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I am sure many of you about to read this will be unfamiliar with the ghostly, uncanny and, at times, outright horrific tales of the writer Algernon Blackwood (seen above).

Allow me to introduce him.

As well as being a huge favourite of my youth and the instigator of many a female-led fantasy - via stories that, necessarily, had to undergo certain changes in my adolescent imagination that were both structural and involved the swapping of genders between victim and tormentor - Algernon Henry Blackwood, CBE (14 March 1869, 10 December 1951) was also one of the most prolific writers of “disturbing” stories – be they ghostly, eerie, or simply terrifying - in the history of the genre. 

He was also a journalist and a broadcasting narrator and it was written of him that: "his work is more consistently meritorious than any weird writer's”, and, as a consensus of general opinion, his short story collection “Incredible Adventures” (1914), was considered by many to be: "the premier weird collection of this or any other century".

It was with these above works in mind, and a sexual imagination formed as a young woman growing up in a tiny village in the Provence foothills leading to the inspiration for Cezanne that was the Mont St Victoire, that I decided to utilize the darkness forged in me back then to provide my present with a vibrant fantasy life. 

A literary inspired darkness responsible for my fashioning this tale based on Mr Blackwood’s work and a tale, I must warn you, which is based upon his considerable ability to fashion a narrative suggestive of sexual cruelty and dominance while keeping that tale within the bounds of the mainstream expectations of the epoch and the censorial strictures governing writers of fiction at the time. 

Writers, of course, and with an understandable desire to actually eat, who would sooner be read in the six figures. This rather than the treble (if fortunate) a more accepting but less accessible underground press provided to the creator of... unsuitable... material during the period. If it was published at all, that is.

Of course, your writer – me – and her readers – you – live in a world that is a degree more liberal than the England of Mr Blackwood’s heyday and, consequently, the relaxation of what is and what isn’t considered permissible in such a tale allows me to use both dialogue and descriptive narrative in ways Mr Blackwood’s censors of the early-to-mid-twentieth-century must surely have found... “Offensive”.  

Such is progress – if such a word may be used to describe the way we live today. For when anything is permissible it is sometimes the imagination that is the victim. Why bother with insinuation and hidden meaning, after all, whether by metaphor and other literary and filmic subtleties, when the knife can be shown entering a victim’s rib-cage before a gory disembowelment, or a close-up of the penis as it...

I am sure you take my point.

Do not be misled, however, as the see all approach is not for me; even if there are times when it is necessary – crucial even – that the text be brutally truthful. For all that though, and as I have stated in the introductions to my other re-imaginings of tales from the past, this homage is not intended as pornography but eroticism. Without being in any way judgmental, I can state truthfully that the former is of little or no interest to me.

No. 

It is the suggestion to the imagination that appeals to me most and, again as mentioned in my previous introductions, it is the work of writers such as De Maupassant, Rachilde, and Louys, amongst others, who fire my sexual imagination for stories with a strong and commanding – dominant and cruel even - heroine.

I urge you to raise a glass of whatever takes your particular fancy and, along with your writer, give salute to the joy and consolation that is the imagination.

Sandrine Bessancort

Honfleur

2015
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He was in a place that was all too familiar to him of late, snuggled up warmly beneath the comfort of a queen-size duvet, the heaviness of its prodigious tog supplying a sense of security that lasted only for as long as it took him to drift into a sleep that was, strictly speaking, not sleep at all. 

Of course, a part of him was actually comatose, but his problem was that despite this his conscious mind seemed to know it was part awake and yet was utterly unable to exert either a termination or some benign influence upon the disturbing images playing out against the backdrop of his eyelids.

Leaving him with no escape from the harangue of the young and somewhat plump Indian woman who seemed to have focused all of her ills and those of her country upon his person and informed him of the fact via a seemingly inexhaustible flow of spite and bile she heaped upon his head. Bile that was spoken in the Hindi of her native Uttar Pradesh that incredibly, his dream persona knowing only one or two words of her tongue, he was able to understand as if she were a debutante recently matriculated from one of the Home Counties finest finishing school’s for young ladies.

But this was not the English Home-Counties and the young woman – the same young woman who seemed to have focused the perceived crimes of the country to whom he belonged upon his head in their entirety; this while revealing her full brown breasts with wide aureoles of an even darker shade to him - was about as far as one of her sex could get from being a society “Deb”.

And of desire for the creature taunting his dream persona, there appeared to be none.

In neither the part-comatose or part-conscious forms by which he was represented.

As ever with this recurring dream, the detached part of him that retained semi-consciousness took in the picture from the viewpoint of a detached observer who could hear all and see all. 

The “God’s eye view”. 

A view that showed he was wearing the standard British uniform of an army corporal circa the mid-nineteenth century. A uniform he now knew, having retained enough of it to check its origins when awake and with the power to act rather than observe returned to him, which belonged to the 43rd Oxfordshire Light Infantry during their detachment to the troubled Indian subcontinent.  

But why was he wearing it and why were these dreams so exact and repetitive?

Given he had neither record nor recall of ever having been such a person and at such a time?

Neither did the dream at any time make plain to him why he, of all the other infantrymen picking at the dirt poor village to the north of Lucknow for booty that was either material or physical, should have been singled out for the increasingly lewd young woman’s venom and wrath – especially when it was against his own moral code to steal either food, goods or, and far worse to his sense of decency, sex.

Nor did that same dream explain how a woman of her age and from such a deprived background could be in possession of the education required for possession of such a varied and articulate, if foul and abusive command, of a native tongue.

Even if the native tongue in question did happen to be her own. 

Despite his unfamiliarity with her language - certainly the dialect in which it was being spoken - he appeared to understand every word she uttered and, in truth, had he not been able to do so then the venom with which she spewed it would have at least hinted at its general thrust.

The malign set of features he, unlike the rest of the dream he could recall upon waking in its entirety, was totally unable to bring to mind when fully conscious, would surely have enabled him to form a calculated guess also.

A guess, as already mentioned, that was made unnecessary by his strange familiarity with the words spewing from her lips, Words that were all too transparent and sincere to him as she continued to flaunt her breasts at him. Urged on by the villagers gathered behind her as she displayed a courage towards the invader that had proved beyond them to this point.

“By this blood oath,” she hissed, “I promise that all the ills your people have brought upon mine will fall upon your head and I will be the one to see you are punished in the most fitting of ways.”

The dark eyes in her young but somehow cruel and avian features paralysed him to immobility as she ran a suggestive hand down the front of a body that had managed to denude itself without him being aware as to the how and stroked the inside of the smooth thighs supporting a shockingly hairless cunny. 

And now both participant and dreamer did feel sexual desire, despite the mocking look on the young Indian woman’s face that seemed to supply an iron assurance that such a desire on his part would never find its fulfilment by her hand.

“As your country has humiliated mine,” she hissed again, equally as unjustly as the first time she had singled him out for the satisfaction of her anger, confident her words had at least a part of his full attention, “so shall I humiliate you. 

“As your people have subjugated and enslaved mine, I will subjugate and enslave you. 

“As your soldiers in the name of commerce and personal gain have forced their filthy bodies upon my sisters that they may no longer come before a husband intact upon a wedding night that is no longer in their future, I shall force your body to serve mine in ways that will ensure no woman of your race will ever again look upon you without contempt and revulsion.”

All too familiar with this particular point of the dream, he recalled the nature of the look she threw him, if not the exact look itself, as she completed the vicious rant he knew would bring the revision to a close.

A look that was resolute and utterly serious that intent would prove to be a promise delivered.

“Though it take me centuries and you occupy a quite different body and life-force,” she promised, wild and vivid dark eyes beaming into his with an intensity he wished to turn from but could not find the will, “I will seek you out and make you pay for the rape and massacre of my country and my people.

“No matter that we are separated by the distance of land and great oceans, you will come to know the misery and humiliation of being forced to serve a Master you consider inferior to you in all ways.”

Her voice was growing fainter and he knew with relief that the dream was ending as she continued, the face he could never remember when conscious seeming to dissolve in tandem with the sound-level:

“The abject nature of the service I intend to have from you will not absolve your debt,” she railed on, the glow of unnatural excitement transfusing her dissolving cheeks assuring him, once again, that she was much taken with such a prospect. “No matter how long you pay it.”

As always, and as expected, her diatribe ended with the same words:

“But your shame will bring me... pleasure. And will be all the greater for your knowing it is a young Indian woman who is your new Master and dishonours you for all the world to see.”

As the great gob of saliva she seemed to have hawked up from toes to throat landed between his booted feet, the rifle butt resting on the parched and dusty earth by his side as useless as it had been in all the dreams before this, and as her fellow villagers raised a fading cheer, he felt himself shiver violently and begin the return to wakefulness that had always followed on the heels of this last act of complete disrespect and contempt towards him.

And again, and as always, the cover enclosing the duvet with the prodigious tog was saturated with the sweat evidencing the extent of his very real fear.  
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As it should be all too obvious, adventures come to those who are actually adventurous, and mysterious and sometimes wondrous events befall those who, with wonder and imagination, are on the watch for them.

But what of those in possession of souls that are neither adventurous nor wondrous?

We are all aware of just who it is I speak.

They are, good reader, the majority of people populating our various and decaying cities – in this instance London. Those same uninquiring and timid souls who go leave bus terminal or railway station to cross bridges and roads to their respective employments. Those people who every day step past doors that are already half ajar to them without a second thought as to what might happen were they summon up the courage and curiosity necessary to push them open fully and capture a glimpse of the world waiting beyond, a world, perhaps, containing just that adventure and mystery of which we speak.

And yet, even as they complain of their mundane lives and the grinding monotony of the workplace and the tedium of the nightly ritual to be found awaiting them upon the journey in reverse to home, before repeating it the following morning, it is so very rare that one of their sheep-like number find take courage in hand and shove at either strange door or wrench aside a concealing curtain.

Why else would there be so few whose inner senses have been quickened, perchance by some strange suffering in their depths, or by a natural temperament inherited by them from a remote and atavistic past? Those who can boast of having contact, no matter how fleeting, with this greater world that can be found at our elbow. A world that can provide a blessed release from the tedium of days given over to the demands of the homogeneity that is ever on the increase in our modern world.

And yet, as the man our story concerns would, I feel, be sure to tell you, it is an unknown world that is as likely to provide wretched sexual humiliation and a sense of loss as it is the higher and most sought after levels of elation and achievement.

And so we turn to the man compelling your author and the subject of our story.

The man christened by a music loving mother as, “Thomas” Tallis. 

A man who, having reached his forty-second year upon the planet, would no doubt have received much ribbing about his name, had that aforementioned homogeny not reduced terms of reference and cultural curiosity so far his sixteenth-century namesake and composer of choral masterpieces was all but unknown by the vast majority. 

I speak of that large section of the public with senses all but deadened by the constant and lucrative drivel fed to them via reality television and game shows featuring Novocain performers not strictly performers at all. 

Those whose televised or recorded efforts must necessarily drive up demand for the painkiller described above with that viewer whose need to be challenged makes him or her a growing rarity in these days of loud and proud mediocrity.  

Thomas Tallis, however, and in common with his sixteenth-century namesake, was, at least, not of the former herd’s number.

Also in common with the compositions of his namesake, even if he himself was utterly unmusical, Thomas, truly believed that at any moment a chance combination of moods and forces may invite a soul to either create a masterpiece or to cross the shifting frontier where fate cannot even be part domesticated and where the granting of good or bad fortune cannot be altered by either articulate persuasion or some other means.

Means normally involving money.

To this select company Tallis undoubtedly belonged.

Spiritual, if not entirely mystic.

Good looking and desirable to the opposite sex – sometimes even to his own – but with definite tastes that rendered him for all intents and purposes asocial. 

All his life he had realised that his senses brought to him merely a more or less interesting set of sham appearances in a life that was utterly misleading and that time, as the clock ticked it off, was arbitrary nonsense. He believed, in fact, that all his sensory perceptions were but a clumsy representation of the true reality lying in wait for him behind the ever-drawn curtain. A reality he was for ever trying to get at and, sometimes, actually experienced mild success in the attempt.

He had, you see, and for all his outward social timidity, always been tremblingly aware that he stood on the borderland of another region. 

A region where time and space were merely forms of thought, where ancient memories lay open to the sight, and where the forces behind each human life stood plainly revealed. 

That he or she could actually see the hidden springs at the very heart of the world. 

The fact that he was a claims-adjuster in an insurance office for one of the larger players in the field, and did his work with strict attention, made no impression upon his other worldly beliefs. 

Not for one moment did he forget that, just beyond the spirit deflating and dehumanising open-plan offices where he and his fellow time-servers tapped at computers and cooed into phones as they attempted to placate angry home-owners or motorists unhappy with the awards made to them for their loss, there existed this glorious region where the important part of himself dwelt and moved and had its being. 

For in this region he pictured himself playing the part of a spectator to his ordinary workaday life, watching, like a king, the stream of events, but untouched in his own soul by the dirt, the noise, and the vulgar commotion of the outer world.

This was no interlude with wish-fulfilment either –though Tallis was as capable of a sexual fantasy as the rest of his fellow men; most of those fantasies being of his own unquestioned and manly control over a gorgeous and adoring woman for whom the sun rose when he smiled upon her and vanished to leave arctic cold whenever he was displeased. 

You see, and issues of sexual control excepted, Tallis was not playing prettily with idealism to amuse himself. 

It was a living, working belief.

Albeit a belief he confided to no other living soul. 

In fact, so convinced was he that the external world was the result of a vast deception practised upon him by the dark humour of his own senses that, when he stared at a great building such as London’s “Gherkin” he felt it would not greatly surprise him to see the solid structures of which it was comprised suddenly quiver like a jelly released from its mould before melting away in its entirety to leave an anomalous space of mass and colour.

A mass of colour that was a spiritual and supernatural representation of the physical edifice the everyday and prosaic world had chosen to place there by way of... consistency.

In short, an exact replica of the everyday life he experienced, but something far more amorphous and liable to mutate than the rigidly organised conspiracy that was what he and everyone else around him had been assured was the only truth and actuality.

Other, of course, than the version awaiting the spirit when soul migrated body.

Religiose rather than religious, he understood the comfort to be had from belief; for as much as he welcomed the solace and quiet of churches themselves, he preferred to believe, and did, that the spirituality – be it stratospheric or subterranean - said to be awaiting human-kind at journey’s end was present throughout our passage and needed but a kick-start, accidentally or on purpose, to elevate the life lived into something entirely more wondrous.

Or, as was to be his fate, something entirely more...

Hellish! 

And yet, as noted - and despite these most unprofessional beliefs; Tallis was normal and unenterprising and felt nothing but contempt for the popularity of psychics and those who allowed themselves to be duped by them – even if it could sometimes mean the gaining of solace of some kind; albeit an emotional consolation based upon another’s mendacity and a desire to make money. 

Neither had he ever felt the least desire to join the Theosophical Society or some such and to speculate in theories of Astral-plane life, or elementals. 

He also attended no meetings of the Psychical Research Society, and knew no anxiety as to whether his "aura" was black, blue, or fuchsia with a dash of violet.

Nor was he conscious of the slightest wish to mix in with the cheap occultism that was forever popular with weak minds burdened by personal needs and unleashed imaginations.

He was, in short, a man out-of-his-time.

Reflective rather than visceral.

Retiring rather than attention-seeking.

And, making him even more of a rarity – even if an unadventurous example of the kind – a bookish man whose need for diversion did not lead him to the aforementioned reality-stars, constant and tiresome celebrity chefs, or the sad relevance seeking souls spewing poison and misinformation on the various social-media outlets he considered so dangerous to both cultural and political life.

So yes, there was clearly a very strong presence of common sense in Tallis despite the beliefs touched upon above most would consider weird and supernatural. 

In a word, the outward manifestation of the man the world and the office knew as Tallis was exactly that.

“Tallis.” 

He was certainly not a man to be addressed by a familiar first-name; even if a select few dared and became the subjects of his instant irritation. 

Among those things that he knew, and therefore never cared to speak or speculate about – and for easily divined reasons - was that he saw himself quite distinctly as the inheritor of a long series of past lives that were the net result of an educational evolution. 

Always as himself, of course, but in numerous different bodies each determined by the behaviour of the preceding one. 

Of these previous incarnations, sensed or as yet un-sensed, he was about as certain as a man of his spirituality and semi-mystic nature could be about anything. 

The present Thomas Tallis was the last result to date of all the previous thinking, feeling, and doing, that had taken place in earlier Tallis bodies and in other centuries. 

Of this he was convinced.

There could be no rhyme or reason for him if he did not absolutely believe that.

Of course, given the pragmatic nature that kept unlikely step with his beliefs, he did not delude himself he knew details. Nor did he claim distinguished ancestry. Sensing as he did that his past must have been utterly commonplace and insignificant to have produced such a mundane present – no matter that he was utterly convinced he had been at this sensed but unknown game for all the ages he had breathed.

Though his recent and most disturbing dreams seemed to contradict his feelings regarding a commonplace past.

It never occurred to him to argue, to doubt, or to ask questions. But one result of this belief was that his thoughts dwelt upon the past rather than upon the future. Hence, he read much history, and felt specially drawn to certain periods whose spirit he seemed to understand instinctively as though he had lived in them. Consequently, he found all religions uninteresting because, almost without exception, they started from the present and speculated ahead as to what men shall become - instead of looking back and speculating why men arrived at their current pass and in such a particular form.

In the Tower Hill HQ housing the claims-office where he earned a living, he went about his work diligently and with great care, sure always to heed the customer-care edicts that came his way from time to increasingly frequent and irritating time, without ever losing sight of the fact that this smoke-screen of corporate accessibility was meant in no way to impact upon either profit or the warped morality required to maintain it at a requisite level.

Thomas Tallis could smell a bogus claim from another continent and, thus, was exceedingly well thought of by superiors who had no desire for him to rise or be promoted; knowing that his absence from their department would not only put a dent in their yearly figures but the prospect of being elevated themselves.

In short, Thomas Tallis was a man in career and life stasis.

An entity without forward motion and, consequently, going nowhere.

Until she came.

At which time and arrival he made the involuntary move towards a place which, without equivocation, he had no desire whatsoever to visit.

And, in his current earthly form, would be unlikely to ever leave...
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Her name was Bahugandha Jayashankar.

Other than the fact she was recently arrived from the Indian subcontinent and was apparently adequate in the performance of her duties - as well as disturbing to Thomas Tallis in a way he had not yet managed to reconcile with what had already happened to him during his nocturnal travels - he knew nothing more of her background.

And, the other world of whose existence he was so convinced being of a mind not to enlighten him as to her present circumstances and how she came by them, never would.

The above despite the fact he had actually committed the unheard of familiarity, for him, of actually seeking out gossip about the young Hindu woman in the office.

An out of character deviation from predictable behaviour that had not gone unnoticed even before hr arrival:

“What’s going on with old Tallis?” had rung the refrain when he had been discovered for the third or fourth time napping in the recreation-room during his lunch-break in order to claw back the small amount of sleep he had managed in the small-hours – and that, courtesy of his recurring and troubling dream, fitful.

“Probably got some hot young piece on the line that’s wearing him out.”...

“Yeah, right. Like he’d know a hot-piece if it took a branding-iron to his arse”...

Predictable and puerile comments from the laddy element that had changed in nature after the arrival of “Ms” Jayashankar:

“Silly old sod has got the hots for the new Indian bird...” 

“So that’s the kind of totty he likes. Prefers them dark...”

“And plump!”...

“Don’t forget unfriendly with a face that never breaks a smile...”

Your writer need bore you no further with similar remarks along the same infantile lines, save to say it was a new experience for a private man such as Thomas Tallis to be at the butt end of them. 

Listening to office gossip for the first time, he realised with some distaste, had actually made him the centre of that gossip. 

It irked him but he knew he had nobody to blame but himself and the sense of... impending doom... that came over him whenever he caught sight of the new woman or when, more frequently, her strange and powerful... scent... assured him she was nearby.

This despite the fact none of his fellow workers appeared to detect any out of the ordinary perfume, smell or, as was not unheard of in an office environment, body odours.

He felt her eyes upon him at all times now, whether she was in the Tallis vicinity or employed somewhere else in the building. 

And when they did happen to make eye-contact it was always Tallis who blinked first and averted his gaze, thus missing the look of triumph and assured victory inspired by his visual submission. 

This, together with the increasing dominion over his senses being gained by the ever-present “stench”, as he described it to himself, of her scent in his nostrils, gave her a prime position in his thoughts of such dominance that even the fantasies created by his imagination to satisfy what the reality refused to donate freely were becoming less easy to conjure. 

Even her name, after he had finally ascertained what it was and Googled its meaning, brought with it a strange thrill of dark foreboding.  

“Bahugandha” it turned out, and not at all surprisingly to him, meant “heavy scent”, while her Hindu family name was said to denote the victorious.

He could certainly vouch for the former.

To add to the list of things he found unsettling he realised he was no longer having the disturbed dream, night after night, after night.

In fact, not only was he not having it at all but had only the vaguest recollection of its content and what it was about it that had filled him with such foreboding and fear.

Even if the latter two reactions were now with him in his conscious thoughts on a constant basis.  

He was, however - her heavy scent seemingly a constant in his nostrils be he at home or at the office - unable to prevent himself from satisfying the needs both she and that scent inspired in him.

Needs, and as already mentioned above, he could no longer satisfy by picturing himself in all kinds of positions in which his mastery over her was unassailable as well as unmistakable and fantasies in which they were becoming more... equal.

Those earlier satisfactions having already been shown for the illusions they were when he came anywhere near the young Indian woman and her scent and the warning senses proclaiming unease and foreboding threatened the equilibrium of his stomach.

“Senses” assuring him his foreboding was about to be made... physical.

And there were other factors ready to play a crucial part in his coming downfall.

In common with others who lead a strictly impersonal life and, in contradiction to outward demeanour, he possessed the quality of utter bravery that ensured he was always ready to face any combination of circumstances, no matter how much he would have preferred to shy away from both them and their consequences. 

This had always been a constant in his psychological make-up though it was, of course, his fear that made him brave. How is it possible to be brave in the face of something which presents us with no fear, after all? His was a courage made possible in part because he saw in those acts requiring an address the simple working-out of past causes he had himself set in motion. 

Causes which could be neither dodged nor modified. 

As it was with this uniquely private man’s attitude to such things, so it went with people also, and whereas the majority of his fellow travellers had little meaning for him, either by way of attraction or repulsion, the moment he made contact with someone for whom he felt a past connection his whole inner being leapt up instantly and shouted the fact in his face so loudly he it took every ounce of his willpower not to scream the excitement of his discovery to the world.

But not upon first contact with Bahugandha Jayashankar.

Excitement was simply not a factor.

Unless, placing nocturnal exercises in male dominance to one side, one stretches a point to include terror within its Concise Oxford definition.

Thus, while the great majority of men and women left him unmoved - since he regarded them as so many souls merely passing with him along the great stream of evolution; in complete ignorance in their case - there were, here and there, individuals with whom he recognised that his smallest intercourse was of the gravest importance. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image011.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image004.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.jpg





