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Prologue

The man drew in an anxious breath steeling himself for the perfect moment when the sun would finally rise. He lifted both arms facing east naked before the gods and the drumbeat began. 

The first ray of the sun disk kissed the line of the blue horizon where the ocean met the sky and Chief Mahakawa genuflected so that his knees scraped not far from where his forehead touched the rough rocks of the holy ground. 

He then stood up again and as the drumbeat accelerated he turned north repeating the procedure and thanking the Northstar of power and death for being merciful and allowing him to still draw in breaths in spite of the endless battles and countless wounds. 

He next turned west and chanted the ancient song of love pledging himself to the goddess of family for he knew his wives were old and he needed someone young and fertile to give him a healthy progeny. 

The drumbeat accelerated once more and Chief Mahakawa turned again facing south this time. He wrapped his fist around his cock and pumped it in the rhythm to the ever accelerating drums that echoed through the jungle as he chanted the song of service. For he knew that he also needed somebody to calm the raging fire of lust that burned his soul daily. 

"Argh!” His sperm was plentiful and the crowd of his tribesmen and women cheered their chief's performance for they knew the year ahead would be abundant and plentiful. 

The Beach

 Ten months later. 

The night everything changed for Catherine and Mike there was a thunderstorm. It started off as a fine drizzle against the windshield of their Cessna 172 airplane and neither of them gave it any thought until the first lightning seared the sky splitting it in two. 

When the second lightning struck, it was already too late. It struck the plane, the engines shut down and all they had time for was to use the two parachutes in the back. 

Of course it wasn't supposed to happen that way. None of it was. But it did. 

It was supposed to be the honeymoon trip to set the bar for all honeymoons. High school sweethearts since day one, they had both waited until graduation before agreeing to make it official. It did help that she was pretty and he was rich. Their parents had acquiesced merely mumbling something about finishing college first, being responsible, acting smartly. 

The honeymoon was going to be that one last trip before they both went to college recharged and inspired by the journey. 

Later, people would say that the night their airplane crashed in the ocean north of the Australian coast not far from Papua New Guinea, was probably the worst time for a relatively inexperienced young pilot to try and fly. 

None of that mattered now of course as they both looked on at the wreckage of the plane as it floated about in the flaming waters of oil and debris. The clouds up above were thick and soon covered up the gaping hole in the sky where from the plane had dropped. Other than the gentle lapping of the waves against their life vests, it was as if the universe had decided to delete their entire existence and forget about Catherine and Mike. 

“It is important that we try and stay together," she heard Mike's voice behind her in the water. "Let's float on our backs and ride out the current. No point in fighting it. Let us hope it takes us within reach of a coast soon." 

She mumbled something in response and wondered how it was he had energy to speak.They had been struggling to keep themselves afloat for a good six hours now fighting against the craving depths of the murky ocean tugging at their wet clothes. 

"It must be about four in the morning," Mike said coughing seawater by her side as he tried to catch a breath. "The sun will be up any moment now." 

Sure enough an eerie glow soon illuminated what had to be the east and a prayer of gratitude sprung to mind as Catherine mumbled it to herself quietly lest her man detect the lingering desperation in her voice. 

Her train of thought was suddenly interrupted, “Is that an island?" Mike said. Catherine wondered whether she hadn't imagined his question. 

"Catherine look over there to the east, I think that's an island! Yes! We're saved!" 

In hindsight, she later decided that island looked not unlike something out of a horror movie, perhaps that King Kong movie with Naomi Watts. Huge clouds of ocean mist roiled up its murky slopes filling her with a sense of inexplicable dread. 

Thankfully the current was dragging them straight for the island which upon closer inspection turned out to be quite beautiful indeed. Too bad neither of them was in any kind of shape to appreciate it. As soon as Catherine and Mike made it to the beach and hauled themselves up to the line of the jungle not far from there, they quickly succumbed to an all encompassing slumber cuddling in each other's arms anxious for the sun to dry out their clothes while they slept. 

When they woke up again it felt like it was well past noon for the heat was oppressing and their clothes — dry as if they had never been wet. It was so hot in fact, that they had to stand up and help each other over to where they could find some shade under a giant palm tree obligingly jutting forth from the impenetrable jungle. 

"How long do you think before they find us?" Catherine asked. 

"Not quite sure, honey," he replied and for the first time she felt truly afraid. She had never before in her life heard him sound so hollow and tired. 

"But surely people will miss us," she tried again. 

"Definitely," he replied without conviction. "But I'm afraid our plane got blown off course by the thunderstorm. I'm not quite sure they will even look for us in the right place. No worries, let us rest and relax as best we can and recover our strengths before foraging for some food. The place looks lush enough." 

The slumber came back but just when Catherine's mind started painting pictures of her bed back home, a sharp poke at her thigh jerked her wide awake. 

An amazing group of men had gathered around the slumbering couple. 

What looked like unadulterated anger at some unknown transgression

contorted the islanders’ faces as they glared down at the two teenagers. Mike and Catherine scooted back all the way to where they were now pressing their backs against the trunk of the giant tree. 

The people spoke to each other in a language neither of them understood. 

"Hello, my name is Mike and we need your help —“ Mike tried saying but was sharply cut off when one of the hunters stepped forward and using the bottom end of his spear sharply hit him across the face. 

"Sweetie!" Catherine leaned over and hugged Mike trying to shelter him from a second blow. She looked back at the group of men and wondered what insanity they had tumbled upon. 

It was as if they had somehow been transported to a time when people still used spears and painted their faces in what had to be the colors of war. For an interminable moment nobody spoke. The group of men stood and scowled at Mike and Catherine as if ensuring that the young couple stay forever petrified in soul-shattering fright. Every time either of them tried to move or say something a spear would gently but resolutely poke them in the chest. 

Finally, a tall heavily muscled man stepped through the crowd of what appeared to be hunters and lifted his hand. 

Catherine gasped when she saw that where his wrist ought to have been, there was merely a stump of mangled and scarred flesh. It looked awful and pink with what she guessed were scars of healed-over burn wounds. The grotesque disfigurements crisscrossed his arm and mingled into a veritable plethora of marks and blemishes that covered his body almost head to toe. 

What part of his flesh was not marked by some sort of wound, was tattooed in thick blue rune symbols. Most striking of all however, was the fact that unlike his men, he wore absolutely no clothing, not even around his waist. 

Where the other hunters had colorful scarfs draped around their waists, this man was absolutely naked. 

Catherine gasped when she realized she knew why. He was evidently proud of the monster between his legs! His prick had to be a good nine inches long and even though still flaccid, it looked like a monster sleeping in its den. 

A monster covered in more runes crisscrossing its foreskin in delicate lines all the way to the very tip of his cock head. 

Tribulations

Suddenly she realized he was smiling and forced herself to look away from the giant appendage dangling between his muscled thighs. 

Mike started to say something but one of the hunters stepped forward and smacked him again sending her husband tumbling in a sniveling heap to the ground. Catherine made to go help him but the chief's stern expression caught her eye. He simply shook his head clearly wanting her to stay put. Catherine froze in place standing where she were in spite of the pitiful whimpers that came from where she knew Mike had fallen. 

Her husband did not make any further protests when the big one armed man stepped forth and blatantly grabbed her beautiful breast seeking out its nakedness from under her torn excuse of a dress. His hand felt somehow warm and soothing but that sensation was quickly banished when he dug his long fingertips in her flesh twisting her tit in a cone. 

She could see him look at her face as if searching for the expressions of pure insult and pain that blossomed there in rapid succession. She whimpered but held his stare. Finally he nodded as if having reached a conclusion of some sort and made up his mind. He mumbled something and his men jumped as one grabbing the two survivors and frog marching them off in the direction of a small path not far away. Soon the tiny group of hunters and their prey were gone leaving the beach deserted and calm like as if nothing had happened. 

When they arrived less than fifteen minutes later at what appeared to be their destination, Catherine wasn't sure whether she ought to be grateful for the brevity of the trek or horrified at what lay ahead. An entire village had revealed itself nestled in the undergrowth of the lush jungle. The little cortège filed past the gathering crowd of half naked kids, women and men straining to ogle the shellshocked couple as they were prodded forth at spearpoint. 

Catherine and Mike were both placed inside a shabby rickety bamboo hut. 

Makeshift bars made out of wood separated a single room inside in two. 

Mike was placed in one side while Catherine was put to sit in the other. 

There was no toilet, running water or any sort of privacy from the gawking crowds that kept trying to peek inside through the shaky bars in the walls. 

Catherine weighed whether to start screaming for help and protesting the situation but she noticed that Mike had somehow sullenly given up. He was merely crouching in the corner of his section. He had placed his head in his

hands and was shaking back and forth mumbling something. She decided that he was probably beyond exhaustion from the entire ordeal. She could hardly blame him. First the freak thunderstorm, then the crash into the ocean, then that ludicrous situation with the natives, any of these would be too much for even the most balanced and experienced adventurer out there. She decided to follow her husband's lead and sat back steeling herself for whatever was to happen next. 

She didn't have to wait long. 

She had barely had time to find a modicum of comfort trying to sit on the hard clay floor when a gaggle of young boys threw open the door and sauntered into her cell. Catherine stood up hoping that they were going to let her go but the men just started pulling and shoving her until they dragged her out shaking into the clearing beside the hut. The more she screamed, the more the young men laughed and when she caught the reflection of steel glinting in the noonday sun Catherine froze in place. The boys had suddenly pulled out knives and for an infernal second, the frightened eighteen-year-old woman decided this was going to be the end of her life. 

Seeing her consternation, however, the men simply laughed and proceeded to methodically cut down and rip off whatever clothes she had left. In less than a minute she was completely naked shivering and trying to cover herself as best she could. The men left her standing there as they filed back into the shack from where they pulled out Mike who was still acting catatonic. They proceeded to tear away his clothes as well. Once naked Catherine was shocked to see that her husband’s cock had grown hard like she had never seen it before. 

She remembered he had trouble performing the last couple of times they had made love. They had both attributed it to jet lag but now she caught herself wondering whether he didn't in fact get off on the humiliation he was currently being made to endure. 

Once having gotten the prisoners naked, the boys giggled and laughed and then sauntered off leaving the two shaking and scared tourists standing by the prison trying as best they could to cover themselves. That was when Catherine noticed the man she had assumed was chief walk up to her and without so much as telling her a word grab her shoulders and rotate her to where she was facing away from him. 

Then she felt him kick out her feet from under her and as she tumbled the strong man wrapped his handicapped arm with obvious practice around her

flailing waist. He lifted her like a doll off the ground. Once in the air, Catherine simply surrendered herself to whatever was to follow. 

She whimpered loudly when she felt a hard object being pushed past her puckered anus. Her cries filled the clearing and echoed from the palms as she felt the foreign object press past her sphincter until she felt her anal ring close at its flared end. The chief smacked her butt for good measure unceremoniously dropping her to the ground as he walked over to Mike. Her husband had of his own accord simply crumbled to the floor obviously resigned at what was to follow. 

She watched in disbelief as the chief grabbed Mike by the waist with one arm and started pushing in a massive butt plug into her husband's ass with the other. Once done, he smacked Mike on the butt just like he had done to her moments before and walked away. For the longest time the young newlyweds lay there on the ground crouching in the dirt as Catherine willed herself to wake up from whatever nightmare she had somehow tumbled into. 

Two powerful hands suddenly grabbed her by the arms and started dragging her over to a tree stump. From the corner of her eye she could see her husband being manhandled in a similar way as they were both tied facing the village with their backs pressed against the rough bark of the tree. 

They were left there tied naked to the tree for the next two days and nights. 

Nobody so much as flinched at their cries for help and shrieks of desperation. 

Every now and then a white man totally naked like themselves but washed and obviously well groomed would silently stop by and offer them water which they both drank thirstily. At one point Catherine thought she caught a glimpse of something inserted into his backside. Having blinked away her tears she looked again and was amazed to see that the middle-aged white man also had a butt plug inserted in his ass. At its end, Catherine saw was what looked like the tail of an animal, a raccoon perhaps. From a distance it made it seem as if the man had a totally natural animal tail jutting out at his back. 

The greatest humiliation came when Catherine realized she had to pee. She tried drawing the villagers’ attention but nobody would even acknowledge her screams and calls. Finally she relieved herself right there where she was tied and noticed that Mike had done the same. 

Then the hunger came. 

It was like nothing she had experienced ever before. Omnipresent and all-encompassing, she found herself unable to think of anything other than food. 

Her lips got parched and in spite of the copious amounts of water she was

drinking, she was constantly hungry. 

Then one morning, the gaggle of young men came back. They didn’t untie her restraints. They didn’t even loosen her ropes. They lifted her feet up to her chest and with one vicious pull unplugged her butt plug. Catcalls and cheering echoed in the forest as they all gleefully observed her void herself. 

They patiently waited until she was done and then unceremoniously they stuck the plug back in and walked over to do the same to Mike. 

It was five days before Catherine and Mike were finally allowed to stand again. They were led on wobbly legs to a nearby stream where they where instructed to wash themselves. Amazingly, they were even given bars of soap that Catherine was stunned to recognize were actually Western. She wondered whether the natives hadn't somehow gotten hold of them from the wreckage of the airplane but her thoughts were cut short when two old women came and dragged the two of them out from the cold river to the center of the village. 

There they were made to squat over what appeared to be two wooden dildos jutting from the ground. Catherine judged the objects to be approximately an inch in diameter and a good nine inches in length. She had never even contemplated the idea of having something so big inserted into her butt. But they were given no choice as the women looked down at the two hapless westerners and said something motioning with her hands backwards. 

At first Catherine refused to do what the women were obviously implying but when she saw one of the older crones pick up what appeared to be a whip she whimpered and meekly started forcing her anus down on the dildo in the ground. It took her a good five minutes before she was finally impaled all the way. The women came around to check that the dildos were securely ensconced in their asses and using thin lines off rope they tied Mike and Catherine's hands behind their backs leaving the couple squatting there in the center of the village naked and in complete humiliation with two massive dildos stuck up their butts. 

Soon Jennifer grew tired of squatting. She discovered that she could use her abdominal muscles from time to time to take some of the weight off her thighs as she leaned in on the dildo in her ass. 

After twelve hours of the excruciating misery Catherine’s eyes flitted open and she realized with consternation that a long line of men had queued up in front of both her and Mike. They all sported raging hardons. 

One by one the men stepped forward and pushed their hard penises against

her lips. She was going to put up a fight when hunger overcame her and she opened her mouth and started sucking on the cock eagerly hoping against hope for some sort of nourishment. 

When the young man came, she gulped it all down and suckled the cock clean before opening her mouth for the next. Off to her side she noticed Mike was also greedily feeding on the cum of the men lining up to be serviced at his mouth. 

This went on for a good six hours before night fell at which point the two old women came out to help them off their humiliating situation. They were untied and lifted off the wooden prods. Catherine desperately needed a bath but accepted the deathly slumber that overcame her exhausted body soon after she was shoved back into their little prison. 

Her knees were wobbly and had it not been for the two old crones on either side supporting her by the arms, Catherine would have tumbled in a heap to the ground. The door to the simple shack creaked open and they dragged her out unceremoniously, shivering and dirty beyond belief. Had she had the energy to care, she would have been mortified not only because of the way she looked but also because of the way she and Mike smelled. Her hair was plastered onto her head like an oily helmet of tears, sweat and gore caked into an unrecognizable mess. 

Catherine hadn’t the foggiest clue about where they were taking her or what they were all saying. Everybody kept speaking in that unrecognizable language of theirs that try as she might she simply couldn’t understand. 

Catherine was utterly unable to detect even the slightest hint of meaning amongst the clicking guttural sounds emanating from these people's mouths. 

Mike had been left behind in the hut to linger and struggle. Catherine shuddered when she thought about how much worse he was probably feeling given the regular beatings he had been receiving ever since the natives had come across the two crash survivors. 

They took her to a clearing not far from the center of the village where she noticed a gaggle of people were waiting. A general hubbub of conversation subsided into a deathly silence when the people caught sight of the disheveled eighteen-year-old wife as she hobbled over in their direction. It took her a good five minutes to walk the simple distance of no more than hundred paces. 

There, Catherine discovered a long rope tied between two tall palm trees at

the height of her waist and much to her consternation the two old women suddenly grabbed her by the waist and carried her over to straddle the rope that now ran through the center between her thighs. Somewhere in the background a lonely drummer started knocking off an the eerie beat that matched the helter-skelter of her own heart. 

Catherine tried to balance on her tip toes as the rope strained against the delicate area of her body between her anus and her vagina. She almost fell but soon the two women returned placing a long straight stick across on her shoulders to which they tied her arms. Now she looked like an awkward letter T made to stand across the strange rope as she balanced with the help of the stick between her shoulders. 

It was almost noon judging by the oppressive heat which was now undoubtedly in the process of evaporating the heavy steam off the heated tropical ocean that she could hear slushing nearby. 

She didn't care that the Islanders could clearly see her tribulations and misery as she broke down in open sobs from the pain, the chafing and the humiliation of the entire situation. 

Then the drums fell silent and realizing that something was about to happen, Catherine looked up finally focusing on the tall husky form of the chieftain. He was standing a good one hundred paces away by the end of the rope where it was tied to the trunk of the opposing palm tree. A huge smile was plastered upon his face as he watched on in sadistic delight the young teenager made to stand on her tip toes as she fought to retain her balance on the rope cutting through her labia. 

That was when the whipping began. 

The two crones had apparently picked up a thin stick each and were now taking turns methodically whipping the top of her butt cheeks between where her dimples that Mike so loved were and where the crease of her ass began. 

Catherine screamed out in shock when the first swat hit her flesh. She immediately tried to scoot and move forward realizing now the devious intent as the rope started rubbing painfully across her pussy lips as she forced herself forward trying to avoid the painful blows. So long as she kept moving, the women wouldn't beat her, but the moment she stopped — the whack-whack would begin again, merciless and sharp. Faintly Catherine recognized cheers and laughs as they started emanating from the group to the side as people were clearly amused by her predicament. 

It took her an eternity before she finally made it to where the chief was

waiting. She took one last step and suddenly fell forward into him as her body succumbed into a much needed faint. 

"What is going on Mike asked?" 

It was the sixth day of their captivity, at least as far as Catherine could remember. There had been a couple of moments when she had blacked out but she was quite confident in her estimate that it was somewhere between six and seven hellish days and nights since they had first arrived in this island of otherworldly torture. 

The white man from earlier, the only one that looked like an American had made a reappearance and just as everyone else today was dressed in colorful robes that screamed offense at the very fabric of her being. Catherine felt so denigrated and miserable having been made to undergo the sequence of outlandish ordeals that she could not understand how anybody anywhere could ever entertain even the mere notion of joy. It all had to be an illusion of some sort. 

And yet again, everybody even the children and the women congregated in the middle of the village where they were all talking and chitchatting as if it was perfectly natural to have two young tourists, malnourished and tied standing in their midst. 

"What is going on?" Mike repeated trying to make his voice louder so he could be heard over the din of the crowd milling about the place where they were tied. 

The man walked over and smiled kneeling down to where Mike and Catherine were made to squat on the ground. 

"Hello," he cheerfully said. "My name is Benjamin. I'm sorry I couldn’t speak earlier, I'm not permitted to interact with people when my husband has me plugged." He reached over and picked up a small amphora with water offering it first to Catherine and then to Mike who gulped down the refreshing liquid eagerly. 

"Your husband?" Mike repeated quietly almost as if to himself. 

Catherine saw that distant look come over him again. She had seen it earlier when her husband had bent forward and of his own accord licked and swallowed his torturer’s cum. 

Guessing that he was off to wherever his mind went in these moments, she decided to ask herself, "Why is everybody so –, dressed up? I suppose?" She asked feeling the pit in the bottom of her stomach grow in apprehension at

what the man was about to say. 

"It is a feast day of sorts," Benjamin replied. "On feast days kind of like back home, everybody wears their best, it is a celebration after all." 

"A celebration of what?" Catherine asked. 

"Why? Haven't you guessed it yet? It is your wedding day," Benjamin said looking at her as if what he was saying was the self-evident obvious. 

He saw her utter shock and disbelief and decided to elaborate, “Here, let me tell you what's going to happen.” He sat by the naked couple crisscrossing his legs and making himself comfortable. "Today's the day that Chief Mahakawa is going to take you and what I assume is your husband there as his new spouses –" he lifted his hand to stay Catherine's obvious outburst. 

"I know, I know – very unusual, right? You have been taken by a village of the tribe of the Kumiayhawa. They practice what I believe is referred to as polyandry, but they do not limit themselves to one wife. Polyandry means he looked over at Mike who’s baffled expression conveyed his utter puzzlement, 

"that one wife is shared by a bunch of men usually of the same family. 

However the chief has allowed his people to practice a slightly modified version of this traditional marriage. In this variant he not only will share you both with his nine brothers, but he will also add you to the four other wives in his harem. I suppose the proper way to describe this arrangement would be to call it a ployandrous polygamy." 

Benjamin took a moment to drink some of the cold refreshing water from the amphora before continuing, "You might be interested to learn that I am one of his wives too. Yes they do marry men and women. With time you will learn that the roles of sexual partners in these relationships are quite fluid indeed." 

"You my dear," Benjamin said caressing Catherine's face, "You, he will mostly use for babies. While your cute man over there will most certainly be his bed warming partner of choice." 

Mastered

"Oh my God!" Catherine gasped struggling against the ropes that held her hands bound as she squatted impaled upon the huge dildo jutting from the ground. 

Benjamin noticed Catherine start to swoon as a faint came over her so he quickly stood and emptied the entire contents of the amphora's cold water on her head jolting her to her senses. A thin smile crossed the man's lips when he noticed  that Mike was taking the news of their impending nuptials in much better stride than his young wife. 

"Most of the people here are direct descendants  of the children from the unions between British sailors and tribespeople from two hundred years ago. 

All of them speak English actually," Benjamin smiled, "but they choose not to do so long as they are on the island. They take enormous pride in their heritage and traditions as you might have noticed. Almost all of them actually moonlight during the active tourist season working the bars and resorts in mainland Australia and even sometimes bring over rich foreigners for a fee. 

That's kind of how Chief Mahakawa sold my wife over to a group of Russian tourists almost three years ago. I have never seen her since." 

"You both might want to ponder that and think about changing your attitude. You will be here for some time and if I were you, I strongly recommend you try and make the most of it." And just like that Benjamin was gone. Catherine and Mike remained there tied down squatting over their obscene dildos rammed up their bums waiting for whatever was to happen next as the hours tumbled by in slow progression. 

Finally Catherine heard an ominous drumroll echo throughout the village as people started filing past making a semi circle around the podium where she and Mike were tied. She wasn't quite sure how long it had been since she had mentally given up and surrendered herself to the situation. She had made up her mind to survive whatever fate had in store for her and do as the man had earlier suggested, make sure she came out of the experience stronger if possible but definitely alive. 

She saw the man she now knew was Chief Mahakawa step forward and look them both over with obvious relish. She recognized that twitch in the side of his mouth as a sinister smile blossomed upon his beautiful lips. 

Likewise, she observed that Mike had somehow completed his little transition and become a docile little boy expecting his fate. 

The chief said something and a group of men quickly stepped forth undoing their bindings and lifting them completely off the ground. As the dildos came out of their bottoms an obscene brown liquid flowed out splashing against their nakedness. Catherine tried to look around but no one showed even the faintest concern at their predicament as bare-breasted she was marched off behind Mike into the direction of the small river running by the side of the village. They unceremoniously tossed them both in laughing at the couple’s obvious humiliation and discomfort. 

She noticed that Mike started rubbing himself down with the river water trying to clean his body as best he could and so she did the same. A couple of minutes later the old crones came out of the crowd. They were holding short lengths of rope that they placed around Catherine and Mike’s necks before leading them back to the square. 

Catherine didn’t fight it when they placed her down on the ground. The old women positioned her so that she was almost lying down flush with the gravel except for her head and neck. They used the rope around her neck to tie her securely to a stump of wood jutting from the ground so that she was made to constantly crane her head looking down the length of her now prostrate body. They didn’t bind her arms or legs leaving them free to flop about as she wished. Catherine winced when she saw them do the same to Mike. Finally it appeared that they were satisfied with their work and moved on leaving the couple bound to the stakes. 

She noticed a man walk out from the crowd and as he came closer Catherine realized it was Chief Mahakawa. His scarred body twitched in the faint shimmers of the twilight that was rapidly descending upon the village. 

As he made his way in resolute steps towards her, Catherine focused on his solid bar between his legs which arose like a snake feeling its prey's proximity. 

"Please," she tried begging as Chief Mahakawa knelt by her and silenced her with one long finger that he carefully placed on her parted lips. 

He nodded and said, "AHMU SORENGATU MAHU MAHU ANORE!" 

He looked at her expectantly and Catherine understood that he wanted her to repeat after him the meaningless words. His expression had grown immeasurably softer with a hint of caring that had not been there the days before. 

Transfixed by his childishly big sad brown eyes, Catherine went ahead and repeated, "AHMU SORENGATU MAHU MAHU ANORE!," at the last

word he nodded again and motioned for her to keep repeating so she did. 

"AHMU SORENGATU MAHU MAHU ANORE!, AHMU

SORENGATU MAHU MAHU ANORE!, AHMU SORENGATU MAHU

MAHU ANORE!," 

She did not comprehend the words but they had a certain magic rhythm and rhyme that after a couple of minutes gave her mind a sense of deep relaxation. She felt her muscles unclench as she felt the big scarred one-armed chief lie down by her in the dirt. 

"AHMU SORENGATU MAHU MAHU ANORE!, AHMU

SORENGATU MAHU MAHU ANORE!," She heard her own voice raise a an octave and concentrated on the meaningless words trying to derive some sense of strength from them. She felt hot tears flow down her face as his warm body moved into hers. The head of his massive cock pressed against her thigh as he licked the tears off the side of her face. Catherine squirmed and spread her legs wider so he could mount her. He smiled and moved down to her lips that he hungrily kissed his tongue leathery and rough claiming her mouth while she felt his mutilated arm lift her legs on either side as he knelt at her crotch spreading her cunt as wide as possible making her ready to accept his cock. 

His cock nestled in her folds and suddenly the world fell silent. Even the never quitting birds in the forest had stopped their chirping as everybody waited. In one powerful thrust upwards he skewered past her opening plunging deep into the wet passage as Catherine shrieked in pain. 

He pulled back and thrust up again, the rope around her neck biting hard making her choke and gag as he plowed into her tender cunt. He felt massive, a rigid length of pure molten steel stretching and filling her beyond belief. He pulled himself back all the way out and then thrust forward repeating the motion again, and again, and again as her sex slowly began to expand and accommodate its new Master. 

An obscene wet sound started accompanying her whispers as he plundered her, grunting and heaving, his balls thick and ripe as oranges swinging against her butt hole as he pressed her knee higher and higher giving him unprecedented access into her unprotected womb. 

At the back of her mind Catherine recognized the drumbeat, start off a gentle cadence that, matched the thrust of his cock and the throbbing of her

heart. 

Her eyes glazed over as she pictured herself being ravaged by a wild forest beast of unknown species as he fucked her bottoming out against her cervix on each stroke. He leaned in on his good hand and propped himself up and she opened her eyes to look at his face as he snorted and grunted mauling her mercilessly. 

Suddenly her core swelled up in ecstasy as her head snapped backwards with the orgasm blowing through her soul. Her skull forced against the stake at its back made her lose her breath as her hypo-oxygenated mind saw stars in the raging thunderstorm of sensation crashing through her body. She felt him smile at the strong squeezing her muscles delivered upon the cock buried in her hot insides. Catherine milked him draining him of his potent seed. She felt utterly helpless swept up in a delight never before experienced as she was being demolished and shattered in this mind blowing  orgasm from another world. 

She felt her pussy squirm and squelch against his prick and sudden wetness squirted out from between her lips against the base of his cock as she writhed and moaned riding wave upon wave of pure ecstasy. Time slowed down to a trickle and then stopped and then started up again with her next breath as much-needed oxygen finally filled her tortured lungs. She felt him buck once, twice, three times as she looks looked up at him and saw his brown eyes squint shut unto his own world of pleasure as he pumped her womb full of his potent seed. 

Finally, after what felt like an eternity but was probably no more than a couple of minutes, he pulled out leaving her squirming insides gaping forth a torrent of sperm as it spilled out of her cunt. She cried as deep sobs rocked her body in conflicting emotions her nipples still painful on her chest. She looked up to see her master walk away, his cock bending away from her body hanging limp again between his knees. 

Somewhere far away she heard the drums beat up again and people's conversation start anew with what she assumes are comments of her defilement. 

Hours passed by and the drums fell silent again. The crowd parted to reveal her husband, proud and tall, scarred and mutilated, his cock strong again and standing ready to plunder yet again. 

Catherine saw him smile down at her with pure unadulterated pride as he

walked over to where she was tied and gently knelt down. Tenderly he reached over and kissed her forehead. Then he pulled out a blade and before she knew it he cut off her rope setting her free. He scooped her up gently cuddling up against him where he was squatting at the ground. They kissed a long time her tongue searching out his depths as he held her tight. 

One last kiss and he stood up. This time she knew Mike’s turn had come. 

The chief gently caressed her head like a proud parent would a child and walked over to where Mike lied tied to the stake in the ground. 

The chief smiled in pure delight as he saw his new wife Catherine walk over and stand to watch as he knelt down by Mike who seemed to have accepted his fate and of his own accord spread his legs lifting them up in the air so he could be mastered for the very first time. Catherine saw much to her amazement Mike's cock grow hard as she had never seen it before. She looked up at her master for permission and he nodded as she squirmed in and reached up to cup Mike's balls gently massaging them. Catherine so wished she could help him relax. She rubbed his sack gently as the master placed his massive cock head at the entrance to her husband’s bum. 

She noticed how Mike's eyes rolled backward as the head squirmed past his anal ring christening the passage for the very first time ever with its presence. She knelt forward and took his cock in her mouth suckling on it with gentle delight as their master started pushing relentlessly forward. 

Suddenly Mike’s cock jumped in her mouth as he moaned in a delicious whimper as the chief’s cock brushed across his prostate sliding inch after inch into his cavernous channel. Catherine couldn’t see his face but knew from the way his cock twitched in her mouth, that he was about ready to cum. 

She started immediately making loud slurping sounds that echoed across the preternaturally silent plaza of the old village. 

Suddenly the chief stopped his motion forward and as if having remembered something he had forgotten, he bent forward past Catherine's head and gently slapped Mike on the cheek. His eyes fluttered wide open in puzzled consternation 

The chief said, "AHMU SORENGATU MAHU MAHU ANORE!," Mike nodded and repeated, "AHMU SORENGATU MAHU MAHU ANORE!.” 

Catherine closed her eyes imagining how Mike's ass had to be squeezing around their master’s girth. Her own little white hand reached over and of its own volition felt at Mike's anal ring where she sensed the man's powerful

member thrust back and forth like a piston of some ancient engine. She made her hand in a small cylindrical fist so that every time the chief would pull out he could travel through her fingers before plunging back in again. She heard him groan in delight as he plowed into Mike in unadulterated delight. 

Suddenly Mike's warm cum filled her mouth as she suckled on his spasming cock lovingly swallowing it all. 

“Ungh!” The chief plunged forward burying himself to the hilt almost crushing her fingers against Mike's ass. She felt him squirm as his massive balls emptied themselves into her former husband’s spasming rectum. 

~~~ To be continued. 

Epilogue

 Eleven months later. 

Catherine faced west looking on at the fast setting sun as the disk slithered and hid beneath the murky horizon. Not too far below the cliffs where she was standing she looked upon the white outline of a cruise ship as it languidly made its way cutting through the turquoise waters beneath. 

It was getting dark and strong winds tussled up her hair billowing it into a cloud of blond tussles waving to and fro. 

"Catherine, you'll catch a cold," Mike shouted. She turned to smile at him and caught him sneaking a cheeky peck on their master's cheek as both men hugged at the entrance to her home. She smiled and made up her mind to leave behind for good her old life that had been fast lived and long forgotten. 

"Are you hungry? Little boo-boo boo-boo," she cooed at the tiny brown bundle of joy in her arms as she started walking back home. 



Milked in London

Jennifer and Ben are happily married and working on building their young family. A financial crisis unfortunately rends their idyllic life asunder casting the young blonde mother adrift and shell-shocked in search of a way to help her family survive. 

Mr. Costas, their neighbor happens to be able to suggest a solution. Hopefully Ben will not find out how suggestible his petite engorged wife turned out to be. 



Schooling the Teacher

It was supposed to be a simple meeting with a concerned parent, but Laura discovers that Billy’s dad has  something  else  entirely  on  his  mind.  The  rich  older  billionaire  is  an  expert  when  it  comes  to understanding human nature. He senses that Laura is desperately trying to control a wild sexual beast under her demure teacher facade. 

His  professional  instinct  is  proven  right  yet  again  when  he  provokes  the  young  and  reserved  Ms. 

Hancock into submitting herself to him. 

Good thing their conference is scheduled last in the day for it will run into serious and hot overtime. 

This is a work of erotic romance intended for a mature audience of at least 18 years of age. 



Humiliating the Schoolgirl

Anna  is  an  eighteen-year  old  high-school  student  that  is  struggling  to  manage  her  time  between applying  for  college,  submitting  scholarship  applications  and  her  two  jobs  moonlighting  as  a  cashier and bartender at a local strip club. 

She has also found it necessary to write and publish erotica novels that she sells to help support her ailing mother. 

Life  is  tough  and  joyless  until  she  falls  under  the  dark  influence  of  Jake,  a  professional  dominant Master who has found a secret Anna will pay anything to protect. 

8,205 words. 

Thank you for reading Honeymoon Island. I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it. 

If you had fun with this book, please consider more of my works at my Amazon Author’s Page. 

Probably the best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad You can also find me on:

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/alex.carlsbad

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Please click here if you would like to know about future release dates and upcoming promotions. 

Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a couple of lines in a review to this book will not only inform me of your opinion, but also inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments and even concerns. 
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