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It was  footsteps echoing distantly upon a stone floor that roused me and brought me to my feet. 

I was in the windowless room at the end of a dark corridor that was now my quarters and, if the watch I had been allowed to keep was still function properly it was seven in the morning.

My bladder was so full it hurt and headed for the large wooden bucket to that served as my toilet.

The room was bare and so was I.

Completely naked!

Which didn’t alter the need to empty my groaning bladder in the slightest.

I resigned myself to squatting over the bucket – knowing it would be down to me to slop away my own waste later, and started to piss, hoping I could finish before the footsteps coming ever nearer reached me.

It wasn’t to be. 

I was still voiding when the footsteps when the solid wooden door opened to admit the two women – one in her late thirties, the other a year or so from reaching twenty by my estimate.

Both of them Indian – even if they were both clothed as if they were going to a day’s work in the City of London in smart jackets and skirts with expensive shoes that boasted low but spiked heels. 

I could see the powerful and shapely bare legs of the older woman silhouetted against a white painted wall and knew I would not like the expressions I would see if I were to raise my shamed head to gaze upon her face and that of the woman with her.

Yet I did just that.

They were both calm, as if nothing were out of the norm were happening, despite the fact a naked Englishman a year from his forties was emptying his bladder into a wooden bucket.

Faces smirking, they watched me piss while I was unable to speak or even show outrage as my cheeks continued to flush and burn with embarrassment.

Both, older and younger, taller and shorter, one with a severe visage leavened by the presence of a cold Indian beauty, the other with features more akin to the loner and school swat, were both voluptuous in their different ways and, as mentioned, had their hair pulled back from their faces and tied at the back in a way that seemed to emphasise their...

Authority!

“Not at all what you are used to,” observed the older of the two as my eyes, despite my circumstances, fixated on the swell of her breasts beneath her jacket. Breasts I already knew would be magnificent in the flesh and be matched by those of the younger and stockier version of Indian womanhood to her side.

When I made no reply, she went on:

“But then you have not been the chattel of two superior Indian Svāminī’s before either, have you?”

“He will soon come to appreciate our kindness in supplying such quarters,” said the hateful and less than beauteous girl with the slightly protruding teeth and the thick spectacles, condescending words spilling from plump lips that might just have been described as “sensual” had they not been twisted with malice and an unholy joy for being free to speak so disrespectfully to an attractive man so many years her senior.

The mother’s laugh was full of derision and the single Indian word she snapped at me was not familiar.

Even if I somehow understood enough when they stepped outside once again and beckoned for me to follow.

I was led upstairs then to another – thankfully empty - room, naked and ignored behind them as I wondered yet again how they could make me obey them so readily.

A man some ten or so years older than myself was waiting, fully clothed and at his ease and showing no surprise to be confronted by an Englishman without a stitch of clothing being led by two fully clothed women of his own race.

Behind him was a long wooden bench.

They conversed in their native tongue for a few moments until the Indian man in the white tunic and European style trousers and shoes turned to run his eyes over me a the older woman introduced him:

“This is Doctor Ashram. You will respond to him with respect and call him, ‘Sir’ at all times.”

“Yes, Svāminī,” I heard an obsequious voice respond and it was not until a few seconds later that I realised it had been mine.

I felt a hand run itself the length of my back and begin to pat my buttocks and realised the younger of the two women had stepped behind me and was petting me as if I were some kind of skittish colt in need of her reassurance.

“You wish to seek service with these estimable ladies?” he asked with perfect English, addressing me for the first time and stunning me in the process.

Service?

It was the older of the two women who answered; also in English and sounding miffed:

“Do you doubt my word then, Rajiv?

“You must allow, my dear, that it is somewhat unusual for an Indian lady to find herself in possession of an English servant. But then, if he has fallen upon hard times as you say then why should you not take advantage of the fact to provide him with a roof above his head and worthwhile employment in the mother-country?”

I wanted to yell at him that not only was I financially affluent but owned a perfectly good roof of my own under which to reside.

So why didn’t I?

The only response I could make was almost that of a low whinny as the young Indian woman with the school-swot features continued to stroke my flanks as if I were her pet thoroughbred.

As it would turn out, I was far less.

“That is all very well, Chandran,” the older woman told him, “but I do not intend to go to all the pains of training him – even if most of the pains will be his – simply to have him take off should a better offer present itself.”

“Yes, I understand your concerns, my estimable lady,” the doctor assured her when he had finished laughing. “There will be many wealthy Indian families in Madras and elsewhere who envy you your new retainer and be all too willing to tempt him away with an offer of better conditions.”

“The very reason I required him to sign the forms that made his service to us legal and binding and requested your assistance in this matter.”

My thoughts raced.

What legal forms?

For the life of me I could recall signing nothing of such a nature. And, had I done so without knowing, what kind of forms could they possibly have been to compel my service? 

Indentured service was a thing of the distant past, after all.

And especially for public-school educated Englishmen such as myself.

“You are, as always my dear, scrupulously efficient and correct in your planning and my questioning of you is no more than curiosity on my part rather than criticism of any kind.”

“You have no qualms then?”

“None whatsoever, my dearest lady. A servant of such a kind is no more than a superior and beautiful woman such as yourself deserves.

“And you are willing to bind him to me by way of the ancient procedures?”

“Bind me to her!” my thoughts screamed, the fact I was unable to voice those thoughts indicating I was halfway there already.”  

The doctor smiled:

“Until and unless you decide to hand your control of him to another,” he told her.

This fetched a smile to that beautiful but morally putrid face.

“If you would have your servant lie upon the bench face up,” he told her, “I will make a start.”

The woman’s eyes pierced my own and I felt my legs begin an unmanly shaking as her young accomplice placed a hand in the small of my back and urged me to lie upon the bench , my already flaccid penis wilting  further as I saw the man’s eyes linger upon it and lick his lips.

“Oh, sweet Lord,” I prayed to myself. “These heathens are going to castrate me!”

“My dear,” the doctor said to the younger as I lay, terrified and unable to move, below him, “I would like you to pour some of the alcohol in that bottle on the table to your left onto your hands and rub it into your servant’s scrotum.

My stomach tightened and again, I wondered why I was allowing this to happen.

“The, I should be grateful if you would repeat the process with the head of his penis?”

The young woman’s face above me was a picture of unholy joy as she reached for the bottle and my body was triggered into a series of nervy convulsions.

“Will this ease the pain?” the mother asked, doing nothing to decrease my terrified oscillations.

“I am afraid not. It is simply to prevent infection. I will, however, require him to be restrained in some way. Should he struggle, he could be damaged. And I know your preference is for him to be intact.”

“I instructed him earlier that he is not to make either a movement or a sound,” answered the older of the women.

“Instructed me?” my thoughts raced.

When?

I had absolutely no recollection of any such instruction.

“Instructed him? And you feel this will be enough?”

Above me, I could see her smile at the man:.

“The procedure you are going to follow is only one of the old ways, Chandran. There are others with which you are neither adept nor familiar. You must take my word for it that the Englishman will not move or make a sound.”

“Very well then.” 

The balding man in his fifties assented and took up what looked to be a short and thin needle from a European style doctor’s bag at his side.

I tasted bile at the back of my throat as my fears intensified for not having a clue as to what was about to happen to me as my scrotum was taken in hand and smothered with alcohol before repeating the process with my cock itself.

“Stand either side of your servant’s head now,” the doctor addressed both ladies when he was satisfied I was ready. “It is necessary that he look into the eyes
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