Chapter I


This is a real story of my unforgettable personal experience, but for obvious reasons, I am changing the names of the places and the people.  Otherwise, every little bit of the events described is cent per cent true.


I am Raj, aged 26, living in Mathunga, Bombay. I work as a Sales Manager in a private concern.  My work involves a lot of travel. But I make it a point to return home at the earliest, finishing my business work, because I cannot keep away for long from my lovely wife, Sindhu, aged 22.  She is simply gorgeous and I am madly in love with her.  Just a mere glance at her is enough to rouse me, which means almost all the time when we are together. Luckily, her feelings towards me are also the same. So, we have a great time together, whenever we are at home.  

In fact, we some how manage to control ourselves with great efforts, whenever we are out of the house, shopping or visiting friends or relatives.  As soon as we get back home, we straight get into the act, not even having patience to reach the bedroom. We end up flying into each other’s arms in the drawing room itself, the moment we enter our flat and close the door behind and not rest until after we float into the heavens for an hour or so.  Later, we would clear up all the mess we had created there, resolving to be patient enough the next time, at least till we reach the bedroom.  But it never happens.  The same story repeats, every time we return from a trip outside. 

We have been married only for six months and we found out on our very first night after our marriage that we both enjoy sex very much.  So we decided on that very night that we would get into the act, as often and as many times as possible. We also took a vow that we should complete the first year, with a score of at least one thousand times and there would be no question of any upper limit. We even maintain a secret diary, meticulously recording the details.  Not a single day has passed ‘dry’ between us since then, unless I had been forced to be away on business. Even the days of her ‘periods’ are no exception!  I am proud to say that, within the first four months, we had crossed the half-way mark of our target! We do not intend to slow down.  So, we have been going great guns (pun unintended) at it!


You might wonder what is all this to do with my mother-in-law, because that is the title of this article.  I am just coming to the real story.  

My father-in-law, a man of very poor constitution by nature, had been down with malarial fever, soon after our marriage and could not really recover his health.  His irregular food habits, smoking and drinking had just turned him into a frail little creature and had made full recovery impossible.  So, he had taken voluntary retirement from his Government job and was living in his own house in Dombivli.  His son and his wife, their two children and my mother-in-law live with him. My mother-in-law - let us call her, Prabha – is aged 41, but any one who looks at her will swear that she is not a day more than 28!  She just looks very much like my wife in appearance and it is not very easy to tell them apart from each other at a quick glance. In fact, it is a standing joke in the family circles that she is just the elder sister of my wife, not her mother.  

We visit my in-laws quite often, as my wife is very much attached to her parents, particularly to her mother. Quite many times I have blundered, seeing my mother-in-law sideways or from behind and calling her Sindhu, mistaking her for my wife, and realizing it awkwardly only when she turns round to face me.  On such occasions, her face would bear a peculiar expression, which I could never make out.  She used to look at me for a few seconds searchingly with her extremely mesmeric eyes and I used to feel as if she was looking through me and into my very soul. Then, I would shift my eyes away, feeling dumb and uneasy.   She would then smile a little and walk away saying that she would send Sindhu to me immediately. It always takes some time for me on such occasions to recover myself completely.  I would just shake my head in disbelief and mutter to myself, “What a woman!”  I realized long ago that this woman is no ordinary woman. She exuded a strong vitality and intense sexuality no man can miss. I could not help the thought that she could not have had much marital bliss with that frail little sick man in the house, and I used to chide myself for having such a line of wicked thought.  Although I had no secrets from my wife, I could never bring myself to express this particular thought of mine to her openly. I felt that she would resent it strongly.  All the same, I felt convinced that my mother-in-law was a remarkable character, mentally very acute and perceptive and physically very attractive. I am certain that nothing can escape her sharp perception and it is extremely likely that she had guessed long ago about me and my wife and our excessive desire for sex.

It may not have been so very difficult for even an ordinary person to suspect the truth because, Sindhu and I always look for opportunities to get away stealthily, whenever possible, to get into our insatiable act. We used to get them in plenty when we used to visit our in-laws. Several times we used to be ‘missing’ from others’ company and would be late for breakfast, lunch or dinner, coming down together hurriedly from our room upstairs, after several calls. I have noticed my mother-in-law looking searchingly at her daughter on such occasions, who would turn her face away, not able to look straight at her mother’s eyes.  Although her mother would say nothing, I used to detect on such occasions a suppressed smile. 

She is of the same height, build and complexion as my wife, making it very difficult to tell the two apart.  The most striking difference is a cute mole just near her mouth on her left cheek. My wife does not have any mole on her face. (But, she has one prominent mole on her left breast, just near where her heart beats.  She likes my kissing her there very much. Many a time, just my tongue playing with that mole has been enough to give her intense orgasms!)


All this is only introduction, just to give you an idea of the background.  Let us now switch our attention to the chain of events that form the basis of this narration, and which has turned out to be a remarkable adventure in my life, as you would see for yourself.

**************

