Chapter IV

I forgot to tell earlier that my wife was working as a teacher of geography in a private school in the neighborhood.  Much later I came to know what really had happened.  The school had planned an excursion trip to Pune and some other places for the school children.  Actually, it was the History teacher in the school who was assigned the escort duty, but just the day before the trip was to start, the husband of the History teacher met with an accident and so she could not go in the trip.  The school management could not find anybody else and had chosen Sindhu to take her place. They had not accepted her excuses that her husband was away on tour and she had to be present at home when he returned.  They had insisted that only she must go. She had absolutely no choice.  Either she could escort the excursion team or quit the job.  She loved me dearly, but she loved the children and the school too dearly.  The trip was for five days, which meant that she would return only a day after the day I was originally supposed to return.  So, she decided to call her mother from Dombivli to come for a stay at Mathunga, till her return. 

Obviously, she felt that when I returned, there should be some one in the house to look after my routine needs. She could not brief me on this unexpected turn of events telephonically, as I had forgotten to carry along my cell phone when I went away and I had not given her also any contact number, to call in case of any emergency.  As it actually happened, I had returned unexpectedly two days earlier than expected which meant that I had returned three clear days before my wife was going to return. But, none of this was known to me at that time. Little did she know that her simple act was going to lead to a most unexpected turn of events in our lives!

***   ***   ***

As I said earlier, I was in the seventh heavens, thanks to the expert ministrations of “lip service” my member was receiving from the woman whom I had assumed to be my wife (remember, I did not know then that it was not she).  I was fascinated and thrilled to feel the whole of my stiff eight inch long boner, going in and coming out of her mouth at a fast pace, with her face bobbing up and down, and her eyes shining even in that darkness, lovingly at me all the time.  The way she was burying her mouth to the hilt into me meant that at least three inches of my stick was passing through her gullet at every stroke and it was doing wonders to me. Well, no man on earth can last long under such an intensive care!  My stick was throbbing like mad and she could feel that I was just at the verge of spilling my beans at any moment.  She increased her pace even further and her face became a blur, just bobbing up and down like mad.  

She could sense the exact moment when I was going to burst. Just at that moment she stopped, with my stick buried deep into her throat.  I burst out with a loud cry and loads and loads of my juice was straight entering her gullet.  She managed to swallow it all, without taking the stick out, which gave a wonderful sucking feeling to my throbbing penis, due to peristalsis – the involuntary action of a gullet squeezing food through on its way to the stomach.  Every drop that came out she swallowed and at last my member started showing signs of going limp.  But she would not let go.  She held on to it firmly at the base with one hand and with her other hand started squeezing my balls gently, deciding to extract to the last drop.  Her lips, tongue and even teeth were moving from tip to the base, prolonging the pleasure, maybe for another five minutes or so, but in my dazed state at the moment, it looked like it was a life time of only pleasure and more pleasure, generously showered on me by the woman whom I had just assumed to be my wife!  As I have pointed earlier, there was no way I could have known the truth at the time.

Just at that moment, the telephone rang.

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

