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Sagarika's Introduction
Sometimes when I look back at the recent months and weeks of my life, I startle at how it changed so dramatically and so quickly. I get a sense of both disbelief and thrill to recall how a series of seemingly innocuous events led to a tremendously liberating journey - sexually as well as emotionally. But to sincerely describe that remarkable journey, I must start from the beginning - from the very beginning.
I was born in the Indian metropolis of Kolkata, in to a wealthy family, and to an educated, socially well respected parents. Later, they told me how happy they were to finally have a girl child. Well, their happiness certainly didn't translate into pampering as far as I can remember; perhaps a tribute to my level-headed parents.
I went to a reputed private school, became friends with other rich kids. Though I never achieved outstanding grades in school, I really don't recollect my parents were ever concerned about my academic performance. I never had a lot of friends, but I was happy with the ones that I had.
I loved my brothers but as I was growing up they gradually assumed the role of a 'counselor' rather than that of a 'confidant'. But that was possibly not surprising as I was 7 years younger than my elder twin brothers.
My love life during the high school days was limited to a few rare heartbreaks resulting from discovering my teenage crush was going out with other girls. Back in those days, it was neither easy nor indeed common for an Indian teenage girl to sleep around; and I was even more timid than the average teenage girls of our time, as far as sexual adventures are concerned. I didn't even learn to masturbate until I was 16!
I duly fulfilled my parents' aspirations of their child completing higher education and following their footsteps. I was not sure though whether they would appreciate it when I fell in love with my classmate while doing my Masters'. But I was 23 by then and per the prevailing social customs, my parents were looking for a suitable groom for me anyway. They didn't grumble when they found out my boyfriend comes from a very affluent family and aspires to be a renowned economist. With the financial support of his parents, getting married early was hardly a career-limiting move for my boyfriend. So I got married at 23 and by then I had realized that academia was not for me.
I was really excited as a newlywed bride, living with my husband in a big house served by maids and cooks. Not many newly married couples from Kolkata could afford their own place back in those days - it was certainly a privilege. Our sex life was pretty active; or so I believed until I embarked on a sexually liberating journey many years later in my life. I was still doing my Masters' when I became pregnant and I gave birth to our beautiful daughter shortly after completing my degree. I was 24.
I decided to forego my career and instead become a homemaker and support my husband's budding career as an economist. I might have felt a little blue in my subconscious initially when my husband was not particularly forceful in trying to change my mind. But largely, I was content playing the supporting wife and watching our beautiful daughter bloom in front of my eyes.
Life moved on and the years went by without throwing any big surprises at us. Sumita, our daughter, was now 17, in her final year of school. Her father was visiting Chicago University to present his recently published paper. Our phone rang very early in the morning in Kolkata and delivered the terrible news that my husband had suffered a massive heart attack the previous night and was declared dead when he was rushed to the nearest hospital. Out of the blue, my world was shattered in an instant. Just like that - no forewarning, nothing.
To my surprise, however, the feeling inside me was one of numbness rather than a deep sorrow. I was completely at a loss. My parents, brothers and in-laws all showed compassion and offered to help but I found it terribly hard to look forward to life, to gather myself and go again. The sudden death of her father and seeing her mother constantly depressed and numb had an awful impact on Sumita. The problem was that both Sumita and I were heavily dependent on my late husband for emotional guidance and support and now we both had lost it.
A few months after that dreadful morning, I began to realize that I could not afford to fall to pieces. That I had to be strong and stand on my feet for Sumita if not for anything else. But staying at home all day - the place was immersed with memories of my late husband - I found it impossible to come out of my depression. I recognised that I need a reason to venture into the outside world and keep myself busy. I needed to find work.
I had my History degree and my grades were consistently good but I didn't have any experience. I needed a favor in order to land a job. Fortunately, most of my family were in academia and my brothers managed to pull a few strings to get me into a newly opened private college as assistant professor.
Things started to settle down slowly as Sumita and I began a new phase of our lives. She did very well in her school final exam. With her marks, she was certain to get into most of the top universities in India. Although I always wanted Sumita to avail the best possible option for her higher study, secretly I was hoping that she would choose a university close to our home. I was not ready to live on my own, not yet. Luck smiled at me for once as Sumita stayed home and pursued her bachelor's in History following the footsteps of her mother.
For the next three and half years, I devoted myself to work and supporting Sumita. Everything was getting back to 'normal'.
I met Arindam a couple of years later.
Arindam's version
Our History Professor, Sagarika Sen, was an extraordinary woman. There was something enigmatic about her and that drew me towards her virtually from the very moment I saw her for the first time. She was quite unusually tall for an Indian woman and extremely voluptuous. But despite having some extra flesh on her, Prof. Sen's physique never looked disproportionate - remarkably big, structured for an Indian woman, yes, but still full of magical symmetry.
Despite her imposing figure, Prof. Sen always looked very elegant in all her postures. Watching her effortlessly glide on the elevated platform in front of the black board - always neatly draped in her expensive and tasteful sarees and accompanied by equally tasteful full sleeve blouses - it was almost impossible not to mentally undress her. Whenever Prof. Sen turned her back towards the classroom to write something on the black board, the subtle wobble of her Rubenesque, buxom buttocks would invariably drag me into a naughty daydream; and I am sure I wasn't the only one in my class having such intimate thoughts. Yet there was an aura and a reserved firmness about her personality that often impeded my sexual thoughts and forced me to look at her with respect instead.
I was never keen on so-called sophisticated women hailing from the so called elite class of the society. Whatever little interaction I had with them during my life, such sophistication seemed like an artificially created mask that fell away when circumstances challenged it. But in the case of Prof. Sen, I felt that her sophisticated manners were ingrained in her personality; it felt authentic and added to her aura.
She was a good teacher too. I would have attended her lectures even if she looked like a blobfish. But her stunning appearance meant I would go extra miles to make sure I am prepared for her lectures; hoping to impress her in an impromptu QA session - impress her in any way possible really. I always tried my best with the assignments, submitted them on time, and participated in class discussions. I could not be sure but I felt I was in her good books. But I never had any opportunity to have any one to one interaction with her - not until the classes resumed after the winter break.
That day, I was about to leave the classroom at the end of the lecture when Prof. Sen spoke to me while gathering her papers from the table in front of her.
"Arindam, can you wait for a minute please?"
"Sure Madam." My heart started to beat a little faster.
"Madam?" She frowned playfully. "I thought I had asked all of you to address me as Ms. Sen?"
I nodded quietly. The classroom was empty by now except for the two of us. For months and months, I had waited for a moment like this. And now that I was standing just 3 feet away from her in an empty classroom, I was dead nervous.
"I have been reading your essay and I wanted to discuss it with you." She gathered her laptop and the books from the table. "Are you ok for popping down to my office for a bit?"
"You mean right now Madam...er... Ms. Sen?" I mumbled.
"Well, it doesn't have to be right now but I don't have any more classes for today, so whenever it suits you."
I had planned to meet one of my friends after college but I didn't want to miss this opportunity despite being nervous about what she was going to say. "Sure, Ms. Sen, I can come now, I don't have any more classes today either."
"Very well, shall we then?"
As we walked through the long corridor, I could not help but to amaze at her majestic statuesque frame once more - she was at least 6 inches taller than me and she wasn't wearing heels.
At her office, Ms. Sen pointed at the chair in front of her own where she sat holding up my essay paper.
"Come, sit here." She asked.
"Is it okay?"
"Nothing to worry, Arindam." She perhaps sensed my anxiety. "I can see that you are working hard and I have been impressed with most of your assignments this semester. But the reason I wanted to talk to you separately is that I think your latest essay is a brilliant piece of work - both original and thought provoking. I am really curious to understand how you came up with it?"
Born in a poor family, verbally abused by my alcoholic and perpetually depressed father who was certain that I was a curse to the family - the reason for my mother's death trying to give birth - and growing up in a rough neighborhood. I didn't need any inspiration for an essay on class divisions in contemporary Indian society.
"Actually, it was quite easy Ms. Sen. I wrote what I see around me every day, Ms. Sen."
"Oh!" She sighed, probably taken aback by the sudden yet nonchalant admission of my difficult life. "I didn't realize... I mean, that you had to..." Her words trailed off lamely.
I always reacted coldly to any pity or sympathy that anyone ever offered to me. But I felt the shadow that cast on Ms. Sen's face was of genuine compassion. She seemed to be deep in her thoughts, oblivious of my presence. I kept looking at her face intensely - she was no Sophia Loren - but her somewhat longish face was beautiful and elegant in its own way; the smooth, fair skin on her face had no visible sign of aging and bore evidence of an opulent life. I kept watching her face intently as her large but shapely nostrils flared in a mesmerizing rhythm of her breathing.
"I wanted to mention something else as well." Said Ms. Sen, seemingly waking up from her deep thoughts.
I nodded looking at her large dreamy black eyes.
"The content of your essay is fantastic - and not just this particular assignment - I found most of your assignments are full of very good and original content" She paused for a bit. "But I think your language skill needs some work. It would be a real shame if you don't get the grade that you deserve just for linguistic reasons."
Thanks to the bizarre education policy of my state Govt., most of us were taught English only from the sixth grade. And the English language was almost never a part of my social circle. "I am sorry Ms. Sen; I know I need to improve my English writing." I admitted. "I have been working on it as much as I can."
"Have you considered taking up additional classes or tutoring?" Ms. Sen crossing her legs. "It's great that you are working on it, but it is going to be difficult without any help."
"I understand what you are saying Ms. Sen; but I have already taken up a hefty loan on top of the Govt. grant, I am afraid I can't afford any extra tutoring."
"Hmm..." That's all she murmured as she glanced through my essay paper once more.
Ms. Sen was seemingly unaware that crossing her legs made the hem of her saree hike up and expose her left calf. There is something about the legs of matured Indian women - as they are usually covered under saree - a sudden and accidental sight of them would always excite me. At Ms. In Sen's office, I knew I had to be discreet but I couldn't help but admire the impressive feminine curvature of her fleshy and well-formed calf. With a spine-tingling sensation, I imagined how wonderful it would feel to gently massage her wonderfully smooth calves. My heart was beating fast and I knew I needed to remain composed.
"If you are ok with it, I can help you build your linguistic skills," Ms. Sen said, laying my essay paper back on the table.
I was in a dilemma. I despised people throwing charity at me - oh look at the poor kid and all that. But I felt the proposal from Ms. Sen sounded sincere though, her tone was not patronizing. I also knew that Ms. Sen was right, I was not going to improve my linguistic skills on my own - not as quickly as it needed to be done anyway. Besides all that, just the opportunity to spend time with my favorite professor alone was extremely tempting.
"That is very kind of you Ms. Sen, but I am not sure if I can accept it" I was still struggling to come to terms with the 'charity' aspect of the proposal.
"Look, I can already foresee that you would produce some very powerful pieces during the semester and yet your grades will be comparatively low because teachers will repeatedly point towards your linguistic deficiencies; and I think that is very unfair. My intention is not to hurt your self-pride or anything; I am only trying to do my job." She seemed to have understood my dilemma.
I was undoubtedly turned on at the thought of spending some one on one time with my professor despite my inner resistance. I nodded affirmatively at the end.
"Ok, that's it settled then." Ms. Sen exclaimed with a sense of relief. "I suggest we start with twice a week after college and take it from there. Now, Tuesdays and Fridays suit me best - does that work for you?"
It didn't really, but I was more than happy to move things around to be with Ms. Sen. "Sure Ms. Sen, that is fine with me."
"I am somewhat occupied this week with the upcoming seminar, so how about if we start from Tuesday next week? I can give you a lift after college, that would probably be easier for the first day."
"That's perfect and thank you so much Ms. Sen, I really appreciate it; I am really sorry if I came across as difficult - I just can't help it sometimes."
"It's ok Arindam, I understand." Ms. Sen smiled fondly as she got up to let me out. "I will see you tomorrow after college then."
"Sure, Ms. Sen, I'll wait outside your office."
"Tell you what, note down my mobile number as well, just in case."
I saved her number on my phone and gave her a missed call so that she had mine too.
As I walked out of Ms. Sen's office, in my mind, I replayed the image of her luscious curves wobbling subtly as she stood up from her chair. I realized that I was hiding an erection in my trousers.
Sagarika's version
I was feeling very tired that evening as I pulled my car up in front of the main entrance. I indulged myself in a long and relaxing shower first and got changed into my homely cotton saree and sleeveless blouse. I always maintained an extra layer of reservation and modesty when I am interacting with the external world; and that made letting the guard down at home that much more satisfying. I made myself a cup of tea and sat down on the sofa and glanced through a few news and current affairs magazines. My late husband was a voracious reader and I seemed to have picked up that trait from him. I flicked through the TV channels - as usual, there was nothing really worth watching. I had our daily customary mother daughter Skype session - something I look forward to all day. It was just like any other evening.
But there was something different about it too. I was feeling content. I was satisfied enough with my job - it gave me and my family a new start after all - but I had been feeling an urge to do more. And there is nothing more exciting for a teacher to spot a gem and help nurture it to see it bloom in front of your eyes.
I was impressed with Arindam throughout the semester. There was something about him. Every assignment that he submitted, every discussion that he participated in - he struck me as someone who had the rare ability to think outside the box. He worked hard too, I never found him unprepared for any of my lectures.
His latest essay was particularly brilliant. Maybe the fact that Arindam could draw from his own life and surroundings did help him to enrich the content, but still it was an impressive piece of work without a shadow of doubt. I was very confident that if I could somehow dust away his linguistic deficiencies, I could present the academia with a future gem.
I felt some sort of a connection with Arindam, too. Despite difficult circumstances he was proud of what he represented. I respected his pride although it was borderline stubbornness. After my husband's premature death, despite everyone offering support and help, I wanted to do something on my own. I wanted to stand on my own feet. So, even though it bothered me a little, I could very well relate to his unwillingness to accept any extra help than what he thought was due.
At least it would keep me busy - I said to myself. Since Sumita moved out to pursue her higher study, I had often been bored in the evening in our large and empty house. Helping Arindam seemed far more promising to me than watching some trash on TV.
Later that night, as I rested my tired head on the pillow, I remembered how I yearned for another child. My husband was not so keen - he had his absurd theory that parent's love for their offspring need not be shared; apparently that's why I was not pampered as a child. I wanted a boy after I had Sumita. I could not decipher whether the attachment that I felt with Arindam had anything to do with my past maternal longing.
Arindam's version
On that Tuesday our History class was canceled as Ms. Sen had to attend an urgent meeting. I had been fighting with myself all day - was it the right thing to accept Ms. Sen's offer to help me? I thought, on one hand she represented the societal class that I had purposefully avoided all my life - rich, convent-educated and posh; on the other hand, she seemed honest, compassionate and a person of integrity. Then there was her gorgeous buxom figure.
It was definitely the right decision, I concluded. I regretted having suggested we meet outside her office though. I wished we had agreed to meet at the University car park, it would have been far less crowded. I was desperate to avoid anyone getting the idea that Ms. Sen was helping 'that poor kid'.
I waited for about 10-15 minutes after our class disassembled following the final lecture of the day and then made my way towards Ms. Sen's office. Luckily, the passage was relatively empty; I pretended to be occupied studying the numerous house sharing ads that were haphazardly jumbled on an information board near the office door.
Her courteous smile greeted me as Ms. Sen appeared through the door minutes later. She was holding a few files on her left hand vertically rested against her chest. She looked even taller today; I wondered if she was wearing heels.
"I am sorry Arindam, the Vice Chancellor dragged me to an unscheduled meeting and I just could not get away." Ms. Sen explained as we walked down the corridor towards the main exit. "I hope you are not waiting for long."
"It's ok, Ms. Sen, I kept myself amused." I said light-heartedly.
"I had to park my car at the far end today, I was a bit late in the morning" She growled as we made our way through the car park - it was a bit of a trek to be honest.
Ms. Sen was wearing a beautiful dual color Art Silk saree with self-motifs, accompanied by a matching long sleeve black blouse. The soft silky fabric of her saree seemed to be floating on her body; it accentuated her lush curves beautifully. As she walked a little ahead of me, I watched in admiration the generous expanse of her buttocks oscillate, covered in the silky fabric of her saree, in a magical rhythm of her walk. I almost gasped aloud at the sight of her swaying butt cheeks making their presence felt by pushing against the soft fabric of the saree.
She slowed down as we reached a white BMW sedan. I was right about her hailing from a rich family then, I thought.
"You don't use the air conditioner in your car?" I politely asked as Ms. Sen began to pull away from the car park. Although it was January, Kolkata was still quite warm and humid.
"I wish I could, but I am asthmatic and the air condition aggravates it even if I am exposed to it for a short while."
The car moved at a snail's pace through the heavy early afternoon traffic on the EM Bypass. We were trying to make small talk to distract ourselves from the road congestion. I couldn't help but take a liking to her face. She was as elegant as one could be without being drop dead gorgeous - her shapely nose was prominent in the profile view with her large but shapely nostrils.
"I just realized I never asked you where you leave - so very rude of me."
"You probably would not know that part of the city, I live near Khanna cinema."
Ms. Sen made a casual clicking sound with her tongue, which I guess was meant to be an overwhelming evidence of her grasp on the city geography. "Of course I do, most of my cousins are from North Kolkata. Looking at the traffic tonight, it would be hard work for you to travel back home."
"I hope not, I was planning to take the Metro to Shobhabazar and from there I can walk." I let out a silent sigh watching the movement of her ample thighs silhouetted against the saree as her feet were perpetually busy on the clutch and the break trying to negotiate the busy traffic.
We turned left onto a small road off Southern Avenue and stopped immediately in front of a high walled detached duplex house. Two security guards opened the metal door and greeted Mr. Sen while watching me quizzically. Ms. Sen drove through the small driveway and parked under the porch.
"You don't have any maids or servants?" I failed to hide my surprise when I saw Ms. Sen opening the main entrance with her keys rather than tugging at that fancy looking doorbell.
"Well, I have a cooking maid if you like, she comes in the morning. I usually don't need anyone in the evening. The security guards are here all the time though." She dropped her bag and the keys on the table near the door. "Let's go to my study."
Sagarika's version
I felt his glances at my rear as I was climbing the stairs towards my first floor study. It made me uneasy for a moment; you have been on your own in this house for far too long and now you are just spooked with someone else present with you- I told myself and dismissed the thought.
"You must be starving, I certainly am." I pronounced.
"I am not too bad actually."
"Rubbish, you probably haven't had anything since lunch. Let me go and check what we have in the fridge."
Arindam was admiringly observing the floor-to-ceiling bookshelves that adorned the four walls of the study. "Wow, it is almost a library! You read all these books?"
"Most of them belonged to my late husband to be honest, but love for books is one of many things I shared with him." I said with a hint of sadness in my voice.
"I am really sorry for your loss Ms. Sen."
I was pleasantly surprised to see his soft side. There was genuine affection and sympathy in Arindam's voice which touched my heart. "Thank you Arindam, I was at loss without him but I finally feel that I have managed to get over that very difficult period of my life. And by the way, you are more than welcome to take as many books as you want, as long as you return them." I added with a friendly smile.
"Oh, really Ms. Sen?" His joy reflected in the sparkle of his eyes. "Thank you so much."
"No need to thank me Arindam, I would only be glad to know that they are not just gathering dust here." I said gazing at our vast collection. "But first things first, let me go and bring some food."
I turned around without realizing Arindam was standing right behind me and my upper arms brushed against his shoulder. This sudden proximity made me jump as if an electric shock had jolted through me. I was suddenly feeling very nervous and utterly confused at my overreaction. I stepped away and found him staring at me, I had to look away first.
"I am sorry." I awkwardly fumbled. He didn't say anything but the intensity of his eyes made me feel a little uncomfortable.
I thought about what just happened once more while placing some fruit cakes on a plate downstairs in the kitchen. I could not fathom why I reacted so awkwardly to what was really an accidental and innocent contact with Arindam's shoulder. I took deep breaths and composed myself before returning to my study - I needed to do my job.
"Right, before we start, I just wanted to say a few things." I began, sitting down facing Arindam and placing the plate on the coffee table between us. "Look, when I offered to help you in my office last week, I could sense that you were not immediately at ease with the idea. And I am not sure if you are now either."
Arindam kept quiet, looking at me attentively. "I just want you to know that it is not some sort of a project of a bored middle aged woman trying to erase her guilt for being rich. I honestly feel that you are a very promising student who needs to improve his linguistic skills and I think I can help you. But the only way this is going to work is if we are honest with each other. So, if you don't believe what I just said, you need to tell me right now."
"I totally understand where you are coming from Ms. Sen. I am not going to lie; I hate whenever someone offers me something for free." He stopped momentarily to wash the fruit cake down with some water. "But I can also assure you that I would not have come here tonight if I had any doubt about the sincerity of your proposal.
Arindam continued. "I am really sorry if I gave you the wrong impression. It was nothing personal against you, it's just that I can't easily trust someone. But I do trust you Ms. Sen, a lot, I think you are different from everyone I have met in my life."
His intense stare was making me uncomfortable again. "No matter how flattering that sounds, Arindam, I don't think that is quite true; but thank you anyway. And by the way, not all rich people enjoy a bump-less ride, I certainly had my fair share of difficulties."
I regretted my comment immediately as I saw sadness cast a shadow on Arindam's face. I must have scratched a sleeping wound. I rushed to change the subject. "Should you not call your father and let him know that you would be late?"
"Nah, he would probably be too drunk to even notice that I am not there; or he would be itching to teach me a lesson if he is not drunk enough." His voice was calm as well as full of contempt.
I gasped. I felt a pang in my heart as Arindam recollected his tormented childhood and youth - growing up without a mother; his father, first becoming perpetually depressed, then an alcoholic, losing his job in the process and finally turning into an abusive monster; how all their relative turned their faces away when they were in desperate need for financial as well as emotional support; how his childhood was robbed as he had to play the dad to the monster child that his father was becoming; how he gritted his teeth and achieved exceptional grades in the school and secured a prestigious Govt. grant that paved his way into the university; how worried he was that his family savings were getting eaten away to fund his father's alcoholism; and how his ungrateful father kept abusing him despite everything he did and was still doing. The worst part of it was that he still could not leave his home because he knew that his father would not survive for long without him. No love remained in his heart for his rather, but he still had a sense of duty towards him, the only family he had. He could not share his pain with anyone either, he felt that would bring upon shame on him and make him vulnerable.
I winced in pain. A sudden surge of emotion was choking my throat. The truth was that I did not have capacity to fully gauge how much he had to endure. My only consolation was that he probably felt a little relieved after venting out all that emotion and sorrow that had pent-up inside him for years.
I didn't know what to say to him. I could not find words that were adequate enough to offer him any solace. At the same time, I could not help but admire his maturity that was way beyond his age, his determination and his mental courage. I just leaned forward and gently placed my hands on top of him that were resting on his knees. "I know that I can't take your pain away, but I am glad you trusted me with your grief even though you know me only for a few months."
I felt his body tremble at my touch. "I don't know why but I felt that I could trust you completely." Arindam almost whispered, his voice quivered with emotion.
"I am glad that you did. I want you to know that you can always confide in me and I promise that I will never break your trust."
I ended up telling him about the difficult days that I went through after my husband's death; how my daughter suffered from my depression. I hadn't disclosed the very personal tales of my grief to anyone outside my close family, but I felt comfortable sharing it with him - it only felt natural after he opened his inner self to me.
It was already 9 PM and I was conscious that Arindam had a long journey home. "We didn't get to study today but I am glad that I know you a bit better after today." I said.
"I am glad too, Ms. Sen. I feel a lot relieved and if I may say, a little less lonely too."
I felt emotional again. "Good, and here is one more thing, it may sound a bit strange to you so do tell me if it would make you uncomfortable, but when you are here, I would like you to call me Sagarika Auntie or just Auntie - whatever you prefer. Ms. Sen sounds way too formal and we have already shared a lot of personal stuff with each other." I said in holding my breath.
"Oh, I would love that, honestly." His eyes sparkled and I sighed in relief; for a second I thought he would find my emotional outbreak silly.
"Good, it's settled then. You better get going now, I don't want you to land in any trouble at home. We will start again from Thursday. I usually get home by six, so any time after that is fine. I'll let my security guards know as well."
"Ok Auntie... Oh my god, it feels so amazing to call you Auntie!" Arindam exclaimed.
I could not help but smile. After digging up too many wounds during the evening, it felt nice to see him happy. "You better get going." I warned him again.
He stopped momentarily at the door and turned around. He smiled fondly at me and I felt his intense gaze again. "Good night Auntie, I really like you."
I was taken aback by his comment but I tried to put a smile on my face. Something inside me drew my eyes to his lower abdomen and I was stunned to notice that he had what looked like a powerful erection. My head went into a haze as I saw him disappearing through the door.
I was already overwhelmed that night and I needed to sleep to clear my head. But the images from the previous night returned to my head when I woke up the next morning. I was still confused. Was he sexually attracted to me? Was he turned on all evening? Did he think of me as an object of love? Of lust? Or both perhaps? I could not be sure; I didn't have much experience with boys of his age when I was his age anyway. Then I remembered my absurd overreaction when my arms innocently brushed against his shoulder. Why was I so unnecessarily conscious? Was I thinking of him as an object of desire or love in my subconscious too? After spending just one evening at home? It seemed beyond belief.
My life was just back on track, the last thing I needed was to risk it by embarking on a relationship with one of my students - one that I knew only for a few months. 'Hang on', I said to myself, why was I even thinking about a relationship with him? My stomach clenched up in knots imagining what Sumita would make of all this. I shook my head to clear the images of his intense gaze, his body trembling at my touch; his erection. It had to be the lack of intimacy over the last few years that was causing this silly mid-life crisis, I hastily concluded. I decided to focus on my work and not let anything distract my mind.
Everything was fine for the next day and a half. That I didn't have to deliver any lecture to Arindam's class certainly helped maintain my composure. I had a long chat with Sumita on Skype and that helped too. I was so glad that she was doing brilliantly at the university. But as soon as Thursday evening arrived, I started feeling an uneasiness in my stomach.
"Sorry Auntie, I am a bit late. I met one of my friends on the way." Arindam fondly smiled as he entered the house.
"No problem Arindam, how are you? Everything ok?" I waved at the onlooking security guard and closed the main door.
"Just usual, how are you Auntie?"
"I am not too bad either. Now, let's not waste any time today." I tried my most serious voice. "We didn't get much done on Tuesday and have a lot to cover."
I felt his glances on my buttocks again as I was climbing the stairs and this time I was certain. The uneasiness in my stomach was rising steadily. I let him settle on the chair in my study and went downstairs to bring some food.
"So here is how I think we should go about it." I felt his intense gaze on me but I purposefully avoided any long eye contacts. "The Element of Style is one of the best books I have come across on the subject of mastering English writing skills. We will go through each section of the book; look at some of the contemporary fictions to understand how the practices suggested in the book have been followed and adopted by different authors; and then we will finally come back to your essays and assess how they can be improved. How does that sound?"
"Perfect."
We started with the first chapter, 'Elementary Rules of Usage'. As the evening went on, I was increasingly impressed with not only his ability to quickly pick up the grammatical rules and techniques but also with his understanding as to how they can be applied. I asked him to study a chapter from 'The Old Man and the Sea' and see if he can identify how Hemingway followed, adopted or deviated from the rules stated in the book.
I examined his face closely while his eyes were fixed on the book. I realized that all these months, I never watched him closely. His face looked different when he didn't feel necessary to keep his guards up; it still retained the innocence of youth. He had beautiful long curly hair that bounced around untamed with every movement of his head. His jawline was strong and prominent, a contrast against his thin lips. His eyes were particularly attractive. I felt a tug at my heartstrings as I watched the light brown pupils follow Hemingway's words. His lean body, unsurprisingly, looked fit and healthy - he had to work hard just for his survival in this world. He was a few inches shorter than me but so were most of the men anyway. I felt small beads of sweat forming on my forehead as I kept looking at him; my resistance was fading.
"Auntie, I don't think great authors always play by the rules." Arindam remarked putting the book down after finishing the chapter.
I snapped back to reality. I sat up straight on the chair crossing my legs. "You are probably right. But that's the beauty of any language - there are rules but if you are clever and skilful enough you can bend them to your advantage - not too dissimilar from the rules of life actually."
He glanced towards my leg a few times discreetly but could not fool my eyes. Women always have a sixth sense, especially when it comes to men watching them. My leg was probably exposed a little bit due to my sitting posture. Was the sight of my leg turning him on? It surely seemed so. I felt a sudden urge to make myself more desirable to him. I pushed my right thigh higher on my left thigh, knowing my saree would hike up exposing more of my left leg.
"Perhaps initially we should look at business literature only, they tend to follow these rules more strictly." I suggested. He was distracted. His glances towards my leg were now more frequent and his gaze intensified once more. Was he aroused now? The thought sent a shiver down my spine; I wanted to see.
"Why don't you pick a business management book from the shelves and we can look at the writing style and see if that is more in line with the rules described in the book." My heart was beating fast.
He stood up awkwardly, clearly trying to hide his erection. I resisted looking till he reached the far corner of the room, looking up the shelves to find a suitable book. The bulge in his trousers was prominent even from a distance. My skin bloomed with heat and flew from the top of my chest to down below. My resistance had fallen completely. He finally picked up a book and held it in front of him to hide his excitement as he strode towards me. I looked in the other direction but the image of his erection was still very much there in my head.
"Oh, it's already nine, time really flew." Exclaimed Arindam looking at his watch.
I sighed, it certainly did. "You better get going then, don't want any trouble for you at home. Take these books with you, you can study at your leisure; we will look at some of your essays on Tuesday and analyze how these rules could have been applied there." I tried my best to keep my demeanor although linguistic elements were the last thing in my mind. I was certain he was not thinking about grammar rules either.
Neither of us spoke while walking down the stairs to the main door; he was still using the books to hide his erection. I wasn't sure if I gave away my excitement. We smiled at each other tenderly when we reached the door. I watched him walk down the driveway and then disappear beyond the high walls. I felt a sudden sadness as I closed the door.
I reflected on the events during the week as I rested my head on the pillow later that night. In spite of all my attempts, I could not shut Arindam from my mind. The aching in my heart and the moistness between legs were evidence that I was attracted to him; emotionally and physically. And if my judgment wasn't terribly wrong, I was certain that Arindam felt the same about me. My mind was not doubt-free though; I was almost twice his age and I was not sure if I was misusing my position of trust. But I was certain that I would not hurt or harm him in any way. I didn't know how everything would turn out at the end but I made a promise to myself that if things didn't work out, I would do whatever is best for Arindam. One thing I knew that it would be a bumpy ride but I was ready for the fight. I was being honest to myself and to Arindam; I didn't care about conventional wisdom; I had enough of being a conformist girl.
Arindam's version
I was never comfortable in divulging the details of my life to anybody. Life has taught me that the less people know about you the less likely they are able to exploit you. But somehow I felt differently when I was with Sagarika Auntie. There was something about her that assured me that my secrets are safe with her. She trusted me with details of her personal life too, after all. I had to admit to myself that it felt good to be able to bare my soul in front of her. She didn't offer me any cheap sympathy, instead, I felt she displayed a genuine sense of compassion and solidarity. I believed her when she said I could always confide in her and she would never breach my trust. I admired not just the majestic physical specimen that she was but also the genuine human being that I felt she was. And I thought I saw a change in her attitude towards me after my emotional outburst. I couldn't quite put my finger on it, but I sense there was a change. Yet, despite all that, I still felt a bit insecure and vulnerable.
There has been no discernible change in Sagarika Auntie's public behavior towards me since last Thursday. But I noticed that our eye contacts, during her lectures on Friday and Monday, lingered just a little longer than usual. It made me yearn for her company. I felt happy that Tuesday was just around the corner.
Sagarika Auntie caught me in the corridor on Tuesday morning. Her warm smile brightened my day.
"Morning Arindam, how are you?" She softly asked.
"I am good Aun... er... Ms. Sen." She laughed at my slip of tongue.
"Listen, I would be leaving lunchtime today to go to the book fair so I might be a bit late getting home. But I should be there by seven. I have already spoken with the security guards and they would let you into the house if I am not there."
"No problem at all, I hope you will have a good time at the book fair."
"Thank you Arindam, I'll see you in the evening then." Sagarika Auntie smiled and walked towards her office.
I let out a soft sigh as my eyes were reflexively drawn to the abundance of her undulating derriere.
I was exchanging pleasantries with her security guards when Sagarika Auntie's white BMW pulled up in the driveway just before seven.
"You haven't let Arindam in the house?" She asked the guards in a visibly irritating tone to get out of the car.
"They did suggest that I wait inside to be fair, but I preferred to be here and chat rather than sitting inside the house on my own." I tried to calm her.
"Fair enough; let me walk with you then." Auntie gestured towards one of the guards.
"Can you park the car for me please?" Auntie took out a bunch of plastic bags, full of books, from the car. She obviously had a busy afternoon at the book fair and it showed in her sweaty and tired appearance.
"Can you wait a bit for Arindam?" She asked me to drop the bags full of books on the center table in her study. "I am really exhausted and I need a shower and a change."
"Of course Auntie. You do look tired, please take your time."
Sagarika Auntie disappeared into the corridor and then probably into her bedroom. Few minutes later I heard the sound of a door locking - I gathered she got into her bathroom for a shower. I waited in the study flicking through the latest edition of Newsweek. But my mind was restless. Oh how I wished I was a fly on the wall of that bathroom for a few minutes. Images kept flooding the canvas of my mind.
Sagarika Auntie shedding the layers of her clothing, one by one; she walks into the shower area, gorgeously naked. Water falling on her luscious body; the droplets hopelessly trying to hold on to her smooth skin before being forced to flow down a magnificent, undulating terrain of mountains, valleys and creeks. The sensual slurping sound that is emanating from her hands rubbing against the slippery, soapy skin; mixed with the tune of a popular song that she is humming.
I heard the sound of the bathroom door open, snapping me back into reality. My sustained strong erection was paining me under the restraint of underwear and jeans. I decided to compose myself by fixing my eyes on Newsweek.
I gasped when Auntie walked into the study. At work, she always wore her saree in a very conservative fashion - draping the saree quite high around her waist, draping the loose end of the saree, the 'anchol', in such a way that covered her midriff and sides completely; even the blouses she wore had full sleeves till her elbows and were cropped quite low at the midriff. Practically no skin was ever visible the way Sagarika Auntie wore her saree at work.
And now she was clad in a dark blue printed, homely cotton saree that was wrapped much lower on her waist along with a black sleeveless blouse that was cropped far higher at the midriff than any of her work blouses. It was still a very much moderate way of dressing, but a lot more skin was in the show in contrast to her extremely unadventurous work attire. Her arms were firm and fleshy. There was a homely roundness to her belly but that only accentuated the sensuality of her incredibly voluptuous frame. The loose end of her saree was draped casually over her left shoulder, giving me occasional peeks at her huge breasts clad in her blouse, they looked very firm too. I admiringly watched how the fair skin at her fleshy waist and lower back was contrasted by the dark coloured saree. Her inviting love handles would be an imperfection in the eyes of the so called fashionistas, but they looked so harmonious with the rest of her body.
"I hope I didn't keep you waiting for long, I really needed that shower." Auntie said in an apologetic tone as she brought with her a bucket full of hot water to my surprise.
Noticing the puzzled look on my face she continued - "I had been walking from one corner of the book fair campus to the other for almost 6 hours. My legs and feet are really hurting now. So I thought I would dip my legs in the hot water for a while - usually that cures my feet aches."
She kept the bucket in front of her chair and sat down. Then ever so casually she lifted her saree and petticoat to her knees and dipped her legs into the hot water. If she was looking at me, she would have seen how my jaw opened at the sight of her deliciously fleshy and well-formed legs. I was distracted.
"Now, I have something for you. I was not sure if you had already read them." She handed me a couple books, snapping me back into reality, and then she proceeded to unpack the rest of them.
I really loved books but I could not remember if anyone had ever gifted me a book. I felt emotional that Auntie thought of me when she was buying books for her. And I thought, it is nothing short of telepathy; as I looked at the books; one was The Last Mughal by William Dalrymple and the other was The Rise and Fall of Great Powers by Paul Kennedy. I read rave reviews about them recently and I was really keen to read them but our university library didn't have any of them. On the title page of one of them, it was written 'To my favorite student Arindam, who taught me a lot - Sagarika Auntie'.
"Do you like them?"
"I love them, Auntie, thank you so much. And you know something, I am so glad that you are the first person to give me books" My voice was choking with emotion and I had to blink hard to stop tears rolling down my cheeks.
I was sure that I saw Auntie's eyes getting watery for a moment as well. "I am really happy that I am the first person to give you a book. It's the very least you deserve."
"By the way, I didn't consciously buy two history books for you, it was just a coincidence."
"That's perfectly fine, Auntie. In fact, I was trying to get hold of these two books for a few months now. And when I saw these, I started wondering how you read my mind."
"I didn't to be honest, but I am really happy that I made the right choice." Her demeanor seemed a lot friendlier compared to our previous meetings.
"Can I suggest something to Auntie? I don't feel like studying tonight, would you please read me from one of these books, please? I have always liked how you dictate in the class."
"You mean my terrible voice and my tedious tone?"
"Of course not, Auntie. You have a beautiful voice and you read wonderfully." I protested.
"Sorry, I was just teasing you. I suppose I wanted to hear some appreciative words from you." Auntie was wonderfully playful and jovial.
And then Auntie did something very trivial yet it left me somewhat shocked. I watched with utter surprise as Auntie picked her nose, and quite elaborately too. I was sure that women, especially someone as sophisticated as Sagarika Auntie, never picked their noses in front of others; unless they are in company of someone they fully trust and feel very comfortable with, I considered. As I intently watched Auntie's index finger buried deep inside her large, attractive nostril, I wondered if she was now comfortable to let her guard down and let me see in her primal form. Perhaps that was the reason why that trivial task, though completely asexual, turned me on a lot.
"Right, what should we read then?" Auntie said, smilingly. I hoped she didn't sense I was turned on by watching her pick her nose.
I had to clear my throat before speaking. "The Last Mughal?"
"All right then." Auntie took the book from my hand and began reading.
I had always admired her reading style, it sounded ever better from up close as her glorious soprano voice filled the room. When she made eye contact with me from time to time, I felt there was something different in her gaze. I felt there was passion in her eyes. I could have listened to her reading all night but it was soon half past nine on my watch. It was time for me to leave and the room was suddenly filled with unsaid sadness.
"I will see you tomorrow at the college then." Auntie said softly. "And we need to pick up speed with our English assignments too, the end of semester exam will be upon you before you realize."
I nodded without saying anything. That was indeed why I was there but in her company I couldn't care less about improving my linguistic skills.
Sagarika's version
Arindam was absent in the class the next day. It wouldn't have bothered me for any other student but it was unusual for him. He never missed a class. I thought about calling him but decided against it - it could be just a fever or something, I didn't want to come across as over sensitive. But it kept playing at the back of my mind all day.
I didn't see Arindam in college on Thursday either. I was feeling a strange kind of uneasiness, something I haven't felt in a very long time. But I had a very busy day at work and that probably prevented me from overthinking his absence. I was still convinced that it was just a fever or something.
I did call his mobile when he was late for our Thursday evening appointment. But his phone was switched off. Now I started to worry. All sorts of horrible thoughts were clouding my mind. Was I too forward when he was here last time to turn him off? But I could not think of anything I did that could have such consequences. And even if that was the case he could have simply avoided me, why would he be absent from the class and switch off his phone? No, that didn't make any sense. He was hardened by harsh realities of life from a very young age, it was hard to imagine something suddenly would happen to him.
I started to panic when he did not turn up at all. I couldn't make sense of it. I was feeling very helpless because I didn't know what to do. I felt terrible that I could not offer any help If he was indeed in some kind of trouble. I sat down and cried. I was in despair and feeling hopeless.
Finally, he called. It was after eleven thirty at night - I was in bed, but fully awake.
"I am so sorry to call this late Auntie." His voice sounded weak.
"Don't be silly, I was really worried. Are you okay?"
"Can I come to your place tonight? I know it's horribly late."
Something was obviously wrong. I tried to keep my voice calm. "Of course you can, but where are you now?"
"I'll tell you when I am there."
"Ok, take a taxi and come straight over. Don't worry if you don't have money with you, I will let the security guards know and they will sort it out."
"Thank you Auntie, I will see you in a bit."
I waited in the ground floor lobby listening for any activity at the security gate. I ran to the door and opened it when I heard the security guards opening the gate. I saw Arindam getting out of a taxi and walking towards the porch after exchanging a few words with the security guards. My heart was racing.
I gasped as he entered the house. He had bruises across his cheeks and swelling under his eyes.
"Is it what I think it is?" I felt a storm of anger building inside me.
Arindam didn't answer, he just kept quiet looking down towards the floor.
"When did it happen?"
"Tuesday night, when I returned home."
"Any particular reason?" The storm was now taking the shape of a tornado.
He shook his head. "There was never any reason, Auntie."
"The fact that you are here tonight, is it going to cause you more trouble?"
He shook his head again. "I told dad I won't be returning home for a few days."
"And he didn't react?"
"He always feels guilty the next morning."
I didn't know what to say. "Why didn't you call me immediately? You switched off your phone."
"I didn't want to bother you and I certainly didn't want you to see me like this. I didn't want anyone to see me like this, that's why I didn't go to college." He was still shaking recollecting those terrible moments. "But I missed our appointment and I missed your company." His eyes were moist and full of emotions that it almost made me cry.
"Don't cry Arindam, remember it is not your fault. Come with me, let me fix your bruises first."
I held his hand and took him to the master bathroom attached to my bedroom. After asking him to wait there, I pulled a chair from the study and brought it to the bathroom. He sat down on the chair and I took out the antiseptic cream from one of the drawers. I went downstairs and fill up a towel with ice cubes before returning to the upstairs bathroom.
I asked him to remove his baseball cap but he was reluctant. I understood why only when I took it off forcefully and the sight made me gasp out loud. A chunk of hair was hacked off from his scalp. I had to fight real hard to stop my tears.
"I think I know what needs to be done with this." I asked him to hold the ice pack against his swellings. I lifted his face to inspect the bruises closely and applied the antiseptic cream thoroughly over the blackish red spots. He jumped at the sensation but I held him still by pressing down gently on his shoulders.
I ran out of the bathroom and pulled out the trunk from under my bed where I had stashed up my late husband's stuff. I shuffled through the objects till I found his shaver. It felt strange to hold his shaver in my hands after so many years and that too under such unusual circumstances. I gathered myself, inserted new batteries and returned to the bathroom.
"Look, it is not going to look pretty but I think I have to do a crew cut, I think that's the only viable option."
Arindam didn't respond.
I asked him to get up for a moment so that I could bring the chair in front of the mirror above the wash basin. Not that he was particularly keen to watch his damaged face, but I needed the mirror to shave his hair off. Standing behind him, I started to run the shaver over Arindam's head. Large chunks of hair started to fall on the floor. I saw a shadow of sadness cast on his bruised face when he saw himself in the mirror after I had finished. He looked different without his beautiful, long and curly hair.
"Don't worry, it will grow in no time. Besides the crew cut in fashion now I have been told." I tried to console him. I dusted off the small hairs from his face and neck, he jumped again as I accidentally touched the bruised skin.
I came to the other side of the chair to check on his bruises again. I held his face up with my hands; the swelling had gone down a fair bit and the bruises looked less threating too. Our eyes met and lingered; there was unmistakable passion in his eyes. He slowly stood up from the chair, wobbling a little and reflexively holding on to the sides of my waist to settle himself. I felt a shiver run through me as his skin touched mine. I affectionately ran my fingers over his face, then gently stroked the bristles of his now crew cut hair moving towards the back of his neck, pulling his head closer to me. I hooked my fingers under his chin to lift his face as I lowered my head towards him. His anxious eyes grew wider in anticipation.
I was not sure if I could withdraw myself from that situation even if I wanted to but I realized it was my last chance to back off as I held my face lingering inches from his. I knew he wanted me badly and I knew I wanted him too. I wanted to love him, I wanted to make love to him.
"Let's go to the bedroom." I whispered in his ears.
I took his hand and gently dragged him out of the bathroom with me. Standing beside the bed facing him, I brought my lips closer to his trembling lips and planted a soft kiss on his cheek, then another one, and a third one on his other cheek. His eyes were closed; his heat was burning through me. I touched his lips softly with mine, his quivering lips were so warm. I ran the tip of my tongue along the edge of my upper lip and then let it push out a little more as I explored his lips tentatively. He opened his mouth reflexively, a soft moan escaped his mouth. Flames of desire swept me as I felt his tongue enter my mouth curling up against mine. His mouth tasted so innocent and so sweet. His hot breath on my skin sent goose bumps to every inch of my body. His trembling hands were hovering around my waist, barely touching my skin. As our kiss deepened, he pressed his body against mine tight, squashing my breasts against his upper chest.
I broke the kiss to look into his eyes. The heated passion emanated from his eyes was a stranger to me, I never felt so wanted in my life. I let my fingers roam around his upper arm, feeling the muscles of his body through the fabric of the t-shirt. My hand wandered down near the hem and slipped under the material. I traced my fingers over the naked skin of his upper body sparsely covered with soft hair. He inhaled sharply as my fingers drifted upwards. I felt his chest heaving under his now shallow breathing. I twitched his nipples between my index fingers and thumbs; I felt his body shudder as he closed his eyes in pleasure.
I retraced my fingers downwards on his body stroking his skin gently, almost in a tickling manner. I hooked my fingers under the waistband of his jeans and let my fingers drift horizontally along the edge of the coarse material. He swallowed hard as his body trembled in excitement. I tugged at the hem of the t-shirt and pulled it over his head. I bunched the shirt in my hand; inhaled his body scent from the material with a loud sniffing sound before dropping it on the floor.
My eyes scanned his youthful partially naked body admiring the subtle ripples of muscles constructed through a hard life. Sporadic hair on his body made his skin look softer. His breathing was shallow and irregular. I bit my lower lip as my eyes continued its journey towards his crotch, the outline of his erection now so evident through his jeans.
"Take off your shoes." I said impatiently.
He supported himself against the bedside table behind him and kicked his shoes off without bothering to open the laces. I hooked my fingers into the pockets of his jeans and pulled him closer to me. One of my hands was caressing his back and waist and I traced his erection with the other. His mouth opened wide and a loud moan escaped from it; his eyes were full of intense lust following the movement of my hand. I took a deep breath and undid the button of his jeans and then pulled the zip down. I pushed his jeans down by hooking my fingers inside the waistline. I kneeled down on the floor, surprising him, and pulled the jeans out from his legs. I looked up to meet his lusty eyes, wide in anxious anticipation. His hard cock tented his underwear proudly right in front of my face. Without losing the eye contact, I caressed his legs, the back of his thighs, drifting upwards to tease his inner thighs too. His knees were weak, I sensed this was all too much for him. I ended his misery as I tentatively pulled the underwear down his legs and took it off completely as his erection sprang free. He had an average sized cock, around 6 inches perhaps; but it was gloriously thick. I cursed myself as I found myself comparing his cock with my late husband's for a split second.
I stood up on my feet admiring his adorable manhood. I ran my fingers through the mesh of his curly and soft pubic hair and stroked his erection in a gentle motion. Arindam's eyes looked so innocent and vulnerable mixed with uncontrollable lust, standing stark naked in front of me and trusting me with the most private of bondings possible between two human beings. As I rubbed my thumb against his tip, slippery with plenty of pre-cum, I shivered at the sensation, my whole body was on fire.
"Undress me, I want to be completely naked with you." I whispered in a husky voice full of lust.
His eyes grew huge, there was a bewildering look on his face as if he could not believe what he just heard. He inhaled sharply and hesitated for a moment as my words slowly sunk into his head. He kissed my open mouth urgently in lust, his tongue ruthlessly darted in all directions inside my open mouth. His hand was rubbing the small of my back as I sucked on his tongue making him shiver.
He hooked both his trembling hands inside the waistline of my petticoat and tugged at my saree that was tucked inside. His soft, hesitant touch was tickling my belly; my saree was getting bunched up at my feet as he slowly pulled it out from the petticoat. He tugged at the 'anchol' draped over my left shoulder to remove my saree completely; I pushed it away on the floor with my feet. Arindam was intensely gazing at my heaving, blouse-clad breasts which were undulating with my breathing that got heavier with every passing second. I shuddered in ecstasy as he ran his finger along my cleavage; my nipples ached in desire.
He started to unbutton my blouse, one by one; he eyes grew bigger as my breasts were exposed, now only covered in my homely white bra. I pushed my blouse off my shoulders and arms, dropping it somewhere on the floor. He wrapped his arm around my back and fumbled with the hook. I was terribly impatient, with heat rushing through my veins in all directions; I arched my arms backwards and unclipped my bra for him. He let out a loud gasp and swallowed hard as my bra fell onto the floor. He stared at me with a look of utter disbelief in his eyes. His hands hovered in the air tentatively towards my breasts.
"Yes, yes, touch my breasts."
I intertwined my fingers with his and slowly guided his hand to my breasts, moving in a slow circular motion. The sensation of his skin on my breasts was electric, giving me goosebumps everywhere. I shivered and cried out loud in pleasure as his palm flickered over my already hard nipples. He untangled his fingers from mine, his hands skated downwards along the sides of my body. His fingers were roaming nervously along the waistline of my petticoat.
"Careful with the petticoat knot."
He didn't falter, he opened the petticoat in one, sharp tug at the string, letting it fall at my feet before I stepped out of it. I did not have my panties on. Arindam was shaking, his eyes devouring every inch of my completely naked body. His rock hard cock was throbbing in the air.
I got onto the bed and laid on my side at the furthest end. I drew my hand towards him and pulled him beside me. I laid his head on the pillows and bent forward to kiss his bruised cheeks; my fingers were caressing his upper arm sensually. I allowed my hand to roam freely all over his gorgeous naked body, his eyes locked with mine, his mouth open yearning from my touch. I threw my left leg around his thighs, pinning him down on the bed. I squashed my breasts together with my hands and brought them right over Arindam's face; I rubbed my breasts all over his face gently, careful to not hurt bruised areas. His body shuddered under my leg as my erect nipples stroked his face.
I kissed him fervently like my life depended on it; our tongues danced together in a passionate fury; our mouths were saturated with each other's saliva. I could feel my own warm breath bouncing against Arindam's face. He wrapped his body around me.
One moment, his hands cupped and squeezed by breasts, the very next they were caressing my buttocks, my back, and the back of my thighs. He kissed me madly and nuzzled my neck, plated wet kisses on my shoulders and all over my breasts. I hissed, I moaned and I cried in a kind of pleasure that I never experienced before.
My hand reached down to his throbbing cock. I tightened my grip on his cock and stroked it in an almost violent rhythm. He whimpered in my mouth in ecstasy, he dug his fingers deep on my lower back. Before long, his whole body started to convulse intensely and didn't stop till his cock exploded and spurted out an impressive amount of thick, creamy cum that soaked my fingers and his own abdomen. A few drops landed on the pillow, such was the intensity of his orgasm.
As his orgasm receded, his eyes were full of sadness and disappointment. His chin dropped, his face cut a gloomy figure.
"I am so sorry Aun..."
I pressed my finger on his lips interrupting his emotional outburst. "Sshhh...Don't be silly, everything is fine. And by the way, you should call me by my name from now on. In fact, you should give that a go right now." I rubbed my hand on his stomach softly, smearing his thick, sticky cum all over his lower body.
"How you mean?" He sat up, he was on the verge of crying.
"Say my name out loud, you silly boy!" I was trying to distract his mind. I wrapped my arms around him and held him close to my chest rocking to and fro gently.
"Sagarika..."
"Yes, say it again." I whispered playfully in his ears.
"Sagarika. Sagarika. Sagarika."
"Yes, that's right. Sagarika and Arindam." I bent down to plant moist kisses on his forehead, on his cheeks, his lips, his neck.
I rested my palm flat on his chest and laid him on the bed before laying down on my side beside him. I tilted my head and ran my finger over his cheeks. Arindam was still cutting a sad, disappointed face. I hooked my fingers under his chin to lift his face up towards me and ran my finger over his lips. He parted his lips slightly and I leaned over to kiss him, gently first and then more urgently thrusting my tongue inside his warm mouth.
I moved down kissing his neck, his chest; my disheveled hair was scattered over his chest. His hand glided over my upper arm to my shoulder and then more reverently all over my breasts. His thumb and index finger confined my right nipple between them, tweaking it lightly. I let out a soft cry of pleasure, to which he immediately withdrew his fingers.
"Please don't stop." I urged him in an urgent and husky voice as I kept kissing his chest moving down towards his stomach.
His hands were back on my shoulders, gliding down along my back. His palm rested on my butt cheeks, caressing it in subtle, short bursts. I hissed in excitement under his feather light touches on my buttocks. I am sure his fingers could feel the goose bumps on my buttocks. His erection was stirring again, I gripped his cock and lowered my mouth to kiss the moist head. His whole body trembled in arousal as I took the hard shaft inside my mouth. My mouth moved in a slow vertical motion along his throbbing shaft, my tongue curled up and lapped his sensitive skin.
He threw his legs wider, I moaned on his cock as his fingers traced my butt crack. I could hardly control my excitement and involuntarily dug my teeth a little on his cock. He cried out in a combination of pleasure and a little pain. I flickered the tip of his cock with my tongue and lapped up all the pre cum that his cock was so irrepressibly leaking. I watched him gasp as my fingers tickled his balls; I ran my fingers over the area between his balls and his anus to heighten his arousal even further.
I lied back down beside him. I took his left hand and guided it to my thighs. He looked at me in an inquisitive manner and I simply blinked agreeably.
I intertwined my fingers with his and combed my pubic hair using his hand, curling them up and straightening them down. I moved his hand closer and started massaging myself softly. My heartbeat escalated and I writhed and wriggled as his fingers ran along my outer pussy lips.
"Just like that, yes, just like that... keep doing it." I somehow murmured between my heavy, irregular breathing.
Arindam was now lying on his side facing me. I parted my thighs a little more and using my other hand held my pussy open and then steered his fingers to my inner lips. He swallowed hard feeling how wet my pussy was to his touch. He ran his fingers along my inner lips and sometimes along the walls of my pussy. His touches on my private felt heavenly but I was yearning for some penetration. I placed my hand on his and folded his shorter fingers towards his palm and guided his middle finger towards my vaginal entrance.
"Yes, now, slowly, in and out..." I inhaled sharply and waited in anticipation.
I closed my eyes and squirmed when I felt his fingers entering my private place. I let out a long sigh of pleasure. I moved my hips greedily to meet the movements of his fingers. Holding his wrist loosely with two fingers, I controlled the motion as Arindam finger fucked my wet pussy making loud sloppy sounds. I was now moaning frequently and loudly; I was drowning in pleasure but I was hungry for more. I folded his thumb making sure the tip of his finger is firmly pressed against my now swollen clit. My body shivered as his fingers began a two-pronged assault on my clit and pussy.
My hand reached down and stroked his cock, he was rock hard and fully erect once again. He leaned over to kiss my neck and throat, the heat from his lips burnt my skin. His mouth moved down, planting kisses on and between my breasts. He took one nipple in his mouth and pulled it using his lips as his fingers continued in steady motion on my clit and in and out of my soaking pussy. Incessant Pleasure waves were rocking my body over and over again.
Before long, my body stiffened, arched and shook powerfully as the first jet of my pussy juice erupted forcefully and flew in the air before splashing on the floor. Arindam, stunned and wide eyed, barely had a chance to withdraw his fingers from my pussy before a second jet of my cum created a puddle on the bed under my butt.
"Oh my god." I cried out as my trembling body came in terms with my earth shattering orgasm.
I could not remember when I last squirted, certainly not in many many years. But I wasn't finished, a raging fire of lust was still burning through my body.
"Come over me, I need you inside me right now." I hooked my right hand under his body and pulled him on top of me.
I held his cheeks with my hands and brought his lips onto mine and kissed him madly. There was no inhibition or shame in me, I just wanted him to take me. He hooked his palms under my shoulders, as I raised his stomach slightly to reach down and guided his throbbing member to the entrance of my womanhood. We moaned in each other's mouth as our privates came to a skin to skin contact for the first time.
"Yes, push it in, push it in all the way" I mumbled locking my arms around his hips.
I gasped and cried out his name as I felt the tip of Arindam's cock pushed against my inner lips and surged inside me. My soaking wet love tunnel made it easy for the entire length of his shaft to slip inside in one swift, frictionless push. I closed my eyes in pleasure as I felt his thick and hard cock filled me up beautifully. Finally, I could feel every single inch of him inside me.
I looked up into his eyes with both love and lust, his face was filled with bewilderment. His eyes were staring at me intensely; his mouth was open; as if he was trying to absorb the sensation of being inside me.
I rested his hands on his buttocks, pulling him even closer to me. I lifted my legs in the air feeling his cock go so deep inside me. His movements became faster and more desperate. I clenched and kneaded his butt cheeks, urging him to increase his pace.
He nuzzled my neck, his arms were buried under my shoulders. His breathing became shallower and faster as his cock plowed my pussy harder and faster. The room filled up with the sounds of our irregular breathing, our loud, relentless moans, the sloppy sounds of our sweaty bodies grinding together and Arindam's cock slipping in and out of my drenched pussy.
Another orgasm was building inside me. I arched my back to meet every stroke of his cock, digging my nails on his back and butt cheeks in the process. I felt his body tensed, his hips tightened under my hands and he grunted in a low husky voice, uttering something unrecognizable. He convulsed in my arms as he spurted his warm sperm deep inside me in what seemed like never-ending short and quick bursts. The sensation of his powerful ejaculation pushed me over the edge and I cried out loudly; my pussy showered his cock in my love juice in a massive orgasm, followed immediately by another.
Arindam collapsed on top of me, still nuzzling my neck; both of us were gasping for breath. My arms were resting lazily on his back as we laid on the bed motionless, till our hearts slowed down to a normal rhythm. He rolled off me and laid his head on the pillow beside me.
"Are you okay?" I shyly asked.
"I don't know how to describe this. It was... It was..."
I didn't have words to describe what happened either. So I quietly said - "Yes it was." I rolled onto my side to face him and smiled at him lovingly. I ran my hands over his face. He closed his eyes and kissed my hand.
"I have to tell you something, I couldn't say earlier." He paused for a moment, as if trying to gather his courage to deliver terrible news. "It was my first time."
From what I knew about Arindam, the revelation shouldn't have taken me by total surprise. Yet I felt an element of shock. I was searching for the right words to say.
"I am glad to be your first." I finally said.
He threw his arms over my shoulders and pulled me closer to him. He was leaning on his elbow looking down at me. He bent over to kiss me softly on my lips.
"I think I am in love with my favorite teacher."
"You think?" I teased him. "That's a bit upsetting."
He held me tight against his chest. "No, I definitely am, Sagarika."
"Good." I smiled at him. I was in love too. "I think I am going to call in sick tomorrow. I'll ask my maid in the morning to take a couple of days off as well. I would like to spend the weekend with you, alone."
Arindam's face lit up. "I would love that a lot."
"We better get some sleep then. I don't know about you but I am absolutely exhausted."
I sat up, straightened the sheet and arranged the pillows. I laid down with my back towards Arindam and pulled him close to me. I felt content and secured as his warm, naked body curled up against my own nakedness. I probably fell asleep immediately.
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