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Initiation
Ten nights later the ship was cutting its way across the moonlit sea. The damp Atlantic breeze buffed into the sad girl's cabin making her lovely hair waver ever so gently over her proud glistening face. Through the porthole could be seen the moon arched powerfully up -fully bloated and saffron-yellow in colour- piercing the warm mauve-tinted sky. She lay in her silk nightdress half covered by the ship's smooth sheets. Her perfectly shaped head was supported on a white lace cushion which clashed with the cascade of beautiful chestnut hair that lay across it. The tip of the top sheet fell against her slender neck and upper chest. Under the sheet, and as she breathed, Belle's firm and pointed breasts proudly rose and fell on her wonderfully contoured chest. She slept as if in a shallow dream and began to stir, her lythe thighs and hips rising and drawing the sheet to one side revealing her shiny ribcage and gorgeous breasts. Her dream was being haunted by a hollow banging sound, like that of a door in some remote quarter of the ship.

In her dream the image of Lord Ascott's swishing cape and his cruel depraved facial factions raced into her view. How she had hated him! How she had turned away from his first arrogant passes! She had found no one to confide in, no one to share her terrible anguish with as the lecherous aristocrat proceded with his ceaseless advances on her. And when she had finally refused to dance with him at the yearly Harley Street ball (her half-brother was a prestigious doctor), she had seen that perverse wounded look come across his terrible face. From his intent expression, she had immediately known that something terrible would happen. Again and again in her dream she saw his ominous figure following her down the long passage to the powder room. Again and again she felt the sweat come on as she began to panic. Her rush to the lock, the foot in the door. It all came back to her in the dream. The terrible threat. The aristocrat's torrid breath on her face. His pawing hands feverishly unlacing her bodice... and finally the arrival of her half-brother. What a relief! Or so she thought at first...

Of course Lord Ascott had not been prosecuted or anything like that. Too good a family. And with the terrible rumours that had got around it had in the end been Belle who had had to leave. What an injustice! This was the consequence of not having the right-coloured blood, of being a mere foster child. Perhaps the fact she was of Polish-French extraction, with nothing but her amazing beauty as credentials, made things worse. "All French girls are sluts anyway" she had overheard people saying thereafter... And then again she saw his terrible smirking face. This time at her step-father's office. 

No arrangement had been reached. No satisfaction obtained. And indeed, Lord Ascott had somehow managed to make it look as if it had been her that had flirted with him all through the ball, as if it were she who had contrived to arrouse his libido, to bring him on. Her body now began to run with sweet-scented sweat. Her head began to sway from side to side. She was to be sent away. Punished! Framed by this perverted sadist! Again she saw his leering mouth calling her, his scathing eyes! 

But just then she sat up her eyes wide with awe. She lay still as if listening. She thought she could hear someone calling her name from afar. She thought it might still be the effects of the nightmare. On listening more carefully, however, she could only make out the distant throbbing noises of the ship's engines, the creaking sound of the main mast thrust up into the billowing sails and the gentle lapping of the phosphorescent waves on the hull.

But then, after a few seconds' suspense she slowly became aware of another deeper sound. She suddenly realized that it was this deeper sound that had disturbed her! It was this disturbing sound that had awoken her from her terrible dream and left her in this state of nervous excitement. Metal thuds knocking from the heart of the ship. What could they be? A mixed feeling of unease and unsurmountable curiosity was gnawing at her will to stay put. She had to seek the origin of those strange and tantalizing sounds! What could they be?

She rose and tied her lace night dress around her slender neck. The slim cotton fabric drew tighter over her throat and shoulders and she brushed her beautiful hair away from the bodice to tie the lace bows over her enticingly pert breasts. She proceeded to the door and looked out into the corridor. Seeing no one about, she closed her cabin door behind her and trod gently down the corridor which was lit by swaying petrol lights. She was barefoot but something kept her walking - as if sleepwalking - relentlessly on towards the stairs. She went stealthily down to a lower deck where the knocking sound increased. She now thought it might be a blacksmith mending gear. It didn't seem a likely time for someone to be working and she feared for a moment that there might be danger for everyone aboard. And all the crew seemed to be asleep. She began to feel deeply disturbed. 

One deck further down, after crossing a huge forbidding hold, she caught sight of what looked like a large gaping hole in the plankwork. She drew close to the rim. From down below there seemed to issue a sound like deformed devlish laughter. She listened harder. No, of course! It was neighing! The race horses! She peered down into the great black void. It took her time to get used to the dark, but soon, in the gloom, she was struck by a haunting sight. Now she understood the strong but not unattractive smell of animals that pervaded through the ship!

Down below, in the twilight, she could see a row of huge distraught and steaming black stallions! At the other end of the hold there stood a marvellous young mare, tied apart. The frenzied stallions were bashing their heavy hooves against the plank floor causing clouds of saw-dust and splinters of oakwood to be poured into the ill-lit dank atmosphere. They were bucking their shining torsos into the air and slamming kicks into each others' flanks. Their rope ties were not permitting very much movement but enough momento to cause great bleeding wounds to one another. Belle - her eyes wide with awe and fascination - stared down at the powerful animals as if transfixed by a Dantesque vision.

She was becoming accustomed to the roaring noise and the neighing when suddenly something else caught her attention in the chaos below. There, huddled in silence in a dark corner of the hold were a mass of human figures staring up at her. The slaves! The sudden thought that these folk were being transported to America in the same hold as large excited horses somehow horrified her. But before she could react, she suddenly heard running steps and shouts on the deck above her. To her horror she realized someone was actually clambering down the very steps she had just used to come to the hold. She had no way of getting back to her cabin without being seen!

She was now beside herself with fear. She quickly made her way to the ladder that led down the shaft hole to where the horses and the slaves were and climbed down into the black hole. Once she had got down, she made her way through massive coils of rope to the other side of the hold where there were bales of packed hay. She managed to find a cleft between two piles and slithered as best she could into the tiny space. It was just big enough to fit a lythe young woman's body. Squirming in, she winced in pain as the rough straw points stabbed through her delicate silk nightdress into her firm young breasts. She put up her hands to defend the exposed nipples. She was in such distress she had hardly noticed that the seamen had pounced down into the hold. Luckily they had not noticed her presence. Had the slaves?

"For Christ's sake" said one seaman. "These friggin' horses are going to kick a hole into the keel!"

"What in hell's name's got into 'em?" shouted another excitedly. "Must be 'em bloody slaves what's upset 'em"

"Naa! It's that mare."

"What are ya talking abat?"

"Come on stupid. It's the first time we've 'ad trouble and it's the first time we've brought a mare over on the run."

"Yeah. It's probably her time of the month and that. And 'em stallions are ready for anything".

"Christ yes! Look at 'em wounds they've  got. They've kicked each other silly. The company's going to get it for this. In Philadelphia they'll be wanting to know what happened to them race horses. Call the mate!"

Meanwhile a sailor very close to Belle's anxious hiding-place was calling the others over to have a look at the beautiful mare. He pointed at the beautiful chestnut mare that was obviously on heat. Her eyes were flashing. The sailor brought his lamp up to the proud beast. Great streams of frothy lubricant liquids were ouzing from her jet black vulva, and her thick tail swished from side to side, flicking the swarms of mobbing flies off her sentitive pink vulva lips.

"Hey blimee! I'm not surprised the buggers've got so het up. That there looks as good for a wee dunking as ever hot chocolate did for wee biscuit fingers!" Said the Scotsman with the lamp.

"Jesus. What a giant wet pussy!"

"What? Reminds yer of the Mrs. back in Accra does it? Ha ha ha"

"Or the hussies back in Mozambique!"

"Just the same scent too. Bloody animals!"

Just at that moment a brute of a man with a vile scar on his chin and cheek, came muttering down the ladder. It was the mate. The other seamen seemed scared of this man. He dragged his feet over the matted straw towards the stallions.

"Jesus Christ! There's the best part of a thousand quid's worth of damage here! And no chance of 'em tempering down!"

"It's the full moon Sir" Ventured another excitable Scotsman. "Tomorrow they'll be calmer”.

"Full moon my foot! Take a look at that mare over there, son. And the others might go on heat any day!"

"Yeah. And with ten days to Lacalle, it'll be good fun every night keeping the randy buggers in order!"

Suddenly the mate issued his verdict: "They'll just have to be wanked off, that's all!" A shocked awkward silence fell on the company. "Come on lads. Anybody'd say you'd never heard the word. As if you didn't do yerselves off every night! Ha ha ha!". He continued: "And don't look so sheepish about it. It's the only Goddam way to steam them down a bit. I'll go up and tell the Captain about the damage that's done".

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

No sooner had the mate gone up the ladder to the next deck than one of the sailors barked out: "Well, don't know about you lads, but I'm not going anywhere near 'em studs". 

"Me neither!" snapped another.

"Tell you what. Let's get 'em darkies to do the dirty work. Should make quite a spectacle."

"Yeah, right!" Several of the rough sailors picked their way through the bales and crates to where the slaves lay chained together. They unlocked the chain that pinned the womenfolk together, and picked out the youngest and prettiest among their number. Some girls, that were to be sold in Pennsylvania as whores for the officers at Westpoint, had already been singled out for their marked prettiness and well-sculptured features. "I don't know what condition you'll be getting to them military boys lassie," said one soldier yanking one girl up to her feet, "but it's your job'em stallions don't kick each other any more. So get across there".

The mulatto and black Venerebata girls, hand-chosen among the tribes of the wild Venera peninsula in Sierra Leone, were known for their beautiful features and -yes- for their great sexual vigour. They were often known to come close to nymphomania, taking endless sessions of intercourse from any amount of their considerably well furnished menfolk. Their race, much marked by the cross between tall slim African hunting stock and athletic nomadic folk, made for quite the finest female physiques Belle had laid her young eyes on. 

Most of the tall girls had no more apparel on than what had once been colourful skirts and clinging white blouses that pronounced the contours of their startlingly beautiful young bodies. Belle could see full ripe breasts peak out from proud chests and a look of proud defiance in their large white eyes as they were bullied across the hold. Some of them even had to be hauled across the splintered floor, some shoved along on all fours to where the great sweaty studs stood, curiously still now, their vast heads turned back to observe the sudden activity behind them. Their vast wide bloodshot eyes were just visible to Belle through the narrow gap in the straw piles.

The seamen then roughly threw the girls in under the panting nostrils of the stallions and one of them yelled out primitive instructions in Venerabata language. Several of the girls, from the look of horror in their eyes, seemed terrified at what was being said. They began to moan and search around for escape. But most of them feared the seamen's blows even more than the nervous thumping of the studs on the planks, and soon edged in under the horses' bellies as they had been commanded. Further yells from the seaman forced the girls into taking the excited members into both their hands and begin to rub their thick leathery poles to and fro. They were to force out the rich horse-semen that was clearly bursting to escape from those great hoary testicle sacks. At first they moved reluctantly and fearfully but the seaman's commands made them stroke the rubbery poles ever more forcefully. The giant loose foreskins began to slide up and down, throbbing in galloping anticipation as the girls conducted the lewd ceremony.

One girl, however, an exceptionally shapely Venerebata girl with long black hair and marvellously-contoured legs, made no move. Belle looked concernedly across at the beauty. She really was the finest specimen. By the attitude the other girs had towards her, and the anguish on the face of the menfolk, this particular girl, more finely dressed than the others, appeared to be of nobler stock. A princess maybe? Just to look at the gorgeous young woman made even the innocent Belle feel a strange pang in her breast. And then... then... a warm inexplicable glowing feeling in lower belly region. As the girl turned her head away from the rude sailors, Belle's breath was caught by her wondrous facial beauty. Sleek sloping eyes with dazzling whites. Lovely lips and a fine regular nose. What a beauty!

However much they shouted and threatened her, she defiantly refused to grab hold of the juddering penis swaying inches above her beautiful proud head. She had been thrown in under the stallion closest to Belle, only a matter of inches away from her. But she refused to participate in the depraved operation and spat on the floor as the men struck her round the shoulders and slender neck with slack rope. 

The seamen seemed split about what to do. They were shouting at each other. One of them seemed to repudiate his mates' behaviour. It was not long before the leader of the group confronted him and after an exchange of vicious insults, struck him violently to the deck with a blow of his great gloved fist. The injured sailor cowered away into the dark vaults at the end of the deck while dabbing at his left eye.

Then at the leader’s orders, four other seamen rudely grabbed the Venerebata beauty by her arms and pulled her to her feet. They yanked off her beautiful rainbow-coloured gown revealing white native undergarments only fit for a Princess. Although she did her utmost to defend herself, they pulled the native bra off full pointed breasts that sprang free in the squirmish. They then yanked off her slip. Her beautiful body was revealed for all to see! 

Belle stared incredulously at the scene before her. The beauty of the noble Venerebata girl quite astounded her. She could not tear her eyes away from her breasts. They were proud and bouyant, even larger and firmer than those of the other womenfolk. They swung this way and that in the struggle and the narrow waist that sloped away beneath her barely discernible though heaving ribcage before splaying manificently out to her shapely hips and lythe athletic legs. Gradually her eyes trailed down though she felt it sinful to stare at another girl's sex, especially that of a strikingly lovely girl. As a princess, her down had been completely shaved off revealing sofft pinkinsh vulva lips.  What astounded her was the sight of her quite distinct clitoris peeping through the folds of her vulva lips.  Truly a body to be offered to a prole-seeking African Prince. But Belle thought in horror that another fate was now awaiting this wondrous beauty!

As she stared in awe at the scene, Belle realised that her own pink and blue negligée was now drenched with the moisture that was beginning to cascade down her neck and shoulders. Her beautiful rich chestnut hair, dampened by the sweat, smarted on her cheeks and shoulders. But forgetting her own discomfort, her eyes once again set on the Venerabata girl's gloriously sculptured torso and those loins that proudly rose and fell as she tried to struggle free of the wretched seamen's groping paws. How beautiful she was and how terrible her lot! 

It was just as Belle was about to blurt out her disgust at their bullying of the poor girl that she caught sight of something that completely took her breath away. No! It couldn't be! The girl was wearing a silver insignia on her slim ring finger. It seemed to be identical to the one the nun had given her just seven weeks before. Belle observed it breathlessly and saw that instead of an emerald on the pole it had a small ruby. What could this all mean?

Just then the men took hold of the Venerebata beauty again. With groping hands they dragged her towards the panting horse. Belle did not know whether to call out in horror or keep still and just pray that what seemed inevitable would not - could not - happen! She just had to stiffle her outrage! God knew what could happen to her if she herself were found by those lecherous perverts, quite beyond themselves in their frenzied lust!

Just then the other seamen started kicking and pummelling the stallion's hind legs for some reason. Belle realized that they were trying to force the great black horse into a sitting position. It soon crashed down heavily on the plankwork only to try and scramble back up again onto its feet. But the men clamped it down and tethered its head to a wooden pillar not five feet from Belle's peephole. The stallion's by now enormous swollen horse-penis was pressed upright. It resembled a cobra charmed into a squirming tower not by any unheard flute, but by the ribbing pressure of one of its heavy glistening hind legs pincering the tortured pole against its heaving belly. The spindly monster was fully twenty inches in height! A veritable leaning tower of Pisa ever thicker, ever more upright and Babel-like in appearance! Its glistening and swelling tip juddered, hungering for warm vagina, for any vagina... But... could it possibly settle for a beautiful young Venerabata girl's comparatively modest -in size at least- love passage? Surely it was impossible. Unthinkable. Unnatural. Unspeakable!

The men's rude movements and their unspeakable swearing, however, soon had the effect of diverting the stallion's attention. Suddenly it seemed to lose interest in the sexual object it had initially been stirred by. It's erection suddenly and inexplicably broke off, the great tip sagging off and drooping like an interminable glossy black hose onto the ship's wooden plankwork. Sensing victory, the Venerebata girl swivelled her head round in triumph and seemed to sneer arrogantly at the seamen who were obviously at a loss as to what to do. Her expression seemed to be one of proud female defiance. She seemed to be saying: "You see, you lechers, I'm a woman, all woman, and not a playmate for a horse!" Had she got her way?

Unfortunately, her triumph was to be short lived. Soon one of the more excited men seemed to have an idea. He took off his red neckerchief. Then he nervously went up to the mare on heat tethered across the other side of the hold. He temorously dabbed one tip of the cloth on the throbbing lips of her damp vulva. Then to the roars of his comrades, he smeared it about in the ointment with greater conviction. Immediately the rag was all soaked in a strange frothy liquor. He withdrew his rough hand just in time to avoid being struck by the mare's vicious kick. Had her hoof caught his knee, he would surely have limped for the rest of his life. The sailors hooted with laughter at the mare's ill-temper as he made his way back in triumph to the intrigued group gathered around the fallen stallion. Then, being careful to avoid the beast's vicious teeth, he tied the dripping rag around its panting snout. 

The effect that odour triggered off on the stallion was quite staggering! It was extraordinary as it was immediate! Its nostrils flared out and it let out a terrible neighing-cum-cackling sound. It began to buck frantically up again as the powerfully sexual perfume smote at the nerve-endings within his notrils and pervaded deep into his already taught nervous system. Great veins rose up on its sweat-soaked flanks and thighs. The unerrect -though nevertheless monster-sized- horse-penis now began to twitch. Ever so slowly, it began to inch its way up again from the plank floor where it had lain confused and smitten in the confusion. Oak plank chippings were to be seen speckled on the surface of the ever-taughtening rubbery foreskin. It regained part of its hardness in seconds. From the base to the head. Soon it was erect again. Indeed, a great deal larger than before. It throbbed and swooned triumphantly this way and that in the mellow lamplight, towering almost three feet above the great beast's steaming belly. What a sight! Could anything more powerfully masculine and sexually provocative be imagined, regardless of the species involved?

It was onto this increasingly stiff and extended horse-member that the sailors, roaring and swearing, were going to try and lower the terrified Venerabata girl’s sex. It was only in this manner that coupling could be approached. Two sailors grabbed either globe of her rounded bottom with rough blackened hands. They squeezed and pincered her arms lifting her high above the horse. They then held her in a squatting position above the great black animal member. Just then, in that critical moment of expectation, they seemed to become hesitant. The enormously perverse air the scene was taking on seemed to make them doubt. It was to be the lust-crazed horse that bucked them out of their doubts as the great swollen tip of his gigantic penis suddenly crashed against her delicate ankles. Sensing the presence of warm flesh, the randy stallion had neighed in mad untetherable excitement! 

Its Herculean member then did something no one had apparently been banking on. It jolted out an experimental gush of thick frothy lubricating liquid over the beautiful girl's dainty feet. Hoots of excited laughter spurted from the evil mens' throats. Then they quietened down again, aware that this was just a taste of things to come. They watched in admiring awe as the horse's sticky lubrificant welled warmly down the great penis stem from the gash that crowned the great black plug and oused down onto the pounding belly below.

The sailors involved in the lurid act now realized it hardly seemed necessary to actually lower the Venerabata girl onto the horse's member at all because, of its own accord, the penis -as if owning a mind of its own- was now slowly snaking its way up as if searching for its mysterious sexual goal. It seemed to want to investigate the marvellous naked offering that was ostensibly being delivered to it for... the very act of copulation.

The monstrous glans now rose higher and higher and soon banged heavily and insistently between her lovely calves and knees, as if avidly trying to force them apart knowing them to be the depositaries and guarantors of her virtue. The lawless phallus soared further and further up -didn't it have a limit of size, bore and length?- between her glistening thighs, thighs that now dripped with what seemed like gallons of the great heady lubricant the horse had liberally spurted all over the lower part of her body. Up and up the member rose towards her smooth satin vulva head! And the girl, beside herself with horror, did her utmost to try and yank her legs free of the sailors' groping hands. She was making a desperate attempt to pull her thighs together to stop the member's murderous advance upwards towards her very own vagina! She yanked her legs so hard and with so much desperate ardour that the men were taken by surprise and she managed to escape their hold and clamp their inside face around the vast member. 

The Venerabata girl's brave movement momentarily held up the great member's diabolical progression towards her sex. There seemed to be a moment of doubt as she managed to actually pinnion the great charging penis between her tender knees. The great member protruded proudly up above them bursting to rub itself over her thighs! It betrayed none of the doubt that had appeared in some of the men's faces, and looked sure of a kill, sure of imminent mating despite the momentary slip! The stallion neighed appreciatively as the girl's tender feet pincered its extraordinarily sensitive shaft. More gushes of lubricant paste spurted out and sloshed over the tanned upper face of her thighs. Even onto her wonderful belly and Venus mound. What a devilish sight! But despite her brave efforts, the girl could not keep up her brave reistance for long. The sailors had once again reacted and grabbed onto her lythe legs. Surely there were too many of them for her!

"Come on!" screamed one of them. "We've got to let this randy old horse have its way." And as he roared, the frenzied sailor whipped cruelly at the girl's thighs with a small cutting cane he had drawn from his belt. The girl yelled out in pain but still held her ground. But after more agonizing slashes with the cane, it all proved too much! They soon overpowered her and prized open her beautiful legs again. She was strong and healthy, hut they outnumbered her seven to one. The horse, too, had a clear notion of whose interests suited him the best!

"That'll teach her to disobey." said one thuggish sailor spitting onto the feint red marks left by the cane on her smooth stomach, round bottom and marvellous thighs. The great horse member, apparently further excited by the proceedings, was now larger than ever. It was now thicker indeed than the poor girl's glistening thigh! It suddenly jumped loose and sprang vertically upwards, jerking creamy cum onto the sailors on either side. 

"Christ! If it's not the one, it's t'other!" shouted one furious Irish sailor. "You'd tink the bleedin' 'orse would cooperate more. Who's getting the bonkin' then?" Another seaman swore as he wiped the gooey cum off his forearm. He tried to grab the enormous juddering member as it frantically crashed to and fro between the girl's thighs. But the white viscous lubricant liquid made it quite impossibly slippery. It wriggled feverishly about making it hellishly difficult for him to catch hold of it. When he seemed to have clutched it, it would slip away again. Anyway, it was so swollen now that he was unable to close both his large palms around the pulsating foreskin. He swore and tried again but it was no good. Then, summing up all his strength, he made one final lunge. He caught hold of the penis with all his might and swearing, slowly eased his hoary fingers fully around the great shaft. Then with some difficulty he pulled the great rod perilously near - indeed slap underneath - the girl's beautiful quivering buttocks!

Belle was once again struck with the heady scent of the horse's lubricant liquid. It was an incredible, unique smell. A powerful animal odour that she had never smelt before. It filled her with a mixture of disgust and yes...why not admit it? an odd heady excitement she had never before experienced. The Venerabata girl also seemed to be reeling under its powerful aphrodisiacal effect. She moaned and wriggled as if in a trance, throwing her lovely head forward, rolling her beautiful painted eyes about and trying to muffle her distressed moans. She seemed to be drugged by the powerful scent of the volatile ointment that drifted off her thighs and belly and up into her proud face and flared shapely nostrils. 

But then she seemed to come round again. It seemed to suddenly dawn on her that the vicious seamen might truly be in earnest, and might actually succeed in guiding that vast horse-penis through her defenceless loins and into her narrow love nest. They might even cause some of that fertilizing horse "milk" -intentionally or not- to work its way up her defenceless phallopian tubes! This thought made her came to. Jerking her head forward, she stared down incredulously between her legs at the sight of the great convulsing beam threateningly poised beneath her sex. Who could guess what might happen if her love haven were actually invaded by a vast pulsating male organ not meant for her own species' love passage at all...? 

To her horror, the horse managed to pull its head round and observe her. The stallion and its beautiful victim had for the first time come face to face, eye to eye! They stared at each other for what seemed like an eternity, the horse in wondrous excitement, the girl is stark terror and pain. Then she screamed out all her anguish. The stallion, far from taking pity on its victim and slackening its frantic antics, now started to buck all the more! One would have sworn that it had actually taken a lurid fancy at the prospect of fucking the beautiful young human female he had before him. But was the frantic stallion crazed by the idea of sexually possessing a human female? Or was it this very special human female that was firing off his animal libido? 

The two seamen holding astride her thighs, seeing their chance, took the opportunity to prize them still wider open, revealing her comely pink sex to the exhilarated horse beneath. The stallion, confused yet ebbing with increasing sexual excitement became even more frantic for penetration. It now openly associated the tender sex that swayed above it - and which it was actually being offered by these violent men - with the strongly arousing sexual perfume that continuosly pervaded through to its gasping nostrils from the cloth. By renewing its feverish bucking, it aimed to force its swelling member nearer to the poor Venerabata girl's vagina.

"Get 'er ready! can't you see it's not going to just slip in! Open her up for Christ's sake!" Shouted the leader of the depraved sailors.

One of the seamen placed his rough hand on the Venerabata girl's buttocks sliding it upwards over her Venus mound towards her vagina. He then felt around and began to pull apart her squirming vulva lips. He levered open the terse outer folds and curled aside the pinkish lips that nestled within them. There lay her delicious sex revealed for all to see! It was so pitifully petite, so marvellously enshrined by those soft downfree lips, so magically beautiful, so perfect in proportions. So enchantingly arousing! 

Belle had never before seen another woman's sex. But, despite her candour, she could not help staring down in awe and admiration at the sex of the girl exposed before her. The inner pinkish chamber of her mound of Venus was fully open to her view. Amazingly enough, Belle could actually see the Venerabata girl's clitoris. It was not like her own, an innocent bud no attention had yet been paid to. Instead it was full and throbbing, swollen and deep pink in colour, as if calling out for attention. Though the girl was beside herself with panic and stabbed to the quick with sickening fear, she could obviously not help herself feeling aroused by some primitive, unconfessable form of excitement. Despite her own will and despite the foreboding, her body seemed to be preparing for the worst. Preparing for the possibility of forceful coupling to a gigantic male animal. Preparing to receive a member God had not meant to invade her species' sex, but that of females of a species altogether different! Females with anatomies of a totally different scale and form! 

Her clitoris rose up trembling in the flickering light, fully half an inch above its tender frame of pinkish vulva. "Just look at her. You'd think she wasn't looking forward to being done!" laughed one astounded sailor who was now unashamedly fondling his own sizeble penis, albeit incomparably smaller than the stallion's great member.

By then the seaman holding the horse-penis had managed to control the great jerking rod and, by pushing and heaving on it, managed to pull it a little closer to the girl's sex. Her vulva lips were shiny and damp with perspiration and splashes of horse pre-cum. They shivered and pulled away through sheer anticipation and awe of the dreadful act. But however much they shoved her young body down onto the great towering penis, the seamen could not manage to force it quite in and up the young girl's tight purse.

The girl's squirming had now become more frantic as she actually felt the hectic bumps of the great steaming rod rudely knocking not against her thighs, but against her very buttocks. Against her shapely arse! The seamen holding down her bucking and writhing legs now pushed her buttocks yet further down -with renewed force- onto the great beast's obscene protuberance. But it was all to no avail. It simply would not enter her vagina! It was prevented from so doing by the huge glans that acted as a form of buffer obtuse to penetration. The sailors, exhausted, had to desist from their heaving and pushing.

The great penis, more frantic than ever, suddenly free of the pressure it had been exposed to, sprang free again and banged with a noisy slapping sound against the girl's belly and navel. One of the seaman started to half-heartedly rub the great penis onto the girl's stomach in the hope that movement might prove sufficient to bring on ejaculation. But the leader of the sailors roared out:  "Come on you cunt! We're not going to give up now! That prick's got to jack off inside her, not over her belly!". 

But just then, they all saw in wonder how a much more abundant gush of warm equine lubricant poured out of the inch-long slit that topped the great black plug. Pints of gooey sweet-scented cum now gushed up onto the girl's stomach and one particularly violent spurt even bathed the under side of both her cupped and pointed breasts before gushing down over her abdomen and belly. This seemed to give one of the sailors an idea. He reluctantly placed his hand above the spurting penis and cupped his fingers to get a sample of the treakly liquid. Sure enough, a great cascade of the pungent semen was soon tossed onto his hands. 

He then brought his hand up to his nose and sniffed at it. Its profoundly arousing smell almost made him wretch. When he'd got over the effect, he looked round nervously at the querying faces around him. Then he sneered and suddenly moved his hand down to the girl's sex, and started to rub the treakly liquid onto her squirming mount of Venus. He looked up smirkingly at his mates and eventually dared to move a jelly-covered finger or two between her swollen vulva lips. "That could do the trick." He said. "That'll help work it up her". 

Another one-eyed sailor then proceded to annoint the horse's vast blood-gorged plug-head with a great wadge of the pungent grease making the sizeable pole flash about in the flickering lamplight. The excited sailors then took up positions once again with renewed enthusiasm, some supporting her thighs -which were once again held invitingly open- another grabbing her about the waist and others forcefully pinnioning her shoulders. They heaved her up into position above the great penis once again. Then they all heaved the poor girl down onto the enormous horse sex! 

* * * * * * 

It was then that the incredible, the unspeakable, the unimaginable occurred! 

Slowly, with a great smacking and sucking sound, with the appearance of a third enormous gush of heavily scented lubrifying liquid, the great head of the horse's penis painstakingly began to squeeze its pulsating head past the threshold of her delicate vagina! With agonizing stealth, the penis shaft bending under the incredible pressure it was exerted to by the heaving sailors, the phallus slowly began to work its way through the trembling outer lips of her vagina!

The girl, now beyond herself in horror and disgust, again screamed out in agony. But this time the scream had a new horribly defeated and panic-striken air to it. The swollen jet-black tip creapt into her tiny sex, stuffing millimetre after millimetre of leathery hose into her impossibly small and virginal love passage. Exposed once more to impossible pressure, great purple veins rose up fully half an inch upon the shiny surface of the great black juddering stem. Horrified, Belle could perceive the horse's racing heartbeats pulsating through the great cock, pumping it up to an increasingly bloated and towering state. 

The prostrate horse now neighed excitedly and panted even harder. It began to struggle to lift its head to see what prey its shaft had so marvellously run into, albeit no more than one delicious inch in. But the seamen pummelled the horse's head once more until it crashed down onto the rough planks again. It was not to see the trick!

The girl, now beside herself with pain and humiliation, was openly sobbing and groaning. Gone now were her attempts at maintaining her dignity and pride. Her head rolled and her eyes squeezed out tears as she did her utmost to worm herself free of the great jabbing member right there in her sex! Her agonizing moans each time the horse rammed home -prizing her open- were the only sound to be heard in the hold apart from its increasingly hectic pants. 

As if playing out some mysterious sacred ceremony, the two coupled beings centred the attention of all in the ship's now silent hold. Many of the slave girls, no longer smitten by the sailor's whips, had stopped rubbing their assigned horse pricks now and tearfully looked on at the incredible zoophile rite taking place just before them. The other horses too seemed to calm down as if sensing that they only had a secondary part to play in this lewd ceremony. Even the black slaves that had previously shouted out their protest from their position at the far end of the hold, now became silent.

Most of the sailors not actually supporting the girl atop the horse's member stood back and gapped incredulously at the scene, as if only now fully aware of the lewd ceremony they, and only they, had sparked off. 

The stallion had now abandoned its attempts at rearing up and was now concentrating all its pent up energy into heaving its great shuddering penis into the helpless -though unspeakably proud and beautiful- female it had so wondrously been coupled to. Most of them had pulled out their penises and were masturbating before this incredible once-in-a-lifetime sight.

Soon the horse's great taught steaming belly gave signs of strange convulsive movements. It began to gently heave and pull awkwardly backwards, its pinnioned body unable as it was to give vent to any really powerful lunges in this recumbent position. But the limited movement of the huge postrate beast was more than enough to begin insinuating the great thick rubbery shaft slowly and inexorably into the poor girl's ravished passage. Greater leverage on the great beast's part -affording lunges with a greater swing- would surely have prized her fully apart!

The girl's stretched vulva lips were now beginning to take on a warm pinkish hue from the slow but relentless rubbing effect of the huge penis. The fit of the giant plug in the slender socket was as tight as could possibly be imagined. The main friction was caused by the coarse flaps of the monstrous head. First to get that great nobly bunger into the delicate vulva mouth. Then to move its rutted and ever-swelling shaft up and down the mini vagina it was inserted in. Quite a feat! Indeed, it seemed impossible even to the sailors, two or three of whom were even beginning to look away in awe as if they had had enough of a scene that had run away with them and got quite out of hand. 

Each titanic thrust was squeezing and dragging the walls of her ravished vagina inwards and outwards like a tide of leaden waters. Like forcing a deluge through a pipette, or sizeable tree-trunk down a modest hose, a vast totem into a rabbit’s den. The friction was terrific and with every hectic lunge, the horse's initial lubricants -which it had now ceased to secrete- were revealed to be quite insufficient. Despite their once generous flow, they had all evaporated away many lunges ago! This dryness was now to cause something quite dramatic to happen...

                * * * * * * * * * * *

The uneasy stallion suddenly made an awkward jerk. Quite unexpectedly. Had it been caused by an uncontrolled spasm? Whatever the cause, this movement had caused its phallus to jerk free of the poor girl's sex, now swollen and actually steaming from the intense heat caused by the rubbing friction. No! It was clearly impossible to accomodate the by now truly vast -though bone dry- horse member into such a comparatively minute human vagina! Feeling its tool free, the horse neighed madly, quite beside itself in exasperation and frustrated rage. The nerve endings of his gigantic dick were yelling out to him that they had been torn clean out of paradise! And they needed to get back there...immediately!

The agonizing ceremony was held up in the hold's poor light. The men started to swear. Belle was almost about to faint. But then, inexplicably, the horse lurched up again in hectic despair. It wasn't going to be down out on this one!

With one absolutely indescribable effort, the great horse swung its hooves up, balanced its steaming body this way and that and then flung its full weight towards the place it knew the girl's sore reeling sex lay. Its ripped its great knobby head past the vulva lips and on and in, crashing the better part of the penis’ foremost part into the gorgeous girl's loins, much deeper than before!

It was all the more cruel a jab because the Venerabata girl had actually relaxed and was not expecting this onslaught in the least. It even made one sailor wonder... had the horse actually pulled its cock out on purpose to take delight in ramming it home again all the more effectively? Belle could have sworn this was so from the fiendish cackling neigh the great brute let out on making its goal and sensing the agonized judder of his sexual victim. Little did he know what suffering the momentary parting had caused it!

                 * * * * * * * * * *

Coitus between animal and human girl, resumed once more, was a terrible sight that Belle would never be able to wipe from her young mind. That poor girl! That huge penis, now free again! Belle could not take her eyes off the huge juddering monster swaying mercilessly back and forth in the lythe tortured loins of the poor Venerabata girl. What a terrible raping attack she was being exposed to! And Belle had such a privileged if clandestine viewpoint! 

The Venerabata girl had been pierced to the quick, raped to the core by a giant cock fully five or six, maybe seven times too great in length and far too thick in circumference for her proportions! But in it all went again! The whole contraption: In and out! In and up! In and out! In and ever up! Cramming. Lnging. Filling. Piercing. Slosh. Agony. Sex. Whimper. Cry. Shout. Sream. Yell. And pant. And sigh. And rave. Pant and rave. Neigh and squish. Ram and ram. In and out! In and relentlessly out and then up and then round! In and then out! Scraping this side! That side! In and out! In and round. In and about! In and then up. And up and up and up and up and up and up and up and up and up! Up her vagina! In her vagina! Slapping her uterus! Raiding her womb! And yes. And yes. And YES! And up and up and up again. And neigh and neigh and clatter! And God! And again up. And futher UP! And stop! And PLEASE STOP! And stop! And pant. Rubbing her. No stopping. Prizing her. No stopping. Siezing her. No stopping. Splicing her. Fleecing her. Jabbing her. Stabbing her. Scortching her. Fucking her. Where it counts. In to her. Out of her. Loving her. Blowing her. Riding her. Plugging her. Killing her. Filling her. To the brim. Breaking her. Goading her. Hurting her. Emptying her. Bucking her. Sizing her. Piercing her. Wounding her. Pounding her. Knife in her! Tool in her! Prick in her! Penis in her! Horse meat! Horse spunk! Horse sperm! Horse seed! Warm seed. Skewer in her! Phallus here! Phallus there! Fucking her! Killing her! And up. And up. And round. And then up. Up to the, up to the, up to the HILT! My God! How much farther? How much longer? Semen and sex and smell and perfume and heat and agony and scream and blood and heart and beat and loads of semen and sweat and ....cum, and cum, and cum....

One giant horse's semen was bursting to get free in a small  hearth... My God! How long would it go on? How long could it go on? If only it'd come and have done! But no, there it was. It just wouldn't stop. And neigh and neigh and clatter! And God! And again up. And futher UP! Rubbing her. No stopping. Prizing her. Siezing her. Splicing her. Fleecing her. Jabbing her. Stabbing her. Scortching her. Fucking her. There where it counts. In to her. Out of her. Loving her. Blowing her. Riding her. Plugging her. Killing her. Killing her?

                   * * * * * * * 

But the horse, like the princes of the 1001 nights, seemed to have the stamina of a Kamasutra lover. It just wouldn't come, not without breaking her with agony...  And still there was no sign of the truce of ejaculation! No sign of peace for the Venerabata beauty. And neigh and neigh and clatter! And God! And again up. And futher UP! Rubbing her. No stopping. Prizing her. Siezing her. Splicing her. Fleecing her. Jabbing her. Stabbing her. Scortching her. Fucking her. There where it counts. In to her. Out of her. Loving her. Blowing her. Riding her. Plugging her. Killing her.

On each savage vicious beastly stroke, the girl's vulva lips were jolted up, and made to ride on the arching back of the penis' upper side. They glided up like a helpless rider on a bolting steed over the rutted ground of the monstrous shaft. Her vulva lips were hauled up onto the back of the great mass of horse meat, being ground and sucked and rutted and jolted by the voluptuous friction of the horse's devastating inward lunges. In and out! In and out! In and out! Would the horse never have done? Then, when the stallion would yank out its knobby shaft -God! why couldn't the great brute of a penis have been a little smoother!- those same vulva lips would again be violently torn and heaved outwards by the relentless backward motion. The girl had been forced to the unprecendented limit that only a devilish mind could construe. Surely she could be expected to take no more?

Just then, as if momentarily ignoring her agony, the beautiful Venerabata girl turned and swished back her lovely black hair, seemingly regaining some of her ravaged dignity. God knew how! Belle thought she saw a flash of spirited reaction in her lovely tear-ladden eyes. Had her pain for a moment turned to outrage and hate? Was she actually taking it? Was she going to live it out? Was she going to be mated to a horse and actually live to tell the tale? Could a woman's sex take the brunt of such terrible punishment and still aspire to dignity?

Belle soon saw that the humiliated girl was now renewing her efforts at working herself free of the sailors' clasps. Maybe she thought the men would have had enough and that her ordeal was soon to be over. That enough was enough. OK. They had had their fun making an oversized horse poke its "thing" into a lovely disobedient slave's sex, but surely... surely there was a limit to anybody's perversion! 

But to Belles dismay, the quietly blaspheming sailors were obviously not through. They wanted more. They were as attentive as ever to their intent and held the beauty firmly in position above the horse's monster penis. Its hysterical upwards bucks renewer their mad search for her lush vaginal garden, a sexual paradise it had so tightly been coupled with. Indeed, the girl's renewed movements only seemed to make the sailors intent once again on their depraved objective. They had certainly not had enough of the ceremony!

Soon they viciously forced her buttocks down onto the rearing horse meat again. With one hand under each of her thighs they gently held her bottom in place above the horse to meet each of its frenzied upward jerks, enjoying each one of its thuggish lunges as it plunged on through her defences. Though worked up, they now stared on in speechless awe as the monstrous penis head rammed on in, up to the hilt in her pink and ravaged vagina. 

Once again, despite her will to fight, the sheer pain and utter repulsion of the act were getting the better of her. The pain made her beautiful eyes roll again as if she were about to faint. She tried to struggle free but soon her weary and tortured body gave in again. Her energies were spent. She would also occasionally glance down between her thighs to stare aghast at the depraved scene of the vast animal's cock emerging from and pneumatically furrowing bcak into her wee tight sex. The cock was now lurching hectically up and piercing her to the very core. It ressembled a great third leg protruding up between her own two lovely squirming legs, as if to join them. Three stiff dark limbs squirming and trembling beneath her hips. The horse meat was actually part of her now! Her flesh had now been coupled not to a handsome Venerabata youth, but to a racehorse!

                 * * * * * * * * * * *

It was then the inevitable occurred. One great thrusting lurch of the phallus suddenly made contact with the very buffers of her fallopian tubes! There was a sickening slapping and sucking sound. The vast black knob slammed mercilessly hard into her deep and delicate uterus, the last strands of defense breaking assunder as the huge cock mercilessly crashed on several inches deeper into the poor girl's womb. The coupling was as complete as could ever have been dreampt possible! 

The unnatural scene now had an almost ceremonial air about it. A spell seemed to have been cast over all those present. A general look of expectation and incredulity had taken over from the lecherous expressions that had marked the sailors' faces until then. Some of the sailors had seen depraved scenes, but nothing that could be even remotely compared with this. In the bitterest and best-forgotten days of the past Civil War some of these men had seen war-debased Yankee officers organize depraved "beats" in Yankee-conquered Louisiana territory. Handipicked Confederate landowners' daughters -blond beauties preferably but also lovely brunettes- would be let loose and given twenty minutes to escape into the lush mangrove swamps. Then they would be cruelly and sytematically hunted down by packs of lecherous hounds unleashed by well-hung negroes -their old slaves- who would round them up and bring them back in chains to the sacked ranches, not before the hoary hounds -previously pepped up- had been rewarded with unspeakable acts on the poor girls. Then, in night-time orgies lit by the blazing buildings, they would procede to have the poor slaves rape their young defenceless "mistresses". If they refused -in cases when a spirit of revenge or sheer libido were not worked up- castration was sure to occur. They were not "worthy of their freedom", aid the loutish soldiers. Afterwards, they would always make the negroes strangle the poor girls so that tales of the crimes or lechery should never be reported. All this ceremony would be conducted in the presence of perverts willing to pay fortunes to behold the terrible crimes. 

In the War against Portugal, other sailors had witnessed one famous reprisal raid in which a pack of African eunochs had been ordered to guillotine the breasts off 5 beautiful Portuguese actresses captured on a vessel. The attrocity had been executed with a machine that had been specially construed for the unspeakable ceremony. But this was not before the beautiful girls had been sodomized and their bodies tortured and degraded. Still others had seen notched bull's members being ceremonially skewered into the anal passages of young native beauties on Haiti and Tobago. But nothing had been as terrible as this... The ritual being acted out before them was a scene of zoophile depravity they had never in their wildest and most perverse dreams imagined possible. Why?

Because the sheer size of the cock and the beauty of the girl put the performance out of the scope of comparison!

                      * * * * * * * * *

Soon, the only sound that sometimes punctuated the girl's groans and heart-rending pants were the horse's hooves occasionally rising and clattering down again against the deck planks. It was again attempting to gain enough momentum - by swinging its legs and body - to try and push a little bit more of its phallus into the mysterious sexual victim it had been coupled to. The girl was taking into her body all the pent up sexual tension built up in the stallion by days of provocative odours from the mare on heat. And the horse, desperate to discharge its great hoary sackfuls of semen from its bloated member, was rearing and squirming desperately on the floor to rub its incredibly long and rutted pole into enough of that luscious vagina to be sure of exaculation It just had to empty its great load into her, or he'd die!

The questions in the seamen's minds was: Would the coupling not work? Would the stallion's libido work off without ejaculation due to the small size of the girl's vagina? Or - as they hoped - was the whole ceremony past the point of no return?

At first the feverish heaving to and fro had been a harsh struggle as the great swollen probe had had to squirm its way in, unaided by any form of lubricant. But now there again appeared at the head of the bulging glans tightly embedded -God knows how- in the girl's loins a thick honey-scented fluid. Despite the anti-natural significance of this strange horse-human-girl coupling, the former -consciously or not- was beginning to copiously annoint the 15 (yes, fifteen) long inches of giant horse member now wetly imbedded in her loins. The girl's beautiful eyes closed tight, squeezing tears of pain and excrutiating extasy out of their corners. Yet despite the humiliation showing in those great beautiful eyes, she maintained a proud expression on her face. 

Meanwhile Belle was staring down at the quasi-sacred scene in absolute incredulity and horror. For one moment she even thought that the Venerabata girl might actually have been pushing back onto the pulsating horse penis to work more millimetres into her inadequate vaginal slit. Surely it couldn't be! Such humiliation and such agony and was this proud native wench actually contibuting to the invasion of her minute innermost sanctuary by this racing stallion's quite gigantic penis?

At this moment, one of the sailors, his penis bulging up beneath his throusers, blurted out:

"C'mon. They're fully coupled now. This nigger's never going to get off the lead. She's well and proper empaled on it! Let's lay her down on the deck!" After some hackling, this they proceded to do. They placed her down on the planks. Her lovely hair splashed down onto the rich oak wood. As she was laid down, they also untethered the horse's head to give it more movement and vision. As the girl was shifted down onto the planks, the movement caused the vast cock to become even further embedded in her loins. Indeed, the horse had to shift its position and swivel down to align itself with the new trajectory it was to describe into her passage. The awkward position they were now coupled in caused the girl new excrutiating pain as the penis had to negotiate the awkward bend into her vagina. The great pole started rutting and extending in the new direction. The pressure registered at the elbow-like bend point could be seen to get visibly greater. Then something suddenly gave. There was a sound like fingers snapping. The girl yelled out and, as best she could -which unfortunately for her wasn't much- she frantically tried to pull her legs together in terror. Within seconds, fresh crimson blood could be seen to well up and stream down from the throat of her vagina, a vagina that gaped open stuffed as it was with assassin raping horse meat. 

Beside herself in horror and agony, the girl started to pant and look frantically around her, behind her. She was desperate. She was mad with pain. Now she seemed to want to pull her shoulders up to prop herself against the straw bales. Was it to get into a more comfortable position?  To all intents and purposes, she seemed to be struggling to escape. She was making a terrible effort to bracket her ravished and bleeding body up against the straw, and appeared to be trying one last time to squirm away from the animal's awful relentless assault. For the horse was now galloping at her sex with his tremendous weapon, galloping as never before!

The girl knew it was too late to move. Instead of working herself free, she noticed that her movements -which further enhanced stimulation for the stallion it caused more rubbing up and down the long glistening pole- were only further exciting the stallion. What's more, the horse, sensing her attempt at escape, suddenly swung round its head and displayed a threatening set of aggressive teeth at her. She tried to move away, but the horse was faster! With a movement like lightning, it sunk its jaws into her lovely arm. It wasn't going to allow her escape, not now. Not so near its final triumph, its final explosion...

The horse knew perfectly well she was a human, but mare or nay, he certainly wasn't going to let her off. Once the miracle of lush penetration had been attained, he wan't going to go without ejaculating into the vagina he had so painstakingly conquered for himself. On the contrary. His bucking became even more frantic now. he wasn't going to let his libido die off. No way! For him, the perfume on the rag was her sex scent. It was her he wanted. For him, and despite his initial "doubts", her sexual apparatus was perfectly well suited for the moment. Perfectly well suited for copulation. It was a tight fit, admittedly, but that made it all the more provocative and enrapturing! 

Now it wasn't going to take any free movements from this unexpected and helpless mate. His teeth now sank into the poor girl's tender shoulder, near her neck. He butted his head, pulling her closer, onto his belly. That is, onto his exploding penis. She screamed out in pain, but the horse pushed back even harder with its underbelly as it pushed her body down, making the great phallus penetrate still further up between the girl's helpless legs. Again it heaved her down on with its teeth, forcing her to take in the full length of its huge penis. 

Just then, the horse, quite beyond control, gasping and frothing horribly at the mouth with eyes like dancing plates, began to judder and rock, heave and pant. It was obviously working up to a bumper explosive orgasm as enough of its 22 inch cock (yes, twenty-two inch cock) was well-enough embedded into her sex to allow for it. The girl too was panting and juddering, waves of agonizing exctasy streaming through her five senses despite the dreadful pain. Her eyes rolled, and occasionally she would even seem to laugh - or was it scream? She began heaving her legs together seeming to want to craddle the vast cock between her thighs, pinionining, swearing, writhing, gnawing, rubbing, eeling, squealing, yelling, rolling, raving as she did. Her yells became louder, more rhythmic as she began to ride the great phallus, actually accompanying the horse's frantic surges to and fro as if riding the whole beast. As the stallion felt her ride his charged penis, it relaxed its hold on her tender neck. She gaped down one last time at the incredible sight before her, panting in pain and...could it be, pleasure? Surely she could take no more. She now began to pant out loud, to hum ever more excitedly before finally screaming out in a sound strange to the ear - somewhere between eariness and paroxism, somewhere bewteen extasy and agony, somewhere between a blinding orgasm and an excrutiating execution. She threw her beautiful head of hair back onto the deck, revelling in the throes of the most terrible orgasm ever experienced by any human female, feeling her young beautiful body utterly invaded, utterly loved, utterly humiliated, utterly jammed and filled to bursting with love juices! 

But then -as the horse too raced towards its ejaculation- the beautiful Venerabata girl did something absolutely unexpected. As the jerking, tossing cock began to fling out its rich gallon of semen into her now openly leaking vagina, she raised her hands above her head, set them once more against the straw bale behind her, flexed her knees and thighs against the horse's belly, and suddenly pushed forward with all her might! 

She gave out a terrible, unnatural scream. As her arms - strong and brown - straightened and pushed against the bales, her body sank down with a jolt towards the horse's sweaty belly. She slid herself painstakingly down the vast cock, bending it, embedding the whole 3-foot member into her loins in the process. Up to the very hilt! How was it possible? Almost a metre of raw horse cock, rock hard and fully erect jutting crudely out of her sex! Still she heaved herself further down screaming out in pain. She was literally bunging herself full of the horse's unspeakably large member!

Then her arms suddenly went flimsy. The terse but femenine muscles in them relaxed and the girl suddenly fell silent. Her eyes opened even wider in terror and she threw her head back. Just then a great jet of frothy blood flew from the gash between her legs and splashed across the bales and onto "V's" nightdress. The girl slumped back exhausted, horribly wounded. her womb had been pierced by the three-foot cock of a champion stallion!!

The beautiful Venerebata girl was dying. She started to tremble in the throws of a death ejaculation, a terrible death-climax self-inflicted and desperate in the face of so much humiliation and agony. Pints of horse cum began to flow down her thighs onto the deck unleashed by the sudden loss of tension as the vast phallus began to recede from the inert girl's ravished vagina. 

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

Belle sat up suddenly in bed, her hair drenched in moisture and her racing heart was burning with adrenoline. She was shocked and knew not if what she had seen had been real or just a dream. If a dream, how could those terrible images have appeared before such innocent eyes? If real, why did she now find herself in her cabin, safely tucked into her berth. She was startled and confused, quite beside herself with awe and disgust. But suddenly, unexpectedly, she realized that at the intersection of her warm lythe legs she had the impression of a dampness or a strange uncomfortable - or was it comfortable? - sensation, as if a mysterious massage had manipulated her upper thighs, and, well, her fanny -as she termed it- which she herself dared not touch as she knew she mustn’t. This exciting wet feeling in her tummy and below her waiste she attributed to the extreme heat of the tropics the ship had now penetrated, well on the way to Labête. As she swiftly passed her hand over her Venus mound, innocently, as if to feel with her own hand the nature of the tingling sensations she was feeling, she drew back the sheet. She stared down at her body. How was it possible? There were blood marks on her nightdress! And surely it wasn't her time of the month, she thought in horror. She slowly stretched out her hand to touch the blood and suddenly she noticed that there -on her wedding ring finger- was the sacred ring the Mother Superior had given her! How was it possible? How could it have slipped out of the case and onto her finger?

 The remaining hours of the night she remained awake with an eerie feeling in her mind and a strange, warm sensation somewhere between her navel and her thighs. But try as she may she could not ease the ring off her finger. The fit was too perfect.
