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       The mountain geyser
The next day at the crack of dawn V was awoken in the fur‑lined chamber she had snugly spent the night in. She drowsily raised her lovely head but was suddenly held fast when attempting any further movement...

She looked down at her wrists and was horrified to see her hands were actually bound to the bedposts! She had never before felt like a captive! A captive in a golden cage, she thought remembering a saying from her own country. How far away that seemed now! But those thoughts were soon cut off as memories of the exploratory acts they had committed on her young body rushed back to her mind. She looked down at the hips and ribs as if searching for signs of Vulva's obscene exploration. 

All V noted, however, was that she had been fitted out with very sexy and intriguingly perfumed lingerie ‑ bra and knickers. But strangely she felt no different from usual, no pangs of the unspeakable operations Vulva had performed on her, had it been the night before? 

Soon some hooded guards came in as if they had been waiting for her to stir. They untied her painfully bound wrists and ankles and sternly ordered her up. Then V was escorted by a dozen Priestesses and several score beautiful native girls ‑none of whom she had seen before‑ down to the Palazzo courtyard, a large open space lavishly strewn with palms, palmettos and other luxurious tropical plants. There were not many girls about now and V hardly had time to realize what was happening to her before she was escorted out of the Palazzio gates. This was all the more surprising for her as she barely had any clothes on, barring the snug furry bra and matching knickers she had found herself to be wearing on awakening. V tried to catch a glance of Vulva at the Palazzio windows but all to no avail. It seemed to her that at this early hour no one was around to recognise her nor indeed had seen her go! Then she was briskly accompanied by a dozen beautiful Amazon guards who seemed to have been hand picked for their golden fair hair, their well‑sculptured bodies and proud explosively buoyant breasts on a new route through the forest to the northern side of the island. 

After three hours march through parrot‑infested glades and lush marshy meadows ‑which they crossed by way of enchanting water lily steppingstones!‑ they eventually broke through the forest fringe and came to a beautiful palm‑encircled cove. The shoreline showed a dramatic colour clash between ermine-white sand and turquoise blue sea. On the calm shore, where not the faintest ripple broke the surface, long ribbed canoe awaited the party with its dozen or so magnificent female paddlers giggling and splashing about by the sea shore. But V was still worried as there seemed to be no sign of Vulva.

One of the sterner Priestesses accompanying V, a dark-skinned beauty who seemed to be in charge ‑Urethra by name ‑ suddenly barked out commands at the athletic paddler girls in the water. V grasped that it was some form of rebuke for their childlike play and giggly informality. The girls rushed out of the water shaking the droplets of crystalline brine off their delightfully brown shoulders. Then V was almost ceremoniously aided onto the canoe and, at a sign from Urethra, the canoe was pushed away from the shoreline and out into the crystalline water. But as against on V's initial arrival ceremony, there was no laughing now, no flower chains, no friendly waves. The canoe cut through the gentle waves into the sea, apparently heading for the open sea. 

They seemed to have been paddling for several hours, well out of sight of land, when suddenly the beautiful mulatto girl at the bows apparently involved in navigational duties, suddenly yelled out a note of fear and warning. "Tibura! Tibura!" she shrieked pointing out an arm in the direction of what definitely looked like a large shark's fin in the water beyond. Many of the younger girls stopped paddling and started to emit wild terrified screams. V too was panic‑stricken. Urethra started to shout at the girls beckoning them to keep paddling... but all to no avail. The girls could see it was an almighty white shark, fully two tons in weight, that would surely smash their flimsy craft to pieces if it were not driven away. Just then its snout slammed into the bows of the canoe sending up a cloud of straw splinters and ripping into the boat's frame. V heard shouts from the rear of the boat and turned her precious head only to see Urethra and one of the older girls ‑V had caught her name as "Lesbina" or something like that‑ in a fierce brawl... was it over what to do? Urethra's insults became increasingly high‑pitched and soon her contender was forced to shut up, slumping down into the bottom of the boat. Three other girls then sprang up and raced down the central plank work between the rows of paddlers at the front. Here they stooped low to one side, yanked up one particularly beautiful young paddler ‑she could not have been over 16‑ and to V's horror, brought her to the side of the canoe the shark was lurking at and hurled her into the surf. 

The great white had been about to pick up speed on what would have been one last fatal ram when suddenly its fine sense of smell picked up something interesting, something juicy, something delightful and sweet‑smelling right there in the sea in front of it. Its gastric juices, already thick with hunger, suddenly bounded into life and surged up its throat to meet the divine morsel that must surely be out there in the foam somewhere before it! 

V turned away and held her palms to her ears. The young girl's screams were too terrible for her to go on hearing! She too screamed, as did the disconsolate Lesbina up in the boughs. V saw the elder girl's terror and dismay and suddenly realised that there must have been something more than mere friendship between her and the beautiful young mulatto scapegoat thrown to the shark in sacrifice. Indeed, it being sure they were not sisters ‑ their features were clear evidence of that ‑ V understood there must have been love and a very deep physical union between these two beautiful young women.





* * * * * * * * * 

After a long while paddling in silence, only broken by Lesbina's grieved whimpers, a small island suddenly came into view. It stood devoid of vegetation but sported an intriguing hillock right in the middle of its arid landscape. There only seemed to be a small marble pavilion built of slender ivory columns near the grey stone cliff by the shoreline. It looked quite out of place here on this apparently uninhabited islet in the Caribbean. But it was what stood at the very top of the hillock that immediately caught V's eager eye: a small irregular stump that shone insistently in the sun as if flashing out some mysterious welcome message. Could it be?

Then, as if reading her mind and thus scold her for her open fascination for the hillock, she suddenly heard a voice ring out: "You are not to climb to the top of that hillock during the day, my dear! Nor are you to observe it with such interest. Not in the daytime! That hill is taboo. Do you hear me, child?". It was the Priestess who had raised her voice as the canoe moved off into the water. "The penalty is death!".

"What... what am I to do... to drink... to eat?" shouted a distraught V wading out helplessly after the canoe into the crystalline waters of the lagoon, beckoning hopelessly to the paddlers as they pulled further out to sea. 

"You will receive instructions. No worry." Came back the none too comforting answer from the cruel Urethra.

                     * * * * * * * * *

When the canoe was gone, V flopped down exhausted onto the sand. She was sad as well as quite at a loss as to what to do. She could obviously not swim away from her islet prison. From where she was, V could not see the mainland nor any other island. Only when night fell later on did V make out a glow in the sky that marked where the Lesbos Palazzio must lie on the distant island. Now, under the vicious relentless sun, she threw her young body back onto the sand and cried. Occasionally she would sit up and look gloomily over at the water's edge. After a good while of moody reflection she seemed to come to terms with her dejection. She suddenly stood up and walked purposefully over to the pavilion. 

As furniture, the pavilion only had one magnificent bed and although specklessly clean, it appeared to be abandoned. V stepped up from the sand and her beautiful foot came into contact with a fine cool marble floor. She felt almost transported at its feel and reached down to rub her brown hand over its cold face. But apart from its refreshing touch, she found no food ‑ let alone exotic food ‑ and only some pots of strange‑looking ointments and what looked like some ancient parchments. To one side of the pavilion ‑clearly visible through the slender columns‑ there was a small niche cut into the rock. In the niche there was a strange glass orb seemingly cut in the rock.

                     * * * * * * * * *

V now prepared to spend her first night under the stars since she had left England. Here she was on a small deserted island with no other company than crabs, seals and frigate birds, and nothing to eat all day! After taking a long swim in the transparent azure waters, she had emerged from the water and moved up onto the beach, her delightful hips swaying this way and that as she flung her long head of chestnut hair back into the wind. Her skin had grown a beautiful shade of golden brown. Her cheeks were shiny. She really was a beautiful young woman. Even the magnificent Frigate Birds seemed to squawk their approval as they sailed past her on the beach that afternoon.

Then as if in answer to the birds' admiring coos, she peeled off her dripping fur garments and stood their in all her marvellous womanhood! Her lovely streamlined body, her gorgeous chestnut hair, her unique legs and ‑ last but certainly not least ‑ her excruciating breasts! After taking some deep refreshing breaths of the buffing sea breeze, she decided to make her way up to the pavilion. There she found a white robe laid out on the bed (she could have sworn it hadn't been there before!), combed her hair with a brush that had been conveniently left out for her and then lay back on the silk bedspread in relaxed bemusement. If only she hadn't been so thirsty.... 

Oddly enough she noticed there was a coconut‑oil lamp burning beside the bedding materials. V was startled not to have noticed it before. As it was stifling hot she slid off her damp gown, revealing her lovely loose limbs in the flickering light. She lay naked on the bed wondering how it could be so hot at night when the day, in comparison, had been cool. Then she snuffed out the wick and curled up into her favourite foetal position for sleep wondering how she would manage to relax with that pang of hunger nagging at the pit of her lovely stomach.

                    * * * * * * *

V did not know what it had been that had woken her, but suddenly she awoke with sweat on her forehead. She looked up and saw the orb in the cliff rock niche to one side of the pavilion. It was shining like a mysterious planet!

The shock made V sit up with a start. That sudden movement made her pert breasts swing provocatively loose as if secret springy tendons (sweetly wrapped in glorious terse tanned flesh) had been electrified with nervous vigour. Their deep pink‑tipped crests bounded this way and that under the stimulating effect of pounding adrenaline. After what seemed like an eternity, they came to rest in a horizontal position, jutting proudly forwards like two beautiful feelers craving to know what was going on out there in the dark. She gazed at the orb and thought she could see forms there, even hear sounds coming from behind it, up through the rock maybe. V thought she was seeing things when suddenly Vulva's face appeared in the orb!

"V. Ma chère V". Came her voice in the most soothing French V had ever heard. "V, I can see you. I can smell your wonderful perfumed skin. I am sorry not to have seen you off my darling girl. Now I am here with you, though unfortunately I may not touch nor hear you. V, you must be brave. You have been taken to La Moyène ‑ the harshest of our small isles ‑ as part of your hard preparation. It is to be a trial for you, a key time in your training. You will be alone here until you receive a sign that you alone will understand. Do not be sad or lonely. Just think of La Moyène, your holy mission. We all have you in our thoughts and prayers. We love you. We all do. You shall see, ma petit bête!".

V tried to speak, to ask about that strange word "Moyène", but realised that Vulva could not hear her. She couldn't ask the questions that were burning in her mind. What mission? What preparation? Why had she been taken to this barren island and left there? Was it a punishment? Had she angered the mysterious Goddess, Dilda, whoever she might be? And then... why had she been tampered with? Why had her sex been the object of so much pampering and probing interest? But the questions that most throbbed and ravaged in her young mind were: why was there a death penalty for going up to the hillock in the centre of the island during the day? Why couldn't she even look at it? Could she go there by night? What orders were in store for her?

The voice whispered on further instructions but satisfied none of her burning queries: "La Moyène may look like a barren and forbidding island. It may have no trees. But that is precisely because all its fertility is concentrated at one source. Now you are to consult the parchments by your bedside as to how you are to nourish your tender body. Consult the parchments as to what you are to spend the day time doing. Your day time activities and your night‑time ones are to be granted equal dedication. During the day you are to make ready, to open up your fertility, to build up your sexual appetite and, well, your intake capacity. This is what we refer to as La Moyène. Then at night you are to fully quench that thirst. But not before you have thoroughly cleansed yourself. All your body must be purified before that... Cleanse yourself ‑all of your body, from your delightful brown head of hair to your innocent loins, from your dear belly to your dainty feet ‑ then you can quench that thirst of yours...". The message came over repeatedly, almost mechanically before fading.

The message had died away and the orb flickered out. V was confused, uneasy. Her carer had said nothing about food nor drink. How would she survive? All she could think of doing was to read the old parchments at her side as her carer had ordered her to. Her heart was beating fast. She looked down at them and slowly extended a frightened hand to pick them up off the marble floor. She opened out one leathery scroll, taking care not to harm it, and raised it to the oil lamp.

"Tonight" she started to read out loud excitedly, breathing fast, "you are to have the reward for your hard day's suffering. The night is to put an end to your day's sea fast. When the full moon rises, you are to leave the pavilion and follow the way up to the hillock. Do not climb to the top, but seek out the sign. You shall recognise it as soon as ....."

V read to the end of her night time instructions. She then gazed up at the orb, almost as a reflex action, as if expecting further instructions to satisfy her terrible doubts. She wanted to know more. She felt thirsty and needed to know just what it was she was to quench that thirst with. Maybe there was a spring on the cliff top? Then she raised her pretty perturbed body, slipped on her garments and made her way across the marble floor to the porch. She wanted to see the full moon rise. She had to see the moon rise! She moved graciously ‑ almost ceremoniously ‑ across the sand down to the black shore.

* * * * * * * * * * * *

The moon soon exploded above the silvery horizon and began penetrating into the sky leaving a great yellowish sheen in the sea. At one particular moment, V felt a strange excitement creep down her back. Yes. She knew the time had come! She raised her gorgeous body up from the sand and moved stealthily across the warm earth and headed for the way up the cliff. She could see quite well as the moon's light was truly dazzling. But what made her wonder was how she knew which way to head. No one hadinstructed her. But she knew where to go!

The odd thing was that it was so fearfully hot! Her hair was loose in the warm sea breeze but the wind, far from cooling, seemed to make her feel even warmer. Sweat made her skin shinny and its glow in the moon made a highly attractive scene: that of an aroused young human female in the hands of nature and mysterious sexual powers!

She picked her way between the uneven stones hoping not to get lost on her way to the mysterious hillock. She tried to find a stream, a pond, even a puddle... somewhere to dampen her parched lips! Somehow, through some sixth sense, she seemed to know which way to head even though she had never covered this ground before, let alone at night‑time! To her surprise there began to be some form of primitive lighting ‑like mysterious glow‑worms ‑ shining at regular intervals. As she climbed on up, the one thing that was beginning to make her uneasy, though, was that the considerable distance she was covering seemed to bear no relation with the apparently small size of the island she thought herself to be on. She put it down to the dark. The line of glow‑worms seemed to be never‑ending although behind and beneath her she was even more concerned to see that they faded out altogether! In her ears a strange and exhilarating buzzing sound also began to build up as her thirst and craving for liquid ‑ any liquid ‑ became greater and greater by the second!

Eventually the glow‑worms came to an end and she arrived at a larger glowing form in a low stone face. She approached it nervously and when she was but a few paces away, she suddenly saw it brighten up even more and made out the ground thereabouts. Oddly enough, the scenery that slowly came into view around her ‑ far from being made up of the island's characteristically barren stones and jagged volcanic forms ‑ was composed of lush damp vegetation. She could see an intriguing mossy sanctuary‑like recess in the rock beneath a small damp moss‑bearing overhang in the cliff. A way led off to the left but just as she was about to proceed along it, the glowing light faded and the only area that remained lit up was the paradise‑like haven under the rock. 

There was no question. She recognised the "sign". She just knew it was here she must wait. 

A strange magnetised feeling was growing in her mind. She felt the intense attraction of the starry sky, the vegetation, the rocks... the hypnosis of nature in its purest form. It made her inch ever nearer to the damp mossy niche. The beautiful spot had now gone quite dark but it was so inviting and cosy that she moved on into the niche‑like haven. She suddenly felt quite heavy‑headed. She hesitated a moment but eventually lay down her beautiful face on the damp moss, sucking in great lungfuls of the moist air that buffed against her cheeks. It was heaven after the torrid heat of the rocky shore. Then she rolled over and lay on her back. She stared up at the stars beside the great dark buttress above her. She felt marvellous but... she just had to get a drink!

                    * * * * * * * *

She then spread her lithe legs out on the moss. The cool moss was a delightful remedy against the terrible night heat. She felt heady and strangely exhilarated. Quite beside her usual reserved self. Feeling quite free of inhibitions, she soon found herself actually slipping her quaint furry panties down her beautiful brown legs. Then she slipped off her night dress, unfastened her scented bra and let her glistening breasts out. It was like letting two marvellous feline creatures out of a cage! First her left breast and then her other breast sprang free of their cushy cup‑cells. The heat had made it quite impossible for her to bear these cumbersome garments any longer! 

What breasts they were! Firm and consistent, yet defiantly projected forwards as if held up by magical forces. They failed to show the slightest inclination towards lagging or drooping. Far from it! The terse young muscles that held them firmly in place seemed to want to project them like fleshy rockets were vigorous.

After lying back naked on the heavenly mantle of vegetation, she extended her legs out once again. She felt something cool and pleasant to her right side. She reached out with her hand. To her surprise it felt like something unnaturally smooth, as if man‑ made. It felt like a small rounded basin cut into the rock. To her inquisitive female touch it appeared to be smooth marble. She inspected the form more closely with palpitating hands and found that it was indeed a basin! Definitely a man made basin. And not only one, but a twin set of cup‑like basins! Could it be some form of fountain?

The strange basins were equally‑sized ‑about a palm across‑ and further investigation led her to discover there was a small groove leading perpendicularly down to their point of intersection where there appeared to be a cavity. The groove, a small canal‑like form, apparently led out through the moss and seemed to continue on up the hillock to one side. On the other side, beyond the mysterious twin basins, the groove was smaller and led off down the slope in small bends round a small hump that looked like some kind of backrest. What could all this possibly mean? Why could anyone have sculpted these basins and placed them here? And if they were indeed basins, would they at any time hold water, or any other liquid for that matter?

V was intrigued by these strange artefacts and moved up onto the hump. She felt down the other side, and slid her legs down till they met the strange suave hollows on the other side. The electric feel of the moss and marble forms made her swoon with a strangely erotic sensation and she slid herself round as if playing with the forms. But then something strange happened. All of a sudden she seemed to slip into a strange position that quite coincided with the forms of her own extraordinary body! It was as if the strange seat had been made to size... what a comfortable rest position! But who was it for?

There she sat as if ensconced on a strange mountain pew! Her two delightful buttocks conveniently cupped in the smooth twin petals of the basins and the small of her back comfortably at rest on the small hump. She was exhilarated at the neatness of the fit and even cradled her head back on the hump in giggling delight. It seemed to have been specially made for her! The lay of the strange contraption fitted perfectly with the curve of her back as the line of her rump tucked neatly onto the rim of the two marble basins!

The discovery of this extremely comfortable rest place had occupied "V"'s attention for some magical minutes taking her mind off other more unpleasant questions. For despite her hunger ‑ she had only eaten a little tropical fruit on Lesbos that morning ‑ it was still her thirst that made her suffer most. But something told her that an answer was at last coming to her questions. She felt that she was definitely where she was supposed to be ‑ the exact fit of the strange mossy pew seemed to confirm that for her! And maybe she was going to be... fed here? It was just then that Vulva's words came back to her, regarding her night‑time activities: "All your body must be purified before you fully quench that thirst.... Cleanse yourself ‑ all your body, from your head to your loins ‑ before you fully quench that thirst..."

But her thoughts came to a sudden end. A strange and disturbing noise in the night before her made her look up in surprise. Suddenly her gaze was enraptured by the sudden illumination of that forbidden hilltop. There it was, some fifty yards in front of her! It was then that she suddenly realised some mysterious form of ceremony had started! And she seemed to be at its very centre!

                        * * * * * * *

At first there was some doubt about the form that was taking shape on that hillock top against the skyline. It just seemed to be an odd‑shaped object swelling upwards in the weird light. Was it a tree? Was it a strange ceremonial object mysterious forces were making erect? A weird island fetish? But whatever it was, "V" felt irresistibly intrigued as she watched the small yet distinct sculpture rise up out of the ground. Like a great solidified lava butt jutting up out of a volcano. But then.... then.... she suddenly realised what it was!

There in front of her was an immense and ever‑swelling reproduction of a what distinctly looked like.... a giant penis! A penis unfurling bolt upright into the sky! But not forming part of a body. No. A penis sticking right out of the mountain!

Beautiful "V" was certainly young and innocent, but thanks to her fleeting glimpses of certain figures of Italian Renaissance art, she had certainly been able to recognise a fine male appendage when she saw one! She also had the benefit, one must add, of the set of very much erect organs ‑seamens' and, indeed, the hulk’s‑ she had been exposed to the other night. 

Thoughts raced through her disturbed yet increasingly excited mind and it did not take her long to remember that on arrival La Moyène island she had seen a small yet distinct mound in the place where this increasingly enormous phallic mountain top monument now stood! But how could it have grown so? What material could it possibly be made of? And why was she being exposed to this depraved spectacle? How could it be jutting out of the rock there in front of her? And... yes... more disturbingly: had this reclining pew actually been sculptured there for her to watch this incredible sight from a place of privilege?

Whatever the answers to these questions might be, "V" could not take her eyes off the great glowing contraption. At she got used to the glowing light, she saw the penis was still growing ever skywards and glistening in a pinkish hue. Soon it actually began to rise and fall, rise and fall of its own accord, like a real penis copulating with the torrid night's air, as if the sky were lean folds of vulva engulfing the desorbitant mountain top foreskin!

To her increased excitement, "V" saw these movements were now gaining in speed, the penis lurching up out of its peak top nest as if aroused and shaken by some invisible hand or as if caressed by some transparent maritime vagina! "V", despite her own feelings of guilt and rejection, could not help keeping her young eyes skinned on the mysterious bodiless phallus. She soon started to swoon and unconsciously moved a hand up to her stomach, gently rubbing the soft sun‑caressed skin. Then her other hand moved ever so slowly up to her splendid right breast. 

She began to caress her own body ‑now trickling with streams of sweet vigorous sweat‑ looking occasionally down at her own ever‑swelling nipples and then quickly back at the great jolting phallus. She didn't want to miss one second of the tremendous spectacle on the hill. For her the giant penis filled the whole night. It gripped all her interest. All her senses were tantalised by the divine tool. It was as if nothing else in the universe existed save its great indecent ribbed stem lunging up into the sky. She could not help worshipping it and in her trance even seemed to murmur words of longing and admiration towards it. But she was transfixed. She made no move to rise and approach the great member. It would not have been difficult, near as it was. But she knew she must not. She was excited yet scared, scared of its force, scared of its sheer size, scared of its hectic hypnotic movements and inexplicable origin. Surely it must all be put down to something supernatural, something deeply magical and tellurian! And why was she ‑ of all people ‑ being permitted to feast her young eyes on such an arousing spectacle? Had she been led to this island ‑ to this magical spot ‑ to be made a solitary witness of this unspeakable sexual phenomenon?

The rhythm of the penis' movements soon became more and more frantic. "V's" strangely lustful thoughts ‑ strange for an innocent virgin like herself ‑ made her quite overlook the fact that changes were taking place in the landscape about her. Under the penis, the land tipping the hillock also seemed to lurch up and accompany the penis' skyward lurches as if the rocks were some kind of massive pelvis at its base. It was as if an erotic earthquake were erupting around her. The wind had grown in intensity and rocks were sliding this way and that making a dramatic crashing sound. But young "V" was far too busy staring at the monstrous sexual object cut out against the windswept night sky to notice these trivialities. With one hand she made a feeble attempt to keep her long luscious hair from buffing into her gorgeous eyes, and with the other she timidly began exploring her own body, aware that strange sensations were beginning to course through her veins. She was not actually aware of her movements ‑ innocent as they were ‑ but her hand slid lower down across her warm belly....

This time it did not stop there. Down it nudged into the first curls of pubic hair at the point where her charming Venus mound sloped gloriously upwards and forward. Her beautiful legs sagged inevitably open and she inquisitively allowed the tip of her ring finger to very slowly encroach on her vaginal area. It seemed ages before it actually dared incur on the small nook below and wiggle gently about, trying to work its way past the first ridge of golden hair. To her obvious surprise, her finger tip, even before parting the pink folds of her own eager love nest, came into contact with liquids her own body must have been producing!

Indeed the spectacle had unleashed a surge of burning sexual sensations in her gorgeous young body. Soon she splayed all the fingers of her hand on the small love mound and rubbed at the tiny pinkish knob lodged at the top of her delightful groove. She very timidly rubbed her fingers there. Then she let out a sigh and began to rub harder. Soon waves of passion began to overwhelm her and she started to rub and rub away at it, tears of guilt and desire coming to feverish eyes fixed on the hellish scene before her.

Then, just as she felt an incredible wave of warm ecstasy sweep over her shamelessly spread loins, she looked up again and saw that the vast Penis was swelling up to an unprecedented size. It seemed to expand to bursting point. Was it in response to her provocative antics? Sure enough, whatever it was that was arousing it, after a dozen especially violent and towering lunges into the velvet sky it suddenly began shooting out a great geyser of thick white treacle into the torrid Caribbean air!

Sperm? Spunk?.... Sperm!!! "V" couldn't believe her eyes!

The spray from the ejaculation engulfed the whole mountain‑top as gush after gush gushed forth. As she watched aghast, "V" began to feel orgasmic thrills begin to build up in her frantic body. At one stage of enraptured fantasy she actually leant her arm out and tried to grab the great mysterious penis in her small hand as if to harness it for her own private use. She had obviously come to the stage where nothing short of feeling it within her own loins would suffice to quench her desire. But aware of her madness and her frustrated shortcomings, she soon withdrew it and now used it to give added exhilaration to her already bursting crimson nipples!

She squeezed her breasts, almost ripping at them, and again rocked her thrashing buttocks in the marble basin as yet another bumper orgasm rocketed through her helpless body. The heat had reached such a peak that sweat was now trickling down her neck and torso. But still the great phallus spurted sperm up into the canopy of stars above. It even appeared to be getting even bigger as if these preliminary ejaculations had been mere previews of greater things to come. But after a while of continued gushing and pouring, she observed that the member was actually beginning to sag to one side, the swollen tip gently sinking back into the earth it had so magnificently emerged from not twenty minutes before. But although it had certainly reached its climax ‑ and how! ‑ "V" saw that it continued to gush great squirts of cum onto the steaming earth around it. At one moment she even imagined some spray had dampened her cheeks. And far from disgust, she suddenly felt a deep sense of longing... something quite like sheer libido and... yes... a heated sense of dissatisfaction! Dry orgasms were clearly not enough to calm her.

                       * * * * * *

It was just as "V" was beginning to get over her third consecutive handmade orgasm that she noticed the hot Sirocco wind begin to fall off. The heat, too, was distinctly more bearable now. She looked up at the now quite reduced penis. Suddenly, as things began to quieten down she felt a terrible stab of shame strangely mixed with despair at seeing the phallus disappear. She was beyond herself in wonder and excitement, but still there lurked a trace of self‑consciousness in her. But what predominated in her soul was a deeper form of dissatisfaction. She suddenly thought that her triple‑orgasm ‑though excruciating and marvellous ‑ had left her in a state of even greater frustration, a frustration she could not exactly pin down. She just could not get the wonderful Phallus out of her mind. And worst of all, her thirst, after three panting orgasms, had become quite excruciating!

She looked up at the penis ‑ now a mere mound as when she had arrived at this magical spot ‑ and wondered if she would ever be able to go up and actually touch it, feel it.... A thrill run down her spine at the mere thought of it! Indeed she wanted, she actually needed more thrills, and how! But just then she was shocked to feel a strange cool sensation smack against her buttocks and the underside of her heavenly thighs. She looked quickly downwards drawing her legs back in awe. She stared down at the dark groove that fed the basins beneath her. An incredible sight met her eyes!

* * * * * * * * * *

A cool perfumed liquid ‑ could it be that expelled by the penis? ‑ was running down the channel. It gushed down into the groove, filling the basins where her buttocks lay firmly ensconced! She didn't even bother to budge! She then looked about her and saw the fluorescent snow‑white liquid flow down the channels around her before tossing excitedly down the hill.

At first she felt repulsion at the liquid's feel, at its smell, at its colour. She had disturbing thoughts about its possible properties. But no sooner had these sensations been registered on her mind did a powerful attraction begin to build up within her ‑ whatever its origin might be! It was then that Vulva's words came back to her.

"All your body must be purified before you fully quench that thirst.... Cleanse yourself ‑ all of your body, from your head to your loins ‑ before you fully quench that thirst...". 

Despite her confusion, "V" suddenly realised these words might possibly have been meant to refer to this moment. Was she to cleanse herself with this thick pungent liquid? Where had it come from? Was it.... she hardly dare mouth the word... was it semen? And was it meant for her?

"V" wasn't able to fully articulate the question... the idea that the liquid that had so triumphantly gushed from the giant penis might actually be real semen came like a poisoned dart into her young tender mind! There is was sloshing about  her loins and maybe even seeping up into her fallopian tube endings. God knew what could happen to her!

She winced and looked away hoping that if she ignored the liquid it might go away. She tried to pull her young body up and away from the liquid. But she couldn't! Something was preventing her from doing so! Her buttocks were strangely pinioned in that rest.... It was as much as she could do to tense herself and attempt to narrow the space between her lovely legs and try to close off her uterus to the mainstream of the flow! But still the viscous and pungent semen swelled about her limbs, drenching her in heavy odours she somehow knew to be quite unquestionably, quite unmistakably male!!

Soon she plucked up enough courage to look down at the magical flow and after a long while she seemed to overcome her instinctive fear. It was beginning to have an overpowering essence of irresistible masculinity about it. Something undeniably virile, intent on a relentless quest for feminine sexes to fertilise. She could not resist its overpowering force. She slowly moved her tender hand timidly down towards the gushing marble groove. After a long and hesitant pause, she dipped the tip of her index finger into the stream. Indeed, it had a magical feel to it. Slowly, she brought her hand up to her nostrils. Yes indeed! It was... it was sperm... 

Yet how did she recognise this overpowering smell as male spunk? Now she was distinctly flustered. Waves of guilt wafted disturbingly through her panic‑ridden head. She knew sperm to be the sexual seed of men and, well,... male animals in general. But she had never been with a man! God knew she was a virgin! She had never in her life smelt a man's cum. As these disturbing thoughts lingered in her mind, suddenly the desire to quench some strange desire deep down inside her proved too much! 

"V" plunged her whole hand into the pungent stream, withdrew the glistening fist and sniffed eagerly at her dripping fingers. They glistened in the moonlight. Now she suddenly realised why the poignant smell was strangely familiar to her! It all came back to her. Of course! The beautiful Nubian princess! The bucking stud! The rich gallon of semen pumped into the beautiful lasses' lacerated vagina. This liquid had the same smell as the great gush of liquid that had splashed out of the hulk's penis onto the straw bales beside her, indeed splattering onto her own night dress! But hadn't that all been a dream?

Her eyes became increasingly transfixed on the liquid flowing swiftly beneath and around her ‑ she eased her tense thighs back into place in the basin. As she lodged her bottom back into the tight‑fitting socket, she felt the invigorating dash of the liquid sloshing on her buttocks again. It scurried round and over her lovely thighs. Quite unexpectedly, contact with it was soothing, pleasing. She looked down at herself, pleasantly transported by the sight of all that mysterious sperm flowing over her thighs and up against her vulva lips. She was only slightly troubled by the thought of what may happen if the cool life‑engendering fluid might actually  seep through the folds of her tender vagina and seep inside her fallopian tubes! Would she become pregnant? She hoped not, she prayed not, but the far from discouraging her, caused her to swoon and tremble in expectation. Even if she had thought it could have sewn its mysterious seed in her womb, she did not have the will power to pull herself away from the torrent of sperm!

Soon streams of randy excitement had made her lose all restraint and concern about such trivialities as wave after wave of the smell pervaded ever deeper into her flared nostrils. The smell invaded her tipsy head, enchanting her, making her come near to fainting with pleasure. She felt a new set of overpowering orgasms building up deep within her. Swirls and currents of viscous green cum swished about her Venus mound, whirl pooling into her navel and round her hips into the channel beyond. What a cool sensation on her sex after the evening's heat. She sunk her hands into the stream, cupping up great loads of the cum and splashing it onto her shoulders and arms in exuberant delight. Yes! Indeed! This was her moment of reward. This was the promised manna to put out her fire‑like thirst! She felt like laughing, like shouting out in worship of the great phallus that had made her ‑ and only her ‑ this generous life‑giving gift! 

She tossed her beautiful head back and laughed again! What a sensation of excitement and freedom! What an all‑absorbing tantalising experience! What an overpowering tingling sensation between her young tender thighs. Her vulva lips began to yearn for more of the fluid's lapping caresses. She prayed it wouldn't stop. The liquid's viscous density made the feeling on her vulva almost like that of a giant licking tongue. She swooned and in her mind's eye beheld the fantasy of having her clitoris licked by some strange creature. She imagined her womb was being sweetly nurtured, fertilised and invaded by this scented liquid. Sensations became impossibly thrilling to her, coaxing her, exhilarating her, egging her ever‑nearer to climax. Sweeping her long hair back in ecstasy, she greedily parted her tender thighs to the sperm‑torrent. In her madness, it was as if she actually wanted to be made pregnant by that tremendously arousing fluid! She wanted to be filled with the island's lava and in her excited visions she actually saw herself giving birth to the whole island between her thighs...

Soon the physical thirst she had felt before her climb to the hillock overcame her once again. And like before, she instinctively knew what she had to do. The words came back to her once again, as if Vulva were there by her side: "All your body must be purified before you fully quench that thirst... Cleanse yourself ‑ all of your body, from your head to your loins before you fully quench that thirst...". 

"V" raised herself up on her elbows, thrilling at the feeling of the mountain's semen stream rushing over her hips and calves. She came off the backrest and lowered all her body into the wider part of the canal on the hill side of the basins where the current was greatest. The cool sperm poured over her shoulders and her skin rippled in pleasant gratification. After a while of cupping the liquid and rubbing it religiously into her panting breasts, she noticed that the parts of her body that had been more profusely bathed in the fluid were beginning to glow in a pinkish‑blue tone that was quite pleasant to the eye. "V" laughed out loud! She was... she was actually enjoying herself irrespective of her thirst and the chance she may become pregnant! She started to splash and toy with the semen like a carefree child, quite beside herself in mindless ecstasy and passion! All this sperm for her ‑ just for her ‑ to revel in, to enjoy for herself on this deserted island! She could give free reign to her every whim, to every repressed fantasy!

It was not until she felt quite cleansed and purified that at last she did what she had been half longing for half dreading to do. She knelt down on the moss beside the basins and after a moment of reluctance, dunk first her sparkling face and then her whole radiant head under the copious flow of perfumed sperm. She withdrew her head, spluttering and laughing, enjoying every moment of sheer lechery, elation,  madness or whatever it was she was experiencing! Then she suddenly hesitated. She leant her head forward and slowly, almost imperceptibly, her mouth moved in on one of her luscious dripping breast‑tips. Despite her reluctance, she decidedly loved this new‑found liquid, this obsessively catching odour. She crazed at its pungent earthy smell. It was the smell... the smell of fertilisation. Of magical procreation, she thought. Of sheer sex! Yes! Sheer, coarse, unrefined sex!

It was not enough to just cleanse her body, her face, her hair in the refreshing cum. Cleansing herself with it was all very well. Dousing her hair was a real treat, as was rubbing the opaque fluid into her neck and her squirming nipples! But something about its sweet perfumed odour made her want more. She had to try it out in every sense. Maybe even.... yes, even to bring some of the fluid onto her tongue! To taste it! Yes! Even to swallow some, albeit just a little drop. She had to overcome her initial disgust and do it. She just had to taste some of this overpoweringly sexual elixir! Who knew if she would ever get another chance?

She thought that this must have been the extraordinary experience her carer had been referring to. Once again she heard Vulva's words: "All your body must be purified before you fully quench that thirst.... Cleanse yourself ‑ all of your body, from your head to your loins ‑ before you fully quench that thirst..." Now she was sure. She was actually meant to nurture her young body in that same mysterious secretion she had washed in: the great torrent of semen that had rushed down the mountain to her! She was now sure it was meant for her and only her to actually taste! The mountain penis had ejaculated for her to wash in! Who knew if it was meant for further more mysterious ends? 

Ever so slowly she slithered her tongue out beyond her moist lips and projected her neck out towards her erect semen‑drenched nipple. With her hands, she cupped up her breasts and helped to raise them up that extra centimetre or two to permit contact with her tongue... But the truth is that the breast was so erect and marvellously pert, that it needed no manual guidance. With wide open eyes and trembling throat, she brought her tongue up against the shiny nipple. The lovely pink organ glided in close to the glistening turret. She winced. She half withdrew. But wild libidinous passion got the better of her. Not a moment passed before she plucked up enough courage and... suddenly stuck out the tip. "V" couldn't resist licking the wet slimy point! 

The sudden taste made her turn almost quite wild. It was then she completely lost control.

She flung herself forward bringing her open thirsty lips down to the broadest part of the surging cascade! She licked like a ravenous kitten at the liquid in the thickest part of the great milling current. It had a strange, magnificent taste. She couldn't restrain any longer. It quite obviously wasn't enough! She suddenly hurled her torso forward like a crazed beast. She broke the rippling surface with her face, opened her mouth full wide and sucked and sucked at the precious liquid for all she was worth! She began to take in great gulps of the cool fertilising liquid! It rushed down her tender throat a pint a gulp! She wasn't going to stop until she fully quenched her immense thirst! Not till she had dried up the great life‑giving torrent would she stop! All that life‑giving potion was to be for her... for her alone!

Great gulps of the semen rushed down her avid throat. More. More. She couldn't get enough! She stretched her arms forwards across to the moss on the other side of the swirling groove, lowered her torso into the stream and pulled the liquid into her cheeks and down her eager young throat. Then she crouched still farther until her nipples too came into contact with the rushing torrent and then broke the surface, as if trying to suck up the snowy treacle into the minute ducts at their tips! The slithery sperm crashed into the turgid nipples that crowned her splendid breasts tossing them this way and that, playing with them like great helpless playthings in the foaming current. The potent smell of sperm wafted off the surface of the gushing torrent and invaded her flared nostrils to the quick making her madden, making her squeal, making her revel for more. She wanted more. She needed more.

But just when she was really gulping it down with unrestrained passion, just as she felt her head would burst with the effect of the explosive syrup, something unexpected occurred. The great torrent suddenly began to flag and wane in intensity. Was it drying up? Was she sapping up the life‑giving well! She lowered her lips once again and gasped in dismay as nothing but air seeped past her adamant lips. She quickly raised her beautiful head to look up towards the source to see if more sperm was on its way. It couldn't be ending! How dastardly! How could the semen stream have dried up just when she most needed its comfort! She nervously pawed at the last trickle in the rut to see if she could obtain just one last handful of the precious liquid. But to no avail. She had been left high and dry just as she needed it most! And to think a moment before she had had more sperm than she could barter for, sperm in abundance for her heart's ‑ and body's ‑ content. Would that be the last of it? Would there be no new feast? How could this happen to her?

She lay back again exhausted and disheartened in the buttock‑rest ‑ that place where she had been so utterly aroused by the torrent of sperm. She sighed in despair grabbing her head with her hands. She lay there panting for some time in silence till she got her breath ‑ but not her peace of mind ‑ back. 

                    * * * * * * * *

It was again desperately hot. God! ‑ she thought: she had gone through all these indescribable sexual experiences and still her young body was markedly dissatisfied. She wanted more. She felt as if she had drunk a mere dribble, but she knew she still had to quench another deeper, more disturbing thirst. Again she looked up at the hilltop, this time with a despondent disatisfied look. She glimpsed up hoping beyond hope that the penis would not have altogether disappeared. She was just resolving to go up there and see for herself what remained of what now seemed like a figment of her imagination. But she knew that would be forsaking Vulva's orders. Just then something extraordinary caught her sight! 

The wind was rising again. The heat had become quite unbearable and there, at the summit, the mighty penis was slowly, painstakingly beginning to grow erect again! Was it due to have a second orgasm so quickly after the first? But this time, as she gazed up at the growing phallus, something was distinctly different. And as she looked up in awe at the huge masculine appendage she suddenly felt an exhilarating physical sensation around her own thighs and buttocks! What could it be?

So busy had she been beholding the renewed growth of the vast member on the hill that she had failed to notice the novelties around her. Something instinctively made her look down between her legs. She peered down nervously at the dark rough rut that divided the twin buttock‑holders she was ensconced in. To her surprise, she saw a small cavity appear in the rutted groove. A faint trail of what looked like steam rose up from the minute hole. She stared down at a point equidistant from the faces of her inner thighs, thighs that she unconsciously allowed to edge apart as if to get a better view of the mysterious movement beneath her.

Then a weak shiny light appeared in the slot. As it grew in intensity, it rose up slightly and "V" saw it was a rounded nugget like the head of a magical mushroom. The luminous ball rose up flashing a dull green light atop the throbbing stem. "V" could hardly believe her eyes! It was... it was a mini‑replica of the very same mountain top phallus! Only this time it was life‑size and lifelike! She again strained her eyes in the dark to get a better look at the crude instrument, the head of which appeared to be smeared in some form of dripping ointment. All the while it was slowly snaking its way up under her buttocks and worming its way towards her sex! God! She could hardly breathe!

How could it be? She looked up at the mountain again. There stood the monstrous penis threateningly bloated, seemingly wagging its dripping glands at the poor defenceless girl below, as if to provoke her! In her swooning excitement "V" was in two minds as to what to do. Should she spring up and avoid the impudent approaches (was there actually sexual intention there?) of this sizeable instrument so closely poised between her smooth thighs? Or should she wait and see... She felt she shouldn't rush things because, well, it couldn't be intending to... well.... no... Could its intention be to involve her in any form of sexual ritual? Surely not!

A vague and barely rational form of debate was going on in her muddled head. Should she jump up and run? Or should she lie back and allow the great probe to play out its weird antics? Should she race away to her beach sanctuary or just sit back and take whatever was in store for her on this magical night? The former was what she knew she must do... but... but the swooning doubts that once more overpowered her dear head made all trace of will power vanish. The temptation to do nothing was too great. She just had to know what this lewd erotic instrument between her lovely legs actually intended to do...

Although she did not exactly help the mysterious member to reach up to her throbbing vulva lips and part them ‑ as indeed no other "male" instrument had ever done ‑ her trance‑like state certainly prevented her from making any serious attempt at reacting. She just couldn't. If it must be, then it had to be she sensed, bracing herself for what she feared might be an agonising experience. She gazed up swooning at the huge phallus on the hill just as she felt the secretive rubbery nubbins below her swell fully up and ‑ for the first time ‑ actually knock lightly at her anal zone before sneaking forward. It quite definitely had a mind of its own. It then made a rather feeble attempt at.... yes, anal penetration. 

It was then that "V" reacted. But by now it was far too late!

                 * * * * * * * * * * 

God! She had suddenly realised that the phallus was not after her sex ‑ her juicy vulva ‑ at all! It wanted to have a go at her.... anus! She tried to leap up, but for the dear life of her she couldn't! To her horror she found her legs and arms firmly bound by mysterious ivy shackles that had grown up out of the moss around her. Again the phallus bobbed up and slapped at her tender milk‑white sphincter. Its oily bulging head appeared to be well lubricated with a mysterious pungent ointment obviously designed to enhance the possibility of penetration. Would it be sufficiently well oiled to get its way? 

The eggplant sized tool bumped at her buttocks again now, showing signs of impatience and unquestionable impatience. But it now seemed far too large for such a virginal young woman's rear entrance! Its bumping and tossing movements were becoming increasingly insistent as if the earth‑rooted penis sensed the frantic girl's refusal. 

But it was certainly not going to stop anywhere short of full anal penetration! Again it crashed at her rounded cheeks. "V" did her utmost to heave her buttocks to one side and well up into the air to avoid it. She did not know if the plug had really been intending to search for her wee sex and had got... so to speak... lost on the way. She made feeble attempts at screaming! But the prick grew and grew and "V" could no longer hold herself up and above the giant member which furiously and relentlessly ferreted and sneaked its nudging head between her fully raised and tensed buttocks, squirming away for all they were worth! God how foul this all seemed to the tear‑ridden beauty!

"V"'s squealing and squirming were too weak a form of resistance in the face of such a determined push! With one almighty jerk, the juddering blood‑red glands wormed up through the pink virgin folds of her pent‑up buttocks and managed to poke on in, bumping and crazily battering at her anal maiden head. "V" could take no more. She could not muster up any more energy to squeeze the lips of her mouthlike anus closed. After a distinct slurping sound, the huge phallus ranted clean through her tender sphincter, at which sensation "V" let out the wildest shriek of pain and exhilaration the Caribbean night had ever attempted to muffle! 

                 * * * * * * * * * * * *

She had never been penetrated. Not in any way. Much less so in the arse! But the cruel instrument spared her not and worked its way up between her buttocks, squirming ever upwards, forcing "V" to sit up and take the instrument into her body in a position that offered the jolting plug the least possible resistance. 

Strangely enough, after her initial yell, she couldn't cry out now. She was too overwhelmed, too exhilarated for that. She just had to hold her breath and to let it surge in and pull out, heave in and yank out, movements which after initial agony, soon began to give her an oddly pleasant sensation of overall well‑being and titillation, a feeling her shapely bottom had lacked on initial penetration. It was a feeling which though painful, made a gentle smile curl out on her lips. The pain was actually exciting her!

In and in the cruel penis ranted. Its movements were becoming more and more hectic now and "V"'s comfortable sense of titillation soon took on the air of a more stoic  resistence against the penis's insistent plugging. Wasn't it going to wear off? Wasn't the phallus going to finish its business, ejaculate and have its lot? Then call it a day. As the monster on the hill had done... Wouldn't it just have done and leave the tender girl alone? Obviously not. 

Its lunging just became more and more relentless and pronounced. Soon "V" could only make feeble attempts at taking the penis' cruel attack in her young and untrained rectus as obediently and resignedly as she could. 

Soon all traces of pleasure had disappeared. "V" threw her head back in her struggle to beat off agony. Her beautiful chestnut hair swished out behind her before flashing back into place. She now spread her legs out as far as they would go to eliminate all forms of resistence to the prick's relentless plugging. Maybe that would do the... trick. But pain began to seize up her tender thigh tendons. My God did it hurt! She now looked down again between her ravished buttocks and saw that her button hole had been worked into a dark pinkish hue. Then... no!... a terrible thought came to "V"'s ravished mind. She realised that she was going to come again!

Could it be? Could she actually have an orgasm from being fucked in the rectum by some devilish inhuman contraption? Could her body respond so to intercourse? To anal intercourse ‑ she thought again ‑ a practice she had not even dreamt possible. Anal intercourse with a monstrous mountain dildo? Again the thought came to "V"'s delirious mind: had the instrument confused her body's most intimate cavities? Had it really been after her maidenhead? Had it miscalculated the angle and position of her sex? It was close by, to be sure. Had "V"'s wriggling attempts at escaping misdirected the attack, confused the mindless plug? Or had it purposefully set out to sodomise her? 

Again the terrible depravity of the act she was being exposed to made her head sink in shame and horror. As she was humped up and down, she looked up panic‑stricken at the canopy of twinkling stars above her and wondered how God could be permitting this to happen to her! Could intercourse with this inhuman hose now pegged between her glorious buttocks cause her to rant and rave so with the ecstasy of orgasm?

What stupid questions! The answer to all of them was being telegraphed to her in multicoloured letters: Yes, and yes, and yes, yes she could, my God!  She was. She was riding on the flanks of the wildest orgasm ever registered in the annals of anal intercourse! And believe me, those are some annals!

What a feeling, what painful ecstasy, what delightful excruciating pleasure! What ...what a primeval, shattering, mind‑boggling, devastating orgasm! She felt it come on, a thousand times more intensely than previous vaginal ones experienced at the hands of her sweet guardiènnes ‑ those nimble ever‑so‑feminine hands, hands that knew so well how to make her go wild with pleasure! How could it be that this crude mindless phallus, this merciless plug devoid of feelings and gentleness, could be giving her such insurmountable pleasure! Then, to her horror, it dawned on her that her anus might be yet another sexual passage eager to give her new unexpected sensations, unimaginable exhilaration and delight! Her sex was obviously not her only door to ecstasy!

Just then the fiercely knocking prick slipped free of her generously anointed anus! It bolted out and shook free of the modest cavity and the bent‑up tip sprang free fully forty centimetres into the air between her glistening thighs. Zoing! Through her swooning eyes and smarted hair, "V" vaguely saw the great penis crash this way and that, now curiously lifelike ‑ in size and form. "V" sat up and actually winced in disappointment at losing its plugging stimulation from between her beautiful buttocks. Her eyes flashed down begrudgingly at the penis and just as she was hoping that the lunging beast might return to her anal passage once more, she suddenly opened up her eyes in awe. 

The penis... wasn't like that of human males... like the pricks of the sailors on the ship, like the modest‑sized circumscribed penises she had sneaked stolen glances of in picture books on Raphael and Tintoretto. No, not at all. It was rather larger and more swollen at the tip, even more so than the Negro hulk's in the ship's hold. It seemed more purposefully and cruelly misshapen to give added torment to its victims, having hard ruts all along its thick black stem!

                       * * * * * * * *

How beastly, how unspeakable! And even as she gaped incredulously at the sweaty stem that had impaled her own gaping anus not seconds before ‑ it gradually seemed to gather in tension. Its hectic movements seemed to concentrate into a finer yet equally feverish trembling. It began to bulge ever greater, towering this way and that before gradually bending down, seemingly under the great load it was bearing. It appeared to be attempting to aim its great defiant head straight at "V"'s mossy Venus mound. But "V" was beyond reacting. Her beautiful eyes opened even wider now as she saw a trembling ball appear at the phallus' base and gradually rise up the pounding stem. It worked its way slowly up the gigantic penis and seemed to strain its capacity to the maximum limits. When it came near to the top, a heavy whining sound broke out about "V"'s ears. The whine grew in pitch and just then it happened!

A great splash of rich sperm exploded out from the tip of the penis. It crashed straight onto her thighs, belly, vagina, copiously anointing all her belly with a giant helping of love‑juice!

Then the ejaculating penis once again rose up triumphantly into the air like a cartoon Saracen turret, just as the mountain‑top phallus had! It just kept on spurting out great endless helpings of the rich mysterious liquid. "V" tried to watch the spectacle but the emotion was too much for her. Her last thoughts and sniffs were as much bathed in ecstasy as was her beautiful helplessly jolting body. She was feasting on sperm and before oblivion overtook her, a feeling halfway between disgust and an uncanny form of pride came over her young soul, innocent as it still was. 

It had been her young body and her now terribly sore anal passage that had worked up this magical Godlike penis to orgasm! It had been her sexual prowess that had worked him up. She had been at the centre of this miraculous coupling between nature and her maidenhood! Although it had not been her vagina that had been assaulted, she felt like a woman for the first time in her short life. Maybe a little wretched and sticky. Maybe a little perforated and sore: but a woman indeed, even though the organ invaded by nature's lecherous libido ‑ as in the case of the beautiful young Greek boys of ancient Delphi, Athens and Olympia ‑ had in fact been her anus!
                    * * * * * * * *

Now the night's second climax had been reached, the land and sea relapsed once again into a cool relaxed state. No harsh wind tore at her hair now as she lay exhausted and chaffed from her multiple orgasms, the last of which had completely carried her away. She could now relax with the prize of this double tellurian ejaculation performed for her ‑ and for her alone! As the night gradually regained all its natural silence, it got gradually cooler. She now swooned in total satisfaction. With a vague movement of her hand, she tried to muster one last slender trickle of semen that she had overlooked dripping down from her thigh and tried to bring it to her eager mouth. She licked insistently at her fingertips to treasure the very last drop of intoxicating seed. She closed her eyes, enraptured as she was in her crazy delight.

Regaining her breath, she heaved a sigh and eventually let out a brief giggle. Wow! What had come over her? Soon she opened her eyes and looked up at the starry sky above her and started to wonder about her situation. She wondered about her strange journey to Lesbos, her terrible dream, her euphoric arrival on the island, the strange women that inhabited the island, the death of the sexy redhead, her seduction at the hands of beautiful Vulva, the weird decoration that filled every inch of the strange Palazzo's walls and ceilings, the sexual wantonness and violence she had observed and indeed, been exposed to. And she wondered too about her own mysterious... "preparation". The significance of words such as "revelation", "moyène". Awe filled her young mind as she thought of the encounter she was to have with the mysterious Goddess, Dilda. 

As time went by she slowly regained control of herself. But suddenly she became stunned by the memory of her own reactions, her own unprecedented behaviour, the uncontrolled thrill of feeling libido build up and eventually overpower her young body, bowling over her own prudish reserve with no inkling of warning nor restraint. Her amused reaction suddenly turned to deep shame.

"V" was filled with an overpowering sense of guilt. Guilt at the sense of longing that had swept through her young body as she had eagerly observed the great mysterious penis tower up on the hilltop. Guilt at her delight when it had eventually started geysering off into the night. Guilt at the blatantly ravenous lust which had led her to shamefully bathe her whole body in the precious fluid and swallow great gulps of it down her gasping breathless throat, filling her avid body to choking point. Guilt at her voracious indulgement in the semen feast. Guilt at having "allowed" her anal passage to be so freely ‑ however uninvited it may have been ‑ invaded by that great tellurian plug. "Oh my God!" she thought. "What has become of me? How could I have accepted that penis into my bottom? How could I have fallen so low?" 

But then, when she had calmed down and understood the inevitability of it all, an even more disturbing thought suddenly came to her head: maybe the mysterious seminal cascade ‑ with its amazing nutrient and cleansing powers ‑ had been laid on just for her. As some form of preparation. Preparation for what? Maybe in her enraptured swooning she had been made pregnant! Was it all part of a plan?

* * * * * * * * *

"V" awoke the next morning before sunrise curled up in a small feather‑lined hollow down on the beach, not far from the pavilion. It smelt cosy and comfortable. There were neatly arranged furrows of down round its edges. She thought it must be some kind of nest she must have stumbled upon. What was for sure was that she knew not how she had reached this strange pit nor did the eve's experiences come back to her. In her slumbering state she had no immediate remembrance of her night‑time experiences. 

But then, as she tried to move one aching thigh, it all came back to her! The smells. The sensations. The terrible sense of guilt. The lewd sights and activities she had seen and been involved in. The awkward position she had so unashamedly adopted to bathe herself in the semen spring. The orgasmic sensation of washing her body down with that sensuous musky fluid and then ‑ she now remembered with renewed guilt ‑ the experience of feverishly gulping it down with her very own avid lips, as if her tender life had depended on it! And this at no one's orders, under the pressure of no evil unavoidable instruction. Under no threats or pointed daggers. No bullying sailors here. And just as she began to squeeze her eyes shut in spasms of nauseous self‑recrimination, she felt a strange movement there near to her.

She looked up and there in front of her beside the cosy pit she saw the strange orb flash out the pinkish light it had displayed the previous night. How in heaven's name had the orb got there? Vulva's serene face gradually came into focus and "V" sat up reluctantly, bashfully, uneasy to see her carer's face so close after such a night of perverse wantonness. What would she say to her? Had she seen all? Would she know?

""V". Ma chère "V"" came her words in that delightful mature tone "V" had once grown to adore but now mistrusted. "Je suis enchantée avec tes progresses. You are a darling and Goddess Dilda is truly delighted at your... at your new‑found ways. Yes, she is pleased as none other had pleased her and.... she... she sends you her blessing." "V"'s confusion andembarrassment was growing by the second.

There was a slight pause before Vulva continued. "High Priestess Dilda has given me further instructions to convey to you. She says that now you have so marvellously passed this first trial, she will open all sources to your avid lips. She says you are the one we have been waiting for so long. Now that you have tasted the Seed and taken to it so. You are to be rewarded. You are to be instrumental in the great Woman‑Sewn ceremonies to come. Our cult has been denied a new revelation for too long!"

"V" could take no more of these strange words. She felt a sudden wave of horror and rejection of all that was happening about her. A veritable attack of self‑consciousness and repulsion overtook her and she blushed to the core. She realised that they... they had been observing her all the time! They knew all about her weaknesses, her sudden fascination with the mountain penis, her excesses with the great sperm torrent, her general state of wantonness and enraptured abandon on that particular fateful evening her anus had been brutally invaded! She felt like sinking into the sand. She felt like dying!

"Ma chère! Ma chère!" Vulva's voice sounded more concerned. "Don't take it like that! You are a darling, you are..." But "V" was to hear no more. As tears broke out of her enchanting eyes, she threw her beautiful leg forward in a rage and kicked the orb into the sand a good many metres away. She jumped to her feet, and, naked as she was, sprang off across the beach to escape from this fearful control. She ran and ran until she had crossed the whole island. There she came to a cove that lay hidden among some strange black rocks. She could not bear the embarrassment and pain any longer! She could not bear the paternalistic chatter, the libido they were able to trigger off in her at will, the review of the inexplicably wanton behaviour those evil women were exposing her to, their hideous plans for her... plans an innocent mind could not even begin to grasp.

