Chapter V

The ring brought us rudely back into the reality.  Here were two people, furiously engaged in love play in the dark, maybe for half an hour or so, and the ring spoiled it all.  She stopped in her act of artful sucking abruptly.  I could make out even in the dark that she had raised up from her position between by legs and was crouching back, as though in fear.  I was still lying on my back on the carpet. The phone was just at an arm’s distance from where she was crouching, but on hearing the ring, she moved a little away from it, as if she was actually afraid of hearing the ring.  The ring went on and on, but she seemed to have been petrified and made no move at all to answer the call.  The abrupt end to that heavenly trip had left me in an irritant mood and the strident ringing jarred on my ears.  I called out, annoyed:  “Why don’t you answer it, Sindhu?  Better to get rid of the call and get back to our job, instead of allowing it to disturb us.”  Still, she did not move.  I lost my patience a bit and told her in exasperation, “Come on Sindhu! Answer it at once and ask him to go to hell, whoever it is!”  The tone of anger in my voice was apparent.  She could not remain inactive any longer. So, she took the receiver and said faintly into the mouthpiece “Hello”.  

Have you ever felt an electric shock of 11,000 volts?  Well! I was just experiencing it right then!  The voice I just heard saying ‘hello’ did not sound like Sindhu at all!  Although it was faint, I could recognize that it sounded different and was certainly not the voice of Sindhu at all.  It did sound familiar, but I could not place it immediately.  It was very sweet and very sexy, no doubt, but was more nasalized than my wife’s.  Suddenly, recognition dawned! Realization came rushing and it struck me like a ton of bricks on my face! How was it that I did not recognize that voice straight away?  I started feeling rather dizzy.  What have I done?  

 My God! The owner of that sweet and sexy voice could be none other than my mother-in-law! She was saying into the mouthpiece: “Oh Sindhu! It is you.  How are you? Where are you speaking from?  Have you reached Pune?”

 As a matter of fact, both my wife and her mother have very sweet voices. In the family circles, Sindhu, is nicknamed ‘Lata’ and Prabha, my mother-in-law, is nicknamed ‘Asha’, because of her nasal voice.  Cold sweat broke out of my face when I realized that I had been doing all those things with my mother-in-law, but thinking all the time that it was my wife.  No doubt, I was sensing the differences, but the pleasure I was getting from her was so intense that my normal caution and thinking ability had dullened.  What was this remarkable woman doing in my house?  When did she come?  Why had Sindhu gone to Pune?  Why did she not stop me from what all I did to her? What would happen now?  All these questions started rushing into my numbed brain.  I had no answers.  It left me dumb and confused.
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