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Happenings at the Sunrise Compound - II
[This is a work of fiction and is meant for the adult readers only. Resemblance with any name or event would only be a coincidence. The usual Disclaimer applies in other respects as well. The story is in three parts. It is advisable to read them in sequence.]

This is Part II of the story.
MF FF LACT
The Sunrise Compound – a three cottage residential complex – located in a sparsely populated northern hill district of India saw important developments in the last two years. These are narrated below by its three occupants – Lisa (22) – the beautiful caretaker, Shirin (28) – the vivacious boutique owner, and Karan (26) – the artist, in installments. The last two have been occupying a cottage each on rent in the Compound on an agreement with the owner – Mrs. Silvia De Silva (84) who had finally shifted to Goa, her native place, having lived at the Sunrise Compound for about forty years with her deceased husband, a retired army colonel. Mrs. De Silva had arranged permanent occupancy for Lisa, her late Caretaker Mary’s only daughter, and had included her presence at the Compound as caretaker in the agreements with Shirin and Karan. This was the situation in the beginning of April 2007, the starting point of the narratives by the occupants of the Compound.
15 March 2008 – LISA
Last few months have been very eventful and brought a big change in my life. Mommy (Mrs. De Silva) passed away in Goa after a brief illness. She surprised everybody by giving the Sunrise Compound to me in her will. Uncle Upareti helped me in getting the registration done in my name that took a few weeks. Prior to this, Toni, a thorn in my life, was reportedly killed in a road accident. His family did not care to inform me about it. Shirin’s boutique has been doing excellently well. She persuaded me to become a partner in the enterprise with a share of 30 per cent to begin with. 

My personal life underwent far deeper changes involving both Shirin and Karan. We three have come very close after the harrowing incident at my cottage a few months ago. Although Karan continues to be busy in his own work and is quite often away from the Compound, yet his interaction with Shirin and me has increased. Shirin has several times invited him for tea and dinner at her place and he too has reciprocated with my help. Being in charge of the arrangement for these small parties I too am required to be present. On their insistence, I now share the table with them. This happens with the daily dinner as well. I now seldom have dinner at my own cottage. Both of them now regularly help me in the kitchen as well as in laying the table. This has created a family like environment that I have been missing for a long time. I and Shirin now also often share the girl talk – about cosmetics, clothes and, of course, about our past lives, sex and bodies too. She no longer hesitates in changing while I am present in the room. In the past few months Bashir has visited her only twice and Aaftab also came along with him. On those occasions, I spend hours sitting in my voyeur’s hideout to track their bedroom escapades. In spite of a lot of free sex with Aaftab, somehow Shirin has not been able to conceive from him, at least not as yet. She is at times quite sad about her situation. But since the last few months a small development has given a queer twist to the relationships at the Sunrise Compound.

Sometime back, Karan brought a replica of a tall swan that he procured locally. The big toy was brought with great fanfare, Karan carefully supervising its delivery and placement at a central location in his verandah-studio. He then spent a lot of time in dusting the swan, which was clean anyway, and like a child would go to it again and again admiring it from all angles. In the evening I mentioned about it to Shirin and we had a hearty laugh at Karan’s cost. But the next day while we three were having dinner at Shirin’s place, Shirin made an enquiry about the swan with an innocent mock curiosity. This unleashed the artist in Karan who gave us small lecture about ancient Greece, its gods and goddesses and stories of their sexual relationships and practices. It turned out that one of their powerful gods in the form of a swan seduced an otherwise unwilling queen and children were produced out of their relationship. Karan told us that this story forms the basis of works of many great artists in foreign countries and that he also wanted to do such a painting. He almost forced us to see the swan at his place and how he proposed to go about painting his theme. After the dinner we went to his place for coffee. With great relish he showed the swan to us describing its special features carefully changing the position of its neck, etc. In his enthusiasm he forgot that we were ladies as he proudly drew our attention to the large penis that he had specially got appended to the swan replica. He also showed some paintings in the books of art he had showing a nude woman and the swan. It became difficult for us to suppress laughter at his zeal. As we were about to leave after finishing the coffee, Shirin asked, “So when are you going to begin the painting?”

“As soon as I am able to arrange a model”, he replied.

“But the model will have to be a woman and I don’t think any woman would easily agree to work for a nude painting,” Shirin said.

“Yes, that is a serious problem….although I am willing to pay handsomely as the fee” his disappointment was obvious.

“Perhaps even for a fat fee hardly any woman in this town would agree” I also put the spanner.  

“In that case, a dream of mine would get dashed…for the time being,” he sighed.

“But have you ever painted a woman in the nude?” I was surprised at Shirin’s boldness.

“Well…yes,” he seemed careful in replying, “would you like to see some of such paintings?”

“Of course, I would love to… especially because you have made them. Isn’t it, Lisa?” Shirin looked at me smiling meaningfully. I secretly returned her smile.

Karan took a few minutes to open two or three specially made large album containers, took out four or five paintings and laid them delicately over a well lit table. Shirin pulled me up to the table. All I could make out was that they were paintings of a very beautiful woman and depicted her body parts in fine detail. At the top their titles were written on detachable paper-cards, such as ‘Jungle’s Daughter”, ‘Fertility’ and ‘After-glow’. Shirin too admired the paintings and asked, “Who is this model? And how much did she charge for the work?”

“I don’t remember the name, and she charged a lot,” he replied uncomfortably. We could make out that he was not willing to divulge the details and was perhaps lying.

“Why don’t you get her here for this work also? It will solve your problem.” I asked.

“Well, that is no more possible”, it seemed he wanted to close the topic.

“In that case, here are two women. You may ask them for the favour. At least one of them will be ready….but on the same terms as she did,” Shirin pointed towards the paintings.

“I‘ll think it over” he replied with a wry smile, somewhat uncertain and nervous. Shirin thanked him for the coffee and we came out waiving him back. 

In the small pathway we could not help giggling. Shirin asked me to come to her place for a ‘girl talk’ over another cup of coffee; she was in a hilarious mood. In the privacy of her living room she began changing into a night gown as I moved to the kitchen to make coffee. “Well what do you think? Here is a handsome young man and he is in need of help”, she had discarded her sandals, shawl and shirt and came into the kitchen following me; her heavy breasts encased in bra bounced. “And we can help him…at least I am inclined to….but on the ‘same’ terms which I don’t know …but can you guess?” she laughed heartily as she removed her bra also, her nipples staring at me like spikes. It took me a couple of minutes before I poured coffee into the cups and place some cookies in a plate. Shirin had changed into a gown by now and had moved to the bed room. She took the cup from the tray and settled in the bed with back resting at the headstand. “Well I must confess, Lisa, I am sexually aroused by the very idea of a woman doing with a bird,” she giggled, “did you notice in those paintings… of classical masters?”

“Yes I did, they were, indeed, very unnatural,” I replied.

“Unnatural? What is unnatural in them? Haven’t you heard of sex between humans and animals - people doing to the domestic pets, like dogs?”

“Yes, but is it not unnatural?” I persisted.

“May be, if anything not done usually is to be called unnatural” she compromised. But if it is exciting and makes a person happy without doing any harm, then why not?” she argued.

“Yes… I mean may be.” I said cautiously.

“Not that only. We have talked earlier also; a woman should have a right to decide whom she would like to make love to and when” she said.

“But where is the question here of testing that right of a woman? And where is any pet or animal? All we saw at Karan’s place was a toy-swan and some paintings he showed to us.” I said. 

“And what do you think about the owner of that toy-bird and paintings, that handsome young man? Would it not be a thrill to sit nude before him and watch the  reaction on him – when he touches you at places to arrange your posture? I think that the woman whose paintings he showed to us did make out with him, he was nervous discussing about it. Isn’t it?” she giggled. “And I shall put an extra condition,” she said conspiringly, “that he will have to do whatever I tell him to if his ‘excitement’ shows.”

“And what would that condition be?” I asked.

“He will have to make love to me then and there itself.” She said excitedly and laughed lecherously. I could not believe my ears.

“Oh my God, Shirin, I think Bashir should come here more often,” I regretted my words almost as I uttered them. She became serious, “One day I would tell you in detail that there is not much in it and I am free to do whatever I want to in the matter of sex.”

“I am sorry, I never meant it,” I said with a bowed head.

“Yes, I know. It is OK.” She said.

But it took her a few minutes to regain her mood. She suddenly beamed, “I want to know from you whether you would like to join me in the modeling fun ... and help Karan shed his innocence, that is, if he has left with any?” Shirin winked. 

I had still not come out of the guilt of making an undesirable comment. “Me? I never thought about it” this was all I could say.

“But you like the man all right, I mean Karan? At least you don’t find him undesirable, I would think?” she asked me further. 

“But I have never thought about him that way. I mean….you know. Well, I don’t know what he thinks about me” I said.

“Now this gives another interesting angle to the whole thing,” she said, “Tell me, since you are a dear friend to me, suppose if he gets interested in you, would you allow him? I think you understand…” she looked at me squarely in the eyes, her large right breast peeked as she put down the cup in the tray. 

“Well, I will have to think… I have already been done by two men…several times…you know what? I don’t want my body to become a depository of male filth…and it might lead to complications as well. But if a long run relationship is involved, may be.” I said guardedly. But my reply was much more than she wanted. She almost jumped, “Now this is something, Lisa. Past is past and don’t depress yourself by remembering those who took advantage of you. Having sex with a person whom you love even temporarily is not a sin. It is natural fulfillment of desire that God has given us. We humans have unnecessarily clouded our natural pleasures by binding ourselves in social and religious norms. So enjoy this aspect of life too to your fullest. In any case, I will do my best to help you getting into a long run relationship, or even more, with Karan. But I hope you won’t mind my initial sharing of Karan. Would you?” She hugged me while sitting. In spite of myself I said, “Let’s see how it works out. I love you too.” 

“Everything will work out fine, Kiddo,” she said, now we are partners in fun too.” Shirin suddenly gave me a long hug accompanied by a kiss on the mouth, her tongue probing. “Let us celebrate it,” she said, “why don’t you sleep here tonight?” She was visibly aroused, her nipples poking into my bra-encased ones like spikes. And there was melting eagerness in her eyes. I could not refuse. That night I experienced the pleasure of lesbian sex for the first time; Shirin said that for also it was the first time. Who cares? Actually there is not much of sex in it or I don’t know as yet – just mutual surrender of naked bodies and feeling expected caresses (kissing, sucking, licking, touching) at sensitive places, unmindful of where, and ultimate release of tension in a soft way, much different, and pleasurable still, from that being with a man. 

That night spent at Shirin’s cottage changed my entire outlook towards sex. Since then Shirin and I behave like lovers feeling and kissing each others several times a day. Words that sometimes denote obscenities and are generally used by men are frequently used in our private conversation; there is a strong urge to share everything with each other. We have to be very conscious and careful in talking before others. I also started seeing Karan in a different light – a potential source of sexual pleasure and a possible life companion who must be won over. I would specially dress up for him (low neck shirts and often braless tops and all that) and seldom miss an opportunity to ‘accidentally’ touch him. I started looking into his eyes directly while complimenting him for small things. He has begun responding earlier than expected. He would shake hands and pat me on head and shoulders on trivial matters. Graduating to kissing my hands, giving pecks on cheeks and finally full mouth kissing took but a few days. At this stage I could not continue any further playing with him the game of enticement; I have already become genuinely interested in him. Our embraces have became passionate and intense and I know that time was not far when the ultimate would happen. In the beginning, I used to share my initiatives and the “prey’s” reaction with Shirin, but as I got seriously involved with Karan I have begun keeping many things to myself. But strangely my relations with Shirin have not changed a bit and I also never feel jealous of her planned overtures to Karan. Perhaps I am afraid of distancing myself with either of them. 

And three days ago it happened. I had forgotten the key of my cottage at Karan’s place where I had dinner. I realized this after talking to Shirin for sometime when I finally took leave from her and reached my cottage. It was quite late, but there was no alternative but to revisit Karan’s place to fetch the key. Surprisingly his lights were on. He told me that he was retouching the painting of ‘Mountain Roscoe Lily Flowers’ that he had recently done – a riot pf purple and green colours against brown and grey background of  hills. His studio verandah was well lit. He requested me for a cup of coffee as he intended to work for another hour at least. When I returned with coffee and cashew nuts, he was fully absorbed in work and did not notice my arrival for almost a minute. He then sat down on the floor near the settee that I occupied and talked about the oil painting as we sipped coffee. When I stood up to collect the tray, he thanked me for the coffee and giving him the company at that hour; he took me into his arms. Instantly we were in a never ending tight embrace – kissing again and again and again. After several minutes I said, “I must go Karan; it’s very late.”

“No, darling can I ever agree to let you leave” he was visibly aroused. My heartbeat increased in anticipation, “But your darling has to sleep and there is work to do in the morning.”

“In that case she will go to bed immediately,” he lifted me in his arms and carried me to his bed and very tenderly laid me on it. I was mesmerized and lost all track of time and place. I felt him kissing me all over – my lips, forehead, nose, cheeks, earlobes, neck, shoulders and the breasts as he undid the buttons of the top and pushed up the bra. I was panting with excitement and pulled him down to the bed. I also helped him to disrobe me fully and himself. He once again began his kissing journey from the forehead down, this time also inhaling strongly and licking at my hairy armpits, navel and my womanhood. I was mad with a feverish desire. I could feel the touch of his hard penis at the side of my thigh. He then came over me, felt the entrance of my vagina hidden into moist hair. After a few trials he succeeded in entering it with his penis. Our union was complete. I also felt bad that for the only man I came to love from the core of my heart, I could not keep up my virginity. I was choked with emotions. When I mentioned this to Karan he consoled me by saying that the Pastor and Toni had taken advantage of my helplessness, a sort of blackmail, and that I could not have helped it. Further, it was enough for him that I remained sane and now loved him. We made love frantically as if challenging each other’s prowess while trying to give to the other more and more pleasure, changing positions. After several minutes, while Karan was above me again, I felt the jets of wet warmth hitting and speeding into my womb. Simultaneously an involuntarily spasm overtook me receiving his semen. We made love twice that night. When I woke up in the morning after a brief sleep, I found the lights of the studio still on. I put them off and prepared bed tea for both of us. Then I woke up Karan who gave me a smile. Somehow I felt shy in looking into his eyes then, but asked him, “We have come too far, what will happen?”

“I will marry you; hope you find me acceptable. But I will have to talk to my brother and sister-in- law – basically to announce my resolve,” he said, “I am going home after three-four days.”

“But you know my past…I mean, I have no parents and family, I was once married and I have not been a virgin…and I belong to a different community.’ I stammered.

“So what?” he said, “So long as you love me it is okay. Incidentally, I believe in space for the individual, which may also include sex with others – in past, present and future. Love between the spouses should be much above such things, which they should not hide from each other. Don’t you think so?” he asked.

“Well, I don’t know what all you are talking about, but you are an extremely kind and nice man. I agree with whatever you say and shall do whatever you would like me to do,” I answered. He locked me in his arms and we had a long kiss.

  Karan has also told Shirin that he would be visiting his home for about a week and on return would seriously pursue the project of painting ‘Leda and the swan’. He intends to try one or both of us to model for him. Shirin is determined to have her pound of flesh. Who cares? But I am a little apprehensive about the outcome of his proposal of marrying me. A woman without a family is very vulnerable. Please help me, God.

15 March 2008 – SHIRIN
Although I am well settled here, my personal problems remain. Perhaps marrying Bashir Miyan was a mistake as he cannot provide me the solution which should not have been difficult for a man. His unbelievable permissiveness has nudged me into an altogether different life style which, I am not sure, is whether for the better or the worse. The best thing that has happened to me is financial independence, that too through a vocation that has creativity and has been one of my dreams. Lisa has been a great help and has taken on herself much of the work of the Boutique. I think I have done right to give her 30 per cent share in the business which would maintain her commitment and interest in it. Otherwise too she is an excellent person and a friend now. We have begun sharing every thing, including our bodies. I have recently discovered my bi-sexuality surfacing; Lisa has been the only girl with whom I have had sex. Perhaps she got into it easily because of her own personal problems (the poor girl lost her old ruffian of a husband only a few months ago) rather than due to any compelling sexual attraction towards me. But I wish she gets remarried, this time to a proper man, and begins a secure normal life, preferably here itself. It would be wonderful if she continues relations with me too. Going by such considerations, Karan would be an ideal choice for Lisa, provided he too accepts her. Although Lisa does not have a family to negotiate or help her in settling down, but she is now an owner of the Sunrise Compound thanks to the will of Mrs. De Silva and has an attractive asset to share with her would be husband. I shall also help her as far as possible. 

Bashir Miyan came here twice on short visits and Aaftab accompanied him both the times. On both the occasions it was my safe period, so in spite of heavy sex with Aaftab I could not conceive from him. My staunch homosexual husband would never understand such a simple thing. Like a cuckold he has of late started watching me being taken by another man and hopes like a simpleton that his seed would make me pregnant. Aaftab must be here during several fertile periods to get this done. But then this place has a conservative small town society. It would not be proper if Aaftab lives with me all alone for long periods; a scandal can destroy my business here. But the craving of my body for a baby is ever increasing. Only a woman can understand this desperation. Perhaps I will have to do some plain talking to Bashir and Aaftab next time. In the meantime, I have come very close to Karan since the incident of Lisa’s attempted rape. We quite often have tea and dinner together in which Lisa also joins. It is convenient for her too although we all share kitchen work like a family. 

There has been much frolicking at the Sunrise Compound over Karan’s fantasy of emulating classical masters in doing the “Leda and the Swan” painting. He has obtained from somewhere a replica of a large swan with interesting features of adjustment of wings, neck, eyes and the bill, and has got added a monstrous phallus to it keeping in view the use of the bird-toy for fulfilling his art fantasy. He thinks it is well suited to serve as the ‘companion’ of a real woman model that he is looking for. He showed to me and Lisa the art books containing photo paintings on this theme by some old artists. We were amused to learn that Karan too wants to join their club by pursuing the same theme. But as the woman model will have to be in the nude he is facing a serious problem in locating a suitable one here. When we showed the curiosity whether he had painted any nude in the past, he showed us some nice paintings, which had won some appreciation too in an exhibition he had held sometime back. The woman modeled for them must be extremely beautiful although he had tried to change the face that only differed from one painting to another. That gave out to me that it was not a paid model. Obviously he was trying to save someone from being identified. Since the woman wore post coitus lurid expression in one of the paintings and if not a paid model, she must be well known to Karan – perhaps a girl friend. He must be making out with her sexually. This got confirmed when on enquiring who she was and why can’t she be called here to do the painting with the swan too, he became evasive and irritated. In any case, Mr. Artist is not all that innocent that he looks and if the woman is still in his life he might not agree to have a long run relationship with any other woman, like Lisa. I, however, made a suggestion to him that he might consider me and Lisa to become models for that painting ‘at the same terms as the other lady had’. He closed the subject then and there saying that he would think over it. But would I leave him at that? 

However, that evening my sexual arousal was heightened culminating in seducing Lisa. Very surprisingly, she did not refuse; perhaps she feels an obligation towards me. We slept in the nude and made love; interestingly it was the first time for woman to woman love for both of us; many things were tried tentatively. Since then we have been behaving like lovers in teens and have improved our performance in girl-girl sex. Lisa has also agreed to join me in having fun with Karan. I have  suggested to her to explore Karan as a possible life partner, that is, if he is available. She herself seems to like Karan and her efforts to draw his attention towards her have already started showing encouraging signs.

My teasing Karan regarding the swan painting project has taken our relationship to a flirting pitch. A few days back, as Lisa was out for a couple of hours, I saw Karan returning from outside. I casually invited him for tea which he gladly accepted it. I asked him about the progress in locating a model for the swan painting and he laughingly mentioned that since I had offered my and Lisa’s help for it, he had abandoned his search for a model from outside. With mock seriousness I asked, “Do you really find me suitable for the role?”

“How would you assess your suitability?” he counter questioned.

“Well, I am not sure whether you wish to emulate the classical artists fully or just follow the theme of the painting, but there are significant racial differences between the physical features of the European women (at least as seen in the paintings) and those of the Indian women like me and Lisa. For example, they have round and plump bodies in the paintings – face, breasts, tummy, hips, thighs etc, whereas ours are different, you know….” I said.

 “A pertinent and intelligent observation”, he appreciated, but I won’t mind an Indian version of the painting, let the theme only be Grecian. But you are right, the body features must be befitting...” he became thoughtful.

“In that case you will have to determine,” I said. He became thoughtful, “If you are really serious to help me, may I see your body…after all the painting is that of a nude woman.”

“Well let us settle it….Okay.” I got up, went to the dressing room, fully disrobed and returned. “What do you think?” I asked. 

“First of all, please accept my compliments. You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen” he said in an emotionally charged tone, “and…and I think you would be an excellent choice for the model if you can withstand the ordeal of sitting for long hours in the same posture.” 

“I am glad you like what you see, but don’t forget that I have been a mother and my breasts, tummy and hips are heavy and sag somewhat” I warned him.

“But, if you had seen minutely, Leda too had some sag in these body parts having borne other children from her king husband. And the main thing is that in the painting she is raped by Zeus in the guise of the swan or else, as per the other opinion, bewitched by the beauty of the bird, she willingly succumbed to passion. It is the erotic overtone of the fantasy that scores and not the physical attributes” he replied, “and, as I said, I have to Indianize the painting…And incidentally, don’t remove your pubes either,” he was bold. 

“You are a clever conversationalist, Karan. But tell me are you really affected by my body?” I became bold too.

“Is there a doubt?” he questioned.

“Perhaps, so let me see,” I walked up to him and before he could comprehend I opened his fly and caught hold of his stiffened penis. “Oh my God, may I see it?” I asked.

“Well…well. Do you really want to, I mean, must you?” he was surprised, perhaps shocked.

“Oh, don’t be so shy. Both of us are adults and whatever we are doing is with mutual consent and responsibility. Don’t bring in the rotten social values…and hurry up.” I brazenly looked into his eyes. Still showing disbelief, he disrobed quickly and walked up to me with a fully erected penis. I saw an uncircumcised penis for the first time; it was long, fat and heavy. I felt wet in anticipation. We made love for a long time till his ejaculation fused with my orgasm. The way Karan handled my body and tracked my sensitivities and responses during the foreplay, in administering kisses, licking, sucking and biting, penetration and rhythm in strokes along with endearments and lascivious appreciation he continuously poured into my ears, made it clear that he was not a novice in the game of sex and had handled experienced women in the past. My curiosity to know about the women he enjoyed earlier has increased, but I know that he would not speak about them if asked. As we lay exhausted after a passionate session, he said, “I intend to go home for about a week or so, and on return shall take up the ‘swan project’ as you sometimes call it. Incidentally, what about Lisa? Is she also interested?”

“Oh, you want to do Lisa too, you men are never satisfied with one” I teased him. 

He laughed, “You yourself had suggested that she would like to. And, I also think that she is interested in me.”

“Yes I remember that. And I strongly recommend Lisa to you. There is nothing more precious in this world than a woman’s unselfish love for a man that Lisa is capable of giving” I philosophized while canvassing for her, “she will give you much more than a woman like me can”.

“Okay, teacher, noted,” he began suckling my left breast. 

“Oh, not that again…I mean not now”, I said, “Lisa is due to come any moment”. 

He began dressing up, gave me a long kiss and left. Lisa entered the cottage just as I leisurely moved to the dressing room to change. She hugged my naked body and gave me a full mouth kiss as I still had Karan’s semen in my vagina. But I did not tell anything to her; she is too innocent to sniff the unusual in the air. Let her discover things in due course. 

15 March 2008 – KARAN
Lusan delivered the swan a few months ago after several reminders as he felt that the addition of penis that I had suggested was not coming out well as per his imagination. He believes in perfection. The bird when delivered looked live and more beautiful at my place. Lisa and Shirin, with whom I have become very close, showed much interest in the replica of the bird and my purpose of acquiring it. I invited them one evening after the dinner that we sometimes take together at Shirin’s or my place and that evening at Shirin’s,  to see and appreciate it as also my plan for the long cherished painting of ‘Leda and the Swan’ theme. They were fascinated by Lusan’s work. When I explained to them the theme and the Grecian mythology around it, they seemed to be bitten by the erotic bug. The conversation drifted into the problem I would encounter in finding a model locally that would be willing to do sittings in the nude and whether I ever used a nude model. This encouraged me to show them some of the much appreciated paintings in which Kusum had modeled. Perhaps that aroused them further as their faces were flushed, eyes dilated and wandering and quivering in speech; outwardly they only continued teasing me. It was a good fun. But Shirin said she and Lisa would like to help me out if I requested them to model for the painting. She also said that she would be willing to do at the ‘same terms’ as the ‘model’ (Kusum) in the paintings I had shown to them. What terms she was referring to? Was she referring to my relations with Kusum that she has somehow sensed? At any rate I will have to be very careful and not disclose Kusum’s identity to them; fortunately I had blanked out her face in the paintings that I showed to Shirin and Lisa.

But both Shirin and Lisa have become involved with me - I mean physically. For quite some time, I have noticed a distinct warmth and affection in Lisa’s behaviour. She nowadays bestows extra cares on me in all respects – food, tidying the house, ironing my clothes on her own, giving me small presents like deodorants, replacing handkerchiefs with clean ones in my pant pockets, buttoning shirts and even mending socks by taking them home or in my absence. We often take tea and dinner together. She also does not hesitate in stopping or pushing me out physically if I try to do something that she does not want me to. For quite sometime I used to think that she has been doing all this in return for my saving her from rape, but soon I realized that it was out of real feelings for me. I don’t remember when I began responding to her cares and instead of just thanking her for some nice gesture, holding her affectionately and patting her on the shoulders and head. Sometimes I even kissed her on the forehead that soon descended to cheeks and finally to lips. Yes, I have begun responding to her love. There is no better feeling in this world than this. We now embrace quite often, several times a day. On such occasions, she raises her face and waits for my kiss with closed eyes or tightening of embrace, her soft warm healthy breasts mashing into my chest ad then she looks straight into my eyes with an imploring expression along with tenderness and dependent submission.  

While I have been getting involved with Lisa, an innocuous situation led to Shirin seducing me, but I have no regrets. About a week ago while Lisa was on some errand down town, Shirin invited me for tea. Our talk drifted to her offer to model for the ‘Leda and the Swan’ painting for which she was keen to find out her suitability. This led to her disrobing and showing me her body in the nude. And what a voluptuous body she has. I was carried away. Perhaps she sensed it; I could see the same look of hunger in her eyes that I have seen in Kusum’s – a woman in throes of passion. We had a long session of fierce love making during which I sometimes felt that I was making love not to Shirin but to Kusum. The only difference was that Shirin seems to like rough sex with a lot of biting and scratching and stroking whereas Kusum prefers experimentation. Both of us had shattering orgasms. After catching her breath she kissed me several times showing her gratitude for the enjoyable encounter. “You can carry a woman to heaven with the tool and the skill you have’” she was very frank. Even after love making we remained without clothes for quite some time and enjoyed each others’ nudity. She showed particular interest in my uncircumcised penis which she said she had seen for the first time. In all probability we will have more such encounters. I have met Shirin several times since then; she looks straight into my eyes and sometimes blushes. Is she too having some sort of crush on me?


In the mean time, my serious involvement with Lisa has continued and, indeed, was sealed two days ago when we slept together for the first time. She dropped in suddenly late one evening from Shirin’s place to pick up the keys of her cottage that she had forgotten in the kitchen. As I was awake retouching a recently finished painting, I requested her for a cup of coffee. Her arrival was like a celebration as I am now in love with her. While taking coffee we had a little necking and petting. Both of us were aroused. With nervous bashfulness she mentioned that it was getting late and she wished to go to her place and sleep. But the devil had taken over me. I carried her in arms to my bedroom. Soon we divested ourselves of all clothes and made love. She was reluctant in the beginning but soon came in the mood. We made love until early hours of morning. Love making with Lisa was so much different and sounded as if I was doing something natural and rightful. Once in between the strokes she began sobbing. Concerned I asked her whether she was hurt her. “I feel so guilty that I have not come as a virgin to you; I wish you were the man to have made me the woman,” she was sentimental. I assured her that it did not matter at all as her past experiences were more in the nature of exploitation by unscrupulous men and I was fortunate to have her in the end.  I also promised her later that I would marry her soon. I think I will have to broach up the subject with Kusum; without her help this would not be easy.

June 15, 2008 – LISA
I married Karan Hotri on 3rd June and another great development is that Shirin is pregnant.

 I could never imagine that it would be that easy. About two months ago, Karan had returned from his home and had given me the good news that his brother and sister-in-law had condescended to our marriage. Further, they would be coming to meet me after a couple of weeks and to formally convey their approval to our marriage. We had to make preparations within a few days that included, besides arranging ‘our’ home and giving notice at the District Court. I once again took the support of Upareti Uncle for the tasks at the Court who arranged one of his lawyer friends to file my application as he himself had to be a witness, along with Shirin, from my side.

While we had been making the necessary preparations for the marriage, the artist Karan coaxed by Shirin, commenced his ‘Swan’ painting project. He tried Shirin and me individually in two paintings each and both of us together in two more. The modeling being in the nude it was not possible for any of the three to hide nudity from the two others. So the easier option was practiced - of remaining collectively nude in Karan’s cottage for larger part of the days on which the work was done. Shirin had succeeded in making Karan observe the stipulation of doing the work in the nude. At times he showed signs of arousal when he had to make love to one of us (mostly Shirin) which was usually towards the end of a session. The third person had the option of either remaining a spectator or move out on some errand. It has been a unique experience. But we found it very natural and easy after some initial hesitation and nervousness mostly on my part. Earlier, when Karan had gone to see his brother and sister-in-law, I had been sleeping almost every night in Shirin’s bed and that removed any vestige of privacy that was left between us. Both of us had shared the details of our love making with Karan and his intention to marry me. “It is a great development, love,” Shirin had complimented me. “Something tells me that it will materialize. And, if you want Lisa, I will immediately withdraw from having any physical relationship with your would be husband,” she had winked casually caressing my right breast. “Oh, I have no objection and perhaps will not have any in future too. Let time take its course. You are having me any way and we shall continue our relationship even after marriage, I think,” I had reciprocated. So it was a well informed triad although so far we have not been in a threesome act of sex.

The paintings came up quite well – at least much beyond my expectations. In the individual ones the bill of the bird either caught our napes of the neck or one of our nipples. The most peculiar thing, which Karan mentioned as his originality, was that in the individual paintings the large fat penis of the bird penetrated us by good four to five inches. In the beginning it sounded like fun but remaining penetrated and still for several minutes by a hard cold object was not very comfortable, but somehow we managed it. Karan replaced our faces as was decided so that the recognition of the models was not possible but anybody familiar with our bodies beneath the dress could tell the identities. Karan planned to display the swan paintings in his solo exhibition later in the year.

I and Shirin were introduced to Karan’s brother and sister-in-law when they ultimately came about two months after Karan’s return from home. I immediately had a liking for the ravishingly beautiful Kusum and the feminine delicate poise with which she conducted herself. The family revolved round her. I could make out that she is the ultimate decision maker. Kusum and Saadhan liked the environment at the Compound and especially Karan’s cottage which we had painstakingly decorated for the occasion. They had brought many presents for me including Jewellery and clothes and lots of sweets and dry fruits as per the family custom. On two consecutive days Shirin invited them at her cottage – once for tea and another time for dinner. The third day Karan took his brother out for sight seeing (Kusum also had to go but she had been feeling unwell) which gave me an opportunity to spend time alone with Kusum. We talked of many things, including personal matters. Perhaps Karan had told her much, so after some time she said, “It is good Karan met a girl like you. I am sure you will make an excellent wife for him.”

 “In that case…in that case…do I take that you have no objection and my past…?” I began asking but was cut short by her, “Oh don’t bother about anything…you will join our family. Karan has already told me everything …I mean ‘everything’… about you including the naughty things you two have been doing together” she smiled knowingly and gave me a long hug. It was one of the best moments of my life.

An evening before they were to leave, Kusum was individually invited by Shirin to see her boutique and choose a gift for herself from there. She chose an ethnic dress made of wool and silk with a built in brassiere that Shirin had improvised. Shirin told me later that she had suggested to Kusum to try it for the right size although some adjustment was possible in the dress itself. With a roguish grin Shirin said, “Well, our gracious lady is carrying.”

“And how did you find it out? Did you ask her?” I questioned getting interested. 

“Well, all women can make it out, I think, and remember I have already passed through the experience. Firstly, Kusum has been having terrible nausea due to which she could not go for sight seeing; you yourself had informed me about it. Secondly, I could also notice the glow over her body that comes only when a woman is with child and new cells are forming in her body. Thirdly, when she was trying the dress at the boutique I had an opportunity to see her breasts; the nipples are already dark – a typical symptom of pregnancy. Finally, I asked her how far she has gone; she is a little over two months pregnant. The actual date of conception is around the time Karan had been there…”

“You don’t mean… I mean…” I began asking but Shirin cut me short.

“Yes quite likely that, kiddo,” she replied, “that is my major finding or hunch if you still want to call it that, she is in all probability carrying Karan’s baby. Her breasts, nipples, navel, stoop of shoulders, arms, etc all are the same as the woman in Karan’s paintings that we saw the other day. They must be making out with each other which also explains how the ‘unmarried’ Karan is so talented in love-making…..But does this upset you?” she suddenly asked me.

“Well, I am not upset so much, because I don’t know the truth as yet and perhaps it would be a thing of the past and would not affect Karan’s attitude towards me…..now,” I said.

“That’s the girl,” she said, “never ever question Karan about it… in your own interest. Many things happen in the families and in the world but never surface. Human relationships are just events engraved on moments and periods of time. They wilt with time. There is nothing wrong in men and women getting intimate because at that moment they celebrate the inspiration provided by nature. Socialization of human relationships is the greatest man-made curse of our civilization. My first husband, Aslam, used to make out with his sister-in-law, Benazir, and even sired a daughter from her. And he was so particular that I and Benazir cross nurse our babies as he was the father of both. I was upset at the time of our divorce, but now I realize that the whole worry was futile. The best alternative is to leave such things to time and enjoy life as it comes and it is not necessary that frictions should always arise. In any case, you have a well experienced and tutored husband,” she pressed my left breast, “I can’t blame Kusum; which woman would not go mad after Karan’s endowment and his sexual prowess? I would go to the extent of suggesting that if in future too Karan and Kusum continue with their relationship cooperate with them; there is no harm if every thing becomes open between you three. I have a hunch that even Kusum might work for it. If a man and two women can forge a smooth relationship it is a matter of great strength to all. I had almost adjusted with Benazir but Aslam was too narrow minded…But I should not bore you with all that.”  

Saadhan, Karan’s brother and Kusum left a day after telling us that they would come again after a fortnight to solemnize the marriage on an auspicious day (3rd June 2008) on which Upareti uncle had got the matter fixed in the local marriage court. Just two days before Karan’s brother and sister-in-law were to come, Shirin told me in confidence that she was pregnant.  She had been having regular sex with Karan for quite some time and was caught in her very first fertile period.  She had been feeling unwell for a few days and then more prominent symptoms had become manifest, e.g., pain in the breasts, morning sickness (nausea), darkening of areola and lethargy. At that stage, she consulted the local doctor who conducted some tests and confirmed her pregnancy. Otherwise also, this being her second pregnancy, Shirin told me, she herself was quite sure of her situation. The good thing is that she has been quite excited about bearing Karan’s child. “Lisa. I knew that it would be someone other than my husband; one could have gone for IVF. So how does it matter? I like Karan very much and would love to have his sperm grow into my womb. But I hope you are not upset about it” she asked me. “Oh, it is okay as far as I am concerned,” I replied. “If you are genuinely comfortable, I think we’ll have yet another basis for a strong personal relationship. And please don’t tell anything to Karan for now; let your marriage take place without any hassles,” she said.

On 5th June, two days after the marriage, Karan and I left along with Saadhan and Kusum for the family’s native place where a reception was arranged on the 7th. The very next day, we left for a week long honeymoon to a hill resort in South India. We have returned to the Sunrise Compound this morning only. Now onwards, I will be having a new life. I pray God for happiness of my family. Amen.

June 15, 2008: SHIRIN

God has ultimately answered my prayers; I am pregnant again – this time from Karan. Though it is still a long journey to go and it might bring upheaval in my personal life as sexual relationship with Karan has not been known to Bashir, yet the very feeling that my breasts will again produce milk for my offspring, is so elevating. This time I will not part with my child… at any cost, even that of my life; I shall not suffer any more. Strange are the ways of God. What had started as just a fun has fructified into fulfillment of a long cherished desire. 

Yet another good development is marriage of Lisa with Karan. She is very lucky to get a man like Karan as her husband. He is creative, outgoing, strong and caring; what else a woman wants in the husband? I have been making out with both Lisa and Karan; now that they are married, this equation might change although for the present both of them vouch to keep status quo ante. Only time will tell.

I enjoyed modeling for the swan paintings. They have come up very well. It was a new experience – modeling as well as posing in the nude before two other nude persons. We felt like children, nothing was concealed. Taking the fat staff of the toy bird in the vagina, though it was done only for few minutes each time, has itself been quite an experience. Lisa also experienced initial difficulty in doing this. Karan seems to be a good artist; he could even capture the blue veins running across my hips, outer thighs and breasts and also maintained the alabaster glow of my skin all over. We also openly had sex during those days and have continued it even after the work of modeling was through. My present condition is the result of the same. The main thing is that I have no regrets; in a way, I secretly desired this to happen.

Karan’s brother Saadhan and sister-in-law Kusum came to do the preliminaries for the marriage of Karan and Lisa. God is to be thanked that everything went well. Kusum is a vivacious woman, the type of one who is made for love-making and bearing children only. I invited the guests to my place twice and at the end Kusum alone to whom I presented a special dress prepared at the boutique. The dress is especially liked by the women who have above average and somewhat heavy breasts.  This dress has a built-in bra of light net that compresses the breast snugly and comfortably from all sides and gives it a pleasant allurement; the flap like touch of the woolen fabric of the dress gives a teasing and arousing sensation. The breasts are to be raised a little and then pushed through the supporting rings made of hard plastic (or copper) into the waiting net; a small string at the centre tightens the skin to the level needed and projecting it forward firmly. Kusum tried it hesitatingly but then gave in to my coaxing. She bared her breasts before me and even allowed me to hold them for adjustment. “I like the feeling”, she said, “As if someone else is carrying your load”. She is a spirited girl, indeed.

“And Kusum, allow me to say, you have a very beautiful set,” my voice quivered somewhat, “Mr. Saadhan is a very lucky man. He must be paying much attention to them” Her face became crimson, “Oh, husbands would be husbands, and none spares his wife here. Isn’t it?”

“And few wives escape bite and nail marks,” I laughed, “But yours are surprisingly clear…so far. Well it is a matter of time before you get some stretch marks there. Incidentally, are you already not with child?”

“Oh my God, how did you find out?” she asked going red again.

“Well I have a little more experience than you… I have been a mother. The dark colour of your aureole and nipples made me guess. And you have that glow too. Well, congratulations and good luck. Take good care of yourself. How long are you gone?”

“The third month has just began; it was confirmed not very long ago,” she informed. She then left after some time thanking me profusely and inviting me to her place. I did not feel like further ascertaining from her that whether she is the woman who was the model (whose face was changed or blanked out) in the paintings Karan had shown to me and Lisa – the same nape of the neck, the same torso, the same set of rounded heavy breasts, the same areole and nipples, etc. It amused me a lot to think that she had been making out with Karan too besides her husband. In all probability the fetus in her womb also belongs to Karan. Success to Lisa’s marriage would depend on this woman being on her right side.

It was only a few days after I met Kusum that I learnt that I am pregnant too. I have been having sex with Karan with much frequency in the past few weeks and this is the natural result. I have not told him about my condition; Lisa, to whom I informed, took it in a matter-of-the-fact manner. What a nice girl. She has been very busy in her marriage and has been out to Karan’s native place and subsequently on to her honeymoon. She and Karan have returned to the Sunrise Compound only this morning. She looks so happy though tired, and exudes confidence. I will have to deal with her now as an equal although she has not so far given any hint of change in her role as a house-keeper and her attitude towards me remains the same. She has shifted to Karan’s cottage and has decided to keep both the cottages with her for the time being. 

Bashir is expected to come next week; I will have to inform him of my condition immediately especially as Aaftab is not required any more – at least by me. I am not sure how would it work out.

June 15, 2008: KARAN
The fruitful phase of my life is continuing. My fantasy of painting ‘Leda and the Swan’ has already been fulfilled. Actually, I have made several versions of the same and can even have a separate section on this theme in the next exhibition. The experience of doing this project too has been unique. I wonder whether any artist himself has been nude while painting and a third person – a woman about to marry him also joining in the venture. And unique still, artists do sometimes get sexually involved with the model, but here the models themselves put the condition of open sex in case the artist showed any arousal or carnal desire. What a fulfillment; no doubt the paintings have come up so well.

Then I married the girl I fell in love with. The marriage too was solemnized so smoothly; no frictions or problems whatsoever thanks to Kusum. When I broached up the subject with her and Saadhan together, they agreed quite easily as if they had been waiting for the reference. It could be so because I had made a request to Kusum earlier to make Saadhan agree to the idea. He was leaving for an out of town assignment for a couple of days, so there was not much discussion on the same; he only said, “You are a grown up man now and can take responsible decisions. Just be sure about the sincerity and background of the girl and reputation of our family; all other things can be taken care of.” He returned from the assignment just the day before I had to leave, so it was decided that after a few weeks they would visit the Sunrise Compound to do the preliminaries. My suggestion for a court marriage too found ready acceptance with the qualification that immediately after the marriage we would be available for a reception at home so that we could be introduced to members of the larger family and some friends and business associates of Saadhan.

I found Kusum quite sentimental this time – and religious too. When Saadhan left, she bestowed special love and care on me. I got the food I relish most and with lot of extra nourishment. A priestess (named Mangla) only slightly older than Kusum came every morning till Saadhan returned to perform some special worship that would last for almost two hours. During this time both she and Kusum would wear just one non-stitched cloth each to cover them and lock themselves in Kusum’s room. Since there was no one at home, except me confined to my room, there was no problem in performing whatever ritual they had been doing. Soon after Mangla’s departure Kusum would call me to her room and make love to me. On these occasions she would already be waiting for me in the nude like a hungry tigress, wearing heavy Jewellery and with red sandal-paste marks on forehead, neck, breasts, naval and inner thighs, and the eyes with a wild expression – the after effects of the ritual. Her love-making on such occasions used to be frenzied, as if in a trance, reaching orgasm quite early each time - sometimes again accompanying my ejaculation. It seemed she was in the middle of some occult or Tantra experience. But she refused to tell me anything except that “it is in family’s interest” and she would let me know everything “at the right time”.  Actually, during this visit we made love several times in the day, at twice daily. In the sessions later in the day she would be talkative as usual generally asking about Lisa’s body and my experiences in love-making with her. She had been comparing, I think, which is quite natural for a woman. Saadhan and Kusum promised to visit the Sunrise Compound after a couple of weeks which got extended owing to Kusum’s indisposition.

An anxious Lisa had been waiting for my return at the Sunrise Compound. However, soon we became busy in preparations to receive Saadhan and Kusum and the arrangements for the marriage. Get together along with Shirin became livelier. Both the girls showed a lot of involvement in the ‘Leda and the Swan’ painting, perhaps they derived some thrill in doing the job in the nude. And their mood was contagious; I got immersed into the work to an unanticipated extent. For over a fortnight we worked several hours a day to complete the essentials and at least the same amount of time in giving the finishing touches. Each day one or both the girls made love to me unmindful of the other’s presence, but surprisingly we never thought of a threesome. The whole experience was like children’s gay abandon without any jealousy, competition or complaint. The outcome of their labour in terms of good quality paintings added to our pleasure. 

Saadhan and Kusum liked the atmosphere and the arrangements at the Sunrise Compound. Kusum looked somewhat weak and extra-feminine but happy. They had brought many  present for Lisa and the best thing was that they genuinely liked her. Shirin did an excellent job in playing host to them in the absence of anybody from Lisa’s side. The date for the court marriage was fixed and they returned promising to come again for the occasion.

The marriage at the local Court was a simple affair. Mr. Upareti - Kusum’s guardian lawyer, Mr. Negi – our lawyer for the marriage, Saadhan, Kusum and Shirin were the only persons who attended the Court marriage. Kusum performed ceremonial welcome for the bride back at home at the Sunrise Compound. As was arranged, I and Lisa accompanied Saadhan and Kusum to our native place. A few family ceremonies, a gala reception and three days of hectic partying and shopping followed. 

It was only on our week long honeymoon to the Ooty hills that I could get time to be alone with Lisa after an eternity. We had complete relaxation there and only visited the Botanical Garden, the Deer Park, the tea plantations and the Peach Garden. The intermittent rain made us stay indoors most of the time. Marriage does wonders to a woman. Lisa suddenly became so responsible, caring and insistent for my comforts. Even during our long love making sessions she would bother that I was not overdoing and relaxed adequately. She also surprised me by performing fellatio but did not permit me to go oral on her.

Now when we have returned to the Sunrise Compound, I am looking forward to a settled life. For the first time I have started thinking about the future and the ‘family’s security’. Lisa and I have discussed about Shirin and she has clearly told me that she has no objection if I continue having sex with her. “She is a very good woman, Karan. And it is her pressing need”, she told me, “So, I think, we should accommodate her.” On my turn, I feel somewhat guilty that I have not so far been able to tell her about my relations with Kusum. I should soon do it; hopefully she would understand my situation. But should I not first take Kusum’s advice in the matter? She is so wise.

