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When Nimmi returned to her village home in a beautiful hill resort after writing her graduate examination, she knew well that she would not have to return to the college hostel where she had spent most of her last three years, and that her studies were over. She belonged to a relatively well to do family in an interior district where girls did not receive even this much education and getting a job outside was seldom a consideration. At twenty, she was not interested in higher studies either, metropolitan city exposure notwithstanding, and anxiously awaited marriage. As she alighted from the jeep that had brought her up from the railway station, she saw her mother (Satya, 48) and sisters-in-law (Ratna, 25 and Jaya, 23) holding her two nieces (Shubha, 1 and Vrinda, 5 months) in arms, excitedly climbing down the pathway. Her elder brothers - Rony, 26 and Raj, 24 - who had brought her from the railway station, carried up the suitcases. One after another, she hugged the three women, kissed her nieces, took a shy Shubha in her arms and cooed over little Vrinda whom she was seeing for the first time. Everyone was talking noisily as the family climbed on to the outer verandah of the house.

‘Ma, Nimmi has really grown up since we had seen her last' Ratna observed. Nimmi followed her gaze to her bust line; Jaya too noticed it and smiled meaningfully. Nimmi suddenly remembered not wearing the brassiere under the knitted tee shirt. ‘Why should she not?' Satya replied without bothering to have a look, ‘but she has become quite weak, may be because of her examinations'. Nimmi knew that her sisters-in-law were very naughty and that more of such remarks and pranks would follow in the days to come as they took good advantage of her mother treating them more like ‘daughters' than ‘daughters-in-law'. Being a sprightly person herself, Nimmi knew how to deal with them.

 

Ratna and Jaya lost no time informing Nimmi that her marriage negotiations were about to be concluded and her would be mother-in-law (from a place called Katti) would be paying a visit to meet her after three days. ‘We did not inform you at the hostel lest you should start day dreaming that might have caused a digression in your studies' Jaya added. ‘Mother, have I been such a burden on you that you hurried up the matters with such speed?' as Nimmi became sentimental, Ratna and Jaya mockingly made faces and feigned tears. Nimmi was told that her would-be-mother-in-law, Padma, was a school mate of her mother's, but there had hardly been any communication between the two families because of distance. Like her mother, Padma too was a widow now. Hers too was one of the better off families in their community (a warrior clan) but was still quite traditional in life style. She had five children, first three being triplets (24 years old), a 16 year old son, Hans, and about three-year old posthumously born son, Bittoo. Padma was well known in the community for giving birth to triplets and widely spaced children. The triplets included Nimmi's would be husband Suvarna, his brother Karna and their sister Kusum. Kusum was married about a year ago (to Brij, 25, a well to do independently working contractor-cum-businessman) and lived in a city at the foothills. Padma wanted to solemnize the marriage of Karna and Suvarna at the same time but it could not materialize. Karna was married to Parul (21) only four months ago and now Padma had found a match in Nimmi for Suvarna. Both Karna and Suvarna were serving in the army while Hans was a Senior Secondary student in a local college and desired to stay at home to help his mother to look after the family's considerable landed property and a grocery shop after completing his education.

* * *

When Padma visited Nimmi's family, accompanied by an elderly relation and son, Bittoo, in the tow, to finalize the marriage, Nimmi was surprised to see in her a typical village woman - both in dressing up and in mannerism. Padma talked to Satya warm heartedly reminiscing school days and common acquaintances as if they had always been in touch. The elderly relation was taken out by Nimmi's brothers for drinks. It was left to the women to chat and finalize arrangements. Nimmi was shown several photographs of the family that she glanced through with curiosity and feigned shyness. In between Padma asked her about her interests, hobbies, level of proficiency in household chores, religious rituals, fasts and customs. All went normally well. Nimmi's mother sometimes helped her to explain matters. In between, little Vrinda started making fuss (perhaps it was her feeding time) and Jaya got up to leave, but Padma would have none of it and insisted her to remain there. ‘There is nothing to feel shy, we are only women here', she said. Jaya looked towards her mother-in-law, Satya, for direction and getting her subtle nod, she discreetly opened her blouse, hiding the baby under her Saree and started nursing her. As if suddenly reminded of something, Bittoo started nudging into Padma's lap. Without breaking the conversation and without feeling conscious of others' presence, Padma undid the buttons of her blouse, pushed up the bra and a fat healthy white breast with a few blue veins, a large brown areola and a fat long nipple dangled out. She put the nipple into Bittoo's mouth who immediately commenced nursing. She didn't care to cover her other breast that also showed partly. Suddenly, suppressing laughter, Jaya got up saying that Vrinda's nappy had to be changed, and Ratna followed offering her help. Nimmi could not lave her place lest it should be considered disrespectful but she could almost see her sisters-in-law doubling up with laughter in the very next room.

‘Of course, he must nurse. It is good for him' Satya said to make Padma comfortable. 

‘Well, in our family, six to eight years is the normal age for children to wean', Padma replied, 'and he being also the last one I wish to carry on as long as he wants although it has been almost an age for me nursing children.' 

‘Why haven't you brought Parul along? Satya changed the subject, ‘It would have been a good opportunity for the youngsters to know each other'.

‘Yes, I know and I had a mind too. But someone is also needed to mind the household and the cattle. And then Hans is also there,' Padma replied.

‘Parul must be good in household chores,' Satya tried to ascertain.

‘Of course, and she also helps and “takes care” of Hans .... You know Karna is in the army and has to be away and has to live alone till he gets a family station'. She looked meaningfully into Satya's eyes.

‘So Parul is following “the custom” ...... of sharing brothers...?' Satya asked, ‘Hope she is doing it willingly?' She looked deeply into Padma's eyes. Nimmi was not able to make head or tail about what the elderly women were talking.

‘Of course, and Karna also knows and has allowed it,' Padma replied. 

‘But did you suggest her to get into this?' Satya asked.

‘Yes, I did mention it to her in a matter-of-fact manner. But I would not have minded if she had not done it - on her own or on being objected to by Karna. After all it is their life and also the choice as to how much close relationship they would like to keep within the family. All I had done was to tell Parul that boys in Hans' age have unbridled energy and might get indiscreet at times. These are bad times....' She suddenly asked Nimmi to fetch a glass of water. Nimmi could feel that the elderly women wanted her to leave on that pretext. As she left, Padma slightly inclined towards Satya and whispered, ‘I explained to her that it was not good if a family member's semen found its way into the gutter or into the cunt of a slut. Further, this has been an approved age old practice in our community and in our family.....of married women having sex with brothers-in-law too..... Children from such a union, of course, belong to the eldest married brother - the woman's wedded husband – and, therefore, his consent to the arrangement is essential. Parul, the good girl, talked to Karna and he agreed. All has gone well in this respect. Well, I did it ...... and perhaps you too.’  At this Satya went crimson and said in a low voice, ‘well, my three children belong to two different fathers …but no one can make out. Only my mother-in-law knew. In case of one even I am not sure till date whose seed it was…well, both of them had been doing me so regularly,’ she blushed.

Padma was visibly pleased, ‘same here......Incidentally, faced with this situation, would Nimmi also follow the custom? She may have to consider it as Hans is around and would not be married for several years.'

‘I don't know. Times have changed and so also the thinking of the youth. But would you like me to ascertain from her because ... because....?' Satya fumbled for words.

‘No, no. I think I would be able to handle it. It is hypothetical at the moment. If the situation arose, after expressing my views, I would leave the matter to Nimmi and Suvarna.' Padma laughed, ‘We should trust children, after all it is their life..... Well, how would you think or advise Nimmi in the matter if she asked you for guidance?' Padma seemed to be relishing the conversation on the subject.

‘Well, as you know, I did practice the custom and have had no regrets. My elder daughter-in-law too practices it', Satya laughed somewhat nervously; Padma echoed back her laugh and quipped, ‘I get you.' 

* * *

When Padma left for her town in the evening, Nimmi's family was happy that her marriage was fixed. The other party wanted it in the next marriage season itself - just after about two months. Her brothers Rony and Raj had a ready list of preparations to be made. They briefly mentioned them and left after obtaining Satya's general approval. Ratna and Jaya immediately became naughty. ‘Ma, Nimmi is going to a prosperous family. Rivers of honey and milk flow there' - Jaya emphasized the word ‘milk' alluding to Padma’s nursing Bittoo.

‘And Nimmi may also be offered milk out of love that a courteous daughter-in-law might find difficult to refuse' Ratna added.

‘You mean from the source itself?' Jaya asked in mock seriousness.

‘What else silly?' Ratna quipped, ‘That is the problem; our Nimmi might have forgotten how to suckle. Ma till what age did you nurse her?'

‘You and your foolish jokes', Satya remarked getting up and left.

‘No, seriously, we should help poor Nimmi.' Jaya continued.

‘You are welcome, Nimmi' Ratna teasingly bared towards her a large quivering milk filled breast with a long taught dark pink nipple, ‘come; try' she beckoned mockingly.

‘You have no limits, sisters-in-law,' Nimmi said gruffly her face reddening, ‘I will tell Ma'. She started leaving. Laughing uncontrollably Jaya pressed her down by shoulders to sit back. ‘Now what is so annoying about it?' she asked.

‘You know only little children nurse on breast ...... milk', Nimmi argued.

‘Who told you?' Ratna quipped, ‘even your brothers don’t object; they are grown up men.'

‘Yes, Raj never misses an opportunity' Jaya roguishly supported her.

This time Nimmi did leave in a huff. Later that evening, she again became sentimental and told Satya about problems that might arise at her husband's place. She was confident that while general domestic chores and social interaction would be manageable; there could be problems in handling her husband's demands for sex and effects on her body, although she quite understood the basic man-woman relationship. She asked her mother indirectly how could a girl like her allow and feel comfortable when a man not yet well known to her would undress her, gaze at her naked body and touch her private parts, and even penetrate her by his ‘man thing', etc.? Satya laughingly reassured her that all would be well within a few days and that she was not the only girl in the world who was getting married. She also told her to discuss all her problems frankly with her sisters-in-law who were not much senior to her in age and had adjusted admirably well having produced a beautiful baby each, and to whom she would also put a word for explaining such matters to her' 

* * *

In the next few days, Nimmi had several meetings with her sisters-in-law to discuss the matters that bothered her about her married life. This brought them very close. She developed intimacy with them and became their fervent admiration-- a natural result of fellow feeling. During these sittings, it also became necessary for the three women to see and sometimes touch each others body parts while simulating postures and situations, etc. Otherwise too Ratna and Jaya would bare their breasts every alternate hour to nurse the babies. Nimmi's sisters-in-law told her that ‘the male-female relationship is one of the best gifts of God to all beings. But man has ‘chained' woman socially by tying her to one person through matrimony whereas most of the men themselves are ever eager to taste the sauce of different women - in all relationships and at all ages. Actually, a woman's true emancipation lay in sharing her body with anybody she likes at a point of time. In such a state she sheds all constraining inhibitions and becomes most powerful of all beings. At any rate, a woman's naked body is seen by many during the course of her life. For example, theirs were seen in different stages of nudity by friends while bathing in rivers / tanks, female relations at home while changing, by doctors and gynecologists, paramedical staff, by mother-in-law and the Douala during pregnancy and delivery and, of course, by their husbands. (Insofar as women’s exposure is concerned, Nimmi could readily see the point. She also remembered - something she could never forget - the shock of ragging in the hostel when she and her two dormitory companions were ordered to disrobe in the presence of half a dozen senior girls who touched them all over and frigged them till they had orgasm. Changing clothes in presence of other girls and bathing with them in the hostel was never a big deal thereafter.) Ratna and Jaya told Nimmi that a wife soon gets used to husband's body and even starts identifying herself with it. But the husband till old age continues to have a fascination for wife's body, particularly her hidden parts and organs. ‘Most men have ‘inferiority complex’ vis-à-vis the wife's large functional breasts. Therefore, if the wife desires to maintain attraction of her husband towards her for a long time, she should bare her body parts to him obligingly - after making him yearn for them. And she should show little interest in his penis, sometimes feigning repulsion for it. Further, she should not easily allow him to kiss or lick her private parts nor should ever agree to touch or lick his penis as only whores did such things'. They also told her, ‘the male is the ‘real' weaker sex - contrary to the general impression - as he can have his arousal only for a short time and gets spent within a few minutes of obtaining entry into the wife's body. A repeat performance takes quite some time and generally husbands are not able to do it except in prime of their youth. This was true of the strongest men. On an average a man has an organ of 5-7 inches erect whereas the vagina can accommodate 9 to 12 inches, much more than a well endowed male. With aging even erection becomes a problem (they giggled) and the organ in a flaccid state remains not much larger than a pea-nut', they guffawed.

‘But the usual ‘oh', ‘ah', ‘no more please', etc?' Jaya had a roguish smile.

‘Oh, as you know dear' Ratna said, ‘a woman utters such expressions to befool the male that she is having discomfort or pain because of his tool's size, aggression and thrusts. His ego gets bloated and he continues with greater vigour. Actually, it is more an expression of woman's own pleasure that she derives during the act rather than a compliment for the male's performance... So, after a few times of initial discomfort, there is nothing to be afraid in a relationship; it is the wife who can have the real command and pleasure though appearing shy and passive. Further, inexperienced husbands fumble a lot and are to be sometimes guided by the wife.' At this, Ratna and Jaya laughed for a long time exchanging meaningful glances. They also told Nimmi how to enjoy sex and attain climax in spite of appearing passive and making the man do all the things. In sum, with experience a woman should open up and take command. Shyness about nudity or of physical exposure actually shackles a woman; an uninhibited woman was happiest and strongest person and could do much. Tears in eyes and a firm grip on penis between her thighs are the real strength of a woman', her sisters-in-law became philosophical. Nimmi had started seeing this part of man-woman relationship in a different light although she already knew many things that her sisters-in-law explained.

What she had not thought earlier was the ideas of her sisters-in-law concerning the use of woman's body. Ratna had said, ‘And listen, Doll, the ultimate fulfillment of a woman is motherhood. This would be a natural outcome of your husband frequently filling up your womb with his seed that might accompany shudders of pleasure in your body and in his own. This unique creativity of woman, especially in contrast to men folk, is unparalleled - creating and developing a life form, nursing after child-birth and showering affection on her offspring all through life. But a husband also additionally regards his wife's body as a ‘possession', ‘own property' and as a part of his own being. Out of natural love for his own siblings, he might be inclined to share his wife with his brothers or might sometimes even allow others to enjoy it; this should ideally be done with a willing understanding between the to. This is quite common in ‘our community', they had told her, and that such practices are also known in olden days about women of the household being offered to pleasure esteemed guests, kings, and hermits. Their husbands and families were not so circumspect about physical chastity of their women and the prestige of their women never got lowered in their eyes following such customs. They even accepted children born to their women from such unions with natural grace. Actually, notions like physical violation of a woman's chastity and her being tied to a particular person is unnatural and really unnecessary. So, one should enjoy life in all its colours and variety, but with dignity and exercising her own choice.' Ratna sounded like a radical philosopher. 

* * *

About two months later Nimmi got married. While leaving her parents' house she cried a lot. Her sisters-in-law hugged her together but did not forget to remind that next time she must return with her husband's image - ‘here' they patted her tummy. At her in-laws’ place Nimmi found the house full with guests who gradually departed after a few days. The last to go were Kusum (her husband's sister) and her husband, Brij. She was impressed by Kusum's personality - tall and strong and strikingly resembling Karna and Suvarna. She was extrovert, warm hearted and naughty too just like her brothers. Brij appeared reserved and cool in contrast. Nimmi had an opportunity to know more and more of the immediate family over the next few days. About a week thereafter Karna and Suvarna left to join their duties. Each and everyone in the family tried to interact more and more with them and, of course, with Nimmi. Her mother-in-law, Padma, was affection incarnate and was always helping and encouraging her. Parul, Karna's wife was only six months senior to her in age and developed an intimate sister-like relationship with her.

Parul briefed her about everybody and everything. She had told Nimmi that Karna and Suvarna were very naughty, to the extent of becoming ‘real devils' at times and whenever Kusum was also around their pranks knew no bounds. Kusum was very good and had been tomboyish until quite close to her marriage. She actually wanted to be a man. The two brothers had such a striking resemblance that many a time even Padma was not able to differentiate them. They always dressed alike, had identical hairstyle, voice, taste and behaviour. Kusum too had a striking resemblance with them but was slightly shorter in height and had well developed breasts and haunches. The grapevine went that she was a dyke, had crush on several good looking girls in the neighbourhood and often flirted with the maid servants like boys. There was no secret amongst the three siblings, physiological aspects included, and they had utmost love for each other. In fact, they had an inexplicable understanding of each others' thoughts and emotions and behaved as if they were three bodies and one soul. Small Bittoo was both cute and naughty and always wanted to be by her side. Hans was generally shy and reserved in the beginning - that he actually wasn't - but soon opened up. Nimmi noted that both Padma and Hans depended a lot on Parul. Perhaps they would also like to have a similar relationship with her in due course. Parul referred to Hans as her ‘junior husband'-sometimes in a lighter vein but often as a matter of course - which would surprise Nimmi. She was perplexed when Parul told her that all ‘the grown up children of Mom' (Padma) were very passionate. The great thing was that theirs was a well knit and happy family.

* * *

Karna and Suvarna had only about a week's stay after marriage. So long as the guests were there, Suvarna behaved with a lot of restraint and would talk to Nimmi just to know more about each other. Then one afternoon, when the couple had retired to their room for the afternoon siesta, Nimmi felt that Suvarna was getting aroused. From casually touching her, his necking and petting gradually became insistent. Talking sweet nothings he pressurized the tip of her nose with his own and after making her wait a little kissed her. Then there was another kiss and then another. ‘No, no, no, what are you doing?' she was kissed for the first time by a grown up male and felt a mixture of surprise, elation and confusion. Frenzied shower of kisses on cheeks, neck, face and lips, with her arms immobilized in a tight embrace, made the feeling of elation giving rise to that of a strange pleasure borne out of intimacy. ‘Please, no. What has got into you?' was all she could say. She then found her lower lip being bit a little and as her mouth opened in reaction, Suvarna's tongue invaded her mouth. As he captured her tongue between his teeth, a few drops of his saliva trickled into her throat. Till then Nimmi had no idea of tongue-play during kissing. The overpowering manner in which all this happened gave her a feeling of a vanquished person as she was not able to put up much resistance even as her body was experiencing an unknown pleasure. ‘Okay, enough of it. Leave me now' she said weakly. Suvarna raised his torso and freed a hand to fondle her breasts, while continuing the kiss. Her body resisted but soon her own need began building up: ‘what would others say, you shameless man? They might be just outside', she whispered even though she knew that Karna, Hans and Parul were out of the house. Suvarna did not reply. After mauling her breasts for a few minutes he dexterously undid the hooks of her blouse and pushed up the bra. Intoxication due to arousal now showed up in her eyes as his mouth encircled a large dark pink areola and sucked in her nipple and playfully bit it. She whimpered; Suvarna's mouth traveled to the other areola leaving behind a trail of kisses and saliva. Within a matter of seconds her sari, blouse petticoat and bra left her body. She laid buck naked on the bed, uncovered, eyes closed, feeling the chill of the room and anticipating next move on his part. Her hands and arms were too inadequate to protect her nakedness. She sensed him undressing. Within moments warm glans of a hard penis touched her thighs that he was parting by putting pressure and his fingers fumbled with her bush to put it at the mouth of the target. ‘No, no, no, please' she was genuinely nervous and even in that state tried to remember in vain the caution and advice given by her sisters-in-law. With a suppressed yell ‘aargh', Suvarna arched his body and gave a forward thrust. His penis leapt into her demolishing the feeble tension of a membrane. Nimmi's transition from a girl to womanhood was complete. Her shriek ‘ooui maaaaa' reached Padma's ears who, lying on her side was nursing Bittoo to sleep. Eyes opened in emptiness, her lips widened in a smile of understanding and her saliva coated nipple released from Bittoo's mouth went taut. It was an important moment in her family's history. Back in the bedroom Suvarna immediately withdrew his organ, embraced a crying Nimmi and consoling her in between kisses that all would be well and that he would never inflict pain on her again. While Nimmi responded to his care by becoming quiet she could not look into his eyes for quite sometime, her body shuddered from time to time as a reminder of what just she went through. 

But the same evening after dinner Suvarna breached his assurance. He had actually been feeling horny since the afternoon episode - the naked surrender of his wife and her total female charms had not left his mind even for a moment - and sharing of details and further planning with his twin brother Karna, indeed, had heightened his desire. In the privacy of his bedroom, Nimmi sensed his mood and derived a strange pleasure and pride from the situation. This time the foreplay was shorter but more effective. She was soon aroused and even helped Suvarna in disrobing her though verbally protesting ‘What are you doing?' and ‘Why you want to see me without clothes?' etc. Without answering, he came over her and parting and raising her thighs entered her - with caution. This time she hardly felt any discomfort. He began his slow grinding strokes and soon developed a rhythm. In between he would stop to catch breath and also to delay ejaculation. She was shy in the beginning and only uttered occasional ‘aah' and ‘ooh'. But as passion mounted, she became bolder: ‘You are my master'; ‘You are my husband'; ‘My body is all yours. Do whatever you want with it'; ‘aah, you are killing me with pleasure'; ‘what have you done to me? You have made me a shameless woman', etc. She also realized that he was a pro in the game. After about half an hour of continuous love-making in which the basic missionary position was changed only partly, she could not take it any more; her legs and thighs held him in a vice-like grip and she experienced a shattering orgasm that far surpassed the pleasure she derived from masturbation. Her vaginal convulsions lasted about a minute and a warm glow of pleasure enveloped her entire body. His organ deeply lodged into her, he stopped thrusting and felt the pressing of convulsions and had to make some effort to avoid ejaculation. After a few minutes, he resumed thrusting and built the rhythm. This time, she co-operated by replying with grunts and counterthrusts from beneath. Within a few minutes she experienced another massive orgasm and almost collapsed with intense pleasure. Suvarna also could not hold any longer and ejaculated at the mouth of her womb. Still joined there, they slid to a sideways position and relaxed. After quite some time, while she was half asleep, she realized that he was again doing her with short strokes in the sideways position; her pleasure buds also woke up. After about half an hour both climaxed fully exhausted and fell asleep. 

In a state of stupor, Nimmi heard the clock strike three and felt Suvarna going out - to bathroom, she guessed. Within a minute or two he returned and felt quite cold. She embraced him intending to provide warmth; he responded with a deep kiss. His hand found a warm naked breast; his cold fingers started manipulating it with desire.

‘What? Again? Did you not have enough?' she asked.

‘Can there be enough with you?' he replied with a question.

‘Naughty. You want to do everything tonight itself?' she said.

He had already pushed her thighs open; and slowly entered her. ‘Oh; my God. You are hard and strong so soon again' she kissed him. Passion mounting, he started taking her somewhat roughly. After sometime they got spent and slept for a while. Unbelievably, within half an hour, he was ready again and began pumping as if he was in a hurry and ejaculated. They finally fell asleep just before morning. She had a feeling that he had to go to the bathroom once again as the clock stroke five.

* * *

It was well past eight o'clock that Nimmi was woken up by Parul who was sent to her by Padma. Though partially covered by a blanket she was still naked and had to be helped in putting on a gown and stumbled on to the bath room. Suvarna was not to be seen. Actually he had gone out quite sometime ago and could be heard talking merrily to his brothers in the yard outside. Nimmi was helped in bathing by Parul who kept on assuring her that there was nothing to hide amongst women, especially within the family, and they will have to help each other from time to time. She also advised her to exercise restraint in sex in the beginning. 

‘But what could I do...It was always at ‘his' biding....five times.' Nimmi could not control crying at her state.

‘Five times? Really' Parul asked

‘Yes, he would always become ready in no time, except for going out to the bathroom...twice.' She almost forgot that she was talking to Parul about her most intimate matters.

‘Just a minute.....You said he went out to bathroom....twice. And he returned fresh and ready again?' Parul enquired.

‘Yes...very much ready and strong' Nimmi's face became crimson.

‘Oh God....Already' Parul became thoughtful.

‘Well, what is that?' Nimmi asked.

‘Oh, nothing. We shall talk about some matters later. Just now you get ready and come for breakfast. Mom would be waiting. Don't bother about your gait, only women…we three… will be there. You can come again here and catch up with your sleep. The whole of that day Nimmi took rest as suggested by Padma and Parul. Time and again the embarrassing thought crossed her mind that they had known about what had happened to her in the night behind the closed bedroom doors.

The next three days were more or less repetition of heavy love making but with new positions amidst frank erotic talk. In between, Nimmi had once mentioned: ‘others surely know what all have we been doing here.'

‘Fine, they themselves have been doing the same things. We have just joined their club.'

‘You are shameless. Even Mom has come to know. She sent Parul to help me.' Nimmi said.

‘Good', came the reply, ‘Although we don't talk such things about parents, yet if Mom had not done all these things she would have missed us five children and a few more who could have survived. I am told Dad believed in the principle ‘more the merrier'. And, insofar as Parul is concerned, it will be an inspiration if she noticed too.'

"Does she attract you?' she teased.

‘Of course, I would love to put it into her also if Karna agreed, that is' he smiled, ‘and who knows if I already have not done it. You know the custom in our community - the wives sharing husband's brothers as a matter of course.' He sounded serious.

‘My Gracious God. Are there any limits for you? And would you also agree to share me with your brothers?' she was somewhat nervous.

‘Yes, why not, if you also have no objection, I mean. Are we to be an exception to this nice custom? You will find sound logic in it one day...a very convincing rationale in favour of it.' Suvarna said: ‘Especially as everybody stands to gain by it'.

This had silenced and at the same time had excited Nimmi. But she still challenged teasingly: ‘you are saying all this as you are too much interested in sex perhaps... the way you have been doing me in the last one week at least. Have you ever thought about all this from a woman's angle?'

‘Well, I can have only my angle which is not unreasonable according to me. I am a soldier. We believe in immediately going for three things - food, sleep and women, as we are never sure when would the next opportunity come by to get them, if at all it comes that is. You might find me oversexed that may be your assessment. But I would defend the custom of sharing husband's brothers in our community on other reasons as well. As you know most of the men-folk here are in the army and it is left to the young women and teenage sons, as well as retired and old people, to take care of agriculture, other necessary vocations and household security. What about the young married women, like you? Is it reasonable for them to observe celibacy on yearly basis and brave widowhood as soon as the telegram informs the fatality of husband? Should they be allowed to succumb to the temptations of outside men? Should young women be denied a regular normal sex life and risk their sanity? Should they be uncertain about having the pleasure and glory of motherhood? And, on a social plane, should sex-related and other crimes be allowed to increase to serious proportions? Well, our community custom of sharing husband's brothers takes care of all these serious problems. It also fully takes care of all women's angles. Incidentally, our custom also ensures active sex life to a woman even at the age of 70 years if her husband has brothers quite younger to him.' Nimmi could make out that Suvarna was strong in mind too; she could not help feeling proud of him on this account. 

* * *

The next afternoon Karna and Suvarna left to join their respective army units. It was a sentimental send off and all the family members were sad and silent for quite some. But it was a normal phenomenon in their community and the hope that they would return next year provided them consolation. Late in the evening, the women took stock of the situation. All three of them were emotionally upset. Parul had already been having her periods. Nimmi's entire body ached. Padma observed that Hans had been showing much temper of late and had roughed up an old employee and was also seen talking to the washer woman. ‘He will have to be immediately taken care of, she looked straight into Parul's eyes.

‘Yes, Mom, after two days or so as soon as I am through with this', she mumbled referring yo her menstruation without bowing head. ‘May be Nimmi also joins me after some time.'

‘Yes, Mom, whatever you two require me to do', Nimmi said enthusiastically without comprehending fully what was being talked about. The other two exchanged glances. ‘We shall see that later', said Padma, She changed the subject: ‘Sometimes I feel that we had more children in the family now both of you are here. The village women will soon begin talking that I am not keen about it. Even Kusum is having problems in conceiving as more than a year has passed since her marriage and all I hear is about some treatment that might still take time. Nobody tells me what exactly is going on', she sighed.

Later, when Padma was not there, Nimmi asked Parul about the reference to Hans and what exactly was the problem with Kusum about which their mother-in-law was worried. ‘Well, you may find this funny, but she believes that young boys like Hans needed regular sexual release to keep them from becoming violent in behaviour. She fears about the possibility of other women or girls taking advantage of the situation. As he is too young to be married, Mom expects me - and perhaps later on you too - to have sex with him from time to time and keep him satisfied in this respect.'

‘Oh my God, but can he do this? He is so young...or have you already done with him? Please don't mind my curiosity; I am now getting an impression from your reply to Mom that you have already been doing with him' Nimmi asked. Her mind also went to Suvarna’s talk.
‘Yes, soon after my marriage I started sleeping with him quite often, as per Mom's desire to follow the custom of our community. Rather I have taught him how to please a woman.' Parul felt amused to share with Nimmi her experience with Hans. ‘Yes, he was very shy in the beginning. He did have an attraction towards women, but more than anything else he liked big breasted girls. But they are not liberally found in our community - I mean the girls, not women. He would play with and suck mine for a long time. Once I asked him whether he would like to get milk out of these, he went red but replied in the affirmative. So, I asked whether Mom's extended nursing was not sufficient as I had heard that he had finally weaned around the age of ten years. He remembered everything with a longing. So I asked him whether he would still like to nurse at Mom's breasts, if she permitted that is. He again went red but said ‘yes'. For several days I used to tease him saying that I will get him Mom's permission.' She laughed again. ‘Well, I did casually mention this to Mom and, the surprise of all surprises, she told me to convey to him that if he ever went to Mom asking for it she will not deny. She does love her children. Incidentally, Hans is quite well endowed - as good as his brothers are - and now quite experienced also. The poor thing must be missing it while his brothers were here' Parul had giggled.
‘But could you find out from him whether he went to Mom for ‘that’, Nimmi was curious.

‘I never cared to check up from him…but who knows…and Mom is so adventurous. She has milk…a lot of it still as she nurses Bittoo regularly…And… it may interest you…her children, particularly your husband, Suvarna, have a peculiar way of getting over Mom’s anger or if she is displeased with them. They just bare her tits, without caring who is around, and begin suckling on them. I have once seen even Kusum doing it as she behaves like her brothers almost in everything…’ Parul seemed to enjoy informing Nimmi on this.
‘Tell me, Parul, have you been doing with my husband Suvarna too?'

‘Well, traditionally he is my husband too. But he has never come openly to me. There is no need in his case. He can always have his way posing as Karna. I sometimes think he has already done it as the triplets are too close to each other and can go to any extent to make each other happy and have fun. I think Karna too has already done you too....Remember the way you described to me the heavy love making that night…five times in the same night, which is almost impossible for the same man, and Suvarna going out in the night to bathroom twice and returning fresh and strong, etc. Perhaps they were switching. I had my periods those days, so they could not do to me.' Parul said.
‘Oh my God. Oh my God.' Nimmi was at her wits end. She was once again reminded of the conversation she had with Suvarna regarding the custom in their community. She felt cheated and could not help crying. Parul's pulled her towards herself and consoled, ‘we are together in this, sister. Why are you crying? It is all within the family.’

‘But one may conceive from person other than her husband…’ Nimmi said. 
‘So what? Children will go by the husband’s name. And in our case perhaps we shall not be sure at times whether the father was Karna or Suvarna…They are so sly in swapping,’ Parul  laughed, ‘ and we are not doing anything immoral or without the knowledge of our husbands and Mom. We will make the best of the situation and have fun too.' She made Nimmi smile though tears still shone in her eyes. Parul's attitude reminded her of the warmth of her sisters-in-law - Ratna and Jaya.

In the next two months several developments took place. Parul became pregnant from Hans. Her body glowed with the beauty of early pregnancy. Everyone except Hans knew that it was his child. Nimmi too was drawn into ‘taking care' of Hans. She accepted it ‘as a matter of duty'. The news at the end of Kusum and Brij was disturbing. The doctors from a referral hospital had opined that she would not be able to conceive due to a complicated situation of polycystic ovarian syndrome (POS) that was not allowing the transfer of the embryo to another womb. The probability of the treatment succeeding in her case was negligible. On the other hand, she felt threatened by the undesirable signs of hair growth and asymmetry of breasts about which she was told. Brij had come to drop her at mother's place and returned after staying just for a few days. Her mother-in-law, who was a cripple and was confined to her native place in the village, had conveyed the desire to remarry Brij as soon as the situation was finally declared hopeless; Brij too was seriously worried and Kusum was crying all the time. Brij had told Padma that his mother was against the alternative of adoption and wanted a male baby from her son's or a family member's seed whoever be the woman. This, however, gave a ray of hope to Padma who consulted Parul and Nimmi in this emergency situation. Since Parul had just become pregnant from Hans, Padma imploringly enquired Nimmi whether she could become a surrogate to Kusum secretively to save her marriage. Nimmi showed willingness to help but wanted permission from Suvarna. It was promised to her and quickly obtained - a willing recommendation came before she accompanied Kusum to her place. 

* * *

Nimmi found the environment at Kusum's house more urbane, peaceful and secluded. Kusum repeatedly expressed her gratitude to Nimmi for agreeing to help her out. In the beginning, a tension was experienced whenever Brij spoke to Nimmi, Kusum's presence notwithstanding. Kusum, on the other hand, had been trying to make her stay there as natural and informal as possible. She started involving Nimmi in day-to-day household chores that acquainted her with the likes and dislikes of Brij. Within a few days they became quite open. A few days after Nimmi's periods were over; they planned to make a beginning. The talks on the issue were astonishingly frank and open amongst them as if they were planning a routine purchase together from the market. Encouraged by it, Kusum expressed the desire to be present during the first few sessions. Of course many more had to follow to ensure success of the experiment.

One evening, in the dimly lit seclusion of the bedroom, Kusum started to disrobe Nimmi. Taking a cue, Brij started doing the same to her. Surprisingly, Nimmi was neither conscious nor nervous perhaps as Kusum was also divested of her clothes. Both Brij and Kusum were  tall and of stronger built. Kusum pulled Nimmi towards her and unabashedly started kissing and touching her like a man, paying special attention to her breasts and thighs. Soon taking Nimmi into a tight embrace, she pushed her down on her back and came over her like a man. Her breasts slightly heavier with larger areola and long taut nipples crushed Nimmi's somewhat softer ones. Her fingers tracked to Nimmi's crack and massaged the sensitive nub there bringing Nimmi to a state of intense arousal, face flushed and pupils of eyes dilated. At that stage, Kusum motioned Brij to take over and made way for him. Seeing two passionate women at play he was already mad with lust. Spewing pre-cum his stiff penis secured an immediate entry; his meaty hunk like chest crushed Nimmi's breasts as he held her in a tight embrace. He started slow thrusting motions and within a few minutes, placing the undersides of her knees over his shoulders, built a regular rhythm. Nimmi had a muffled shriek and uttered ‘aah aah, no more, no more..... Please'. As she watched, Kusum felt fascinated and proud of her husband's prowess. Women show bashfulness seeing body exposures but certainly not where their husbands are involved. Kusum felt it her right to touch and part the hair at the juncture of the passion charged duo and watch the action for quite a time. Then moving behind Nimmi, Kusum raised her torso and supported it on her own so that Nimmi's head rested in between her breasts as Brij continued thrusting. She could alternately kiss Brij and Nimmi from that position. Brij stopped thrusting in between as if to catch breath but Kusum knew he did that to postpone ejaculation so that he could continue for a long time. On the other hand, after about twenty minutes, with a shriek, Nimmi shuddered as the waves of orgasm swept her. Brij followed soon. Perhaps the milking pressure on his organ did it. Kusum saw his face getting tense as he went through a massive ejaculation. The couple remained joined and motionless for several minutes, heaving to catch breath. The room reeked of a mixture of feminine scent, human sweat and other secretions. Kusum then motioned Brij to leave and put a pillow under the small of Nimmi's back. The two women remained at the bed. Nimmi lay there with an expression that was strange admixture of resignation and defiance unmindful of her protruding nudity. Somewhat concerned about her feelings Kusum began caressing her and kissing in between. She also helped Nimmi cleaning the sticky smudges of her husband's semen from her fleshy thigh but did not allow her to wash immediately.

Over the next month, there were regular repetitions of similar encounters between Brij and Nimmi - often more than once a day. In the beginning, they had sex in a clinical fashion but soon, at Kusum's suggestion, Brij began devoting more time to foreplay. But the couple would be more open when Kusum was not around. Brij started praising Nimmi's beauty and physical charms sometimes using the rough and bawdy colloquial expressions. This would put fire into Nimmi's passions; she too started responding to his volleys of kisses, biting and similar overtures. Once in a while she used ‘vulgar' expressions too. They would try new postures on such occasions cementing their understanding Her sisters-in-law had briefed her that it is innate nature of men to take initiative to get favours of women other than their wives. Further, almost all women too secretly desired to have intimate relationships (and many more actually did than ever came to notice) with other men but more often than not restrain themselves, not so much due to shyness but for fear of giving themselves out and social disapproval. Nimmi realized that her position was peculiar under the circumstances and not so secret. She allowed herself to become a party to Brij's extra amorous flings. Kusum's presence in threesomes gradually decreased. But Nimmi's bisexual nature manifested itself openly. She began responding to Kusum's love-making with relish that they sometimes indulged in when alone during the day time, and even began feeling excitement while noticing and fantasizing voluptuous body parts of other women. As a natural consequence of heavy sexual activity, Nimmi missed her periods the very next month. The trio was ecstatic as the doctor confirmed her pregnancy. In the days that followed, Nimmi experienced a nasty period of morning sickness which continued for over two months before her condition stabilized. Several changes in her body also took place. Her hips and breasts became much heavier and larger; nipples and areola became darker in colour and black circles developed around her eyes. An over-glow in mood and body marked celebration of her changed condition ---- of carrying a baby. Kusum started taking special care of her likes and dislikes and on her suggestion Nimmi continued to make love to Brij lest she should feel dissatisfied in that important respect. 

In the third month, Nimmi was in Dr. Roma’ clinic for the examination of the progress of her pregnancy. Dr. Roma was a young gynecologist, who was fully taken into confidence in the surrogacy project examined. While trying to hear the heartbeats of the baby, Dr. Roma suddenly exclaimed: ‘Ahoy, so there are two of you'. Further examination confirmed twins in Nimmi's womb. Both Kusum and Nimmi, and later Brij, reacted very positively to this information. 

‘But be ready for a heavy duty of nursing two babies.' Dr. Roma told them. Then she suddenly turned towards Kusum, ‘but why don't you plan to help her out in this respect?' 

‘I would love to do whatever I can' replied Kusum not sure of what exactly was being expected of her.

‘Well, you can try to induce lactation, if you want. It is now well established that women who do not become mothers biologically, with persistent efforts, can induce lactation. But the trick is intense desire to nurse and regular suckling stimulation of breasts. I can also prescribe medicines to facilitate it. It will also do you good to you in bonding with the babies and in your treatment of POS' Dr. Roma explained. Sensing Kusum's inclination, she offered to lend her personal double electric breast pump that she had acquired in the States and had been using until lately. The next day she gave medicines to Kusum as also the pump after carefully demonstrating its use and explaining the routine. 

A new experiment started in the household. Kusum began using the pump with a missionary zeal - after every three-four hours for about twenty minutes round the clock. She braved the initial pain and swelling in the nipples. She also feigned pregnancy before other relations and neighbours as it was planned to keep surrogacy by Nimmi a secret. It was also planned to shift both Nimmi and Kusum in the sixth month to a secluded cottage in the adjacent town, where Dr. Roma could visit whenever required and wherefrom Kusum could return a few weeks after the ‘childbirth'. Kusum's efforts to induce lactation were rewarded in the sixth month of Nimmi's pregnancy. As she continued pumping in another two months she started producing two-three ounces of milk every day. To get into the practice, sometimes when she could manage, she secretly nursed a six-month old daughter of a washer woman living nearby. The whole thing fitted well as Kusum was available to nurse Nimmi's twins as the latter's milk came two days after the babies' birth. In the first one or two days Dr. Roma, who stayed there for a couple of days, also lent a helping hand by nursing the babies. Third day onwards Nimmi took over. Her breasts made much milk that was ideally suited for the twins. She did not mind when Kusum too would nurse them. It was also necessary as after a few months Kusum was to handle them on her own. But, after a few days, a major change in the original plan took place. At the behest of Brij, the three decided that one of the twins could return with Nimmi as her and Suvarna's son if it was acceptable to all concerned. Padma, who was contacted,  readily agreed and also obtained Suvarna’s approval. 

* * *

Nimmi returned to her in-law's place with her two-month old son, named Monu, while the other of the twins, Sonu, remained with Brij and Kusum as their son. She noticed several changes at the place since she had left. Parul had a four month old chubby daughter from Hans, named Hamsa. Hans had passed Higher Secondary School and was looking after the family's farm and business full time. He had shifted to Parul's room. Karna and Suvarna had earlier been to the place only three months ago and were expected to come next year only. Bittoo, who was in his fifth year, was discovered with a partial speech handicap and was undergoing treatment for the same. Extra love and care showered by Padma on him had  made him naughty and stubborn. 

Parul was very keen to know about Nimmi's experiences. One afternoon as they lay facing each other nursing Monu and Hamsa, Nimmi recounted all the details to her without hiding anything, and including her relationship with Kusum. Parul was astounded and somewhat aroused too, ‘Really? Did you too start liking it...that is with a woman?' she could not suppress a smile.

‘But Kusum is not just a woman..... I mean attitude wise. You yourself had told me that she was a butch, someone more like woman-man. It is very different when she does to you. She understands like a woman and crushes you like a man' Nimmi blushed.

Parul laughed: ‘That's true. I had only guessed from her mannerism and what the maid servants talked. You have now confirmed it, but do you intend to continue doing with her, that is, if an opportunity came in future and she wanted to do again?'

‘Well, may be I would. She has been so nice to me' Nimmi replied.

Suddenly Bittoo entered the room and seeing that the babies are nursed he dashed towards Parul crying. She coolly pulled him up giving him the other breast to calm down.

‘My...my. This is quite a news' Nimmi was amused.

‘Well, this too is at Mama's suggestion' Parul laughed. ‘She says that between a blessed (lactating) woman and a child there is only one relevant relationship - that of breastfeeding, nothing else counts; that is the glory of womanhood. She sometimes nurses Hamsa', she said in a low voice, ‘and God only knows how long she wishes to continue nursing..... And, of course, she would do anything to keep this fellow happy', Parul playfully slapped Bittoo at the back as the boy smiled, ‘you wait for your turn, he might suckle your breasts too..... Incidentally, you can also count on me.... for Monu', she smiled

‘Thanks, of course ..... You too can ...depend on me...for Hamsa. Yes, we are together in this. And this is ‘our' life, of ‘our' choice...standing by the good old custom and duties of a similar nature.' Nimmi said philosophically and then burst into laughter.

‘Hardly anything to lose, sweetie, I must say' replied Parul reciprocating the mood, ‘but I sometimes think that our wedded ones must not be denied their own children for long. What do you think?'

‘Yes, I agree. We shall try next time when they are here' Nimmi said laughing.

‘Let's hope so, provided Hans doesn't do a repeat in between...with me, you or both of us' Parul laughed too and added, ‘of course, a good protection will be there as we continue nursing the babies.'

 

* * *

ABOUT 20 YEARS LATER:

 

Nimmi sat crossed-leg on a large wooden bed in the courtyard of her house enjoying the early spring sun. She had become slightly plump, indeed, voluptuous, after about half a dozen pregnancies. She was admirably active in spite of her very large pendulous breasts and heavy hips. The large house was quiet as children were out and only two toddlers were there - one was asleep by her side and the other was getting bathed by Parul. Nimmi was continuously reflective of the past. About 5 years ago the family had lost both Karna and Suvarna during an encounter in a foreign country where they were posted as part of the Peace Keeping Force. Their mother Padma could not recover from the shock and she too had passed away a couple of months after the tragedy following a brief illness. Suddenly, she and Parul, in their early forties had become elders of the family. Brij wanted to have both casual sexual relations with Nimmi and also insisted her to live with him and Kusum after the death of Karna and Suvarna. Kusum could not conceive even after her long treatment and Brij longed for more children. But Nimmi strictly denied his suggestion. But she did oblige Kusum in her lesbian flings several times considering her mental make up. She even did with Parul too especially after they both lost their husbands together but would not admit of a lesbian relationship. Thinking about Brij and Kusum, and the good time spent with them, still aroused Nimmi. Visits from Brij and Kusum to her place however gradually thinned down. They had settled with ‘their son' whose marriage they had solemnized only a year ago.

 Both Nimmi and Parul have had led happy lives with quite a few adventures. Both had five children each in name. After one (of the twins) from Brij, Nimmi had two sons from Karna and Suvarna (to this day she could never distinguish who sired whom as they mated with her and Parul so interchangeably) and three from Hans. The youngest was only two years old. She was known in the community as the proud mother of five sons. Parul, on the other hand, had three daughters and two sons - a daughter each from Karna, Suvarna and Hans and both the sons from Hans. The youngest was about three years old. Nimmi's first two sons were in the army and two in the school, the third being a toddler. Parul's two daughters were married and were living happily with their husbands and children. Her two children were in school, the third was a toddler. Hans had become the main decision maker and male head of the family. He had done well in business and had become a prominent member of his community. Hans did not marry separately and had taken his both widowed sisters-in-law, Parul and Nimmi, as wives as per their community's custom. He also proved to be the most virile. Bittoo, Padma's youngest son, who was around 24 then, had become a football coach and was soon getting married. A naughty smile swept Nimmi's face as she remembered that Bittoo used to suckle hers and Parul's breasts up to the age of twelve which was a record they had known and created. She and Parul had shared nursing duties all through in case of their own children as well. 

 

Nimmi suddenly saw Parul emerging topless and in just a partially wet petticoat from the bathroom awkwardly holding her youngest 3 year old son in her arms whom she had bathed and a basketful of washed clothes in the other hand. Her son was latched on to one of her breast while the other breast swayed as she walked. She descended the boy into Nimmi's lap urging her to mind him so that she could hang the wet clothes on the line and prepare her own bath. Parul too matched Nimmi's voluptuous body proportions. Like Nimmi her lower belly and breasts had silvery collage of stretch marks that added to their voluptuousness. The two mature women exchanged smiles as without cringing a bit Parul's son enthusiastically began nursing Nimmi's breast that he had secured himself by raising her camisole and lifting the heavy mound. 

After hanging the clothes on the line, Parul fetched a bottle of oil and sat on a stool opposite Nimmi applying oil to her own body. Parul's son had fallen asleep in Nimmi's lap but her shirt had stayed above the exposed breast, not an unusual sight in the household. As Parul applied oil at her thighs and massaged them, Nimmi got a good view of their junction at the lower belly. She noticed two long bruises on the upper inner side of Parul's thighs. Parul followed her gaze and smiled, ‘The sheep's shearing is long overdue'. She did not try to cover her exposed parts.

‘That we‘ll do together. I shall pitch in my sheep also that can now put an old man's beard to shame; we will call the barber woman', Nimmi laughed. ‘But those long bruises? It seems some wild boar left his jungle to invade yours and ran amuck using teeth and hoofs.' She seemed to enjoy the metaphor. The two women could talk about everything so openly and  had no secret between them. 

Parul replied indulgently, ‘yes, someone badly needs his nails cut; he was also very rough in the night.' They smiled looking into each others' eyes. The women also discussed the news about Hamsa - Parul's eldest daughter- having conceived and her anxiety as no elderly woman was there at her place to take care of her and guide her through the pregnancy. They considered how soon they should ask her to come over to their place for delivery. They discussed at length the facilities at the local hospital and familiarity with the lady doctor who attended their own deliveries. ‘And on top of everything, presently both of us are free from our own pregnancies and would be able to take full care of her. But are we not becoming grandmothers too soon? And shall we stop doing it just because our children too have started having sex?' Parul observed as she got up to go to the bathroom. "Never' they said together -their laughter echoed in the tranquil house.

 

