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The Ceremony
When Belle came round, it slowly dawned on her that she was back in her chamber in the Palazzo. She had opened her lovely eyes some seconds before but it was minutes before everything finally came back to her. Her head was spinning and spinning and her recognition of the chamber slow. Indeed, it was some time before it registered on her that she was far from where she had been before losing consciousness. She slowly came round to wondering what could have happened, how she had been brought back to the Palazzo. How indeed?


The memory of Vulva slowly crystallised out in her young mind. It made a sweet‑and‑sour sensation creep through her body. Vulva she had seen as the sweet mother‑like figure who had guided her and comforted her moments of dismay and doubt. But Belle now also saw her as the treacherous figure feeding her poisonous whispers from the globe on La Moyène isle, the isle she had suffered all that unspeakable tribulation on. Vulva was the one who had not only failed to warn her about the harm she could experience with the mountain phallus, but the one that had goaded her into agonising experiences such as being stretched on La Moyène, having her tender anus invaded by the monstrous phallus ‑ not to mention the torture the shaving sirens had so callously submitted her sex to! 


And yet now a new idea suddenly came into her mind: she innocently thought that maybe the orb might only have been an image of Vulva. Maybe it had really had nothing to do with her. Maybe dark forces had been using her lovely face as a way of getting through to V. A manipulation of her will.

                     * * * * * * * *


The sudden thought of the sirens had made Belle think of her present condition. Had Phallope really shaved her vaginal lips? Or had she just pretended to? Had her tender nest really been removed? If so, had the down had time to... to grow again? How long had she been unconscious for? She dared not move her lovely hand down towards her sex for fear of what she may encounter. But the intrigue to see what Phallope had actually done to her Venus mound, soon proved too much to suppress!


V needed to feel herself, reassure herself. She needed to feel that she had not been tampered with by those devious sirens. To ensure that it had all been a dream. Her sensitive fingertips glided slowly down over her stomach and further down to her warm navel. She ran the palm of her small hand over the smooth lower part of her belly; then, after a pause, down to the vale where the small down‑coated mound had once reigned supreme. But her fingers only felt warm smooth skin now! To her horror, she felt that she had been completely shaved by the perverse sirens! 


Now the whole area around her Venus mound felt quite strange to her. The feel of her hand on the sensitive mound was quite electrifying now! She sneaked the end of one innocent finger into the pink orifice at its head. It too was soft, smooth and warm, completely free of down! Just to touch the minute clitoris made her feel quite randy. God! What had those Godforsaken sirens done to her on La Moyène?

                   * * * * * * * * * *


Some weeks passed during which Belle was fed like a lady -in quality, though never in quantity- pampered like a princess and seen to as never before. The peaceful rest and the lack of any form of reference to the previous months' ordeals made her settle down once again. Soon a strange numbness came over Belle again. Had it all been a dream?


She had found her peace of mind again. She was regularly sunned and exercised on a terrace near her boudoir. God! She just seemed to get more and more beautiful as time went by! Little did she know that this too formed part of a mysterious preparation process... Every day she would be stripped of her robes and made to take plenty of exercise before periods of rest in which she was encouraged to expose her lovely body to the sun, front and back, for hours on end. Her tender breasts became the most glorious shade of bronze! Warm bubble baths usually followed these sun baths. Then she would be fed succulent seafood and other exotic fruits she had never seen before. Little did she know that the food contained sexual conditioners and accumulative aphrodisiacs of various kinds.


V made no fuss. Indeed, she loved the vigorous exercise as much as she did those lazy sensuous tanning sessions, at which the guardiènnes, needless to say, were quite splendid about oiling and massaging her loins and shoulders. The one thing that she did notice about her own lovely body ‑as she overcame her resistance to "feeling" herself (she preferred to think of it in terms of routine inspection)‑ was that her lovely Venus mound now remained permanently free of down. The sirens had somehow managed to convert her sex vale into a permanent paradise of sensuous pink warmth!


Life went on in an apparently placid way. Time just seemed to drift past. From what Belle could see from the terrace and her chamber window, there seemed to be no seasons on the island. Avid, sensual storms yes. But each tropical downpour would be followed by the reappearance of the great golden orb. When there were heavy storms ‑indeed they now seemed to be getting more regular and ever more powerful ‑ she would see the Palazzo Priestesses emerge from the main gate and look up into the skies, as if in search of some hidden meteorological sign... As if they were awaiting something, some particularly aggressive tempest maybe. Would they be making ready to take protective measures?


After each storm, the whole forest canopy visible from her chamber window would steam and flicker in the intense light and the beautiful topless mulatto girls would run out onto the grassy forest verge and shake their hands, unleash their glistening hair and wrestle and frolic in the sun. How randy and candid they were!


But there were other aspects that were not so reassuring. In the dead of night, odd groaning sounds would every so often disrupt Belle’s sleep. She would imagine it was some jungle beast wandering through the vegetation close to the Palazzo. She would roll over in bed and try to get back to sleep. But soon that was not to be so easy as Belle was getting a new side to her character: an irrepressible tension that racked her new body as if she sensed that something terrible was in store for her. This often led her to feel a strange warmth between her legs, right where cruel Phallope had carried out her shaving operation! Since her mysterious arrival back from La Moyène, she felt different. She felt she wanted something new but knew not exactly what. Belle now had the body of a woman. The instincts of a woman. Presumably she also needed what most adult women do!

                     * * * * * * * *


Over the course of the following weeks, Belle sensed a greater pitch of excitement than normal in the goings‑on behind the heavy door that sealed her away from the outside world. She had been excellently ‑though scantily‑ fed, washed and entertained in her plush chamber. But apart from her sensuous sessions on the terrace, she had never once been let out. She now heard voices and girls running back and forth excitedly out there. They seemed to be making ready for some special occasion, thought Belle nervously. Was there to be that special storm maybe?


Indeed, one heady afternoon, after a luxurious bath and special doses of petting at the hands of new guardiènnes ‑ quite as sensual as the ones she had so missed ‑ Belle’s now lovely blonde hair (the change was quite complete!) was copiously lathered in palm oil, gently dried and groomed. The beautiful girl was dressed in lavish pink silk robes. Soon she was to be led out of her chamber. It was the first time she had left it since her mysterious arrival back on the Lesbia mainland. 


She was now led back to the same parlour she had crossed on her arrival so many months before. But now it was even more cramed with womenfolk. Women of all kinds, though all ravishing! There were young women and girls ‑ some barely in their teens ‑ of all races. Negro beauties, spectacular Asian wenches and particularly beautiful northern blondes. One thing they had in common, Belle heard one guardiènne murmur ‑ was that they were all virgins! This Belle did not see as strange given the lack of menfolk on the island. But virginity was not all that these girls had in common: there was about them that almost uncanny degree of beauty, as if hand‑picked!


V was told to wait in the centre of a large plush carpet where she was immediately surrounded on three sides by beautiful stern‑faced and habit‑bearing maidens. Their faces were made up but partially covered. Belle noticed that their violet gowns bore two mysterious initials in Gothic print ‑ a double FF ‑ at breast level. "FF..." there was a sudden pang somewhere in Belle’s brain. She wondered to herself: "F... F... That couldn't stand for... Fertili Femini could it?".


On the other side of the hall, towards which she had been bade to face, there were some ample crimson coloured steps leading up to what looked like a huge veiled shrine. In the hall there was a mysterious humming sound of chanting. Low murmuring voices. There were perhaps a hundred or so vestals and a further two or three hundred native servant girls ‑ in yellow tunics ‑ expectantly waiting in the shadows.


Suddenly a heavy clanking sound was heard and at the top of the stairs appeared something which made Belle start in awe. A pack of large strange beasts bounded out from the wings and started hungrily down the stairs. Some of the girls screamed and drew back. It was only when they were half way down the steps that Belle realised ‑ to her immense relief ‑ that they were on long chain‑like leashes. They were yanked violently back up the stairs a mere couple of yards before reaching the helpless girls in the front rows. Something ‑ or someone ‑ was hauling them back. They were soon dragged yelping and mauling each other up towards the top of the stairs.


Just then it became clear to Belle what it had been that had pulled the animals back. Silence fell like a leaden curtain throughout the chamber. With a great rustling sound, the company ‑ maidens, junior priestesses and slaves ‑ slumped down simultaneously on all fours bowing down their heads in obedience. Belle stood there lost in their midst, looking fixedly up at the steps. Then out of the corner of her eye she was struck by a blinding turquoise light. Simultaneously a fanfare of brass trumpets sounded from above. There, in all her majesty, appeared a tall blue‑gowned woman with prominent cheekbones and jet black hair. She was astoundingly beautiful in the full glory of maturity. V, frozen in her fascinated stare, suddenly became aware of the crouching mass around her. She slumped down in awe. 


The sight of High Priestess Safique in this Wagnerian setting had quite taken her breath away. Her strong arms yanked on the animal's leads and they came whimpering back to her, crouching down around her ankles. Safique now stood proud‑breasted before the mass of bowing priestesses and novices, her gown billowing out behind her, the expression on her face intense. When the last notes of the fanfare had died down, she raised her head and called out an address that V, crouching down and cowering before such majesty, quite failed to understand:


"Femelli santimi! Virgini preiniciati! Jovini vestali ancare vírgini sansi conoxomiento carnalo. Da Dea Dilda!"


As her voice boomed around the vast chamber, Belle peeped up from her cowering position. She saw the High Priestess's large eyes comb through the gathered crowd. Finally, they came to rest on Belle herself. Her eyes gleamed as they fell on the trembling European girl in their midst. Belle’s eyes dropped and she shrunk down closer to the cool black marble floor.


"Juntáminas tutas pra rebrire jova promissa. Sina e veritabulo tempo di rejociança heu arribato. E tempo di Santissimo Cuopolo Lesbico. E tempo cui tutas esperavimo llargo tempo!! Tramila!!! Tramila pra videre, pra tucatere!!!" What could these words mean? thought V.


There was excitable murmuring in the hall and apparent movement behind her. Suddenly, Belle felt herself raised in the air by four pairs of strong arms in chain‑male. She was borne up by four of the fair guardiènne girls ‑ who still concealed their identities under shiny golden helmets ‑ and led slowly, ceremoniously towards the stage and up the steps. As she was borne towards High Priestess Safique, the terrible bear‑like animals started snarling, seemingly at the prize the four guardiènne wenches bore up in the air. Belle thought in horror if she could be their reward of flesh for services rendered to their Holy Mistress?


V was again set down before the High Priestess on what looked like some kind of leopard‑skin rug. Strong feminine arms then began to unfasten her rich garments and ease them off. 


Soon Belle was left completely naked in the centre of the exotic rug! Her beautiful blond hair flashed in the light of the torches and she held her right arm over her fine prominent breasts in a feeble attempt at covering them! Lifting her right heel off the marble floor and almost imperceptibly raising her right thigh a few vital inches, she tried to conceal her sex from the view of all those staring eyes!


Then, when the last of the guardiènnes had disappeared down the steps again, a vast mauve curtain was slowly drawn behind them, secluding the altar area with its group of priestesses from the hall where the mass of girls ‑ now out of view ‑ stood in reverent silence. Then the lights died down.


V could now only see the high vaulted ceiling above her. To her horror she saw a great mass of swarming giant bats hanging from the gilded rafters that framed large patches of obscene fresco‑work above. Belle heard the Priestess slump down onto her knees. She could hear a low murmur, as if she were praying. Then, after a long pause, Belle heard the High Priestess rise and stride imposingly, almost manfully, up towards her.


High Priestess Safique leaned sternly forward and touched the girl's lovely blond hair. Her eyes opened wide and then slid indiscreetly ‑ almost perversely, thought Belle ‑ down her defenceless body. She frowned at Belle’s coy attempt at concealing her firm breasts. With one arm she released Belle’s embrace on those marvellous orbs and opened up her eyes wide with admiration. She then raised both hands to feel her abdomen, her rump, the sloping small of her back. The back of her thighs and firm arse. Then her hands touched her left hand which she now grabbed and raised slowly into the air.


The imposing Safique took a long and intense look at the ring on Belle’s wedding‑ring finger, the ring Vulva had been so keen to see in her boudoir, as had indeed the girls on her arrival so many months before. Then the High Priestess let go of the young girl's hand and looking over at the troupe of expectant Priestesses, proclaimed in a powerful, strangely masculine voice:


"E elia! E jova escollata! E tempo di rejociança heu arribato veritabulo!! Tempesta veni!! Elia è Fertili femini qui Dilda ha di fertilitzare!!"


V understood nothing. But something informed her that all these words and acts were not good omens for her lot. She was dead scared. The lights once again died down and the curtains were again ceremoniously parted. Now a deep roaring sound like chains being dragged, started to fill the chamber. Of the great throng of female onlookers prostrated on the hall floor below her Belle could only see the avid flashing eyes in the momentary light. They seemed to be excited, as if expecting some forthcoming event of major proportions. Belle noticed that their wide and almost crazed eyes had turned to the back of the vault. Yet strain as she might, she could not figure out what it was that was drawing their attention. 


It wasn't long before Belle saw something that quite shook her! An immense slab of stone was now sliding to one side at the far end of the Palazzo chamber! It revealed an immense gateway! And as it slowly opened, she saw it led straight out into the dark jungle beyond! 


But that wasn't the strangest thing. As far as she could see, the Priestesses were actually beckoning her to leave through it!


"Allia buscare l'Amore. Dilda t'aspete!" she heard one older woman whisper to her right. Belle was frightened. She knew not what to do. She looked over at High Priestess Safique who was quite inexpressive, standing there with her head high and her view lost on the forest beyond. 


Was this to be freedom for her? Were they to just let her go just like that, after so many trials and tribulations? Yet, how could she leave like this, trembling and naked, into the foreboding beast‑infested forest beyond? Terrible doubts and fears besieged her young mind.

                  * * * * * * * * * *


V rose innocently up. Despite the hundreds of silent prostrated young women present in the hall, Belle only felt the burning weight of the High Priestess's eyes observing her confused movements out of the corner of her eye. What was she to do? Oh God! Where was Vulva? She needed to be reassured!


But despite her dread, an intense sense of magnetic attraction slowly seemed to get the better of her. She felt overpowered. She felt as if some mysterious force were actually pulling her out into the forest through the immense opening in the wall. She could now hear litanies break out anew, as if the forest itself were calling her: "Fertilifemina! Fertilifemina!" 
As Belle approached the gap in the wall, the forest beyond seemed to take on an even deeper emerald colour than before. The dampness in the air was fresher and more invigorating. The first twinkling stars she saw were more enticing and brighter than ever she had seen before. Indeed the magical spell seemed to be making everything more enthralling, more inviting than ever. The beautiful young woman felt the pull of the forest paradise beyond. 


Through the litanies she could have sworn she had heard what seemed to be a young woman's voice calling her from afar! The voice had a distinctly enthralling, yet strangely youthful ring to it. It seemed to be calling her out from the Palazzo of sin, as if seeking to liberate her from the long months of debased torture and reclusion. The voice seemed to want both to seduce and reassure her at the same time, as if seduction and reassurance were part and parcel of one same inevitable emotion!


Once out in the fresh night air, Belle looked back confused at the Palazzo she had left behind. On the one hand that imposing building conjured up memories of unforgettable sexual encounters and experiences, sensations that brought on feelings of heady libido and irrepressible feminine wantonness. On the other, it also brought back memories of pain, suffering, humiliation, perversion: the cruelly butchered Venerabata princess on the ship; the bitter fate of the lovely redhead; her own torment on La Moyène at the hands of the mountain phallus and the depraved sirens; her sweet‑and‑sour experiences at the Palazzo itself: experiences she knew to be debased and sinful. Acts she was now profoundly ashamed of...


A growing sense of rejection and horror was rekindled in her heart as she thought of her own behaviour. Yet could she be blamed. Her fear that those acts might be repeated if she did not take her opportunity of escaping spurred her on. She now cherished the hope of gaining the distant coast where by some stroke of luck she might be rescued. Maybe she would find someone who might help her! Someone like the poor redhead!


V's beautifully lithe body slipped through the first palm groves. All the while she strained to avoid making a noise, keeping away from what looked like banks of dry leaves and odd branches that might give her away to possible pursuers. At times she stopped, swept back her gorgeous blonde hair and listened out for sounds of danger. Had she fooled the Cult and  its thousand‑strong female followers? Were they not following her? What about those terrible bear‑like beasts that High Priestess Safique had been holding back on the temple steps?


V ran on in fear through the dark jungle glades. Her young naked body bore her on firmly, accustomed as it was to the outdoor life and vigorous activities of the last few months.

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


She had kept on running without a pause for about an hour when suddenly she heard a great rumbling noise in the sky. She stopped dead in her tracks fearing it might be animals baying behind her. She looked up at the firmament where the first signs of dawn were beginning to show. Huge storm clouds were billowing up to the east, covering as they did the last portions of starry sky. Great streaks of dark vaporous tracer were also shooting across the lower layers of the stratosphere. It looked as if a terrible wind was approaching Lesbia. Could it be one of those typhoons that Vulva had warned her about? Could it be the tempest the Cult priestesses had been awaiting?


V looked about her in search of somewhere to shelter. She was wondering if it was better to continue running and try to reach the far side of the island or to take refuge in the hills that lay to her left while the storm blew over. The first gusts of violent wind were to decide for her. Anyway, she thought, there would be no friendly ships to save her in this weather!


Without warning, warm dense tropical rain started to drop like a sheet on the forest. Now claps of sickeningly loud thunder began to ring out. Belle braced herself and ran through the cascading downpour! As she ran she passed her hand over her forehead to brush the rivulets of rainwater out of her eyes. After a long hectic run, punctuated here and there by terrifying flashes of lightning, she suddenly saw a relatively sheltered spot in under some trees. She rushed in and stood there shivering under the flimsy cover of large rubber plant leaves. Parrots scurried this way and that in the vegetation, shrieking in panic above her frightened head. 


Some minutes passed before Belle’s eyes got accustomed to the dark undergrowth. Suddenly she saw something distinctly odd. To the left, in under the undergrowth, there appeared to be some kind of light. Indeed, more than one light. A whole array of small lights at ground level. With a shudder, Belle was immediately reminded of the strange glow‑worms on La Moyène. Could this too be some kind of sign for her? 


At first she was determined not to follow the glow‑worms. But the crescendo of booming claps of thunder and the fear that the strain the trees were being exposed to by the hurricane might actually cause them to crash down on her were factors powerful enough to make her cede. She would follow the track to see if there was a sounder shelter area nearby. But she was firmly resolute on avoiding any new encounters with sin, with degradation, with sex...

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


V's worried eyes gazed into the darkness of the undergrowth vaguely lit up here and there by the mysterious glow‑worms. She edged forward nervously. There seemed to be a distinct passageway in under the trees. It became more closely knit together as she went on. Soon not a drop of rain penetrated into the vault‑like tunnel. The tremendous noise of the hurricane she had been exposed to moments before seemed to recede as she made her may ever further into the vault. Indeed, it was not long before the fear she had felt at the terrific force of the wind and rain was replaced by wonder at the nature of this magical passageway in under the vegetation!


Soon not even the slightest swaying movement was visible in the vegetation about her. The sound of gale and thunder sounded ever feebler in the tunnel. Belle was surprised to feel the floor. It was like a carpet made of strange moss‑like material. It was quite soft to the touch of her bare feet!


However, there now appeared to be less glow‑worms and darkness grew in intensity. Belle was forced to make her way over to the tunnel wall in search of some form of guide to feel her way along. To her amazement her hand bumped into what to all intents and purposes appeared to be a velvet covered wall railing! 


V clung on to the railing for dear life. She edged further forward. There was no going back! Soon her foot reached what seemed to be some kind of sill or stone threshold. She stepped up on to it and a fresh flower-scented air caught her face. It seemed to be coming from below. Indeed, on stepping forward, Belle now realised that there were steps leading down before her. Could it be a way of escape?


This comforting thought made Belle resolve to carry on. Then, after thirty or forty tentative steps, Belle started to hear a strange drum rhythm from below. It made her feel quite strange, quite exhilarated. Her bare feet began to take two steps at a time, especially as she now saw more glow‑worms shining down beneath her. It was not long before she emerged in a large round chamber decorated with magnificent plush carpets and magnificent frescoes on the walls. Large ghostly stalactites and stalagmites decorated the whole chamber. What could it be?


At the far end of the chamber there was what appeared to be a large steamy subterranean lake. It was probably of volcanic origin because its water appeared to be near boiling point. The lake had small round stepping stones leading out across the steamy water. Were they man‑made? They led off into a cavern‑like passageway beyond. Belle investigated the chamber, but the sudden silence into which the entire grotto had fallen ‑the drums had suddenly ceased to roll‑ made her feel nervous. Not being able to find the exact set of steps she had come down originally ‑ the chamber had at least twenty such staircases leading down to it ‑ she instinctively felt it best to make her way to the stepping stones and look for a way out across the water. Maybe it led to the sea! But just as she was about to leap from the third to the fourth of these shiny steppingstones, the light in the vault suddenly faded altogether! 


There she was standing naked on a stepping stone in a piping hot cavern lake, with no light! She could neither jump forward nor risk moving back. Belle dropped onto her haunches and ventured a brave finger down towards the water. She could not even bring it near the surface without burning herself! For the first time she now began to think that there was nothing accidental about everything that was happening. A terrible thought began to invade her young head: far from being an escape route to help her get away from the clutches of the Cult, might this not be the overture for a new episode in her suffering?

                      * * * * * * * * * *


V had not been stranded on the stepping stone for five minutes before things started to happen in the cavern setting before her. Firstly, dim light reappeared in the cavern. It was a strange blue light that revealed a strange seat‑like contraption that had appeared to one side of the chamber. On the other side there appeared to be a large ark, fully six foot in length. It lay on top of a magnificent regal platform. Belle was sure she had not seen them before! 


Suddenly Belle heard steps coming down one of the staircases. After what seemed like an eternity, two helmeted Priestesses appeared at one of the staircases opposite her. Belle had not heard them coming. Nor could she make out their identity. For one moment she harboured hopes that they might not have actually seen her. Or that maybe they had nothing to do with the Cult... Wishful thinking! For soon she saw the cult marks on their robes. Belle sneaked a glance behind her, wondering whether the new light might enable her to scurry across the remaining steppingstones on into the lake, away from danger! But to her astonishment all stepping stones other than the one she stood on had mysteriously slipped down into the boiling waters!


The two Priestesses made straight for the bank opposite the stone Belle was standing on. As they approached her, the two stepping stones between Belle and the bank mysteriously grew out of the water again. One of the women bade Belle return to the chamber floor. Given her position of disadvantage, Belle obeyed without a struggle. Indeed, she was pleased to be able to get away from that vaporous perch out in the piping‑hot lake!


The Priestesses now removed their helmets. Belle was pleased to see it was Hymena and Vulva! Hymena Belle had not seen since her arrival on Lesbia. Nor, indeed, had Belle seen Vulva for many moons. But despite Belle’s smiles, neither of them showed any emotion on seeing her nor indeed were they in the least communicative. They had expressionless mask‑like looks on their lovely faces; faces that were painted with intriguing ceremonial patterns. Belle noticed from the slight movement of their lips and a strange hypnotic expression in their eyes that they seemed to be under the effect of some drug. They seemed to be reciting monotonous litany‑like prayers under their breath... There was something distinctly ritualistic and mysterious about their behaviour. They were certainly not the expressive warm women Belle had once known. But at least they did not seem angry with her. A little forceful, maybe. But not unduly aggressive.


The two women took Belle by the hand, one on either side, and gently escorted her across to the strange seat‑like contraption. As they approached it, Vulva suddenly smiled at V. But it weas not her old warm motherlike smile. Then she murmured something in a voice that was not hers: "Our darling girl! We knew your instinct would bring you here! Gale or no gale! This was the final test! We always knew you were the chosen one. Our darling Escolliata!!"


V's eyes opened wide with foreboding as she again heard that fatal word: Escolliata. And that condescending tone of voice! It filled her once again with the sickening repulsion she had felt on being goaded, manipulated and pampered by the perverse Cult's womenfolk! 


V was taken towards the strange seat. She was made to sit before being strapped into it. Then the seat was swung back and Belle’s spectacular legs made to rise into the air. The two Priestesses took one slender foot each, stripped them of footwear and attached them to leather support fittings. This strange position forced her legs apart. Her tender thighs were spread  and her sex was left fully exposed. Belle could not move! She was then swung back into a sitting position.


Then the two Priestesses lit perfumed tapers and placed them in china jars about the ceremonial seat. Their smell soon became quite arousing! They then set about combing Belle’s marvellous blonde hair. When they had finished, they lightly sprayed Belle with the most provocative perfume she had ever smelt. They then made Belle drink from a glass vial they had produced from a niche behind the strange ark. Belle could not protest. She just had to obey. Something in the atmosphere compelled her to do so... 


Not many minutes had gone by when Belle noticed that the liquid that she had been administered was beginning to have a delightfully hypnotic effect on her. It made her swoon with a marvellous heady sensation, concentrating her mind and senses ‑ as if mesmerised ‑ on the mysterious ceremonial ark not twelve paces away from her... It exerted a tremendous fascination on her. What on earth could it contain?


V's heartbeat started to race in time with the drum beat that again started to sound from the depths of the cavern as the light faded once more to a low glow... The two Priestesses now began a ritual chant. They slowly began to describe circles around the ark with strange dipping and bobbing movements typical of the dances Belle had seen on Lesbia since her arrival! But what was this present ceremony aimed at she thought between alternate bouts of panic and swooning?


Then the distant drums suddenly started a different, more compelling beat which became slowly louder. The two Priestesses waited tensely. Then a sudden flash of intense light was seen ‑ could it have been lightning from the typhoon outside? It broke into the large cavern accompanied by a terrific clap of thunder! At that moment, Vulva ‑her eyes wide with expectation‑ moved over to the ark. She proceeded to rest her hands on it. She pronounced some indecipherable words. The only ones Belle recognised were "Dilda" and "Fertili Femini".


The drums rolled even louder with a strangely evocative rhythm. Then a strange rumbling noise was heard. It was coming from the ark. Its lid began to lift! Then, once it had been removed by powers Belle could not imagine, the naked body of a truly beautiful woman came into sight. Belle needed no one to tell her. Such divine beauty could only be that of Dilda herself! 

                      * * * * * * * * 


Dilda was absolutely stunning. Long golden hair, marvellously sculptured cherry‑tipped breasts, wide hips, smooth thighs and a glorious sex! Her face too was of a serene unfathomable beauty. Her flawless skin had a special golden hue to it. The two Priestesses bowed down in worship before her. They had only seen Goddess Dilda once in their lives. That had been at the last Fertili Femini Ceremony to have been successfully performed. Or so it had seemed, for no offspring had been forthcoming as the Cult had hoped.


That had been one hundred and sixty‑eight moons before. But that opportunity to seek an Heiress for the Lesbia cult had been lost. On that occasion the young virgin exposed to the Ceremony had been blamed for not attaining fertilisation. She was accused of not carrying out her La Moyène preparation with enough verve. In accordance with the Cult ritual, her two breasts had been cut off and her throat slit with the sacred Lesbia sacrificial dagger. That had all occurred when the two women were much younger. Eighty four moons before no virgin with the right qualities had been found in any of the countries where the Cult had communities in Europe. The ceremony had not even been performed. Now another opportunity was at hand. The whole cult was on tenterhooks after all those years' wait.

  



* * * * * * * * * * *

Once the chamber has become silent again, the two Priestesses moved forward, their heads still bowed down in devotion of the prostrate Goddess. One of them bore a small flask. It contained the life‑giving monkey musk, a liquid secreted by male baboons in the mating season. Vulva ever so gently raised the flask above Goddess Dilda and spoke some mysterious ceremonial words. Belle could just see Dilda's eyes flickering in the cavern light. Then Priestess Vulva neared the flask to Dilda’s body and poured the contents right onto Dilda's Venus mound! 


At first there seemed to be no reaction. But then a strange vapour began to rise up from the Goddess's sex! What in heaven's name could it be? Belle strained her eyes to see what was going on. Then something happened which shocked Belle to the quick. The Goddess slowly began rising out of the Ceremonial ark. She was the most beautiful woman she had ever laid eyes on. Lovely shapely shoulders and breasts, beautiful golden face and hair. Rich jewellery on ears, neck, fingers and wrists. She was clearly a Goddess. Something in her expression made that quite clear. 

Then, as the Goddess' body came fully into view, Belle saw something which completely startled her. To her amazement, Belle now saw a strange object beginning to unfurl between the Goddess's legs! At first it was but a button. But then it seemed to unfurl and grow like an erotic bulb. Soon it became strangely snakelike. Indeed, Belle for one moment thought that maybe Vulva had spilt a small snake into the lap of the beautiful woman. But no! The thick and slithery snake actually seemed to be attached to her! As if it were an organ projecting from her own flesh and blood!


As Belle was now beginning to confirm, Goddess Dilda definitely had something of a God about her. For incredibly, a magnificent phallus now rose up between her smouldering thighs! Belle’s first thought was to wonder if she were permanently fitted with that marvellous appendage. Or had it been brought on ‑so to speak‑ by the administration of the monkey musk? Belle could have sworn that her first glimpse of the Goddess's hairless body had been met by the view of a body fully female... Could it be that the magical male monkey potion had caused her clitoris to develop out into that fine male appendage, so much thicker and longer than she had seen on any male of the human species?


The two High Priestesses withdrew in triumph to one side. Now they were quite sure that the Ceremony was under way, that Dilda had been suitably equipped for the Ceremony as she had failed to be in years. They soon left as discretely as they had come, backing to one of the stairways that led off the chamber. As was their tradition, they were to leave Goddess and victim to their own devices. Goddess Dilda was not to be disturbed in the sacred task of providing an Heiress for the Cult! They also knew there was nothing more they could possibly do for the incredible Act that to all extents and purposes seemed about to be performed.

 * * * * * * * * * *


The figure that now rose up before Belle was something quite beyond words. Something so terrifically sexual in every sense that Belle could not take her eyes off it, whatever sex it was. For although Dilda was indeed the true epitome of female beauty, she was nonetheless equipped with the most formidable male instrument Belle had ever laid her lovely eyes on. There was something distinctly ceremonial about all Dilda's movements. She had risen up and taken up a position before the recumbent Belle like a predator before its victim... for victim Belle certainly was in that vulnerable position, with no possible escape.


The strange thing about Dilda ‑thought the awe‑stricken V‑ was that there were no signs of her previous hibernation visible on her face or body. Nor in her lithe movements. No wrinkles, no cobwebs, no dust. Just the most wondrous sexual creature ever created. She had emerged out of her dormant state like... like a lithe leopard ready for the kill. A leopard that now stood before its first prey in an eternity. Only it was not prey for nutritional purposes. No. It's purpose was to be quite different...


 As Belle observed her, utterly mesmerised ‑half in a state of in dreadful awe and half in shocked admiration‑ the thoughts of her long preparation period on Lesbia slowly came back to her: the long often painful ceremonies; the Cult and its female followers; her isolation on La Moyène; the cove where the strange rod had so brutally made her sex more supple, more flexible for bizarre forms of sex she couldnot have dreamed possible back in London. She obsessively went over those endless movements to make her body blossom into full maturity, which indeed it had! The cruel mountain phallus that had ejaculated into the sky before her very eyes. The sizeable replica of the phallus that had rudely sunk its head into her sweet anus. The endless exercises she had had to carry out. The sirens. The session at which her sex had been shaved by cruel Phallope. The words the evil siren had said regarding the removal of her pubic down: "It can only serve as a hindrance. It shall only encumber the Act you are to be experiencing soon! With the electrifying ritual you'll be exposed to, it'd only smoulder away into thin air! Now you'll be truly ready for our smooth Goddess!" Now she saw why they referred to a smooth Goddess, for her beautiful pinkish vulva was quite shinny and hairles. Then she remembered the instructions Vulva had given her by way of the orb: "During the day you are to make ready, to open up your fertility, to build up your sexual appetite and intake capacity."


V instinctively knew that all that gestation process had been designed for an encounter with Dilda. And Dilda was there, right before her now! The Act Phallope and Vulva had constantly made reference to over the past months of preparation and sacrifice was to be performed here and now! Belle’s fertility had indeed been opened up specifically for this Ceremony. Her sexual maturity had been made ready to coincide with the passing of the sacred typhoon, the mysterious day that occurs only once in seven year cycles; the day on which Goddess Dilda was to emerge from her dormant state, her sacred sexual powers concentrated for one fleeting sexual encounter after arousal by the magical baboon semen!


This, then was the Cult's major sacrament. The moment the whole Lesbia community had been awaiting. The Cult challenged all known laws of nature and performed the sacred rite of sexual reproduction without the participation of menfolk. This was the essence of the Lesbia religion. And Belle was the holy vessel that was to bear their Goddess's mysterious seed! Belle was the Lesbia escolliata who was to supply the Cult with new offspring! A sacred baby girl to supplant Dilda when her own maturation process were in turn complete, in years to come. And Belle was the femini fertili ‑ the innocent female due to receive the Goddess's vintage seed in her dear womb ‑ thus enacting a unique sacred rite: fertilisation among females! 

* * * * * * * * * *


Dilda feasted her avid eyes on the marvellous specimen of sacrificial virgin that she had been tributed with. As at previous Ceremonies, the lovely naked victim had been pegged out before her. The crucial thing was to know if the penis between her divine legs was to become erect. Or if it were to remain unmoved by the prey it was being offered, as had indeed occurred before. At best it only achieved erection and ejaculation once every eighty four moons, during the climax of the Holy Typhoon. But erection ‑nor indeed copulation‑ could not be achieved with any girl or any young woman the Cult offered her. The victim presented to her had to be fully to her fancy.


And yes! This was quite obviously the case now! For the magnificent organ was slowly rising up to quite an amazing state: the wings of the glans were filling out with excited blood and its maroon stem was becoming hungrily bloated from the base upwards. And the tip, yes the tip! It was quite the most disturbing sight Belle’s young eyes had ever come into contact with! Never had the Goddess's male appendage been seen to get so aroused! 


Dilda seemed to take in great gulps of air through her divine nostrils. As if to get the scent of her young female lover. She could barely hold back and let out great sighs of excitement, worked up by Belle’s irrepressible venereal odours. She walked majestically over to the young girl, the immense organ bouncing this way and that between her thighs. She then placed her hand on her pert breast. Belle started bucking up and squirming to free her hands and legs from their shackles and avoid the Goddess's advances. But it was no good. She was well and truly immobilised! Dilda looked down in triumph. Yes! This was truly the most lovely creature that her followers had ever brought before her in her sacred layer. There was to be no doubt about it today. Conditions had never been so good for copulation and fertilization to occur. Goddess Dilda had never felt so exhilarated, so sexually wanton! Belle was bringing her to the brink of exaltation! And things were only just starting!


Goddess Dilda now rose up onto her toes, manoeuvred her body conveniently into position above Belle and slowly inched her precious body forward. It was as if the weight and momentum of her great phallic appendage were actually toppling her forward. The tip of her immense glans bumped along the surface of Belle’s thighs and crashed against the damp Venus buffer that crowned those marvellous legs. Dilda started to utter a strange humming sound that showed her obvious ecstatic state as she played with the precious creature beneath her, a creature that had been tethered down for her like a lamb for slaughter. Belle too could not help looking up into the imposing woman's painted eyes! 

Then it happened! The great phallus touched her outer lips. Although it could easily have slipped into her well oiled sex, the bisexual Godess played with her for a good while.V thought she was going to explode! Indeed, to feel the breath of the Goddess on her cheek and her sizeable sex right at the door of her own sex ‑ ready to break asunder the flimsy hymen ‑ produced a feeling in her beyond description. It was a moment she had been unconsciously preparing for over such a long and intense period. A period that had changed her whole life. And now it was actually about to happen! She was to lose her virginity and was be coupled to a love Goddess inexplicably provided with a male sex for the event! And a truly sizeable contraption it was at that!
* * * * * * * * *


Dilda, aware of the need to fully satisfy her victim's desires to enhance the probability of fertilization ‑ for she was mistress in the arts of love ‑ now leant over to one side of her victim to rub the rutted outer edge of the imposing phallus along the outer edges of Belle’s vulva. After a good while she lovingly concentrated her attentions on the other side. Meanwhile she stroked and kneaded Belle’s glorious breasts with fine hands and whispered indecipherable words of desire and wanton lechery into her ears, first one, then the other. Faster and faster she ranted, heaving the full weight of her divine body up and down upon V's, their superb breasts clashing like rams' heads at each renewed thrust! But still no penetration was to be brought about to relieve the young woman! PENETRATION

Despite her initial repulsion, Belle was working up to the most overwhelming orgasm she had ever experienced! And still penetration had not occurred! But in her hectic state of tortured excitement, Belle had somehow found a moment for lucidity: she suddenly realised that without La Moyène and the long preparatory sessions under Vulva's command, it would have been clearly impossible for her to accommodate such a monstrous penis into her own modest sex!


The Goddess's ejaculation was a truly voluptuous affair. She started to buck and copiously anoint the sweet girl's sex with rich squirts of life‑giving semen! The last throes of her orgasm did not conclude for at least a quarter of an hour. Belle was invaded with quarts of semen that had been nurtured in a woman's body ‑ and not in that of a man ‑ over the course of many years! That was the incredible thing about it! 


Streams of rich sperm were now penetrating into every seam of Belle’s genitals, nurturing every gland, invading every nook and cranny, flooding every receptacle encountered! It was a fertilization rite that no man would have been capable of accomplishing with the religious devotion Dilda was showing. And what about the seed? Such anointment! Generous, endless torrents of life‑giving sperm! Such complete fertilisation of a young mate! A mate of the same sex! And yet complete loving in every sense. Loving that only a woman may give to another woman!

* * * * * * * * * * *


Dilda had unleashed her seven‑year load of rich sperm into her pupil's vagina in a rite that may only be defined as divine. And after the Act of Copulation, for hours she licked Belle’s sex with endless attention, indeed forcing her to further indescribible orgasms! But this was nothing compared to the endless orgasms afforded by further invasions of Belle’s sex by the Goddess's divine sex over seven days and seven nights! The time it had taken that year's extraordinary typhoon to unleash all its fury on the Lesbian Isles them against the rising waters. But it seemed impossible that all of them coul.
Epilogue

The typhoon registered that year in the Caribbean region had had effects hitherto unimaginable to the Central American authorities. Thousands of souls had been lost. Hundreds of ships sunk. Aid had been sought from many countries. 


It had been an English ship headed from Jamaica that had dropped anchor off a strange isle. Captain Lesley had wondered if HMS Rescue had not blown off course during the rescue and damage evaluation operations. For there appeared no island whatsoever on the ship's map at this particular point. The only survivor that had been found on the island was a strikingly beautiful blonde girl, the name and origin of which there was no way of discovering, dumbstruck as she was. Oddly enough, she had had no clothes on when they found her, a circumstance that was however put down to the surprise effect of the terrible storm. There being no women aboard, she had had to be given sailor's dress for the long trip back to England. On the whole journey she had failed to utter one word...


Lots of bodies had been found on that particular island. Again it was strange because despite the large quantity of oddly dressed and ‑indeed‑ naked girls that lay dead in groves and fields, no men at all had been found. Captain Lesley thought that they had maybe fled in the storm. Or maybe they had been swept off the dikes in the marsh polders in their attempt to reinforce d have been killed in the typhoon... Who could know exactly what strange goings‑on this mysterious island might have been witness to? 


It was when his men encountered a strange palace‑like building in the middle of the forest that his suspicions had begun to be confirmed. Its very architecture was quite out of place. And what remained of the frescoes and other decorative ornamentation on its walls and ceilings was strange to say the least. Indeed, quite strangely erotic he had thought. He deemed it better not to mention a word of his discoveries on returning to Europe. Who would believe that there was a haven of Lesbian worship in the middle of the Caribbean at a point there was no island plotted on the map? He would surely be taken for a madman.


This resolution he made even firmer when, after weeks of windless voyage in the North Atlantic, the beautiful blonde girl had started to suffer from early morning sickness. The ship's doctor had had no doubts about it from the start. The mysterious beauty was indeed pregnant. What was to trouble the Captain's mind for the rest of his days was the following question: how in heaven's name had she reached this condition on an island devoid of menfolk?
