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Dilda - a first encounter

At Lacalle the racing horses and the slaves were disembarked for transport to mainland America. Belle watched in awe as the bold dark beauties from the hold were herded off in chains down the narrow gangway. 

Soon after Belle was taken to a quayside inn. She was to await the arrival of the cutter that left every six months for the mysterious isle of "Labête", the very name of which made Belle uneasy. At the inn no one addressed a word to Belle, and indeed, seemed to avoid catching her eye, though Belle noticed some of the elder servant women's sly attempts at getting a closer look at her. She caught one old hag snooping up behind her to snatch a view of the ring she still wore on her finger. Belle resolved to conceal her hand under the protective covering of her gloves. Later, when she found one of the more sullen-faced negro mamas loitering in her room in the inn, Belle's discomfort grew to an even greater pitch. But the bewitching look on the old croney's face made Belle desist from making any kind of complaint. Over the next few days her inarticulate enquiries about Labête and the cutter that was to take her there were met with silent blank expressions from the negro maids at the inn. She thought this must be due to the language barrier. The old hags did not seem to mouth anything but what seemed to Belle to be strange Creolle expressions. Belle began to feel quite isolated, quite abandoned. Then, one evening, a rather sinister-looking nun that Belle had not seen before came to warn her she was due to leave the following day. 

                                              * * * * * * * * * *

Early the next morning she was accompanied to the quay where a crowd of negro fishermen - mainly elderly and mishapen men - were busy mending nets. The sun rose up and soon it began to get decidedly hot. There was no sign of a ship. But about mid-morning a dark cutter suddenly appeared out at sea beyond the mouth of the reef. Murmuring seemed to break out among the labouring men, some of whom gazed inexpressively across at Belle. In twos and threes they slowly began to move away from the quay. They headed for the shelter of the maze of small sordid streets that led from the harbour to the old town. 

Belle felt uneasy at their sudden departure but put it down to their midday rest period. But one old lady who had a haggard and nervous look about her came close to Belle and murmured something like: "God be with you". Belle, taken aback by this sudden exchange in pigeon English, could do little more than smile rather blankly back. But there was no smile on the old woman's face.

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

The journey to Labête took some days longer than Belle had initially expected. She lost notion of time and distance as the ship rolled on interminably into the huge misty ocean. It was as if they had entered another world.

Then one day she spotted some roudy frigate birds from the cabin porthole and just before sunset a group of solitary isles appeared to port. She put on her finest sky blue dress and went up on deck. She stood at the railing and stared across the calm sea towards the larger of the islands. There was not a trace of breeze and the sun was sinking like a large enflamed orb into the plush emerald forest. Her heart began to quicken its pace and far from sadness on beholding the place that was to be her prison, she felt a curious sense of excitement and deep emotion in the face of the unknown. She placed a hand over her breast to steady the racing heartbeat that had unexpectedly made it tremble. The cutter was now cutting through the smooth sea at quite a rate as if the vessel were being mysteriously dragged towards that tropical haven by some unseen force.

Soon the captain's voice was heard instructing the sailors to drop anchor into the luminous transparent waters of the blue lagoon beyond the great barrier reef. Belle was surprised to see no buildings and apparently no people on the shoreline. All she could see was a beautiful strip of white sand and a towering wall of thick palm forest behind it. There were no apparent signs of human presence. After a while, however, some small canoes pulled out from a white head of beach on one side of the bay. The last of the sun's rays caught the white of the foam raised by each of the strokes of the paddles. 

As the canoe glided over the silver surface towards the ship, Belle saw that it was not being manned by men, as she had expected, but by young native girls. As they drew near, Belle saw that they seemed...could it be?....yes...they seemed to be wearing no other clothing than a slender chain of flowers that dangled about their firm tanned necks. The white flowers were being tossed to and fro above their clearly visible -and generally very shapely and sizeable- breasts, as they paddled on in steady easy heaves through the crystalline waters. Their long black hair shone as it swished this way and that in the warm salty breeze in time with their paddle strokes. Soon Belle's stare drifted on to the girls' divine coffee-coloured breasts. As they paddled, the flower chains gently swayed from side to side under the flimsy flower ribbons. Their pert tips occasionally got caught up in the flowers and some girls giggled as their chains fell from their necks altogether with the movement caused by the paddling.

It was almost dark before Belle was lowered to the boat on a rope ladder. She was conveyed down on to one of the larger canoes. Belle slumped down into the deep bottom of the canoe between two very attractive native girls. She held on to the rough palmwood sides of the canoe so as to keep her balance. She gazed open-eyed at the beautiful shoulders in front of her, the delicate but firm contours of which became taught with smooth muscle forms as the girl began to pull on her long smooth paddle stick. The girls' skin was darker than honey and looked smoother than any skin Belle had seen before. My God! How very beautiful they were!

Looking about, Belle was overcome by the beauty of her new island home. She gazed about the giant palm bay. She then looked round to take a last look at the cutter that had brought her to this strange island. To her suprise it had already raised its sails once again and seemed to be making its way hastily out of the bay! What about her cases? All her possessions? Belle retorted distressedly to the native paddler behind her. But the girl merely smiled and shrugged. 

Belle, struck by her beauty, could only stare into her blue eyes. She was startlingly gorgeous with classical features and soft slanted eyes. Belle thought that she coudn't be a native: tanned, yes, but certainly not of native blood. Could she have been European too? Her breasts, though fully formed, were nonetheless pointed and extraordinarily buoyant for their size. They pointed impertinently out before her and sported erect pink nipples. The girl smiled again when she saw Belle's admiring look. She seemed to be quite proud of her breasts, jutting them yet further forward with each new stroke as if to feast Belle's tantalized gaze still more!

But now, suddenly noticing her magnetized interest had been perceived, Belle blushed in deep embarrassment before swinging round again and casting her look over at the distant horizon. But before long she could not resisit the temptation and found herself peering around to delight her innocent eyes once more on the girl's lythe body behind her... what marvellous breasts!

Belle's head felt strangely faint and swoony. She felt... yes, she felt oddly tempted to actually reach her small hand out behind her and touch the girl. She felt an unutterable desire to be touched by those glistening breasts just inches from her as they came forward at each new stroke. How could she? thought Belle in sudden disgust at herself. Then the girl smiled gently but now lowered her large dark eyes, as if guessing Belle's strange thoughts. Belle was invaded my a bizarre mixture of excitement and acute embarrassment.

Belle gazed once again at the horizon. She didn't know what had come over her! She thought it would be better to relax and try and muster her thoughts. She took in great gulps of the cool evening air and sighed. Yes. She had decided: she was going to allow herself to be paddled ashore like a long-awaited Goddess! A Goddess free of base thoughts and passions! 

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

On approaching the beach, the one thing that struck Belle as her anxious eyes combed the snow-white sand was that so far she had seen not a single man on Labête. All the paddlers and the mass of people who had now gathered on the beach -apparently to meet her- seemed to be young girls of ages between fifteen and twenty, maybe twenty-five at the most. Were the Mother Superior's words to be true then? No men on Labête? 

On the shore there stood what looked like a welcome party, somewhat ceremonioulsy thought Belle. One of the group bore a strange pole crowned by what looked like a sacred efigy. It looked...yes, it distinctly looked like some sort of... animal, could it be? Yes,... definitely, an animal figure! How strange! In this group all seemed to be native girls. The ones grouped about the efigy wore crimson coloured jute shirts. They had long slender tanned legs. Their pert breasts stuck almost impertinently out in the midst of chains of open honey-scented violet flowers, the inner petals of which exposed erect stimen to the treakly warm breeze. Another startling beauty, one distinctly taller than the others - but whose pert breasts were hidden by a whispy violet garment - stood near the efigy. She was blessed with a marvellously long cascade of rich blonde hair. She stood in the midst of the red-skirted girls who seemed to be maids in her entourage. 

The party seemed to observe Belle's landing ashore with a mixture of reverence and delight. The crimson-skirted girls raised their jute skirts and waded out to the arrival of the huge dug-out. Belle smiled back at them and prepared to disembark. The girls clasped her wrists and laughed as she tiptoed gingerly through a receding wave. It was then that Belle smelt the flowers the girls bore about their throats. They exuded a extraordinarily heady perfume that greatly intrigued Belle to the point of actually making her feel quite tipsy and warm inside. How could a flower's odour be so powerful and affect one so?

Then she was almost ceremoniously led up to the blond native beauty who had gazed on impassively at her landing. All girls barring one very young one holding the efigy withdrew some steps when Belle stood before the beauty as if in sign of some kind of acnknowledgement or subservience. Belle failed to know what to do. How should she behave? she thought. But before she could think further, the white-robed beauty took a step forward and said in a gentle though suspicious tone:  "Man ma enseñi!"

From her gesture, Belle knew that she must be referring to her hand. So she vaguely raised her right hand thinking the beautiful though rather sullen blond wanted to observe it. "Noa. Anellia-na! Anellia-na!" retorted the woman somewhat sharply.

Belle felt concerned. She guessed she must be referring to her other hand. And that had the mysterious ring on it! Might she get angry that she was wearing it? The girls about her stood in expectant silence. As Belle slowly raised her left hand, they slowly started to creap forward and murmur. Some even sighed and cried out at the sight before them. "Labête-bijou!" one called out.

"Tate-tui!" snapped the stern though striking leader-figure. Looking from her face to her hand and back again, she took Belle's hand with an air that suggested some kind of ritual. 

"Ma nomm Hymena" she said coldly. "Tui?". Belle failed to understand. The woman's serious expression was a mystery to her. Then, looking down once again, Hymena -ofr that was her name- slowly moved her other hand towards the ring and gently touched it. Then she pulled it away as if it had burnt her. Once again, her eyes fixed on the ring, she plucked up courage and touched it. Then, with finger and thumb, she gently tried to swivel the ring round Belle's finger. Was she trying to size it off?  Despite the pleasant sensation of having her fingers gently examined by this beautiful woman's lovely hands, Belle was disconcerted. Even worried. But then an expression of wonder and admiration came over her native beauty's face. She had seen that the ring would neither budge nor turn. Leaving suddenly go of Belle's hand, she blurted out something in native dialect which was beyond Belle's comprehension. "Noa muovi!! Nao muovi!! Caba perfecti. Caba perfecti!! Ella è scollita. Ella è scollita!!"

Belle had no idea what the excitable blond was actually saying. Then the girls about them started to clap and jump, chanting as they did some strange native durge. Belle would have sworn that they were actually saying something like "Ma ter bestia or Materbestia" What on earth could that mean?

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

The beautiful Hymena, after her outburst - a sweet and sour mixture of incredulity and wonder - had thrown her cape across her shoulder. She stood there looking quite ravishing, taking one last wide-eyed look at Belle's perturbed face with an expression half-way betwen admiration and awe. Then she slowly raised Belle's ring-hand to her full lips and bowing down gently, kissed the ring as if in worship, at no moment taking her eyes off Belle's. She then stood up and backed away across the beach, never budging her gaze from Belle's face. She moved with her back slightly inclined. As if in reverence. Before moving away, she called out, seemingly giving instructions to the crimson-clad maidens. Then she vanished mysteriously into the jungle followed by a group of maidens that had hitherto been watching the scene from the shelter of the palm grove. As the group moved away, they too began to bound and rejoice about something. They began to chant over and over again the words: "Materbestia! Materbestia!".

One very young crimson-clad beauty standing not a metre from her had seen Belle's concerned look and discretely whispered to her in broken English: "No worry. You are Escollata. The chosen one! You to be taken before High Priestess Dilda at the Palaccio later". Belle tried to question her about where the "Palaccio" might be, but the girl -whose profile looked strangely European to Belle- had turned away.

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

It was a long time before the party got going. Before starting out on what was to be the long treck, Belle had been taken in under the palms, stripped of her European garments and made to dress in a beautiful red dress covering all but her shapely arms, ankles and neck. Then three perfume-exuding exotic flower chains were placed around her neck. She had been given refreshment at a small white marble pavillion in under the trees. Its architecture - classical and lavish - had struck her as strange and quite out of place. It seemed to overtly clash with the apparent lack of buildings and other signs of civilization on the jungle-fringed bay. 

The food she was offered consisted of a bowl of milk - which from its distinct flavour she judged not to be normal cow's milk - and different slithers of fresh tropical fruit. Her escort stood back from the pavillion columns and watched her from the clearing beyond. Their eyes gleamed inquisitively in the flickering light of the torches they had lit. Belle felt quite uneasy but she was hungry and slipped small pieces of fruit into her lovely mouth between sips of the strange liquid. In the silence she once thought she had heard trumpets or buggles being blown from afar. But maybe it was her imagination.

After her solitary meal, Belle was invited by her femenine escort to follow them on a track into the increasingly dense and dank palm grove. She was at all times accompanied by the efigy-bearer. Belle took a close look at it when one torch-bearer drew near. She was shocked at the uncouth posture of the animal that was clearly a male. Its species was puzzling, but there was no doubt about its sex! 

Other ladies-in-waiting now took up the torches that had been lit for the meal at the pavillion. As the group stealthily made its way under the palms, Belle looked up at the trees' long trunks. They projected up into the deep blue star-studded sky like great ribbed and rutted phalli. Belle felt a sudden shudder of mixed excitement and anguish as she trod gently through this lovely yet strangely forboding scenery. The native girls trod silently on beside her, most of them unable to take their clear brown eyes off the lovely young European guest they had been entrusted with. 

"É marevellosa. É d'une supina bellesa!" Belle overheard one particularly enthralled girl whisper to her torch-bearing companion. She too seemed equally enthused by Belle's young vigorous body and beautiful face: "Sui capello é sedoso e anjelicale! É illa materbestia parfeta" 

Belle once again heard that unsettling word she failed to understand. "Materbestia". What could it mean? She looked nonchalantly over at the two beauties that were praising her so. She felt quite proud that such lovely creatures should be eying her, revelling in her beauty. For their own attractiveness was quite staggering! 

But soon it was something else that caught Belles attention. Out of the corner of her eye Belle noticed that the first girl wore a strange amuletto dangling around her brown slender neck. Between the long streams of her beautiful jet-black hair and poised strategically between her two full and pointed breasts hung a nasty looking two-inch claw. What animal could that have a claw of such monstrous size?

They were now walking silently through the lush jungle canopy along tracks the nimble girls seemed to find their way along with absolute ease. After about an hour, they at last came to a lit up clearing above which the sudden sight of the brilliant stars came as a joyful treat for all. There was apparently to be a rest period here. The younger girls stood about giggling and pointing up into the sky. Other girls slumped down onto the wet warm grass in the clearing. Belle noticed that some of the recumbent girs were actually embracing their companions as they gazed up at the unique starry firmament murmuring soft unintellgible words to each other. Belle also saw that some of these girls started to overtly fondle their companions' faces and abdomens and.....well, yes, even gently finger each others' proud breasts! Belle looked away hoping that her shocked expression had not been noticed. She felt very uneasy about these girls' behaviour that was all but saintly and reserved. Did the mother superior know about these goings-on? 

But other girls had wondered away under the nearby palms, among them the young efigy-bearing beauty. As Belle had been left alone, she thought she would follow them so as not to see the sordid petting the nearby girls were indulging in. Belle came to a second clearing where most of the red-clad beauties had headed. On the other side of the clearing there was a group of naked fifteen or sixteen year old girls. They were moaning some rhythmic durge, and gently moved their lythe as yet unripe bodies in time to a mysterious chant that was accompanied by rhythmic drum playing. They seemed entranced and paid no heed of the new party's arrival. What most caught Belle's eye - catching her breath for a good five seconds - was a strange blackwood sculpture the girls were adoring. On a white marble pedestal there stood what looked like a sitting animal - something between a dog and a bear. But what most caught Belle's attention -she couldn't help seeing it- was that the beast had a great jagged penis emerging from between its shaggy hind legs!!! 

Belle was once again shocked by what she was seeing. What could this be? Could the nuns know about these shocking goings-on, these perverse symbols, this wicked practice of animal-worship on the island? 

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

After a further three hours walk through the damp rain forest, they eventually came to a broad densely-vegetated valley. At the bottom of the valley they contemplated from a clearing on the escarpment they saw the lights of a large magnificent white building quite unlike any other Belle had ever seen. It stood atop an abrupt hill which, like the rest of the valley, was cloaked in a dense emerald green forest canopy. The towering Palace -which looked like some kind of budist monastery- seemed to float on the emerald arms of the enormous trees. Along with the modest pavillion, it was the only construction she had seen on the whole island.

Belle's arrival at the Palace was obviously quite an event. Hymena's had gone on in advance of Belle's group to warn of her arrival on the island. Belle failed to understand what all the excitement could be. As they neared the monastery, the path widened and became lined with giggling and open-eyed native girls. Every so often, Belle was sure she could see occasional fairer and even blond-looking girls among the natives. Belle couldn't be sure they were European because of the dazzling light of the torches born by many of the welcoming throng. For one moment Belle would also have sworn that the European-factioned ones looked a shade sadder and less excitable than the native girls. But then she thought her imagination might be playing tricks on her.

As Belle passed, the girls skirting the path bestrew her with heavily-perfumed flower petals that gently settled into her lush chestnut hair. They were the same flowers the girl rowers had worn round their lovely brown necks. Belle laughed and raised her hands to touch the welcoming hands along the way. The flickering torches lit up their truly black eyes and Belle admired the silky hair cascading over their sleek athletic shoulders down to the smalls of their backs. Under the flower chains that all were wearing for the occasion, Belle caught glimpses of their sculptured torsos, their distinct navels and rounded hips. What bodies! What faces! But what could be said of the elder girls' gorgeous almost aggresively up-thrusted breasts and the dramatic cleavages between them?

As the party approached the monastery (or was it a palace?) the girls became slightly older, being maybe seventeen and eighteen-year-olds. They also became quieter and their looks more serene, more mysterious perhaps. The petals they now tossed were all pink-coloured. The girls neither said nor chanted and seemed more serious. But there were many more of them and even more shockingly beautiful than the girls she had seen before. Some were blond, some black-haired and others sported the most attractive red and chestnut hues.

At one point it even became difficult to pass. Suddenly Belle came into very close contact with a startlingly beautiful brightly dressed red-hair, obviously not of true Caribbean stock. The two lovely girls were pressed into an embarrassinly close position, breast to breast, pushed by the heaving throng. To her horror Belle saw the intense-looking girl narrow her immaculate blue eyes, purse her smiling full lips and pout a tender kiss at her. At the same moment she suddenly felt a small hand part the rings of flower chains about her neck and subtly fondle the tip of first her left and then her right breast. As if trying them for consistency and for size... Despite the milling mass of humans -all beautiful adolescent girls- about her, Belle knew that no one could have noticed the depraved girl's impudent act. 

Belle felt shocked that it had been a girl - a beautiful red-headed girl - that had eyed her in that lecherous fashion and fingered her secondary sexual features no other human had dared touch. Belle looked awkardly around, unable to move away. She looked back at the beautiful girl that now smiled at her. What cheek! What perverse cheek, thought Belle. But the girl's expression remained unperturbed, beautifully serene and provocative. Indeed she whispered something to Belle that the lovely girl was to understand immediately, causing her -needless to say - to blush deep red! "You are truly beautiful!" she had said in a rich smooth voice. Belle was too shocked to answer.

But Belle was suddenly pushed away from the exotic red-head and forced up the path in the multitude. Progress was slow and exhausting. Soon things came to a halt once again. And there, next to her, was the very same red-hed. She must have been following her along. Belle had wanted to turn away but there seemed to be a strange magnet pulling them together! The red-head now raised a hand towards Belle. She seemed to be holding something in it. Belle did not know whether to take it or not. In the end, some mysterious force within her made her hesitantly raise her hand to the girl's reach. She swiftly passed her own hand through hers. To her surpise Belle felt a slight pricking sensation and when she pulled her hand away, she saw a small claw mark scratched on her palm. 

As a narrow slick of blood raced along the furrow, Belle cast her angry eyes back at the girl. She was beaming in triumph. Her face looked even more beautiful now. Belle noticed she was replacing a small amulet claw that dangled on a slim gold chain between her pert breasts. Belle glared back at her face but was once again lost for words. She noticed that a sudden shadow raced across the red-head’s face, which became serious. She started whispering out a word that was now becoming familiar to Belle:  "Beware of Materbestia!" Then she continued "Beware of Dilda. Don't be the chosen one! You must avoid at all costs...." But her words were cut off as Belle was again swept forward by the mass of chanting almost hysterical girls.

By now things were getting out of hand. Belle had long since lost her escort and was being kneaded and felt by her overexcited admirers. She felt herself pinched and rubbed, her arms carressed and her hair gently tugged at by eager worshipping hands. One dark-eyed girl had even tried to rip at her dress, maybe to keep a scrap of it as a souvenir or - as Belle was inclined to think - as some form of relique or fetiche.

Just when Belle was thinking that she might be trampled to death by the thronging mass, she heard a cracking sound and the clatter of horse hooves on the track leading up to the palace gate. She looked up hoping that help was on its way. And there, sure enough, she saw a set of Amazon warriors galloping down on chestnut steeds through the milling female throng aggressively butting aside the less attentive girls and cutting through the mass of arms and legs towards her! Soon she would be saved. 

As they came closer, Belle saw that the Amazon warriors wore shiny armour over breasts but nothing over their sculptured rib cages. Through the gaps in their spike-tipped helmets she could see their skin to be fair and the hair that splayed out behind them, blond. As weapons they sported nasty-looking clubs or cutlasses with terrible cutting edges that wreaked havoc among the unarmed native girls. 

To her horror, Belle saw one girl's skull being smashed like a ripe pomegranate by the leading Amazon's club. Then three other Amazons cantered after the fleeing mass of frenzied female figures flaying left and right with their vicious cutting edges. Belle saw how at least a dozen girls were brutally smitten down. She covered her ears to avoid hearing the shrieks of pain and horror. She abominated all this violence and a terrible wave of guilt came over her as she felt that it was her arrival that had motivated the whole Dantesque scene.

When peace was once again restored, all but one of the Amazons dismounted around the cowering Belle. Obeying the orders of the one that remained mounted on a fine palomino stallion, she was made to rise. The athletic guards then escorted her up the remaining half mile to the palace. They held their arms up to defend the newly-arrived novice they were escorting. 

Belle could see the shimmering eyes of the native girls in the shelter of the first line of palms approximately fifty yards beyond the path border. Despite the horrible scene that had just been acted out, some of them soon started waving at Belle from the trees and the low durge "Materbestia! Materbestia!" could again be distinctly heard from their unsettled though reverencial throats. There was something ceremonial, something distinctly sinister about their irreppressible devotion to her! When at one point the durge got particularly loud, the Amazon rode threateningly up to the edge of the forest shaking her golden bow at them and shouting a phrase that Belle was not to understand:

"Suolo Dilda puodo diru, crestinas! Suolo Superiora Dilda!"

The native girls fell into silence once again. But it was not long before further up some girls actually started to edge up to the pathside again. The fatal attraction they felt towards Belle was obviously too great for them. 

The Amazons didn't seem to mind the girls resuming their chants and magnolia petal-sprinkling at Belle's passage. But after just a few steps Belle suddenly stumbled into something that lay across the track in the dark. She looked down and to her horror saw the beautiful red-headed girl that had tried to warn her before, the one who had fondled her in the confusion. At first Belle saw nothing wrong with the girl and thought her fainted. But on closer inspection she saw she was conscious. But she also saw signs of blood under her blouse at the height of her right breast. Had it been pierced by one of the cruel Amazon's razor-sharp daggers?

The girl's eyes opened wide and betrayed a look of pain and extreme confusion. From her critical breathing, Belle guessed that the cutting weapon had indeed pierced through her breast and on into her lung. On seeing Belle above her, the red-head tried to speak, to utter some words. Belle instinctively knelt down on one knee beside her. "Oh my God! What have they done to you?" Belle said taking the lovely girl's hand in her own. She then lowered her face to look under her shirt. She had to see if the wound was serious. 

When Belle pulled aside her shirt, her eyes fell on something startling. Something her retina took some time in registering.... There, alongside one large gleaming breast quite visible through the flimsy blouse, was a marble white section of breast. Only the whole orb - well over half the tip - was missing! Her right breast had been cleanly lopped off by the vicious guards! What a terrible sight! What horrible repression! What sort of rule predominated on this beastly island? 

Just then the dying girl seemed to gasp out some words. But in her confused state, she had slipped back into native tongue: "Esciapati! ...." She panted. "Esciapati deli bestii horribile!... Escia ...pati..." She stammered. 

That last syllable marked her death sigh. Her lovely red-haired head slumped down to one side and a small trickle of deep red blood seeped from her open gaping breast wound. 

"Al Pallassi! Al Pallassi vita!!" roared the Amazon on seeing Belle's attention to the dying girl. "Superiora Dilda tui expiecta! Rapide!!" 

Looking quickly around at the poor girl again, Belle saw that she had just enough time to discretely grab the red-head's amulet from between the poor girl's bloodstained and almost lifeless breasts without being seen.

Once she had been led up the aromatic path to the palace atop the hillock, Belle was escorted through a vast iron-barred gate - that some marvellously tanned topless wenches heaved open on her arrival - and past a huge magnificent classical colonade. She was made to march between the ranks of several dozen expectant maidens dressed in long gaily coloured habits. They were indeed the nearest thing to a nun Belle had seen on the whole island. Was the situation of violence and apparent sexual wantoness to disappear now Belle entered within the formidable gates of the palace?

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

Everthing had apparently been made ready for "V's" arrival which, after the terrible arrival al the Palace, was surprisingly formal and magnificent. She was escorted through a vast reception parlour by four beautiful armed olive-skinned native girls. Belle wondered if they were leading her to her quarters. It seemed so, because after marching along what seemed like miles of plushly tiled corridors, they at last came to a large ebony door in a lavish wing of the palace. 

The door was guarded by two startlingly attractive guard girls who smiled at Belle before opening up the heavy door and showing her into a luxurious well-lit chamber. The girls that had escorted her peered into the room as Belle walked in, but one of the guards barked round at them and they soon made off giggling down the passage. In the centre of the room there was a huge four-poster bed. It had incredibly vivid paintings under the canopy piece. The graceful guards adjusted the large French windows just as the sound of warm rain falling on the large forest leaves permeated through the shutters into the room. Belle was bade to take a rest on the bed while a bath was to be made ready for her. 

Once the girls had taken leave of her, smiling and issuing sweet words she failed to understand, Belle lay back on the bed and peered up at the paintings. A disturbing mixture of lewd hunting scenes and strange erotic art met her eyes. Stags mating ewes whose heads were actually being severed by cruel looking Amazons. Captive fettered female humans having their breasts devoured by bated bears. Horned and hairy centaurs poking their outlandish organs into young victims' tender sexes. An open-winged male swan impaling its imposing avian member into a beautiful recumbent maiden's love passage... and other elements far beyond description. Belle, despite her exhaustion and disgust, could hardly drag her eyes away from the pictures. But eventually her eyelids closed and she fell into deep sleep.

                   * * * * * * * * * *

Several hours later she was awoken by the arrival of her guards. They had laid aside their arms and mail and now bore a large bath full of steaming hot water. Belle was ushered to rise from the bed. One native girl stood on either side of her and raised her arms. Belle had been sleeping fully dressed and they now slipped her red dress over her torso and off her arms revealing her smooth white silk shirt. As her arms pointed boldly out before her, her breasts heaved gently under the flimsy shirt, her lace bra line clearly visible through the silk. One of the beautiful guards said something in an indecipherable tongue and the other giggled excitedly. Despite Belle's protestation, they then unbottoned her skirt and gently yet forcefully removed it revealing Belle's sensual legs. 

Belle's shirt was then unbottoned, much to her embarrassment, and when they had slipped that off, she raised her hands to cover the bra cups that only just covered her jutting breasts. The girls then giggled again, pulled her hands away and undid her bra at the back, levering it gently off.

The two breasts that swung free and were revealed caused the girls to gasp in admiration. 

They looked on in bewilderment at their singular beauty. Indeed, they were firm breasts. The tips were still red from the incident in the ship's hold. But what enticed them most were the round pinkish-hued nipples perched atop the bold tips which seemed to point impertinently forward. In no way did they break the perfect elipse described by the whole bosom. On the contrary. They enhanced their form giving them a deeply arrousing and provocative profile. There was something magical about the way they stood up and out as if held up by mysterious invisible threads! But there were no threads! No strings attached. They were sheer magic! Sheer marvels of nature, unparalleled by anything those native girls had ever seen before. And mark you, they had certainly seen, touched and smelled some marvellous pairs of breasts in their time! Meanwhile, as if performing, they seemed to swell up and recede -as if they knew they were on show- and moved in time with a breath that betrayed deep consternation. 

One girl could not resist the temptation of hynotically raising a tanned hand and gently cupping one of the glorious breasts. She was about to take them both, but the other girl retorted some form of reproach - in which Belle clearly made out the word "Dilda" - as slapped her curtly over the knuckles. There was no giggling now. The girl looked quite hurt. Belle was quite taken aback by the whole episode, and once again tried to cover her breasts in embarrassment; I say tried, because her small hands clearly failed to suffice in such an ambitious operation.

Belle was finally stripped of her silk panties and introduced into the bath by the gorgeous blonde guards. The girls slipped off their own uniform cloaks to have freer movements and then poured steaming water down "V's" shapely back. They then rubbed perfumed oil into her skin with natural pink and ochre scented reef-sponges. Belle noticed that the hot bath water had a strange wonderful scent to it. It was laced with an arousing animal-like perfume. Once the girls had finished kneading her back and shoulders, they ushered her to lie back in the bath and lay her head up against the backrest. They then began to massage and knead her smooth stomach and her lower ribcage, raising their hands in circling movements up nearer towards her gorgeous breasts and down beneath the soapy water towards her untouched irresistible sex. The bath obvisouly seemed to be a pretext for both of the to start touching her... touching her up one might add. Belle tried to stop the girls fondling her secret parts but to no avail. She tried to resist but soon felt quite beside herself. She was overcome by a wild swooning feeling that quite disarmed her candour and protest. Soon she let her head gently fall back as if not to "see" what delicious intimate carresses those two beautiful Amazon guards were performing on her young innocent body!

"V's" swooning had not permitted her to notice the entrance of another shadow-like figure into the chamber. But suddenly she noticed -almost to her dismay- that the darker of the two girls had actually pulled away her hands. The other suddenly followed suit and stopped fondling her breasts. Then, almost simultaneously, she thought she heard a vague rustling sound before her closed eyelids. When she opened them, she saw it was High Priestess Dilda there before her! She had never before laid eyes on her, but the striking mature beauty, the stern majestic look on that proud features and the truly elegant port could only be those of Dilda! 

Belle did not know whether to stand up in the presence of the Priestess - naked as she was. She was horrified that the High Priestess might rebuke or even punish the girls and -indeed herself- for indulging in such unnatural sexual practices (Belle would later learn the word for this kind of practice was "Lesbianism"). But she did not seem to be put out in the least. In fact her eyes seemed to return once and again to feast on the full pointed breasts the two lovely guard girls had been tending to. Indeed, they were quite pink from the massaging and carressing they had been treated to all the while!

"Belle. Do not rise. Stay as you are and enjoy your bath." Dilda paused and feasted her eyes on the lovely girl. "You really are a beautiful child you know," she eventually spoke out in her deep and arousing voice having long admired "V's" upper body. Despite her embarrassment, Belle was delighted to actually fully understand someone on the island. 

"I am High priestess Dilda. You may be surprised to know that I am not called Mother Superior. Yes. They won't have told you this where you have come from. No. Indeed they won't have told you many things about this magical place. The Labête archipaelago!"

Dilda made a stern sign to the two girls, who moved swiftly away - their heads bowed down before their High Priestess. Dilda proceeded: "Yes. There are many things you must learn, dear, in the next three months. Before the spring tides start to bathe our marshy plains there are many things your young body and mind must get accustomed to. And -in time - master. There are many fears and doubts you will have to conquer. For you are the chosen one sent to us".

With a wave of her hands she signalled the native girls to bring scented towels and leave. "Come Belle. Come and lie on this couch". She said pointing elegantly to a Pompeyan style couch behind her. On seeing "V's" embarrassment she added. "Worry not, my child. I have seen all the girls on Labête naked. They have all learnt to act naturally under my gaze and touch! You are to be no different!"

Belle obeyed wide-eyed, raising her young body out of the bath. She made a feeble attempt at covering her gorgeous breasts and cute sex. But Dilda laughed and told her not to be so bashful. As Belle stood awkwardly beside the bath, the water began to stream down her glistening torso and drip off the breathtaking tips of those incredible breasts onto the marble floor. The High Priestess sighed and gazed at her body admiringly before wrapping a small mauve towel about her. Then she bade her make her way over to the couch. 

"Belle. We must get to know you. And you must learn to obey me. Without a doubt. Without a wince. You must have complete confidence in me. And only me. These native girls are like candorous animals. Their passions come easy to them but they understand little. They are all playfulness and wantoness! The full meaning of the Labête ceremonies are concealed from them for they would not understand. Not like you are to!" She laughed and approached the coach where Belle sat nervously eyeing the great awe-inspiring woman.

"Now, my dear, lie back and relax. Open your delightfully long legs and let me take a look at you."

Belle was now extremely ashamed and scared. But the hynotic effect of the High Priestess's stare made her feel faint and cede. She lay back and closed her eyes. Soon she felt Dilda's cold hand on her delicate foot. The hand was rough and wrinkled, though strangely impelling. Belle felt sick and thought for a moment that she might actually wretch. Then the woman's hand moved along her smooth shin to her knee. The other hand also came down on her other knee and then they both began to run slowly up to her thighs, one on either side, gently siddling her open. She was forced to push her brown legs apart as the hands slid gently over the top part of her legs and down towards... her sex! A cold creepy feeling ran down her spine. Dilda then ran her left hand gently over her loins, as it feeling for something, as if testing her. 

Belle tried to disguise her sense of terror and unbearable embarrassment as Dilda pressed as if to see the terseness of her skin. Dilda looked down admiringly at her fingers to see the high quality skin her hands were running over. After a good while rubbing her hands over the poor girl's thighs and loins, she suddenly inadvertedly rushed her palm over her Venus mound. She delicately cupped the lovely little fluff-crowned mound. With her fingers she pressed the vulva lips aside forcing her sex open, so to speak, like one might squeeze a peach open to force the pip out. Down, down came her other hand towards "V's" outer vulva lips. She gently stroked the sweet outer folds of her vagina! Belle thought she was going to die!

"You mustn't mind me doing this, my dear. Not at all. You will learn to love it. To be sure...you will soon come to long for it! I must study your body. Know every inch of it. Every nook and cranny. It must hold no secrets for me. It has a very special role to play. For all of us." She then opened up the vulva lips with finger and thumb. A very shocked Belle tried to sit up but with her other hand, Dilda pressed down on her breasts and made her lie back on the almost horizontal couch.

"Now, stop that fuss! You must open your little nest for me. We must open it somewhat farther yet I'm afraid, my darling child". "V's" heart was now pounding. Never had she been touched in this part of her body before. She felt like shouting out, like slamming her legs together and forcing this perverse woman's hands away from her tender sex! "Open a little farther still, my dear. You mustn't be afraid. Not in the least!".

"V's" heart was pounding even harder. She was thinking about what had happened on the ship and the terrible image of the poor impaled Princess again raced through her head. When she closed her eyes images of the great stallion's huge pulsating penis jolted into mind's eye, adding to her awe. Never had she imagined that she would be touched so. Never had she imagined the sensation would be so excrutiating, so tantallizing. And less still by a woman! 

Again she closed her eyes. Why were those foul images of zoophillia haunting her now? She now felt a new hot sensation as the Priestess' long and heavily ringed fingers edged their way along her tender vaginal lips. An electric tingling sped along her innermost passages and up towards her strangely swelling -though comparatively modest- clitoris, as yet still untampered and unseen. Here she was totally naked being explored and surveyed by an imposing woman three times her age, a woman she had never set eyes on before! My God! What was happening to her? She thought of her foster parents and again squirmed and turned her head aside in shame and grief. 

"Mmmm," murmured Dilda. "You are indeed a virgin. And your love passage is quite the narrowest nook we've had to contend with here! Something will have to be done about this. Everything must be made ready for you to make things as easy as possible. Your preparation is to be long and hard".
