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INTRODUCTION


Charles Devereaux, or “Captain Charles Devereaux,” is a pseudonym believed to be that of Major Crommelin Henry Ricketts, who retired from the 5th Cavalry Regiment (Madras Staff Corps) in 1871 after 21 years of service. With a rich multicultural background, Devereaux brings authenticity to his stories by exploring the complexity of human relationships and emotions. His ability to create genuine characters who face emotional challenges is notable in works such as "Between Desire and Destiny," "Veils of Passion," and "Venus in India."


Born into a context of great cultural and historical diversity, Devereaux utilized his experiences and observations from military and civilian life in colonial India to give depth and realism to his narratives. His stories often address themes of love, desire, and conflict, frequently reflecting the tensions and dilemmas of the society of his time. Besides his literary talent, Devereaux was known for his keen insight into the nuances of human interactions, making his characters resonate with authenticity and empathy among readers.


Despite the controversy surrounding his true identity, Devereaux's work remains a testament to his ability to transcend cultural and emotional barriers, offering an intimate look at the passions and struggles of the human condition. His literary contributions continue to be appreciated for their emotional depth and his skill in transporting readers to complex and engaging worlds.


In the final years of his life, Devereaux withdrew to a more peaceful existence, away from the spotlight that his literary work occasionally brought him. He spent his last years in relative obscurity, dedicated to writing and reflecting on his experiences. Major Crommelin Henry Ricketts, if he is indeed the man behind the pseudonym, passed away in 1898. However, his literary legacy continues to influence and captivate readers, keeping alive the mystery and fascination surrounding his true identity and his contributions to literature.


 


About the work:


 


The erotic novel "Venus in India," also known as "Adventures of Love in Hindustan," was originally published in Amsterdam in 1889. It is a bold and intriguing work by Devereaux that takes readers on an engaging journey into the most intimate recesses of human desires.


The plot revolves around characters set in an exotic and immersive colonial India. As they explore the boundaries of pleasure and passion, the characters are drawn into a dance of desires that defy social conventions.


"Venus in India" delves into the complexities of attraction and surrender, exploring the nuances of human relationships amidst lush settings. Devereaux's skill in creating a vivid environment and bringing intensely human characters to life provides readers with an engrossing experience.


The work garnered significant attention and controversy for its daring approach and its sensitive exploration of the erotic. In doing so, Devereaux pushes the boundaries of contemporary literature, challenging taboos and inviting readers to explore the deepest and most intimate aspects of human desire.


In addition to its erotic nature, "Venus in India" also offers a subtle critique of the social and moral norms of the time, questioning the restrictions imposed on the expression of desire and individual freedom. Through his provocative narrative, Devereaux invites readers to reflect on the duality between personal desire and social expectations.


The richness of detail and the psychological depth of the characters allow readers to connect with the experiences and emotions described, making the reading not only an exploration of the erotic but also a meditation on human nature and internal conflicts. "Venus in India" remains a seminal work in the genre of erotic literature, distinguished by its courage in addressing sensitive themes and its enduring contribution to the literary exploration of human sexuality.





VENUS IN INDIA



Volume I


The war in Afghanistan appeared to be coming to a close when I received sudden orders to proceed, at once, from England to join the First Battalion of my regiment, which was then serving there. I had just been promoted Captain and had been married about eighteen months. It pained me more than I care to express to part with my wife and baby girl but it was agreed that it would be better for all of us, if their coming to India were deferred until it were certain where my regiment would be quartered, on its return to the fertile plains of Hindustan, from the stones and rocks of barren Afghanistan. Besides, it was very hot, being the height of the hot weather, when only those who were absolutely forced to do so went to India and it was a time of year particularly unsuitable for a delicate woman and a babe to travel in so burning a climate. It was also not quite certain whether my wife would join me in India, as I had the promise of a staff appointment at home but before I could enter upon that I had of necessity to join my own battalion, because it was at the seat of war. Thus it was annoying to have to go, all the same, as it was clear that the war was over and that I should be much too late to participate in any of its rewards or glories, though it was quite possible I might come in for much of the hardship and experience of the sojourn, for a wild and not to say rough and inhospitable country is Afghanistan; besides which it was quite possible for an Afghan knife to put an end to me and that I might fall a victim to a common murder instead of dying a glorious death on the battlefield.


Altogether my prospects seemed by no means of a rosy color but there was nothing for it but to submit and go, which I did with the best grace possible but with a very heavy heart.


I will spare the readers the sad details of parting with my wife. I made no promise of fidelity, the idea seemed never to occur to her or to myself of there being any need for it, for although I had always been of that temperament so dear to Venus and had enjoyed the pleasure of love with great good fortune before I married, yet I had, as I thought, quite steadied down into a proper married man, whose desires never wandered outside his own bed; for my passionate and loving spouse was ever ready to respond to my ardent caresses with caresses as ardent; and her charms, in their youthful beauty and freshness, had not only not palled upon me but seemed to grow more and more powerfully attractive the more I reveled in their possession. For my dearest wife, gentle reader, was the life of passion; she was not one of those who coldly submit to their husbands' caresses because it is their duty to do so, a duty however not to be done with pleasure or joyfully but more as a species of penance! No! With her it was not, “Ah! no! let me sleep tonight, dear. I did it twice last night and I really don't think you can want it again. You should be more chaste and not try me as if I were your toy and plaything. No! take your hand away! Do leave my nightdress alone! I declare it is quite indecent the way you are behaving!” and so forth, until, worn out with her husband's pertinacity, she thinks the shortest way, after all, will be to let him have his way and so grudgingly allows her cold slit to be uncovered, unwillingly opens her ungracious thighs and lies a passionless log, insensible to her husband's endeavors to strike a spark of pleasure from her icy charms. Ah! no! With my sweet Louie it was far different; caress replied to caress, embrace to embrace. Each sweet sacrifice became sweeter than the one before, because she fully appreciated all the joy and delight of it! It is almost impossible to have too much of such a woman and Louie seemed to think it quite impossible to have too much of me! It was, “Once more my darling! Just one little more! I am sure it will do you good! and I should like it!” and it would be strange if the manly charm which filled her loving hand, were not once more raised in response to her caresses and once again carrying rapturous delight to the deepest, richest depths of the trembling voluptuous charm, for the special benefit of which it was formed, a charm which was indeed the very temple of love.


Ah! My beloved Louie! Little did I think the last time I withdrew from thy tender passionate embrace, that between thy throbbing sheath and my sword there were waiting for me, in glowing India, all unknown and unsuspected, other voluptuous women, whose beautiful naked charms were to form my couch and whose lovely limbs were to bind me in ecstatic embrace, before I should once more find myself again between thy tender, loving thighs! It is best too that thou shouldn’t not know that so it was, for who is there that does not know the dire effects of green-eyed jealousy? Thanks be to tender Venus for having raised an imperious cloud and hidden my sportings with my nymphs, as in olden days Great Jupiter was hidden from the sight of the Gods and men, when he reveled on the green mountain sides, with the lovely maidens, human or divine, whose beauteous charms formed the object of his passion.


But it is time to descend to earth again and to tell my tale in a manner more befitting this common-place world. Already, dear reader, I have, I fear, trespassed in so far that I have perhaps shocked your modest eyes with the name of that sweetest of feminine charms, which neither sculptor or painter will produce in their works and which is seldom mentioned in public, except by the low and vulgar; yet I must crave your pardon and beg you to permit me to offer it here of my pen, else I shall feel it difficult to describe, as I hope to all the full joys I so happily reveled in during the five happy years I spent in Hindustan. If you are wise, if you love to have your senses sweetly tickled, if the usually hidden scenes and secrets of delicious combats of love, of the fulfillment of hot desire, of the happy lovers, have any delight for you then simply imagine that your moist eyes see the charm but not the name or action and not the words by which I find it necessary to describe it.


It was in the middle of August when I landed in Bombay, that queenly capital of Western India. The voyage had been unimportant. Our passengers had been few and stupid, chiefly old Indian Civilians and officers returning unwillingly to the scenes of their labors in the hot country, after a short spell of life in England. It was not the season of the year when sprightly young ladies go out to India, each one with the fine hope in her heart that her rounded, youthful charms, her cheeks glowing with health and her freshness might captivate a husband. We were a staid party: some like myself had left young wives at home: others were accompanied by theirs; all were of an age when time had softened down the burning ardors of passion and when perhaps the last thought to enter their heads, on retiring at night to rest, was to take advantage of the ruined remains of beauty which reposed by their sides. Presently I landed feeling that all love, passion, desire and affection were left behind me, with my darling little wife in England and that the all but naked, graceful charms of native girls carrying their water pots, could not but strike my eye when I first landed, no spark of desire for a moment made my blood run quicker, nor caused me for a moment to think that I could ever seek enjoyment in the embraces of any woman much less of a dusky maiden! And yet within only ten short days! Verily, the spirit is willing but the flesh is weak! But let us put it thus, the spirit may be willing but when the flesh rises in all its vigorous power its strength is indomitable! or, so I found it to be! And now, gentle reader, I am sure you are curious and anxious to know who it was who raised my flesh and whether I made that resistance of its impervious demands which a husband of such a Louie as mine, should, by right have made.


Having ascertained from the Adjutant General, that my destination was Cherat, a small camping ground, as I heard, on the top of a range of mountains forming the Southern Limit of the Valley of the Peshawar and having received railroad warrants, via Allahabad, for the temporary station of Jhelum and dak warrants from the spot to Cherat itself. I made my preparations for the long journey which still lay before me and amongst other necessaries for mind and body I purchased some French novels. One of these was that masterpiece of drawing-room erotic literature, Mademoiselle de Maupin, by Theophile Gautier. But for the burning pictures of love and passion, drawn in the wonderful prose poem, perhaps I might have escaped from the nets in which love entangled me, for of a surety Mademoiselle de Maupin was a tempting bait which summoned my passions from the lethargy into which they had fallen since I had parted with my beloved, yet virtuous little wife, my adored Louie! I declare, dear reader, that I thought I had sown my wild oats, that I had become what the French call “range” and that it lay not in the power of women to seduce me from the path of virtue, along which it seemed to me and I believed firmly, that I was treading with certain steps, to the road to sanctity and heaven! So long as I had the protecting aegis of the beautiful and lovely charms of my darling little wife, I was, no doubt, quite safe, for frankly, now that I come to look over the past, I quite see why the tempter's darts fell all unheeded by me. Where could I find another girl, clothed or naked, who could compare with my Louie? She simply eclipsed all others. 


Like the full moon, shining on a cloudless night, she put out the light of the stars! Alas! when she was absent, the stars began to shine again to find places in my heart for admiration and adoration. I had not thought of this! Had my Louie? And oh! how tender, how passionately voluptuous had the last few weeks of my sojourn at home been! How many times had the fervent protestations of love and faith in one another's unspottable purity of affection been sealed by the rapturous blissful sacrifice, when clasped in one another's arms our bodies became as one and the fountains of inexpressible bliss, set gushing by our voluptuous enlacements, we inundated one another with seas of enjoyment. These sacrifices, so exquisite, so full of fire and action, had undoubtedly, their aftereffects on me, for some few weeks Louie had, by the power of her never-dying charms, exhausted me of my present stock of that manly strength, that essence of my heart's blood, that marrow of my body, without which physical love is impossible and it seemed to me that on leaving her I had left that power behind me; that all my desires, together with my manly vigor, were deposited for safe keeping in her exquisite grotto and that I should not find them again until, once more with her I might seek them between her beloved thighs. So I bought Mademoiselle de Maupin not caring whether it treated of passion or not and all alone in my railway carriage I read Mlle. de Maupin but alas! of human frailty! Desire, hot and burning desire, the power and floods of hot, hot feeling came back to me! I drank the delicious poison of that matchless book and as I drank I burnt! and yet I would not own to myself that in my deepest heart it was “woman” I felt a raging thirst for. At present desire simply assumed the shadowy form, a kind of image of a woman the nearest approach to which was to be found in far off England, in the body of my own adored and beautiful little wife!


The route from Bombay via Allahabad to Peshawar runs almost entirely through a country as flat as a table. At the season of year, August, when I traversed it, the land dry, parching weather had apparently not been tempered by the rains, which usually fall between June and September.


Here and there green waving crops, contrasted with the otherwise generally brown, burnt up soil and there were few stretches of country which formed such attraction for the eyes as to call for mental appreciation, in comparison with the charms of the beautiful Mlle. De Maupin, especially as painted by Theophile Gautier, in that glowing chapter where she appears in all her glowing beauty, naked and burning with tormenting desire, before the eyes of her enraptured lover! oh! Theophile! Why did you not allow your pen to describe, with a little more freedom, those undraped beauties? Why did you not permit us to do more than fancy the exquisite pleasures which the panting lovers experienced on their voluptuous couch? I felt that such minute painting was what was wanted to complete the rapturous sensations raised by that marvelous romance and, gentle reader, I pray you not to exclaim and cry out, for in these pages I endeavor to avoid the one fault I find with Gautier. May Venus guide my pen and Eros hold the inkstand and mayest thou, shade of the illustrious French poet and author, assist in these compilations of my reminiscences of the happy five years I spent in India.


Only once on this journey, about which I fear I may become so tedious did the tempter accost me and then so clumsily as quite to prostrate his well-meant intentions. I had to make a few hours stay in Allahabad and to pass that away pleasantly I wandered about, examining the tombs of the kings and princes, who reigned in past times over the banks of the Ganges and the Jumna and in seeing such sights as I could find to amuse and interest me.


As I was returning to my hotel a native accosted me in very good English.


“Like to have woman, Sahib? I got one very pretty little half-caste in my house, if master like to come and see!”


Oh! dear Mademoiselle de Maupin! I felt no desire to see the pretty little half- caste! I put this self-abnegation down to virtue and actually laughed, in my folly, at the idea that there existed, or could exist, a woman in India, who could raise even a ghost of desire in me!


The station beyond Jhelum is reached, I having but one mighty river to pass before I leave the bounds of India proper and tread the outskirts of Central Asia, in the valley of the Peshawar. But it took some two or three days and nights of continuous travel, in a dak gharry, before I reached Attock. The dak gharry is a fairly comfortable mode of conveyance but one becomes tired of the eternal horizontal position which is the only one which gives any comfort to the weary traveler. Crossing the Indus in a boat rowed over a frightful torrent with the roar of the waters breaking on the rocks below the ferry, was a very exciting incident, especially as it happened at night and the dark gloom added to its magnifying effect, to the roar of the suspected danger. Then again another dak gharry into which I got, lay down and went to sleep, not to waken until I reached Nowshera.


Ah! Mademoiselle de Maupin! What a lovely girl! Who can she be! She must I fancy, be the daughter of the Colonel commanding here, out for her morning walk and perhaps, judging from the keen expectant glance shot in at me through the half-open sliding door of the gharry, she's expecting somebody, perhaps her fiancé; perhaps that is why she looked so eager and yet so disappointed!


Oh, dear reader! just as I opened my eyes I saw, through the half-open door a perfect figure of feminine beauty! A girl clothed in close fitting grey colored dress with a Teria hat archly sloped on her lovely and well-shaped head! That beautiful face! How perfect the oval of it! Truly she must have aristocratic blood in her veins to be so daintily formed! What a rosebud of a mouth! What cherry lips! God! Jupiter! Venus! What a form! See those exquisite rounded shoulders, those full and beautiful arms, the shape of each can be so plainly seen so close does her dress fit her: and how pure, how virgin like is that undulating bosom! See how proudly each swelling breast fills out her modest but still desire-provoking bodice! Ah! The little shell-like ears, fitting so close to the head! How I would like to have the privilege of gently pressing those tiny lobes! What a lovely creature she looks! How refined! How pure! How virginal! Ah! My Louie, like you this girl is not to be tempted and long and arduous would be the chase before she could be compelled to own that her failing strength must yield her charms to the hands and lips of her panting pursuer! No! That girl, of all girls I have seen, struck me as one not to be seduced from the path of purity and honor.


And all these impressions flashed through my mind from a glimpse, a very vivid glimpse it is true, that I had of this lovely girl which I caught of her as my gharryman was urging his jaded steeds to a smart gallop, so that the Sahib might enter Nowshera in proper grand style!


The vision so short and so rapid, appeared to make but little impression on me, or rather, I should say, my sensations did not go beyond the sensations I have given above. Hot desire did not set my blood boiling or my heart and sense afire. I think it was rather the other way. I admired, indeed, as I might also admire a perfect Venus in marble. Shape and form pleased my eyes and although the idea, that this lovely girl might be possessed someday by someone, did enter my head, it only entered in the same way as that the marble Venus might become flesh and blood and form the happy delight of some fortunate mortal. In other words, she seemed absolutely and completely removed from ordinary mankind and I never dreamt that I should ever see her mound, as, according to my ideas, I was going to change horses at Nowshera and proceed immediately to Cherat.


But on arriving at the post office, which was also the place for changing horses, the post master, a civil spoken Baboo, told me that he could give me horses only as far as Publi, a village about halfway between Nowshera and Peshawar and that from that place I must make the best of my way to Cherat, for there was no road along which dak gharries could be driven and my good Baboo added that the said interval between Publi and Cherat was dangerous for travelers, there being many lawless robbers. Moreover, he added, that the distance was a good fifteen miles. He advised me to put up at the Public Bungalow at Nowshera, until the Brigade Major could put me in the way of completing my journey.


This information was a great surprise and a great damper to me! How on earth was I to get to Cherat with my baggage if there was no road? How could I do fifteen miles under such circumstances? To think I had gone so many thousand miles, since I had left England, to be balked by a miserable little fifteen. However, for the present there seemed nothing to be done but to take the excellent Baboo's advice, put up at the Public Bungalow and see the Brigade Major.


The Public Bungalow stood in its own compound, a little distance from the high road and to get back to it I had to drive back part of the road I had traveled. I dismissed my driver and called the Khansamah, who informed me that the bungalow was full and that there was no room for me! Here was a pretty state of affairs! but whilst I was speaking to the Khansamah, a pleasant looking young officer, lifting the chick which hung over the entrance to his room, came out into the verandah and told me that he had heard what I was saying, that he was only waiting for a gharry to proceed on his journey down country and that my coming was as opportune for him, as his going would be for me. He had, he said, sent at once to secure my dak gharry and if he could get it, he would give up his room to me but anyhow,


I should, if I did not dislike the idea, share his room which contained two bedsteads. Needless to say I was delighted to accept his kind offer and I soon had my goods inside the room and was enjoying that most essential and refreshing thing in India, a nice cool bath. My new friend had taken upon himself to order breakfast for me and when I had completed my ablutions and toilet, we sat down together. Officers meeting in this manner, very quickly become like old friends. My new acquaintance told me all about himself, where he had been, where he was going to and I reciprocated. Needless to say the war, which was now practically over, formed the great topic of our general conversation. Getting more intimate, we of course fell, as young men, or old too do, for the matter of that, to discussing about love and women and my young friend told me that the entire British Army was just simply raging for women! That none were to be got in Afghanistan and that, taking it as a general rule, neither officers nor men had a woman for at least two years.


“By George!” he cried as he laughed, “the Peshawar Polls are reaping a rich harvest! As fast as a regiment arrives from Afghanistan, the whole, boiling, rush off to bazaars and you can see the Tommy Atkins waiting outside the knocking shops, holding their staffs in their hands and roaring out to those having women to look sharp!”


This was of course an exaggeration but not to so great an extent as my gentle reader may suppose.


We had just finished our cheroots after breakfast, when the young officer's servant drove up in the same dak gharry which had brought me in from Attock and in a few minutes my cheerful host was shaking hands with me.


“There's somebody in there,” he said, pointing to the next room, “to whom I must say good-bye and then I'm off.”


He was not long absent, again shook my hands and in another minute a sea of dust hid him and the gharry from my sight.


I felt quite lonely and sad, when he was gone, for, although the bungalow was full, I was left in a small portion of it walled off from the rest, so that I didn't see any of its other occupants, though I might occasionally hear them. I had forgotten to ask who my next door neighbor was and indeed I did not much care. I was so bothered, wondering how I should get up to Cherat. It was now nearly ten o'clock, the sun was pouring sheets of killing rays of light on the parched plain in which Nowshera is situated and the hot wind was beginning to blow, parching one up and making lips and eyes quite sore as well as dry. I did not know what to do with myself. It was much too hot to think of going to the Brigade Major's, so I got another cheroot and taking my delightful Mademoiselle de Maupin out of my bag, I went and sat behind a pillar on the verandah, to shelter myself from the full force of the blast and try to read; but even this most charming damsel failed to charm and I sank back in my chair and smoked listlessly whilst my eyes wandered over the range of lofty mountains which I could just distinguish quivering through hot yellow-looking air. I did not know at the moment that I was looking at Cherat and had I had a prescience of what was waiting for me there, I should certainly have gazed upon these hills with far greater interest than I did.


Reader dear, do you know what it is to feel that somebody is looking at you, though you may not be able to see him, nor are aware for a fact that somebody is looking at you? I am extremely susceptible to this influence. Whilst sitting thus idly looking at the most distant thing my eyes could find to rest upon, I began to feel that someone was near and looking intently at me. At first, I resisted the temptation to look round to see who it was. What with the hot wind and what with the circumstances of the sudden halt I was compelled to make, I felt so irritable, that I resented, as an insult, the looking at me which I felt certain was going on; but at last this strange sensation added to my unrest and I half-turned my head to see whether it was reality or feverish fancy.


My surprise was unbounded when I saw the same lovely face, which I had caught a glimpse of that morning, looking at me from behind the slightly opened chick of the room next to mine, I was so startled that instead of taking a good look at the lady I instantly gazed on the hills again, as if turning my head to look in her direction had been a breach of good manners on my part; but I felt she was still keeping her eyes fixed on me and it amazed me that anyone of the position which I imagined she held, for I was firmly convinced that I was right as to my surmise that my unknown beauty was a lady and a Colonel's daughter, she should be guilty of such bad manners as to stare at a perfect stranger in this manner. I turned my head once more and this time I looked at this lovely but strange girl a little more fixedly. Her eyes, large, lustrous, most beautiful, seemed to pierce mine, as though trying to read my thoughts. For a moment I fancied she must be a little off her head, when, apparently satisfied, with her reconnaissance, the fair creature let the chick fall once more against the side of the door and so was lost to my sight. From that moment my curiosity was greatly aroused. Who was she? Was she alone? Or was she with the unknown Colonel in that room? Why was she staring at me so hard? By Jove! There she is at it again! I could stand it no longer. I jumped up and went into my own room and called the Khansamah.


“Khansamah: who is in the room next to mine?” and I pointed to the door which communicated with the room the lady was in and which was closed.


A Mem Sahib! Now I had been in India before, this was my second tour of service in the country and I knew that a Mem Sahib meant a married lady. I was surprised, for had anyone asked me, I should have said that this lovely girl had never known a man, had never been had and never would be had, unless she met the man of men who pleased her. It was extraordinary how this idea had taken root in my mind.


“Is the Sahib with her?”


“No, Sahib!”


“Where is he?”


“I don't know, Sahib.”


“When did the Mem Sahib come here, Khan?”


“A week or ten days ago, Sahib!”


“Is she going away soon?”


“I don't know, Sahib!”


It was plain I could get no information from this man, only one more question and I was done.


“Is the Mem Sahib quite alone, Khan?”


“Yes, Sahib: she has no one with her, not even an Ayah.”


Well! this is wonderful! How well did my young friend, who had only gone away this morning, know her? You, gentle reader, with experience, have no doubt your suspicions are that all was not right but for the life of me I could not shake off the firm notion that this woman was not only a lady but one exceptionally pure and highly connected.


I went back to my seat on the verandah, waiting to be looked at again and I did not wait long. A slight rustle caught my ear, I looked around and there was my lovely girl showing more of herself. She still looked with the same eager gaze without the sign of a smile on her face. She appeared to be in her petticoats only and her legs and feet, such lovely, tiny, beautiful feet and such exquisitely turned ankles, were bare; she had not even a pair of slippers on. A light shawl covered her shoulders and bosom but did not hide either her full well-shaped, white arms, her taper waist or her splendid and broad hips. These naked feet and legs inspired me with a sudden flow of desire, as much as her lovely face and its wonderful calm, yet her severe expression, had driven all such thoughts from my mind. Jacques Casanova, who certainly is a perfect authority on all that concerns women, declares that curiosity is the foundation on which desire is built, that but for that, a man would be perfectly contented with one woman, since in the main all women are alike; yet from mere curiosity a man is impelled to approach a woman and to wish for her possession. Something akin to this certainly influenced me. A devouring curiosity took possession of me. This exquisite girl's face inspired me to know how she could possibly be all alone here at Nowshera, in a public bungalow and her lovely naked feet and legs, made me wonder whether her knees and thighs corresponded with them in perfect beauty and my imagination painted to my mind a voluptuous motte and delicious slit, shaded by dark locks corresponding to the color of the lovely eyebrows, which arched over those expressive orbs. I rose from my chair and moved towards her. She instantly withdrew and as instantly again opened the chick. For the first time I saw a smile wreathe her face. What a wonderfully different expression that smile gave it! Two lovely dimples appeared in her rounded cheeks, her rosy lips parted and displayed two rows of small perfectly even teeth and those eyes which had looked so stern and almost forbidding, now looked all tenderness and softness.


“You must find it very hot out there in the verandah!” said she, in a low, musical voice but with a rather vulgar, common accent which at first grated on my ear, “and I know you are all alone! Won't you come into my room and sit down and chat? You will if you are a good fellow!”


“Thank you!” said I smiling and bowing, as I threw away my cheroot and entered whilst she held the chick so as to make room for me to pass. I caught the chick in my hand but she still kept her arm raised and extended; her shawl fell a little off her bosom which was almost entirely bare and I saw not only two most exquisitely round, full and polished globes of ivory but even the rosy coral marble which adorned the peak of one of them. I could see that she caught the direction of my glance but she was in no hurry to lower her arm and I judged and rightly, that this liberal display of her charms was by no means unintentional.


“I have got two chairs in here,” said she, laughing such a sweet sounding laugh, “but we can sit together on my bed, if you don't mind!”


“I shall be delighted,” said I, “if sitting without a back to support you won't tire you!”


“Oh!” said she, in the most innocent manner, “you just put your arm round my waist and then I won't feel tired.”


Had it not been for the extraordinary innocent tone with which she said this, I think I should at once have lain her back and got on top of her but a new idea struck me; could she be quite sane? And would not such an action be the very height of blackguardism?


However, I sat down, as she bade me do and I slipped my left arm around her slender waist and gave her a little hug towards me.


“Ah!” she said, “that's right! Hold me tight! I love being held tight!”


I found that she had no stays on at all. There was nothing between my hand and her smooth skin but a petticoat body and a chemise of very light muslin. She felt so awfully nice! There's something so thrilling in feeling the warm, palpitating body of a lovely woman in one's arms, that it was only natural, that not only did my blood run more quickly but I began to feel what the French call the “pricking of the flesh.” There she was, this really beautiful creature, half-naked and palpitating, her cheeks glowing with health, though paler than one is accustomed to see in our more temperate Europe, her lovely shining shoulders and bosom almost perfectly naked and so exquisite! The nearer I got my eyes to the skin the better did I see how fine was its texture. The bloom of youth was on it. 


There were no ugly hollows to show where the flesh had receded and the bones projected. Her beautiful breasts were round, plump and firm looking. I longed to take possession of those lovely, lovely bubbies! To press them in my hand, to devour them and their rosy tips with my mouth! Her petticoats fell between her slightly parted thighs and showed their roundness and beautiful form perfectly as though to provoke my desire the more, desire she must have known was burning me, for she could feel the palpitating of my agitated heart, even if a glance of her eyes in another and lower direction did not betray to her the effect her touch and her beauty had on me, she held out one and then the other of her fairy feet, so white and perfect, as though to display them to my eager eyes. 


The soft and delicious perfume which only emanates from woman in her youth, stole in fragrant clouds over my face and her abundant wavy hair felt like silk against my cheek. Was she mad? That was the tormenting thought which would spring up between my hand and the glowing charms it longed to seize! For some few moments we sat in silence. Then I felt her hand creep up under my white jacket and toy with the buttons to which my braces were fastened behind. She undid one side of my brace and as she did so said:


“I saw you this morning! You were in a dak gharry and I just caught a glimpse of you.”


Her hand began to work at the other button. What the deuce was she up to?


“Oh yes!” I said, looking into her small eyes and returning the sharp glances which shot from them, “and I saw you too! I had been fast asleep and just as I opened my eyes my sight fell upon you! and I...”


She had unbuttoned my braces behind and now stole her hand round and laid it, back up, on the top of my thigh.


“And you what?” said she, gently sliding her extended fingers down over the inside of my thigh: she was within a nail's breadth of the side of my rod which was now standing furiously!


“Oh!” I exclaimed, “I thought I had never seen such a lovely face and figure in the world!”


The fingertips actually touched Johnnie! She slightly pressed them against him and looking at me again with the sweetest smile, said:


“Did you really! Well! I'm glad you did, for do you know what I thought, when I saw you lying inside the gharry?”


“No, dear!”


“Well! I thought that I would not mind if I had been traveling with such a fine looking, handsome young man! ”


Then after a short pause she continued, ” So you think me well made?” And she glanced down proudly on her swelling breast.


“Indeed then I do!” I exclaimed, quite unable to restrain myself any longer.


“I don't know when I ever saw such a lovely bosom as this and such tempting, luscious bubbies!” and I slipped my hand into her bosom and seized a glowing globe and as I pressed it gently and squeezed the hard little nipples between my fingers, I kissed the lovely upturned mouth which was presented to me.


“Ah!” she cried, “who gave you leave to do that? Well! Exchange is no robbery and I will have something nice of yours to feel for myself too!”


Her nimble fingers had my trousers unbuttoned, my braces undone in front too and with a whisk of her hand she had my shirt out and with it my burning, maddened stallion, of which she took immediate and instant possession.


“Ah!” she cried, “Ah! oh! what a beauty! How handsome! bell topped! and so big! Isn't he just about stiff! He's like a bar of iron! and what fine big eggs you've got! My beautiful man! Oh! How I would like to empty them for you! Oh! you'll have me now! Won't you? do! do! oh! I feel that I could come so nicely if you only would!”


Would I have her? Why! Gods in Heaven! how could mortal man brimful of health, strength, youth and energy like myself, resist such an appeal to his ears and senses and not comply, even if the fair petitioner were not half nor a quarter as beautiful as this lascivious and exquisite creature, whose hands were manipulating the most tenderly sensitive parts which man possesses! For all reply I gently pulled her on her back, she still kept a firm but voluptuous hold on her possessions and I turned up her petticoat and chemise and gliding my burning hand over the smooth surface of her ivory thigh, up to, I think, the most voluptuous bush I had ever seen or felt in my life! Never had my hand reposed on so voluptuous and full a motte! Never had my fingers probed a charm so full of life and so soft outside, so smooth and velvety inside as it did now, that this most perfect place and the domain around and above it, were in my possession! I was eager to get between her lovely thighs and to snatch my almost painfully strained organ from her hands and bury it up to its hilt and further, in this melting charm but she stopped me. With her face and bosom flushed, her eyes dancing in her head and a voice choked with the greatest excitement she cried:


“Let us put on our skins first!”


I was standing before her, my sword at an angle of at least seventy degrees, my sack and groin arching, for the most vigorous action had set in and my reservoirs had already been filled to the utmost they could hold. I felt, I must either have this beautiful wild girl or burst!


“What do you mean?” I gasped.


“I'll show you! See!”


And in a moment, she had, as it were, jumped out of her clothes and stood, all naked and glowing and radiant with beauty, real by all that is voluptuous and erotic before me.


In a moment or perhaps a little longer, for I had boots and socks as well as coat, shirt and trousers to take off but at all events, in a brace of shakes, I was as naked as she! I can shut my eyes now and there before me I see this exquisitely formed creature, surely, quite the equal of the beautiful Mademoiselle de Maupin, standing in all her radiant nudity before me. That form so purely perfect, so inimitably graceful, those matchless limbs! That bosom with its hills of living snow topped with rosy fire and that more than voluptuous motte, a perfect “hill of Venus,” clothed with the richest dark bushes of curly hair, sloping rapidly down, like a triangle standing on its point, until its two sides, folding in, form the deep soft-looking and inside line, which proclaimed the very perfection of a Goddess. The only thing which slightly marred this perfect galaxy of beauty was the occurrence of some slight wrinkles, which like fine lines crossed the otherwise perfect plain of her fair belly, that exquisite belly with its dimpling navel!


Gods! I rushed at this lovely creature and in another moment, I was on top of her, between her wide-opened thighs and resting on her beautiful bosom. How elastic did her beautiful bubbies feel against my chest! and how soft, how inexpressibly delicious, did her cavern feel, as inch by inch I buried Johnnie in it, until my motte jammed against hers and my eggs hanging, or rather squeezed, against her lovely white bottom. I could get in no further. And what a woman to have! Every movement of mine brought forth an exclamation of delight from her! To hear her you would have imagined it was the very first time her senses had been powerfully excited from their very foundation! Her hands were never still, they promenaded over me, from the back of my head to the intimate limits of my body to which they could reach. She was simply perfect in the art of giving and receiving pleasure. Every transport of mine was returned with interest, every mad thrust met with a corresponding buck which had the effect of taking my engine into its extreme root! And she seemed to do nothing but “come” or “spend”! I had heard of a woman “coming” thirteen or fourteen times during one session but this woman seemed to do nothing else from beginning to end. But it was not until I had arrived at the exciting, furious, ardent, almost violent short digs, that I knew to what an intense degree my Venus enjoyed pleasure! I thought she was in a fit! She almost screamed!


She gurgled in her throat! She half-crushed me in her arms and putting her feet on my behind, she pressed me to her motte, at the end, with a power I should never have thought she possessed. Oh! the relief! the exquisite delight of the spend on my part! I inundated her and she felt the spouting torrents of my love darting in hot, quick jets and striking against the deepest part of her almost maddened cleft! She seized my mouth with hers and shot her tongue into it as far as she could, touching my palate and pouring her hot, delicious breath down my throat whilst her whole body from head to heel literally quivered with the tremendous excitement she was in! Never in my life had I such a fling! Oh! why are there no better words to express what is really heaven upon earth?


The tempest past, we lay in one another's arms; tenderly gazing into one another's eyes. We were too breathless to speak at first. I could feel her belly heaving against mine and her throbbing cunnie clasped my tool as though it had been another hand, whilst her motte leaped and bounded! I looked into that angelic-looking face and drank in the intense beauty of it, nor could I believe it could be an abandoned woman but rather Venus herself, whom I held thus clasped in my arms and whose tender and voluptuous thighs encircled mine! I could have wished that she held her peace and let me dream that I was the much desired Adonis and she my persistent, longing Venus and that I had at length won her amorous wishes and found the heaven in her arms of which, before I entered her matchless cleft, I had no notion. But my airy fancies were dispelled by her saying :


“You are a good poke and no mistake! Oh! You know how to do it! No fellow ever rams like that without he has been taught!”


“Yes!” I said, pressing her in my arms and kissing the ruby lips which had just spoken so coarsely but truly and pointedly, “I have been well trained! I had good lessons in my boyhood and I have always tried to practice them as often as possible!”


“Ah! ” she said. “I thought so! You do the heel-and-toe better than any man I've ever had and I've had, I dare say, many more men than you've had women!”


Frank and how!


“What do you mean by heel-and-toe, my pet!”


“Oh! Don't you know? You do it at any rate! And splendid! Heel-and-toe is to begin each stroke at the very beginning and end it at the very end. Just give me one long stroke now!”


I did so. I withdrew until I was all but out of her panting orifice and then gently but firmly drove it home; as far and as deep as I could and then I rested again on her belly.


“There,” she cried, “that's it! You almost pull it out but not quite and never stop short in your thrusts but send it home, with a sharp rap of your cods against my bottom! and that's what's good!”


And she appeared to smack her lips involuntarily. At length I withdrew and my fairest nymph at once commenced a most minute examination of that part of me and its appendages which had pleased her so much. Everything was, according to her, absolutely perfect and if I were to believe her there had not passed under her observation so noble and handsome an organ and such beautiful, well balanced stones as I had and she was the mistress of! My stones especially pleased her! She said they were so big! She was sure they must be full of spend and she intended, she told me, to empty them before she would consent to my leaving Nowshera!


This first sacrifice simply whetted our appetites and still more inflamed with the minute examination of one another's charms, we fell to again and writhed in the delicious agonies of another amorous combat! It was about two o'clock before I left her and we had not been at any one time more than ten minutes “out of action.” The more I had of this exquisite creature, the more I longed to have her. I was fresh, young, strong, vigorous and it was nearly two months (a long time for me) since I had last indulged in the delights of Cyprian pleasures. No wonder my Venus was pleased with me and called my performances a perfect feast.


They say that love destroys appetite for food. Perhaps it does when it is love unrequited but I give you my word, dear reader, that I was ravenous for my tiffin after my morning's work. I was really glad to get something to eat, for what with the heat of the combats I had been through and the parching effect of the terrible hot wind blowing, I was dried up, as far as my mouth was concerned, though far from being so as regards the proceeds of my sack. I never felt so fit for woman as I did that day and I never probably have had so much joy with so little loss of physical force. Doubtless my steady married life with its regular hours, regular meals and regular, never-excessive sacrifices on the altar of Venus had much to do with the steady power I felt so strong in me but over and above that, was the fact of my new lady love being extraordinarily beautiful and voluptuously lascivious and the erotic excitement raised in me, was, of course, great in proportion to the cause which gave birth to it. In spite of my hunger for food, I would certainly have remained with her on that most genial of beds and have reveled on in her joyous arms and filled her with quintessence of my manly vigor but she told me she always slept in the afternoon, was hungry herself and, doubting my power, she wished me to reserve some good portions of my force to be expended between her lovely thighs that night and for the solace of her liveliest of crannies.


Whilst the Khansamah was laying the table I saw a note addressed to me, leaning against the wall, on the mantelpiece, (for in Northern India the winters are sharp enough to render a fire not only pleasant but sometimes quite necessary) and taking it and opening it, wondering who the writer could be, as I was perfectly unknown in this part of the world, I found it to be from my young officer friend who had quitted Nowshera this morning, it ran thus:


“Dear Devereaux: — In the room next to yours is one of the loveliest of women and best of pokes!


Yours,


J.C.


P.S. — Don't offer her any rupees or you will offend her mortally but if you are inclined to have her and I think you will on seeing her, just tell her so and you won't have to ask twice.”


Ah! Dear young chap, now I understand why you were so reticent this morning and did not like to tell me that I had a lady for my next-door neighbor! Well! Poor girl! I am afraid that you must be put down as one of the “irregulars,” although it is a shame to think ill of one who has given me the first few hours of real delight since I left home!


These thoughts naturally brought my beloved little wife into my recollection and I was somewhat staggered to feel I should so completely have forgotten her and my marital vows! But I was altogether too full of desire. Desire only just whetted and crying for more! More! I was in fact half mad with what some call lust and others love and, wife or no wife, nothing short of death would, or should, prevent my poking that heavenly girl again and again, until I really could not raise a stand. I longed for evening. I burnt for night. I ate my tiffin like a ravenous tiger, hungry for food but thirsting for the sweet savior of the blood of a victim he knew to be within easy reach. Tiffin put away, I lit a cheroot and began wandering round and round my room, balancing impatiently at the door which closed the communication between it and that of my supposedly now sleeping Venus and like Wellington wished and prayed for night or — not Blucher — her awakening! Suddenly it struck me as very funny that — supposing some catastrophe were to separate this girl and me, neither would be able to say who the other was! We had not exchanged names. My young friend the officer who signed his initials “J.C.” had not told me. I did not even know his name, though he knew mine, probably from seeing it painted on my baggage. Of a surety this lovely Venus must have a history and I resolved to try and get her to give me her version of it, from which no doubt I could make out what was true and what was invention, for that she would tell me the exact truth I hardly expected. Oh! when would she awake?


Should I go and peep and see? By Jupiter, I would... Throwing away the fresh cheroot I had lighted I crept, in my stocking feet, to her chick and pulled it slightly open and there on the bed fast asleep, I saw my lovely enslaver. She had simply put on a petticoat and was lying on her back, with her hands clasped under her shapely head, her arms, bent in a charming position opened out, showing the little growth of hair under the arm pit next to me; hair the same in tint but not so rich in color, as that magnificent bush I had moistened so liberally, aided by her own offerings this morning; her bosom bare and naked, with its two priceless breasts, so beautifully placed, so round, polished and firm and her entire body down to her slender waist, quite nude! One knee, that next to me, was bent, the small graceful foot planted on the bed clothes, each gem of a toe straight and just separated from its neighbor, a foot that would have charmed the most fastidious sculptor that ever lived, whilst the other leg, bare almost from the groin downwards, was extended at full length, the lovely foot, which terminated it, resting against the edge of the bed, so that her thighs, those lovely voluptuous and maddening thighs, were parted! Gods! could I remain outside while so much beauty was freely displayed, on which I could feast my burning eyes whilst its lovely owner slept? I went gently and noiselessly in and passing round to the other side of the bed, so that my shadow might not fall on that exquisite form and hide the light, already softened by the chick, from it and gazed in silence on the beautiful girl who had made me enjoy the bliss of Mahomet's heaven in her voluptuous embraces that forenoon. How lovely was her sleep! Who, looking on that face so pure in all its lines, so innocent in all its expressions, could imagine that in that soul there burnt the fire of an unquenchable Cytherian furnace. Who, looking on those matchless breasts could imagine that lovers innumerable had pressed them with lascivious hand or lip and been supported by them when they trembled in the agonies and the delight of having her?


The fair broad plain of her belly was still hidden by the upper portion of her petticoats but the fine lines, which I had noticed when she “put on her skin,” had told me the tale, that perhaps more than once it had been the breeding place of little beings, who, cast in such a beauteous mold, must needs be as beautiful as their lovely mother! I, who, looking at those virginal breasts which seemed as if they had never been disturbed by pent-up milk and whose rosebud-like nipples seemed never to have been sucked, by the cherry lips of babies; who gazing in the girlish face, could connect such charms with the pains, the caress and duties of maternity? No! surely, like the fair Houris of Mahomet's paradise, she must have been created for the fulfillment of the pleasure only, not for the consequences of the kiss of love! But the wrinkles told a different tale and I should like to examine them more closely. It would be easy to do, if only they were naked, all but a small portion near the groin and all that I had to do was to lift, gently, so as not to disturb her sleep, the part of her petticoat which still hid her there and lay the garment back upon her waist.


With a hand trembling with excitement, I did so! lo! my nymph almost as naked as she was born! God of Gods! What a blaze of exciting beauty! I had uncovered the sweet belly to look at the wrinkles but my eye was captured before it lifted its gaze so high! As the bird is caught in the snare surrounding the luscious bait exposed for it, so were my eyes entangled in the meshes of that glorious hair, which from the forest-like bush growing on that voluptuous motte and shading the slit, the like of which for freshness, beauty and all that excites desire, could not have existed in that to anybody but that of the great Mother of love, Venus herself. It seemed to me impossible that this beauteous portal to the realms of bliss, could have been invaded by so many worshippers as her speech of the morning had led me to believe. It looked far from having been hard used. What grand full lips it had. How sweetly it was placed. How pretty did the fine dark hairs, which crossed it look against the whiteness of the skin, whose foldings formed that deep and perfect line. What a perfect forest overshadowed it and how divine were the slopes of that glorious hill, the perfect little mountain, which led up the sweet descent to the deep vale between her thighs and ended in that glowing grotto in which love delighted to hide his blushing head and shed the hot tears of his exulting joy.


But what is that? What is that little ruby tip I see beginning to protrude, near the upper meeting of those exquisite lips? She moves. See! I think she must be dreaming! She slightly closes her bent leg towards that one outstretched! It is her most sensitive clitoris, as I live! See! It grows more and more! And by the Gods! it actually moves in little jerks, just like an excited stem standing stiff and mad at the thoughts of hot desire!
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