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

This is Part I of the story
MF MM FF 

The Sunrise Compound – a three cottage residential complex - located in a sparsely populated northern hill district of India saw important developments in the last two years. These are narrated below by its three occupants – Lisa (22) - the beautiful caretaker, Shirin (28) - the vivacious boutique owner, and Karan (26) - the artist, in installments. The last two have been occupying a cottage each on rent in the Compound on an agreement with the owner – Mrs. Silvia De Silva (84) who had finally shifted to Goa, her native place, having lived at the Sunrise Compound for about forty years with her deceased husband, a retired army colonel. Mrs. De Silva had arranged permanent occupancy for Lisa, her late Caretaker Mary’s only daughter, and had included her presence at the Compound as caretaker in the agreements with Shirin and Karan. This was the situation in the beginning of April 2007, the starting point of the narratives by the occupants of the Compound.

15 April 2007 – LISA

I felt so sorry when Mommy (as I used to call Mrs. De Silva) told me that she was leaving the place for good. It seemed that the only well wisher I had in this world was also leaving me. But she assured me that she would continue to take care of my welfare through Advocate Uncle (Mr. Upareti), “and even after I would be no more” she had added with a mysterious smile. Further, the new tenants would soon come to live in the Compound and I shall have to take care of them for which they would pay me directly, besides a fixed monthly sum Mommy would be leaving with Advocate Uncle. I know that a person sick and old as she was could not do more for an orphan like me. I saw her off with tearful eyes and later prayed God for her long life and well being. 

Last week Advocate Uncle handed over to me the keys of the other two cottages to get them cleaned up. The day after both the tenants arrived. Shirin, in her late twenties, impressed me as a very smart and suave person who did not speak much. She is very beautiful, has dimpled cheek, frequently smiles with a blush and gives an all knowing intelligent impression. Her husband, Bashir Ahmad had come to help her settle down and returned the very next day as he has a multi-purpose store in the nearby town to look after. I wonder whether with this type of arrangement the Ahmads would have much opportunity to live together. I am told that Shirin would open a boutique (stitched and knitted ethnic garments) for which the government had sanctioned financial support. Her cottage would be a place to meet people and to receive orders and supplies, etc. while the garments would be prepared by the contracted workers at their respective places. I was surprised that Shirin did not bring much luggage. Perhaps she believes in making purchases locally.

 I have not so far been able to make an assessment of Karan, the artist. He is tall and strong and has boyish looks. Soon after entering his cottage he began unpacking, paying careful attention to his painting material and equipment which he arranged in a longish glazed verandah that received maximum daylight. Both Shirin and Karan asked me to also take charge of cooking and offered me a sum quite beyond my expectations.

 I think I would be having a very hectic life now onwards. In a way it would be good and help me get over the trauma of marriage with Toni in bargain for writing off a large sum of money he had lent to my parents for the treatment of my late father. Toni, an elderly truck driver, lives with his first wife and four children, two of them around my age, in a nearby town and once or twice a week visits me to exercise husbandly right on my body. I know well that my marriage is illegal but in the small local circle it is recognized socially; the Pastor too is under Toni’s influence as he somehow found out that the former had taken advantage of me sexually several times. Toni often tells me that if I behaved well he might ‘free’ me after a year or two. I wish he dies soonest in a painful road accident. I kept all these matters secret from Mommy as it would have disturbed her to the core and also as I too am to be blamed for certain things. I do need support of some powerful person who can condone my sins, like Jesus himself.

Tony turned up unexpectedly last night just as I had taken the dinner. He made lots of enquiries about the new occupants of the two cottages. He had brought a bottle of liquor and some spicy accompaniments as usual and immediately settled down to take them. I was tired after the day’s work and told him so. But he laughed away while drinking, “I just want to stay here for a few hours and talk to my Dove as I have to leave before the day break to take a cargo to a city in the far west. The truck is being loaded in the market while I came to unload myself here…hey…hey…hey,” he laughed at his vulgar joke. “You must see off your husband properly as he will be away for another fortnight or so…hey…hey. So we have very little time….hey …hey,” he was in high spirits. I started crying on my helplessness but it only worked contrary to my interests. “Oh, my Darling is unhappy, thch…thch…thch. I must please her. Come….come to me….to your husband”, so saying he took my arm and pulled me towards him. He took me roughly but as usual and got spent within a few minutes. Strangely I also felt excited but concerned, “You have put too much seed in me…I may get a baby.” He laughed, “No…no….it can’t be… I was operated for that problem several years ago…but I shall arrange for it …if my Darling wants a baby…hey…hey.” A few minutes passed as I cried and cursed him, but he had already fallen asleep. Early in the morning he left without my knowledge.

15 April 2007 – SHIRIN
Settling down at the Sunrise Compound is like the beginning of a new chapter in my life after the last three harrowing years. 

My first marriage with Aslam was a flop as he somehow learnt about my pre-marriage romance with Bashir Miyan, my present husband, who was also in the same college wherefrom I graduated. All my pleas that it was a totally platonic affair, and the bed-sheet with my ‘first night’s blood’ was examined by his own mother and aunts, and that I am the mother of his one year old daughter (Zenab) had no affect on him. He divorced me and kept custody of Zenab too. At Aslam’s encouragement I had been having a cross-nursing relationship with Benazir, Aslam’s sister-in-law (his deceased elder brother’s wife) who too had a daughter (Zubaida), born posthumously – and about six months younger to Zenab. Aslam is very attached to Zubaida and felt delighted watching her nurse at my breasts. After our divorce, Benazir continued to look after Zenab too; her breasts have been making enough milk for two babies. Sometimes I feel that Zubaida is actually Aslam’s daughter from Benazir. My suspicion has gained ground from the recent news that he is planning to marry Benazir. It would be good for that family. I have no regrets; perhaps Allah willed that way. But I do often miss little Zenab and almost feel her lips and gentle suction at my nipples. Will she ever know who her real mother had been?

When Bashir Miyan came to know the reason for my divorce he sympathized with me and, after a few meetings, proposed to me. He had not married till then and had been living alone. I accepted his proposal after some initial hesitation. The next time after that we met he wanted to urgently inform me of some ‘weakness’ of his, but I did not allow him to mention it as I was carried away by his generosity. He is a strong handsome man, but having been a student leader in his times has developed a rugged life style that includes chain smoking, drinking, taking several cups of coffee daily and an ultra-modern attitude towards women’s freedom, equality and sex. I came to know about the ‘weakness’, he wanted to tell me, on the very first night of our marriage. Bashir is a staunch gay and is not at all interested in women sexually. In the beginning I felt devastated but was advised by an elderly female relation to be patient and try to adjust to his ways; may be he changed.  During our year long marriage we never had normal sex. But at Bashir Miyan’s insistence I sometimes allow him to do me in the anus, though I don’t like it at all. But then it is the only change that has come in his position and perhaps from this he might reform further. In order to endear myself to him I began smoking and occasionally taking wine.

 In spite of Bashir Miyan’s loving nature and willing permission to me to have sex with other men and even women (that I have done a couple of them in his knowledge), it seems to me that our marriage is lacking in some vital respects. I have been craving for my own space and change. I am glad that not only he understands it but has also taken the initiative to translate it into reality. At his suggestion only, I applied for the government subsidy and market support under the Women Entrepreneur Promotion Scheme in Hill Areas and decided to run a boutique at the Sunrise Compound. Owning a boutique of this kind has been my dream even before my first marriage and I propose to give my best to the venture. I have already asked the local authorities to help me by giving information about the local cottage units in this field with whom I should be coordinating to begin with. 

The cottage at the Sunrise Compound is quite spacious and compact for my purposes and has a portion on the back that is presently locked by the owner. Bashir Miyan too is quite satisfied about the location and safety of the cottage. There is another cottage that has been rented to a young artist, Karan. My first impression is that he is quite a decent and sober man. But then handsome young men do require a careful handling. I wonder if he has any girl friends and whether they would show up here in due course. It would be very interesting. I shall know more about this young man by and by. 

The Caretaker, Lisa, is a slim, tall and innocent looking young girl of around twenty. She is a local; her parents used to take care of the place and worked for the owner of the Compound for many years. Lisa looks too decent for her background and the kind of jobs she handles. She is a graduate, intelligent, efficient and well mannered and seems dependable. She has agreed to cook for me and Karan besides her other duties. She is a good cook and a quick learner. She is the type of person one would like to be around. If she shows willingness and can also cope with some additional work, I shall involve her in the management of the boutique also. 

15 April 2007 – KARAN

The next couple of years at the Sunrise Compound would be very challenging as I might either get ruined or go from here with flying colours. After graduating from the Arts College, I have been struggling to establish myself and make a decent living. Saadhan (32), my elder brother, has been insistent that I should pursue painting as a hobby only and not as a vocation. His idea of a good vocation for me is assisting him in the construction contract business that has big money. He has no appreciation for the soul satisfying ideas and creativity that acquire shape and colour on the canvas after months of labour and become immortal. Capturing the celebration of nature and life forms on the canvas and living with them has no meaning for him. But, I must say that, as a big brother he has always helped me most affectionately and Kusum (28), my sister-in-law, too has taken good care of me since their marriage seven years ago.  

What appeals to Saadhan, however, is the recognition and fame that a successful artist gets. He has told me several times that if I have any hope of reaching such a class he would support me to any limit, otherwise I should not be wasting time in the ‘farming for frustration’ as he puts it. Well he has a point. But knowing his weakness I had been trying to convince him that I had several promising ideas that might click with a little luck. To prove my point, after about a year of hard work, I put up a solo exhibition. The comments I got were encouraging. Two of my paintings were bought by Wave, a company with international presence that patronizes works of the upcoming artists. Saadhan was convinced but little did he know that Kusum had made a big contribution to my success.

It so happened that I had not been getting good female models. Besides exorbitant rates, there was also the possibility of misunderstanding at the social plane in our traditional society. I did not want to take any risk. Once I happened to mention the problem to Kusum with whom I used to discuss all sorts of things. 

“How many female models do you need?” she had asked me. 

“Even one good model would do for the present. I must complete two or three themes”, I replied.  

“Would you consider me as a model?” she playfully extended her arm on sides.

“You …you mean… you. ..? Yes… why not?” I stammered trying to figure it out.

“Well, what is the hesitation? Will I have to disrobe, of necessity…. and fully? Well, I’ll do that too if you want” she said, I could not make out whether she was serious.

“Oh, nothing of the sort”, I tried to be assuring, “I can always skip or paint a different face, that is, if need be. But are you really serious?”

“Yes, of course. It would be an investment in the making of a great artist, just remember this,” she teased.

What began as a playful challenge in solving a problem became a serious business over the next month. In the beginning Kusum used to get tired very soon remaining in the same posture but after only a few sittings the duration increased very considerably. I made several paintings of hers in various moods and situations– “Brooding”, “Waiting”, “At the Swing”, “The Careless”, “Part of Flowerbed”, etc. Kusum also started enjoying the work as the paintings received finishing touches. She began discussing themes with me. 

“I won’t mind if you now try some of the adult themes you had mentioned”, she surprised me one day.

“But it would involve partial or total nudity,” I cautioned.

“Its okay as long as you blank the face out or substitute it with some other face”, she said, “you are a grown up person and an artist at that. You would know how to conduct yourself. After all you would have dealt with a professional paid model. What is unusual in a person’s body? Have you not already seen women in the nude… as part of your education at the Art school?” she tried to convince and encourage me, “Even at home also, whatever precautions women might take, parts of their bodies are seen by men  in various stages of nudity; only they don’t mention it.”

“Okay, I shall try, though it would be different with you. And you say ‘stop’ whenever you feel like”, I agreed. 

“Fine, but remember ‘blanking or changing of the face’. And how do you want to begin? Do I first disrobe and show my body to you?” she asked.

“No…no, we shall do that as the work progresses, I mean, from one painting to another,” I said. 

I did five such paintings with her then; more might follow in future. The first one “In Ornament” showed her wearing only gold and diamond ornaments at the bare chest before a mirror. I had to adjust ornaments whenever she moved and displaced them. It was a difficult painting but the sparkling ruby, jade and diamond brought a very good effect. The second one “Jungle’s Daughter” depicted her long lush hair covering shoulders and chest and a large healthy breast (she has large areola and long nipples too) peeping through them. The third one “Fertility” showed her lying slightly on the side in the nude, her thighs tightly encircling a small green plant with a flower seemingly sprouting from her vagina. The fourth painting “Mothers” showed Kusum breastfeeding a baby (she did it by holding a life-size doll) as a cow suckled her calf nearby staring at her. I did it separately for the cow and the calf and Kusum and the ‘baby’ and later on joined the two paintings into one. The fifth one “After-glow” showed a nude languishing on a couch after soul-satisfying coitus, hair disheveled, perspiration on the forehead, the beads broken, red weal and bite-marks over body parts, smudged body fluids shining at places, freshly used vagina showing partly and a ‘shameless I care not’ smile at the face. Kusum gave a fantastic expression and I had much difficulty to convey it through the transposed face. In order to maintain the effect her body had to be manipulated and even mauled several times exciting her to levels making it impossible to stop an orgasm. The effect on me too was profuse. Even before the painting could be completed the undesired happened; we had sex. There was a repetition the next day and then it became a routine. 

Women have incredible ability to adjust in sexual relations; they are actually ‘”the stronger sex”. Kusum easily met the needs of the two men in the house without the knowledge of Saadhan. It was me who actually found it difficult to hide my feelings even when Saadhan was around. So I decided to move out. With the income that I had from the sale of my paintings and support from Saadhan it has become possible for me to be here at this hilly cottage for a year or two. The genuine excuse is also to paint landscapes and flora and fauna of hills to make preparations for the next exhibition. I hope to regain equilibrium soon; getting immersed in work would certainly help. This is really a cool place. The occupant of the other cottage is a business woman, Shirin, of about Kusum’s age. We are just introduced. The Caretaker, Lisa, too seems to be a good person and a good cook.   

!5 September 2007 – LISA
A great upheaval took place in the last week that has affected my life and sensitivities. Prior to that, only good developments had been taking place at the Sunrise Compound. The new tenants have settled down well and a routine has, indeed, got established. Shirin has engaged about a dozen persons, including a Tibetan woman, who would be delivering her the garments of specified measurements and pattern. She is quite an artist herself as she draws the patterns with coloured sketch-pen on the spot while explaining it to individual knitters and tailors, mostly women. In some cases she accepts the modifications suggested by them thanking and encouraging them all the time. She is a large hearted woman and readily advances money to them. As the word spread, more suppliers have started approaching her. On the other hand, Karan has been spending most of the time out exploring and sketching the area. I have seen three-four additions to his paintings in the studio. He has been working on them humming all the time. He reads and writes a lot too and always praises the food I serve him. 

Shirin continues to be a mystery to me. When I go for cooking to her kitchen she sometimes joins me and shares the work – the good part. Often I find her in the bed having cried a lot, with cigarette butts strewn around and the wine left in the glass– the puzzling part. Three days ago, the first installment of the boutique’s merchandise was taken away by Bashir, Shirin’s husband, who had come along with another man, Aaftab. He too left this morning. The disturbing events I am referring to relate to Shirin, Bashir and Aaftab and finally me.

Shirin had asked me in advance for some special meat preparations for Bashir and Aaftab. They came in the forenoon and after lunch Aaftab went out for some urgent shopping and haircut. To me he seems younger than his age – short in height and effeminate. When I went to Shirin’s cottage for cleaning up the kitchen, I found her and Bashir arguing something in raised voices; clearly Shirin was agitated. They were in the living-cum-bed room so I could not make out, but both of them were smoking too as I had seen on entering the cottage itself. I quickly finished the job and came out. But curiosity took the better of me and I silently opened the locked back portion of the cottage that was also a conduit between my cottage and that of Shirin, and stealthily came to the door of the bedroom that was locked from both sides and had a curtain on Shirin’s side. But on top, above the curtain bar, a half an inch wide wedge above the door, which I had recently discovered while doing routine cleaning, gave a clear view of the well lit room. I lifted a small table, silently brought it near the door and climbed over it. Voices could also be clearly heard. Standing over the table in the dark room, I felt quite secure and observed the developments. 

“But that is not a proper…It is not permitted by our religion,” Shirin was saying.

“Darling, you must appreciate my problem…. I feel so helpless in doing the so called ‘normal way’. As far the religion, as I have told you several times, in our sect everything goes…at least, in practice. A husband can derive pleasure from his wife the way he likes, although my personal view is that sex in all forms should be consensual,” Bashir replied.

“But, darling, I hardly get satisfied… my body frequently craves for the normal thing for which God has created proper places and organs in our bodies so that we can have babies. You even don’t want to look at these,” Shirin raised her breasts with her hands.

“Well, I know your first husband used to do you in what you call the ‘proper place’ but I just cannot. But we shall have babies… at least they will bear my name.”

“But I would like your seed to impregnate me,” Shirin was emphatic; “Our baby must have your genes. Sex with other men is okay for pleasure but our progeny…”

“Don’t take such a narrow view of perpetuation of humanity, darling; these are days of IVF in which a woman gets impregnated by unknown man’s sperm and the baby is welcomed by all. We have tried sex with others before though not with the express purpose of conception. Now that will also be an objective. God willing we shall have success with Aaftab. He is an excellent young man from a good family. We shall have no problem with him as he can enjoy sex with both of us separately. He is going to stay here for at least two days after me; you may make a beginning. You can ask him to stay longer, if you like. Or, if you get to know some other man and get impregnated I shall have no problem…., believe me…But, for the present, I want to make love to you ….in my way. But please don’t bare your breasts. They are beautiful but somehow on seeing them my excitement immediately subsides. It is psychological, I know, perhaps I find them strangely overbearing. Come on, we don’t have much time.”

There was a silence for a minute or so. Then Shirin said in a low voice extinguishing her cigarette butt in the ash tray, “Okay, Miyan, as you please.” She pulled down her lower pyjama, climbed the bed and crouched over the bed on her knees and elbows. Her large creamy hips were raised upwards, her private parts hidden beneath a large thick girdle of black hair. She is indeed a mature woman. In the meantime, Bashir too had taken off his clothes and now only in a vest approached her with a small bottle of cream. Over the next few minutes he applied a thick coat of cream at the entry of her anus, sometimes entering it with his finger, and also over the glans of his penis. He too then climbed over the bed and covered her. I had just a glimpse of his penis first slipping over and then finding the entrance of Shirin’s anus. Although I had heard that bad men sometimes do this to other men, for the first time I saw a man doing it to a woman and wondered how either could enjoy it. Perhaps men and women derive pleasure by all sorts of intimacies – the baser they get the greater is the sense of pleasure and accomplishment. As Bashir lunged forward and gained more entry for his penis Shirin whimpered but accepted it; Bashir then began thrusting slowly but rhythmically. She was uttering ‘uhh…uhh…aaaah...aaaaah uhh…aaah.’ After a few minutes Shirin flattened on the bed on her stomach and a still joined Bashir above her. He too then emitted a cry perhaps spurting his load into her. After sometime they disengaged themselves and reaching her side Bashir kissed her. He soon fell asleep. Shirin then got up and stumbled out of the bed perhaps to wash up, her large hips swaying voluptuously. I moved away from my hideout after placing a chair atop the table so that I don’t get tired standing there the next time.

I had learnt many things about Shirin and Bashir within a few minutes. Shirin was married earlier to someone else and Bashir is her second husband. Bashir is homosexual and cannot do normal sex to Shirin about which she is sad and dissatisfied. Bashir does her in the bung hole. Shirin also craves for a baby. Bashir does not mind her to have sex with other men to get natural satisfaction; he would also not mind if she is impregnated by another man. She has had sex with others; Aaftab is some such person and would perhaps have sex with both Bashir and Shirin. He might stay back after Bashir goes away. What for? On the whole, I think that the couple is abnormal and Shirin too is not good as she has been putting up with wrong and agnominal things Bashir wants her to do. I decided to investigate further when Aaftab returned in the evening.

I could feel the tension at Shirin’s place when I went there to clean there for tidying the kitchen after the dinner. The three of them sat chatting in the living-cum-bed room. Both Bashir and Shirin addressed Aaftab as ‘darling’ and ‘sweetheart’ that looked quite odd to me. After leaving Shirin’s cottage I quickly took some food to munch and stealthily occupied my voyeuristic junction. A funny scene presented itself. Both Bashir and Aaftab lay fully naked on the double bed sideways. Bashir was behind Aaftab and had inserted his penis into his back hole which he was slowly thrusting into him. Sometimes the two men kissed each other on mouth. Bashir also played with the erect penis and swelled balls of Aaftab.  Shirin sat on a chair clad in a blue silken petticoat and a loose shirt. She smoked a cigarette. Her bent legs placed on the bed for support, she watched the two men intently with an expressionless face. But she was not indifferent to the show. As Bashir left playing with Aaftab’s genitals, Shirin stretched her leg and her toe began teasing Aaftab. He looked up at her with a start but, with a naughty smile, she continued her manipulation; Bashir noticed too. Presently he increased the speed of his thrusts and with a muffled guttural sound became tense and still; perhaps he was coming into Aaftab’s guts. Crooning his head he gave Aaftab a long kiss. The two men separated after some time. Bashir then turned his back and fell asleep within minutes. Still sitting, Shirin covered him with a comforter. Aaftab rushed to the bathroom and returned after several minutes. He was still naked, his long strong penis in semi erection. 

Shirin now stood up giggling shamelessly looking intently at Aaftab. She discarded her shirt in a swoop, caught her hair with both hands at the back of her neck and sat down on the bed. Her large heavy breasts encased in a half black bra made a deep cleavage. Aaftab took her into a sitting embrace; their mouths engaged in a never ending kiss. Aaftab then unhooked the clasp of Shirin’s bra at her back. I had a glimpse of two heavy white breasts getting free, not much bigger than my own but with larger aureole and long fat nipples. Aaftab ended the kiss at the mouth and then came down to Shirin’s breasts; he spent quite sometime pulling the nipples by turns in his mouth with deep suction, and perhaps biting too. Shirin winced and asked him in a low voice: 

“Tell me one thing…. Do you remember suckling your mother’s breasts?”   

“No…why?” he asked in reply, coating her areola with his saliva and flicking the nipples upwards with his tongue.

“But did you ever see her breasts?” she ignored his question.

“Well, yes. She used to bathe me along with her till I was five or six years old. And later on also, she never covered herself if I barged into her room while she was changing or suckling my younger siblings?” Aaftab replied; 

“How would her breasts compare with mine?’ she asked.

“Let us see…” he suspended his ministrations and raised the two large orbs with shining red aureole & erected nipples freshly made red marks in his palms and added with feigned seriousness, “Hers were two sizes bigger than yours in all departments and had an extra sag of six inches. You see she breastfed her six children and a nephew and a niece spanning over a quarter of a century. To reach those dimensions you will have to put in real hard work… for several years, perhaps to wash up” Aaftab laughed, “But I like these unparalleled beauties”, his mouth fastened on her right breast as he pushed her into a lying position. 

“Tell me, dear, when you were a teen, around 12 or 13, did you ever  long to suckle at your Mom’s breasts again, say, when you saw them exposed as she nursed your baby  brothers or sisters?” Shirin was in a talkative mood, “or would you have had them if she offered to?”

“Of course, yes. Who would one refuse a Mom’s offer? I also sometimes wished I were at the place of my nursing brother or sister.”

“And did you ever get an erection seeing your Mom’s breasts or imagining them?” she was still curious, “please be honest”.

“Okay, yes, if you must know. I sometimes masturbated thinking about them, as well as of breasts of other women of the family and neighbourhood, most of whom were quite heavy there.” Aaftab replied.

“So I am correct in believing that mother-son relationship is never fully devoid of sex; perhaps suppressed feelings are there on both sides – only we don’t want to admit and put social norms before our natural instincts…”

“You might be correct…” said Aaftab, and as if to terminate the conversation he moved downwards kissing and licking her navel. He then undid her waist-bund and pulled away her petticoat; Shirin helped by raising her buttocks. Fully naked she instinctively crossed her thighs but Aaftab undid it and placed his face at the hairy junction. For several moments he seemed to deeply inhale the odour there and then using both hands stretched the outer lips further apart and placed his tongue therein. Shirin’s whole body convulsed with the strong sensation. She gruffly said. “Let me too…” as Aaftab proceeded to lick her up with slow but strong movements of tongue. She guided him to momentarily break his cares and reverse himself atop her in a 69 position their mouths accessing each other’s genitals. As he resumed licking at her vagina, she took his erect penis in her hand, licked and kissed the glans and its length for several minutes and rolled the balls one after another in her mouth. She then mumbled something to him. In response, Aaftab again went in between her thighs. He placed her legs on either side of his waist and leisurely guided his penis into her vagina. They lay still for a while before he began his thrusts in a slow motion; after a few minutes he established a rhythm. For a while her legs swerved in the air and then she enveloped them tightly around his waist.

They made love like champions and soon started changing positions. Shirin also came on the top keeping his legs on her shoulders and making thrusts like a man. I could make out that they would continue for quite some time. Soon rhythmic animal-like grunts began emitting from them as the strokes became quicker. The noise made by them and the continuous movement of the bed woke up Bashir who sat up and looked at them for a while without their becoming aware. He then laid down turning to the other side and fell asleep. It took Shirin and Aaftab another twenty minutes or so before both of them climaxed. It was past midnight, so I silently returned to my cottage; my legs were shaking and the throat had gone dry with excitement. 

I could not but feel amazed at the developments at Shirin’s place. The next morning Bashir departed along with the first installment of items for sale. Aaftab stayed back for another day and I knew for what. Somehow I did not feel like watching him and Shirin having sex again. I also could not approve of Shirin’s conduct, and had rather developed anger for her. But it lasted just for that day as the violent incident that took place the same night at my place has since reversed my entire perception about her. In the night, Toni, my ‘husband’, suddenly turned up along with a man whom he was addressing as Fauzi (soldier) and introduced him to me as a pal of his. I had never seen or heard about him before. Toni announced that he was back from his trip and it called for a celebration in which Fauzi would also join. He had brought a bottle of foreign liquor and some snacks as usual. The two men sat to drink, but they were already somewhat tipsy perhaps having consumed some liquor earlier. After finishing the bottle and the snacks Toni asked me to sit in Fauzi’s lap. I scolded him in reply and asked them to leave. “The hussy needs disciplining”, so saying Toni held me from behind and yanked away my shirt. I started shrieking aloud for help but they were too strong though inebriated and had become animals. Toni asked Fauzi to take over for ‘giving me the works’. He quickly pulled down his pants; his penis was erect and trembled with excitement as he lunged towards me. I kept shouting for help with a full throat as Toni tore away my bra also and forcefully pushed me to the bed. Fauzi instantly overpowered me, opened the knot of my petticoat and yanked it away, “Why are you making a fuss, my love, your hubby has already taken a thousand bucks from me?” so saying he took a savage grip of my breasts and then laying between my legs held me in a steely embrace attempting to gain entry into my vagina directly with his erect penis. As I struggled and continued shouting for help he was not succeeding. Suddenly there was noise outside and the door opened with a bang. I heard Karan, Shirin and Aaftab entering the room as they challenged Toni and Fauzi. Karan hit Toni with some rod like object that made him shout in pain and scamper out cursing. “Bastards have come just when …” Fauzi muttered and got up from the bed and engaged Karan and Aaftab in a scuffle that lasted just a few minutes. Realizing that he would not be able to win against two young men, he quickly gathered his clothes and also ran out. Karan chased him to the truck that was already started by Toni, the two men made good their escape. 

In the meantime, Shirin covered me with her shawl. I cried and sobbed as she hugged and consoled me enquiring repeatedly whether I was hurt. She took me to her cottage, holding me as I walked. Karan consulted Shirin and Aaftab whether the matter should be reported to the police. It was decided that as it might permanently tarnish my reputation, we might not do so and report only if Toni returned or created any mischief again. In his scuffle with Fauzi Karan was hurt at the forehead. So after some time he left for his place to attend to it; Aaftab accompanied him to help. Shirin told them that she needed some time to talk to me in private. 

As soon as they left, Shirin asked me again whether I was alright or was hurt by the men. As I began crying again, she removed my cover, “Oh you are badly bruised here”, there was an inch long scratch on my right breast that was mauled by Fauzi. It had bled but I was too far-gone to have noticed the sensation. “It is nothing, I shall apply cream on it, but you should first wash up,” Shirin said. “Hai, what is this?” she suddenly became seriously concerned drawing my attention to a thick sticky substance that shone over my inner thighs and matted a side of the pubes.

“My God, it is the man’s thing…his semen…you are so confused…. Are you sure that he did not put his thing into you?” Shirin asked looking straight into my eyes.

Realizing the import of her observation I wailed aloud, “No…no. I did not feel it. He could not shove it in at all… perhaps he leaked…outside….Toni too does it often…you know, lack of control,” I muttered.

“Still, let me have a look, girl. We can’t take chances,” Shirin said, “Oh don’t be shy” there was irritation in her voice. Women must help each other….We all are made alike there – queens and peasant women, old and young... I too shall not mind if you see me partially or even fully naked. What is there in the body of a person?” She was trying to assure me and made me lie on the side of the bed facing the bright light behind her as   she sat on her knees on the ground and opened my thighs. She spent quite some time inspecting my insides stretching here and there and then got up, “Well, there is no trace, at least, not visible, but one can’t be sure. By way of added precaution, I shall give you a pill straightaway that would minimize the possibility of conception”, she looked up in her medicine box for some time and then produced a white tablet, “here, gulp it with water” she pointed out towards the kitchen, but on second thoughts herself fetched a glass of water to me.

“What is this tablet?” I asked as I swallowed and washed it down with water.

“Well it helps stop conception in case one has had intercourse, that is, received a man’s semen in here (she patted her abdomen) and had not been on a regular course of contraception, and does not want to get impregnated or from that man. We should keep such things handy…one does not know when we might suddenly need it. Well I am not a prude but it should be the woman’s choice from whose seed she would like to conceive and when…Incidentally, when did you have your period last?” she asked. 

“Almost a fortnight ago,” I replied after making a quick calculation.

“I am glad I gave you the after-pill. You might be in your fertile period” she said.

Tears began rolling from my eyes again, this time out of a sense of gratitude as well.

As I feared going back to my place that night, Shirin made me have a hot water bath at her place itself and also brought a pair of clothes to change from my cottage. She allowed me to sleep that night in the outer glazed verandah of her cottage as it was already past midnight. 


All this happened last night. Since the morning I have mustered courage to resume my work though I am still quite shaken. When I gave breakfast to Karan I noticed a wound on his forehead at which he had applied some ointment and cotton supported by a band-aid. He enquired about my welfare, thanked me for the tea and told me to inform him if Toni or Fauzi showed up again. Aaftab left in the forenoon. Shirin showed unmistaken signs of having been awake through the night, of intense love making which a woman can easily make out – weary looks, swelled lower lip, drooping jaw, hollow voice and a slight limp in the gait –. I was not surprised when she informed me that she badly needed a few hours of sleep and that I should disturb her only in an emergency. Well I am nobody to sit on judgment over her private life, but I shall ever be grateful to her for the kind gesture and all the care she bestowed on me last night. She has also offered me extra payment for helping her in the work of the boutique that essentially involves keeping track of the deals made with the crafts-persons and checking up measurements and quality of the products, etc. Shirin says that my being a local and the ability to converse in the dialect would additionally help her. For me it is learning too. 

15 September 2007 - SHIRIN


The Sunrise Compound has proved to be a cozy place. I also never thought that setting up business would be so easy here. The craftsmen and other workers here seem to be starved for opportunities. They not only are very reasonable in respect of rates for payment and other contract terms but also honour their commitment in meeting the time schedule and the quality of products. Lisa has agreed to help me in the work of the boutique though she has no experience in the line, but she is a fast learner and well educated to maintain records. Although a local girl, she is urbane and sophisticated; several craft-persons took her to be a close relation of mine in the beginning. 

I am getting much leisure time that has revived my urge to beget another child. The desire to have sex with a man is sometimes tormenting and the womb often craves to receive thrusts of a man’s penis and warm jets of his semen. I badly miss Zenab and cry remembering her. My breasts sometimes leak milk thinking about her. Perhaps a mother never dries up completely. Though I love Bashir Miyan, his mental block to penetrate me in the vagina baffles me. Even seeing my breasts makes him nervous and it has taken him quite an effort to start doing me in the anus.  How long can this continue? A second divorce will perhaps ruin me. Bashir has suggested – and even encouraged me to have sex with other men (and women, if I liked that is). At his initiative, a few of his bi-acquaintances have already done me while he had been around, but Bashir avoids watching me making out with other men. Women too have began turning me on as I am able to identify the sensitivity and condition of their bodies with my own. It is just like a mother experiencing let down of milk even when someone else’s baby cries. But I have not done with a woman so far.  

Bashir came to collect the first installment of the boutique merchandise about which he felt that marketing would not be a problem. He came with Aaftab, a young man who is a bi-sexual, with whom he has played many a time and whom he admires for his other qualities. Bashir’s idea is that if I liked I could consider conceiving from him. The poor fellow does not know that this time it would not quite be possible as I have had my menses till a day before. But I thought it would be a good idea now to test and know Aaftab better. He is a handsome man and is courteous. He proved to be fantastic lover in the bed too. When Bashir left the day before, we made love twice during the daytime; I have been feeling charmed by him – a ‘gentle stud’ he can be called. But in the evening a somewhat different aspect of his personality came to light.

It so happened that shortly after the dinner as we were preparing to retire to bed, shrieks started coming from Lisa’s cottage. She was desperately calling for help. I felt concerned and quickly wrapped a shawl around and rushed out. Aaftab followed cautioning, “we should be careful. Who knows what is going on? We are not armed, nor is there any help here.”  Then we saw Karan dashing into the cottage, a few steps ahead of us. He had a fat stick in his hand.

“Good, someone has come after all,” Aaftab muttered, “Let us allow him to handle…one has to be careful in such matters…. Who knows…” he suddenly stopped reading my reaction.

Karan, in the meantime, kicked the door open and within a second read the situation there; “Bastards, progenies of bitches…what are you up to?” he challenged the two men who were in the room. As we followed him, one of them lunged forward, “Get out, I am Toni, Lisa’s husband. Who are you to interfere between a husband and his wife? But Karan had already understood that whatever was being done there was against the wishes of Lisa, who was buck naked, crying and shrieking for help. So he slapped the old man hard at the face and when he tried to retaliate he hit him repeatedly with the stick on the arm, the shoulder and the back of the neck. The last one did it. Toni ran out cursing and crying. But Toni’s mate immediately took his place. He looked stronger, but as he was naked below the waist and tried to fight Karan with bare hands, he could not do much though he succeeded in hitting Karan on the forehand with a glass that he had picked up from the table. Aaftab too threw at the man some objects that missed him. But as Karan repeatedly hit him in frenzy with the stick, the man quickly gathered his pants and made out, while Karan chased him out. 

I now paid attention to Lisa. She sat naked on the bed, trembling, knees withdrawn and her face hid into them; she continued to wail and cry. I thought that the girl was raped; my own knees buckled at the thought. I immediately approached the bed and covered her with my shawl. She embraced me tightly and cried as I enquired whether she was okay. Her confused utterances hardly answered my query; she was in a state of shock. I asked her to get up and escorted her to my place. Change of scene and warmth in my cottage gave her some consolation. In the meantime, Karan and Aaftab also returned. Karan suggested that the police must be called but Lisa panicked and pointed out that while she had escaped a catastrophe, involvement of police would place her in real trouble and would only bring her bad name. So Karan took leave of us and Aaftab too went away with him. Once I and Lisa were alone I paid attention to her condition. The attacker had roughed up and bruised her breasts in savage passion and to intimidate her; there was a scratch on her right one that had bled. Even in that condition, I could not help admiring Lisa’s breasts that looked more mature by 5-6 years than her age. Sticky globes of semen were smudged on her inner thighs and had matted her pubes that indicated rape but the girl repeatedly denied it. I even tried to look into her vagina with naked eyes but could not find any trace of semen inside. Still, by way of precaution, I gave her an after sex pill to reduce chances of pregnancy in case some semen accidentally went into her vagina. She had a bath at my place and as she had not got over her shock I allowed her to sleep that night in the outer glazed enclosure. Past midnight, Aaftab came to me; we made passionate love till morning after some drinks. He left the same forenoon as the night’s happening at the Sunrise Compound had shaken him too. I also could not appreciate his attitude in handling the situation. It was not very manly; after all a man’s penis only does not represent his masculinity. On the other hand, I am much impressed by Karan’s conduct. Besides being handsome and strong he is courageous and manly too.   

15 September  2007- KARAN
This place has proved to be more comfortable and professionally promising than I had anticipated. It is picturesque; people are simple and generally helpful. Within a few months I have painted about a dozen items, mostly sceneries and flora. I have also painted an old beggar woman who was happy to just sit and get Rs. 20 and some eatables on each of the three days I wanted her to. Work has progressed well mainly because I have little else to do. I have also been able to catch on reading and writing that has always been a passion with me. I have also discovered an old public library here that has some good books and travelogues of this area mostly authored by Englishmen. I miss Kusum a lot, but would she also be thinking about me and the things which we did together? She never writes, as she had told me when I left home, “You will have to come here and get it yourself; you will not regret that is my promise.” I think I will have to pay her a visit lest she should forget me altogether.

The tranquility of the Sunrise Compound was broken a night before that involved all of us here. That night as I was preparing to retire to bed after dinner the calm was disrupted by shrill shrieks of a woman who was calling for help. I rushed out picking a fat piece of wood from the lot the carpenter had left behind last week thinking that it might be handy to deal with a dog or some such animal. The shrieks were emanating from Lisa’s cottage and were indeed hers as it dawned upon me; I felt concerned. Then I spotted Shirin and a guest of hers also hurrying to the same place. But without waiting for them I entered the premises and kicked open the door. The scene inside shocked me. Lisa was fully naked and struggling on the bed with a man who too was naked below the waist. His intentions were obvious. Another man who, as I came to know later, was Lisa’s husband, watched and encouraged the man on the bed. I challenged both the men but it was the husband who responded muttering obscenities and shouting that Lisa was his wife and I should not interfere between them. The other man had pinned down Lisa by then and lay over her as she continued struggling. Realizing that shouting won’t do I used the stick at the husband who retaliated by attacking me. In a blind rage I repeatedly hit him; a blow at the back of his head perhaps hurt him much and he ran out. I quickly turned to the man on the bed who hurriedly got up from the bed and directly hit my forehead with something that hurt and drew blood. I continued hitting him with the stick; Shirin’s guest also hurled some objects at him. Finding himself vulnerable against two of us in his semi-nude condition, the man ran out. I gave him a chase but by then Lisa’s husband had started the small truck, in which both the men must have come, and the second man leapt into it like a dog and they sped away. After returning I discussed the matter with Lisa and Shirin and the latter’s guest, Aaftab. I suggested to them to call the police but Lisa was adamant against it arguing that the event would soon become a matter of local gossip which might get her a bad name. She was also afraid of talking to police. Shirin suggested that while she would take care of Lisa I should attend to my wound. Back in my cottage and accompanied by Aaftab who offered to help, I cleaned the wound with the spirit I keep for diluting the paints and placed cotton at the spot held by a sticker.

I learnt the next day that Lisa had spent the night at Shirin’s cottage. She looked somewhat composed in the morning - though still a little shaken - and served me breakfast as usual. She thanked me profusely for saving her honour and overtaken by emotions even hugged me briefly. Even at that solemn moment I could not help feeling nice about the soft warm pressure of her breasts and feminine smell. I asked her to let me know if either of the two men ever showed up at the Compound and that, if needed, she could bank on my help in future too. I kept thinking about the hug the whole day. I must control myself.

I have started visiting a fortnightly market in a nearby village. The great find there has been a young local sculptor, Lusan, who works in soft stones, wood, clay, straw and waste material.  He has an artistic bent of mind that has been running in his family, he told me. But mostly he is able to sell toys – shapes of birds and animals – and rarely some good artifacts. He is not happy with his plight and feels stuck up here. We have become a sort of friends. Recently, he mentioned to me about a life size white swan that he had prepared from wood, clay and paper mashie, but said that I would have to visit his place in case I am interested in seeing and buying it. We fixed it for the very next day. It is, indeed, a marvel of art – almost a live animal, a good four feet in height. While the body is made of paper mashie and clay, its feathers are carefully crafted from those of ducks, hen and white silk. The large neck is made of white silk woven over a sponge-cover around a long spring that can be twisted in any direction. The eyes and the bill can open with a slight pressure on a concealed button beneath the golden yellow flat bill. 

Seeing the large bird’s replica it suddenly flashed to me that with its help I could do my long cherished painting of ‘Leda and the Swan’ on which I had done a special assignment at the Arts College. Those who are even broadly familiar with the western art and Greek mythology know that Leda was the wife of Tyndareus, king of Sparta. Smitten by her beauty, the powerful god Zeus lusted to make love with her. But as Leda would not agree, he one day approached her in seclusion by the side of the river where she used to bathe, in the guise of a beautiful Swan. Leda was bewitched by the swan. Having won her confidence, Zeus raped her. (At some places it is mentioned that the union was consensual.) But, anyhow, as a result of the union, Leda gave birth to two eggs from which children named Castor, Pollux and Helen (of Troy) were born. This erotic imagery has been a favourite of a number of artists, like Leonardo Da Vinci, Michelangelo, Giovanni Battista Palumba, Peter Paul Rubens, Francois Boucher, to name a few. Poet William Butler Yeats has described the rape of Leda in a powerful verse. After doing my assignment at the Arts College I used to think that one day I too shall try this theme. The opportunity seems to have come. So I struck the deal with Lusan to buy the bird for five thousand rupees – a sum he did not imagine anybody would offer him for it. But then I realized that the bird’s penis did not show; so I asked him to add it for another five hundred rupees. Lusan was astonished but agreed to do it after discussing the dimension and other particulars with me. He has to make it in grey paper mashie - almost one feet long organ with a diameter of two inch thickness emanating from a large sack of testes, of the size of tennis balls, at the base. He would arrange to deliver it at my cottage in a day or two’s time. I feel very excited about this project and fulfilling the fantasy of joining the company of the classical masters.   

