           Chapter VI
I sprang up from the floor and went straight for the room switch.  The lights came on.  And there she was – my mother-in-law, in all her sweet nakedness, defying time in her dazzling beauty, speaking to her daughter in the phone, in an amazingly level tone.  She had evidently recovered completely from her shock earlier, at the unexpected ringing of the phone.   I heard her saying: “Don’t worry, dear! Your hubby has returned…. Yes, he has…..  What? …… I don’t know. Maybe, he could finish all the work and so could return two days earlier……  I have not asked him.  In fact, I have not spoken to him yet.  He came in just a few minutes ago and has gone straight into the bathroom…… Don’t worry. I’ll take good care of him…….   You enjoy your trip and come…….  You wish to talk to him after half an hour? OK. I’ll tell him.  Bye, my dear” She replaced the receiver and turned her mesmeric eyes towards me with an expression I could not fathom.  Was it a pleading?  Was it a smirk?  Was it anger?  Or, was it just plain challenge?  I don’t know, maybe, a combination of all and more.  She had just handled her daughter in a very cool manner.  She was acting as if nothing untoward has taken place, even after all that had happened between us.  What was to be done next? I had no clues. I was in utter confusion. I could not think clearly at all.

Again, it was she who solved it for both of us.  She said, “Raj! How long do you think we should be standing like this?  Don’t you realize that we are both naked?  I just managed to tell her the first thing that came to my mind – about your being in the bathroom and all that.  I could realize that you were not in a proper frame of mind to talk to her coolly. You might have blurted out some thing foolishly.  It is time that we clear certain things before she calls again.”  Her tone changed to one of reproach: “First, tell me, don’t you think that you owe me an explanation?  Do you always go hugging strange women from behind and molesting them this way?”  Even as she was talking, she grabbed her saree and started wrapping it around her body, not the way a saree is normally worn, but just draping it around, to cover herself.  Seeing her, I also felt that I should put on some thing.  I could only find a small table cloth on the tea-table nearby which I snatched up, upsetting the flower vase on it and managed to wrap it awkwardly around my middle. She said again,” I asked you a question?”

That brought me back to the scene of my entry into the drawing room.   I had seen her standing in the same place where my wife very often stands to watch the scenic hillscape.  I was expecting my wife to be standing there and not knowing what had really happened, I had very naturally assumed the woman standing there to be my wife. I was seeing her from behind and it had become dark. What I did afterwards was nothing very unusual for a young man, who loves his wife very deeply, to do.  I tried to convey all this to her, in my confused state of mind, in halting and broken sentences.  I believe that she must have really understood me.  At the same time, another thought struck me.  Her reaction had been certainly very odd.  How is that she permitted me, first of all, to do all that I did to her?  And what all she did to me? I could not restrain from asking her, “What I did was nothing unnatural, in my assumption that it was my wife standing there. But how did you ….. How could you allow me to……. do what all I did?  And how could you do all those things to me?  I know you first did resist me.  I expected even Sindhu to resist me, not knowing who it was.  But, though you first resisted me, all of a sudden, your resistance just vanished suddenly.  Why?  In fact, from that moment you had totally changed and started exhibiting a very strong passion.  I just can’t believe that you actually …….. did all those things, that too, knowing fully well that it was me!”

With a touch of anger she said, “Stop it Raj! Stop it.  Do you think that I am a common slut?  I certainly resisted you, and continued to resist you even after you whispered in my ear that it was you.  But you were not easy to shake off.  You know, you are very strong.   Never before in my life have I had such an experience.  Sindhu is so lucky to have you for a husband.” Suddenly she broke down and started sobbing and saying, “…uhuhuh… Honestly, I did try to shake you off.  But I could not, though I tried with all my might. I have been uhuhuh… starved without sex …. uhuhuh… for more than two years!….uhuhuh… In spite of my mind telling that I should not allow you … uhuhuh… your actions awakened my senses…uhuhuh… You have always excited me strongly …uhuhuh…  Only with very great difficulty I used to keep myself in control, whenever I saw you. …uhuhuh…  When you actually touched me …uhuhuh…  and your hands and lips and tongue doing all those things to me, …uhuhuh…  I just could not withstand!  …uhuhuh…  My body was not any more in my control …uhuhuh… When you carried me to the carpet I was totally dazed …uhuhuh…  I had lost all the ability to think. …uhuhuh…My senses had taken complete control …uhuhuh… but you think I am …uhuhuh…I am a …uhuhuh……uhuhuh…

I could not bear to see such a strong woman break down, sobbing like that.  I realized that it was all basically my fault. I felt terribly guilty.  I also felt stoutly protective.  Here was a lovely woman in tears, just because of me.  It was I who started it all. So, I must do some thing in atonement.  I would do anything to bring the smiles back to her face.  I walked across to her and said very soothingly, “Please! Don’t weep.  It was all my mistake.  I am sorry to hear that you have been sexless so long. No doubt my actions roused you that way.  Of course, I had mistaken you for Sindhu.  You two are so very much alike, you know. I had no reason to think that anything was amiss.  And you were so wonderful and responsive.” I hesitated a little and then blurted out:  “I must confess about one thing. I declare it boldly, whatever you might think about me.  I have never experienced any thing like today ever before, though Sindhu and I have never missed a single day to --------.”  Suddenly I stopped in mid sentence, realizing what I had almost uttered and blushed, feeling embarrassed. She looked at me through her tear-filled eyes and said, “A single day to…?  Oh,…. I understand.”  In spite of herself, she giggled and said, “Raj, after all that has happened between us now, you feel still awkward to talk to me about sex?”  Her eyes suddenly lit up.  She said, with a hint of mischief in her voice, “Raj!  Don’t try to pull my legs. Tell me honestly.  Did you really enjoy that much?  Don’t think I don’t know about the vow Sindhu and you have taken.  I thought she would have become an expert at such things by now, the way you two have been carrying on.” Being confronted outspokenly like that, I found myself replying: “Sindhu is in fact wonderful.  But, now I think she has still to learn a lot.”  I then said in a solemn voice: “I swear that what I said about you is absolutely true. You are entirely in a different class.  You are simply incomparable.” I was shocked at myself, hearing my own words, but it was all pouring out from the core of my heart.  I felt compelled to say it, when she was being so frank and forth right.  

My reply had the most dramatic effect on her.  She looked at me, with those mesmeric eyes, grown wide and glowing.  She did not speak a few seconds.  Suddenly, she cast her eyes down and said very gently and softly: “You know Raj, you too belong to a very different class.  Never before in my life have I been roused as strongly as today.  Do you know one thing? Your juice!  My God! It was so tasty and wonderful.  It is pure nectar! ….  I have never tasted any thing like that before.”  She sighed heavily and said in a contrite voice: “Sindhu is really very very fortunate.”  She suddenly buried her face in her hands and started sobbing gently.  It was a sight I could not bear. Her words, her beauty and more than any thing, her misery and helplessness, drew me to her like a magnet.  I walked up to her and stood, barely touching her. I heard myself saying, “Please, please! Don’t cry. Let me tell you this. If Sindhu is fortunate, I cannot bear to see her mother any less fortunate.  I will do any thing to make her happy, any thing, I swear.”  Those words had come out of my mouth spontaneously, even without a moment’s thinking!  Only then I realized the full import of what I had just said.  I wondered whether I had overstepped myself, in my genuine concern for her. I looked at her with some trepidation, half expecting her to detect a scorn in her face, offended at my words.  

I need not have feared.  Nothing like that happened.  Instead, she stopped sobbing and looked up at me with the same peculiar expression in her face, with which I had become very familiar in the past few months – the very same she used to bear, whenever I used to call her Sindhu by mistake; the very same I never used to make out what it meant in the past, even till that very moment.  Suddenly, I understood.  She was, and had been all along, desiring for me, but being a mentally strong woman and, realizing that she had to control herself, being my mother-in-law, she had maintained her poise and equilibrium on all those occasions.  But what had happened that evening was beyond even her and she had ultimately given in to her deeply repressed longing.  Standing so near, so lovely and so vulnerable, with just a saree loosely draped around, she looked to me like a forlorn angel, lost in wilderness. She needed protection, my protection.  She deserved my care and my love.  And she desperately needed good sex too! I would give her ALL, come what may. I put my hands on her shoulders. It seemed so natural. She did not object, nor make any move to withdraw.  We just stood there, looking intently at each other. Her remarkable eyes were shining through her tears.  They mesmerized me absolutely.  They had become a fathomless ocean and I was sinking down and down, deeper and deeper into it. A great sense of elation swept through me.  I honestly do not remember how long we were standing like that.  Maybe, five minutes … ten minutes … or even longer.  Slowly and deliberately, without taking her eyes off me even for a second, she undid the temporary knot she had made in her saree to hold it in place. My eyes were totally riveted on hers, but in the periphery of my vision, I could vaguely see her saree slipping down, leaving her stark naked once more.  Then, she slowly and deliberately, reached forward and tugged at the tea-table cover I had tied around my waist.  It also came off easily and fell down at our feet, leaving me completely naked.  She leaned forward, and our bodies touched each other. She trembled at the contact.  I put my arms gently around her and held her close, to soothe her.  Her trembling slowly subsided.  Gently, she rested her head on my chest, let out a sigh and closed her eyes.

Not a word was spoken after my stout declaration to do any thing to make her happy.  There seemed to be no need. Effective communication had taken place between our eyes and our bodies, making all verbal exchange absolutely unnecessary.  We were both in a different world - a world where emotions are the only language.  It was my prick which reminded us both at last about the mundane world.  It had started growing larger and stiffer in the past few minutes, raising its head and pushing hard against her belly button.  She started moaning softly and nuzzled closer to me, obviously relishing the contact with my cock. In that very moment, the phone rang again, intruding into our new intimacy and bringing us back to the reality of things, for the second time.

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