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Happenings at the Sunrise Compound - III 
[This is a work of fiction and is meant only for the adult readers. Resemblance with any name or situation 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.] 

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.
This is Part III of the story.

.
April 1, 2009: LISA
The married life, and particularly motherhood, is blissful though quite taxing. I could never imagine even in dreams that I would lead a life like this. Karan is an excellent husband and companion and I am now a mother of a chubby baby girl who was born after about two months of Kusum and Shirin begetting sons. My marriage was like a happy dream – so much importance, so many costly and beautiful presents, so much affection and care – as if the whole society owed me a lot for some favour I did to it in some past life. And things have been happening at an amazing pace. 

The honeymoon was like a multi-coloured dream and a never-ending bliss. It did conclude and is more like an extension at the Sunrise Compound. In spite of a hectic schedule, I have gained weight and could feel heaviness in my hips and abdomen. Within a fortnight of our return, I became unwell. I felt body ache and indigestion and threw several times. The next day as I sat with Shirin for our monthly waxing, she observed, “I find you have put on weight – a sign of contentment. Good. But you seem to be missing on beauty sleep. There are rings around your eyes and you look tired,” she continued, “Why, have you people been doing it every night?”
“You are the limit,” blood rushed to my face as I simultaneously yanked the cellophane strip from my calf.
“What is there to feel shy about, Kiddo? Most couple does it in early days of marriage…and several times a day… until the wife goes sore there or the husband gets exhausted. And Karan has both a fantastic tool and technique. We have seen each other enjoying his ministrations” she was uncomfortably frank.
We continued our chores; I suddenly became conscious of sharp gaze over my body. Suddenly she said, “Just stand up and let me see.” She continued as I abruptly complied somewhat puzzled, “Hmm… you seem to have made quick progress, kiddo” she had a broad smile, “by how many days are you late on your menses?”

“What do you mean? Well, it may not be that…” I said making out the meaning of her query, “I mean, just a week or so… may be due to travel and change in routine.”

“No, no, I see several symptoms; these have become dark and look sore,” she casually raised her hand and placed it on my left breast, “and must have become sensitive to touch” she pressed both my breasts “See... and you have been throwing the whole of yesterday...”
“Oh my God, I am not prepared for this…if at all. I mean isn’t it too early?” I said.
“First let us get this confirmed. Your anxiety would soon be over about the hesitation,” she stood up and kissed me on the mouth. “We are together in this too.”
After three days Dr. Ila who was herself in an advanced stage of pregnancy, confirmed Shirin’s observation. She gave me many tips and precautions. However, the best consolation was Shirin’s presence itself; she is so experienced and well disposed off towards me. We began exchanging notes about each other’s condition. In the beginning, I was miserable. There was perennial nausea. Smell and taste of anything would cause me to throw. Shirin’s suggestions to take ginger, etc did not help much. Dr. Ila proceeded on three months’ maternity leave. Another doctor (Mrs. Kavita) came to the hospital in her leave vacancy and monitored both my and Shirin’s condition. She was more experienced and a stickler for regular walking and physical exercises; she also encouraged us to have normal sex but with adequate precautions.
By the time Dr. Ila resumed her duties both Shirin and me had large bellies. Dr. Ila was blessed with a baby girl who was named Priya. She and Shirin would discuss at length about post-partum experiences and care of both mother and baby; they became great friends. Through Shirin only I had learnt that Dr. Lisa’s first marriage had lasted only a few months as her husband could not cope with her odd duty hours and suspected that she was physically involved with a doctor colleague who was already married. There was a divorce on grounds of mutual incompatibility. Only about a year ago she had re-married a man who was a widower and twelve years her senior in age but wit no children. But she continued her relationship with the doctor colleague and Priya was sired by him only. Dr. Ila was a proponent of breastfeeding and believed in full term nursing. She told us that she was nursing Priya about 12 times a day. While on duty, sometimes her attendant would bring the baby to her. Once or twice she nursed Priya when I and Shirin were present. She did not hesitate in baring her breasts before us as she nursed Priya and continued talking to us simultaneously. She was making enough milk as both her breasts had become huge and while nursing the other one would also leak making her to wipe it with a towel from time to time. On one such occasion when she took my permission to postpone my check up to feed Priya as she became uncontrollable with hunger. Ila had a copious let down.  Shirin remarked, “This happens usually after the first delivery and will soon get adjusted. But, I fear you would not be able to avoid stretch marks on your breasts; they have become so large. Why… you already have many …on both of them” she observed on a closer examination.
“I know”, Ila smiled, “these are necessary accompaniments of motherhood. But I am more worried about the sag in them. Already my whole hand gets easily covered by each one.” To demonstrate she put her hand under the breast not being suckled by the baby. “And Shirin,” she continued, “I have noted that you already have silvery stretch-marks from your first pregnancy at many places. A few more would come from this one.  I am sure, Lisa will get them too; she already has some on the side of her breasts and at her lower belly and thighs. And she has as large swollen breasts as ours” she looked towards me, “But don’t bother, very few women are able to escape the stretch marks. Many have them at different places anyway having put on weight, even without getting pregnant. And you already have told me that you would be breastfeeding the baby full term. Maintain your resolve. I can now tell you by my own experience - and Shirin would confirm - that on the whole it is a very rewarding and satisfying to both the mother and the baby.”
As I entered my eighth month of pregnancy, we had the good news that Kusum was blessed with a son. Karan rushed to see his ‘nephew’ (who was named Vaibhav) but I was not in a condition to accompany him. The next fortnight itself, Shirin had labour pains and delivered a male baby. Dr. Ila made her delivery look very easy which was very assuring to me. Shirin too always assured me how well the nature takes care of its course. Shirin’s baby is very cute. He is a small replica of Karan. He has been named Taarak (nickname Ruku). Even before he was born Shirin used to often tell me that her baby would bear a close relationship to me. And this is absolutely true. I am his second mother. The reality of Ruku’s parentage is not lost on Bashir but he has admirably adjusted to the situation; it is still a mystery how Shirin managed it. She had said, “I was even ready for the divorce again. But Bashir is really an open minded person and so we stay together. He has even admitted that all through it had been his weakness and mistake and that he shall sincerely try to get over it.” There was, however, a row between the husband and the wife on the issue of Ruku’s circumcision. “Bashir wanted it at the earliest, but I cannot think of inflicting any pain on Ruku even for a few minutes… Actually, I am not sure whether I want this rite to be gone through by him at all,” Shirin told me. I hope and wish that Shirin and Bashir remain together and be happy. 
Dr. Ila had placed my date of delivery as 17th March. But even a week prior to it I started feeling difficulty in walking; such was the heaviness in my abdomen. Karan had informed Kusum who came just two days before my delivery although it was not advisable for her to undertake journey in her condition and with an infant. Presence of Kusum and Saadhan was a great moral support to us although Shirin had been assuring us that she would be able to manage the situation. My water broke in the early hours of 15th March and after about five hours of labour I had a healthy baby girl (weighing 12 lbs.) in my arms. She is very fair, has thick black hair and chiseled features which people say resemble both mine and Karan’s. As I and Karan had decided in advance she has been named Khushi (which means happiness).

But unlike Kusum and Shirin, I had a problem. In the first two days after Khushi’s birth I was not able to nurse her as I could not produce any milk. The colustrum appeared the third day. In the first two days Kusum and Shirin took turns to nurse her; and once Dr. Ila did it in the hospital as Khushi was inconsolable with hunger and Kusum and Shirin were not around. Khushi then did not accept my breast for several days but Dr. Ila insisted that I should not give up trying as mother’s early milk is extremely beneficial to the baby in developing immunities to several diseases. Khushi continues to be a true community child and is ever ready to go to anybody. It seems she would be an extrovert and a strong willed woman quite unlike me.
Once again the Sunrise compound is fast returning to normalcy. There has been some disruption in Shirin’s business as both of us were pregnant together. She is working hard to revive it especially as two competitor boutiques have cropped up. Karan has been helping her to the extent he can do. Kusum and Saadhan returned home after spending almost a fortnight with us. I am once again on my own. I have realized that bearing a child and postpartum period is pinnacle of womanhood. Each and every moment is devoted to child care. Nursing is a very special and challenging activity. Both Kusum and Shirin saw to it that I soon become an accomplished nursing mother taking due care of positioning the baby, obtaining a good latch, changing sides and then burping her at the end. I have been breastfeeding Khushi about a dozen times a day and each time it takes 30 to 40 minutes; even night’s sleep is to be compromised. I feel grateful to Karan who is very understanding and caring and offers to mind Khushi in the night so that I can catch on my sleep. Shirin too has been a great support. She has told me how to bathe and clean the baby, change her nappies and take care of her other needs. She keeps on assuring me that the infants look very delicate but they are quite sturdy and at no time I should lose confidence. Sometimes she herself feeds Khushi; I know this is also out of her love for me and Karan, and it makes her very happy. I also reciprocate; after all Ruku is also Karan’s blood. He is a good nurser and his pulls on the breast are stronger than those of Khushi. Khushi is now a fortnight old and has started recognizing me and my voice. She sometimes smiles- in sleep and looks like a fairy.
Last night after I had put Khushi to sleep and snuggled to Karan, he made a serious disclosure, regarding his intimate relationship with Kusum and Vaibhav biologically being ‘his’ son. “I wanted to share it with you earlier, darling”, he said, “and the matter came several times to my lips, but I just stopped short considering your condition as it could upset you.” He then narrated to me the beginning of his intimacy with Kusum as a model for his paintings and up to her initiative to conceive from him as Saadhan had an irretrievably poor sperm count and the family’s happiness also depended on Saadhan and Kusum getting a child. Considering the nature of relationship and the persons involved, nothing negative stirred into me; I had already consented to his continuing relations with Shirin, anyway. I felt like taking a dig at Karan, “And how many other sperm-hungry women have you obliged?” 
“None except Shirin about whom you know better,” his tone had a clear ring of sincerity.

“This seems to be a manageable score and hardly objectionable to continue as such,” I said, “and most people want to have two children – one male and another female. So, I permit you to give more children to Kusum and Saadhan if they want.”  
“I was almost sure of such a reaction, darling,” he kissed me, “you are so accommodating. I have been carrying the burden of sharing this with you since the day I fell in love with you; you have relieved me of it as easily as perhaps no one else could have done.” He took me in a steel-like embrace. 
“Oh, let me go, Karan, I am unable to breathe”, I panted while he loosened his hold, “and remember women have a better sensitivity. You will see, one day Shirin, Kusum and I shall share this as well as have an impeccable understanding amongst us.” Hope we do. But as I was immersed in positive thoughts, I was not aware when had he deftly opened the front clasp of my nursing bra - the only I had on my torso. I took notice of it as he slightly turned me towards him and his mouth easily accessed a nipple that became turgid almost immediately. I know that he is a breast lover like most men and plays with my breasts for long stretches of time, but at that time I had a feeling of disbelief. His mouth remained fastened on the areola for a few moments and then he began suckling. In spite of myself I almost immediately experienced a let down that rewarded his awkward efforts. My hand automatically went to his head drawing him closer and beginning to caress it. Although I had nursed Khushi only a few minutes ago, some milk in my breasts was still left that I offered with relish to Karan. “But, my Prince, I am not yet ready for anything further and would not be able to do it for another month or two,” I cautioned him. 
“Oh, I was carried away…sorry if I caused you any discomfort, but I felt like doing it.”

“Why, there is no discomfort and I have just told you whatever we should not be doing for some weeks. You are welcome any time for this if it pleases you…though Khushi’s need is top priority. And tell me frankly, did you like it and how does it taste?” I was surprised by my frankness as I nudged him to shift to the other breast.
“Very sweet and with a likable aroma,” he replied.

“And how does it compare with that of Kusum?” I teased him, “but if you don’t want to tell you need not reply.” 
“Well, I have tasted hers also. It also tastes good, but has a different smell,” came somewhat unexpected but honest reply.
“Flattery will not take you very far, Mr. Karan Hotri,” I said, “And you must know that the taste of a woman’s milk also changes depending on what she eats on day-to-day basis.” 

“Okay Ma’am, I have no proof to furnish,” he said as he continued suckling.

April 1, 2009: SHIRIN

God is to be thanked for His mercies as all my recent anxieties have been set to rest. I have a beautiful son in my arms and my breasts are once again overflowing with milk. The best part is that Bashir Miyan has resolved to get over his inhibition to have normal sex with me though the same would be put to test only after a month or so when my body is in a condition to resume sexual activity. 
The work at boutique was badly hit due to pregnancy and confinement of both me and Lisa. But will hopefully be back on the rails soon thanks to the timely support given by Karan. Karan & Lisa and Saadhan & Kusum are happy too having successfully enlarged their families. I was particularly worried about Lisa as it was not only her first pregnancy, this town does not have good health facilities and she had been attending to her work until the very last day. But her general health and stamina proved most important. She depended a lot on me and also continues during the post-partum period as well. She is carved out to be a mother and a house wife. She has resolved to do full-term breastfeeding and has learnt the basics with natural ease. Since in the first two or three days Kusum and I fed Khushi and both of us have larger and fatter nipples than Lisa, the poor girl had to face Khushi’s breast confusion right in the beginning. But thanks to Dr. Ila’s encouragement, both the mother and the baby soon adjusted well.  In spite of a big change in their status and situation both Karan and Lisa continue to treat me with the same love and care with which they used to treat me before getting married. Although she is a landlady and a married woman now, Lisa hasn’t changed a bit. She treats me as an elderly friend and we continue to be as intimate as in the past. Between us we cross-nurse Ruku and Khushi; this sometimes reminds me of my relationship with Benazir. Here too both Ruku and Khushi are born from the seed of the same father and received and developed into different wombs.  Hope Benazir is taking good care of Zenab; the last I had heard about her was that she was again pregnant. I don’t have any hard feelings against Aslam any more and shall not mind even resuming relations with him and Benazir on a social plane. 

Sometimes I do feel bad about being physically intimate with men other than my husbands. I often wonder whether I would have been happier in a monogamous relationship. But now that can’t be helped and it was Bashir Miyan who brought me into this, perhaps to hide his own limitation to have regular sex with a woman. Life has taught me that a woman may have to allow more than one man to have sex with her, especially at different times, under some sort of compulsion or for other good reasons, but so long as she is convinced of her decisions there should not be any room for guilt and remorse. It is important that she should decide for whom to open up her thighs and whose seed should she receive for conception. I have transmitted this logic to Lisa many a time, and with good effect, whenever she felt depressed on remembering past violations of her body by the Pastor and Toni as well as the attempted rape on her. I have argued with her that most of the women I have known well (like Benazir, Kusum, Dr. Ila and, of course Lisa in my narration here) have had physical relations with more than one man and have therefore not been monogamous in the real sense of the word. And many more men than women have sexual relations with more than one partner. In private parties, I have heard women ranging between ages of 20 to 60 mentioning with pride that they made out with several men and some of them even got pregnant from them without the knowledge of their husbands and others. They treat it as a proof of their attractiveness to the males as well as being bold and outgoing. Even cults of wife swapping, orgies and threesomes, etc are on the increase.   

So what is the idea of criticizing and looking down upon others for multiple relations and feeling guilty if she has had physical intimacy with more than one partner? Further, re-marriage is justified but voluntary sex with more than one person is socially shunned. The whole thing is so inconsistent. Consensual multiple relationships and ‘loving more’ arrangements depict the true nature and instincts of human beings. 

  Perhaps Karan is the only man who has won my heart and soul and the irony is that he now belongs to another woman. But because Lisa does not seem to have any objection to my continuing to have sexual relations with Karan I wonder whether I would really take advantage of her consent. For the present it is a happy thought; who knows what future has in store for me. Perhaps I would be guided by my instincts.    

April 1, 2009: KARAN

The initial feeling of becoming a father is that of elation combined with accomplishment, but soon a sense of responsibility took over. Our daughter Khushi, who joined us on 15th March, brought us a treasure of happiness. Few people, however, know that she already has two step brothers as well. About two months before her birth, Kusum had given birth to ‘our’ son (named Vaibhav) closely followed by birth of Taarak (Ruku) to Shirin. 
Last time when I had gone home on the occasion of Vaibhav’s birth, Kusum had told me about her plan of conceiving from me (as Saadhan is incapable) and the help she took from the occult/Tantra performed by Mangla during my earlier visit about ten months ago which coincided with her fertile period. The occult also involved Kusum taking a herbal potion each of the seven days as part of an hour long ritual that was performed in a closed room with several incense sticks burning and with both the women in the nude. The ritual projected Mangla as mother fertility. I was told that the potion served as an aphrodisiac besides boosting Kusum’s fertility.

That forenoon, when the woman who used to give massage to Kusum had just left and the maid servant she had engaged was also out on some errand; Kusum became sentimental while telling me about the ritual and the good result it bore so quickly. We were alone in the house. She lifted Vaibhav leisurely and put him to her already naked breasts for a feed. “I have nothing to hide from you, love, and not in future also,” she had said, “I love Saadhan all the more now as he is so generous and understanding. He knows everything, Karan, and approves it. One day we shall properly open up the issue amongst us three and may involve Lisa too.” She then started enquiring about Lisa and Khushi. In between our conversation she put Vaibhav to the other breast. I looked several times at her glistening naked body and she noticed it too. “Haven’t I become fat and disproportionate?” she asked me.
“I think you look more beautiful and so does our son,” I replied.
“You said ‘our’ son, I like it,” she said, “but remember this ‘our’ includes Saadhan and Lisa also. At least this is how I would like it.”

I made it an opportunity to ask her whether I should disclose my intimate relationship with her to Lisa as I felt strongly to share everything with her. She thought for a while and then replied, “Well, it is up to you. Lisa is a nice girl and she is madly in love with you. I think she is mature enough to understand both my feelings and the imperative of begetting the baby from you. Everything has been done for the welfare of the family of which Lisa too is a part now.” That settled it. 
“And, Karan, come to me”, she said burping and laying down Vaibhav to sleep, “I have a surprise gift for you.” As I curiously moved nearer her she pulled my head down to her breast, “Please suckle at me. I had been contemplating this moment for a long time. This is the pinnacle of intimacy between a man and a woman. And don’t hesitate…every wife and woman wants it,” she added as I complied. Soon warm sweet milk filled my mouth. She looked very happy and satiated, “I suggest that you do the same thing to Lisa when she gets the child. I wish her the same pleasure as I just experienced. And believe me; she would welcome it even though she might show some initial hesitation.” I had one more opportunity to suckle her breasts during that visit.
However, on returning to the Sunrise Compound, I did not immediately talk about the matter as Lisa was in an advanced stage of pregnancy and the disclosure of my relationship with Kusum could have upset her although somewhere I had the feeling that ultimately all would be well. My opportunity came last night as Lisa has been feeling better and more confident after the child birth. She accepted the truth in a matter-of-the-fact manner – without any show of emotion - that somewhat surprised me. But that distinguishes Lisa from other girls. I suddenly remembered Kusum’s suggestion to suckle Lisa’s breasts and taste her milk. I undid the front of her bra and turned her towards me. Lowering my head a little I engulfed her nipple that was just suckled by our daughter. Lisa was perhaps surprised as the thing happened suddenly but she did not refuse. She even offered her other breast after a few minutes. Thinking that I might be sexually aroused, which I was not, she warned me that she was not in the condition to have sex for several weeks. I can easily wait; in any case that was not on my mind then. But I seem to be hooked on breastfeeding. What a change and what an opportunity?
Lisa has even permitted me to continue to having relations with Kusum and Shirin as in the past. In both the cases I may not have much problem as in the past the initiative had always been from their side - on their taking full responsibility; one can say they used me. But how does it matter? My relations with them have been beautiful, with no encumbrances. Even Bashir angle is Shirin’s responsibility and she seems to have already handled it to everybody’s satisfaction. Perhaps a healthy and secure future awaits me. I should better be concentrating on my work and the family.  
JULY 1, 2009: LISA

It seems new rules for life have been laid down. Everything revolves round Khushi and the family. She has learnt to turn around and one has to take care that she does not fall down unless in her bassinet. But she likes to sleep between me and Karan and can be shifted to the bassinet only when already asleep. She is a champion nurser and I have to take extra nourishment to cope with her requirements of both frequency and quantity. Karan too has been suckling at my breasts almost daily, though only for a few minutes after Khushi has already been nursed and is asleep. A month ago we have resumed sex but have not yet reached the same pitch as before pregnancy. Karan is extra careful in ensuring that no harm gets done to me. 


Shirin resumed sex two months earlier than me, not with Bashir but with Karan. She had told me about it and I remember the afternoon they did it. Shirin had requested me to mind Ruku at that time and I had to tandem nurse him and Khushi then. They did it several times thereafter. The very next week Bashir came over for three-four days as usual. On the very next afternoon, Shirin came to my cottage with Ruku whom she fed as we sat talking. It was time for Khushi also to have her feed, so I pulled her to my lap. 
“How is Bashir Miyan?” I asked.

“Well he is combining both business and pleasure during this visit, hence an extra day of stay,” she looked happy, “He will also collect some of the dresses that are ready for sale.”

“And pleasure?” I teased her.

“Well, that too would be there,” she became a little conscious, “perhaps he would try his ‘resolve’ this time, you know, to have normal sex with me. At least I hope so; otherwise I think I will have to wait for more time.” There was a note of sadness in her voice. She burped a drowsy Ruku after a few minutes.

“Let us hope everything goes well.” What else I could say? I felt Khushi had left my nipple. She too was sleepy; so I burped her too and laid her in the bassinet.

“Lisa, can you please do me a favour?” Shirin said, “Can you look after Ruku for some time …may be two to three hours? I want to spend some time alone with Bashir Miyan.” Her voice quivered with excitement.

“With pleasure,” I said as I made space for Ruku on our bed near the bassinet. “We shall celebrate if all goes well” I added. “Surely” she was bashful. As Shirin left, rather hurriedly, I was reminded of my voyeur’s place behind her bedroom. I had cleaned that store room several times but had not disturbed the table and the chair above it out of laziness. I had a strong impulse to use that station once again. So I went to Karan who lay reading some magazine in the adjacent room and asked him to be with the children. “I have to do some tidying in my old cottage, so be here. It will take me an hour or so.” I said. Without uttering a word and removing eyes from the magazine he walked to our double bed and lay down by Ruku’s side. “Listen, they both have just been fed and should sleep peacefully unless disturbed. So just relax,” I said as I quickly changed into jeans and top. There was just a nod of understanding from Karan.
I came out and carefully approached the conduit to Shirin’s cottage from mine and without switching any light approached my voyeur station in the semi dark room. As I carefully peeped into Shirin’s bedroom I saw that the stage was already set. The couple was drinking and smoking leisurely. Shirin was just in a sky blue bra and a matching petticoat that had a long slash on the side from the waist bund showing a part of her white thigh. Bashir wore just a loin cloth, his hairy chest revealed in full glory over a perceptible  paunch. The accumulated fat on his body made his chest flabby and drooping like female breasts with a prominent areola and pointed nipples. His upper arms too were heavy and round and there were clusters of black hair on his shoulders and back too. Bashir sported a close cropped beard and had thick lips, steel-grey eyes that appeared larger due to the application of ‘surma’ (‘kohal’) and a beaky nose. His lips and teeth had acquired a permanent reddish colour due to frequent chewing of ‘Paan’ (betel). His face had a hawk-like expression.
“You know, I did not bring Aaftab this time as you said you did not need him any more and I too wanted to be alone with you…” Bashir said looking at Shirin meaningfully; there was also lust in his eyes. He had a somewhat booming voice.
“Yes, I am glad about it. Perhaps you don’t know how much our having normal sex means to me. I have long been waiting for this day as you said last night that you are prepared to give it a try. Frankly, darling, there is nothing difficult in it. Everybody has been doing it easily…and naturally…and procreating. Same sex relationships and kinky practices add spice to sex-life but they should not become a staple diet.”

“Well, dear me, there may be a difference of opinion on this and I might not altogether give up sex with men, but I feel challenged to do the normal way. Believe me, I want to give it a sincere try and feel the pleasure of it, if there is any in it, that is.”

“I am sure both of us will enjoy it,” she replied in a quivering voice.

“And above all I want you to bear the next child from my seed…though you might continue having relations with ‘him’ or anybody else…” there was longing in Bashir’s voice that made Shirin tender with sentiment.
“Yes, my master, it will be as you like” was all she could say in a choked voice.

They finished their pegs und Shirin extinguished the cigarette butt into the ash- tray while Bashir quickly took a few more puffs. She then walked up to him, uncovered his penis from the loin cloth and started massaging it and playing with the sac of his large balls. In between she sucked and coated the penis with her saliva and looked into his eyes for the reaction. Bashir seemed to be enjoying the sensation and sometimes looked up as the feeling became intense. In the meantime, her grip on his organ and strokes became stronger and harsher. Her oral ministrations had effect on me also as I felt excited and my nipples became turgid followed by a let down of milk, but I was too engrossed in the scene before me to care. 
Within a few minutes the desired reaction showed up. Bashir’s large penis reached full erection and he made deep hoarse sounds conveying a high pitch of arousal. Shirin suddenly stood up motioning Bashir to do likewise and yanked away his loin cloth and discarded her petticoat as well. She was naked beneath. She quickly lay down on the bed on her back. As Bashir stumbled over her she quickly pulled him down to herself without giving him an opportunity to see her naked anatomy and the thick bush. As he came in between her legs and positioned himself above her, Shirin spread and doubled up her legs giving him full access and brought her right hand down to catch and place the fat glans of the penis at her opening. A spontaneous push from Bashir made their union complete. Shirin made a small wincing cry feigning pain. It amused me much. Shirin encouraged Bashir, “You have done it, darling, now consolidate the gain… do it hard… and more…my body has been thirsting for it for long… what a fine tool you have…it ploughs so deep”  I know when in mood Shirin could be utterly frank with obscenities. This being common with gay sex, Bashir started thrusting like a pro and soon attained a rhythm. His strong large penis must be giving much pleasure to Shirin as her wetness soon started producing sloshing sounds accompanying her aah’s and ooh’s. At this stage Shirin undid the front clasp of her nursing bra and her large breasts spilled out and fell sideways.

“Come on, darling, your woman wants you to suck her breasts; satisfy her fully…” He crooned down his head and took one nipple into his mouth somewhat hesitatingly and then began sucking it – tentatively in the beginning and then in right earnest.  “Yes, you are drinking my milk… the ultimate a woman can do to another person…Empty my sacs… Ruku will be taken care of… there is an alternative for him,” she was panting in passion. My God, was she informing Bashir that we cross-nurse? It goes within a family, but with men folk? But Bashir is no outsider to Shirin. In throes of passion Shirin hugged him tight and also wrapped her legs around his waist. They continued for about twenty minutes before Bashir made a loud announcement of getting spent and collapsed over Shirin; he soon rolled away panting. There was satiated look on their faces. 
“It is not difficult at all,” he muttered catching his breathe. 

“And how does my husband feel?” she asked.

“I am in the seventh heaven. It is a very pleasant feeling. I wonder why all these years I did not try this?” he said.

“Hope you would make up for the lost time?” she asked.

“Sure thing, my queen will not have any complaint” he assured, “we still have three days here.”

They kissed in a tight embrace.

I quickly left my voyeur station and made home just in time. Both the babies had wetted their nappies and were howling. Karan was visibly irritated and looked helpless trying to remove the nappies and shifting them to dry places. “I think you took more time than indicated…you remember, I have also to go to the frame – maker. I am already late” Karan complained. “Okay, now I am here I shall take care. You go ahead.” I relieved him immediately. I quickly washed and dried their bottoms, sprinkled some talcum and changed the sheets. “Look how easily I have calmed them” I said as he came out adjusting his dress. I sat on the bed and put both the babies to my breasts. “Well I don’t have them”, he said referring to my breasts. 

“Lucky you are. Men don’t know how difficult it is to nurse and maintain the feeding system.”

Karan changed the subject, “Lisa, I think I am quite ready with the paintings to organize another solo exhibition in a couple of months. I am planning to go home to book the gallery as they sometimes require sufficient notice. Invitations and ads, etc. will also have to be prepared well in advance.”

“And when do you intend to go?” I asked.

“Why, after about a fortnight. Are you coming too? That would just be excellent as I may have to be there for about a week” he appeared quite keen.
“I would like to, and I will discuss it with Shirin as some arrangements for the boutique will have to be made. And why don’t you go now, aren’t you getting late?” I said.

“I shall be back in about two hour’s time” he said while closing the front door behind him. I nursed the babies in silence listening to the small sounds they made in between. I was a little concerned about my milk supply as I had not made much milk since I fed Khushi last and wished Shirin would come soon.

Shirin joined me after about 15 minutes. “Did Ruku trouble you much?” she came asking, “Oh the brother and sister are having a party” she said seeing me nursing. 
“Good you came just in time. I feared my breasts would go dry soon. Both of them are gluttons.” I replied.

“I will take care of them now…this naughty girl first as I have not nursed her for some time” she said pulling Khushi out of my lap. She fussed for a short time as Shirin took out one of her breasts and then accepted it immediately.

“And how did your time with Bashir Miyan go?” I came straight to the point.

“Oh, we did it, we DID IT’” she was ecstatic, “And he was wonderful. I think we will do it tonight again.”
“And what about Ruku? You can leave him here and take him in the morning” I offered.

“It is very nice of you to say so, Lisa, but let us try to manage with him. We will have to get used to it ultimately” she said, “You are here in any case,” she leaned forward to kiss me.
“You are welcome”, I said dramatically, “And incidentally, Shirin, I am planning to accompany Karan to his home town as he has to make arrangements for his solo exhibition. It will be for about a week.” I informed her.

“And when would that be and for how many days?” she asked.

“After about a fortnight and perhaps for a week” I replied.

“One would be quite manageable. Go ahead and make your programme without worrying about this place.”


The next day Shirin told me that Bashir had offered to be there for four days when we would be away. It was great news, not only relieving us of the worry how Shirin would manage everything alone but also because it was a confirmation of Bashir’s re-charged love for Shirin. She was also excited about Bashir enforcing his ‘resolve’ again.

Saadhan and Kusum were very happy to have us. Vaibhav had started sitting and crawling and had just begun cutting teeth. He had become irritable but showed much interest in Khushi. Kusum spent much time in cooing over the babies and talking to them on behalf of each other. She also complained to me that Khushi was not getting proper oil massage along with the application of traditional loi (paste of pulse-flour soaked in milk) so that her complexion is not as fair as it could be and that later on she might also grow hair at unwanted places. She entrusted it to the barber woman (Pushpa), who came to the house daily to give oil massage to Kusum, to do the needful. 

The very forenoon, when Saadhan and Karan left on their errands, we had the massage session in a sunlit enclosure of the house. We had oil massage by turns followed by hot water bath. It was exhilarating beyond expectations although there was an initial hesitation on my part in disrobing partially - then fully - before Pushpa - a stranger - and allowing her to touch all body parts as Kusum watched. Earlier I had watched Pushpa giving massage to Kusum. They were so open. Beginning with Kusum’s toes and calves, Pushpa spend quite some time in massaging Kusum’s thighs. She then deftly massaged her navel and upper abdomen muttering that the stretch marks there would not go. She then shifted to Kusum’s head, face, neck and shoulders, turned her over and massaged her back, spine and kneaded her buttocks for a long time. He also spent some time massaging the back of Kusum’s thighs. She then turned her over again and removed the corner of the cloth covering Kusum’s genitals. Locking gaze with her she separated her legs and boldly poured oil over her pubes and genitals and massaged there with quick strokes. Pushpa then moved up to Kusum’s breasts. Looking into her half closed eyes, she moved her palms over them in a circular motion and then spent a few minutes pushing her breasts up with pressure strokes on their under-sides.  The two women totally ignored my presence as Kusum let out short sounds of getting pleasure from Pushpa’s manouevre. When my turn came, the whole drill was repeated. I felt a new type of body pleasure that is next to only orgasm from regular sex.  The routine was maintained on all the days we were there. On one such occasion, after Pushpa had left and we languished lazily nursing the babies, Kusum herself broached the subject of her relations with Karan quite nonchalantly. But during this visit there was no sexual encounter between them. I would have had no objection if they had anyway.

As per schedule, we returned to the Sunrise Compound happy and satisfied and had a warm welcome from Shirin. Bashir had left the place only the day previous to our arrival. As soon as we were alone, Shirin excitedly informed that she had a roaring time with Bashir. I wish they start living together soonest.
July 1, 2009: SHIRIN

Bashir’s visit this time turned a new leaf in my life. My husband came with the resolve to have normal sex with me – the way a man and a woman have and their bodies are made for. He felt confident about it, so he did not bring Aaftab along with him. The first day he relaxed from the strain of the journey and spent a lot of time with Ruku which made me feel happy and relieved. The next day, tension and a feeling of expectation prevailed although we talked at length about business and the lot that he had to take. But after lunch, as we rested, he suddenly embraced me and asked looking into my eyes, “Will it be okay if we do it in Ruku’s presence?” That was the hint I was waiting for. 
“I don’t anticipate any problem once he falls asleep… but let me leave him with Lisa.”

“But what will she say? She will certainly guess it…” he was unsure about the propriety of leaving Ruku with Lisa. But I did not want to take any chances, at least on the first time.
“Oh, let her think whatever she likes to, but let me tell you between us there is a very good understanding…” I tried to dispel his anxiety.

“Okay, as you please….incidentally, have you been doing her also?” he winked.

“Naughty. But does it matter? After all you too do with other men. Aaftab, for example” I teased.

“Of course, it does not matter. I know you are a woman of taste. If I were in your place I would have done her…She is beautiful and has a voluptuous body.” He retorted.
“Keep your eyes away from her, she is a nice innocent person,” I said but in my heart I felt happy that he had admiration for woman’s body as well. It was a good sign. I took Ruku to Lisa’s cottage and chatted with her for some time as we nursed the babies. When they fell asleep, I requested her to mind Ruku so that I could have some time alone with Bashir. Of course, she understood. On returning to our cottage I thought that some wine would help us get into the mood. We sat drinking and smoking for a while. I then thought about taking the initiative and began manipulating and sucking his penis. I know he likes it, as perhaps most men do. He acquired full erection in no time and I too felt aroused at the prospect of what would follow. Disrobing quickly I pulled him over me, took hold of his erect penis again and guided it to my entrance. A thrust from him sent it into the warm wet recess of my vagina. Our Union was complete; it was so easy. I sobbed in ecstasy. He began stroking - slow and short in the beginning but deeper and faster soon thereafter. Bashir’s prowess and staying power surprised me; he made me forget his mental block in doing with a woman. From our after talk I could make out that he was also keen to have the next baby from his own seed although he is very permissive. But he will have to wait for several months before my body is ready for another conception. The important thing is that he is happy and successful and so am I. We made love again the same night and several times over the next two days Bashir was here.


Lisa later informed me that she would be accompanying Karan to his native place for about a week. This meant that I would have to mind the affairs at the Compound on my own. Although putting up a brave face, I told Lisa that I would be able to do it. I was quite worried how I would be able to manage alone with a baby to look after. I rang up Bashir and he immediately solved the problem by promising that he would come up for four-five days to be with me. I knew it would be quite problematic to him to entrust the store to someone else during this period but perhaps there was no better alternative. 

The arrangement proved a boon in disguise. Encouraged by his earlier success Bashir wanted to experiment more. I was not at all familiar with this trait of his. The boutique required my attention in the forenoon only; after lunch we had whole of the day to ourselves. The first afternoon itself, after I nursed Ruku to sleep, Bashir pulled me to himself. His lips fastened on the still bare nipple last sucked by Ruku; that side still had some milk left. He suckled in silence. When he moved to the other one, I teased him, “Your son has beaten you in the game…this one is dry”

“In that case we shall do things he does not do as yet” he giggled and pulled open my waist bund. Before I could say ‘what’ my petticoat had cleared past my ankles. The next moment I was locked in a steely embrace my breasts mashed into his ample hairy soft bosom. He was showering kisses all over my face playfully biting my lips, earlobes cheeks and chin. He loosened his grip, his kisses and licking making a trail downwards. He playfully nibbled at my nipples, went down to my navel and further below. Bashir then raised my legs, pushed my knees towards my ears and suddenly became frozen. My anticipation was killing me, but he was not doing anything. After a minute or two I crooned my neck to see what was going on. He was just staring at my private parts.
“Hey, what are you doing? Please come up…Haven’t you seen a big girl?” I was flushed.

“Never, but I am sure none can match such beauty” he replied. I felt flattered to realize that until a few weeks back this man was not prepared to even look towards the bare breasts of his own wife.
“Okay, but please come up… I am uncomfortable with your inspection” I said. But he did not reply. I felt his warm breath tickling my hair there, but before I could do anything his lips fastened on my nether lips in a never ending kiss. His suction was making me mad with passion. After a few minutes his tongue started licking there up and down which brought me to the verge of an orgasm. Several times his tongue entered my vagina just as Lisa’s sometimes does. Even in that condition the thought crossed my mind how would he like the taste of my wetness there. Someone had told me that taste of body fluids varies from person to person. I was familiar with the taste and smell of Lisa’s vagina only which is quite similar to the jelly of fresh palm fruit with a tinge of metallic taste; I was not sure about mine, however. But it should not be repulsive, otherwise Bashir could not have continued that long. Lisa too sometimes gives me a thorough oral there; she once said that I taste like raw egg. Bashir suddenly gave up his ministrations there, moved up and kissed me on the mouth, his hard penis replacing his mouth on my vagina. His tongue, coated with my fluid, went deep into my mouth and left a glob of saliva onto my own tongue which I swallowed involuntarily. It tasted of my own salty liquid. We made love for a long time in several positions during which I came twice. This time he was somewhat rough with his thrusts which I liked. We slept exhausted I don’t remember how long. I was woken up by Ruku’s squirming followed by full throated cry; it was his feeding time. I hurried naked to the bathroom to wash off my nipples quoted with Bashir’s saliva and returned to attend to my motherly duty.

In the evening, soon after the dinner, as I sat nursing Ruku, Bashir informed about Aaftab getting married. “He could have waited for another year or so, but his mother was insistent. The girl – her name is Rehana - happens to be her niece,” he observed: “She is convent educated, adventurous and ultra-modern. Aaftab, of course, has interacted with her; they like each other very much.” 
“It is good for Aaftab. But would he continue with the gay aspect of his sexuality?” I asked.
“Of course, this is the interesting thing. Rehana, like Aaftab, is bi-sexual. She has had relationships earlier and wishes to continue with them. Aaftab may be an addition to her circle… and he has told her all about us,” he replied.

“What?” I could not believe my ears, “What type of arranged marriage is this going to be?” I shifted Ruku to the other breast.

“Aaftab’s Mom does not know that aspect of hers?” he said, “and she might know in future too. Aaftab has no objection to Rehana’s life-style…and she is very beautiful.” Bashir casually began playing with the breast left by Ruku – weighing it in his palm and twisting the wet nipple.
“And how do you know she is very beautiful?” I felt concerned. Perhaps several interesting things were going on without my knowledge.

“Well only a few days back I ran into them in a restaurant… you see they are moving around… and we had coffee together. Incidentally, she also drinks and smokes. She is really very beautiful, face apart she has a very attractive body and carries herself well. She herself mentioned to me that Aaftab had told her everything about us – she emphasized the word ‘everything’ that day. She also said that they planned to spend some time with us… as they would do with some other people…”

I was stunned, “And what did you say in reply?” 
“I welcomed their gesture, but told them that I will talk to you,” he replied. This was another interesting development. For some time I could not think of what to tell Bashir. Perhaps the discovery of his prowess to have heterosexual pleasure had also unleashed his over-sexed nature. We sat in silence for a few minutes; only the suckling sounds from Ruku were audible.
“When are they getting married?” I broke the silence.

“After about two months… but they are already doing it…they could not wait till then. These are modern times. The marriage ceremony would just be a formality.” Bashir said.

“And did Aaftab ask you to join?” I asked.

“Well, he did mention it and was quite insistent too, but I thought that my participation with them would be a commitment.” He replied.
“And would you like that we agree to Aaftab’s suggestion or invitation?” I minced no words. Ruku had left my nipple and was drowsy; I burped him and began patting him to sleep that comes to him very quickly after a good feed.

“My frank opinion is that we should reciprocate to their gesture. Aaftab has been good to us. He also remembers you with a lot of fondness… And above all, I must confess, I am hooked at Rehana…I want to make love to her,” his voice had unmistaken uneasiness.
Things became very clear to me now. My oversexed husband wanted to get into the thighs of another woman in my knowledge and would not mind me following suit. It made a perfect foursome situation with all actors being bisexual. As I was assessing the situation, seeing me free from nursing Ruku, he pulled me to him holding me from the back. His steely arousal dug into my buttocks; he was turned on thinking about Rehana. He began fondling my breasts roughly with both hands and the effect was not lost on me. Even with unclear mind it dawned upon me that my husband, who has returned to me to have normal sexual relationship, must not be allowed to stray away. He echoed my thoughts: “You see Aaftab is so familiar to you and Rehana is after all a woman…and you have perhaps been doing Lisa, whom you would not like me to make up with,… then why not have a different equation with Rehana and Aaftab with full participation of both of us? They are so willing...After all I have been allowing …I mean, suggesting… well, you know my openness to these matters…” He had entered me from behind and placing me on my knees and elbows started the strokes.

He virtually extracted my willing support, “All right, husband, as you like and you will be responsible.”

“That’s a good girl”, he kissed me from behind and increased the power of his thrusts.

The remaining three days Bashir stayed with me we repeated our love making, expectation of playing with Aaftab and Rehana intermittently adding fuel to fire. Fortunately, my periods have not yet returned since Ruku’s birth, otherwise I would have certainly conceived if it were my fertile time also.
During this visit, Bashir created a real family atmosphere. He left just a day before Lisa and Karan arrived. I was still horny. As soon as we had some leisure and privacy, I and Lisa made fierce love; women can be rough too with each other. But I did not tell any thing about Aaftab-Rehana to Lisa, only that during Bashir’s visit we made love like honey-mooners. She, in turn, narrated about the massage therapy organized by Kusum at her place and its effect on her and Khushi. We decided to also explore the possibility of engaging a local woman who could at least occasionally give massage to our bodies.

July 1, 2009: KARAN

The second solo exhibition for doing whose groundwork I went to my hometown is another big challenge. For one, after the success of the first exhibition, the expectations of fellow artists are quite high. Secondly, instead of assemblage of amorphous themes that I did the first time as a beginner, this time only four themes would be exhibited. Thirdly, I shall be introducing the “Leda and the Swan” theme for which high benchmarks in foreign countries already exist and its ‘Indianization’ will not be easily acceptable. Finally, in this era of competition other artists too are coming up with exotic ideas.  


While all preparations went on quite smoothly, the booking of the exhibition hall created some problem. I needed it for a full week whereas the owner could spare it for only for four days at a stretch. There was heavy booking for several weeks with gaps up to three days in between. The hall-owner informed that after my four days there was a booking for three days for a solo photographic exhibition only by invitation and if the lady photographer who was organizing it could agree to shift her exhibition just by a fortnight the solution to my problem was possible. He suggested that I should make a request to her personally as it was against his business ethics to suggest a change to the customer with whom a contract was already made. This photographer turned out to be my classmate in the Arts College, Satinder Kaur, who had got married to a man from a business family when we were still in the College. I had heard that their marriage had run into rough weather and ultimately resulted in a divorce. Satinder had reportedly become a wreck and had to undergo treatment in a mental hospital for a few months. We were sorry for her as she used to be a very lively and extrovert girl with a helping nature. She used to pose as model to a close circle of nine male and female students and we too reciprocated the same way to each other. All in the group, except me, had sexual relationships as well. I often wondered why I was tolerated by the others in the group. Anyway, we all were really close. After graduation I lost touch with them and only a few of them could attend my marriage reception. After her recovery, Satinder had set up her own photographic enterprise and worked for advertising and film-making companies, among other things. So quite hopeful I decided to approach her thinking that if nothing else I would renew association with an old classmate. When I contacted her on telephone she yelped enthusiastically and asked me to visit her studio a little late the same evening because the next day she was going out of town for almost a week. “I might be in the middle of a shooting session as I am working on a short movie-clip that I shall be carrying with me on tour, so you may have to wait for a while; Dolly, my partner, will receive you and inform me that you have arrived. Please come through the service lane at the back. The main entrance would have been closed for the day by the time you would arrive.”  
When I reached Satinder’s studio, the door was locked. A woman’s low voice on the intercom ascertained my name; a small panel in the door opened, a bulb lit up focused on me and then the door clicked open. A tall lanky girl, around twenty, welcomed me. She wore a skirt and a tee-shirt. “You see, Karan, in this business we have to take lot of precautions. The market hours are long over though we are working. Satinder is busy shooting a movie clip; she will be here in a while but it may take up to half an hour.” She took me up to a small virtually dark cabin from which through a pair of thin panels in the wooden partition one could watch the proceedings in the large inner-most studio room that was well lit for the shooting. Dolly put on a gray overall and sneaked into the main room and returned within a few seconds. “I have told her” all she said motioning me to sit on a stuffed easy chair by her side, “Care to have a drink?” she asked. When I declined, she slid opened the panel in front of her and then whispered turning towards me “Like to watch? Or you can watch the enlargement on the screen” which she indicated on the side wall. She opened another panel in front of me without waiting for a reply.  
As I looked through the panel a highly erotic scene came into view. On a large double bed, a stud was doing a woman, both fully naked. They sat on their feet facing each other, his penis firmly lodged into her vagina. He held both of her breasts slightly raised in his palms; large aureole and long nipples could be clearly seen. As the movie camera zoomed at their lower body parts, slight backward and forward swinging movements of their hips became visible, seen more prominently on the side wall screen. Dolly saw me viewing the screen, “I should have told you…this is about a series of 100 practicable sex positions, several of them derived from Kamasutra, she whispered,   “Appreciate the artistic angles. In this position, her thin ankles with shining anklets are creating a contrast with her wide meaty inner thighs. Their pubes have been arranged to give a good visual impact. As such they signify the maturity and prowess of the couple.” 
“Does this couple appear in all the positions?” I asked. 

“The woman does, and another male model would be there with her in about two dozen positions. In four of them a woman also joins in a threesome, mainly as an aide. Instead of looking for a model, we decided that ‘Sat’ or I would be the other woman.”  

There was a short buzzer and the couple disengaged. A grey costume covered person walked up to the bed with a sheaf of papers. “She is Satinder; she is alone handing the camera as well as directing the scenes based on a script from the producer. She is also the make up woman. The whole effort requires a lot of creativity…” Dolly informed, “Actually, only two more positions are remaining for this session. Satinder will carry the lot – a film of 30 positions, after editing, to the producer tomorrow, which means that we might be required to work till the early hours tonight. In the room, the couple and Satinder huddled together to plan the next position. 

There was a faint ringing of a bell inside our cabin and a red bulb lit up. I became anxious. “May be our maid servant’, muttered Dolly and walked out of the cabin towards the door. I followed her to some distance. The verification drill followed after which she opened the door. A woman with a baby, who must be around nine months or so, stood outside. “She is hungry” she said and walked in. Dolly took the baby into her arms, asked the woman to sit and wait in the outer room and hurried into the cabin. Consoling the baby she looked through the panel and so did I. Satinder was busy doing the body make up of the still naked couple. Holding the baby in her lap Dolly raised her tee-shirt, fidgeted with the bra for a while and took out a breast. She fed the nipple into the baby’s mouth; the baby immediately became calm and began suckling. From her looks of a teen-age girl I could not imagine she would be a mother. Her breasts were unusually large and heavy on her fragile body and had large areole and long nipples. She saw me looking at her exposed body but, except for a faint blush, showed no reaction. Patting the nursing baby she opened the panel once again. The woman was lying down on her back, touching herself and the man sat near her feet on the bed also tugging his organ. “They are preparing for a variant of the ‘split bamboo’ position” she said looking into a paper placed before her, “next one will be easy… for a different reason.” I could not make out of whatever she was talking. Soon there was a wooden clap along with switching on of extra lights focused on the bed and the microphone becoming sensitive. The man moved up on the bed on his knees, pushed back the right knee of the woman toward her shoulder, gave an outward angle to her left leg lying on the bed and accessed her entrance. With his free right palm he cupped her left breast and shifting his weight on it for a while began entering her. The camera zoomed to catch their joining. He began his slow thrusts. They continued like that for good five minutes during which she placed her bent right knee for support of a high pillow and he used both the free hands in kneading her breasts. There was a short buzzer again and they disengaged. Satinder clad in the grey outfit walked up to them switching off the camera and had a word with them. “I think, a short break” Dolly said. Break it was as the women went behind a curtain and Satinder rushed to our cabin. She discarded her grey outfit as she came in and greeted me with a hug and kiss, “We are meeting after a long time, where have you been, Karan?” she asked holding me.  I did not feel like reminding her of her illness following divorce; so I just said, “Well putting up my struggle for a career in the line I had dreamt. Yes, I was out of touch with not only you but the other friends as well.”

“You have already met my partner – my wife –Dolly?”

“Aha?” was all I could say. 

“Oh, I forgot, darling, please give those two some drinks,” she indicated towards the shooting studio, “ we have to resume work shortly” she told Dolly, who immediately got up carefully disengaging the baby from her breast and handing her to Satinder, “She has fully emptied my left but will nurse more...” As if on a cue the baby started fidgeting. “She has now my smell and would want it from me as well,” so muttering Satinder undid the buttons of her top, shifted up the bra on both breasts and gave a nipple to the baby.

“Your ‘wife’, one baby two mothers?…well, please don’t mind but I am confused” I could not hold myself.
“I will tell you though it is a long sad story. You remember that I had married when I was still in College. Well, it did not work out and we had a divorce by the time I did graduation. I was pregnant then. But I had serious mental problems and had to take treatment for the same. At that time, Dolly used to visit the hospital to see her elder sister. She developed a liking for me. She was working as a technical assistant in a photographic firm. Interest in photography became a link between us. Taking advantage of her situation, the owner of her firm had been exploiting her sexually and she was keen to change. She eventually lost her elder sister as she had brain hemorrhage following electric shocks. When I was about to be discharged from the hospital my parents died in an accident. As I am the only child of my parents, I had no one else to take care of me. In utter shock I suffered miscarriage in the eighth month and had to be operated. I had a still birth. I was devastated. At that time, in spite of her own problems, Dolly looked after me. We began living together in my parental house and we still are. As if in accepting the challenge of my fate, I had a fresh shot of energy…enormous energy. I stood up. From the money I had inherited from my parents and by raising some loan from the bank I set up this studio. Dolly joined me. We have been living together and discovered our bi-sexual nature. There was no question of our getting married, yet we needed some change and happiness at home. On my suggestion, she conceived through artificial insemination and here is the result,” she pointed towards the baby, “we call her Anju.” 
“But you too are feeding her?” I was astonished at my frankness.

“Yes, it is a miracle. Although I once had a still birth, I lactated for a couple of weeks. Then it dried out in the absence of need for a regular supply. But when Anju came I started getting let down. Soon my breasts started becoming full like a mother. Still, when I nurse her from one side sometimes the other breast leaks simultaneously. The doctors say that such involuntary re-lactation is rare but not impossible. Dolly is happy that I am nursing Anju too. Isn’t it a wonderful situation? Both of us are making much milk and have to pump almost daily to escape mastitis” 

“Yes, it is a wonderful situation, indeed, and I also salute you and Dolly for being such fine human beings” I said.  
“I think we are products of time only, perhaps both of us only reacted to the circumstances we were thrown into. We are lucky that ultimately things worked our way. There is a lot in common between me and Dolly. Both of us are interested in photography, we believe in experimentation and exploring novelty, we like eroticism, we are bi-sexual and we have no scruples” Satinder elaborated.

Dolly came into the cabin, “you have fifteen minutes to resume work” she told Satinder, “They would be ready by then. Tell her that the douche kit has been placed in the bathroom.”

“Okay, let us also take something” Satinder suggested. Dolly served us some drinks and snacks. She took a sleeping Anju from Satinder’s lap, burped her in the state of half-sleep and took her out to the waiting maid. As Satinder adjusted her breasts into the bra and buttoned her top, she caught my gaze. She smiled, “naughty…you had seen them before” and asked, “haven’t I grown fat and big here?” 

“Well, I don’t think so. You have just become more charming and feminine” I replied.

“Flatterer, have you got married as yet?” she asked. Dolly had returned and joined us in drinks.

“Yes, I am married and also have a daughter - a little younger than Anju.”
“Good. Congrats belatedly… Incidentally, please don’t mind my curiosity, does your wife allow you to suckle milk from her breasts?” I was not ready for such a question, but thought it improper to avoid an answer. 
“Why are you asking this?” I asked.

“Well many foolish husbands have a complex or are too shy in suckling their wives’ milk-filled breasts or even tasting her milk, whereas it is the best gift of nature that is available only for a limited time. Almost all women also like their partners to suck milk from their breasts. So I was just curious about it.” 

“Well, yes, sometimes” I said.

“Very good, for both of you.” She said.

Dolly was doubling with laughter, “I think it is time for you to attend to shooting, otherwise we shall be here for the whole night.” She made Satinder to get up and leave.

As soon as she hurried out I remembered that I had not broached the purpose of my visit. Hell, I thought. I had to remain there for another half an hour. Dolly was glued to the panel. I also looked into the studio. Satinder was applying make up to their bodies. The woman had a pony tail now and looked beautiful in the fresh make up. The man’s biceps, shoulders, thighs, penis and balls were polished with body oil so that they glistened in the artificial light providing contrast to the dark green bed in the background. After a final briefing from Satinder and consultation with each other, the man laid down on his back. The lights went up, the microphone activated and the wooden clap announced beginning of shooting. The naked woman walked leisurely towards the bed, her large breasts and hips swaying tantalizingly and anklets & bangles chiming. For a while she stood by the bed-side, cast a voluptuous smile and gaze at him biting her lower lip and sat on the other side of the bed. She immediately extended her hand and brazenly caught his penis in it. She started pulling it length-wise in a circular motion simultaneously playing with his balls. Her large breasts with prominent areole and erect nipples swayed with her ministrations. 

“She is preparing him,” Dolly observed, “The good thing is that she herself feels and exudes passion… Look at those breasts and flushes on face and body. I think she is genuinely aroused.”   
“Arousal is okay. But I wonder at home they would be proceeding so systematically,” I replied.

“What? Do you think they are husband and wife in real life? No, Sir, they are just models and she is doing it more for adventure and promotion of a fuller life style. She is not married as yet. Her fiancée would soon come here to pick her up. She has given him the time only a little while ago.” Dolly informed.
“My God, she is a real artist then. I wonder whether she would agree to sit for my paintings as well.” I said - the latter part of the remark in a lighter vein.

“I think she would agree quite readily if approached properly and the theme is erotic… I think I know her poison,” Dolly replied.
On the bed, the woman, having succeeded in arousing the man, had pushed back his right knee towards his right shoulder and stretched outwards his left leg lying on the bed. His erect penis shone between his legs. With her right hand she caught hold of it and carefully mounted him guiding the penis into her vagina. She slowly sat on it, placed out her knees on his sides, waited for a few seconds, shifted her weight on knees and began making strokes like a man. 
“This is only woman-above version of the ‘split bamboo’ position that they had done previously,” Dolly remarked, “I think it gives a lot of pleasure and kick to the woman – you know the thrill of taking the initiative and having control.” I noticed the woman’s facial expression reflected what Dolly had said. The life can acquire so much more thrill if we allow more initiative to women, I thought. 

The woman’s large breasts, hanging out from the chest and curved up with the areole and nipples, began swaying forward and backward and grazing his chest. He cupped the moving breasts in his hands from time to time. She smiled. The woman then placed a pillow beneath the man’s folded leg and placed her elbows on his shoulders and bent forward over him. This made her embrace him partially, her breasts pressed on his chest. The camera too zoomed on his chest giving a glimpse of her nipples descending upon his areole. She continued her thrusts; their lips met in a leisurely kiss. Several minutes passed like that; she raised her head and torso and once again bent down in another long kiss. 
There was a short buzzer. They disengaged; the shooting was over. A few lights were put off. However, the couple resumed their love making changing to easier positions. 

“What the heck,” I muttered.

“Both of them need real release now,” Dolly clarified, “On their suggestion, it was agreed that after the shooting he would help her reaching orgasm and she would allow him to ejaculate inside her. They have done it in the past too. Satinder is returning, but two hidden cameras and a voice recorder are still on. Who knows we might need the sequence?” She winked at me. 

“But you said that she has a fiancé… and are they protected?” I asked.

“It is her problem. Perhaps the fiancé too is very open-minded. On her suggestion a douche kit has been placed in the bath room; she had used it last time also although it would not provide her full protection in her fertile days,” Dolly said.

When Satinder came, I lost no time in talking about the matter of reservation of the exhibition hall. She quickly thought it over and said that it was a small matter and actually a boon in disguise to her as she would get a little more time for making the preparations for her own exhibition that she needed. Since a three-day slot was available after about a fortnight, she agreed happily. Suddenly, sounds of ecstasy started emanating from the studio hall. “Perhaps they are through,” Satinder said. We watched the couple still joined in fulfillment, the woman below him circling his waist with her legs in a vise-like grip. After about five minutes, the man got up, went to the changing cubicle and soon emerged dressed up to leave. She kept lying on the bed. Satinder met him in the outer room and handed over an envelope. He pocketed it and left somewhat hurriedly. The woman now got up from the bed and virtually ran to the bathroom. While she was still in, the call bell rang. “Her fiancé perhaps,” so saying Dolly went out of the cabin. Some time elapsed before she opened the door and ushered in a man. She walked up to the door of our cabin, “Sat, Mr. Aaftab is here” she announced in a raised voice.
A bell rang up in my head. Could it be the same Aaftab who used to be Shirin’s guest at the Sunrise Compound? As Satinder went out to meet him, I carefully peaked into the outer room. Just six feet away from me sat the same Aaftab, no mistake about it. ‘The world is, indeed, a small place’ was the thought that crossed my mind. I was about to go out to meet him but then stopped since it flashed in my mind that he knows all about Lisa, my wife, and I should not give him an opportunity to talk about her and the Sunrise Compound here. I heard Satinder informing the woman in a shrill voice from the entrance of the studio room, “Rehana, Mr. Aaftab is here.” So her name is Rehana, and she is due to marry Aaftab after a couple of weeks. Interesting, very interesting, I thought. After about ten minutes from the panel in the cabin I saw Rehana going into the studio’s outer room. She hugged and kissed Aaftab, “Darling, I am sorry for keeping you waiting for so long.” 

“It’s okay, are you ready to leave now?” he asked. 
“Sure thing’” she replied. Dolly handed her over an envelope. The couple thanked Satinder and Dolly and left. After a few minutes I too took leave of them. Satinder had carefully noted my address and contact number and promised to visit the exhibition. “At least you would get a few really good comments though only on a reciprocal basis,” she said laughingly. I felt really happy that she had rebounded in life so well.


My tension about the reservation of the exhibition hall was over. But the happenings in the studio were not without effect on me. I felt horny like hell and needed a quick release. I reached home at around mid-night. An anxious Kusum answered the door, “you should have at least informed that it could be so late. We were getting anxious. Lisa had been waiting here until a few minutes ago. She went to her room to be with Khushi as she had woken up; perhaps Lisa too has fallen asleep. You change and come to the dining room immediately. I am laying the table for you; you must be hungry. All others have dined already.”  In our room, I found Lisa lying on her right side fast asleep. Her breasts were fully exposed and it seemed Khushi had just finished nursing. I quietly changed, went to the other side of the bed and lifted up Khushi to burp and then again laid her on the bed. This woke up Lisa, “Oh, you have come, I had fallen asleep” she hurriedly adjusted her clothes.
“Don’t bother; Kusum has already laid the table. I will be back in a few minutes. Please go to sleep again.” But she came after me to the dining table. We had a small talk. I just informed her that the problem of the exhibition hall was solved and it took some time.”

Back in the room, as we retired to bed, Lisa snuggled to me. My horniness suddenly returned. I quickly divested her of all clothes and just after a brief foreplay entered her.

“Am I getting the reward for the resolution of your problem, or you met someone special?” she teased me. 
“Yes, my darling, I need you now as never before,” I think I was honest to the core.

“But is she very beautiful?” she asked. Women will be women.
“Who is beautiful?” I asked in reply.

“Whomsoever you met, silly, and who churned them angry?” she played with my balls.
“Well I am now meeting these beauties only,” I pressed her breasts quite roughly.
“Ouch, don’t forget I am a young mother and you have to be courteous with me,” She kissed me, “but you are welcome here,” she gave me a push from below. 
That night we had one of the longest sessions of love making we had. It was quite late in the morning when I woke up. Lisa had already taken Khushi out. I sauntered to the dining room in search of tea and found Lisa and Kusum chatting. They were nursing Khushi and Vaibhav. As soon as Kusum saw me she asked Lisa, “Why don’t you make a cup of tea for him? Vaibhav has just started, so you better leave Khushi also with me for a while.” As Lisa handed over the baby to her, Kusum bared her other breast also to nurse Khushi. Her breasts were healthy and big like melons crowned with large set of pink nipples and areole. The two women did not have any inhibitions in baring their bodies in my presence as all three of us knew and approved our intimate relationships. I found the situation both enjoyable and erotic. While handing over the cup of tea to me with her back towards Kusum, Lisa whispered, “She has made out by my face what all you did to me in the night and had been enquiring the details.”

“So you tell her the details” I said. Kusum perhaps overheard and smiled, and winked at me, “Keep it up”.

The next day we left for the Sunrise Compound. We were happy and satisfied although Lisa expressed several times her anxiety about Shirin managing things there in spite of Bashir’s presence. We discussed and agreed that now onwards, we will have to be a little adventurous about more mundane matters and let God take care of the more important things. All our anxieties were over when we reached home and found all things in order. We are quite enthusiastic about future too.
*   *   *

