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What you are about to read below is a story and a testament to the weakness that resides in all men and upon which the female of the species, should she be of a certain sadistic and wanton frame of mind, preys to make of us what she will. 

Be that something a lover, a husband, a father or a slave. 

The story that found its way into my hands during the autumn of 1929 is, I say with little fear of being contradicted, as intriguing as it is repulsive - the latter undoubtedly so. It is also a testament to the presence in our world of unseen, and certainly unsuspected, spiritual and metaphysical phenomenon which, in the wrong hands, can wreak havoc in the lives of others. Phenomena we, in our pampered Western climes, cossetted by the advances of science and its smug logic in regard of the supernatural and other mysteries, tend to disregard as no more than the creation of less developed cultures or writers of a somewhat “fanciful” bent.

An attitude we take, as you are about to learn, at our own peril.

I have done my utmost to ascertain the facts behind the journal and its keeper and, to the best of my knowledge, what you will read is, if nothing else, a journal of personal truth revealing one man’s destruction as a person of relatively high mind and morals at the hands of a mother and daughter from the Indian Subcontinent.

A mother and a daughter this writer for one had not suspected could exist outside some of the more outlandish depictions – some of them my own – of the fairer sex. 

An outlandish depiction that will, I am sure, shock you as it has shocked me. 

Shocked me so much, in point of fact, that I find it difficult to gaze upon the women who share the same native lineage as this depraved pairing of mother and daughter with any degree of equanimity - nonsensical as I know such a generalisation to be in regard of the womanhood of one entire street; let alone a land and a subcontinent.

The journal that is about to confound any preconceptions you may have in respect of an Englishman’s natural and God-given superiority – a conceit I myself have paid lip-service to in my past fiction without ever truly believing its substance – came into my hands, aptly enough, during my writing of a short-story with which you may now be familiar titled “The Death Voyage”. My preoccupation with which explains why yet another year saw itself turn before I saw my way clear to send these words, and those of the journal itself, to my publisher. A journal that had been handed to and passed on to me in turn by an acquaintance in the Foreign Office during a spell of tenure in the Indian coastal port of Madras – or “Chennai, to give the location its ancient and local name.

Unlike the tale I tell in “The Death Voyage”, however, the cruise upon which the keeper of the journal embarked would involve no death of a physical kind.

Of that keeper’s pride, spirit, and very manhood, however, you will be left in no doubt in respect of the condition to which it was reduced by his two demonic tormentors in female form.

That, is quite another matter from my own tale and one, moreover, that does not make for easy reading. With this in mind, I would ask of you who read this in our more open-minded year of 1930 - and just as our embattled hero will ask himself in the few words with which he introduces his journal - to look deeper than the unavoidable and understandable reaction of horror and disgust his tale, along with the seemingly easy way he succumbed to events we all must find abhorrent, inspire in both our hearts and our minds. 

For I must confess that I also found myself, and for long periods of his journal, in a frame of mind that was not disposed to look kindly upon the man and was all but on the verge of dismissing him as no more than a poseur whose own weakness and lack of true masculinity and substance had finally found him out in the shape of two heinous and perverse examples of Indian womanhood. 

However, the more I read, and the more I applied thought that was not of the reactive and less analytical kind to the situation in which he found himself and his own response to it, the more I began to question myself and my own preconceptions.

How many of us, after all, can say we know ourselves?

Truly, I mean.

Here, in our blessedly fertile and secure homeland, safe from the horrors of hunger and tyranny that shape so many of those colonies we have tried with mixed success to bless with a little of what we take for granted, can we truly say that we have confronted anything of either a physical or spiritual nature that has called into question all of those qualities we take as read and believe ourselves to be possessed?

What you will read below, I say with no intention to be a sensationalist but with complete seriousness, will challenge many of those notions we take for granted in respect of the superiority of one gender over the other and one nation over another.

––––––––
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Sir Arthur Conan Doyle

Crowborough

February 1930 
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The Journal of Denton Burnside

To you, whoever you are, who may be about to read the pages of my journal; be it a man or woman of my own time or the produce of some later and, I hope, more forgiving and understanding age; I give the following warning: 

If you are of a timorous or easily shocked temper when it comes to matters of sexual relations between a man and a woman – especially when those relations are disturbing in nature and take place between an adult Englishman and a young Indian girl many years his junior – an Indian girl and her mother, moreover, considered in most circles his social inferior – then you must close this journal, consign it back from whence it came, and not return to it. 

Ever. 

For I can state with some certainty that what you will find upon its pages is likely to disturb any cosy feelings residing in your breast for either the proper relation of man to woman or that of white to coloured.

The language in which my fall is related will also come as a shock to many of you. But I have no intention of telling my story in any but the language that occurs to me as I write. No flowery prose or unnaturally cosmetic language will attempt to gild a tale that is, anyhow, beyond the help of ornament and, in avoiding this, I trust belief – and perhaps sympathy – may be all the more readily instilled.

This, however uncomfortable I am with process, is my intention – though, ultimately, I know even much appreciated empathy of the kind I seek will not serve to redeem either my shame or my life itself.

Should though, from curiosity or simple prurience, you decide to continue with my description of a particular time in my life then I ask only that you keep as much of your mind open as is within your power and to bear in mind the urgings of wise and holy men down the ages on the subject of Christian charity and the failings of others. 

This I beg of you. 

My fall is not an easy one of which to write and you will understand why when I describe the humiliations no proud Englishman should have had to endure at the hands of foreigners – and one young foreigner in particular. 

But I buoy myself to do so in the hope my writing of it and the effort required to commit such a description to paper will be worth it. 

I say this with a heartfelt prayer that, at some time after my death, the dire nature of my plight and the weakness that led me to it elicits some shred of understanding and, more importantly, compassion in the heart and soul of another.

For now, from my bed in the English Mission to which the daughter and her parent who decimated my life have consigned me, I know once more some small measure of peace and composure; enough at least to complete this journal. 

This before the illness of which there is no cure consigns me to an oblivion that no longer seems so troubling and will bring to an end the sixteen years of purest misery I have endured since that fateful first meeting with the two malevolent females. 

My consolation in the face of this termination being the certainty that my two Indian tormentors will not be accompanying me on this particular journey to continue taking their sadistic pleasure upon my disgraced and unresisting carcass.

I beg your indulgence. 

And remain.

Denton Burnside

English Mission

Madras

1916 

*****
[image: ]


Falling in love and, more especially, lust on a long sea voyage is no difficult feat when one is a single man of eight-and-thirty and in full command of both his looks and his powers. A time when masculine beauty is some years past its first bloom and has taken on the attraction of maturity and absent impetuosity. Some small compensation, one would think, for the departure of comely if callow youth by the introduction to the world of a wiser and more considered soul.

So much greater my shame then, that I, Denton Burnside, at exactly that age and in full possession of all its many boons, should have allowed myself to be taken to the depths of degradation and...

Profuse apologies.

I rush when I should be considered; so heightened is my sense of ignominy by the knowledge my fall into the pits of personal and sexual despair is about to be immortalised and made infamous for all to see after my death. 

And this in my own words! 

For you may be sure that it is my intention none of those who knew me prior to... them... should hear of my fall while I live.

Of all the vile indignities that have conspired to decimate my manhood this, by far, would be the hardest to keep countenance under.  

So I must begin my story where it truly starts – though I sense the seeds of my downfall were planted in some congenitally weak and atavistic way long before and, indeed, the mother and demon I will shortly describe to you said as much. 

For this reason, I go back to those days before the ignominy and tragedy of the White Star Line in the North Atlantic. Some eleven years before the sinking of Mr Ismay’s pride and joy took the tarnish from the glory days of the transatlantic liner. A tragic and avoidable event that did so much to detract from the grandeur and opulence available to those fortunate enough to purchase passage at the most rarefied of levels.

The keeper of your journal, you may have divined, having once been one of their number.

Once.

At the time of the my voyage and the story of it I am about to relate, I was two years from a seriously ill-advised marriage to a woman whose cunt was no more faithful than her heart and whose words one could trust no more than one could trust the aforementioned epicentre of her womanhood. 

It was a union that had depleted – though not too seriously - the wealth I had inherited from my father, and the last surviving member of our line other than me. 

Clement Burnside – or “Sir Clement” as he was popularly known. 

The old man having been a decorated hero of the Punjab conflict who went on to own a string of factories the length of England. 

Factories that did so much to supply our great land with confectionary while at the same time, and for those who could afford it, also kept busy the growing number of practitioners following the relatively new and lucrative profession of dentistry. A pandering to the land’s many sweet-tooth’s that did not impact upon my father’s wealth in any wise whatsoever before he sold his interest and lived extremely comfortably upon the proceeds.

So, at the time of which I write, I was a wealthy man with a broken marriage behind me and an intention to never place myself in such a vulnerable emotional and financial position with a woman again.

Yes, you have it right,

Not just delusional, but a fool into the bargain.

No surprise then that a spell spent shipboard in luxurious surroundings would seem to me, at the time anyway, the ideal way to both pass time in company, if I so wished, and, if I did not, to keep to my stateroom with book or gramophone player until such time as I felt in need of human companionship again.

Thus it was that I found myself upon the SS Horatio on the grandest of my trips thus far. 

To Sydney and then Melbourne and any number of exotic locations before and after.

The perfect solution for a man who was a loner by temperament and made more so by the wounds of a disastrous marriage that remained close to the surface still; yet not so much of the recluse that, from time to time, he would not seek out the temporary companionship of others.

Would, instead, that I had consigned myself to the most frugal and severe of holy orders and been consigned to the coldest and most inhospitable cell.

Could silence, sexual abstinence and an infested hair-shirt have been any worse than the daily tortures I have suffered not too long after having settled into my cabin on that fateful voyage?

Yet it all started in a way no different to the beginning of the four or five other similar, if of shorter duration, cruises I had taken since ridding my life, at great expense, of that woman. 

I will not, throughout this journal dignify the hell’s spawn with a name – though I will add, that in comparison to the females I was about to experience, my thoughts towards her were to become somewhat more charitable.

Yet still it must be said that, though I have since been brought low by two versions of her sex even more perfidious, it is to my former wife and her treacherous gash that I must give thanks for sending me on the voyage that prove to be my collision course with disaster.

A voyage, I must say, that started so promisingly.

At least for a few days.

There is, I confess, nothing quite like the departure of a great ocean-going liner from port and I am no more immune to it than others. But, with me at least, the euphoria of waving relatives and friends at quayside – none of whom were, or would ever be, mine I might add – soon gave way to a desire to set myself in a routine and avoid the pitfalls made by others who became too involved with their fellow passengers and, consequently, found themselves included in a great many activities and social pursuits they might otherwise have eschewed. A fate from which my natural and habitual taciturnity saved me on many an occasion.

So it was that, in the year of 1899, barely a year before the passing of our beloved and long reigning queen, I found myself upon the SS Horatio as we made headway upon a grey English Channel on route to Le Havre and the Atlantic.

I may add that I for my part had not the faintest intention of becoming involved with another of my wife’s sex while on board; though I was – then at least – man enough still to not forswear completely the possibility of meaningless sex.

Should, of course, such an opportunity occur.

But then I could hardly be expected to know of the presence on board of the young Indian woman and her mother who would alter my very existence.

And certainly not for the better.

Padma Choudhary was the young woman’s name, and she cannot have been more than nineteen years of age.

Perhaps, and quite conceivably, less. 

To this day I still cannot be certain. 

In fact, I remember her telling me just that when she joined me – uninvited – to promenade the deck. My own name, for the moment, was unknown to her - in an uncharacteristic and ungentlemanly way I had neglected to supply it after finding myself in receipt of her own – and yet she appeared utterly unfazed and led me, despite myself, to pay grudging compliment to her unabashed self-possession. The women and, indeed, the people of the sub-continent had never interested me in the same way as they had my father, you understand, and I could not help but feel a sense of superiority towards them to match what was, I must confess, a feeling of faint contempt.

Hence some of my first, forced and unwilling, words addressed to her:

“It is unusual to find a... A person of your... country... on such a cruise, hmm, Miss Choudhary,” I observed rather clumsily, recalling the name she had only just introduced herself with in the nick of time and not a moment before I started stammering.

“You mean an Indian,” she said, English transformed by the thickness of what turned out to be the accent of her Madras roots in the Tamil Nadu, the port located on the Coromandel Coast off the Bay of Bengal to which we would arrive at harbour some time into our voyage and where, presumably, she would disembark.

“I suppose I do,” I told her, unwilling to be fazed by her forthright look and the piercing brown eyes that held themselves upon mine so fixedly. 

She was, after all, no more than a young Indian girl. 

This I clearly remember telling myself.

She was, though, as I was to find to my cost, no ordinary young Indian girl and - I would discover this for myself soon enough – had seen in me the very essence of something she – and another -had long desired.

In short, and jumping ahead to risk your mockery at this early stage in my journal, she had seen exactly the kind of Englishman young and perverted thoughts had pictured her owning.

Miss Choudhary, it must be said – even if it does make my later behaviour still more inexplicable – was not as beautiful as she was young, though it must also be said there was a bloom of ideal health upon her perfect skin and she had a wealth of lovely and wondrously dark hair.

Hair that drowned a pair of delicately shaped ears seemingly out of keeping with facial features more... rural... than classical. 

Was it, I almost hear you asking, that I sensed a young admirer and was, given the needs a man of my age is seldom able to gainsay when they come upon him, already planning to take my wicked way with her – native of a country and continent for which I had precious little time or not?

You may content yourself that nothing could have been further from my thoughts and any thoughts of wickedness were winging their way to me, rather than from.

In truth, and at that moment, I wished nothing more than for the girl to take off for other, more interesting, diversions and spare me the glances of the other well-heeled – and English – passengers, some of whom seemed fairly scandalised by what was after all no more than an innocent conversation. 

On my part.

Even if it was being held with a girl half my years wearing the costume native to her land

Suffice it to say, that by the time I had pleaded a headache – looking back I see now that even at this early stage I was acutely and inexplicably uncomfortable in the girl’s company – and taken off for my cabin, I was already promising myself to avoid the girl’s presence whenever possible.

Did I believe my falsehood would save me from any further unwelcome encounters with our unlikely passenger?

No, of course not. 

We were to be at sea together for a good deal of time and I was not so credulous I could believe there would not be other... meetings. 

Even if I would most certainly not be seeking them out.

Though I was of the hope that she would find someone else to engage her unwelcome attentions while I was absent and, thus, take the heat from me.

As it turned out, Miss Choudhary was not the only Indian lady on-board.

Though she was, along with her mother, the only one under the age of forty.

And, married or not, the English variety of female passenger was not of a kind to elicit a genuine pleasantry from a cove, let alone lust.

The Choudhary matriarch, however, was a bird of a quite different plumage and her striking looks and lithe elegant form in her sari and silken adornments made it hard to believe the same self-possessed young girl who had engaged me, a perfect stranger, in conversation could have been delivered of those same loins.

I put her at around my age. Though she would turn out to be three years younger and, in proving so, confirm me in my dislike of a country that could see nothing wrong in a woman, or in this case and at the time of delivery, girl, giving birth at such a young age. She was, I must confess, and despite my aforementioned distaste for her race and culture, the only female passenger of physical distinction on board. 

Her name, I would discover later, was Nirupa. 

But it would not be long before it struck me that her striking looks were no more than the snare by which the praying mantis lures in its victim before snapping shut the trap behind it and depriving it of freedom.

Forever.

A freedom it would then proceed to entrust to another while...

Again, I leap ahead of myself and attempt to describe my fate before the correct ordering of the events leading to it.

I ask your forbearance.

Mrs Choudhary, it soon became apparent, treated her daughter with great indulgence and was oblivious to the disdain of the other passengers; passengers who not only resented the fact that one of her race and colour could be in possession of money enough to travel in the same exalted company as them but that the shipping line would deign to allow the duo on board in any class other than steerage.

Was I of the same opinion, I hear you, whoever you may be, ask?

To answer, I would again refer you to my aforementioned distaste for the native land of both mother and daughter. Though I would defend what some might in these more tolerant days see as “elitism” by saying the land and the privileged position into which I was born, notwithstanding my father’s passion for the sub-continent, could only have made me feel such a way. To be at my Public School, after all, was to be certain that we were the chosen few of God’s favoured nation and that the natives of other, more faraway and less fancied, lands were not.

Told a certain something for long enough and not hearing it questioned, it can hardly be surprising that certain types come to believe that certain something as gospel. 

It is, I see now, a conditioning by elites upon those of their number designed to maintain a certain... distance. 

A distance from both the great unwashed, if economically useful, of their own land and the barbarous and godless and, to my mind, utterly useless of others.

So, in answer to your question as to whether I viewed our passengers from Madras with disdain, the answer would be:

Yes.

It is, however, a disdain which was soon turned upon its head with a vengeance and began with a remark to me by Mrs Choudhary after she – as self-possessed and heedless of my displeasure as her daughter – seated herself next to me on the empty sun-deck as most of our fellow passengers, along with her daughter I assumed, gorged themselves at lunch.

It is a moment to which my thoughts constantly return and the moment I see as being the start of my demise.

A moment that came just over a week into our voyage.

I had set myself down in the pleasant midday sun to enjoy the privacy of the sun-deck, assured of my own company by the presence of my fellow passengers at lunch, and had already immersed myself in one of the many books I had taken with me for just such a purpose, when the mother, oblivious or uncaring that she might be intruding, seated herself in the lounger opposite and necessitated out of simple good manners that I acknowledge her presence.

In my impatience to return to the fictional adventures of the book’s hero, I was paying only minimal attention to the woman’s words as she showed, what was in my view, a complete lack of self-awareness and dismissal of my obvious requirement for privacy. 

But, from that which I took in of what she was saying, her presence aboard, and that of her daughter, was explained by their having had to travel to England upon the death of her sister. A sister who had married an English merchant with a trade connection in Madras and returned with him to his own country; to be greeted, no doubt, by the shunning and opprobrium most people of my land reserved for the participants in a mixed marriage.

The merchant, it transpired had passed away some months before his wife and, his wealth having passed to her, now passed in turn to her sister who had remained behind in Madras with her daughter, explaining the duo’s presence in England in order to claim it.

One small mystery, at least, had been explained.

But it was after a pause, of which I had taken advantage to again bury myself in the book, that she uttered the words I see as the start of my descent:

“Tell me, Mr Burnside,” she began, eyes that were replicated in the daughter, even if her striking and finely wrought features were not, holding mine with a confidence I found... disturbing, “do you find the women of my country sexually attractive?”

My perusal of the adventures of Tristram Shandy were not so much forgotten as consigned to the planking of the deck as the shock inspired by her words caused it to slip from my hand to land with a resounding thump.

“Oh, come now,” she went on in that same heavily accented English displayed by her daughter, vocabulary impressive for all that. “You are a grown man and we are alone. Surely you are not so stuffy you will deny that you have been looking at me with three eyes from the moment my Padma introduced us.”

My mouth, I confess, was catching flies at this out of the blue and, believe it or not, unwanted tete-a-tete with the girl’s mother. Truly, my one intention at that moment was to simply show her my disgust by retrieving the fallen Laurence Sterne and leaving. Allowing the woman to consider her faux pas and the opprobrium - more opprobrium - it would bring down upon her should I choose to inform our fellow voyagers of her... lewdness.

Despite the fact she was not entirely correct and my observations of her had not been made with three eyes but were no more than a simple and detached acknowledgment of female beauty – no matter from whence it came – I found, for some reason, that, movement was impossible. 

Her eyes had me transfixed. 

I was, it seemed, unable to move a muscle, let alone retrieve my book and head away in haughty fashion.

Unable to move a muscle apart from one, that is.

My cock, I realised with a thrill that both energised my libido and repulsed my sentiments at one and the same time, was nothing short of one of the steel girders I had seen being hoisted into position not so long ago during the building of the Hotel Russell across the way from my town-house in London’s Russell Square.

I was horrified and, I confess, elated.

Shameful as that cold admission is.

Conflicting responses of which the Indian virago with the striking looks opposite was all too aware as I sat transfixed before her, mesmerised by her magnificent eyes as if I were no more than an insignificant rodent before a reptilian predator.

Her eyes, it felt to me, and I would later be proved correct, seemed to be drilling deep into my subconscious with the intention of laying the footings from which would spring a base camp she had a mind to become a fortress.

A stronghold I sensed would be beyond my capacity to siege. 

“Yes,” she went on with complete confidence it seemed that her magnificent and compelling eyes could overmaster me, keeping my person in position to hear what she wished to say in the process. “I sense that third eye staring at me right now.”

Man of the world that I was, I believe I blushed and the somewhat contemptuous laugh won from her by my colouring was not likely to relive my high dudgeon any time soon.

“I have offended your sense of propriety,” she said with that command of vocabulary, if not accent, I found so impressive in one of her... standing; her eyes, indeed her whole manner, fairly bristling with the growing confidence she could... manage... me.

Wanting to answer in the affirmative, and add a whole lot more besides, I found myself so overcome with sudden lust for this brown-skinned devil in female form that all I could do was picture what I knew would be a firm and womanly body beneath her sari and how it would feel to...

“You wonder how it would be if I were to allow your third-eye a closer inspection of my luscious Indian cunt until the moistness it finds on the inside blurs its vision in the same way as it currently blurs your mind and its thoughts.”

Her interruption of my thoughts was not framed as a question and I felt truly like the rabbit in the presence of a seductive and hypnotic reptile. 

“To run your trembling hands over my flawless and dusky skin. To feel a shapely foot beneath fluttering fingers as you slide a hand upward towards equally shapely calf-muscles and further still to my firm and commanding thighs.”

I realised my lips were dry as she – scandalously – brought up her hands from the waist and cupped her breasts as if to provide them a support clearly not required.

“This moment, you are imagining your hands where mine are now and picturing my erect nipples between your supplicating lips.” 

You may believe me when I tell you – undeniable sexual excitement aside - that the ridiculous sensation I might at any moment be devoured whole by the exotic woman opposite did not seem so fanciful to me in the flesh as I persuaded myself it was later once back in the sanctuary of my cabin. 

Never, to that point, had I been spoken to by a woman in such a fashion.

And certainly not by one of her... race.

Not even by the Piccadilly Tom my father had Jenkins, our family retainer, take me to visit that I may become a man at the age of sixteen.

Though I had felt it best to keep my own counsel at the time and not let pater know my manhood had been kick-started a year or two before by a delightful young filly from the village adjoining my school.

“Does it not thrill you to have a beautiful Indian woman, even if you consider yourself superior to her,” she went on, “speak to you in such a fashion.”

I could not even so much as shake my head to refute her suggestion, so supine had I been made from the sheer shock of being addressed in such a way.

And by such a one.

“To have her... lead... you,” she continued, “in such a forthright and commanding way?”

Her words, you may be sure, and as well as shocking me, appalled both my intelligence and my sentiments. They were words I considered no civilised man of taste and bearing should ever hear from the lips of a woman. No matter that she came from a culture and civilisation my own background ensured I would find... backward.

And yet...

Why was I not moving as her eyes bore through me and on into my very innards it seemed; almost as if they were, unthinkably, setting up home? 

Why was I remaining in place to listen to her... filth... when all I needed to do to pre-empt it was rise from my sun-lounger and repair to my cabin? And why, more crucially, was my cock harder in the prison of recently purchased Simpson’s trousers and under-garments than at any time in my life to that point?

For the first time, I really looked at her and, despite my disgust for the boldness and impropriety of her language, could do no more than confess to myself that she was indeed a beautiful example of subcontinent womanhood. 

I had admitted as much to myself before, of course, but now other impressions were crowding in upon me as I sat immobile and suffered her filth in silence. 

The finely wrought features below magnificent eyes, perched upon a neck swan-like in its elegance and grace, were now, I saw, debased by full lips that were at once sensual and disdainful. The eyes I had on more than one occasion told myself were compelling and alluring – if one’s tastes ran to women of her colour and type – struck me for the first time as being twin looking-glasses down which I could peer into a soul that was...

Evil.

To this day I have no idea how our tete-a-tete upon the promenade deck of the SS Horatio would have ended had she remained seated opposite me any longer.

Though I do know what happened when Padma Choudhary returned from lunch, at the table for two assigned to herself and her mother in an isolated corner of the dining-salon, and informed her she would like to take some turns around the deck.

The eyes of both mother and daughter had been... knowing... as they had left and I could only pray, at least at the time, that this knowingness had no bearing upon my discovery, not moments after their leaving.

I had made an emission into my trousers. 
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After my experience upon the sun deck and its disgraceful denouement – for me, anyway – I promised myself, and with no small venom in the intent, to shun all further contact with both mother and daughter.

No need to say, life being nothing if not playful verging on the vindictive when it comes to the self-made promises and resolutions of men, that I seemed unable to avoid their presence – no matter how hard I tried.

Strangely enough, it was the daughter I came more in contact with and, though it was not my ideal preference, she at least would have no idea of what had passed between myself and her mother. Even if I suspected there was a... knowingness... in the young girl’s expression. A suspicion I immediately shrugged off as being as repugnant as it was ludicrous.

There was surely no mother breathing who would confide her own scandalous behaviour to her own offspring.

Was there?

I know now that such was exactly the case and, far from hiding her treatment of me to her daughter, Nirupa Choudhary had positively crowed to the young girl as she described the effect she had managed to have on the “handsome English gentleman” and his inability to do nothing more than sit with mesmerized fascination as she spoke such filthy words to him.

My only consolation was that neither of the two could have any knowledge of the disgraceful event that occurred within the confines of my new and tropical Simpson’s trousers after they had both left.

Now, when I write of Padma Choudhary, I am like, in the same way for which apologies have already been made, to let my pen outrun my tale. I lay the pen down, and a hundred of her demeaning and inhuman comments ring in my ears along with those of her mother’s. Accompanied with images in which no self-respecting man should see himself depicted and always by the surprise and sheer gut churning humiliation that I, Denton Burnside, could have been brought so low by such creatures. A myriad visions of such a kind scud upon the back of my eyelids whenever I close my eyes and you will not be surprised that shame – and the desire heightening that feeling – accompanies them. Visions I - never a religious man particularly, and certainly not of the Holy Roman kind - would like to have repented of in the hallowed and cleansing surroundings of a church.

Had I not been expressly forbidden from so doing.

Forbidden, moreover, by a young Indian girl and her mother whose authority over me would once have been as unthinkable as it would have been uproariously risible to the man I considered myself to be at one time.

But again, and as mentioned, I rush ahead of myself.

Suffice it to say that, in the days following the shameful incident and my seeming inability to avoid mother and especially daughter, I kept pretty much to my cabin. Even my meals and other refreshments I had delivered to me in the hope of avoiding these subcontinent blights upon a trip I had undertaken in, relatively, good spirits. A sad thing for a gentleman to have to do after having paid good money for the pleasure of a sea cruise, you might be thinking, but it was not such an onerous commitment given the numerous books and gramophone records, mostly recordings of favourites from the baroque era, I had taken pains to have with me and the private space outside my cabin from which I could take the air and have my own thoughts.

It was a successful undertaking and I was pleased with my cleverness in avoiding demonic parent and forward offspring, as well as the possibility of an ugly scene should the mother’s earlier behaviour find itself repeated.

Or at least it had been successful.

Until that night.

The third of my self-imposed and temporary, I believed, exile from shipboard life.

I had taken to walking laps of the promenade deck in the small hours when my fellow passengers were sound asleep and found it pleasing to stroll the decking completely alone with only a canopy of stars above and the reassuringly constant sound of the bow as it cut through those benign ocean waters that had been calm from the very moment of our departure.

On this particular evening, the third of my five tours had been made when, deep in thoughts I cannot recall, a voice startled me.

Her voice.

“Mr Burnside, how delicious to see you again.”

As embarrassing as it is to admit, I confess I jumped with no less hysteria than a startled cat at her sarcastic and, it seemed to me, sinister “delicious” before turning to my unwanted promenader.

A promenader who was doing no such thing but was seated in a lounger in her habitual white sari, the diaphanous adornments with which she decorated the plain and unremarkable native garment swirling in the light breeze accompanying yet another balmy night. 

Her feet, slender and shapely in diamante sandals, nails painted a... carnivorous... red, seemed bathed in a most unholy glow and, for some reason, it was to these lower extremities that my eyes kept flickering as I strived for a suitable response.

The flickering of my eyes and the direction in which they were aimed not going unmissed.

“Really, Mr Burnside, there is no need to steal sly glances at my delicate feet from a distance when you can see them at closer quarters.”

I was struggling, a cod out of water, for a cutting rejoinder, when she went on:

“Just this once, I will even allow you to sit in the lounger next to me as you do so.”

Her words baffled me at the time and it would not be until later that I would fully understand their meaning and what the implication behind them meant for me.

It was with some effort that I found words, as amazed as I was chagrined at my inability to act with manly decisiveness in the presence of a woman I described to myself as an “Indian whore”.

But attempting to do so nonetheless:

“Madam, I have been a witness to your reprehensible behaviour at close-quarters once already and have no desire to see the process repeated.”

If my frosty, albeit icy cold, words had fazed her she was at great pains not to show it.

“Mr Burnside,” she began, the thickly accented English, no matter how correct and concise her wording, demeaning and mocking me for some reason, “I can hardly be called to account because your cock cannot control itself around me.”

“My...?” 

Again I was on the backfoot, nothing in my upbringing or my expectation of womanly behaviour preparing me for the forthright and thoroughly unselfconscious way she spoke of matters most of her sex with some small sense of decorum would choose tuberculosis rather than utter.

“That is what I said, Mr Burnside.” Her compelling and insidious eyes lowered to the front of my trousers and, with a thrill of horror, I realised yet again that I was in a condition of some considerable rut. “Or do you deny that unseemly bulge and the third eye that strains at the leash in order to make... closer... acquaintance with me?”

“I... I...”

“Sit next to me, Mr Burnside,” she said in a seductively gentle voice that I sensed, just the same, was anything but.

My feet, those same treacherous limbs that would not allow me to escape her presence, were suddenly moving towards her without, it seemed to me, my having willed the action.

“There, is that not more comfortable for you?” she said when I was perched upright upon the edge of the lounger next to her. 

But it was her next words that took my breath away:

“Now you may look at my pretty Indian feet until your heart is content.”

So great was my shock – not so much at her offer but at my reaction to it – that I do believe I actually stopped breathing.

She wanted me to look at...

Her feet!

And, as the good Lord is my witness, I found myself wanting to do so without, it must be said - having never paid such utilitarian human accoutrements much attention in the past - knowing why in the slightest.

Apart, that is, from a raging at the groin that seemed even more marked on this occasion with me not a foot or so from her person.

A raging the offer to look at her “pretty Indian feet” did nothing to lessen.

Quite the contrary, in fact.

“Yes, that is it,” she said as my head, again without my seeming to have ordered it, lowered that my eyes might take in the sight of one high arched foot in its diamante strapped sandal and toes with painted nails I found myself describing to my thoughts as...

“Exquisite!”

Her voice had taken on a soothing quality that was both metronome-like and soporific and I was aware that my eyelids were drooping and...
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I came awake with a start as I heard the sound of footsteps resounding upon a tiled floor. Hurriedly and in a condition of complete dislocation, I scrambled to my feet, unaware of where I was but knowing I was in a cellar of some kind and that if the sun showing through a tiny aperture set high in a white plaster wall was any guide it must be morning.

My bladder felt painful, so full was it, and I realised it was the need to defecate and not the approaching footfall that had fetched me awake. I looked about me urgently for some sign of toilet facilities but, other than my bed and a large wooden bucket to its side, the room was bare.

And I was naked!

Without any other recourse, unless I wished to puddle the cement floor, I resigned myself to squatting over the bucket. and started to piss. 

In fact, I was still pissing when the footsteps came to a halt and the rather solid looking door opened to admit the two Choudhary woman.

Both of them as naked as me!

And, in truth, they both of them possessed bodies Hera and Aphrodite themselves might have convened another Trojan siege in order to possess.

Even if they would have found themselves squabbling over possession of but one of the faces atop these different but utterly erotic examples of Indian womanhood.

Calmly, they watched me piss and, dislocated and unable to recall how or why I
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