generous ass bounce, letting her breasts sway. She moved like she knew every man watching wanted to fuck her—and like she might let them, if they were worthy.

She moved like she was seen.



Five Minutes later, Vetali stood on her balcony, looking out over the city. The night air was cool against her exposed skin, raising goosebumps along her
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