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Prologue The Chase Begins 



“Run, sacrificial one!”

The voice of the High Priestess is raised in a terrifying shriek above the excited buzz and babble of the mob.

“Run for your balls, your prick, and your sinful life, until the best of us claim them from you! Then enter the eternal service of Gora shriven and impotent!”

Hardly needing such encouragement I break into a shambling, half-crippled stride. Yet I’ve barely taken half a dozen steps before I’m tripped by an outstretched foot. Naked and emaciated, exhausted and covered with horrific welts and brands, I sprawl full length, skidding skin from both elbows and knees. A chorus of cruel laughter greets this and I scramble back up, blood running down my limbs, to start again. The surrounding female crowd has drawn back a bit, opening a narrow aisle toward the interior of the island. As I pass through the proffered corridor it immediately becomes a gauntlet of jeering cries, raining spittle and pelted stones.

One of these strikes me hard above the ear, again bringing blood and causing me to stumble with the stunning pain. Still I labor on, hit several more times on the back, arms and buttocks. Cutting my bare feet repeatedly on the stony ground, I at last break free into the open. Panting already, terribly weakened by sleep deprivation and inanition, I know I’ll be lucky to last an hour before being brought down by exhaustion if nothing else. Nevertheless I make it into the jungle at last, slipping into a maze of rampant undergrowth beneath towering, primeval trees.

Barely a few feet into this wilderness I spot a cunningly laid snare. At the last second I leap clumsily over that loop of vine, falling to my bleeding knees on the other side. There I have no choice but to pause gasping a bit to recover.

Apparently this island is scattered with traps. Whether these are intended to capture quarry like me or more mundane game is immaterial. Either way they pose yet another danger to avoid. As if poisonous snakes, spiders, fearsome predators and the pursuit of my bloodthirsty captors weren’t enough. Shuddering with reaction I regain my feet. Then I push doggedly on, dodging trunks and dangling vines, pushing through leafy fronds on which I unavoidably leave crimson smears and trying not to trip over creepers and outthrust roots.

Oh, I’m so weak already, and so desperately hungry and thirsty! What the hell am I going to do? Briefly I consider climbing a tree to hide – surely I can’t run far in my current condition. But that’s an all or nothing kind of gambit. Once discovered up there the game is up. No, if I’m to go to ground, it has to be in a place that provides an avenue of retreat in case of emergency. Continuing on, I once again barely avoid another trap – this one a stony-bottomed pit set with spikes and imperfectly concealed by foliage – and begin to despair. Then sooner than I can believe I hear the echoing blare of a hunting horn and a roar of excitement behind me. The chase is already underway; my head start even more meager than I was led to believe.

For a moment I almost crumple in defeat.

What’s the point of running anyway, when they’re sure to catch me eventually? Why not deny these bitches their sadistic sport? Then I remember the red-hot blade, the pointed spits and glowing coals prepared for me, but especially the huge phalluses girded about every groin. Terror seizes me again, and with a renewed spurt of energy I hurry on. Soon the tangle of plants thins a bit and I’m able to increase my pace. I cover at least a mile this way before slipping again into denser cover.

Already I can hear the sounds of pursuit behind me. The chanting and singing of women having a high good time is counterpointed by the crashing and crackling of branches and bushes incidentally trampled rather than easily avoided. With this as a goad I press hurriedly ahead until I happen upon a boiling creek perhaps a dozen yards wide. I drop to my knees immediately for a long overdue drink.

The water is simply delicious, and keenly restorative. Despite my dehydration I force myself to partake only sparingly though. Being struck by cramps would quickly lead to an unspeakably grisly death – not to mention the fabled fate worse than. Panting raggedly I wipe my chin and pause briefly again to consider my options.

It seems unbelievable to think only a week ago I was afraid of such piddling things as a depraved and mutinous crew, drowning and man-eating sharks. The doom facing me now is horrific beyond compare. And my chances of escaping it are far worse than those I’ve already improbably avoided. I was mad to ever sign onto this voyage: besotted by my wife’s contagious perversity. No search for knowledge, riches and glory could be worth this fate.







Chapter One Shipwrecked 



Departure

We set sail from Amsterdam in the Year of our Lord 1636. The vast Pacific Ocean beckoned. The Spanish had been here ahead of us of course, and the Manila Galleons still passed regularly back and forth between the New World and the Philippines, laden with treasure. Yet unless these were blown off course they did little to add to the sum of human knowledge. Our Dutch merchants had visited the northern and western coasts of Australia and the Spice Islands, and we had recently wrested these last from the Portuguese. Various other islands had been visited, and the rudiments of local languages and customs gleaned. Still most of the rest of this immense expanse remains uncharted, much less explored. The race is on in earnest now to discover the great southern continent most are assured still waits, with riches and barbaric civilizations to rival or even top those encountered by the Spaniards.

Naturally it is the lure of gold, silver and spices that draws our Captain Van Der Schaaf, as well as accounting for my wife’s enthusiasm that I join the venture. Maintaining her family’s position requires an overdue infusion of wealth. As a celebrated natural philosopher however (many are the learned treatises bearing my signature) I remain more interested in the amazing flora and fauna waiting to be found. However, on parting with the formidable Lady Abigail I make certain to subordinate my desires to her own – something I am well-practiced at. Though given to proper public deference Dutch women (especially those of a particular status) can be far more forward in private than their contemporaries. My beloved yet feared spouse is of a particularly domineering sort who might be burned at the stake in other locales for her strange (and voracious) appetites and perversions. My backside still smarting from her latest adventurousness I take my leave of her with equal parts depression and anxiety over what pursuits she might engage in during my absence.

“Have a safe expedition, my husband – and a prosperous one. Indeed I doubt your welcome back will be as you would wish should you return empty-handed.”

Lady Abigail’s demeanor is typically stern and yet playful. Remembering the fervor with which she wielded her switch earlier, and the accustomed insatiability with which she took her pleasure, brings heat to my cheeks and causes me to drop my eyes in the most shameful manner. I’m just glad there’s no one here to witness this evidence of my unfortunate subordination.

“Will you not come down to the docks to see me off? It is likely two or even as much as five years may pass before we see one another again.”

It is only for the sake of form that I make this request. The captain and his first officer already consider me something of a weakling given my academic bent and peripheral part in their expedition. The last thing I want is for them or their uncouth crew to get an inkling of where the power lies in my relationship with my own wife. Luckily Lady Abigail has no intention of leaving her chambers, much less the house, a fact I’m fully aware of before I ask. As expected she laughs dismissively at this request.

“I have given you your parting kiss, darling – that and so much more. And while you shall no doubt pine for me on a small ship amidst all the endless leagues of the sea, I have the most open and licentious city in Europe lying at my feet in your accustomed place.”

This mention of my ‘place’ humbly prostrate before her causes me to burn further with humiliation. Yet true distress pricks me like a stiletto to the midsection again at her hint of the dalliances with which she intends to fill it. The sufferings of lonely celibacy ahead of me are not for the Lady Abigail: I know her too well to be deceived about that. I’ll be lucky if I’m not wearing the horns by nightfall. Cruelly twisting this eviscerating blade she alludes to this more directly yet as she lounges naked in the enormous marital bed.

“Don’t tarry overlong now, husband. The needs of the coffers aside, my own needs won’t be denied indefinitely. We have barely begun our own explorations after all. These stories of conjugal practices unearthed in the Orient, the habits of the Japanese in particular titillate me no end. And I thought we were inventive in Amsterdam! If you haven’t returned to submit to them soon there’s no telling what I may be forced to do.”

Still sprawled in post-coital indolence Lady Abigail toys significantly with the riding whip she has lately taken to using on me. Her smile is at once arching, affectionate and infinitely mischievous. Again I’m reminded forcefully of the dictates of Church and State that would surely fall upon her if we lived in less tolerant environs. Still my heart is beholden to her in all her intimidating appeal, and my own position dependent on the status of her family. Though her suggestive speculations wound me far worse than her most vehement flagellation (or most deviant demands) I reply in all honesty.

“That will depend on the vagaries of wind and sea, on fortune and the Almighty. Rest assured though, my love: I will suffer an eternity for each day of our separation.”

With that I can endure the sight of her loveliness and nudity – and the thought of whom she might share them with in my absence – no longer. I take my leave and head down to the harbor, where ship and captain are readying for departure.

The former is the Dolphin, a swift, stable, three-masted galleon. Bankrolled by a consortium of businessmen (including Lady Abigail’s father) independent of the monopolistic Dutch East Indies Company, she is a good ship, if a bit smaller than the state of the art. Armed well enough to protect herself against anything but a ship of the line, she is not so conspicuously weapon-heavy as to seem piratical. Some weight of cannon has necessarily been sacrificed to the needs of provision. After all, once past Australia and into the uncharted vastness of the Pacific we may not find landfall for quite some time. For this reason as well she carries a crew of no more than two dozen men including Captain Van Der Schaaf and his mate.

This captain is reputed to be a tyrannical bastard. But then who has heard of one who is not? Such men are necessary for controlling the verminous and villainous types willing to risk the dangers and privations of the seas. As I arrive at quayside he is supervising the final arrangements for departure with his customary irascibility.

“Jump lively there, Hansen! Tighten that lanyard down properly before I boot your ass sideways. And you, Bester, tell me you’ve got the gentleman’s books and such stowed as ordered because he’s finally here. I want to sail straightaway now!”

As he turns to acknowledge me I note as always the plume of white in his tangled brown hair, and the scar that continues from this down over his face: splitting one eyebrow and lying like a pale seam across his weathered cheek. It’s reputed he received this not in battle with pirates or the English but from a mutinous crew in an assassination attempt. Giving me a grudging nod from high up on the afterdeck he calls down impatiently.

“Well climb aboard then Professor! Clauss here can show you to your stateroom.”

This is the walleyed cabin boy, and as I gain the deck he indeed leads me with almost insolent surliness to my private lodgings – a singular luxury aboard ship and no doubt resented down in the cramped gun deck where the crew quarters. Upon arrival I note with relief that my books, papers, instruments and other gear have indeed been delivered intact, and after dismissing the youth I set about arranging things properly. I’m still at this when the ship lurches free of its moorings and begins to edge its way out of harbor. We’re on our way.

The Voyage

The first leg of our journey passes uneventfully. Curving widely south and west into the Atlantic we pick up the winds necessary to swing us round the southern tip of Africa. Without losing a single crewmember to misfortune or sickness (quite a rarity and greeted as a good omen) we arrive at the Cape of Good Hope. After re-provisioning we strike out north and east toward the Spice Islands as usual. Reaching these with the loss of only three men – one to an infected rat bite and the others to scurvy already – we fill our holds not with pepper and other lucrative tradables but with more fresh provision. Then we head east again.

Still the winds and our good fortune hold. Successfully navigating the dangerous Torres Strait we finally strike out into the vast and unexplored reaches of the Pacific. Predictably enough this is where trouble first arises, though it is of a rather more personal sort, if still one I might have expected due to the privations of a long voyage.

Of necessity I’ve spent most of the journey in study, trying to master as much of the known customs and native languages in this part of the world as possible. I’m afraid I also pass much of the time indulging in memories of my salacious and insatiable wife. These prove more trying and less humiliating with the passage of time.

When first she insisted upon sexual congress in the superior position – sitting atop me and doing the thrusting herself rather than lying decorously submitting beneath me – I was appropriately scandalized and discomfited. Even in our most recent encounter I found it profoundly shaming. Not as shaming as having my backside recreationally whipped of course, but this still seemed a fundamental violation of both nature and propriety. Now however I find the memory of her flushed excitement, alarming cries, and especially the animated dance of her small but protuberant breasts impossible to dispel. I must confess I’ve been driven repeatedly to onanism despite the dangers of such self abuse. Of course, this isn’t the first time. Among her other unbelievable requirements the Lady Abigail has forced me time and again to bring myself off for her own amusement, a far more shaming exercise than any secret and solitary sin. Seeking to distract myself from these memories and temptations, I take myself out upon the deck to examine the unfamiliar stars of this part of the world. Here I’m threatened with a violation of a far more hideous kind.

The crew has been seething with resentment at the brevity of our port calls. Denied the opportunity for dalliance with prostitutes and promiscuous natives, their carnal deprivation must equal or exceed my own. Nor are they content with or even afforded the opportunity for the solitary relief I’ve been indulging in. I shudder to contemplate the crimes against nature surely being committed down below. Such penetrations that have no doubt been occurring call to mind the allusions of the depraved Lady Abigail.

Her words at our parting were not her first suggestion of an interest in the scandalous practices of the Far East, where women are reputed to indulge in far more shocking inversions of the natural order than merely taking the superior position for copulation. Being well acquainted with her usual progression from learning of a certain depravity to idly musing upon it to hints and suggestions to zealously indulging in it, I fear it certain she will eventually obtain one of these dread harigata for herself, and begin subjecting my long-suffering backside to depredations infinitely worse than just her customary flagellation. This necessary estrangement comes as something of a relief in that regard despite the privations of travel and the certainty of cuckoldry. And yet ironically my ill-advised venture topside nearly subjects me to this horror in a far more repellant fashion.

I’m so involved in my fascination with the sky that I fail to take proper note of where my feet are carrying me. As you know, these southern stars are completely different to our familiar northern ones. In particular there is the great swath of dusty brightness that bisects the heavens, looking vaguely like a stretch of vertebrae. This never fails to astound and intrigue me and musing upon it heedless of all else I wander too near the access to the gun deck. The first notice of my peril comes in the form of raspy voices from just behind me.

“Look here, boys, it’s the fine fancy gentleman come to consort with us riff-raff! Think we can make him feel welcome?”

“Some nice soft skin on him, I fancy, and still caulked as tight as the day he were borned!”

“Tsst! Quiet now, fools! Just get ‘im below!”

Rough hands lay hold of me, one clamping about my mouth. In a sudden panic I struggle wildly, but even aided by adrenaline my muscles are no match for theirs. But at least my mad efforts cause the grip on my face to slip, bringing the edge of a palm within reach of my teeth. Desperation like that of the damned makes me as savage as an animal and I sink my incisors deep. A squall of pain and horrible curses are my reward, and the hand is ripped away, spatters of hot blood stippling my chin as it goes. Immediately I overtop the brute with shouts of outrage and pleas for help, and nearly collapse with relief when they are answered. Both the night watch and the first mate respond, and a drum of boots on the deck herald their approach. Abandoning their attack the sodomites retreat below before they can be identified. I’m left shaken but unviolated, and with a lesson to remember.

“All right there, professor?”

This is the mate, a stalwart fellow named Pieter Evertsen. In contrast to the captain he actually seems to know a thing about honor.

“Yes, thanks. A bit of a scuffle and a close call is all. Nothing a dram of rum wouldn’t put right.”

“Come on up then. And stay away from the gun deck, aye?”

“Aye indeed.”

Denied their prize, the scurrilous ruffians grow surlier still, and the ship’s officers – led by the captain of course – more heavy-handed than ever in meting out discipline. I’m witness to floggings that put those I suffer at the hands of the Lady Abigail into proper perspective. Toying and titillation is all I’ve ever been subjected to, and now that the last welts she’s inflicted have long faded I’ve bizarrely begun to pine for even these scandalous intimacies. Along with my longing for her delectable breasts, and the sight of them bobbing wildly as she rides me (my limbs bound to the bedposts by silken cords and her lovely face anonymously masked) come memories of kneeling before her haughty authority and biting back cries of distress as she sneers imperiously and endlessly lashes me.

So compelling are these recollections they make my member stiffen even as I squirm inside and marvel at the depth of my own growing perversity. Before long, however, everyone aboard from tyrannical captain through sullen crew to strangely conflicted passengers have far more serious trials to contend with. Pressing ever further into uncharted ocean we soon find our favorable winds deserting us. Indeed one after another we are beset by fierce storms, each more dangerous than the one before.

Before long we have surely been blown far off course, though the omnipresent clouds shrouding the sky make it impossible to get a position fix. There are grumbles of navigational incompetence from the crew, and as baseless as they are these add to an increasingly mutinous air. Between storms we are often becalmed for long stretches, though the clouds still obstinately refuse to part. Provisions run low, scurvy begins to take its toll and finally even starvation threatens. Even the very seas seem barren but for the sharks that circle us, and our nets and lines come back empty every time. Still we press on into the trackless void, the captain ignoring the clamor of the crew to turn back.

We must strike land eventually, he claims, possibly at the great southern continent we seek. One abortive uprising has already been put down, the leaders among the malcontents thrown to the sharks. By now our crew is seriously depleted. Yet another more global mutiny is obviously brewing, with the captain targeted for death and myself for both buggery and likely even cannibalism. Our straits are desperate indeed when a solitary island is at last sighted on the southern horizon. Might this finally be the first outlier of that fabled landmass? Heedless with need and dangerously undermanned the Dolphin speeds toward salvation. Charging recklessly ahead, she finds her doom instead.

Washed Up

I’m standing by the rail when the first foreboding of disaster comes.

Peering excitedly into the depths I’m amazed and gratified at the number and variety of fish I can see despite the opacity of the water. The seas have gone from barren to fecund in a furlong. The island could account for that: the more niches there are for life, the more life one invariably finds. Thus sea life seems to concentrate around coasts, islands – and coral reefs. No sooner does this last thought strike me than a panicked shout comes from the lookout, and answering roars from the wheel deck.

“Ware the reef!”

“Hard o’ starboard!”

“Secure for collision!”

From knifing smoothly forward the Dolphin swerves sharply, causing me to stagger back from the rail. For a brief moment I can hope the unprecedented abruptness of this maneuver has spared us. But of course, it is too little and too late. A sudden grating screech is followed by a horrific crunch from under us and our momentum is arrested altogether. Fatal as it is for the ship however this abrupt change from reckless speed to almost instant stop proves unexpectedly fortuitous for me – though I’m far from able to appreciate this fact at first. Already unbalanced and with my grip on the rail broken I’m instantly pitched headlong over this and into the sea quite a good distance from the hull.

I have what seems like an eerily long interval of disbelieving surreality to marvel at the sun-spangled waves below, the wind of my passage cooling my sweaty face and fluttering my long unwashed shoulder-length hair. My filthy garments (one of the worst travails of life aboard ship; among so many other things Lady Abigail is strangely demanding of fastidious cleanliness, and I have taken to this unorthodox condition with far more admittable pleasure than most of her other requirements) flutter against my gaunt body and pin wheeling limbs. The certainty of death approaching (if not by drowning then surely by being torn apart by sharks), gifts me with sudden lucidity. It is not the pain of cessation I fear, or any terror of eternal damnation. Living in rational Amsterdam immersed in radical thought and the study of natural philosophy I have long since determined the Church to be a sham and the fires of Hell as pathetic an empty threat as the promise of eternal paradise is a transparent inducement. Surely any self-respecting Creator would prefer moral behavior to be based on ethical convictions rather than threat or bribery. Nor is it any regret over a life’s work left unfinished that strikes me as I’m propelled toward seeming oblivion. Surprisingly it is my perverse, unfaithful, and distressingly domineering wife my thoughts turn to in those brief yet amazingly drawn out seconds of flight. I rue not fulfilling her requirements for this mission. I suffer and yet savor pangs of humiliating love for her despite the travails she habitually inflicts on me. And in an instant of epiphany I surprisingly realize that I have likewise savored just as much as suffered her imperious, humiliating ways. The erections I invariably sprout throughout her thrashings take on new significance. The long-mysterious frisson of lying meekly bound and supine beneath her while she insatiably takes her almost contemptuous pleasure is mysterious no more. Marveling more than ever at myself, I find that I will miss and regret the loss of these discomfiting occasions worse than any of the other myriad joys and fulfillments about to be reft from me. Almost as soon as they are grasped however these staggering perceptions are slapped from my immediate awareness. Suddenly the water strikes me a stunning blow and I’m enveloped in its surprisingly warm embrace.

Somehow retaining the discipline not to breathe that deadly medium in, I struggle weakly, my sodden clothes further hampering my feeble efforts. All is green and murky, yet the blurred gold of the sun shining through the recently finally parted clouds forms a beacon above me that my reflexive animal insistence on life finds irresistible. Recovering somewhat from the violence of my immersion my faculties begin to return. Still obstinately holding my breath I thrash my leaden limbs against the density of the water and the restriction of my clothing. That orb of gold draws closer, and with it the air that my lungs and stubborn insistence on continuance scream for. At last I breach the surface.

A disorienting chaos assails me after the relative serenity of my flight and the silence of my immersion. Even as I’m gasping greedily at that life-giving elixir a wave smacks my face, filling my gaping mouth and washing down my throat and windpipe both. Desperately I choke and cough it out, blackness encroaching on my already minimal vision. Finally, the throe passes. With the receding of this imperative and the clearing of my ears my senses at last begin to properly register and order the horror surrounding me. I hear screams, curses, pleas for divine mercy, the stentorian shouts of the captain and above all an ongoing grinding roar of destruction.

All is still in flux, yet it is apparent immediately that the ship is going down. A huge rent has been opened in the keel, and already the Dolphin is listing and breaking up. Splintered timbers are scattered like jackstraws, and water-chests and smaller kegs of rum are bobbing to the surface among other debris. Still the screaming intensifies horrifically, and I can no longer hear the captain or anyone trying to bring order to the disaster. It dawns on me at last that my being flung so precipitously from the deck may have offered me a tenuous chance at salvation.

I’ve been thrown beyond the fatal reef. Among the flotsam now spreading concentrically from the point of collision is a stout timber somewhat larger than my body. I manage to splash my way over to this, still retching with shock and the seawater I’ve ingested. Gaining this meager float I cling to it momentarily while I marshal my still returning faculties. Then spurred by the screams and rending noises behind me I immediately begin kicking away from the remains of the ship, hoping frantically to escape the suction when she goes down. As I’d feared, soon those screams of terror and entreaty are joined by ones of mortal agony as the omnipresent sharks wade into the fray. Praying that the reef shields me from these as well as the worst of the suction I’m spurred to greater efforts than ever and just barely in time.

The water is pulling me back toward death even as I strive forward. For several frantic moments I make little or no headway. But at last the draught subsides. The Dolphin has gone under; taking those so far spared the sharks with it. Facing resolutely away from the death and destruction behind me I turn my attention to my only possible hope: the solitary island that lured us hence and goaded us to such improvident haste. From the level of each wave crest I can just catch a brief bobbing glimpse of the volcanic cone at its peak a league or so away. Despite the debilitation of scant recent rations and my bruising smash into the sea, despite the restriction of my soaked clothing (I at least manage to kick off the terrible and unrelenting drag of my water-filled boots), I keep this intermittent glimpse in my sights and somehow maintain a gasping, sputtering, kicking progress toward it.

For a while a lateral current seems determined to pull me away from my lone hope of salvation. While not particularly powerful inside the reef this still tests my waning strength to the limit. Finally, however, after a seeming eternity of desperate effort, I feel solid ground under me. Pushing away the now waterlogged timber I crawl equally sodden from the surf onto an idyllic beach of soft white sand. Utterly exhausted and sickened by horror and seawater I promptly collapse insensate, the sole survivor of the doomed expedition of the Dolphin.







Chapter Two Predisposed 



Seized

It is either later the same afternoon or possibly even the next day that I am shaken from my stupor. Whichever it is, the clouds are gone completely and the sun is strong and hot. I’m lying half in the water with the surf washing up dangerously close to my face. Still battered, weak as a newborn and now maddened by thirst I’m jerked into an awareness of my many miseries by rough hands that suddenly grab me all over and drag me away from the waves. These are accompanied by a gabble of excited voices.

In my sludgy semi-consciousness all I perceive of the former is that they are uncommonly large and strong – and utterly devoid of any tenderness. Likewise the voices that are raised at my discovery lying here half-drowned and helpless, though seemingly all female, are not informed with care and solicitude but with a savage exultation.

In my muddled state I can make no more sense of them than that. Nevertheless I recognize that the tongue spoken is a dialect of one of those I’ve studied in preparation for this venture. Perhaps it is a variant descended from the original after a long period of separation. Hopefully when I’ve recovered some I will be able to communicate my benign intentions – or at least forestall any violence. As I’m dragged further up the beach I at last manage to blink my bleary gaze clear. The first thing I focus on is the forest of legs surrounding me.

As befits the tropical climate these are brown and mostly bare. The feet (uncommonly large like the rough hands grasping me) are shod with sandals. The leather straps securing these continue past the ankle and well up the sturdy calves in crisscrossing fashion. From their tops below the knee dangle decorative, brightly colored feathers, the plumes of local birds presumably. Though heavily muscled and much larger than my own, something about the shape and set of those hairless legs suggests they indeed all belong to females.

Suddenly I’m dropped with brusque disregard on a stretch of turf between the sandy beach and the first fringe of a looming jungle. Then straightaway those rough hands begin tearing at my garments, painfully wrenching my emaciated limbs in the process.

My once fine clothes are little more than wet rags by now and give way easily. With a purr of ripping cloth my gaunt body is quickly bared. Only my belt remains intact, and in the process of worrying it free (and finishing unceremoniously stripping me completely naked), my rescuers – or perhaps captors – finally roll me over to face them.

At the moment they’re examining my finely wrought and elaborately worked belt (a parting gift from the previously peerless Lady Abigail) with overlapping exclamations of appreciation. I might well add my own to the chorus – were I not struck speechless. Fear, amazement, intimidation, perplexity, unwilling arousal and a further related emotion I’ve only just learned to admit to are suddenly combining to absolutely stagger me. From a ship full of filthy men of the most scurrilous sort, from the salty doom of a sea crowded with sharks, I now find myself lying naked at the feet of the most astounding group of aborigines.

There are half a dozen of these natives, all female as I’d suspected. Yet these are females like I’ve never dreamed of seeing. For starters they are all of simply monstrous stature.

Towering above my prostration like animate colossi, these savages are to a woman at least seven feet in height. Yet not only are they amazingly large but as brawny and sculpted as gladiators. Bronze statues come to life, their brown-skinned musculature is revealed nearly in its entirety. Girt only with scanty leather loincloths, they are shaved bare everywhere, even to their gleaming skulls, giving a bizarre but powerfully compelling purity to their perfection of form. Their faces are just as exquisitely molded, their fearsome loveliness accentuated by the barbaric jewelry adorning them. Beyond the heavy gold bracelets or armbands encircling their wrists or bulging biceps, they all sport gem-encrusted collars about their necks. Gold rings glitter on nearly every finger and hang from each earlobe and even the septum of a few proud noses. Furthering the intimidating spectacle they make are the weapons they carry: knives and bolas dangle from each hip and each free hand clutches an enormous spear: feather-decorated, iron-bladed, nine feet long and as big around as my wrist. Had these warriors possessed only one breast each I might fancy I had fallen into the clutches of that mythical race of Amazons. Yet these bare-breasted behemoths are all fully, even hugely endowed. Each twinned teat is as large as my head or more. Despite my desperate straits I feel myself twitching toward tumescence.

It is not just the universal beauty and gratuitous endowment of these women that stirs me. The depredations of my suddenly tame-seeming wife have uniquely primed me to appreciate strong, even dominant females. Against my every natural inclination I find I have come to crave being subjugated by such, to treasure the humiliation and belittlement she so relentlessly forced upon me. This was my epiphany during that plunge toward the sea of course. Now, finding myself meekly prostrated naked and consummately vulnerable at the feet of so much glorious feminine pulchritude, these depraved yearnings suddenly surge forth like never before. By the time the distraction of my belt has passed my member is thrusting rigidly up.

I make no baseless boast when I report that I am splendidly endowed myself.

No less demanding an authority than the Lady Abigail (whose experience is regrettably extensive) has repeatedly praised and gloated over my length and girth. She has even credited it with her insatiability in the marital bed. Now every impressive inch stands forth from my thatch like an emphatic salute to the glories of womanhood. Indeed it quests so urgently up toward the dreadfully attractive epitomes of that far fairer sex surrounding me that it aches with a fierceness of need that brings an additional heat to the flame of mortification coloring my cheeks. Rather than the flattery it is however, this is unfortunately construed as the worst kind of offense. Any delusions about the possibly benevolent intentions of my rescuers are immediately dispelled.

The face of the first woman to notice my erection is immediately disfigured by fury. She draws the attention of the others to it, and it’s clear by their reaction that this is nothing less than monstrous effrontery. Their outrage is universal, and I’m immediately assailed by kicks and cries of anger and condemnation. Among the shouts of vehement detestation I at last begin to recognize and translate words: disgusting, arrogant, insolent, brazen, and finally punish.

Indeed this last verb is repeated with increasing emphasis. One hulking brute with feathered plumes dangling from her ears as well as sandals and spears even draws a knife, which naturally makes me quail and grovel more shamelessly than I already am. Fortunately this enraged Amazon (I know she isn’t truly of that mythical tribe but the appellation is too apt not to use) is restrained from taking action. The tallest, haughtiest, most decorated and enormously endowed warrior, whom I gather is the captain or leader of this group, intervenes. My comprehension improving by the moment, I follow her admonishment that they must not irreparably damage me.

She, the leader, will exact retribution for them before they deliver me to the High Priestess. She reminds her followers of the rare preciousness of the opportunity my finding presents. They must restrain themselves or suffer the wrath of the entire people. And will not the wait, proper preparation, appropriate ceremonies, great sport, celebration, retribution and feast be so much more enjoyable than a quick and wasteful amputation? All agree, with a disconcerting return of the savage exultation that greeted my discovery. By the time the leader reclaims my belt from one of her soldiers I’m able to almost completely understand her words despite the dialectical differences from the language I’m familiar with.

“I, Moba, claim this pretty weapon, along with its first use. Stretch this loathsome specimen of the banned gender out before me. I will show it what we think of its ridiculous appendage, and the sinful use to which it would put it!”

Appallingly tall and brawny, all sculpted musculature and gratuitous womanliness, exotically beautiful beyond the ken of civilized minds and exuding both a terrifying barbarism and distinctively erotic sadistic zeal, this largest, most bosomy authority figure among the women now in possession of me wraps a loop of that belt about one huge fist, grasps the trailing end in the other and cracks it experimentally between them – just as Lady Abigail did upon presenting it to me. Of course after that she’d bent me over the bed and belabored me exhaustively. This time however I have no doubt the flagellation in store will prove far more challenging than anything my merely playful wife has ever even considered inflicting.

Punished

Straight away four gorgeous warriors lay hold of my limbs. Their bellies are so flat and defined; their breasts so contrastingly bounteous, their bald beauty so eerily alluring and their righteous fervor so thrillingly intimidating that I can’t dream of resisting them – futile as that would be. Their arms are as large as my legs after all, and so Herculean that thick veins protrude through the skin, marbling the hard muscle below. Each beautiful brute must be nearly double my weight, and all are burgeoning in the peak of robust young health. Even were I not half-starved and dreadfully debilitated by my struggle with the sea I would be no match for one of them, to say nothing of half a dozen. Their grip on me is more implacable than the most fiendish bondage my wife has ever subjected me to. Gods, my erection throbs on with the most perverse insistence just at their touch, yet most especially at this irrefutable proof of their power over me.

Lifting me bodily up is the next thing to effortless for these Amazons, as is stretching me tightly spread-eagled. Whimpering with dread and yet shivering with unconscionable arousal I hang splayed out helpless between them. Immediately Moba steps up to the almost perpendicular spread of my legs and the exquisite vulnerability of my proffered crotch.

Unlike Lady Abigail when introducing me to my latest accoutrement she clearly has no intention of using that belt on my buttocks. Still transfixed between terror and an utterly unholy excitement, anticipating agony of a magnitude previously unprecedented, I’m nevertheless powerless to affect the grossly swollen and visibly pulsating insult of my manhood. More discontented grumbling greets this persistent sinfulness, and the tension in the air grows unbearable. Then with a snarl of eager intent and a grunt of concentrated effort the captain of my captors swings her powerful arm through a roundhouse arc. At its culmination that heavy leather strap slashes viciously down onto my offending organ.

The detonation of excruciation in my genitalia is unsurpassed: every bit as intense as I expected and so much worse. Yet fortune favors me in one crucial respect. Through chance or intent that blow falls almost entirely upon my penis, sparing my far more susceptible testicles. Still I scream and wrench helplessly against the hold on my limbs, only dimly aware of the exultation of my captors. Then another blow falls, and another and another. Before the unbelievable agony of each can begin to dissipate it is almost instantly redoubled by the next.

This is a torture worthy of the Inquisition. Yet unlike the victims of Torquemada I seem congenitally incapable of renouncing my heresy. Despite the astronomic agony climbing ever higher in my member, this merely burns hotter, throbs harder, and raises itself ever more demandingly to meet each horrific slap of that strap. Clearly my newfound perversity is more than a match for even this ever escalating level of torment. In fact, it even seems to feed on it.

Some sick part of me actually craves this pain as the ultimate confirmation of my subjugation. The mere trifles my wife habitually subjected me to may have unearthed this perversity in me, but obviously never came close to realizing its potential. Now I writhe and scream and revel in each explosion of agony, spurred to even further fulfillment by the combination of my complete helplessness and the unbridled savagery of the excitement surrounding me. Being the object of such communal contempt and lust for my suffering thrills me in direct proportion to the depth of my debasement. Yet even this is not the sum of my exaltation. I also have a far more traditional source of sexual arousal to wallow in.

I am surrounded on all sides by naked breasts far more sumptuously massive than any of which I could ever have conceived. Nor are these the flabby sagging bags of the decadent old dowagers whose ampleness might only have approached those back in Europe. Each teat is as firm and ripe as it is huge, and jiggles unceasingly with the laughter of my captors and the constant tugging of my pathetic struggles. Yet naturally most arresting of all are those largest of breasts: the ones belonging to the indisputable authority so exhilaratingly whipping me. With each stretching wind-up and full-bodied swing of her arm Moba’s enormous udders dance madly about right in front of me.

Such a spectacle far surpasses any experience of my life for sheer eroticism. Earlier I gushed about the bobbing of Lady Abigail’s small but exquisitely shaped bulbs while riding my bound body; this display as insanely exceeds that as the current beating of my penis does any previous ordeal with belt, switch, or riding whip. Even as my member goes from a healthy pink to an angry red to a universally bruised black it strains ever more eagerly upward. My wrenching struggles and even the screams I peal endlessly forth take on a distinctly erotic tenor. Eventually those screams somehow even come to express ecstatic affirmation.

“Yes! Yes! Ah, gods yes!”

Surely my Dutch words are gibberish to the women. Yet there’s no mistaking the perverse appreciation in my reaction. Cruel exultation changes to chagrined surprise, and Moba redoubles the ferocity of her whipping. Yet my exaltation only continues to climb with my rising suffering and at last she desists. Panting hugely through my tears and as fiercely erect as ever I listen with increasing trepidation to the debate that ensues. Denied the exhilaration of my ordeal I’m finally prey to a belated instinct for self-preservation.

“What is wrong with this despicable male? It refuses to relinquish its criminal intent!”

“It is worse than that, sister!” This comes from the most vindictive of the bunch, the one whose knife was only restrained by the intercession of the leader. Even now she is fingering it at her waist. “Punishment only makes its intent more imperative. It will not be cowed by our power. It should be dispatched immediately!”

“Peace, Nera,” cautions the one holding my left ankle. “Let the leader speak.” She turns to Moba. “Has there ever been a worse offense to almighty Gora? Has any male ever failed to succumb to her will? Should it not be slain outright, or thrown at once into Gora’s mouth?” Before Moba can answer, another Amazon chimes in to nods of affirmation all around.

“In all the history of the people I have never heard of this level of offense. Let us enact the retribution ourselves, and never speak of this.”

“You are too impetuous, sisters, and too short-sighted. That is why I am leader of the seaward patrol. Fear not!” Haughty and imperious Moba sneers down at me. “We will break him of this defiance, if not in the dungeon then surely during the hunt and after. Perhaps Gora blesses us with a worthy challenge. This gift from the sea may be the means for us to prove our worth in a way that will ensure fecundity and prosperity for generations to come.”

“But what if we fail?” objects yet another. “Gora may punish us with the shaking earth, and the fire that comes from above!”

“We will not fail. Despite the abnormal size and criminal persistence of its appendage, this is a male no different from the myriad others we have vanquished. And the white-skinned ones are rare and precious. Perhaps its anomalous penis makes it even more so. Think of the potency we may appropriate! We shall have a celebration like no other when it is finally broken and brought down!”

Still a few of the others continue to voice misgivings. Finally, Moba becomes impatient.

“Have I not said this is a male, a weak and despicable member of the banned sex? Has not Gora blessed us already with longer life, a vast increase in stature, the infallibility of the milk and even seedless progeny since we swore to eradicate them? I will prove to you that we shall prevail! See, despite the seemingly indomitable way it lusts for us, like all males it carries its most precious and vulnerable parts outside its body. Even without irreparably damaging them, we can quench its sick lust for us – at least temporarily.”

Without further hesitation Moba suddenly lunges forward. Bringing up a knee she rams this hard straight into my testicles.

Agony of a different sort entirely explodes through me. Moba is completely right of course: rather than inflame my sick lust this kind of cripplingly intimate excruciation vanquishes it instantly. Already my weak limbs have turned to water yet she repeats the blow twice more, by which time I fear I may indeed be irreparably damaged. Sickness far worse than that inflicted by swallowing seawater has swamped me utterly and I retch uncontrollably. My eager tumescence subsides immediately and every trace of exaltation is as effaced as if it had never been.

Now the cheers of my captors are cruel and loud and savagely celebratory! Moba’s point is proved, her wisdom and fitness as leader reaffirmed. The patrol’s confidence restored they drop me painfully to the ground once again. There I vomit repeatedly, and weeping like a baby curl up protectively around my wounded privates. Even the still flaming pain of my horrifically welted penis is a genuine torment to me now. And then through my terrible sickness and misery I hear words that at last bring home to me the mortal terror my perversity had earlier shielded me from. The extremity of my plight crashes in on me with devastating force.

“Come! We have dallied long enough. We must bring this splendid sacrifice to High Priestess Zela. Let all the people share our joy in this good fortune and most worthy challenge. We shall have a hunt and feast and orgy of retribution that will live in memory forever. And soon the world will be one less shriven, especially criminal male closer to perfection!”

Proof of Complicity

Even as I sob and writhe and cup my swelling testicles one dreaded word knells horrifically through my head: sacrifice! Clearly my reprieve by Moba is only death delayed. These women indeed mean to slay me, and undoubtedly in some spectacularly gruesome fashion.

The bloody tales of heart extraction brought back by the Spaniards recur in all their vile detail. Yet something tells me these Amazons practice rites that would make even the Aztecs blanch. After all, from their talk this is apparently a society composed exclusively of women, impractical as that may sound. They seem to have some kind of religious proscription against men in general and the sex act in particular. Simple logic (not to mention the use of the word ‘shriven’) suggests the heart would not be the item of anatomy to draw the attention of their vengeance. And Moba’s warning against the wastefulness of a hasty unmanning indicates a preference for a particularly elaborate and drawn-out act of amputation. Futile as it will almost certainly be, the time has clearly come to attempt to communicate with these savages. No doubt no amount of eloquence will tell against the evidence of my insanely eager erection, and my all-too-obviously erotic response to their punishment of it. But I must at least try.

Given the situation, I’ll surely eventually be babbling pleas in the most abject fashion. For the moment however I find it impossible to marshal any words at all. I can barely even lift my head. And when I at least manage to focus my awareness past the nausea consuming me I see that beyond ensuring my continued prostration and captivity, the ladies are momentarily disregarding me anyways.

While Moba and Nera stand an unnecessary guard over me, the other four are foraging in the forest. When they emerge it is clear that ensuring my captivity – not to mention prostration – is indeed their immediate aim. While the motivation of the two stripping limbs and twigs from a trunk to form a long pole is uncertain, the fact that the other two are carrying great lengths of thin and limber vine indicates an unmistakable intent. They mean to bind me. And once again the Lady Abigail’s playful (and admittedly humiliating) dabbling in the delights of bondage is surely about to be rendered as insignificant as her erotic charms, essays in debasement and penchant for flagellation.

Tame as her play is proving to be though, my seriously deviant wife has obviously succeeded in warping me far more outrageously than I ever suspected. What more damning indictment of my own deviance could there be than what now proceeds? And what other explanation could there be for that deviance that the unsuspected effect of that precedent?

I am still debilitated by a roiling nausea and agony the likes of which the similarly un-afflicted can’t possible appreciate. I’m convinced that this bondage is the next ineluctable step in an ever worsening progression toward my savage castration and inconceivably fiendish execution. My terror is of the existential intensity that could easily prove fatal in and of itself. Yet as these barbarous beauties close back in upon and seize my helpless body I feel a bizarre renewal of that self-destructive yet irresistibly compelling derangement that has somehow managed to unseat my reason. As I’m rolled back over and have my arms wrenched unnaturally around behind me, I gasp not so much at the flash of pain as at that sick species of sexual excitement that accompanies it. The sob that escapes me is born not of despair but of a misery indicative of elemental confusion. I simply have no way to cope with the contradictory stew of emotions churning through me. And gods help me but this only grows worse as I’m so roughly manhandled and pitilessly restrained.

Looping one of those vines about my elbows, the women wrench them so tightly together they actually meet along the line of my spine. Only my inanition makes this possible, and still my shoulders are so bowed and their seating so stressed I can feel them threatening to pop out of their sockets. Gonadal assaults aside however, pain still proves an unconscionable aphrodisiac for me, one whose potency increases with intensity. Likewise the ever growing helplessness and debasement of my straits remains an ever more enthralling thrill, a compulsion the irresistibility of which I remain unable to guess the extent of even now. Here in the face of a death more horrific than I can bear to imagine, my warped libido continues to rule me in a way most would find unfathomable. By the time my elbows are secured the distress in my abdomen has been forgotten, and my badly abused member is again swelling against the soft turf it’s crushed into.

Next my hands must be bound despite their present uselessness. In a trice my wrists are lashed so tightly together the vines seem to grind my bones. Pinching the skin they sink so deeply in that my fingers are almost immediately numbed. Meanwhile, further ballooning my burgeoning and inexplicable relish for the terror, humiliation, exhilaration and pain of my predicament, another pair of overwhelmingly powerful and insanely alluring Amazons are at work on my lower limbs.

More exceedingly tight vines bind my ankles together, and my legs at just above the knees. In an effort to stem the surging of my idiotic excitement and obey the insanely evanescent imperatives of survival, I finally force my desiccated throat into use.

“Ladies, please…”

How I might have gone on from here must remain forever a mystery, even to me. One of my captors responds to this first attempt at communication by grabbing a fistful of my hair and stretching my head radically up and back. Another immediately rams a small, immature coconut into my mouth. Lodged immovably behind my teeth and forcing my jaws open to their very limit, this promptly robs me of any ability to speak. The most intelligible noises I’ll be capable of making from here on out are pleading whines, moans of conflicted distress and the eerie keening that escapes me whenever my ungodly excitement bursts all bounds of sense and restraint.

Speaking of restraints, even gagged and with my limbs so utterly incapacitated, the ones being placed on me remain unfinished.

Together my legs are bent back at the knee. The bindings cutting into my wrists are tied to those doing likewise to my ankles. Besides rendering me even more ridiculously helpless, this bows my back most uncomfortably up and stresses my shoulders even worse than they already are. Then the last knot is secured, and the almost infinite scope of my perversity proves even more indisputable. Struggling wildly now that it’s more useless than ever, my heart rate and the growth of my hardness both respond to the exquisite futility of my most frantic efforts by increasing astronomically. Suffering bondage of such appalling severity (being tied to the bed for sex can’t begin to compare with it) has me literally breathless with excitement and once again bizarrely unconcerned about where this madly compelling predicament is inevitably leading me. It hardly needs to be said that the condemned member nestled in the turf and squashed so evocatively underneath me is once again unprecedentedly tumescent in seconds. And yet an even more telling demonstration of my almost suicidal depravity is still to come.

Finally, the purpose of that pole is revealed. It is brought forward and inserted crosswise between my bound-together limbs and distressingly bent body. Perpendicular to my bowed backbone, it is seized at either end by two of the brawnier members of the patrol who kneel on either side of me. As one they lift that pole to their shoulders and rest it on the left ones. Then they rise smoothly to their feet.

The moment of elevation, when my body loses contact with the ground, is also one of revelation. For starters, it reveals that what I had considered a very painful (and insanely erotically exciting) restriction and strain on my limbs, shoulders and back had merely been an enticement: a teasing harbinger of the incredible experience ahead.

With simple plant matter and gravity now conspiring to make a near semicircle of my torso and upper legs, my spine suddenly screams shrilly with absolutely fantastic stress. The connection between each and every vertebra seems seconds from separation, as do those between my arms and upper body. The vines constricting my hands and feet must likewise be moments from slicing in to the bone – or so at least it feels. Choking on the stifled scream I involuntarily try to release, I come close to swooning at the sheer excruciation suddenly raving through me. Nearly every iota of my being protests this outrage even as I deliberately worsen it by renewing my wild struggles. And I require no epiphany to know this madness will only grow exponentially with the passage of time. No, what is revealed next is yet further evidence of my still astounding capacity for turning physical and emotional affliction into demented arousal – provided those afflicting it are women of surpassing power and appeal. Thus it is that those very women are treated to an unwelcome revelation of their own.

As my genitals come into view, the amount of perverted ecstasy my unprecedented agony (and consummate helplessness, and depthless subjugation) inspire in me is again unmistakably apparent. Perhaps five minutes from being nut-pummeled into extinction, my proudly insolent erection is taunting them even more emphatically than before. In fact, with the gravity cruelly torturing me pulling my blood down to its lowest point, that grossly engorged appendage now throbs more insistently than ever: a second heart whose vitality seems to exceed that of the first. Hard as carved bone and marbled with veins of its own, it curves adamantly upward despite that remorseless pull of the earth. It even seems to revel in the additional swelling imparted by its whipping. Among so much else, the fact that it could react so eagerly to the agony of angry bruises being increased by blackened bloat and the pulse-pounding urgency of my surging excitement is universally astonishing. Yet my own amazement is dwarfed by that of my captors. And while mine gives rise to a frenzy of demented gratification, that of the ladies immediately turns once again to appalled outrage. As expected, Nera of the knife is the first to express this.

“How dare it! This criminal is truly incorrigible! You heard it, it speaks our tongue! It knows its sinfulness, yet revels in this! It knows it’s destined for the sacrificial fire, yet it cares only for its need to spew its vile seed! How can this be? It is unnatural, I swear it!”

“That it is,” answers Moba grimly. “And it is this unnaturalness that makes for its unprecedented value. Gora would not have sent us such a challenge without reason. We dare not shirk it. Control your anger, sisters. We shall have a once in a lifetime celebration and sacrifice. Perhaps by consuming the astonishing potency of this specimen we will finally regain full fertility. Who among us would not want to bear progeny with regularity rather than rarity? This test of our worthiness is a priceless opportunity, I tell you!”

Only Nera looks unconvinced. Yet she inclines her head in deference.

“I bow to the wisdom of the leader. Yet I ask permission to be the one to banish the affront this time. Allow me to punish this scum and squeeze the insolent lust from it.”

“Very well. But have a care. We all saw it vomit before. It must not do so again, not with that coconut in its mouth. I will not have it perish through accident or carelessness. Restrain your outrage, and withhold your full strength.”

Nera’s glare of hate-filled, sadistic intent as she moves up beside me is chilling yet brings a paradoxical heat to my face and loins. Shivering with anticipation and uncontrollable arousal, I brace for a challenge of my own. Then she grips my already bruised and swollen balls in her fist.

Straightaway she begins to squeeze. Thick lips snarling back from gleaming white teeth, she focuses the most baleful regard imaginable on me. Assailed again by that crippling agony of which only men know, I immediately choke on another strangled scream. Still this pain is less than having the hard cap of a knee rammed into me. And in the exaltation of the moment I somehow manage to meld that sickeningly intimate distress into my more global excruciation.

Despite the torment of that crushing grip, despite the tears that stream ceaselessly from my eyes, I writhe and bleat and excitingly fight my bondage and yet all the while timidly maintain my horridly compelling eye contact with this contemptuous Amazon. And by some unfathomable excess of depravity, I not only retain my amazing tumescence but actually feel it begin to twitch spastically upward with renewed insistence. Sweat pours off of me, I strain mightily at those fantastically tight vines, and still the utter futility of this thrills me beyond all understanding. That grip tightens pitilessly, my struggles grow ever more frantic and a panicked desperation drives me ever further into a simply delicious madness. But then I unavoidably begin to retch against the huge foreign object filling my mouth. Just as the extreme peak of my exaltation threatens to recede, blessed Moba steps in.

“Enough, sister. You must not slay him!”

Glaring defeat and hatred that should slay me with its mere intensity, Nera desists at last.

My breath whistling through my nose, I pant raggedly up at her and feel a bizarre, suicidal swelling of pride that my ever-growing perversity proved a match for her fury. Then I commit a sin more surely suicidal than any, as involuntary as it is. In frustration Nera turns her abuse on my monstrously impertinent (and monstrously urgent) erection.

Furiously she slaps this, again and again and again. And the searing pain in and energetic waggling of that burning, pounding, exquisitely sensitive spike of grossly engorged flesh goad me on into ever more transcendent realms of subjugated agony and ecstasy, until these two become truly indistinguishable. Still incensed Nera beats my turgid meat, incandescent with contempt, and as I plummet-soar ever more exalted toward some indescribable abyss-pinnacle she at last seizes it in her cruelly strong grip and yanks viciously on it, as though determined to rip it off, fling it down and grind it underfoot.

Alas (oh yes!), this vice-like clench and wrench is just too much. With a spastic throe that shakes me from crown to toes and from innermost recess to sweat-slicked integument, with an ecstasy unmatched in any heaven, I suddenly erupt in the most powerful climax imaginable. All the carnal deprivation of months at sea; all the relentlessly building eroticism of this exceedingly painful, degrading and terrifying ordeal finally explode from me in a convulsive pumping that has me gasping and flexing and flopping in my wonderfully unforgiving bondage like the final paroxysm of an asphyxiated felon dangling from the gibbet. And in the midst of this irresistibly addictive orgasmic calamity I’m gifted with epiphany once again.

Willing or unwilling, it is irrelevant. Whether through some innate predisposition or the unknowing agency of the Lady Abigail, I have just proved complicit in my own doom. Indulging to the apocalyptic end my compulsion for subjugation at the hands of dominant women is far more imperative for me than even living. The evidence is glistening on the bruised turf beneath me, and even stippling the feet of my most implacable enemy – or most necessary nemesis. Whatever these goddess-like Amazons choose to do to me now, I can have no complaint.

Epiphanies All Around

An apoplectic silence greets my unthinkable crime. In it, I emerge from cataclysmic ecstasy and life-changing, death-embracing epiphany to the expectation that that death will almost certainly be delivered forthwith.

Surely no words of glories deferred will be able to restrain Nera now. And with this realization comes yet another astounding epiphany, similar to but far more momentous than the one I achieved during my plunge toward the sea.

The dismay and regret I feel is not over my imminent extinction. It is over unavoidably cheating myself of all the surely far more intense experiences promised me. The alluded-to ceremonies, the unexplained ‘hunt’ and ritual unmanning, all culminating in my no doubt horrifically drawn out sacrifice: how much more excruciatingly exalting they would have surely proved to be! And how tragic to maybe miss out on them!

Undoubtedly this is the ultimate insanity. And likely I will recognize it as such under less compelling circumstances. But for the moment at least the emotion is undeniable. Cringing in suicidal chagrin, I await the certain outraged riot, praying that Moba’s foresight and authority will suffice to preserve me for the heavenly extremities ahead.

With a shriek of disbelief and incendiary fury worthy of a Goddess indeed, Nera whips out her knife. Others are immediately drawn all around. Amid a cacophony of competing screams I’m flung agonizingly to the ground. Nearly the entire patrol is a split second from falling upon me in a stabbing, hacking orgy of mad butchery when a piercing whistle cuts through the mayhem. Only blessed Moba has retained any sense of herself. And though the others display enough well-trained discipline to heed this unmistakable signal to order, they can’t refrain from releasing overlapping screams of protest before the leader can even speak.

“NO!”

“This cannot be countenanced!”

“The people will understand!”

“Slay it!”

“I have its seed on me!”

Nera’s shriek of limitless repugnance and soul-searing outrage almost breaks their collective discipline again. Even Moba is clearly struggling against a fury almost autonomic in origin. Yet still she displays the command of self, situation and her charges that elevated her to her present authority. Her own shout cracks across the strand like the cutting of a whip.

“I forbid it!”

Once the communal frenzy is tamped down to seething fury she elaborates.

“Can you not see the significance of this? Yes, it is a loathsome and hideous crime beyond all bearing or understanding. But understand it we must before taking precipitous action. Do nothing that cannot be undone. Yes, the people would understand and condone. But what of Gora? This would be the true failure of the test she sets us!”

Over continued sullen grumbling and fury now leavened with perplexity she continues.

“This outrage is the clearest evidence yet of the unique opportunity this sacrifice represents. Such unprecedented potency simply must be appropriated for ourselves. How many have conceived in the last year? Only less than a dozen of us!

“When we followed Gora’s call to eradicate the males, we knew it might mean the eventual extinction of the people. And we accepted this sorrow in exchange for being freed from subordination and rape. Yet Gora was miraculously rewarding in response! Our years became extended beyond all understanding. Even the adults among us grew ever taller and stronger. Our breasts became swollen and rich with milk, milk that never fails until great age finally comes upon us. The shaking of the earth all but ceased, and by the time the last male was hunted down for sacrifice the fire only rarely rained from above or flowed across the ground in rivers none could escape. And when the people began to dwindle, and we followed Gora’s call to take the visitors in their outriggers for the hunt and sacrifice, Gora rewarded us with seedless progeny: the renewal of the people we had long thought impossible. Clearly she cherishes the hunt as much as we do. And so she sent us the next gift and test: the white ones began to appear.”

Appreciative murmuring interrupts this recital, and gazes are cast at me groveling on the ground. I return them with the fawning awe due such near-divinities. I keen beseechingly and squirm appealingly in all my abjection. After a pause for emphasis Moba continues.

“Their weapons were fearsome, their skill in battle great, and their penchant for rape bottomless. Nevertheless we overcame them each time. And through the hunt, retribution, sacrifice and consumption of these fiends, particularly their gonads, our tenuous fecundity has increased. More are being born than ever before, and fewer man-children that need to be sent straight to Gora. Yet despite this more of the people still wither or fall than can be replaced.

“I tell you, Gora will not let this continue. She will not let the people fail – unless we prove unworthy. Thus she sends us this ultimate gift, this supreme challenge and test. Consider: without explanation, a lone male appears from the sea. This is no fearsome warrior but a helpless weakling. It cannot threaten us with rape. And yet though it is a truly pathetic specimen, it somehow sports an appendage of amazing size. And that is the least of its anomalies. Though it cannot hope to force it upon us, this appendage is shockingly persistent in its criminal intent.

“The more this beast is humbled and punished, the more obvious the futility of its intent, the more shockingly persistent that intent gets. It writhes with appallingly eager lust at being beaten and bound. It overcomes even the crushing of its surely incredibly potent gonads in its mad ravening for rape. It even responds to a punishment that comes close to slaying it by spilling its seed on the ground!

“Against all understanding this beast seems to crave its own subjugation. It venerates us instinctively, willingly submits to our every cruelty. Look upon it! Even now it gazes up at us with worship and lust. If we take it to the dungeon and break it, perform the rites with especial care and devotion, let it run before the hunt until it is properly brought down, let every member of the people perform the act of retribution on it to her surfeit, sever that criminally offensive member with especially slow and cruel and incremental strokes, draw the sacrificial roasting out for as long as possible and then feast and celebrate with a joy worthy of our gratitude to Gora, our fortunes will surely continue to rise, and more precipitously than ever. Gora will entirely cease to slay us in her capriciousness. We will finally recover the hated apostate. Each of us will bear daughters in plenty. The people will couple day and night and multiply prodigiously over the entire island. We will fill this paradise with song and dance and happiness forever!”

Soon it is clear that Moba’s eloquence has succeeded against my every expectation. The vision she articulates has captured the imagination of the patrol. By making a determination of exceedingly rare opportunity and hope for good fortune out of my crime she has again managed to defuse their murderous affront. Though Nera remains sullen, an excited anticipation is taking hold among the others. Only one more voice of doubt is raised.

“I believe, oh supremely wise leader, even if your words don’t come to pass, it is worth the attempt. And I truly do not wish to miss the hunt and feast, and the supremely satisfying retribution, sacrifice and celebration. I have only witnessed this as a small child long ago. But what of the rest of the people? That criminal erection is certain to return. What if they see it and fall upon him without consideration, as we ourselves have almost done more than once?”

“I have thought of that, Rooni,” Moba answers firmly. “I know how we may forestall this. We reacted as we did out of surprise. Who could have expected such a confounding test? Thus we must remove the danger of surprise from our sisters.

“Rather than return with merely good cheer as we normally would even upon claiming a rare white sacrifice, we will celebrate conspicuously throughout our entire trip up from the beach. The people will be curious and even more excited than usual at seeing us bringing the joyous prospect of a hunt and sacrifice. And further we will advertise with pride this anomaly, this criminal incorrigibility. We will goad it to return, bind it so that it remains in its remarkable size and hardness – and yet cannot so terribly offend again – and even garland it in the way we do the neck of the sacrifice at the beginning of the hunt. This will spur their curiosity even more, and give us leeway to explain the extraordinary situation. That should prevent any unfortunate mistake. And we will be highly praised for our foresight and restraint.

“Rooni, go and find us a malvin vine. We will prepare the anomaly for binding. Veena, Thoren, pick up your burden.”

I hadn’t registered it yet, but the fullness of her cheeks, exceptional smoothness and softness of her skin, particular sleekness of her lines and fantastically aggressive uplift of her breasts now all confirm Rooni’s admission for me. She is clearly the youngest of this patrol, perhaps even eighteen. Immediately she dashes off into the jungle, literally bounding in her fresh-faced enthusiasm. Meanwhile the two especially brawny pole-bearers do as directed. They raise me back to their shoulders and then high up off the ground.

Right away, the renewed agony of suspension, exacerbated by the swaying of my tightly bound body, adds to an excitement that has been growing in me since listening to Moba’s depiction of how they must maximize the already especially excessive cruelties to come. With the knowledge of my reprieve to experience these now filling me with elation as well, I am already thrilling toward a preparatory twitching. Though my spent member dangles and sways meekly beneath me still, I can already feel it thickening as gravity and my depravity force blood into it. Whatever goading they intend will surely be swift to have its desired effect.

Angrily Nera turns away, wrenches leaves off the nearest tree and begins to roughly scrub her feet. Meanwhile Moba turns to the last member of her patrol.

“Come, Aglon: it falls to us to provoke the criminality in this beast.”

Already keening again with anticipation I raise my hanging head to face the approach of my savior. She meets the lust, worship and gratitude shining in my eyes with limitless scorn. As Aglon reaches in from the other side to viciously pinch and pull and twist my nipples (an assault I find shockingly erotic to say the least), Moba sneers down her big ringed nose at me and slaps my gagged face a stunning blow.

“You have heard me, beast! I know you understand us. Gora must have put the knowledge of our tongue in your head for just this purpose. You know what we demand of you! Prove your worth to me or I will cut your throat right now! Demonstrate your criminal intent! You have the unconscionable gall to want to stick your filthy appendage into each of us. To deny that would be ludicrous. So display your impudence again for all the people to see! Terror, retribution, unlimited agony and slow sacrifice to Gora will be your reward!”

This is indeed the incitement my insanity needs. Alas, though my keenness for abuse and surging arousal are already a fire within me, my member is slower to respond than I expected. Of course, it emptied itself extravagantly only minutes ago, and depraved as I am I remain a mortal man. As one giant Goddess berates me and slaps my face repeatedly, stretching my head up by the hair to do it, and another persists in inventively afflicting my tender and amazingly responsive nipples, for my part I continue to thicken and twitch but little else. Fortunately Nera soon returns to lend her brutal hand.

Still incensed at my crime, her humiliation and soiling with my seed and perhaps repelled at having to lay hands on my filthiest flesh again, she is quick and thrillingly savage in her contribution. After batting my dangling length furiously about with the flat of her palm, she once again seizes it in an agonizingly strong grip. Squeezing, yanking and twisting this most tender and erogenous bit of flesh far more cruelly than Aglon does my nipples, she achieves the required effect in extremely short order. By the time Rooni bounds excitedly back out of the jungle I am breathlessly, achingly, quiveringly rigid again.

Moaning and keening and thrashing against my restraints, the three abusing Amazons have me easily back at that frenzied peak of deviant excitement that led to my almost disastrous yet highly educative ejaculation. As Nera and Aglon at last release my tortured bits of maniacally aroused flesh, and Moba caps her berating and beating by spewing a contemptuous spray of spittle all over my flushed and burning regard, I feel almost on the brink of compounding that appalling crime. Writhing desperately in letdown, I roll my eyes wildly to take in the approach of beautifully vibrant young Rooni. She has a compensation in store for me that is crueler and even more exciting, safer and yet so madly frustrating that it will continue to both spur and thwart my demented necessities for the entire trip up from the beach.

The vine she carries is a bit thinner than those binding me. Yet that is but its least difference. It is covered with tiny blue and white flowers: pretty and decorative indeed. But all along its length beneath these it is also studded everywhere with cruelly hooked needle-sharp thorns. Breathing heavily with an excitement of her own, clearly honored to be allowed to perform this momentous chore, Rooni begins twining that vine tightly about my sex organs.

It is no blasphemy to say my agony and exaltation are almost Christ-like as that crown of thorns gouges deeply into my throbbing turgidity. Around the junction of my crotch and genitalia, around the base of penis and scrotum individually, and even twice around each bruised and swollen testicle so that it pulses and bulges through the tightly stretched sack my youthful tormentor tightens that horrifically barbed ligature. Then again around and around the bottom of that madly straining shaft she redundantly wraps it in a tight spiral for an inch or more before tying it off. Dropping my head to gaze in sickened yet exhilarated fascination at my screaming member I swallow painfully. Meeting my eye is the purple pitted head jutting jauntily up: bloated nearly black, large as a prize plum and bobbing urgently in its demented need. Trapped in its tumescence, that base-bound shaft is far thicker and longer than even my exaltation can credit, a relief of upraised veins mapping every inch of its desperate engorgement. Smears of red discolor the green, adding another color to that decorative garland, and drops of this patter to the ground. The exquisitely deep bite of the thorns girdling my organs is confirmed by this crimson, and for the second time I come close to swooning at the sight. But then divine young Rooni brings the world and my predicament back to me in all its hideously thrilling particulars.

Testing her work and glorying in her daring, she seizes that madly pulsating shaft in her own big fist. Bending me sharply downward, she begins to briskly pump me vertically: seeking to milk me as she would a goat or whatever its equivalent is on this island.

Ah, Goddesses, I have never been pleasured like this! Rooni’s strong grip is as punishing as it is paradisiacal, those embedded barbs tearing at my hooked flesh. Her swiftly quickening rhythm is instantly more stimulating than the Lady Abigail’s most inspired thrusting, and only grows endlessly more so. Her enormous yet exquisitely firm and shapely breasts jiggle gloriously in all their arrogant uplift, the big dark nipples erected into arrowheads in her excitement. Dark eyes as large and limpid as pools of obsidian gleam with animated glee and she actually giggles as she flogs me: the first sound of mirth from these females not born purely out of scorn or exultation – though these elements are certainly present. As I thrash and cry in blindingly intense ecstasy, her earlier admission again recurs to me. Dimly I realize that I am almost certainly the only male she has ever seen up close, much less touched in the flesh. Perhaps this explains her joyous fascination, and her unorthodox willingness to engage in an act performed solely for the sexual pleasure of one of the banned gender. Whatever the case, her eager experimentation swiftly serves its purpose.

Though I writhe as wildly as under the cruelest bout of torture, moan and cry out continuously with disbelieving delirium, though I shudder uncontrollably from head to toe and though my elaborately bound and bulging balls clench and spasm repeatedly in a fruitless attempt to empty, my insanely stimulated organ simply refuses to spurt its seed. I can only thrash and twitch in a mind-blanking paroxysm of unrelenting exaltation as I’m so madly masturbated. But finally at a word from Moba the still-giggling Rooni reluctantly desists in pleasuring me. With my ordeal-by-delirium unfortunately over, I thrash a bit more out of sheer frantic excess. Then I slump agonizingly sway-backed and sobbing in my bonds.

I have been denied the orgasmic cataclysm my body craved so autonomically despite the far more imperative demands of my insanity. Horribly torn between intellectual relief and a jaw-clenching vexation of sadistically stymied need, all I can do is hang exhausted from my numb hands and feet and wallow in the ever-accumulating miseries of my captivity.

Not that it matters. Satisfied at last with their preparations, Moba straightaway leads her patrol into the jungle: away from the scene of so much appalling epiphany for me and onward toward my unspeakably gruesome doom.

Up From the Beach

As per Moba’s instructions, the patrol begins conspicuously celebrating immediately, with even Nera obediently joining in.

Adding a triumphalism to their march up from the beach that stirs even me, they chant and sing and raise cheer after lusty cheer. Moba leads them in gesturing energetically with their weapons: alternately thrusting their spears rhythmically into the air and whirling their bolas into blurs overhead. For those unfamiliar with this primitive weapon, it consists of a number of cords weighted at the ends and is used specifically for entangling the limbs of running prey – and bringing it down unharmed. Repeatedly they grin significantly at me as they do this. No doubt this is in reference to the surely manifestly unfair ‘hunt’ that makes such an integral part of their rituals. The dread inevitability of this ordeal further pricks my returning excitement. And speaking of pricks, my own pierced and strangled and madly persistent one soon resumes its spastic upward twitching.

Each bob against gravity pulls at its bindings, causing those hooked thorns to dig in deeper. Still stippling the ground with spots of red, I leave a trail of ichor behind me and ride a swelling crest of treasured torment up the path to my execution. Swinging erratically from that pole and jostled unmercifully at every bumped tree trunk and irregularity in the trail, I savor the constantly climbing strain on my contorted frame in perverted gratification still proportional to its increase. As the tight vines cut ever deeper into the skin of my wrists and ankles, this agony is almost as precious to me as the similar constriction of my sex organs and the unceasing scream of those impaling barbs. Fortunately for me or not, I remain as addicted as ever to every nuance of my comprehensive subjugation. And before long these are being magnified and multiplied in a way I again find exalting beyond belief.

Soon we begin to encounter the first outliers among the people. Hunters and foragers of the forest, drawn by the commotion we make, are first caught between the same joyous exultation that greeted my discovery on the beach and an angry mystification at this celebration of my flaunted criminality. When Moba insists on its great significance and promises to explain all at my ‘trial’ this is readily accepted: clear evidence of her standing among these Amazons. While some of the newcomers race to inform the rest of the populace, to a woman the remainder joins the triumphal procession carrying me to my end. With every new arrival this swells, as does the communal excitement. Meanwhile my own perverse arousal climbs relentlessly apace.

Listening to my captors loudly gloat on the rare and precious challenge Gora has gifted them with and exclaim over my astonishing endowment and perversity is titillating enough. But soon nearly every member of the growing crowd takes it upon herself to not only pulp my bulging balls but also measure my engorgement against her grip and then yank contemptuously on it, slap it about and twist or even whip it with the trophy of my doubled-over belt.

Of course, I only grow outrageously harder at this treatment. Beyond the continuous agony of those thorns gouging at me anew with each successive waggle, yank or slap is my inexplicable addiction to humiliation. The greater the audience for and the more numerous the authors of my subjugation, the more sickly excited I become. And with every step we move closer to the transcendent cruelties promised me, the sharper the insane mix of mortal terror and exhilarated anticipation I feel spurs me on toward that inconceivable apotheosis.

Eventually we begin to pass thatched huts scattered through the thinning jungle, and still the cheering, singing crowd surrounding me grows. Their songs are all paeans to cruelty and bloodshed and the systematic unmanning and eradication of men. I begin to be jostled about unceasingly as well as pulped, pinched, poked, prodded, groped and abused, and soon my equilibrium slung beneath that pole is lost. I slide inexorably from the level until I’m finally hanging face-down from the crook of my knees. From this head-pounding perspective I see the jungle fall away entirely. We are passing through a wide perimeter of dwellings, with penned pigs raising a stink and the rare wide-eyed girl-child watching with mystification.

Soon they will be as eager for their turn as Rooni is, I have no doubt. I even feel a bizarre stirring of pride at the unprecedented example I intend to set them. My sacrifice will be thrilling and satisfying and extreme beyond any in their history! Still our procession grows relentlessly, until this passes the residential sector and pours into a wide central plaza. There it meets and joins a wildly cheering throng of at least a thousand identically tall, sculpted, barbarically lovely and savagely exultant Amazons. The entire people have turned out to revel in the incredible spectacle and opportunity for celebration and vengeance I represent.







Chapter Three In the Society of Women 



Presented and Sentenced

Pushing through the pawing, jeering mob, every member of which seems caught between feral jubilation and outrage at my erection (trails of blood now trickling along its vertical length) gives new meaning to the word terror.

Fists pummel me as I pass, spittle and invective from hundreds of tongues rain down on me, and despite Moba’s precautions there is still every chance that I might be torn to pieces at the most obscure cue. Though the patrol tries to close around me protectively they would obviously be impotent against such numbers. All is chaos, cacophony and consternation for an unbearable eternity before we at last near our destination.

This proves to be a raised plinth or platform of monolithic basalt blocks. At least twenty wide steps lead up to this, each bracketed by paired pillars. Alternating skulls top these: human (surely male), crocodile, and some sort of lion-sized feline with preposterously long, curving canines of a species unknown to natural philosophy. In my former life as an academic I would have been made to examine these of course. Now I’m so consumed with relief at having escaped the mob and with renewed exaltation over the coming encounter that I barely spare them a second glance. I am about to meet the High Priestess of these deities: surely the most thrillingly dominant authority among them and the one with the power to grant my most deviant fantasies.

At last we reach the level. As my hanging head clears the last step I see that this eminence is merely an expansive space serving as a porch of sorts for the great stone structure beyond. Clearly the temple or palace of the reigning potentate, it is nothing on the scale of classic civilizations like Egypt or Babylon or even the ziggurats described by the Spaniards. Still it is plenty impressive in its barbarous way, particularly to one brought before it for judgment hanging bound head-down and exalted by existential terror and arousal. Also predictably impressive are those that stand awaiting us in full view of the throng below.

Here indeed are the tallest, brawniest, loveliest, and most splendidly endowed specimens of this deified (to me at least) race. Spreading in wings to either side are matching rows of specially caparisoned warriors, clearly some kind of Praetorian Guard. The weapons they carry must have been seized from defeated Conquistadors: swords and battle-axes of the finest steel. Likewise they wear scraps of Spanish armor over their shoulders: the only pieces that will fit their outsized forms. Otherwise they are magnificently naked but for the same loincloths, sandals and jewelry worn by the patrol.

Clearly the skill in metalworking of these primitives is only advanced enough to work soft gold and fashion simple implements of iron. But that skill with gold is certainly sufficient to glorify enormously the truly magnificent being standing alone in the center.

Though more aged than her warriors, this potentate is still statuesque beyond any other. Only the slightest sag mars bare breasts of breathtaking dimension, and the lines of experience carved here and there upon her exquisitely regal regard merely lend exactly the kind of helplessly compelling authority to her stern visage that I anticipated.

Below a particularly elaborate headdress of vibrant plumes of every hue she scowls down her ringed nose at our approach, and the bright sun gleams not only on this adornment to her septum and those to her ears, arms and fingers (and the extravagantly bejeweled collar about her neck) but also glares savagely back from her scant yet staggering golden armor. Fitted over her bulky shoulders and cinching in her midriff in a kind of half-cuirass, this is molded exquisitely to every muscle. Yet by far the most intimidating, nay terrifying feature of this ruler is what replaces the loincloths worn by her subjects.

Here the leather has been worked into a simple harness of straps that girds her waist and crotch, leaving lyre-like hips and boulder-like buttocks bare. And jutting from the front of this low at her pubis is a simply monstrous phallus.

Shaped in perfect exactitude of black volcanic glass, silky smooth and polished to a killing gloss, this glittering obsidian erection puts my own bound and bleeding endowment to shame. As an emblem of authority in an exclusively female society it has a significance and import unmatched in any culture I have encountered in a lifetime of study. Gazing up at its prodigious length and girth from just below I quail in utterly appropriate terror and submission as I am brought forward and lowered to the stone at her feet. That pole is withdrawn at last and I’m rolled onto my side and bound-together limbs, facing up at this towering, terrifying divinity with my girdled and garlanded effrontery pulsing its insult conspicuously straight at her.

That queenly frown deepens, and I wait with bated breath to be eradicated instantly in my insolence. One swing of a sword blade or battle-axe would suffice to remove the evidence of my criminality, another one my head. Yet great good fortune is with me. Displaying none of the impulsive capriciousness or ready rage of most tyrants but the same unshakable self possession as the captain of my captors, this glorious priestess merely regards me contemptuously for a moment before turning her attention to that captain.

Her patrol has fallen back a step in deference. Yet to their credit they hold themselves proudly, with no betrayal of the trepidation they must feel at this seriously unorthodox situation. Looming over me opposite her ruler, Moba stands proudest of all. She even smiles widely as she begins her report. Declaiming in a loud clear voice that carries over the sudden communal hush to the populace gathered below, she justifies her actions.

“Greetings, High Priestess Zela! Gora smiles upon us with glorious benevolence this day! Barely at the beginning of our seaward patrol, her servants encountered this most rare and precious gift and yet most confounding challenge! Allow me to explain what has occurred, the interpretations I have made and the action I have taken. I believe we stand at the brink of wonderful good fortune if only the people prove worthy!”

Speaking with even greater passion and eloquence than before, Moba relates all that has occurred. She reiterates her belief that a rigorously observed and especially cruelly performed series of sacrificial rituals will prove tremendously beneficial to the people, even to making their island a paradise of fecundity. Finally, she avers that I will willingly confirm all this myself. At a nod of permission from her sovereign she stoops and wrenches that coconut from my mouth.

“Speak, criminal!”

How bizarrely ironic this moment is! Where I had earlier planned to use all my eloquence to forestall violence and even beg for mercy, now I’m commanded to use it to ensure the exact opposite. Nevertheless I do not hesitate. More captive to the madness planted in me by my wife – and so inexplicably burgeoned beyond belief by my ordeals on the beach – than to the cruelly tight vines restraining me, I eagerly confess my sins and plead my case for retribution and sacrifice. I even support and surpass Moba’s most dubious prophesying.

“It is all true, most venerated one! I am the most evil male ever spawned!”

A communal gasp of disbelief greets this pronouncement made in their own tongue. Channeling every iota of my suicidal depravity I continue to cry out my crimes and pleas for punishment with a passion that exceeds even Moba’s. Still I’m amazed at the volume I’m able to generate, and the effortless way the words pour from me despite my very brief experience with the language. I even get the unfamiliar dialectical differences right.

“I lust to ravish your holiness and that of all the Chosen People beyond all reason or restraint! Bondage, pain and subjugation are honey and benison to me! Even your worst cruelties only inflame me further! My organ is irrepressible and the epitome of all you despise! In agony and exaltation I spurt my vile seed at the least touch of female flesh; I have done so to the affront of your subjects in full awareness of its sinfulness! Like every male ever born I would rape each of you unto death despite your manifest superiority and obvious divine favor!”

Over a rising tide of anger I scream even louder, my voice echoing over the plaza and my bloodied organ throbbing madly in the unthinkable audacity of my self-condemnation.

“This intent is unconscionable in the extreme and utterly unforgivable! In penance then I crave your retribution for this offense to femininity! I crave it even greater than Gora’s insistence that you inflict it! I hereby submit myself gladly, eagerly, and wholeheartedly to the doom of your righteous judgment!

“I beg you to sacrifice me! I beg you to do this so that I may bring fertility undreamed of to this island and to the wondrously divine gender that so glorifies it. For this reason and more was I created, molded and delivered to you! My slaughter will even be the means by which your people will eventually spread beyond this land to subjugate all other races. Please, High Priestess, let my blood and seed and soul and sacrifice serve you as it was destined to! I plead to be the means by which you will finally eradicate my entire debased and sinful sex from all of existence! The world must be peopled by only females! This is Gora’s ultimate design!”

At last I fall silent, amazed all over again at this unrehearsed oration and at the dementia of arousal that still possesses me. This only grows more acute when Moba again yanks back my head by the hair and crams that coconut back into my mouth, brutally bruising my lips in the process. Utterly out of control, I writhe and grovel in an ecstasy of lubricity, focusing my insane beseeching on the cock-girded Goddess towering above me. Even in her supreme self-possession Zela seems taken aback. Eyes widened with surprise, she studies me a moment. But soon her sneer of Olympian contempt resurfaces, and she dismisses me to focus again on Moba.

“You have done exceeding well, sister. I support and affirm your wisdom and decisions.

“None of the whites can speak our tongue; it is unheard of. Clearly Gora has put these words in its mouth herself. You and your entire patrol are to be most highly commended. While you will lead the hunt, the others will be numbered prominently in the chosen one hundred.”

As Moba and her warriors swell with pride and exultation, High Priestess Zela motions them aside. They hurriedly retreat, whereupon Zela raises her arms high above her head and addresses the crowd waiting raptly below.

“Hear me, O people! Gora indeed smiles wondrously upon us this day! All praise to Moba and her patrol for their wisdom, foresight, discipline and restraint! We shall be forever indebted to them for recognizing this incomparably priceless gift!”

The thousand or more Amazons gathered roar with approval in response. Beaming, Moba, Nera, Rooni and the others bow low while the acclaim washes over them. When this at last quiets, Zela uses a contemptuously spurning foot to roll me gagged, hogtied, garlanded and hideously erect over to face the multitude before continuing.

“You have heard from this inconceivably evil criminal! You have heard this gift of Gora speak her own words to us from its foul mouth! Not only is it an unprecedentedly libidinous example of the banned gender, but it is the means by which we shall eradicate its like from the entire Earth! Shall it be condemned and sentenced to the hunt, retribution, unmanning and sacrifice? Shall we dispatch it shriven, impotent, and cured of all lust into her service forever?”

This time the cheers of affirmation are thunderously loud and savage, and my erection tears at its embedded barbs all by itself in the intensity of its throbbing response.

A thousand pairs of fists rise and shake, a thousand pairs of breasts jiggle and bounce and a thousand barbarically lovely faces are contorted by bloodlust. Bared teeth gleam everywhere as a thousand voices cry out for my unprecedentedly gruesome sacrifice. Panting and squirming fervidly in the unparalleled extremity of my exaltation, I soon begin to thrash in an ungovernable frenzy at High Priestess Zela’s concluding exhortation to her people.

“Remember the magnitude of this test of our worthiness, sisters! We must break this beast of its mad lubricity! We must hunt it to the ends of the island to prove our superiority! We must take our revenge on it for eons of rape! And we must deliver it shriven to Gora by the most torturous road open to us! Remember, sisters: the more lingering and horrific the end to this unprecedented offense against femininity, the more certain our reward shall be! So sharpen your knives, whet your appetites, and let the preparations begin immediately!”

Into the Dungeon

Without warning, the frenzy that grips me recedes to my more normal (for this day at least) helpless panting lust. No matter: I am far past analyzing the strange progression of my reactions this day. It has been inexplicable from the beginning. I’ve been telling myself it is all down to Lady Abigail. Did I not realize aboard ship that I missed practices I had heretofore considered humiliating impositions? I even masturbated to the memory of her lash. And within sight of this very island I was visited by the unexpected epiphany that I would miss those most of everything in life were I to die. Then I fell into the pitiless clutch of these Amazons.

Almost immediately I conceived an addiction to those practices and emotions my wife had initiated me to that swiftly grew beyond all reason or expectation. My formerly normal libido became a rabidly demanding need; sexual excitement soared into realms of perversion and exaltation that defy all understanding. Despite a decade of confirmed atheism I even began ascribing a kind of divinity to my barbarous and unschooled captors. I learned to cherish pain and mortal terror that would leave any sane individual a gibbering wreck. I increasingly lost all sense of self-preservation, until in my lusty depravity I became not only passively suicidal but actively compelled to pursue the most torturous execution conceivable. I actually climaxed from the application of genital agony! Despite the deviant dalliances that my marriage of necessity exposed me to, none of this fits my former sober rationality. Now, after the carnal crescendo of my trip up through the jungle and mob, and my peaking frenzy facing the High Priestess and crowd, I can only accept the relative recession of my madness with a dull perplexity, and hope the sexual exaltation that has become more important to me than life itself doesn’t desert me as mysteriously as it has come to possess me. This concern is given particular urgency when High Priestess Zela turns another sneer of magisterial contempt upon me before addressing Moba with the chilling direction for the beginning of the far more onerous ordeals I’m now committed to.

“Get that out of my sight. Take it to the dungeon for breaking.”

The pole is once again slid between my bound limbs and body and I’m lifted back up. Suddenly exhausted at the unforeseen failing of my frenzy, I weep in consummate misery barely ameliorated by that addictive frisson as the excruciation in my overstressed back and limbs is renewed. I keep little track of my progress as I’m carried toward that looming palace, out of the hot sun and down a succession of hallways and stairwells. But finally we reach the level of the ground outside. Through thin slits in the stonework like embrasures for archers I catch glimpses of sun-splashed foliage, until we pass through a heavy wooden door into a medium-sized stone chamber. One look at the interior confirms that we have arrived at the promised dungeon even though it is not subterranean according to convention.

More embrasures let thin shafts of light knife in. This is supplemented by the lighting of a few pitch-coated torches in brackets. I’m then dismayed (yet bolstered finally with a welcome renewal of that oh-so necessary excitement) to see that weapons and armor aren’t all these Amazons have appropriated from looted Spanish galleons.

A pair of tables waits on opposite walls. One is piled with heavy iron chains and shackles as well as a wide assortment of the hideous torture devices favored by the Inquisition. I recognize thumbscrews, pincers and branding irons, the dreaded ‘pear’ for the mechanical expansion of orifices and several other diabolical implements before my attention is arrested by the other table. The spoked crank at one end and attached shackles – not to mention the raised spiked rollers along the bed – betray that this is not so much a table but a torture device in its own right. It is the infamous rack upon which heretics are broken before their date with the stake.

As expected, my travails upon the strand were but the warm-up for the agonies now in store for me. My terror and sick anticipation of exaltation quickened again by this perception, I moan in conflicting despair and arousal as I’m carried in and set down upon the cold stone floor. But it seems my breaking will not begin immediately.

The pole that has carried me so far from myself is once again pulled from beneath my limbs and taken away, its telling contribution to the short tale of my life finished. Using a clever set of locking pins, Moba and Nera secure a dreadfully heavy iron collar so wide it nearly reaches from clavicle to chin about my neck. The weight of this pulls my head straight to the floor, effectively incapacitating me in my debilitation while the vines binding my limbs and even genitals are cut away and discarded.

The tearing of those thorns being pulled from my most tender flesh is an even more exquisite excruciation than their embedding – though I miss Rooni’s charming delight at the process. Given her novice status she was one of those delegated to removing the pole and has not returned. Meanwhile a set of four closely linked shackles (clearly ship’s leg irons for restraining slaves or punishing errant crewmembers) replace the vines binding my limbs together behind me. While undoubtedly more secure these are somewhat less restrictive. Still my arms and legs remain maddeningly cramped in their contortion, and my back and shoulders painfully bowed if less so. The enormous relief that comes with the release of my elbows is balanced by the flaying pain of renewed circulation to my hands and feet. Next a stout chain is locked at one end of the collar about my neck and the other to a nearby wall covered with fittings for this: completing my hopeless imprisonment. Lastly that coconut is withdrawn once again and not replaced, allowing me to slobberingly gasp at freer air. The stretched tendons in my jaws seem to sag loosely as they seek their accustomed shape. As my captors rise and back away I roll clanking in my chains to face them. I know better than to say a word, letting the way my again freely bleeding and insistently persistent erection still juts so insultingly toward their glory speak for me.

All ignore me in any case. Moba is addressing her three remaining charges.

“We will have to give this matter careful thought. Clearly eradicating such a manically criminal libidinousness will not be easy. This will prove to be Gora’s greatest challenge for us, I have no doubt. Such a pathetic specimen will sadly be ridiculously easy prey in the hunt. Indeed this beast might fly gladly back into our arms at the first opportunity if it is not thoroughly broken first. And not only would that rob us of our cherished sport, it will hardly provide an opportunity to prove to Gora our worthiness for the incredible reward she offers.”

“How shall we proceed?” asks Thoren with a frown, while Nera grinds her fists against her hips and seethes at the delay in afflicting me.

“Let us consult with the experts. We will need their help anyway. And we cannot usurp their position entirely despite our current favor. In the meantime we should feed this beast, if only sparingly. It must be kept in its weakened state of course. But we mustn’t risk it dying accidentally under the torments ahead.”

Immediately Thoren leaves on this errand. Nera is glaring daggers of hatred and spite at me; never in eternity will she forget the mind-boggling evil of my crimes, particularly the way I spattered her sacred feet with my unspeakably profane seed. Moba follows her to look, and shakes her head at my indefatigable rigidity.

“Sisters, this will be a challenge indeed. Gora tests us sorely. Yet what else can we expect, when the entire world is the reward?”

Grinding her teeth and casting around for a way to salve the humiliation she’s suffered, Nera edges into dangerous territory.

“I tell you, everything about this beast is terribly unnatural. Gora has given it the use of our tongue and even put the words of condemnation and promise in its mouth. Is it possible she is the author of its extreme sinfulness as well? Perhaps she has used her power to unnaturally stoke this impossible lust in it in order to challenge us far beyond what any normal male could present. I can think of no other explanation.”

“Peace, sister!” Moba warns sternly. “You edge into blasphemy. Gora does not sully herself in such ways. And the world is wide beyond our present ken. Who knows whence come the whites? Perhaps there is an entire race so resistant to pain and bent on rape. Gora may be preparing us to vanquish them when we have spread beyond our island.”

At this Thoren returns, carrying a bowl of salted nuts of some sort. She sets this before me with a smile of infinite wickedness, and all four Amazons withdraw, closing the stout door behind them. Famished as I am I roll quickly to face the bowl, and straining against the weight of that collar put my face in it to eat. I am crunching up my first mouthful when the import of that smile is brought terribly home to me.

I have been given no water. It is more than a day and possibly two (depending how long I lay insensate in the surf) since my last drink. And that was an involuntary swallow of seawater, which can be fatally desiccating. The thirst that so tormented me upon awakening returns worsened seemingly a hundredfold, and it is all I can do to choke down that first mouthful. Even if I could bear it I dare not take another. Clanking in my chains again, I whimper despairingly and roll and squirm back over toward the wall my collar is secured to.

Nestling against this exceedingly thin source of comfort and feeling my hardness ebb away at last, I seek desperately for a distraction from my thirst above all of my myriad other torments. Unwilling to confront the further horrors in store for me, and hesitant to ponder my inexplicable complicity in embracing them, I nevertheless find Nera’s blasphemous speculation recurring to me.

Were those effortlessly flowing words truly put into my mouth? And could there be some far more potent female influence behind my mystifying and utterly uncontrollable perversity than the humiliating games of the tame Lady Abigail? What if this vengeful mountain-Goddess truly is more than a figment of these savages’ simplistic religion?

It would certainly explain a lot more to me than to confounded Nera. Beyond my own insane and suicidal behavior there are the not inconsiderable matters of these Amazon’s universal size, beauty and perfection of health – to say nothing of how they manage to propagate themselves without men. Uneasiness torments me the longer I consider this. But at last I fall back on a lifetime of rationality, of atheism and a career in natural philosophy.

Surely there are natural processes, environmental, social, and psychological pressures sufficient to account for everything. I have conceded quite enough to these natives without adopting their primitive superstitions as well. At last the demands of my debilitation win out over my imponderable situation. I fall back into the desperately necessary restorative so momentously interrupted on the beach.

The Far Fairer Sex

My need for recuperation is so great that I fail to wake when my captors return the following morning.

I suspect they’ve entered quietly for just this reason: to take advantage of my repose. Yet such stealth would hardly have been necessary. I’m so deep in a slumber as insensible as death that I’m slow to awaken even when I feel the rough touch of iron on my genitals.

Someone is doing something uncomfortable to them. Who or what that is I have no idea, nor do I care at first. My reluctance to leave peace and forgetfulness for the ordeals awaiting me is too great. But then the fumbling with my penis culminates in a painful prickling all over it, and the pinching encirclement of the still wounded junction of my body and sex organs. An ominous metallic ratcheting sound accompanies this tightening clutch, followed by the scrape and click of iron fastenings being fitted into place. At last I shake off my torpor to focus on the hulking form kneeling next to me. When I recognize my vengeful nemesis Nera engaged in some mischief with the member that so offended her, alarm finally rouses me fully. I look down and see that one part of me won’t be rousing fully (or even minimally) any time soon.

Nera has taken advantage not of my slumber but of my consequent flaccidity. She has just finished locking one of those insidious Spanish torture devices onto me. A small, close-fitting iron cage – extremely close-fitting thanks to the generosity of my endowment – has been fastened over my member, cramping it and trapping it down against my testicles. Any attempt to erect will now be both impossible and extremely painful.

I say extremely not merely because of my inability to rise or the utter lack of space to allow any engorgement – though these would surely be sufficient. No, in addition to this the insides of those imprisoning bars are lined everywhere with sharp little spikes. Now not only will the freshly-scabbed first inch of my shaft face agonizing impalement at the first hint of arousal, but the entirety of it as well. Even now those hundreds of steel points prick me all over in the tightness of my confinement. Yet they do so especially woefully all around the tender junction of the circumcised shaft and head – and all over the even more tender head itself. There the spikes are far more densely packed and numerous than anywhere else.

Even as I stare aghast at this, the inventive extremity of the cruelty I’ve been just subjected to stirs my perversity afresh. I begin to swell and twitch with the involuntary arousal that will soon be the death of me – only surely not before the excruciation of yesterday is as far surpassed as that ordeal exceeded my wife’s trifling yet monstrously consequential pleasures. Relishing my consternation, Nera sneers gloatingly at me.

“Yes damned sacrifice, now your offenses will be punished indeed! Come, sister! Let us position this criminal to take full account of what occurs before him this day.”

Another Amazon whom I don’t recognize moves forward to join her, while one of those praetorians stands guard at the door. The shackles are removed from limbs long benumbed from lack of movement and the chain is uncoupled from both collar and wall. Taking proper note of this for the first time, I see that from about a foot above the floor on up, alternating iron hooks and rings an inch or more in diameter have been embedded all over it in a diamond-patterned grid. Right away the women haul me upright, right onto my toes, and press me back against this. Those iron protrusions begin digging into my backside already. But of course, they serve a far more significant function than just creating discomfort.

Quickly my collar is locked directly to the wall. Next my arms are spread out high and wide and shackled by the wrists to it. When my legs are likewise lifted, spread and shackled by the ankles to the wall behind me, my helpless distress grows so great that the attempted growth of my erection instantly quickens.

Pinioned well off the floor, most of my weight hangs now from my neck and jaw – the latter about the only thing that keeps me from strangling. I’m stretched back so tightly spread-eagled that those hooks and rings pressing into my back and buttocks have gone from uncomfortable to a painfully gouging cruelty. My swelling member is already impaled everywhere, the excruciation of its cramping and piercing climbing by the moment. And as Nera tightens a strap across my brow, holding my head both up and immobile, her partner brings an already flaming brazier into the dungeon and positions it nearby.

Right away I expect branding and the tearing of red-hot pincers. But apparently this is only to provide warmth, or perhaps mere ambiance – at least for the time being. Soon it becomes clear the torture planned for this day is of a far more insidious sort. As Nera crams an iron ring upright between my teeth and fastens the attached straps to the wall, further immobilizing my face and springing my terribly dry mouth and jaws uncomfortably wide, two more Amazons push a small bed into the cell and position it right in front of me.

Breathtakingly naked, these are the most staggeringly attractive specimens of this incredibly appealing people I have seen yet. Beneath the striking domes of their skulls, their faces are at once earthily sensual and almost ethereally beautiful: high cheekbones, small noses, lush lips and large, dark, direct and expressive eyes. While still exquisitely fit they are slightly less brawny than usual, their lines sleek and at the same time curvaceous; athletic yet gratuitously feminine. Naturally both are as enormously endowed as any of these Amazons, and yet their perfectly symmetrical breasts boast an upswept tautness matched only by those of lovely young Rooni. Even their groins have been shaved completely bare and their smooth brown skin is without hair or blemish anywhere. The exotic novelty of this is immensely arousing, and as they each smile at me with the evil seductiveness of a succubus my trapped member seems to shriek in its excruciatingly stymied, multitudinously impaled need. Together they climb onto the bed and turn their attention to each other, and as Nera moves to give me an unobstructed view she hisses malevolently at me.

“I have insisted this will be futile, as has Moba. Yet the experts say it is necessary anyway. You must learn of the ridiculous incapacity and utter lack of appeal of that pathetic appendage you so insultingly flaunt! Therefore prepare to be belittled like never before!

“We will show you the kind of endlessly sustained and infinitely rewarding glories women can enjoy once males have been eliminated from the equation! Your arousal will be as compulsory as it is torturous; you will suffer exceedingly for your evil lubricity both physically and emotionally until you have no choice but to renounce it. Let the shame of your inadequacy equal your agony until your lust for womanhood is turned forever to aversion! Gora will tolerate no arousal in you at the time of orgy and sacrifice.”

With that begins a marathon demonstration of such inconceivable deviance that I hesitate to relate it. Though I doubt not that similar (if far more timid) experimentation takes place in certain hidden bastions of Amsterdam, the strictures of Church and State would surely call for burning if it ever came to light even in our radically tolerant climate. I don’t personally hold much with scriptural proscriptions of course. But sometimes the ancients are right; some acts are just too unnatural to be permitted. And at first I am appropriately scandalized, and even try to be repelled at what I am forced to observe. This quickly proves impossible however. And though the perversion on display is indeed extreme, from whence comes my fitness for judgment, given the admitted extremity of my own perversity? Alas Nera’s words prove truer by the moment. Though I’ve been socialized against even the contemplation of such things, the same-sex congress that ensues proves so surpassingly erotic to witness that my torturous arousal swells incessantly – as does my humiliated recognition that the male is indeed ludicrously superfluous to the needs of these and perhaps all females.

Right before my restrained face the two unbelievably lovely women start to kiss. Beginning with gentle nibbles they are soon locked passionately at the lips, these opening as one to allow their tongues to begin to penetrate and probe. Unable to even fractionally turn my head away and mortified at seeing something so indecent I try to close my eyes. Instantly Nera squeezes my testicles brutally however.

“You will watch!”

Obeying that vicious clench my eyes spring wide. Already the ladies’ hands are rising to caress each other: slipping along curves and planes, gently squeezing here and there and finally seeking out taut and glossy breasts to heft. Though I squirm against the projections digging into me in acute moral discomfort, the agony in my futilely straining penis is climbing wildly. Heart pounding in unwilling arousal, feeling my face flush with burning blood, I pulse ever more urgently against the pitiless steel restricting and impaling every littlest bit of me. My stretched torso bellows with the heaviness of my breath and my toes curl and fingers clench as the beauties before me grow ever bolder in their shameless enjoyment of each other.

I’m sorry; I can no longer describe every detail. Suffice it to say that fingers travel to, trail over, and ever more urgently explore every convexity and crevice that I would kill to do likewise to. And where hands go, mouths soon follow. From touching and tweaking and rubbing these ladies go to kissing and licking and suckling and tonguing. Murmurs and moans give way to keening and cries and finally climactic screams and shudders, while I in turn pant and writhe and bleed and throb, suffering exactly the kind of relentless humiliation and excruciation foretold for me. Yet despite this my terrible arousal and subjugated pain never come close to creating any kind of aversion in me. Indeed the longer I watch, the more forgotten are my moral qualms and the more imperative my perverse excitement. The day has barely begun, but I’m sure Nera is right again: this kind of ordeal will never break me of my lubricity.

After at least an hour and more evidence than can be credited that women can be as capable of orgasm as men (indeed far more capable; they seem able to indulge in them without any rest or limit), the demonstration and torments I’m subjected to are elevated to a new extreme. Soon I’m faced with maddening displays and deeply intimate terrors I can barely cope with.

One of these lovelies finally rises to her knees. She’s been crouched forward with her face between the spread legs of the other, who lies still on her back, gasping and moaning in aftermath. From a fold of the bedding she withdraws a large phallus similar to that worn by the High Priestess, though this is smaller and carved of some soft and finished wood. With the swiftness of long familiarity she harnesses it about her hips and crotch, the wood and leather as brown as her skin and nearly indistinguishable from it. Once it’s secured she drops forward, propped above her partner. In moments they are linked: flexing and thrusting in fevered copulation and crying out more passionately than ever.

This is the use of the Japanese harigata that Lady Abigail had begun to muse upon – and terrorize me with the prospect of. Somehow she had heard of or conceived for herself the idea that a woman could use one to lay with a man as a man does a woman – or another man or boy, if given to such degeneracy. As I have related, so appalling did I find this prospect that I faced our separation with some relief despite the deprivations involved and certainty of cuckoldry. Now as I watch astonished (and aroused to an insanity of excruciation) as these women so vigorously and ecstatically use this one to make love, I find that dread rekindled in far more horrific and immediate fashion.

I can only pray these savages haven’t conceived intentions similar to those of my wife. If anything seems certain to break me it would be that. Fortunately these Amazons betray no such inclination. For the entirety of this day I hang from my chin and pinioned limbs, horribly tortured physically by my posture alone; terribly, frustratingly, yet thrillingly afflicted further by the caging of my penis and the endless display of depravity before me, and constantly humiliated as Nera intended by the unmistakable inadequacy of the male anatomy compared to the inexhaustible resilience of these women and the tool they swap endlessly back and forth.

As for Nera, when the futility of this effort to break me grows as obvious as we both knew it would be, she can restrain herself no longer. Then in addition to my ongoing trials I also have to contend with the application of some of the other implements on hand.

Finally, that brazier sees use – beyond coating all of us but especially that relentlessly copulating couple with a slippery sheen of sweat. As savagely vengeful as ever, Nera uses glowing iron pincers to pinch and pull and twist my nipples in a way that relegates Aglon’s abuse to child’s play. She whips me with a cat o’ nine tails and even jams long wooden splinters under my fingernails. Still none of this torture even dents the monstrous throbbing of my steadily bleeding penis, or lessens the way it bulges through every little gap in the cage confining it. When darkness finally falls outside I remain resolutely unbroken. Yet Nera seems sadistically satisfied by this as she dismisses the exhausted lovers, and not just because she and Moba have been proven right. After all, tomorrow will see her allowed to torture me for real, using every hideous device at her disposal that won’t irreparably damage me. Truth be told though, I doubt any torture could be worse than my now absolutely critical thirst. When I’m finally lowered to the floor and shackled back up (that cage remaining agonizingly in place) I’m again given food I can’t eat and no water at all. Surely they understand the dangers of death by dehydration. Yet they merely sneer at my begging through cracked lips and swollen tongue and leave me to suffer through the night alone. If I survive it, perhaps the morrow will see mercy at last.

Degradation and Torture

As expected, the night proves one of terror and torment.

Despite my debilitation my sleep is broken constantly by the erratic racing of my heart. Nausea afflicts me repeatedly and I heave until it feels my gut is ruptured. Of course there is nothing to bring up, which is fortunate indeed. After the day’s bleeding and sweating my body cannot afford to lose fluid. The knowledge that I am on the brink of death torments me again with the thought that I might miss the transcendent experiences promised me. Delirium sets in, and in my desperation and madness I actually catch myself praying, and not to the Christian deity I’ve long scoffed at. There is only one hope for divine intervention on this island. Barely more than twenty-four hours after I swore not to succumb to the superstitions of these savages I’m babbling fervently to the Goddess they claim procured me for them.

“Please, Almighty Gora, spare me for sacrifice! Did you fling me into the sea, deliver me to your wonderful subjects, magnify my perversity beyond all bounds and put the words of condemnation and promise in my mouth for nothing? Do not let me slip away now! I beg you: preserve me and my deranged lust for punishment until I can be appropriately conducted into your eternal service!”

A small window is opened in the door of the cell. Faces peer in at me and murmuring words are exchanged. Yet the window is closed again without further action taken. Despair suffuses me utterly and I lie gasping and praying all the long hours ‘til dawn, certain each fresh bout of palpitations signals the fatal seizure of my heart. When gray fingers of light at last seep through the embrasures and Nera strides in with her usual sneer of derisive detestation I can only croak up at her from where I lie half on my side and half leaning on my shackled-back limbs.

“Water…water…”

“So, the criminal wants a drink! Well criminal, despicable beasts like you drink only one thing on their way to the fire. I suspect you’re ready to appreciate it like honey and nectar though. Open up then, and catch as much as you can!”

Before I can properly process this, or credit that she actually intends to do it, Nera pulls aside her loincloth, straddles me, squats, and starts pissing directly into my face!

Though my mind shrieks in shock and disgust, my body has other priorities. The unthinkable extremity of my degradation makes my penis immediately reopen the hundreds of wounds of its impalement by swelling right back tight against those bars and spikes. Meanwhile the splatter of liquid no matter how noisome against my face makes my mouth stretch wide of its own accord. Shamelessly I sputter and slurp and lick up every drop that runs over my lips. I stretch against the weight of that collar until I can align my mouth directly with the stream arcing down upon me and weave like a fakir’s snake in order to keep it splashing into me. Face burning as much with the blush of my humiliation as that acidic soaking I gulp and guzzle to the end and then lick my cracked and bleeding lips greedily when the stream peters out. Then I hang my head away from Nera’s gloating scorn, struggling grimly with my gorge. I can’t afford to lose that draught no matter how repellant it was. Already I’m leaking fluid again from a myriad of excruciating piercings. Yet the proxies for my new Goddess are generous; they are not finished responding to my prayers just yet.

“Come, Feru! You are the expert here. It’s your turn to show this criminal the level of our esteem. Fortify the beast further so that it doesn’t perish during the breaking today!”

This time I have ample opportunity to be horrified and excited, to dread and crave what’s coming. By the time Feru reaches me I’m as madly, futilely and agonizingly straining against that cage as ever. From an abysm of degradation the similarly un-baptized cannot possibly conceive I groan hopelessly as she grabs the chain locked to my collar. Hauling me up onto my knees and pinning my shoulders against the hook-sprouting wall this hulking Amazon squats, pulls aside her own loincloth and thrusts her bare pubis hard against my face.

She means to void directly into me! Compelled by far more than just my critical need for fluid I open wide and seal my split, stinging lips to her fount. Desperate for some way to cope with what’s coming, I seize on the idea that so recently fleeted through me. This is baptism: my initiation into the misandrous religion I now share with my captors. And then the flood comes: hot, salty, and revolting beyond description it sprays into me. Filling my sinuses with its reek even as that draught does my mouth it makes me gag and choke even as I frantically swallow. Finally, I’m forced to just open my throat and let it pour down in: a lifesaving elixir as noxious as it is necessary, and in more ways than one. But at last this stream peters out too. The pressure pinning me in place eases and I fall back to the floor on my suddenly sloshing belly. The blow almost causes a convulsion that makes me reject the gift forthwith.

Somehow I hold it down, gasping and gagging and shuddering uncontrollably. Meanwhile Nera is uncoupling that chain from the wall, and Feru unshackling my limbs. Still weak as a child and fighting my rebellious system I’m lifted bodily up and carried to the rack, where I’m laid down atop it.

With my back arched over those spiked rollers my ankles are locked into wooden stocks. Next my wrists are stretched high above my head. Back into iron shackles these go, those shackles linked to chains connected to that crank. Luckily the spikes under me have been blunted; in the Inquisition these would sink as ferociously into my back as those of the cage impale my throbbing penis.

These torturers must preserve my function for their hunt, and so while certainly agonizing to lie upon those rollers are not terribly damaging. Certainly the same applies to what’s coming. The agents of the Church would have no compunction against the tearing of my muscles and tendons, dislocation of my limbs and even the uncoupling of every vertebra in my spine. Here Nera and her expert accomplice will surely be more circumspect. This is inadequate comfort however, to say the least, when the latter starts turning that crank.

It would be tedious and self-indulgent to describe all the varieties and extremities of agony I endure/enjoy all this day and for the next two. Between the incessant stretching, the branding all over with numerous incomprehensible hieroglyphs, the lashing of various straps, whips and switches; the application of thumbscrews and other devices appropriated from the Spaniards and the nonstop excruciation in my constantly aroused penis I finally begin to wallow in the transcendent challenges Gora has gifted me with. Similarly it seems almost superfluous to mention that none of these tortures succeed in eradicating the mad exaltation that grips me at submitting to the cruel domination of these superlative women. The only thing that comes close is the regular application of the pear.

As I mentioned, this is a device for the mechanical expansion of body orifices. A steel orb about the shape and size of the eponymous fruit, this is constructed of four identical and symmetrical ‘leaves’. At the turn of a crank these separate from each other and draw relentlessly outward. In the hands of the inquisitors it is used to the point of fracturing the jaw and/or tearing wide the vaginal or anal opening.

Nera and Feru never use it to such damaging extremes on me. Still its insertion into my anus is far too close to that darkest of terrors planted in me by the Lady Abigail. This remains the one prospect I cannot countenance despite the insane depths of subjugation it portends. Here my socialization simply cannot be subordinated by the perversion that has otherwise become my defining characteristic. My only salvation is that other than the excruciating expansion inside of me it remains static. There is terrible agony as my sphincter is stretched like the cervix of a woman in childbirth – a semblance my misandrous captors sadistically insist on repeatedly pointing out to me. But at least there is no rhythmic thrusting akin to copulation. Thus it is that the horrors of the daytime still fail to break me. Indeed my excitement and anticipation of the coming culmination only increases. Nor can the new torment that now robs me of recuperation each night banish my insistent criminality.

I am still supplied with only minimal food and no water. Thanks to the urine now sprayed regularly into me with ever more delicious degradation though I am finally able to partake of the former. To offset this diminution of my weakness however I am being denied sleep. A guard has begun sharing my cell with me each night. Relentlessly she taunts me with vague references to the unprecedented cruelties being prepared for me, and gloating about how my sacrifice will surpass all others. This merely excites me and keeps my member straining madly in its cage. Far worse is the way she uses her spear tip to jab me awake each time I show signs of succumbing to my dire need for rest. By the end of my fourth day in the dungeon I am delirious with both the never-ending orgy of torment and the deprivation of rest I’ve been subjected to. Thus it is I fear I’m hallucinating when I recognize the guard who has been sent to watch over me this time. Surely it can’t be the enchanting Rooni?

Rooni

It is! Rather than return me to the floor the departing women (Moba and another unnamed expert in breaking today) have left me stretched out suffering on the rack, that pear still horrendously dilating my bottom and the cage still stymieing my attempted erection.

I don’t know if there is some special purpose to leaving me this way beyond endlessly increasing my tortured subjugation or not. Nor do I care. I only have eyes for that charming, fabulously attractive young vixen who twined me into that vine and gigglingly masturbated me out of my mind. After Nera’s vengeful hatred and the no-nonsense determination of Moba and the experts I feel myself falling in love with Rooni’s adolescent enthusiasm at the first glimpse of it again. Buoyant as ever, she is visibly excited to be given the honor of watching over me. Her wide smile is rich with mischievousness as the door closes, shutting us in together. Leaning her spear against the wall, she immediately strips her loincloth completely off. Then naked but for her jewelry and sandals she struts up and devilishly offers me a drink.

“Greetings, my captive little criminal. Are you thirsty? Would you like to partake of my nectar as you have so many others? I’ve been told you’ve grown to enjoy this humiliation as you do everything else we do to you.”

Honesty and adoration throb in my response.

“Please, Goddess Rooni! I would treasure that beyond almost anything! I am so happy to see you again! I have missed you terribly locked away in here.”

Rooni’s smile gains a bit of smugness at this flattery. She drops her voice as she climbs onto the rack and straddles my face.

“I have missed you too, criminal. You intrigue me greatly. I have never met a male or really even seen one before. I had to campaign quite a bit to be given this duty. I lack the seniority for it. But as a member of the patrol that captured you I have earned certain privileges. This should prove fortuitous for both of us. Drink now!”

Long legs bunched and splayed, she lowers that smooth and hairless pubis until it pins my head in place. Gazing up past her hard-muscled belly and enormous breasts, seeing the alien beauty of her bald-headed divinity grinning down at me, I moan in hopelessly compelling agony as my caged member throbs harder than ever. Then even as I marvel in heart-swelling reverence I’m being flooded yet again.

By now I’ve learned to just hold my breath and let that stinging stream scour straight down into me. Yet this time it seems to go on forever. Rooni giggles at my frantically bulging eyes and purpling face as she pisses, pisses, pisses endlessly into me.

“Yes sacrifice, I’ve been saving this all day for you. Swallow every drop now, and I’ll let you lick me clean afterwards.”

With this amazing incentive I somehow manage to obey her, though I nearly black out before she finishes. Then I indeed get to lick her pink and dripping center. In fact, I do this so enthusiastically that Rooni casts her head back and moans as helplessly as that copulating couple did. But then she gasps and seems to collect herself. Rising from my face she eases back, and settles herself straddling my belly.

In addition to exacerbating the agony of the spiked rollers under me, this makes breathing extremely difficult. Not only is the weight of her seven-foot body considerable, but my stretched posture and arched back already have my lungs struggling. And of course, our positioning is so akin to the way my wife used to ride me that my excitement is excruciatingly acute. Whimpering with pain and need I gaze worshipfully up at her astride me as she grins down and begins taunting me with her anticipation of my upcoming sacrifice. Unlike the other nighttime guards though, Rooni’s manner is playful and even flirtatious as she does this. And after a while she drops this obligation to actually engage me in conversation.

She wants to know all about the wider world they will eventually come to rule.

Fighting to get the words out against the stress on my diaphragm, I tell Rooni about the various great landmasses, huge teeming cities and the empires that have come and gone over the centuries. These sweeping scenes fail to hold her interest however, or are so far beyond her ken as to be meaningless to her. Idly tracing the many painful brands now decorating my torso, she begins questioning me about social matters, in particular the interactions of men and women. Is it true that women are subjugated everywhere, and that wanton brutal rape is universal?

“Perhaps this is so in some societies, Rooni. But in most rape is considered a heinous crime. It is rarely committed and severely punished. And women have equality with and even suzerainty over men in many places too. Some countries have female queens that rule absolutely. And even common women are usually free to choose their own mates. And which partner rules each marriage is left up to the couple. My own wife back in Amsterdam dominates me utterly. She beats me for fun, openly sleeps with whomever she fancies, and always ties me up for sex, which she insists on having by straddling me much like you are now.”

Rooni’s eyes take on a fugitive gleam at this. But rather than interrogate me further she in turn describes her own society and religion in greater depth than that which I’ve already gleaned. Eventually she explains the basis for their eradication of men.

Beyond putting an end to rape and subjugation is the fact that Gora claims all males for herself. Every one of them they sacrifice to her goes straight into slavery in her fiery eternal harem. And by this circuitous route Rooni at last arrives at the subject that has inspired this conversation. Since meeting me she has been tormented by a heretical question: Is this demand for males born out of the wish to protect her chosen people and exact eternal retribution for eons of rape as they have all been raised to believe? Or could it possibly be driven by mere covetousness? Finally, ashamed by this blasphemy but driven to pursue it nonetheless, Rooni quietly confesses the reason she sought this solitary duty.

“I know this is terribly sinful, criminal. It makes me a criminal myself. But I just can’t help it. I want to see you spill your seed again. In fact, I want to be the one to make you do it as Nera did. Your organ is madly fascinating to me. It is so unlike the phalluses that we use: so hot to the touch, so hard and soft at the same time. I wish to learn what the appeal of men is to women like your wife, and possibly even to Gora herself.

“I confess I am even tempted to copulate with you to find out. But that I don’t dare: a child by you would be recognizably different and instantly condemn me. If I’m even caught pleasuring you like I intend to I will have to try to flee like the apostate did or be slain out of hand. So you must promise me total secrecy. Will you swear to tell no one if I make you spill? This will be the last climax you will ever enjoy, sacrifice. There will be no other opportunity. Is that not worth abetting my crime?”

“Absolutely, beloved Rooni!” I gasp. My newfound allegiance to Gora can’t possibly compete with this prospect, not to mention the weighty immediacy of the gorgeous deity straddling me. “I promise you, I will never let anyone know!”

Her dark eyes shining excitedly in the dimness, Rooni warns me again.

“You must be quiet then. There are no guards outside the door, but a patrol circles the exterior walls. If you betray me, I will join you in the fire.”

“I will be silent!” I whisper up at her, my heart racing with elation.

“Very well. I must take the chance. I have been dreaming of this since testing your bindings on the beach. And such intimacy will benefit me immeasurably later.”

Without explaining this last statement, Rooni climbs off of me. I hear a scraping of steel as she frees the fastenings of my cage. This opens along a hinge down the middle. The instant my confinement eases and those spikes are withdrawn from my wounds I leap into the state of exquisitely intense rigidity I’ve been striving uselessly toward for days. Breathing heavily in the darkness barely ameliorated by diffuse moonlight seeping through the slits in the wall, Rooni wraps my throbbing hardness for the second time in her big strong fist. On this occasion she pumps me slowly however, and it’s just as well. The agony in my extensively pierced member is extreme, and the blood flowing from all those holes lubricates her pumping clutch with an exquisite slipperiness. Both factors are arousing beyond belief, and I have no wish to make my last ejaculation ever a hasty one despite the risk of discovery.

Rooni seems equally unconcerned now that she finally has me in hand again. Bending me back and around and every which way she tests the spring and rigidity of me breathlessly. Her fingers go from gently exploring and worrying the head and tip to waggling the whole thing by the base. Endlessly fascinated she mixes her teasing and toying with slow, steady pumping until I’m squirming helplessly on those rollers, aggravating the stretching of my limbs and barely biting back cries of agonized ecstasy.

“Yes, you love this, sacrifice!” she breathes. “You love this and you love me! Tell me: what else particularly arouses a male? What do you like your wife to do to you?”

Oh, could this opportunity possibly become more precious? To hell with what my wife does! Titillations I have heard about but never been granted immediately occur to me.

“Press it between your breasts, Goddess. Use those to pump it instead. Or take into your mouth and slide it in and out while you suckle it.”

Needing no extra encouragement, Rooni immediately begins schooling herself in techniques forbidden her entire people. Again giggling excitedly (if quietly) she seems to revel in my tormented writhing, excited further by my every moan and stifled cry.

As for me, feeling my slick erection slide through the tightly pressing crevice between her breasts or in and out of her warm wet mouth is a heaven I never expected to be afforded, and certainly not in this dungeon. Constantly I’m on the brink of erupting; constantly Rooni seems to sense this and pauses in her pleasuring. But at last her need to see me spurt overcomes her heretical joy in playing with me. Once again she grips my abysmally sore yet intolerably urgent cock in her fist and this time pumps me as furiously as she did on the beach.

My orgasm is even more rewarding than the one Nera wrung from me. I practically dislocate my shoulders wrenching against those shackles, and there’s no stifling the cry of consummation that escapes me. This is overtopped by Rooni’s own exclamation of excitement at seeing me spouting in her fist however, and she keeps pumping me gleefully even after the last drop has dribbled out. Only when I slump into flaccidity does she regain her composure.

“We must clean up this mess,” she giggles quietly. She pushes her bloody, spermy hand against my mouth. “Lick it up, love-slave. Clean your seed from me!”

Burning anew at this unspeakable degradation I obey. Meticulously Rooni uses her fingers to scoop up every clot and drop and transfer them to my mouth. She locks the cage back onto me then, making sure every spike is aligned and poking into the hole it has made. Finally, she retrieves her loincloth, and uses the inside of this to wipe the blood from her hands and breasts before putting it back on. Then she actually leans over and kisses me.

“That was fun. It’s given me memories I’ll savor forever – not to mention an ineradicable hold on your now hopelessly enslaved soul. I’ll be keeping you in mind, sacrifice, and I think you’ll find me impossible to keep me out of yours.

“I truly like you, male, and I appreciate you opening yourself up to me tonight. It’s allowed me to insinuate myself into you beautifully. But that doesn’t mean I won’t relish hunting you down, and using every trick and talent at my disposal to do so – especially since you’ve given me this priceless advantage. And you can bet I’ll be as fantastically cruel as the rest to you after I do, maybe even more so! Oh, I can’t wait to be the one to bring you down!”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way, Goddess!” I croak truthfully. “And if I can, I will try to arrange it so that it is you that catches me.”

“Excellent!” smiles Rooni craftily. “Then sleep now. I’m supposed to keep you awake. But I want you strong enough to avoid the others until I can make my play for you.”

She retreats to reclaim her spear, and take up her post watching over me. Despite the incredible events just past, despite the exaltation I feel at just being with this adored Amazon, my badly abused body seizes the opportunity afforded it. Still stretched agonizingly out and with my anus horribly dilated by that insidious Spanish device I’m unconscious within moments.

The Breaking

Another day, and another endless succession of excruciating tortures later I remain unbroken. Fortified by my rare night of sleep (and even more so by my burning devotion to Rooni after our secret exercise in heresy), I continue to face the prospect of my hideous end with mad arousal and anticipation.

If it truly is the might of Gora endlessly stoking the fervency of my perversity, she certainly isn’t punishing me by withholding this for the way I abetted Rooni’s sinning. I’m even spurred to fresh heights of frenzy after our encounter.

Whenever my exaltation threatens to lessen, I merely indulge in memories of her: squatting on my face and flooding me up, giggling excitedly as she pumps my erection between her breasts, her big eyes closing with bliss and her thick lips pursed in a circle as she suckles me, her cry of delight as I fountain in her fist, et cetera. I also enjoy fantasies of her gleefully chasing after me, her bola whirling overhead as she closes in to bring me down.

I imagine her glowing with triumph and gloating over me as she hogties me back up for my date with the fire. Even more, I picture her ecstatically reveling in the privileges of her capture. What these might be exactly I don’t know of course. Perhaps she will be the one to lay the torch between my feet, or to wield the knife that bloodily unmans me. I fancy her dancing and ululating with primal triumph as she holds my severed erection overhead: a precious keepsake of our brief yet unforgettable time together. But finally on that fifth night in the dungeon I need fantasize no more. The horrors in store are revealed to me at last, and in the process my depraved lubricity finally deserts me.

After my adventures on the rack I’ve been shackled to the wall again. Clearly my captors mean to leave me hanging from my neck, wrists and ankles all night, those protrusions digging relentlessly into my back. My jaws are wedged open by that ring and my bottom still stretched by the pear, though for some reason the cage has at last been removed from my member. This stands stiffly out from the thatch at my crotch, its myriad holes finally clotting on the way to forming scabs. Whimpering with the stress on my body and the arousal born of my pain and bondage, I feel my eyes widen with unease and surprise as Moba strides in to confront me.

In place of her loincloth she wears one of those phalluses harnessed about her. Yet this one is neither of carved wood and practical size (meaning about equal to my own engorgement) or of polished obsidian and gargantuan proportion like the ceremonial one worn by High Priestess Zela. Rather it forms a medium between the two. Sculpted from polished soapstone it is about the size of my forearm, the exquisitely realistic head jutting out like a fist. Profoundly unsettled by this accoutrement, I wrench my gaze away from it to focus on the stern authoritativeness of Moba’s nose-ringed face.

“The time of sacrifice is nearly at hand,” she declares. “The preparations and preliminary ceremonies have been completed. And yet our greatest challenge remains unmet. The criminal has yet to be broken. This portends ill for the sport of the hunt. And Gora will be most displeased if we send you into her service still harboring your sinful lust. The magnificent destiny she offers us may turn to the shaking earth and the rivers of molten stone. Therefore I have been sent for this last attempt. Perhaps hearing in detail what awaits you will cure you of your criminal need for rape where nothing else has. We cannot delay the rites indefinitely after all.”

A whetted edge of excitement sharpens Moba’s gloating tone.

“You have heard of the hunt. After you are properly prepared for sacrifice you will be set free to run. After a sporting interval I will lead the one hundred worthiest warriors in the competition to recapture you. Then will begin the retribution.

“Your criminal appendage will again be coaxed to erection and bound to remain that way. Then High Priestess Zela and the one hundred hunters will sever it from you one thin slice at a time. A red-hot blade will be used, so that each cut is cauterized as it’s made, preventing too much blood loss. Each of us will thus partake of your potency, consuming this along with each thin circle of flesh. The High Priestess will make the first cut and receive the delectable tip, and the recapturing warrior will make the last, getting the largest diameter slice.”

If Moba hopes to diminish my exaltation with this recital she is surely disappointed. My condemned member throbs harder than ever at hearing the hideous fate to be levied upon it. I even have thrilling specificity added to my earlier fantasies: the image of Rooni carving off the very last slice of me and slipping it into her mouth like a perverse parody of the Catholic communion ritual makes me moan in exalted anticipation. Yet all this swiftly departs upon hearing what next lies in store for me.

“After you have been shriven begins the real retribution. You will be bound bent over at the waist and spread out wide. Then the systematic stretching of your orifice we have been subjecting you to will be put to the test.”

With extreme excitement informing every iota of her, Moba caresses her huge stone erection with eager significance.

“All the people with the exception of the children will repay eons of rape by performing upon you that act most criminal of all. A thousand times you will be penetrated from behind and pounded into submission! Then once you have been reamed out wide enough to accommodate her, you will be conducted into Gora’s fiery harem, there to suffer an eternity of sexual service submitting to the relentless stabbing of her monstrous, lava-hot member.

“To give you an appreciation of this, you will be partially but not fatally impaled on rotating iron spits driven up deep your rectum and down your throat. Skewered thus from either end you will turn and turn and be oh-so slowly roasted alive over as many long days and nights as we can arrange while the people celebrate your sacrifice with an endless orgy of lovemaking.

“I have no doubt that numberless babies will be conceived this time, and the future of the people ensured beyond any calamity. And when you have at last expired in unprecedented torment we will feast upon your savory carcass, with the hunter who brings you down being allowed to appropriate the greatest store of your potency by consuming your surely incredibly fertile gonads. Perhaps if Gora smiles on my foresight in preserving you for this I will be the one to profit most from your virility!”

Moba lapses into an exalted reverie at this prospect. In contrast I find my own exaltation has been extinguished completely.

Bad enough are the details of my roasting. I had envisioned the flaming stake: no more than half an hour of transcendent excruciation to savor and contend with. Days of slow roasting while doubly impaled on rotating iron is by comparison an ordeal so drawn-out and gruesome that it exceeds my naïve speculations so completely as to utterly banish my excited anticipation. Yet not even this dread prospect can hold a candle (or a feral conflagration) to the far more visceral and horrifying fate that lies in wait.

I had been terrorized by the mere expectation of gentle Lady Abigail wielding a harigata. I had fought with mad savagery to escape a night of buggery at the hands of my shipmates. I’d considered extending stretching with that pear a torture beyond compare. Now I am gloatingly condemned to a thousand anal rapes by erections of stone far more massive than my own. And following an unspeakably lingering execution I suddenly face an eternity of unthinkably worse such depredations meted out by the deity that has lately claimed my person, soul and allegiance.

This is all so much more appalling than I’m prepared for that I’m aware of nothing but the surpassing horror that engulfs me. Certainly I don’t my feel rigidity shriveling up into nothingness as though trying to actually retract into my body. Emerging from her reverie however, Moba is quick to crow at her little-expected success.

“Praise Gora! Look at this! The criminal has finally been broken! Excellent! Let the hunt commence in the morning! By sunset I will be ramming my giant penis into its anus to the wondrous accompaniment of its disbelieving screams. Let all the people celebrate the coming utter eradication of the males, and of our eventual reign over the entire Earth! Glory to Gora and the delight of sacrifice! Tomorrow morning the execution begins!”

Still excitedly stroking her giant phallus, Moba leaves me alone to face the worse-than-mortal terror that will torment me throughout my last night in the dungeon.

Sacrifice

Despite the scant amount left to me, time crawls along with torturous slowness.

Agonies unameliorated by exaltation excruciate my helplessly pinioned body. Every brand that decorates me flames with residual pain; every outraged joint screams with stress and every ring or hook gouges into me remorselessly. Worst of all of course is the hideously intrusive device that relentlessly stretches my nether entrance. That agonizing pear now serves as a constant reminder of the far worse and eventually eternal horrors soon to be visited on that poor orifice. The only relief from my usual afflictions is far from welcome: my penis dangles limp and limitlessly chagrined.

No spiked cage in necessary to deny its excited swelling now. Its wounds scabbed over it hangs uselessly in condemned quiescence. Emaciated and desiccated, I blubber the long hours tearlessly away, all the mad anticipation of my sacrifice turned to terror. In the extremity of fear that grips me I can conceive of only one escape.

Once freed, I must somehow make it back to the beach. Floundering out past the reef to where the sharks can tear me apart with merciful swiftness, or my weakness lead to a quick drowning, now seems like salvation to me. It is this possibility I cling to throughout the interminable few hours of life I have left. And so I hang thus broken and bereft until the light of the last day I ever expect to see comes in thin streamers through the wall. Then a growing bustle of activity outside my dungeon leads to the door being thrown open at last.

Charged with the excitement they have robbed from me, a number of my captors enter at last, all of them already stone-girded for rape. Nera is in the lead, a razor-sharp blade of chipped obsidian in her hand. Behind her arrive two unknown Amazons bearing a large tub of water and sponges, followed by a fourth carrying a wreath twined of flowers. The pungency of these assails me even at a distance, their perfumed effluvia making me retch weakly in my inanition. Two hulking praetorians mount a guard at the door; more can be glimpsed waiting just beyond this. Sadistic delight personified Nera steps up to me, knife at the ready. Her taunting and gloating makes my skin crawl worse than the skating of that blade as she sets about shaving me.

“Finally, you criminal shit! Today you pay for splattering me with your repellent seed! Thanks be to Gora that Moba made me wait for this. I did not wish to; I wanted to be sure that I would be the one to slay you. But now I swear that I will be the first to hunt you down!

“I will be the one to cut the last slice of that disgusting organ from you. I will be the first to pound my phallus into your nicely stretched ass. Ah sacrifice, I can’t wait to watch you trying to scream with a red-hot spit down your throat and another up your rectum as you rotate endlessly about, turning a nice crispy dripping brown. And if skill and fortune don’t desert me I will be the one to finally dine on your toasted gonads!”

Swiftly she lifts every scrap of hair from my body. Not the slightest twitch of arousal stirs my meekly shriveled penis as she bares my groin to match theirs. Hackles raised by terror I feel every little hair on my arms and legs erected as they are shaved away. The small thatch on my chest and those under my arms are stripped off next, and finally the sparse beard I have grown in captivity is shaved away. Feeling that impossibly keen blade sliding over my throat urges me to lurch forward in hopes of opening a fatal wound. But of course, the strap across my brow and those securing that ring between my teeth allow for no such easy suicide. Only the hair of my head and eyebrows are spared. Then Nera steps back and the two with sponges move forward.

Roughly they scrub the front of me clean. Months of sweat and grime are sluiced away. Dried blood comes off and new trickles begin as whip welts, burns, and hundreds of little punctures reopen. Neither this once-erotic stinging nor the memories evoked can provoke my perverse arousal to return – not even the bathing of my genitals can compete with the huge stone cocks girded about every crotch, and the thought of the pointed iron spits waiting to skewer me. I can only hang there and shiver, mewling with terror and quailing under Nera’s sneering detestation as they bathe me from head to toe and even comb out my shoulder-length locks. The moment that pear is collapsed and retracted at last, I expect to seal up tight in puckering horror. Unfortunately the stretching of my flesh is slow to depart, and I sob miserably as a sponge is thrust into me and spun back and forth, cleaning even this cringing recess.

The guards step closer then, unnecessarily brandishing weapons as I’m freed of my shackles and collar and lowered from the wall. Completely unrestrained for the first time since being bound on the beach I remain as helpless as ever surrounded by these brutes. And anyway my bondage is swiftly re-established. Once my backside is bathed my wrists are again shackled behind me. That garland of flowers is hung about my neck, their overpoweringly sweet perfume making me gag again and stagger with sudden dizziness. At last Nera steps forward again and knots another barbed and flowering malvin vine about the base of my genitals. Holding this as a leash she jerks me into motion.

“Let’s go, sacrifice. Gora is impatient for us to add your eunuch soul to her ever-growing harem. And I can’t wait to see this criminal thing cut off one thin slice at a time.”

Finally, the long anticipated transcendent experiences I so insanely embraced on the beach and publically begged for are upon me. And now they hold nothing but horror. Despite the yanking tug on the organs that so foolishly ruled me so completely these still dangle and flop meaninglessly. Pain and bondage, once such potent aphrodisiacs, now give rise only to a weary despair. The gloating of my captors fills me with terror; the perverse thrill of subjugation is gone. Blubbering like a baby and staggering in my weakness I stumble out of the dungeon, trying frantically to conjure up the mad arousal that led me to this. It’s no good however. Even the memories of Rooni playing with and suckling me have been subsumed by the thought of her waiting for me outside, a stone cock upon her crotch and her lovely visage as savage for my suffering as anyone. Led by Nera on that leash and surrounded by heavily armed warriors so huge I barely reach the level of their enormous breasts I stumble up flights of stairs and down passageways as terrified and despairing as any condemned felon on the way to the gallows.

Indeed my misery surely surpasses that of any other: what more blameless soul has ever faced a more gruesome end? This is further impressed on me as Nera drops her gloating at last to actually coach me on the dangers I’m about to face. It would be a cruel joke on them if I succumbed to some avoidable natural death before they recaptured me.

Her warnings about crocodiles and giant leopards, deadly snakes and spiders only make me realize that sharks and drowning aren’t the only escapes open to me. Yet surprisingly I suddenly find I don’t wish to fall to any of these deaths either.

What I want is to live, period. Moments after contemplating cutting my own throat, suicide has somehow lost its appeal. What I really want is to thwart these Amazons’ intentions utterly. I want to escape into the depths of the island as this apostate they talk about has apparently done, eke out a subsistence living and avoid them for so long that they fail the challenge sent by their mountain-Goddess. Perhaps then she will lose patience with them, withdraw her favor and maybe even erupt and efface their sick society from the Earth altogether. Let no more men be hounded to a grisly death! Nursing this nascent determination I at last manage to stop blubbering and raise my head to face the coming test like a man. When I do I see that this resolve has come just in time. Shackled and leashed, barefoot and naked, terribly debilitated and garlanded for slaughter, I’m being led out into the sunlight again at last.

We have emerged on the opposite side of the temple. Across a vast expanse of jungle rise the carpeted slopes, craggy reaches and finally the cone of Gora herself. Blinking uncomfortably in the bright morning sunlight, I feel a stab of atavistic terror that sends shivers running through me. This first sight of the volcano in all its terrifying grandeur makes it more impossible than ever for even a former atheist like me to disbelieve.

Perhaps my mind has been broken as well as well as my libido. But I can no longer entertain any doubts: there sits the power that flung me from the doomed Dolphin, preserved me from the sharks and the sea, delivered me into the hands of these Herculean Amazons, vastly expanded my perverse inclinations and spoke words of condemnation and promise to its chosen people through my mouth. Now it intends to take the vengeance of outraged femininity on me throughout eternity – once I have been put through the most grisly rites of sacrifice conceivable. But then these metaphysical perceptions are interrupted. A roar of savage exultation greets my appearance. I drop my eyes from the Goddess looming above me, and see the preparations that have been made for that sacrifice.

I stand on a wide stone terrace. Unlike the raised plinth at the front of the temple, this spreads out at ground level. To my left is a great rectangular fire-pit. Flanked by thick, pointed iron spits connected to a turning mechanism, the air above this is already shimmering with the heat-haze rising from its enormous bed of smoldering coals. To my right is a heavy wooden frame fixed with shackles and chains. Here I am to be secured stretched out and bent over: forward for the thousand or so rapes and backward for the incremental unmanning. A smoking brazier sits nearby, the amputating blade already glowing red in the flames.

Another yank on my leashed manhood drags me stumbling forward to where High Priestess Zela waits. Flanked by her guard, clad ceremonially in gleaming gold and with her especially prodigious phallus again strapped about her, she carries a scepter of gold as well. Beyond her I see a closely packed arc of warriors: the hundred chosen hunters. All are armed as they were on the beach, with spears, bolas and knives, and all wear those terrifying stone phalluses. I see Moba prominent among them and Rooni as well, her lovely face shining with the exact savage zeal I’d imagined. Behind these on all sides, surrounding the terrace and preventing any hope of escape are the entire rest of the people, all of them also already girded for rape.

My knees weakened to the brink of collapse at this spectacle, it’s all I can do not to begin gibbering with panic. I feel my bladder let go, yet thanks to my dehydration only a small drizzle splashes my feet. Likewise my still extensively stretched sphincter loosens further, and only the fact that my bowels are empty keeps me from disgustingly soiling myself. Not a hint of a twitch stirs my shriveled member as I’m yanked repeatedly forward by it, and by the time I reach that towering potentate I am cowed utterly. All is terror and despair, with my determination to survive as a fugitive as forgotten as my former sexual exaltation. As Nera unleashes my penis at last and takes her place among the hunters I’m but a breath from collapsing to the ground and curling up in fetal defeat. But then High Priestess Zela raises her scepter. Her voice rings out powerfully over the suddenly hushed crowd.

“Hear me, sisters! Here we have the most criminal yet propitious member of the despised and defeated sex to ever fall to us! Today we prove our devotion and worth to our benefactor beyond any question by performing the sacred rites laid down for us like never before. First we have the ritual hunt! This pitiful male will be freed, allowed to flee, and then be reclaimed for retribution and sacrifice.

“Whoever is first in its recapture shall be first to perform that deed upon it that its kind has ever subjected us to! She shall wield the heated blade that finally severs the last scrap of the organ that most offends us! And she shall have first choice of the delicacies on offer once the sacrifice is finished. Sisters, hear me again: let the hunt begin, and Gora reward the most resourceful among us!”

Suddenly the shackles are released, falling to the stone behind me with a clatter. An unseen whip whistles, its lash cutting into my buttocks and almost causing me to collapse at the unexpected flare of agony. The crowd has parted down the middle, opening a narrow avenue to the interior of the island. Ahead, Gora looms monstrously above us all. In one communal shout a thousand voices join the cry of the reigning potentate.

“Run, sacrificial one! Run for your balls and your prick and your sinful life, until the best of us claim them from you! Then enter the eternal service of Gora shriven and impotent!”







Chapter Four Hunt and Capture 



Prey and Predators

Hag-ridden by terrors both elemental and existential, I flee through a hail of stones and spittle into the jungle.

I dodge unexpected snares and pit traps and collect another dozen minor wounds. Somehow I recollect my determination to survive as well. The sounds of the pursuit beginning behind me don’t lead me to collapse, cause me to veer off on a tangent toward the ocean or send me in search of the nearest natural predator. Instead they goad me straight on ahead into the depths of the island where I might best hide myself before my scant resources are exhausted. Reaching a fair-sized creek I wrench off that sickening garland and drink sparingly – enough to keep me going but not cramp me up. This restraint is exceedingly difficult. As the first fresh water I’ve tasted in a week my craving is insatiable. After drinking, and a quick pause to consider my options, I seize the opportunity to confuse my trail. Wading into the flow I turn and hurry downstream, trying to mute the splashing of my staggering progress as best I can.

It doesn’t take me long to begin encountering the threats I was warned about. Indeed it strikes me as foolish suddenly that Nera warned me at all. Who needs to be told that giant constrictor snakes are dangerous, or crocodiles? Seeing the former curled around the limb of a massive tree, and the latter out sunning themselves on the creek bank, only an idiot or one seeking suicide could fail to give them a wide berth. And why risk pointing out that far less torturous deaths than the one they have planned for me are available?

I suppose these Amazons trust in the instinctive striving for life and probably foolish hopes of eluding them that motivate me even now. After all, it belatedly occurs to me that much quicker and easier options than animal attack are all around me. I could hang myself with a knotted vine, or open my veins with a sharp stone. Heartened by this thought, I begin looking around for one of the latter immediately. If the savages are closing in and capture is certain, I can at least escape sodomy, amputation and roasting, however much Gora might punish me for this later. Finding a large lump of the same black volcanic glass Nera used to shave me, I hammer this against a handy boulder. It fractures most satisfactorily, leaving me with both a blunt grip and keen edge. Armed thus I continue downstream, keeping a wary eye on the sunning crocodiles. Luckily the stream is only a couple or three feet deep even in the center, lessening the possibility they might catch me unawares. Still I feel an overwhelming paranoia as I glance constantly around my forbidding surroundings.

I have been in jungles before. My career has carried me repeatedly to Africa, as well as the islands around Australia. But always we were accompanied by friendly natives familiar with the dangers. This lone foray fleeing into deep wilderness with the natives in bloodthirsty pursuit is another sort of venture entirely. Again and again I’m struck by the unsupported certainty that I’m being watched or even stalked, and not by animals. I keep expecting Nera or Moba or evilly grinning Rooni to leap suddenly upon me. Curiously enough it is from the far side of the stream, opposite where I know the hunters to be, that I keep sensing indefinable emanations of peril. Still nothing assails me worse than the screaming of monkeys and the flapping of giant fruit bats.

These latter are indeed enormous, with furry red bodies as long as my arm and bizarrely protuberant eyes. Though I know them to be harmless they still give me a chill, dangling upside down in long rows like victims of the Inquisition. Wings wrapped about their bodies in imitation of capes, those huge eyes bulging insect-like from their faces give them an unsettling satanic aspect. When they suddenly unfurl and take flight their vast wingspans buffet the air and shadow the sun, making me cringe instinctively.

Nor are these the only sources of upset. Clouds of biting insects soon surround me, reminding me that pestilence is the greatest tropical killer of all – not that disease is any immediate worry. The clamor of the chase draws relentlessly closer and panic competes with my bone-deep exhaustion to keep me staggering breathlessly along. Searching desperately for a place to go to ground, I splash on down the stream and around a wooded bend. As the view in front of me opens out I see a last-ditch possibility of sanctuary.

A short way ahead on the far side, the overhanging bank has been undercut by the current. A great tree at the stream’s edge has been so undermined that it has toppled into the water at an angle facing upstream. Leafy branches thrashed by the flow, its huge trunk provides a recess between it and the bank. Even better is the cavity created by its uprooting, sheltered from both sight and stream by a huge, dirt-clotted spread of roots. If discovered cowering in there I will have no more avenue of escape than if I’d climbed a tree, but by this time it’s a case of any port in a storm. The sounds of chanting and pushing through brush are becoming more immediate by the moment. Clearly my effort to throw the hunters off my trail has been unsuccessful. Nearly gibbering again with panic, I’m on the brink of wading across toward this covert when I’m suddenly halted by a sight as fearsome as it is astonishing.

A huge cat has just emerged from my side of the jungle to lap at the water. The size of a tiger or even larger, it lacks the ruff, orange stripes and long tail, having instead a compact and incredibly powerful looking body. Some kind of oversized leopard it seems, perhaps crossed with a hyena. And speaking of oversized, here I see in the terrifying flesh the absurdly long fangs I noticed earlier on those skulls. Curving like scimitars, these gleaming canine teeth project down far past the lower jaw even as this is opened to drink. With the lucidity of extreme terror I see every detail, from drops of water bejeweling its whiskers to the rough texture of its tongue to the small ears and hulking roll of muscle atop its thick neck. For an exceedingly bizarre instant the natural philosopher in me surfaces; I feel a mad wish for a pen and parchment to begin sketching. Then the sounds of closing pursuit penetrate again, interrupting my stasis. Jerked back to an awareness of the choice of jeopardies I face – the ladies or the tiger – I seize the only expedient open to me. I take as huge of a breath as I can. Then I sink beneath the surface of the stream as quickly and quietly as possible, trying to not even cause a ripple.

Once submerged, I open my eyes to see fish bulleting past me. Scattered sunbeams dance through the dappled surface. Praying this spangling will dazzle any watching eyes, I use rocks jutting from the streambed to hold myself close to the bottom and pull my body as rapidly as I can manage across the watercourse. In the desperation of the moment this seems to take forever, but at last I pass under the shadow of that fallen trunk. Once on the other side I rise up just enough to take another deep breath – and grab another long-delayed drink, which I’m helpless to deny myself. Then I submerge again. Following the trunk toward shore, I at last duck under it again and emerge gasping frantically to crawl into the muddy bolt-hole provided by the undercut bank and the roots of the fallen tree. Cautiously I poke a finger into this tightly woven network, dislodging enough sod to make a peephole. Through this I observe the arrival of the hunters.

Seen From Hiding

Along the opposite shore, a score or more of heavily armed, cock-girded, bare-breasted beauties appear upstream from me. Scores more soon pour out of the trees to join them. Still singing lustily, they spread out along the bank and move toward both me and that monstrous feline. Suddenly wary of these numbers, the usually fearless top predator freezes. Lips wrinkle back in a silent snarl of indecision that exposes those enormous fangs to the gum. Caught between challenge and retreat, the big cat does neither. Instead it settles back into a tense and combative crouch. Camouflaged amid the shoreline vegetation it remains poised to either spring or flee, while clearly hoping (like me) that its presence will go undetected.

At first it seems the cat’s hopes will be granted in lieu of my own. Barely twenty yards away I see the Amazons (Moba and Nera in the forefront) gesturing at the fallen tree. Clearly they mean to investigate this. Moba jams her spear into the turf and frees her bola for throwing. Others do likewise, and they begin moving en masse downstream towards me. Eagerly the first few are splashing into the water, and my hope that I’ve found even a temporary sanctuary looks ludicrously illusory. I raise that keen stone edge to the scant flesh of my wrist. Blinking away sudden tears of frustration, despairing that the end has come upon me already, I try to focus on my arm. I must slice the artery laterally, making a long rent that will be impossible to close, so that death finds me swiftly. But then one of the trailing hunters raises a startled cry, jerking my gaze back up to that peephole.

Even as I look, the huge cat is leaping among a group of the women that has strayed too close to its concealment. A swing of one massive paw shreds an exposed belly. Even as the first shocked screams are reverberating across the water, the stricken warrior follows a spill of blood and guts to the ground and the beast is onto another. Pouncing with both hideously clawed forelimbs extended, it bears this Amazon into the water on her back. A lunge of that huge head and a flash of dagger-like fangs and the throat is laid open. Blood spouts into the air and turns the frothing creek red. Then Moba’s commanding shouts cut across the chaos of screams even as all those who’d started toward me whirl and charge back toward the bank. So many spears are flung that one unfortunate warrior catches an iron-bladed shaft in the buttock even as she charges toward the fray. Others find their intended mark however. Pierced in four or five places the enraged feline unleashes a blood-curdling roar. Embedded spears waggling, it lunges forward again and swipes instantly sheeting lines of red across the outside of the thigh of its third victim. After that though, the women close in. A dozen or more close range thrusts finally finish the still squalling and spitting predator.

The Amazons mill angrily about as the slain cat and a nearly decapitated hunter are dragged up out of the stream. Watching this, I’m tempted to take advantage of their distraction and try to escape into the jungle. Unfortunately I just don’t dare.

The soil of the overhanging bank is moist and loose, apt to crumble at any touch. A few trees aside, the concealing foliage is nearly ten feet away. In my shock and exhaustion I have no faith in my ability to surmount the one and reach the other with the requisite speed and stealth. Instead I hunker where I am and pray for the continued intercession of fate – or that of Gora looming a few leagues away above us. Has she taken a hand in events again? It quickly becomes clear that her subjects think so.

“How can this be?”

“It is a sign, a sign from Gora!”

“The knife-tooth is a favored intermediary!”

“A hunter has not been struck down in a generation. And here we have lost two in the first hour. What can this mean?”

“See the size of this beast! Rarely have I seen one so large.”

“Indeed: these fangs are the span of two hands at least.”

“Why did the knife-tooth attack? They have grown wary of us. Rarely will one attack even three or four hunters together. And here we are a hundred strong!”

“This is an ill omen, sisters.”

While these voices are raised left and right Moba oversees the caring for the injured. After the wounds of spear and claw have been washed clean in the stream, some kind of dried plant matter is carefully powdered and dusted into them. Once the cuts have clotted they are bound. Yet both warriors now limp considerably, and are quickly deemed unfit for the rigors of the hunt – much to their dismay. After overriding their protests Moba addresses the still-debating gathering. In deference to her recently proven wisdom silence falls immediately.

“It is clear that Gora sends us a message, sisters. I can think of two likelihoods.

“Perhaps she warns us against crossing here. There may be worse danger than the knife-tooth: the apostate with her bow perhaps. Or perhaps she tells us the sacrifice is still on this side. When first coming upon the stream, it did not cross or follow the bank. It has taken to the water instead, and we have seen no sign of its having left it for either shore. It is not completely foolish; it walks where the water will efface the blood of its passage. And it heads downstream because it is too weak to forge against the current. It hasn’t slept or eaten more than a mouthful or two in several days. Now it continues its flight, hurrying on while its strength holds.”

Moba pauses. When she does another warrior speaks up, and with a thrill of recognition I identify the voice of Rooni, though her figure is hidden in the crowd.

“What is the other likelihood?”

“The other likelihood is that Gora continues to challenge us. She put the knife-tooth here to slow us down once the sacrifice had passed. You have seen this puling male. It is a weakling, with no muscle, skill in battle or woodcraft. I think we were on the verge of catching it already. Yet such a brief and unsatisfying hunt would give us scant chance to prove our worth.

“Gora glories in the hunt as much or more than we do. The male must be appropriately terrorized by the pursuit; it must suffer considerably throughout every stage of the rites. Such a momentous hunt as this, with the whole world as a prize, cannot possibly end so soon. Therefore Gora places obstacles before us to take the place of the challenges this pathetic beast is unable to supply on its own. Perhaps even more of us will be struck down before we overcome these. Is anyone daunted while I lead?”

“No!” This resounding chorus is again rife with bloodlust. Moba nods resolutely.

“We will continue downstream. But you Rooni, and Teela and Hurku and Joon, you are the youngest. You will stay here. You will skin the knife-tooth. You will take the pelt and head and bear these and our fallen sisters back to the people. You will make sure the wounded reach safety and then rejoin the hunt.”

There is further grumbling at this, followed by Moba’s reassurances.

“Don’t fear, sisters. This hunt is far from over. Gora will not let it end so swiftly or easily. Hurry about your tasks, and you will be back with us before we recapture it. Who knows? You may yet prove to be first to lay hold of it, the first to penetrate it and the one to lay claim to the greatest store of its potency.”

Listening to this speech I can hardly believe my good fortune.

Once again I’ve escaped death by only the narrowest of margins – or through divine intervention. Right away, the vast majority of these ruthless hunters heft their spears and hurry eagerly on downstream behind Moba and Nera. Left behind are only eight of them: two dead, two wounded, and the four least senior warriors. From hiding I watch as Rooni confidently delegates chores and even the wounded set to work.

Rooni and the ones she addresses as Hurku and Teela begin swiftly skinning the slain cat while the others construct crude stretchers to carry the fallen. From where I crouch in precarious concealment I’m privy to every word as they lament and express their frustration.

“Gora, damn this creature! It kills Prun and Aaru, it lets the sacrifice slip away, and now we are stuck here skinning the cursed thing!”

“Peace, sister,” soothes Rooni. Though still the youngest of the one hundred she has gained status enough lately to rule her companions. Not only was she a member of the capturing patrol and allowed to guard me overnight, but Moba put her in charge of this delegation. Now she chides her grumbling sisters gently, and speaks words of hope and portent.

“I believe Moba spoke truly. The hunt has just begun, and it was Gora’s will that put the knife-tooth in our path. And please do not blaspheme. Is this not deemed the second holiest of creatures? Only the sacred tusked ones surpass it, and none others come close to it in her esteem except the crocodiles and big lizards. Moba may even have blessed us with this duty.

“What are our chances to be first in the recapture as part of that mob? Moba or Nera or some other particularly forward hunter would surely get to the sacrifice first if they come upon it. And the male may find a large and noisy group easier to elude. Once we have seen our sisters back to the people we can strike out on our own, using skill and stealth to stalk this precious sacrifice more craftily than the others. Indeed something tells me that one among us here, blithely dismissed to perform menial chores, will indeed be the one to make the recapture.”

Spying on Rooni’s exceptional beauty and enthusiasm, and watching those big and firm and aggressively upswept breasts jiggling wildly as she tugs hard to part pelt from carcass, reawakens the ridiculous love I’ve come to hold for her. And that’s not all that reawakens. Seeing the big cat’s blood on those incredible breasts calls to mind the time it was my own ichor decorating them. Unbidden memories flood in on me.

I see the extensively perforated head of my engorgement popping repeatedly into view between those blood-smeared boobs as she presses them tightly against me, using all of that unbearably ripe endowment to pump me exquisitely up and down. I hear her girlish, unaffected giggling as she fondles me: exploring texture and resilience, waggling me playfully by the base, bending me back and all about and finally briskly jerking me. I see her cheeks hollowing out and her thick lips pursing rhythmically as she suckles and bobs on me simultaneously. I hear her moans of savor as she samples my leaking sweetness and her cry of excited delight as I at last begin to spurt and spatter all over everywhere in her big gripping fist. Soon I’m swelling and twitching again: growing erect for the first time since Moba laid out all the horrific particulars of my intended fate. While still a mere shadow of the exhilarating exaltation of before, this arousal is undeniable, if a bit unwelcome.

Naturally this recurrence of love, lust and memories, along with Rooni’s sly allusion to her plans for being the lucky one to recapture me, also recall to mind my promise to let her do so. Here already is the little-expected opportunity to keep that vow. And damn me if I don’t feel an insane temptation to do so.

Some perverse part of me still gets a sick kick out of anticipating her savage exultation as she ties me back up again for my trip back to the fire. I can just picture her glee as she wields the flaming blade and the Epicurean ecstasy on her lovely young face as she slips the last thin slice of the erection she so heretically pleasured into her mouth. I want to see her beaming a secret gratitude at me, and share the ultimate, intensely intimate connection this would forge between us: her the author of my extinction and my freely gifted potency the means by which she conceives new life. Before long I’m as exquisitely rigid as before. Yet these helplessly compelling fantasies are swiftly supplanted by waking nightmares of unsupportable horror.

I can also all too easily envision her laughing sadistically as she rears and plunges and brutishly stab-batters into me with the huge stone cock that is even now cinched about her crotch. I imagine my view of her evilly grinning beauty distorted by involuntary tears and heat haze, this picture turning slowly on its head and back again as I rotate continuously about over that bed of glowing coals. And of course, after days upon days of this intolerable torture I will only be conveyed directly to an eternity of these two horrors hideously combined: submitting to the endless pounding of the infinitely vengeful Gora’s monstrous laval organ.

As before, these premonitions cool my ardor considerably. While not banishing it completely this time, they let enough sanity intrude so that I don’t quit my covert and splash eagerly over to greet the doom that beautiful Rooni represents. Sickly conflicted I gingerly stroke my badly abused erection as I watch her at her work, vacillating between compulsive love/lust and aversive terror. When she wraps up that pelt at last, takes the cat’s severed head and leads her sisters back into the jungle away from me I feel an unconscionable flush of guilt at not keeping my word to her. But my relief at being alone again, alive and unsodomized, is greater.

Exhaustion

Despite my weariness I stay and rest a bit before tackling the next challenge. Then with a groan I crawl out of my covert and force my battered body to do what Moba confidently asserted it could not. I begin retracing my steps, forging my way against the current and back upstream.

In spite of the difficulty of this it is the only logical option. And so I persevere until I pass the point where I first entered the water. Then wary of staying in the open I at last climb carefully out of the creek and into the jungle on the far side.

Rooni and her companions could return at any time, slipping stealthily through the trees after me. My bleeding has stopped for the time being, but I must still leave as little trace of my passage as possible. And so I begin picking my way cautiously through the forest, paralleling the creek upstream. I mustn’t risk losing my sense of direction; under the canopy that blocks sight of the sun and mountain it would be all too easy to get disoriented and start going in hopeless circles. Jungles are the very definition of trackless despite the trails I occasionally come across. Not knowing if these have been formed by animals or Amazons or are used by both I avoid them, though pushing through the heavy undergrowth is soon nearly as exhausting as forging against the current was. Worsening this situation is the terrain.

After a while the creek curves further toward the interior of the island and its almost certain source: the mountain. Thus the ground begins to rise. Almost imperceptibly at first, the slope I’m tackling grades ever upward. Further taxing my resources is the constant vigilance required, a mental exercise nearly as exhausting in my condition as the physical toll.

Not only must I take care to leave no evidence of my passing, but there are also all the dangers of this tropical wilderness to contend with. Mosquitoes and biting flies feast on my naked flesh, every one of them a possible carrier of disease and each sapping my vitality with every little sip of blood they drain from me. Spiders larger than my hand stand their ground rather than scuttle away from my bare feet, confident in the potency of their venom. Any misplaced step could be the death of me, especially considering the cunningly hidden snares I must still avoid. And of course, passing sprung ones dangling large ground-running birds are unwelcome reminders that this part of the island is still frequented by the natives regardless of whether I’ve slipped the immediate pursuit or not.

There’s no guarantee of that either. Every rustle of the brush and disturbance among the monkeys scampering overhead makes me whip around, heart pounding in panic. Always it is Rooni I imagine sneaking up on me, grinning sadistically as she pounces to bring me down. Queasily caught between terror and idiotic arousal at this fancy, I constantly catch myself whimpering aloud in my distress. Soon it’s all I can do to keep putting one foot in front of the other. Yet still my jeopardy goads me along.

Luckily the food I’ve been denied for so long is now all around me in staggering abundance. Every other tree is laden with fruit or nuts. Most of these are unfamiliar to me, and any could prove toxic or taxing to digest. Yet I pass enough recognizable varieties to keep snatching handfuls from the branches as I go. Taking care to throw pits, rinds and hulls as far to either side of me as possible, I eat as much as I can without risking cramping up. Occasional small tributary brooks allow me to drink without risking exposure on the main watercourse, and strengthened a bit by each bite and sip I manage to keep going well into the afternoon. But finally the debt of my weariness is just too great to continue. I find myself wobbling in a stupor of exhaustion, looking down at a snake the thickness of my arm as it slithers past between my feet. Dimly recognizing this as one of the particularly deadly vipers Nera warned me against, I at last concede the necessity of sleep.

Nearby is a dense leafy thicket. With the last of my will and awareness I crawl into the middle of this until I’m as concealed as I can expect to get. Carelessly brushing aside a centipede longer than my foot whose brightly patterned colors clearly advertise the poison in its bite, I curl up and let unconsciousness claim me.

Dreaming While Awake

Though I collapse sometime in late afternoon, my rest deficit is so severe that I don’t wake until late the following morning. Then I’m only jerked out of sleep by the unbelievably perverse climax of a series of bizarre, compelling and ultimately upsetting dreams juxtaposing my mild marital adventures back in Amsterdam and the Amazon that has somehow come to so dominate my mind. And believe me, I use the words ‘dominate’ and ‘climax’ intentionally.

Semen is splattered liberally on my belly and still trickling. For the second time in days the insanely beguiling Rooni has brought me to orgasm. And this time she didn’t even need to be personally with me. Aghast at this development (and not just because such an occurrence is unprecedented since my teens), I immediately shirk all memory of the profoundly powerful and upsetting visions that caused this. Shuddering with reaction I strip a handful of leaves and wipe myself clean. Then I sit up to take stock.

My long rest has benefitted me considerably. While my recuperation is still incomplete I’m stronger than at any time since washing up on the beach. Though I’m ravenously hungry again this is an encouraging sign. My body has put its overdue ailment to good use and is eager for more. I’m very thirsty again too, and should finally be able to handle a good long draught. Yet despite all this my condition is still miserable.

My overtaxed muscles (not to mention stressed joints and numberless burns and welts) have stiffened up overnight and I’m sore everywhere. My lacerated feet in particular still pain me, and the stretching of my recent erection has reopened all those punctures. With an effort I banish the upsetting dream-memories that try to resurface at this, and my primary complaint is swift to serve. Nearly every square inch of my extensively traumatized body, even to my scalp and swollen eyelids, is covered with insect bites.

These itch abominably, and scratching only makes it worse. Why didn’t I slather myself with mud? Not only would this have afforded some protection, but it would have also served to camouflage my white skin a bit. Determining to make this a priority at the first brook I come across, I quickly try to work some life back into my reluctant muscles. All the while I listen carefully for any indication of pursuit. Hearing none, I at last reclaim my sharp stone and crawl cautiously out of the thicket. Other than the usual squabbling of monkeys and screeching of birds all seems peaceful. Taking my bearings from the churning of the nearby creek I resume my progress upslope toward the mountain and into the heart of the island.

Before long I reach another tumbling little tributary. After drinking deeply I gouge up mud from the bottom and plate it heavily all over my skin. This is instantly soothing, and I even use a finger to smear each eyelid. Heartened considerably, I cross over and press on, picking a meal from the trees as I go.

All in all, things are quite satisfactory. I have survived the beginning of the chase, given my hunters the temporary slip and even made inroads toward alleviating my pitiful condition. Not allowing myself to think further than that I pick up my pace a bit. Soon however the continuing dire jeopardy I’m in is brought terrifyingly back home to me. As I surmount another small rise I hear a low ripping noise. Then I nearly walk right into another terrible predator the likes of which I could never have imagined.

Luckily for me it is already busy dining. The noise I was hearing was the sound of large chunks of flesh being torn from the body of a small forest stag. Even now one of these dripping hunks the size of my arm is disappearing down the toothy, drooling, blood-smeared jaws of what is surely the most gigantic lizard in the world.

Larger than a crocodile at over twenty feet in length, this is similar to the monitor lizards seen on the Nile River. Yet unlike its brightly patterned kin this a dull gray-brown that blends effortlessly in to the dirt on which it stands. Had it not been feasting I might not have even seen it despite its staggering proportions.

This time there is no wish for a sketchbook, or ironic thoughts of the natural discoveries I originally set out on this voyage to find. Petrified with terror I can only freeze and goggle at this incredibly deadly beast. Had I come along earlier it seems certain that it would be bloody gobbets of my body now being torn free to disappear down that gullet.

Gods above, is there any corner of this island not harboring the promise of a grisly death for me? Swallowing that chunk the huge lizard flicks out a snake-like tongue and fixes a baleful eye on me. Breaking my stasis with an effort I begin backing slowly away. Satisfied the beast returns to gorging, and I continue to retreat on quavering knees. Finally, I’ve gone far enough to circle around. Then giving this latest terror a wide berth I continue more cautiously forward.

Once I’ve put the immediate threat behind me, I begin to wonder why my captors never warned me of this beast. And then I remember hearing it mentioned, but only in passing and not to me. Rooni had said something about the ‘big lizards’ being holy, and favored as intermediaries by Gora. Still, when I hear of big lizards it is that three-foot monitor I think of, capable of delivering a nasty bite but no worse. The idea of monstrous land-dwelling reptiles stalking this island along with snakes, giant cats, and of course, savagely misandrous females is yet another devastating blow to my hopes for escaping death, if not sodomy and sacrifice.

Naturally this last thought, and that of the savage beauties pursuing me, and of course, of Rooni herself brings me back to that object of my infatuation – or perhaps obsession would be a better word. It seems she was right: I can’t keep that temptress out of my mind, even while asleep. And with that thought a set of mental floodgates opens. Little though I can afford the distraction, all the details I’ve been repressing about the previous night’s dream suddenly come pouring in on me. Hot blood rushes to my face, my itchy scalp tingles and a wave of dizziness assails me. For the moment I have no choice but to stop walking and let all those overwhelming recollections sweep me away.

I’m kneeling submissively in my accustomed place: at my deviant wife’s feet in our ornate bedchamber. Silken cords tie my ankles together and my hands behind my back. I’m flaming with humiliation yet my erection pokes adamantly into my belly as I bow down to kiss those tall black riding boots. As per our usual progression I then begin to polish these with my tongue. But as I swipe that organ enthusiastically over the leather I realize something is different this time. Those boots are far larger than usual. The feet inside them cannot possibly be the dainty ones of the Lady Abigail. Though it’s an insubordinate breach of etiquette I’ll surely suffer for, I can’t help but look up. As soon as I do shock and arousal of terrifying intensity immediately suffuse me.

Towering over me seemingly to the coffered ceiling is not the rich and haughty mate of my life in Amsterdam. Instead it is the only other woman I’ve ever been intimate with: the charming and deliberately insinuating Rooni. Though in addition to those boots she wears the Lady Abigail’s customary black corset, long gloves and narrow, aristocratic black mask, there is no mistaking that bald head, youthfully full cheeks or the large limpid eyes that gleam down at me in gleeful derision. And of course, that unblemished skin is not white and powdered but brown, and the breasts not small and protuberant but fantastically heavy and upswept. One gloved hand holds not the usual coachman’s whip but a cat o’ nine tails appropriated from the Spaniards, a little star of steel twinkling at the end of each thong. Her smile of relish widens, and in perfect Dutch the dominatrix of my dreams playfully chides me.

“How dare you, slave? You do not look your Goddess in the face! I should burn out your eyes for such impudence! Turn and present yourself for punishment!”

My mouth dry with excitement, my heart pounding in my head, chest and madly straining member, I shuffle around and put my forehead on the floor. Lifting my ass for the whip, I take a deep and tremulous breath. Immediately this strikes me, again and again while I gasp and writhe and bite back cries of unbearably intense pain and arousal. So acute is my excitement that an especially vicious slash effaces my awareness in a blinding detonation of agony/ecstasy…

Slowly a new scene coheres around me. We have moved on to the next stage of my ritual debasement. Now those silk ropes bind me tightly spread-eagled in the center of the enormous marital bed. And of course, speaking of enormous it is not the petite Lady Abigail looming above me but the seven-foot divinity that has craftily supplanted her as the love of my life. She moves forward to straddle my face, and somehow I know how this dreadfully thrilling masque is again about to diverge from the usual script.

A great weight crushes me into the pillow. Rather than meekly extending my tongue to begin the enthusiastic, exhaustive bout of cunnilingus normally required of me here I merely open my mouth wide and seal it to that heavenly fount. And of course, that hot salty nectar scourges immediately into me: eye-wateringly ammoniac and unspeakably vile, and yet madly compelling because of this. In an apotheosis of emotion too intense to sustain for more than an instant or two the scene dissolves around me once again…

Kneeling between my spread legs is my delightfully mischievous Mistress, the giggling Goddess to whom I have eagerly ceded my soul. She has my insanely pulsating erection in hand again, and is toying, teasing, and manipulating me with divine joy, instinctive skill, unscrupulous intent and the most fetching fascination imaginable. For eons it seems she brings me right to the brink and back, to the brink and back again and again before finally moving on to scandalous indulgences my sorely limited mortal wife would never permit herself. She pumps me with those peerless breasts, suckles me like the most ravenous succubus, slides me in and out of fist and teats and mouth in combinations and successions and with frantic speeds and exquisite slowness that have me thrashing in my bonds like a madman. And then oh yes: at last she moves to commit the ultimate sin. Breathless with her daring, she shifts forward and mounts me.

My painfully hot rigidity slides up into her tightly gripping crevice with a surfeit of stimulus that should slay me; surely no mortal ever born was formed to sustain such a peak of physical and emotional ecstasy. And yet this initiation into heaven is barely beginning. 

With the amazed exultation of finally eradicated virginity, with the Olympian glory and sexual omnipotence that is her exclusive province, with an insatiability and insane vigor that instantly relegates the formerly peerless and now pathetically limited Lady Abigail into a dim and disregarded memory, my new Goddess of love and lust commences riding me. Huge breasts bouncing and flying all about, muscular haunches manically pumping, that exotically bald and beautiful head thrown mindlessly back, her columnar neck corded with the force of her disbelieving shrieks, the immense mountain of femininity that is my divine Rooni proceeds to use me with a demanding thoughtlessness that is more erotically rewarding than any tenderly loving sharing could ever be. Our mutual madness of passion escalates relentlessly, until once again the insupportable intensity of my derangement expels me from this impossible paradise before a consummation surely fatal in its extremity can claim me…

Now Rooni is again kneeling between my bound-wide legs. Her smile is unbelievably arch, her sadistic mischievousness indescribable in its excess. And then with a dread as bottomless as my arousal is astronomic I see what’s mounted on her crotch. It’s the double-ended ivory harigata that my wife so often described and terrorized me with. Unlike the leather-girded phalluses of the savages, this is designed with Oriental sophistication to need no securing straps. The mere clutch of the vagina on the interior half intended to pleasure its wielder even as the hideously lifelike outer erection ravishes its recipient is enough to keep it seamlessly in place, even throughout the most devastatingly effective depredations. Rearing over my exquisitely compelling, utterly absolute vulnerability, beloved Rooni addresses my sudden cringing chagrin with a mock sternness that is nevertheless inarguable in its authority.

“Yes, slave; I have commuted your sentence from fiery sacrifice to eternal sexual submission. But the vengeance of femininity for eons of male rape is still due to fall upon you. Yet do not look so terrified, my precious piece of property. Have you not come to cherish your every interaction with me beyond all understanding? I promise you this shall be no different. Your divinely inspired perversity will rise to this challenge as it has so many others. Eventually you will spend eternity begging me for the tireless thrusting of my insatiably greedy penis!”

Without affording me the least opportunity to credit or reject this extremely dubious prophecy, Rooni again moves forward to straddle me. Settling on my upper chest she lifts my head by the hair to confront the massive shaft of her erection. Carved and polished with hideous similitude, the gleaming white glans juts out less than an inch from my mouth.

“Your poorly designed orifice is incapable of providing lubricant. Thus it is this one that must assume the duty. I have suckled you to ecstasy unmatched in your pitiful prior existence. Now you must return the favor. I guarantee we will both be miraculously rewarded by such an unmistakable demonstration of your complicity.”

In a second of hesitation that seems to last a lifetime, a desperate struggle between unconscionable arousal and horrified resistance rages within me. But then Rooni pumps her hips and nudges my lips, and with a sob of appalled submission I open up and accept what seems a more certain doom to my manhood than that intended with the red-hot knife. Into me pushes that monstrous insult, and weeping with the magnitude of my continued conflicting impulses I close upon it and suck. Rooni gives a sigh of blissful approval. The fists of coercion clutched in my hair turn to cosseting palms cupping my head, and she begins stroking in and out of me.

For a moment the balance is tipped: a secret excitement I’m helpless to suppress brings a moan of infinite perversion from me. And immediately the promised miracle occurs, tipping me right back into an abyss of torturous shame and horror.

The cold and bone-hard ivory sliding between my widely stretched lips turns unmistakably to the warmth and superficial softness of flesh. Even as I choke in infinite consternation my divine violator screams with glee and crows over me.

“Yes! Did I not tell you? This is Gora’s gift to us for defying the foolish proscriptions of my doomed and sinful people! Oh, I can feel your mouth warm and wet upon me! For this reason and so much more I have insinuated myself permanently in the deepest regions of your being. Whenever we couple like this, each of us will fully experience the incredible pleasures and forbidden fulfillments of the complementary sex! Let us put this to the test! I have been waiting an eternity for this opportunity. Now service me as urgently as I use you, slave. Your addiction to this will immeasurably strengthen the connection between us.”

The next thing I know, Rooni is withdrawing from my gasping mouth. My lips and cheeks ache exceedingly: what in the world have I been doing? Whatever it is, I clearly cannot face it yet, even in a dream. Yet whatever it is, I certainly seem to have enjoyed it. It has my heart hammering madly, and my neglected erection yearning pathetically with the intensity of its necessity. And that is not the only organ so rampant in its demand, nor am I the only one to have enjoyed whatever obscenity has just passed. I see that Gora’s gift is still giving. 

Spit-shiny and dripping, Rooni’s enormous penis no longer just seems an indistinguishable part of her. It indisputably is. As integral an extension of her pubis as my own unconscionably throbbing erection, that organic nightmare strains and bobs up and down with manic anticipation as Rooni retreats down my body and positions herself for that even more unendurable inevitability. Hugely sculpted yet gratuitously womanly, anonymously masked yet surpassingly beautiful still, all swaying, dangling breasts and urgently up-cocked engorgement, she props herself above my bound body on palms and knees and lowers herself to penetrate me. 

At least I will not be bent over and taken contemptuously from behind in the manner of a rutting animal. I tell myself that this accounts for the spiking of my excitement even as I plummet into unplumbed depths of humiliated terror. Unbearably aroused and ashamed, I watch as my Goddess aligns her prodigious organ. Then with one sadistically vicious thrust that most fundamental male horror is upon me; the ultimate act of sexual subjugation has commenced…

With an almighty mental wrench, I finally pull myself out of these memories entirely.

I so cannot face what happened next!

All I know is that I climaxed even as Rooni did, and that is far too much for comfort. With my stomach churning, my face burning and my head giddily swimming with all the distressing physiological effects of an emotional conflict so fundamental as to be nearly existential, I force myself abruptly into motion. As if cartological progress can translate into psychological space, I flee those upsetting recollections by blundering blindly on uphill. And almost at once this ill-advised idiocy puts me within kissing distance not of those unendurable fancies but of the far more horrific reality the anticipation of which engendered them.

As I stumble along, something snags on my ankle. Without looking to see what it might be I try to brusquely kick free. And with a sudden whipping release of energy I’m torn instantly off my feet. Already keyed up considerably, I unleash a terrified scream of surprise. Then even as I’m bobbing around head down a few feet off the ground, I hear answering excited cries.

First comes the unmistakable exultation of Rooni herself. Not only has she been hot on the trail I’d been at great pains to hide, but her pursuit has been closer behind me than I could have ever suspected. Immediately following her exclamation, a loud, ululating wail is raised, as the closing hunters with her alert the rest of the search.

An identical signal answers: more distant but by no means out of reach. Close upon this response I hear the crackling of brush as Rooni and her companions abandon stealth to charge headlong toward the source of my betraying scream.

Dangling upside down and utterly helpless from the snare I’ve carelessly tripped, I feel a shrieking panic trying to reave me of reason. Nevertheless the significance of these events isn’t lost on me. Whether through her manipulations in the dungeon, some kind of divine midnight influence or both, my beloved has used my own perversity to ensure that she will be the one to recapture me. All of my sickest, most suicidal fantasies are moments from coming true: Rooni hogtying me back up for my date with fate, Rooni slicing off the last remnant of my erection and slipping it into her mouth, Rooni laughing at me as I rotate over the roasting coals. And of course, worst of all of these is that most dreadfully affecting one: Rooni being the first of a thousand women to pound a cock infinitely more damaging than that of my dreams into me.

Extremity

As suddenly as it has come, my initial panic collapses. Futility – and that lunatic devotion to my heretical young deity – brings a peaceful flaccidity to my limbs.

My situation is clearly hopeless. So why not just succumb willingly to what now seems to have been my inevitable destiny?

Rooni has conquered me. From the moment she first wrapped a thorny vine around the sex organs that have so bizarrely come to rule me and then enchantingly masturbated them I have been helplessly beholden to her. And whatever kind of telepathy she gained over me sexually has certainly proved effective. Now all I have to do to keep my sworn word to her is hang here docilely while she comes to claim me. Then all my most aberrant impulses will be fulfilled, and in absolutely apocalyptic fashion. Better yet, beloved Rooni will smile upon me, privately gratified that I’ve repaid my last orgasm (indeed both of them) by keeping our secret pact. And there is still that most intimate and ultimate connection between us to be forged.

Even without us ever actually mating, I will soon almost surely prove to be the father of her children, at least in a way. According to Moba, my appropriated potency should bring forth daughter after splendid daughter from her. How blessed would it be to thus consecrate our strange relationship with the offspring that always eluded my union with the Lady Abigail? And beyond even this there is Gora’s promise spoken through me. By my submission to this torturous destiny, the descendents of my daughters will eventually eradicate my sinful sex and rule the entire world. Certainly that means leaving my mark upon history in a far more enduring fashion than by merely incrementally increasing the sum of human knowledge. Just wait for her, a tremulous smile of welcome on my face, and any minute now my unimaginably gruesome and momentous doom, and my particularly fitting legacy will be realized…

Yet hard on the heels of this temptation returns my visceral aversion to the sodomy in store. And thanks to the dream that Rooni (or maybe Gora, or both) recently inspired in me, this abiding horror is now compounded by my unspeakably perverse response to that prospect. Unendurable details aside, the unavoidable truth is that I actually climaxed while experiencing this outrage unconsciously. Like it or not, some deep sickness in my psyche proved the truth of the words my dream-Goddess spoke to me. Somehow I harbor the unthinkable capacity to be aroused, even ecstatically fulfilled by having my masculinity so hideously violated.

This idea is even more anathema to me than the certainty of a thousand anal rapes. Spurred back to a manic desperation, I cast frantically about for any slim hope of escape. And damn if I don’t suddenly realize I’m still clutching that chunk of volcanic glass.

Thank heavens I didn’t drop it. I can still cut my wrist open and avoid confronting all these horrors. But even that expedient isn’t necessary yet. That edge is sharper than a razor, keen enough to lift the hair from my body with only sweat as a lubricant. It will surely suffice to slice through a vine. All I have to do is reach it.

Dangling from an ankle, I bend my body at the waist and stretch up as high as I can. I’m still a foot short. Falling back straight I take a couple deep breaths, trying to shut out the sounds of thrashing brush as my still insanely seductive doom draws closer. Then I swing a little to gain momentum and again double my body up. Fighting the drag of gravity and my incomplete recuperation I lunge upward. Again I fall short, but only by half the distance this time. Though she surely can’t see me yet, Rooni calls out mockingly to me from perhaps a hundred yards away. The timbre of affection in her voice only enriches the seductive cruelty of her exultation.

“Here I come, sacrifice! I can taste your gonads already! I will be the first to perform the retribution on you! I will gain status from your capture like I’ve never imagined and will bear many strong daughters! You will not escape me!”

Oh, her youthful enthusiasm and the current of sexual excitement under-running her words is so tantalizing that I sob aloud. Battling anew the mad appeal of my doom, I channel all my conflicted upset into one last wrenching heave against gravity. And this time the full stretch of my reach brings that blade to my ankle. Careless of the cost, I slash at the vine that binds me. Skin parts and blood pours forth, but that snare is sliced through as well. With a bone-rattling crash I fall to the forest floor as abruptly as I was yanked above it.

Terror allows for no relief at this reprieve. Nor does it concede anything to the pain wracking my frame, the blood sheeting my ankle or even my mad wish to look upon Rooni’s beauty in the resplendent flesh again after the transcendent heaven of at least the first three-quarters of that dream. The repressed rest of it is still a galvanizing goad. Scrambling to my feet I take to my heels as though it was not a gorgeous Goddess but all the hounds of hell after me. In a way both are true, yet no ambivalence stints my effort.

Now there are no worries about hiding my trail. My best efforts before were obviously futile in dealing with Rooni’s imponderable talents. In any case I’m leaving bloody footprints behind me with every stride. My only consideration is to outpace my pursuers long enough to find another place to hide, dubious as that prospect may be.

And so the chase resumes in earnest. Monkeys scream and scamper from branch to branch and birds take explosive flight at my pell-mell plunge through the jungle, further marking my position. Rooni unleashes a primal scream at this evidence of my escape, but there is clearly more excitement at the ongoing challenge I represent than frustration or anger at my betrayal of our pact in her voice. Again one of her companions ululates in summons, and again this signal earns a response, this time from considerably closer at hand.

I can all too easily picture Moba and Nera leading the remaining ninety-two as they swarm through the jungle toward me, faces contorted with bloodlust and perhaps rage at the way I tricked them back at the downed tree. Again conflicting impulses tear at me. My besotted devotion urges me to turn back and give myself to Rooni before the others can get here, keeping my word to her at last. At the same time the thought of all those girded stone cocks replacing loincloths about each crotch demands an even more inspired exertion.

Again this is the impulse that wins out. Still following the line of the nearby creek I plunge on ahead, the breath tearing through my lungs. The sedentary life of the academic has ill-prepared me for such efforts, to say nothing of my long debilitation and many wounds. Meanwhile my pursuers are awesomely fit and in the peak of vigor, no doubt capable of running thus for days straight. I am woefully out of my element; no doubt they know this wilderness like the back of their collective hand. And with the inspiration of their religion and the reward offered by our now mutual deity providing a goad nearly equal to my existential terror, the advantages are clearly all theirs. Never have my straits been more dire; my doom more increasingly certain.

Ululating signals continue to be exchanged, coordinating the pursuit of me. Moba and her cohort are cutting straight through the jungle to my right, closing off any chance of escape that way and herding me toward the creek, penning me in. Meanwhile Rooni is clearly gaining on me. Her taunting cries grow ever louder and closer, as does the thrashing of branches behind me. Only the thickness of the foliage keeps me hidden from her and prevents a flung bola from bringing me down. Little though I want to change this situation, deal with impediment of the current or betray my tactics with splashing, I realize I must soon return to the water.

The creek provided me with sanctuary before; maybe it will do so again. And of course, no covert will suit if I leave bloody footprints leading straight to it. Now the ground climbs ever higher, exhausting me further. The boiling of the water grows louder in its accelerated rush, urging me toward it. Another series of ululations from the main group of hunters signals that they are spreading out in a wide arc that will soon close in and encircle me. It’s now or never. Clutching a stitch in my side that portends the end of my endurance, I turn at last to the stream.

Blundering out of the trees, I nearly step on a crocodile nearly twice my size guarding a mound of vegetation on the bank. Awkwardly I hurdle both nest and mother reptile, feeling the big carnivore’s teeth just miss clamping on my calf as she snaps at me. Tumbling out of control, I splash full-length in the water, exactly the kind of betrayal I feared. Sputtering with panic I scramble up, my muddy camouflage washed away. Nevertheless I race on, hugging the shore under the hopeful concealment of overhanging branches. Still splashing loudly through the shallows (there is no way I have the strength to fight both the drag of deeper water and a current that is far stiffer than before), I search frantically around for any place of hiding.

There is nothing in sight, though a heavily wooded bend ahead may conceal some last-ditch hope. Mistaking a growing roaring in my ears for further evidence of my panicked extremity I flounder on. Rounding that bend at last, I suddenly come to a staggered stop.

Beyond a spreading expanse of clearly deeper water, I find myself hopelessly face to face with a wide waterfall and three fathoms-high cliff barring any further advance: the first far-flung foot of the looming mountain-Goddess waiting to claim me. With her savage subjects surrounding me and closing in, I’ve come to a dead end in more ways than one.

Taken

Wading across the creek to flee into the jungle on the other side is no longer possible. Spilling out of that deep pool and racing away downhill, the current is fiercer than ever, clearly too powerful to contend with. I will surely be seen long before I can fight my way to the opposite shore. The first whirling bola will bring me down. Likewise retreating downstream in search of easier passage is out of the question. I expect beautiful Rooni to be gleefully emerging from the trees behind me at any second. It seems my only options are to open my arteries at last or obey the urging of my persistent insanity and turn to embrace my blackly compelling, surely inevitable destiny at the hands, knife and phallus of my beloved young Goddess.

As much as disparate parts of me want to though, I still can’t bring myself to accept either of these necessities. Or perhaps more truly I can’t yet choose between them. Instead, knowing it to be useless, I leave the water and begin hurrying around the verge of the pool. Even if I can find some place to scale that precipice, I’m so weak I can barely stay on my feet. Still I remain stubbornly incapable of facing defeat until every last possibility and reservoir of will has been exhausted.

Still miraculously undiscovered – though by now I hear excited conversations as well as thrashing brush, shouted taunts and even Moba’s commands as she organizes my encirclement – I actually make it to that cliff face. I even spot a possible route up the wall.

There are a series of narrow ledges, and above the highest one hangs a heavy drape of those flowered malvin vines that Rooni used to tie up my erection. Desperately shoving aside all thought of thorns (and the dangerously tempting memories of that irresistible deity pleasuring and tormenting me in equal measure), I scramble forward. Attention glued to this ridiculously unlikely egress from the trap closing around me, I catch myself whimpering uncontrollably.

Here I am, just as terrorized and suffering as Moba and Gora require at the culmination of a hunt. With a supreme effort I choke this betraying noise off and try to summon whatever dregs remain of my resources. But just as I’m about to attempt that impossible climb a weighted net suddenly falls on me out of nowhere.

The unexpected bulk of this brings me immediately to my knees. Nevertheless I struggle in an autonomic frenzy, using up every iota of my nearly completely depleted strength in a frantic effort to escape. This last-ditch exertion only entangles me further however, sharp thorns hooking me everywhere and digging into my already woefully abused skin.

Recognizing that that drape of vines was but another clever trap, I struggle feebly on until the futility of this is proved absolutely. Then at long last I’m forced to make that choice among deaths. And only the fact that I don’t hear Rooni gloating in triumph over me allows me to take the swift and painless way out.

I’m still clutching that sharp stone in a literal death grip. Now with a miserable sob at being robbed both of life and the chance to keep my promise to that sodomizing Goddess capable of dominating even my darkest dreams, I begin fighting to bring that edge not to the woven vines entrapping me but to my opposite wrist. But then a far heavier weight suddenly drops atop me.

Crushing me to the damp earth, this knocks the breath from me as well. It feels like the mountain itself has toppled atop me. I lose my makeshift blade, and gaping like a landed fish try uselessly to unleash at least one last cry of defiance. Immediately a huge hand is clamped over my mouth, pressing that thorny weave painfully into my face. A voice of implacable command hisses in my ear.

“Be silent, male! Not a sound! I have you. You are mine now. Be silent, for the sake of both our lives!”

Uncomprehending I nevertheless obey. Swiftly I’m rolled up in that net, bound helplessly immobile by its barbed mesh. Then I’m picked up and cradled by a pair of immensely large arms. The bare breasts I’m pressed against are also gigantic even by the standards of this gargantuan race. This is all I can perceive of my still unseen captor as she rises nimbly up with me and leaps away, carrying me straight toward that furiously rushing waterfall.

Recklessly we plunge into this, instantly drenched and pummeled by its force. Yet rather than be repelled by an impenetrable rock wall, we pass right on through and emerge into a dank, dark, mineral-smelling space. Without hesitation my captor lunges forward – though now she must duck considerably to do so. Leaving the no doubt befuddled pursuit behind, we advance rapidly together into tomb-like blackness.







Chapter Five Apostate 



Abandoned by Gora

What in the name of glorious Gora is going on now?

Leaving the last dim light and the sound of thundering water at our backs, the Amazon who so effortlessly captured me after so much futile travail remains silent, giving me no hint of her intentions. Trapped in a stifling press between humungous arms and breasts, still desperate to properly regain my breath, I can only writhe about a bit. This earns me just a tightening of that clutch and further scoring of my skin, so I desist. My thoughts go instead to the nebulous but undeniable emanations of peril I’d felt the day before.

I had thought someone was watching me from beyond the stream. Dismissing this at the time as understandable paranoia considering the circumstances, I had completely forgotten it due to ensuing events. Now I’m forced to wonder. Was my mysterious rescuer stalking me even then, weighing up her chances to swoop in and pre-empt the pursuit? If so, why didn’t she take the opportunity presented by the departure of Rooni and the wounded to claim me? With no answer to this mystery either, my thoughts turn as always back to that effervescent young vixen.

I try to imagine Rooni’s surprise and disappointment at my inexplicable disappearance.

What must she have felt, emerging onto the shore surely only seconds after her prey was spirited away? While I feel a laughing satisfaction at the confounded rage no doubt tormenting Moba, Nera and the others at Gora’s latest challenge to them, the thought of my beloved’s crestfallen expression pricks me with regret.

She did everything perfectly to ensure her recapture of me.

First she bound me irrevocably to her in ways I can’t yet begin to gauge with the intimacies we shared in the dungeon. She even received my promise of cooperation. Then rather than rejoin the mob so foolishly distracted by the attack of that cat and tricked by their own interpretation of it, she set off on her own after me. Leading her fellow novices across the creek, she perhaps discovered evidence of my hiding behind the tree. Or maybe she even sensed me there all along. Intuiting or deducing my change of strategy, she proceeded upstream to where I left the water. Then she began tracking me with exactly the stealth and craft she’d said she would. Yet not even this sufficed for my divine stalker. She’d promised to use tricks as well as talents after all. Somehow invading my unconscious mind, she used my sleeping vulnerability to enjoy dominating me and engaging in the criminal copulation she’d denied herself in the dungeon. After that no doubt ecstatic indulgence, she previewed for me the retribution promised in such a profoundly affecting way as to arrange my distraction at the crucial moment.

I can just picture her investigating the thicket where I spent the night.

Finding my semen smeared on the leaves, she grins in fiendish satisfaction. Twice now she has caused me to spill, bettering vengeful Nera. And the way she induced this second climax was both deliciously significant and supremely consequential. Pushing stealthily on after me, she closed the distance while awaiting my inevitable collision between consternation and snare. Then she swooped triumphantly in to claim her prize, only to have it astonishingly snatched away at the last instant.

Despite my relief at yet another reprieve, I find myself incapable of gloating. Instead I send a silent apology to my deity for repeatedly failing to keep my word to her.

Twice now I’ve had every opportunity to repay her priceless pleasuring with a vast ascendance in status, pre-eminence in my exquisitely rewarding sacrifice, progeny of a rare number and quality and a decisive hand in the eventual total victory of her sacred sex over my own. And twice now I’ve betrayed her.

It is unconscionable, and perhaps I have even betrayed myself as well. With a dreadful chill I realize again that I have no idea what my captor intends. This might not be rescue at all but a damnation to exceed even an eternity as Gora’s cruelly shriven ass-slave. After all there is no guarantee whatsoever that this interfering Amazon is not carrying me to a far worse end than even a thousand brutal buggerings followed by a horrifically slow roasting – and with none of the insanely seductive appeal of Rooni’s prominent participation. My destiny has suddenly become as opaque as the absolute blackness of my new surroundings.

All I can know for sure is that we’re in some kind of hidden passage carved out of the rock. Judging by our rapid and untroubled pace, the floor of this is surprisingly even. And the route we take is as familiar to my captor as that between my wife’s boudoir and bedchamber was to me back in Amsterdam – which I was often forced to traverse blindfolded, bound, and guided only by the tugging of Lady Abigail’s hand on my erection. Now my new mistress (or owner, or deity, or whatever) negotiates every twist and turn confidently in the encompassing dark. Finally, after one last lengthy descent, we reach the subtle ambiance of open space. Here the absolute midnight that has engulfed us is at last macerated by a sullen red glow.

Though I’m set on my belly close to this, I can still see little but the improbably smooth sheen of the black basalt floor just below my face. But then I smell smoke, and hear the rustling and blowing of carefully banked coals being coaxed to new life. Gradually a flickering yellow light drives back the darkness. Unable to even turn my head within the envelopment of my most comprehensive bondage yet, I roll my eyes around and examine what I can of my latest prison.

We are in an egg-shaped chamber with a nearly perfectly round entrance and egress at either end. Walls, floor and ceiling are indeed all flawlessly smooth, and at last I understand the nature of this cave. It is a lava tube: a conduit burned through the earth by the passage of molten rock. This time it indisputably was Gora who provided the means for my reprieve. We have fled through and are now ensconced deep in her very bowels – or at least her extremities. This tunnel is one of her arteries, now emptied by the withdrawal of her fiery ichor. The chamber itself is a kind of aneurism in that abandoned vessel. After savoring the sanctity of this for a moment, I begin to notice more mundane details.

There is a flue in the ceiling carved by eons of trickling water. Even now this drips down as the smoke from the strengthening fire slips out. Also eroded by that flow is a depression in the floor along the wall, where that water collects in a makeshift cistern. Next to this is a primitive bed of sorts: aromatic moss has been piled deep and wide to form a pallet of impressive dimensions. Rolled up at one end is a blanket sewn of knife-tooth pelts, and leaning against the wall nearby is a huge spear and a crossbow of unmistakably Spanish design. Beside this lies a quiver of bolts, a bulging leather bag and the cleaned carcass of a large bird.

Nothing else in the way of possessions or comforts is visible. This leads me to believe that this is not a full-time habitation. Rather it is a convenient camp for hunting or reconnaissance purposes. Putting this all together with that crossbow – the only projectile weapon I have seen among these people – and the fear that Moba voiced by the creek bank, I again come to belated understanding. This must be the hated ‘apostate’ the others have spoken about.

As if summoned by that recognition, the Amazon in question at last leaves off her fire-building behind me. Roughly she rolls me over and over. Disentangling me from the net she used to capture me, she shows a brusque disregard for my numberless injuries – or for the way those clinging barbs are torn from my flesh. When I’m at last unencumbered and gazing fearfully up at her crouched above me, I understand as well the huge dimensions of that bed.

Naked but for the sandals, loincloth and ornamentation typical of her race, I see with a species of dreadful awe that this behemoth is far from typical herself. To start with she has hair – after a fashion. Though her body is as smooth-shaven as all the others even to her underarms, a strip of stiff and kinky black bisects the otherwise bare dome of the huge skull that gleams in the firelight above me. Perhaps two inches wide and standing twice as high, this runs straight back from brow to nape. Nor is that head the only huge thing about her. I understand as well now the crushing force with which she dropped atop me by the cliff. The wonder is that she didn’t break every bone in my body while she knocked the breath out of me. This is by far the most impressive specimen I’ve seen yet among this incredibly tall, sculpted and bosomy people.

Larger and more muscular than even those praetorians, I estimate her at eight feet and close to a quarter ton: half again my height and nearly quadruple my weight. The grossly muscled biceps circled by the usual golden armlets far exceed my thighs in girth. Shoulders like roof beams hulk over these, and the endowment below is jaw-dropping indeed. The breasts of this apostate surpass even those of High Priestess Zela. Over a foot and a half in diameter each, they are still as taut and resilient as any –if perhaps lacking a bit of Rooni’s aggressive uplift.

Above this opulence her neck is like a tree trunk girdled with a fabulously jeweled gold collar. More sparkling gold dangles in rings from her ears and septum. This last I’ve come to realize is a badge of status, or maybe even formal authority here. Most imposing of all though is the imperious face scowling down at me. Identical to every other in its exquisite symmetry, its beauty has none of the infectious charm of Rooni or the seductive appeal of the sybarites who performed for me in the dungeon. It instead boasts the maturity and severity only aspired to by Moba and Zela, yet the lines carved upon it seem born of sorrow and harsh experience rather than age. All in all it is a coldly judgmental countenance, unprecedentedly intimidating in its flawless perfection and communicating nothing but ready cruelty, contempt for lesser beings and an indomitable force of personality that only the truly imbecilic would think to challenge. Still I find myself unable to remain silent. Profoundly unnerved by that stern and wordless appraisal, fearing more than ever that I might soon regret not submitting to Rooni and the hideous yet unconscionably compelling ordeal of sodomy and sacrifice she offered me, my voice breaks uncertainly as I finally timidly dare to address my monstrous captor.

“P-please, Mistress… Who-who are you?”

That thunderous frown deepens, carving fresh lines between those pitilessly hard eyes, as well as around the proud mouth and across the brow beneath that bizarre yet striking cockscomb. Finally, she speaks, though not with an answer but a question of her own. A deep voice rumbles threateningly from that expansive chest.

“I heard the others calling to you as though you might understand them. How is it that you speak our tongue? None of the other whites we’ve encountered can do this.”

Tremulously I give both explanations known to me. I describe how I’ve studied for this venture and yet am still perplexed by my effortless mastery of what is after all only a related variant. When I offer Moba’s assertion that Gora has gifted me thus, that face darkens with fury. Hurriedly I explain the strange geas that overcame me at my trial to bolster this interpretation. Slowly that terrifying glower lessens. At last my fearsome captor nods her acceptance.

“Very well. To answer your question, I am an outlaw and an apostate. Among the people I was known as Brin. Now I have no name among them; none will speak it. I renounced the worship of Gora and fled my people when they dispatched my infant son to her. This I could not prevent, nor could I accept it regardless of the consequences.”

Encouraged that dialogue has been established, I push past all the other questions this raises to address the overriding issue here.

“Please, Mistress…What-what do you intend to do with me?”

Brin sneers down with consummate disdain, a timbre of great distaste darkening her tone as she answers.

“Unfortunately for me, I intend to have sex with you, despicable male – as often as I can stand it for as long it is necessary to conceive another child. I must replace the one that was taken from me. Therefore from now on you will abide with me, and submit to my will in everything. You are my prisoner, my slave, and the source of the seed I need. That and nothing more!

“Surely you understand that only I can provide safety for you on this island. You remain alive even now only through my intercession. And you will continue to live exactly as long and as well as you please me. Any resistance or impudence and I will punish you severely. Any failure to satisfy my needs and I will slay you immediately. Now then, I will have sex from you!”

Breeding and Feeding

Even as I am gaping at this astounding speech, Brin seizes me by the arm. Rising up she drags me across that hard floor and hurls me onto the bed. So great is my shock that for once my uncontrollable addiction to female domination fails to overwhelm me at this contemptuous manhandling. All I can do is lie there sprawled out supine with my head on that rolled up pelt and goggle up the monstrous Goddess towering over me. Though I can’t help noticing now that her massively-muscled thighs and hugely protuberant buttocks form an overwhelmingly erotic contrast to her exquisitely defined and beautifully tapering midriff, I can still only sputter up at her with stunned disbelief. Whatever I might have expected from this unanticipated end of the hunt, it certainly wasn’t this.

No matter, though. Hulking Brin whips that loincloth off to reveal a heavenly delta of Venus as bare of hair and subcutaneous flab as the rest of her. She drops into a predatory crouch next to me, her knees splayed wide and those enormous haunches bunching up in a way I should find unbearably thrilling. Yet still my usually compulsory arousal is slow to respond. Once again though, this proves inconsequential. Powerful hands nearly twice the size of my own reach out and down at me. One clutches my throat, the fingers almost completely encircling my neck. The other seizes my quiescent sex organs in a crushing grip.

“Seed now!” this terrifying Goddess snarls again. “Or I will strangle you and break your neck at the same time! But first I will rip the offending flesh from your body and feed it to you. Now get this sinful thing erect!”

Normally such a demand would be completely unreasonable, not to mention futile. One can’t fake or manufacture an erection upon command after all. And threats and coercion are generally little help. Otherwise forced intercourse wouldn’t be an exclusively female complaint – as it is everywhere except on this island after all, and presumably those of Japan as well. But of I am no normal male.

Moba and Nera are entirely right about that at least. Confronted by this seething demon of limitless appeal to one of my exceeding deviance, my amazement at this incredibly fortuitous turn of events at last recedes enough for my innate lust of subjugation to come to the rescue. Without any bondage, implements of discipline or other arcane accoutrements, I suddenly find my humiliated helplessness as desperately compelling as ever.

Deliberately fuelling the submissive frisson this spawns, I focus my attention in turn on each wildly arousing aspect of this supremely omnipotent female. First there is her utterly alien head-crest, and the implacable demand blazing in that hard and lovely face. I take in those absolutely Herculean muscles rippling all over her incredibly statuesque frame. Primed to appreciate them now, I swallow hard at the sight of those hugely bulging haunches, the squatting spread of her bunched legs and especially that surely heavenly cleft waiting impatiently between. Finally, I fixate on those absolutely amazing udders.

Enormous beyond belief, burstingly ripe and surely profligate with sustenance, these outsized icons of femininity are topped by nipples whose aureoles are as big around as saucers. Protruding forth from those naturally conical mounts, the capping tips are the thickness of my thumbs and nearly as long as these as well. Feeling that hand tighten threateningly on my throat – my badly abused member is now swelling rapidly but clearly not rapidly enough – I frantically begin to fantasize about being allowed to enjoy all that prodigious succulence to my unworthy heart’s delight. I envision myself latched like lamprey to those elephantine tips, unable to fit the entire nipple into my mouth. I imagine hefting and caressing those taut and glossy, gargantuan brown globes before burying my face and finally my rampant erection between them.

This last image once again brings my adventures with Rooni (both conscious and unconscious) to mind. Though my beloved sexual conspirator seems a bit distant to me now under the overwhelming influence of this far more heretical apostate, my devotion to her remains intact, and those memories of our heavenly dalliances plenty potent enough to quicken my engorgement. This is further spurred by that other implacable grip.

Unlike playful Rooni, haughty and insistent Brin physically manipulates me not at all. Still, just the hard clutch of her fist on my most vulnerable and erogenous flesh is compelling beyond description. Feeling me harden and swell with accelerating urgency, my new owner at last releases my genitalia. Instantly I leap into obedient rigidity. Big Brin grunts with satisfaction. Then without ceremony or hesitation she swings astride me.

Straddling my comparatively tiny body, her great weight presses me deep into that mossy bed, until my buttocks are squashed against the stone beneath. At the same time I feel my sorely wounded, madly tumescent member plunge deliciously into her vagina. Right up to the very hilt I slide in one swift stroke.

Oh, the heat of her insides is more intense than anything I’ve ever felt! I’m being boiled in oil here. Yet before I can even begin to credit the unprecedented paradise suddenly opened to me, my captor adds that just freed hand to the other one, doubling her strangler’s clutch. Frowning imperiously down, she leans forward over me, increasing the pressure on my throat. Then this giantess begins pumping with her hips, methodically copulating with me.

This is surely the most bizarre yet insanely thrilling sex act ever performed. Though superficially similar to my regular riding by Lady Abigail and even my dream date with Rooni, there is actually no comparison. Despite the lack of passion brought to this coupling by what is essentially my rapist, the explicit threat of those fingers wrapped about my helpless neck brings a heart-pounding immediacy to every sensation and emotion generated.

Watching those gigantic breasts swing sedately back and forth just above me as I’m pinned in place and so deliberately ridden is somehow more insanely stimulating than seeing my wife’s perky little bulbs or even Rooni’s spectacular endowment flying wildly about. While the slippery friction and sense of compression on my member is far less than usual due to Brin’s restrained pace and the way she dwarfs me physically, the threat of death she wields and her contemptuous superiority on every other level is submissively exhilarating beyond any previous (or at least remembered) subjugation. In a way even the magisterial indifference she brings to this necessity excites me. It belittles my appeal even more than watching the Sapphic excesses performed before me in the dungeon. Soon I’m gasping with exaltation, my breath whistling thinly past that uncompromising encirclement of my neck.

By contrast my humungous rider still shows no sign of arousal whatsoever. Frowning thunderously down, she remains completely unmoved by this experience, never altering or accelerating her mechanically pneumatic rhythm in any way. Pumping away at me as if this act is merely a distasteful task she needs to complete in order to gain something that she particularly needs, giant Brin shows not the slightest inclination toward pursuing any enjoyment or orgasm of her own. Indeed she grows impatient with me the longer my ejaculation is delayed, her scowl darkening and her overlapping fingers tightening further.

“Give me your seed!” she snarls down. “Spurt it into me or I strangle you!”

Sure enough she begins to throttle me then, her two-handed clutch closing on me until my air is shut off altogether.

Immediately I begin to buck and squirm helplessly at this. I can feel my face turning purple, my pulse pounding in my head and my eyes and tongue beginning to protrude. Still Brin squeezes harder; jerking my head up and down by the neck as she pumps methodically nonstop atop me. Though I flop and twist and my hands claw at her grip, her immense weight and strength render my most spastic thrashings utterly insignificant. Clutching her grip tighter still until spots dance before my eyes and terminal blackness begins to close in, she starts hissing down at me in an irresistible mantra as she simultaneously chokes and fucks me.

“Spurt! Spurt! Spurt! Spurt!” And at last I manage to do so.

Whether it’s from dearth of oxygen, the mad exaltation that peaks within me at the immanent extinction of my mortality or some even more perverted imperative, at the last instant my groin convulses just as wildly as the entire rest of my body. Despite so shamefully emptying myself just the night before, I suddenly find myself climaxing with appalling force. As though brutal Brin has tapped some secret reservoir in me, I spurt and spurt and spurt exactly as she’s ordered me to, all thought effaced by mind-blanking ecstasy, as my at least temporarily-reprieved sex organs labor incessantly on in a last-ditch attempt to save my life. And it appears those efforts are successful. The last thing I feel as consciousness flees is Brin’s cruelly strong fingers finally releasing their grip.

Some unknown time later I gasp and hack myself back to awareness.

Though my head is buzzing and aching along with my neck and genitals, this passes rather quickly when I realize to my surprise that I’m once again cradled in those gigantic arms. And this time no multiple winding of thorny netting separates me from those magnificent breasts. Then even as I’m blinking and gazing awestruck through tear-bleary eyes, bosomy Brin insists that I live out the mad fantasy I so recently dared to entertain. Pushing an enormous nipple deliberately into my face, she growls a stern command at me that could just as easily be a blessed invitation.

“Feed, little man! You need this. You must recover your strength swiftly for me. You must do the sex again, and then again and again and again until I conceive. I must have a child by you, pitiful specimen though you are.”

My hulking captor doesn’t mention what will become of me when this is achieved. Nor do I dare to ask. At the moment it is enough just to be alive. And if perhaps I have just been raped after a fashion, and will be raped continuously for the foreseeable future, at least it is not in that horrifying way I could never bring myself to face, whatever unconscionable extremes the Goddess of my dreams might have wrung from me. And so once again astounded by the unexpected, I eagerly accept the heaven thrust upon me. Cradled like a babe in arms I take as much of that monstrous offering into my mouth as I can fit. Obeying Brin’s stern nod I greedily begin to suck, and rich hot milk gushes immediately into me.

This is another humiliation I would have once been aghast at even contemplating: to be forced to feed like an infant! Yet my deviance now knows no bounds. And my need is undeniably immediate. Still half-starved and dehydrated as I am, I gorge ravenously on this rare ailment, frantic to partake of such bounty before it might be withdrawn from me. I needn’t have worried however.

Peering timidly past a curve more than double the circumference of my head, I’m further amazed to see my owner’s authoritarian demeanor soften. Brin even seems to smile a bit as she returns my reverent gaze. With a hand that could palm my skull she smoothes the hair back from my brow. Then she sighs and murmurs contentedly to herself.

It’s clear suddenly that despite the innate savagery and misandry she shares with her people, the unbelievably generous breast of this apostate harbors an equally overweening maternal instinct. No doubt that explains her determination to breed. Eventually even moaning intermittently, she lets me take my fill, shifting me from one massive mammary to the other as required. But then when I can suck no more she quickly reverts to form.

Rising effortlessly with me in her arms, Brin carries me back over by the fire and deposits me again belly-down on the stone. Carefully untwining a few lengths of that vine from the net that captured me, she swiftly hogties me up as pitilessly tight as her former sisters did back on the beach.

Apparently, despite the fact that she represents my only refuge from grisly death, Brin is determined to ensure that her precious sperm reservoir can entertain not the slightest thought of escape. Nor is she willing to permit any insubordinate speech. Following what is clearly the custom of this people in dealing with criminal males she retrieves an immature coconut from among her scanty belongings. She crams this into my mouth, filling it even further than her infinitely more succulent nipple just did. Then she turns back to her fire.

Following her movements with my eyes, I watch as she pulls a hitherto unnoticed iron from where it’s buried in the coals. At the end is another glowing hieroglyph, no doubt some sort of personal emblem. My perversity exhausted for the moment, I whimper in dread recognition. Relishing my consternation, Brin turns back to me with this.

“Yes, prisoner, I see that you have been branded already. I read the names of all those who had a hand in capturing you, as well as those of the experts assigned to breaking you. I also see the catalogue of your crimes. Apparently you are just the shockingly libidinous anomaly I need for breeding. That is well. But I see too the emblem of my former protégé, who now hunts me with special fervor. That I cannot countenance. Eventually I must overlay each of those names, particularly that one, with my own, obliterating their claim upon you. But for now it is enough to merely clearly and unmistakably add mine.”

So far the flesh of my left buttock is unmarked except for whip welts and insect bites. Firmly Brin presses that red-hot metal to this, holding it there while I writhe uncontrollably and choke on my gagged screams. Fighting my always exhilarating bondage, I feel my savor of such manifest subjugation reawaken. The agony in my ass even makes me twitch a bit against the hard stone beneath me. But then Brin rips that iron from the indelible impression she’s made and my exaltation subsides. Sneering down from on high, she gloats over my piteous weeping.

“I have told you: you are my property. Now according to the customs of this island you are labeled as such forever. You belong to me, male. Never forget it!”

With that Brin leaves me shuddering and sobbing in aftermath and turns back to her fire.

In short order she has the carcass of that bird roasting.

Despite the lingering odor of my own charred flesh in the cave, and the continuing agony in my backside, the savory smell of the first fresh meat I’ve seen in months cooking nearby is soon indescribably maddening.

Fortunately my owner-deity’s commitment to restoring my strength is genuine. After eating herself, she pulls the coconut from my mouth and by small pieces hand-feeds me the most filling and ambrosial repast imaginable. Then she drags me over to that primitive cistern and encourages me to drink as much as I can.

Other than that depression and the flue above it, the only interruption in the polished interior of this chamber is a narrow crack spanning about four feet each of the floor and wall at the far end: no doubt caused by one of Gora’s periodic quakes. Brin sits over this and urinates, denying me the hideous and yet sickly exhilarating thrill of having her piss in my face. Then she drags me back over and positions me above this myself, so that I can do likewise when necessary throughout the coming night – or until such time as she needs me again. After cramming that coconut back into my mouth she banks the fire and returns wordlessly to her bed.

There she removers her sandals and pulls that blanket over herself. In moments she is asleep. Still suffering the effects of my debilitating voyage, my brush with drowning and all the other ensuing ordeals, I quickly follow suit. Left cold and alone in my bondage, I barely manage a whimper of relief before unconsciousness claims me. Hopefully there will be no more exciting, upsetting, and dreadfully prophetic dreams to trouble me.

Bonding

In the morning I awake to the sound of my owner moving about.

The place where she seared me with her signature is still aflame with pain, as are all my earlier wounds, though to lesser degree. My sprung jaws ache miserably, and my bowed back and shoulders are again shrieking with accumulated strain. In contrast my tightly bound hands and feet have lost all feeling. I can no longer even sense the thorns gouging into them. When I shift experimentally within my bindings I’m immediately wracked by agonizing cramps that make me cry out involuntarily into the coconut choking me. Brin glances over at this.

I see that she’s donned her sandals and loincloth again, and slung that quiver over her shoulder. Picking up the crossbow, she deigns to explain her intentions.

“I must reconnoiter the jungle. As the former leader of the hunt, no one knows the secrets of this island better than I. Yet the chance remains that one of the others may discover this tunnel while scouring the area for you.

“We must remain here until you are fit to travel swiftly. So I must ensure that we are not surprised. Also we will need more food. Rest while you may, slave, and regain your fitness. The sooner we are away from here, the safer we will be. And you will have scant respite when I return. Those brands remain to be obliterated, and I will demand the sex from you again. So husband your strength while you have the opportunity!”

With a last glower Brin ducks into the tunnel and departs. Still savaged by cramps, I groan and weep helplessly until they at last ease. With their passing (at least for the time being), I become acutely aware of my bloated abdomen. This further discomfort is actually a good sign: my dangerous dehydration has finally been addressed enough to allow for excretion. For a moment my bladder cramps and spasms agonizingly too as I try to let go. But at last I’m able to relax and spray my waste down that crack.

The urine stings and stinks as it leaves me, evidence of how overtaxed my system has been. Yet that crack must lead to an abyss of sorts, for the odor soon dissipates with no lingering latrine stench. Nevertheless I roll away from it, back onto my side and limbs as I seek some relief from the pain of prolonged contact with the stone. Dutifully obedient then, I compose myself to go back to sleep as ordered.

Unfortunately my many miseries are awake and raging. My stuffed jaws, stressed joints, bowed spine, bound-together limbs; my latest flaming brand, multitudinous other wounds, insect-afflicted skin and extensively perforated penis all clamor insistently for attention. I need to find a distraction from these if I ever intend to rest.

At first my thoughts turn back to Rooni, the one true delight of this ongoing nightmare.

I’ve been so in love with her beguiling youth and charm, and her enchanting fascination with my manhood. I try to dwell on the forbidden liberties she took with me and my guilt over twice betraying her. But again I find that my obsession has lessened. Her attraction has been eclipsed by the latest amazing Amazon to barge into my formerly unremarkable life. With a shameful dearth of regret I find myself dwelling instead on the awesome enigma of Brin.

What motivates her and what does she ultimately intend for me?

Unfortunately the latter question remains unanswerable. And the former has already been answered, at least to an extent. Her reasons for leaving her people and her heretical compulsion to breed with me are far less mysterious after last night. And so I’m forced to move on. For some reason I shy away from examining her emotional and sexual effect on me. Perhaps I’m not ready to acknowledge the implications yet. Instead I allow more practical concerns to distract me.

I’m worried for her safety. Who knows what could happen out there among the Amazons, not to mention the myriad other dangers of this island? If something should befall her I will suffer a terrible lingering death here. Then my lonely bones will lie untended in Gora’s empty artery until the mountain falls, finally burying me deep. But of course, Brin is well suited to surviving out there, and has done so against fantastic odds for longer than I can know. As the time drags past in my hogtied misery, my yearning for proof of her safety gradually gives way to a more honest and undeniable pining. I just hunger to bask again in her overwhelming presence. And so at last I’m driven to confront how much she’s come to mean to me already.

A powerful bond has begun to form between us, at least on my part.

Fear, awe and gratitude are turning inexorably to worship and perhaps even a more traditional kind of love. And why should they not? What is not to love? Brin has saved me from an unbelievably torturous death, along with the fabled fate-worse-than. Outlaws together now, she has given me sanctuary, fed and watered me in my weakness, and even nursed me at her very own incredibly generous breast.

Naturally this perversely thrilling memory leads me then to dwelling on the even far more compelling intimacies my captor has afforded me.

Despite her clear distaste for the act, her ‘rape’ of me proved one of the most incredibly stimulating sexual experiences of my life. Breathlessly reliving it, especially the way she cruelly throttled me to the brink of extinction; I soon find my erection returning.

Jutting stiffly out again from my bizarrely hairless crotch, this throbs hotly in the dank air of the cave. Groaning uncontrollably in my upset, I writhe around, unconsciously increasing my arousal by fighting my suddenly once again madly evocative bondage. Reveling in the agonies I was so recently bemoaning, I give in willingly to wallowing in all the sources of her extreme sexual appeal to me.

More than any of the others, Brin is perfectly suited to my submissive predisposition. Rooni has been too kind to me, and at the same time too threatening in her ultimate intentions. Though I’ve been loath to admit it, she has already been superseded in my devotion.

To start with, Brin is just so much bigger, and in every way. She is far taller, heavier, and more exquisitely sculpted. Where I once found Rooni’s sleeker, more feminine lines enticing compared to the brawny brutishness of the others, I have now somehow reversed myself and consider this a drawback. Brin’s simply stupendous breasts, so much more sumptuous than any other, are plenty female enough for me, particularly contrasted by the way her trim loins taper down to that holy fount. And of course, she also boasts those even more exciting thighs and buttocks: the massively muscled, incredibly powerful haunches of some feral female satyr.

In place of Rooni’s youthful enthusiasm (fetching as this might be) I now have Brin’s far more compelling aura of authority. Her greater age and sophistication, and the hard-won maturity that comes with conquering the numberless travails of a traumatic history, give my new owner an unconscious confidence and indomitability that adds exceedingly to her essential superiority. Combined with that colossal size, this effortless dominance exercises an irresistible power over me; a possessive geas that dwarfs the similar attraction wielded by the others even more than her monstrous stature does their own impressive yet lesser pulchritude. More than any Amazon I’ve yet met, Brin represents the epitome of female suzerainty. She truly seems the corporeal incarnation of the cruelly omnipotent divinity that has brought me to this simultaneously degraded and exalted state. All the rest are mere poseurs by comparison.

Cowering at Brin’s feet makes me feel profoundly belittled and intimidated, terrorized and humiliated and yet at the same time strangely cosseted. I yearn to suffer the unimaginable intensity of her punishments even as I crave eliciting the slightest indication of approval from her. The self-destructive nature of my compulsion for domination has never been as close to apotheosis as when she strangled me to the edge of death even as she coupled with me, demanding all the while the ultimate admission of my complicity in the form of orgasm. Maddened anew by these memories, I roll back onto my belly. Then I squirm around until my impossibly tumescent penis slips back into that crack in the floor. There I keen and thrash and hump and twist, maximizing my oh-so evocative agonies and helplessness even as I grind my engorgement inside the unforgiving cleft in Gora’s obdurate flesh: a fittingly punishing and yet ultimately unsatisfying substitute for her embodiment’s vagina.

Compulsory arousal exalts me like the divine visitation I crave. Sexual and emotional frustration tortures me worse than the heretic’s rack. Still I persist in this insanity until at last exhaustion overwhelms me. Only then am I able to obey my glorious new Goddess by dropping whimpering and bereft back into a reasonably peaceful sleep.

Branding

For much of the morning, a rapier-thin shaft of intermittent sunlight had been sneaking through that flue in the roof.

Travelling maybe fifty or even a hundred feet down from the jungle above, this provided just enough illumination – along with the barely smoldering coals of the fire – to allow my dark-adapted eyes to see dimly. When I awake this is gone, indicating that it must be about the time that I was captured the day before, or later. And blessed Gora above us, in place of that solitary shaft I see the red-going-on-gold glow of the banked fire being brought back to life.

This laval luminescence reifies all my recent perceptions. Its darkly flattering glow so graces the will-sapping beauty of my stern and demanding deity that I gasp involuntarily. Burning on pursed lips as she leans into it and blows, it shows these are not lush and succulent like those of insidiously seductive Rooni but grimly thin – and paradoxically more erotic to me because of it. Those cold dark eyes, fabulous gold ornaments (especially that badge of authority dangling from her nose), hardship-carved cheeks and strong jaw all speak even more stirringly to my hopelessly enslaved soul. The barbaric gleam of that bare skull topped by its exotic crest of black further enhances Brin’s savage appeal. Seconds from awakening I feel an instant twitching at the anticipation of torture and brutal sex. Relief at her safe return and the thrill of being in her possession again join with all of this to wring a moan of desperate devotion from me.

This quickly turns into an uncontrollable sob as my various agonies reassert themselves, reminding me of my wholly appropriate physical misery. While those inflicted by others have actually lessened with several priceless hours of healing – my whip welts, older brands and pincer burns, lacerated feet and ankle – those caused by the contortion of my bondage have worsened exponentially. In any case Brin ignores both aspects of my greeting. Since the cruelty of my deity is more necessary to me than life itself, this only increases her perverse appeal. Nevertheless once she’s built that fire to a roaring blaze – and buried her branding iron in the middle of it – my heart leaps and cavorts with blessedness when Goddess Brin at last raises her gaze and deigns to acknowledge me.

“It is well that you have slept.”

Tears of joy run down my cheeks at this expression of approval. Brin’s eyes narrow as she assesses this strange display of emotion from a hopeless captive. Yet her voice remains neutral as she tips over a woven sack of fruit and greens.

“Now you must eat, and as much of this as you can. You have the seafarer’s sickness. This accounts for your weakness as much as starvation. It is also the source of those spots on your legs. Soon you would have begun to lose teeth.

“You must have traveled far from the land of the whites. In later days of ease, you will tell me of these things, and all of what you witnessed and did among the people. Those who do not wish to learn are of no use to the world. But for now you must eat, and move about. We must keep your blood circulating and your pathetic muscles from growing even weaker than they are. If you try to flee you will be beaten. If you attack me, I will kill you. Do you understand?”

Putting all the horror I can muster at these suggestions of defiance in my eyes, I nod emphatically. Again Brin assesses me with hard incomprehension. Then she rises and approaches, drawing a dagger of finest Spanish steel as she does so.

It occurs to me that possession of these advanced weapons – particularly that crossbow – must help Brin considerably in her life as an outlaw. I wonder what has become of the firearms the Conquistadors must have carried.

Perhaps these savages couldn’t master them, or they ran out of powder and shot.

The first seems more likely. After all, only Brin seems to have availed herself of a crossbow, the mechanism of which is simpler. In any event that dagger makes quick work of slicing through my bonds. Yet despite her threats and my nodded promise, it seems my owner will still not trust me completely free. Using braided strips of rawhide in lieu of vines or rope (or iron shackles for that matter) she hobbles my ankles about ten inches apart and fixes a leash about my still tender and swollen neck. Without removing that coconut from my mouth (or indicating any permission for me to do so myself), she tugs me by the throat toward the fire.

My extremities are completely numb, and my limbs cramped, overstressed and unable to function. I could not walk or even stand in my condition. And anyway I would never rise from my knees or even my belly in the presence of such a Goddess – not unless specifically ordered to. I am less than a worm in the dirt compared to her. Thus it is fitting that I can’t even properly crawl yet. But somehow I lunge forward and place the most chaste and reverent of kisses on each of my deity’s sandaled feet – or at least I try to. All I can really do is sort of brush them with my wedged-wide lips and drip grateful tears on them. This unmistakable display of love, fealty and obedience completed, I follow Brin to the fire by worming and squirming, crabbing and crippling my way across the hard stone floor at her heel.

Renewed circulation sends spears of pain into my hands and feet. Gradually my outraged joints and muscles regain some semblance of use. By the time I reach that spilled sack of provender I’m finally able to crouch kneeling next to it. Brin reaches down and pries the coconut from my mouth, then settles herself across the bag from me. She chooses a leafy stalk for herself and gestures brusquely for me to do likewise.

Eagerly I comply.

My body seems to act of itself at the sight of those fresh greens, unknown to me as they are. Brin’s treatment for scurvy appears to be just as prescient as her diagnosis is accurate. I can actually feel some critical need in me finally being met as I ravenously chew and swallow. Munching more slowly as she holds onto that leash and continues her narrow-eyed study of me, Brin finally nods further approval.

“Tomorrow I will kill a pig or deer. You must eat the liver raw. This will help to heal you too. Do your people truly not know these things?”

Convulsively I swallow. I force my swollen throat into further painful use.

“The ancients advise citrus fruits to treat scurvy. Yet most scoff at this as superstition. Still it is known that fresh food supplies can bring an end to outbreaks. I know of no one who would willingly eat raw liver, or the entrails of any animal.”

Brin sneers at this.

“No wonder you are weak and sickly. I am amazed your race survives at all.”

Humbly I hang my head. I would be incapable of contradicting my Goddess even if my system did not recognize the wisdom of her treatment. We finish our meal in silence, washing it down with coconut shells filled with rainwater from the cistern. By the time we have finished I have recovered the full feeling in and use of my limbs. Satisfied, Brin promptly hogties me back up again with more of that thin, strong, and thorny flowered vine. Then she forces that coconut back into my mouth.

“I would enjoy hearing your screams throughout this procedure, my captive little male. I despise your race and sex like little else in this world. It is true that I mean to conceive a child by you – hopefully a daughter, though even another boy-child would be acceptable. But I also hope desperately that it shares as few of your traits as possible. Anyway, we cannot risk the sound of your wonderful suffering echoing down the tunnel or up through the smoke hole.

“Most of the hunt has moved off onto the plateau and slopes above us. I doubt they remain anywhere in range. But a few of the younger warriors still scour the jungle around the waterfall. They are more clever than hateful Moba, whose wisdom is less than she thinks it is – and who ill-merits the mantle she has inherited from me. The waterfall would surely cover the sound of your agony unless those youngsters were right next to it. But I will not chance it.”

No doubt Brin is referring to Rooni. I picture her intent determination to recapture me and shiver. I still feel regret at betraying her. But I would regret more being reft from my new Goddess. And I would regret exceedingly being subjected to her brutal sodomy, and that of a thousand others. Memories of that dream stir again in me at this, followed by a fresh concern.

What if Rooni doesn’t need to hear my screams to divine my presence? Once already she has invaded my mind, and her remarks about somehow insinuating herself into my psyche no longer seem so enigmatic. She managed to track me from the creek despite all my precautions after all. Might she somehow similarly sense the perverse exaltation I’m certain to soon be wallowing in? But then this worry is driven from me along with all such irrelevancies. Brin retrieves her branding iron from the fire, now heated to near whiteness from its long burying in the heart of those coals. She advances implacably on my whimpering terror, arousal, breathless anticipation and exhilarating submission. Brusquely she kicks me over onto my side.

My Goddess too betrays a heady stew of emotion as she prepares to eradicate all other marks on me. I see righteous anger at the others’ preemption, hatred for those so represented, justified contempt for me personally, the anticipation of satisfaction at obliterating prior claims, yet above all the sadistic zeal I so treasure in my body-and-soul owner. Then she’s pressing that flaming metal down directly atop the still recent and painful burn left by Moba on my belly.

Excruciation explodes upon that contact. Smoke and stench waft upward from my sizzling flesh and I scream and wrench helplessly. Nevertheless, the anticipatory twitching of my penis turns to rapid swelling. I writhe in my bonds, barbs tearing at me afresh, and gasp in mind-blanking agony as that iron is wrenched from me.

Again it presses down, this time on my flank. Again I gag on strangled screams and writhe in madly arousing agony. I’m dimly aware of a distant throbbing as my now adamant hardness proclaims my erotic enjoyment of this ordeal. With the threat of sodomy and slow roasting no longer hanging over me, and my morning perceptions still fresh, my unbelievably deviant lust for torture has returned full force. My ‘breaking’ repaired, I willingly submit to each new application of my Goddess’ will and determination to eradicate all previous fealties in me. I even manage to roll my body voluntarily to present each prior claim in turn. Pouring stinging sweat into every fresh burn, I jerk and spasm and throb on in ever more emphatic erection. During a pause while she reheats that iron, Brin remarks on this with angry perplexity.

“It is well that I leave intact the listing of your crimes. I could not at first credit the truth of some of them. That you are a member of the banned sex is self-evident. That you confess the urge to commit rape is merely typical. That you ejaculated upon one of us is shocking yet portends well for my intentions. But that you experience arousal most strongly during torture remains inexplicable to me. When we reach my home you will explain this. For now though I will merely capitalize on this proof of incorrigible criminality.”

And this she does. Finding that my tumescence remains extreme even after that last fresh brand is burned into me, Brin drags me back to her bed. She uncouples my ankles from my wrists and pushes me down into that soft fragrant moss. Awkwardly contorted with my bound arms trapped under me, weeping with the intensity of the excruciation blazing in so many places on my extensively ravaged skin, I still pant and keen through my nose in insane exhilaration as she undresses and then straddles and mounts me.

No throttling is needed this time, much to my disappointment.

I’m so aroused by my torture and exalted at the prospect of sex with Gora’s paradoxical embodiment in this apostate that I spill within barely a minute of our humiliatingly methodical copulation beginning. Still gasping in the aftermath of yet another apocalyptic climax, I shortly find myself being dragged back across the floor.

Brin positions me back over that crack. She links my ankles and feet again and scowls down. Taking in the glazed extremity of worship in my gaze, the obvious mad love I hold for her despite all the agony she’s just subjected me to, my Goddess shakes her head and confesses to bafflement again.

“You are by far the most lustful male ever, slave. Perhaps Gora did indeed bring you to this island for a purpose. And maybe that purpose is even my own, impossible as that should seem. I don’t care. I owe her no allegiance since she took my child. But I will have to think hard about what to ultimately do with you.”

Brin straightens with resolution, seeming as vast as the mountain itself where she towers over me in all my helplessly moaning prostration.

“Sleep deeply again!” she orders. “Rest well and grow strong. We cannot remain here. I will nurse you regularly; you must partake of the milk as greedily as you did before. You must do everything you can to restore your fitness.”

With that she swivels about, banks the fire and returns to her warm bed.

Limitless Bliss

Despite my fervent wishes I find it impossible to follow orders.

Barely visible in the slowly subsiding glow, Goddess Brin is soon fast asleep. By contrast I remain wide awake as much as an hour later.

There are perfectly valid reasons for this. I’m covered with as many as ten fresh brands; all but one of them impressed directly atop my still unhealed earlier ones. Each of these perhaps three inches wide, they continue to flame so agonizingly that I feel as if I’m roasting in that sacrificial fire after all.

Spurred by this thought, I briefly wonder which tormenting burn effaces the emblem representing Rooni. Then I dismiss this. It no longer matters; my already fading obsession with her must be forgotten completely. Moving on, my insomnia could also easily be attributed to the fact that after days of deliberate sleep deprivation, numberless exhausting ordeals and scurvy-induced lethargy, I’ve finally enjoyed both treatment for this last weakness and two straight days where I’ve slept for far more hours than I’ve been awake. Driven by a mad temptation that is almost unthinkably presumptuous however, I choose to ascribe my inability to rest to a third, far more dubious possibility.

For the first time on this island, I’m shivering with cold. I’ve been completely naked ever since having my clothes torn off on the beach. Yet except for feeling a bit chilled in the dungeon a few times this hasn’t been overly uncomfortable.

The climate is tropical after all, and the natives wear next to nothing themselves. Last night I was sleeping too deeply to really notice it, but now I realize that there’s a reason Brin has that blanket on her bed. Abandoned by Gora, this tunnel is deep underground and well away from the magma that enlivens her. With the coming of night, the temperature drops swiftly down here. Add in the dankness caused by the draft that comes down the tunnel from the waterfall, and it’s soon a very miserable place to be naked.

Surely Brin realizes this. No doubt her failure to protect me from this is just another expression of the cruelty I so cherish in her. The passive nature of this affliction makes it difficult to appreciate however. I need her actively subjecting me to torment to get a kick out of it – or at least the opportunity to struggle futilely against it, as with my bondage. Thus comes the ever more irresistible temptation to dare an affront that will almost certainly earn me a severe physical punishment. I would trade that joyously for this lonely shivering any day.

I’m not thinking of trying to escape of course. I would be delighted to spend eternity in the thrall of this divinely cruel and contemptuous giantess. But I will still be forced to test my bondage and defy her to an appalling degree. And yet Brin ordered me in no uncertain terms to get some sleep and recover my strength. This will prove impossible without the desperate – and desperately attractive – course of action I find I’ve finally decided on. So in a way I’m obeying her even as I so imprudently prepare to offend her.

The only real preparation I make (aside from all these rationalizations) is to urinate down that crack. Then I take a deep breath and roll away from it.

The cave is not large. I’m less than a dozen paces from where my Goddess slumbers. With as much stealth as I can muster, I begin to roll and squirm my bound body across the floor toward her. This aggravates the wounds she’s left on me, and causes those embedded thorns to tear at my wrists, ankles and elbows where those vines wrap them tightly together behind me. Rolling over my hogtied limbs and then thumping back onto my side is especially taxing, making me choke back grunts of agony each time. Still this is the kind of affliction I can enjoy. Added to the heart-pounding thrill of my daring, this exhilaration soon has me fantasizing about both the promise of immanent exaltation and the almost certain punishment to follow. Escaping the cold is soon relegated to an afterthought: proof of the pathetic excuse it is. After ten or so minutes of concerted exertion that has sweat chilling my shivering body further, I’ve advanced right to the edge of that pallet. There I pause, both to let my whistling breath slow and for sanity to have a last chance to return and dissuade me from this monstrous impertinence.

By the time the former has happened, the latter has not. So in the deepening, already nearly impenetrable gloom I take one last minute to gauge the situation.

Goddess Brin lies on her back, breathing with the deep, slow rhythm of heavy sleep. Still I suspect that life as both a hunter and outlaw has trained her to snap immediately awake at the slightest disturbance. I must be exceedingly careful. However, two circumstances are greatly in my favor. To start with that moss is deep and soft, and should cushion my movements as I seek to get close enough to share her warmth. And that fire within her must be hot indeed. She has temporarily let the blanket slip off the side facing me. Even better, that corresponding arm is currently flung above her head. With one more gentle roll I may be able to mount that pallet and settle in on my side right next to her exposed flank, my limbs behind me and my face just at the level of her breasts.

Now is the time for paradise or perdition. Either will be exceedingly welcome. I rock back and forth a bit to generate momentum. Then I take a deep breath and execute that maneuver perfectly! I’m exactly where I planned to be: sharing my Goddess’ bed only inches from her enormous body, already luxuriating in the warmth that pours off it.

Brin stirs in her sleep, muttering unintelligibly. I hold my breath in heart-freezing suspense. Heaven and hell hang in the balance: which will be the reward for all my effort and daring? Clutching that fur with her other hand, my humungous deity rolls toward and practically right on top of me! Yet when she encounters this unexpected obstacle in her sleep she doesn’t jerk instantly awake as I was almost sure she would. Instead she snuggles up to me, drawing that blanket over both of us, encircling my comparatively child-sized body with that gigantic arm and drawing me tightly to her. My gagged face ends up between her breasts, and only the canyonesque depth of her cleavage keeps me from smothering. Brin sighs with contentment reminiscent of our nursing and slips right back into deeper slumber.

To say I’m staggered, amazed, and exalted would be the greatest understatement ever. This is a paradise that so exceeds anything I might have dared hope for that I fear the elation coursing through me might be electric enough to jolt this incomparable Goddess out of sleep on its own. I’m so wildly exhilarated that despite the sweet-smelling warmth, comfort, undeserved honor and infinite bliss of that embrace I continue to lie long awake, savoring the situation with giddy disbelief. But at last the strong, slow rhythm of the throbbing heart buried in that divine breast lulls me into unconsciousness. I have finally followed orders.







Chapter Six Heaven and Hell 



Punished and Sentenced

I’m deep in heavenly oblivion: toasty warm, as comforted and coddled as any babe in a cradle. Neither the pain of my wounds nor the strain of my bonds can reach me. Indeed the familiar contortion of having all four limbs bent back and bound together behind me somehow even adds to the security of being restrained and embraced between a hugely powerful arm and the most sumptuous breasts in creation. Further sandwiched between soft moss and luxuriant fur I might actually be back in the womb. Trapped heat and close air plus the enveloping smell and press of omnipotent femininity even nurture the delusion of feeling loved in my unconscious paradise. But at last after many superbly restorative hours a sudden savage oath and convulsive shove expel me from all this stolen bliss. It’s now time to face the consequences of my crime.

Numberless agonies explode through me instantly. All those brands burst back into raging flame. Accumulated stress screams in the joints of my shoulders, hips and jaw. My spine is bowed to near breaking; my muscles are everywhere cramped with endless tension and my stretched tendons are thrumming with strain. Yet all this physical travail pales next to the terror and chagrin that swamps me as my deity shrieks with outrage at discovering herself sleeping contentedly with a contemptible male criminal in her bed and even her arms.

A good portion of this fury is clearly felt toward herself. Even unconscious, how could she have countenanced this, much less treasured it? Yet rightfully every iota of this anger finds expression directed at me. Face malefically contorted, execration flaming from every atom of her being, Goddess Brin hurls herself back against the wall even as she propels me tumbling onto the hard stone floor. Her shriek of offense threatens to bring the roof crashing down on us – as well as enemies swarming in from the farthest reaches of the island.

“HOW DARE YOU?”

After this, words fail her. Perhaps none in any language can articulate the level of her affront. Speechless with rage, my owner struggles with autonomic revulsion. Then she suddenly lunges at me. Seizing me by the throat she lurches to her feet, lifting me off the floor until we’re face to furious face. Dangling by the neck I’m suddenly being choked and shaken like a rag doll, the image of Brin’s livid visage rapidly dimming to black.

This is it: I’m about to pay for my night of bliss with my life. Any instant now my Goddess is going to snap my neck or wring it like a chicken’s. Bizarrely (or perhaps predictably), my wildly flopping penis begins to harden. But at last Brin reins in her rage. Still glaring into my face she stops shaking and even throttling me. Of course, it’s still impossible to catch my breath dangling as I am from my already badly abused neck. My vision continues to tunnel in until all of creation has been reduced to just the blazing hate of those divine eyes. My Goddess spits the most vituperative condemnation imaginable at me.

“Oh if I could only believe that I’ve already conceived! I would tear you limb from limb, you insidious piece of shit! As it is, I can’t even afford to overly damage you. But at least I have to thrash you, or tear my own hair out in frustration! Prepare to be punished, maggot slave!”

Goddess Brin hurls me back onto the bed.

Landing hard on my side and toppling back onto my bound limbs, I hardly notice this latest bone-rattling assault. I’m sucking so desperately for breath that the coconut that until now has seemed so solidly lodged as to be utterly immovable is shifting fractionally back and forth within my mouth. Air whistles rapidly through my hugely flaring nostrils, yet still I can’t get nearly enough of it. Finally, however, Brin must notice my distress. Unwilling to risk my accidental death, she yanks free that blockage.

Gasping frantically, I find that my swollen throat is now so abused it seems to have narrowed to a pinhole. Nevertheless the encroaching blackness recedes enough for me to see that my owner has withdrawn one of those crossbow bolts from its quiver.

Shorter than an arrow and stouter, without fletching, this is still nearly three feet of sturdy ash the thickness of my finger. Luckily not noticing my half-erect penis, Brin roughly rolls me over onto this so that she can uncouple the bindings linking my hands and feet. I sob in relief at this further unexpected mercy, my tortured spine at last straightening out. Right away my enraged Goddess places a knee on my bound legs, holding me helplessly in place. Then she begins using that bolt to brutally bastinado me.

First the tender soles of my bare feet and then my just-branded ass, she belabors me interminably. Yet she should have known better: the facts have been burned into my very skin. This is not punishment to me but merely another kind of paradise. Though I writhe and weep and struggle against my bonds, my arousal is extreme and increasingly obvious. By the time giant Brin has expended her most pressing antagonism, my crushed-into-moss erection is as manically needy as ever. Rolling me over to spew further warnings of fury into my face, she gapes at this as it juts demandingly up at her.

Immediately Brin slashes that bolt against the straining shaft, sending it waggling wildly about. Quickly it returns to the urgently upright though, leading her to repeat that blow again and again. Yet no matter how viciously she whips it, that insult only rages more impudently up at her, reveling in this as it does any other torture. Finally seeing the futility of trying to beat the lust out of me, Goddess Brin chooses instead to take angry advantage of it. After all, the sooner she conceives, the sooner she can indulge her need to terminally punish me.

Casting that bolt aside, she swings seething astride me. From being brutally bruised I’m slipped into exquisite sweetness, and moan evocatively in incomparable ecstasy. Expecting that same methodically sedate stropping of my cock, I’m promptly inflamed to near insanity when my rapist at last brings a wonderfully abusive passion to this act.

The fact that she’s motivated not by lust but fury and contempt is only an additional bonus – though I swear I sense at least a hint of unacknowledged sexual sadism soon creeping in. Thrusting against me with a punishing vigor and snarling intensity, Goddess Brin quickly wrings cry after cry of submissive ecstasy from me. Incensed by this reaction but unable to do anything except increase it, she responds to the way I gaze rapturously up at her by first slapping my face repeatedly as she fucks me. Again this only inflames my excitement. At last she uses that huge hard palm to shove my face down and to the side away from her. Holding my cheek crushed thus into the moss, my back arched uncomfortably over the contortion of my bound arms, she pumps more furiously than ever, determined to get this necessity over with quickly. Writhing pinned in place and more exalted than ever, I gasp and moan and keen and cry out and at last oblige her with an orgasm more convulsive than the one Nera wrenched from me on the beach, more rewarding than after Rooni’s long and maddeningly drawn-out teasing, and nearly as sustained as the one my beloved owner first throttled out of me.

At last I slump groaning beneath her and Brin pushes herself still seething to her feet. Towering colossally above me and glaring bitterly down, she at last passes sentence on my incorrigible criminality. Not surprisingly perhaps, this is same the judgment meted out by her forsaken but equally misandrous people.

“I would not have believed it possible. You truly are the most disgusting, most perversely unrepentant felon the world has ever seen. After I have conceived by you, I will have no choice but to take supreme satisfaction in carrying out the condemnation branded on your chest.

“As much as I despise the others, they were right about you. You must be unmanned by slow increments. You must suffer the ritual retribution until you’ve been repaid for uncounted eons of rape. And then I must perform your torturously slow sacrifice myself in a private but no less holy ceremony. After I have appropriated every last bit of your potency for my own though, the rest of your carcass I will feed to my pigs. That is the only fitting end for the likes of you.”

Glorious breasts heaving, Brin suddenly grins wickedly.

“Perhaps I should give you a taste of this right now. You have clearly rested enough for a while. Let’s see how arousing you’ll find your eventual death while I’m out working to preserve you for it. You have certainly earned the worst punishment I can contrive by sneaking uninvited into my bed.” Goddess Brin quickly dons her sandals and loincloth. Then she retrieves that crossbow bolt. She lays this crosswise along the backs of my knees and picks up her spear.

Fit for Achilles, this must be nine feet long and thicker around than my forearm. She slides this along the line of my spine, under my bound-together elbows and wrists. With the last feet of it lying along the crack of my ass, she fits a cunningly carved groove in the end to the middle of the bolt right between my knees. Then she folds those legs back down and hogties me just as cruelly as before. Alas (or oh yes), her true cruelty has barely begun.

Picking up that spear by the shaft, Brin raises me into the air like a battle standard. Of course, being slight already and after months of scant rations I doubt I weigh more than a hundred and thirty pounds. Still the ease with which she does this is both daunting and thrilling. Vein-wrapped biceps as large as my head dangling next to them bulge grotesquely as she carries me back to my assigned place at that crack. Here she plants her standard, wedging that spear firmly upright in this by the bladed end. This leaves me hanging hogtied by the knees head down much as I was during my procession through the plaza to my trial. With my face about four feet above the stone and my hair swinging another six inches lower, the blood suffusing the former pounds behind my eyes and brings a feverish heat to my cheeks. This is but a harmless harbinger of what awaits me.

Goddess Brin’s cooking (and branding) fire is built on a thin sheet of slate to keep it from leaving betraying scorch marks behind whenever she vacates the cave. Now she uses a sandaled foot to slide this over directly beneath me. Though now just a pile of carefully banked coals (or coal to be more precise, somewhere she has found a supply of this slow-burning fuel), this still smolders redly and wafts up a constant stream of acrid smoke.

Immediately I begin to blink and cough at this, aggravating my terribly sore throat. The heat is uncomfortable rather than extreme, yet I have no doubt that will soon change the longer I hang helplessly over it. Sneering cruelly at me, Brin claims her crossbow and quiver from their place by the opposite wall.

“Enjoy your roasting, pig. I go to procure one of your animal betters. Grow erect if you can on this taste of your eventual fate. But control your screams. If the others are still lurking about and hear you, you will only hasten the real roasting.”

Glorious Goddess Brin exits through the tunnel opposite the waterfall. Giving me no indication of when she expects to return, she leaves me coughing and weeping to contemplate the cost of my unthinkable impertinence.

My night of stolen paradise has now ensured that my unlikely reprieve will only be temporary. As soon as I impregnate this deity I will face the exact same amputation of my erection, abomination of sodomy and exquisitely slow sacrifice that I thought I’d escaped. Feeling the tears that stream involuntarily from me drip hissing into the fire below, I can only cough and choke and wonder how much of my complicity in this was unconsciously deliberate.

Heaven in the Dark

This is a searching question, and at the same time moot.

I knew that sneaking into my Goddess’ bed was presumptuous beyond sufferance. I knew even as I convinced myself that I was only following orders that this was hogwash, and that direct consequences were certain to result. I even giddily anticipated them while being cavalierly negligent about considering specifics. So perhaps I truly was inviting sacrifice. One thing at least is certain. As I begin getting this first scant taste of the fate I so suicidally embraced on the beach (as well as before the entire people and their great potentate), my eagerness to sample the transcendent agonies promised me reawakens.

I haven’t been healed entirely of my breaking yet. The horrors Moba finally spelled out in that cell still terrify and repel me. Yet my dread fascination with the potential for submissive exaltation suddenly seems capable of competing. As my eyes sting and blink and sweat begins to slick me, I realize it doesn’t matter whether I deliberately sought this out. Whatever parts Abigail, Moba, Nera, Rooni, Brin or even Gora herself may have played in seducing me into it are equally unimportant. Now and in the all-too-near future I will have to face it. And so I quickly find myself rising to the challenge.

Arousal swells in me from several sources. The most immediate is my bondage.

Ever since being introduced to such hogtying on the beach – elbows wrenched radically back, legs and forearms both pressed tightly together, limbs folded up behind me and linked by the cruelly cutting vines binding and benumbing my useless hands and feet – I’ve found this erotic beyond expression. Add in my helpless suspension and I can only bemoan all the wasted years submitting to just the trifles of tame Lady Abigail. As I amplify this mad frisson by futilely struggling against those thorny ligatures, I reflect that this could only be more thrilling if that supporting spear hung me swaybacked like the earlier pole did.

How much crueler would my pain be if gravity was attacking my spine, shoulders and hips like before! And how much more perversely rewarding if it was my penis that was hanging closest to the coals and not my face!

This is the second source of my always eagerly deviant lust: agony. And now it is beginning in earnest. Salty sweat stings in my wounds, and the residual fire of all those terrible brands is increasingly magnified by the roasting I’m finally undergoing. And of course, the foreboding of that roasting is the greatest source of excitement. The relentless heat climbing over every inch of my skin (but particularly that of my flushed face) is not only perversely erotically potent in and of itself. It is also as infinitely thrilling as it is intended to be horrifying: a first tiny sampling of the indescribably torturous manner of execution destined for me.

The immediacy of this experience keenly whets my anticipation of that coming apotheosis. Though I know that eventuality will be hideously worse beyond description, I still gasp and moan and throb on toward intense hardness as I dangle and struggle, measuring my current suffering against the prospect of that inescapable fate.

Meanwhile yet another spur to my arousal is the immoderate love and worship I lavish toward the glorious deity who has condemned me to both this sublime present and that transcendent end. Picturing irresistible Brin as I choke and cough, stream endless tears and sweat and feel the skin of my face grow ever more taut and seared as I try uselessly to twist it away exalts me as though I’m even now suffering her brutally contemptuous fucking. The deific stature of her balloons in my mind’s eye until I nearly swoon with the intensity of my devotion. Together all these factors combine to make me ache so fiercely erect that I’ve soon easily exceeded her parting challenge to me. And yet there is one more consideration.

Wallowing in that excessive devotion paradoxically reawakens something else in me, something that demands I find it within myself to erotically revel in my distress right to the inevitable end. This is a determination similar to that which surfaced in me at the very beginning of the hunt: to thwart these magnificent deities even as I submit to their epitome.

If I cannot escape my sacrifice, if perhaps I even welcome it consciously or unconsciously, maybe I can still anger Gora against her subjects by the manner in which I suffer it. In the clarity of ever more surpassing agony I finally see how to properly achieve this.

I must maintain my criminal arousal no matter what. Even if I go into Gora’s embrace shriven and impotent, I may still enter that eternal service burning with a lust as fierce as the flames that deliver me. Perhaps Gora will be offended enough by this failure of the challenge she set her subjects to not only renege on their promised destiny, but to wipe them out in retribution.

This is a dubious hope at best. Yet I commit to it nevertheless. What else is left to me? However, to have any hope at all in this will require not only managing to wallow in my especially slow and exceedingly cruel execution but in the preliminaries to it too.

The unmanning won’t be a problem. Even now my arousal spikes afresh at the thought of a red-hot blade cutting my penis from me in a hundred or more instantly cauterized incremental slices. I will no longer need the organ after all. And such wonderfully intimate and prolonged agony can only be erotic heaven for me. Plus the symbolism is deliciously significant.

I will be revenged on the organ that’s ruled me to such destruction. At the same time I will willingly submit my most essential maleness to be consumed by the greatest representative ever of an infinitely dominant and supremely sovereign femininity. This is all exalting in the extreme. It is the other ordeal I can barely bring myself to contemplate: the execrable and interminable sodomy promised.

I still shudder and shy away from even the thought of this. Yet contemplate it I now must. It has become an inevitability after all, and the greatest challenge I have to surmount. And once again I find lucidity in extremity.

As the heat mounts relentlessly around me and I wallow in this all too evocative preview of the apocalypse to come, I’m finally forced to accept the possibility of perverse fulfillment even in being buggered, abhorrent as I find that. After all, has not beautiful Rooni already proved to me that some previously unthinkable recess of my being harbors that sick capacity? At the climax of a dream the ultimate details of which I’m still repressing, I actually climaxed myself. And I remember enough to know that ejaculation happened as she was fucking my ass with a giant cock, a cock I brought into fleshy actuality by eagerly sucking on it.

This admission is quite enough for the moment. I can pursue such hideous possibilities no further. The trial ahead of me more than suffices for right now. After all, I must still find the fortitude and perversity to nurture my insane exaltation and maintain it until Goddess Brin returns. She must see that I’ve met the derisory challenge she set me. Perhaps when she finds me defiantly erect she will even brutally hate-fuck me again…

Already at least an hour has passed, and so far so good.

My writhing excitement continues to rise with the smoke choking me and the heat scorching my extensively wounded skin. To my credit I haven’t screamed at all yet, though this is hardly a surprise when I can barely get enough air to keep coughing. And though my torture worsens inexorably as more hours pass, my sick delight in it continues to keep pace.

Through the haze of heat and smoke surrounding me, and the straggling strands of my slowly shriveling hair, I keep an eye on that thin shaft of sunlight peaking in. Every time an intervening frond blots it out I pray that it’s disappearing for good. With no other way to gauge the torturous passage of time I look desperately forward to that moment as an indicator of late afternoon. Perhaps Brin will return then, and put an end to my ordeal. Though my bondage, pain, hugely portentous burning, devotion and determination keep me reveling in my predicament (and as intensely erect as though a thorny ligature was again wrapped about my base), the ever accumulating intensity of my torment still makes me fear the eventual collapse of my exaltation. I yearn for the end of this test even as I wallow in it, and acknowledge that in the final challenge there will be no end except for my ultimate deliverance into the truly endless and surely far worse service of fiery Gora herself.

At last that spot of sun winks out for good. And some immeasurable eternity of twisting, retching, flaming torture later my owner indeed at last returns, carrying the dressed carcass of a boar by one hind leg. The look of smirking satisfaction with which she greets me turns at once to angry amazement upon catching sight of my erection. Right away I feel a mixture of pride, relief and terror at having both passed this test and offended her again. I avert my gaze from Brin’s darkening visage and squirm as much with chagrin as arousal by way of my own greeting. Her voice is a grating of boulders and a grumbling of thunder as she affirms her earlier judgment.

“I was right. You are the most appalling criminal ever spawned. Gora has sent you to either ensure the replacement of my child or to destroy us all, I can’t decide which. Nor do I particularly care. But I promise you, slave, once I have you safely home you will begin to suffer punishments that make this one pale by comparison. For now though you must eat, or I will never get you there.”

Leaving me still dangling there roasting, Brin sets down that pig. Withdrawing and setting aside the leaf-wrapped liver, she carves a steak from the rump for herself. Then at last she comes and slides the fire out from under me. Returning this to its original position, she spits her meat over it. Once it begins to sizzle and drip even as I eventually will myself, she at last pulls her spear from that crack and lays me belly-down on the blessedly cool stone.

Much of my hair is singed and shriveled away, and my baked face feels as tight and dry as that of a shrunken head. Every bit of it burns worse than my brands, and all the spit has long since dried in my mouth. Yet now this squirts forth anew at the smell of that pork cooking. Unfortunately the repast planned for me is a truly repugnant one.

Giant Brin squats next to me, dagger in one hand and that dripping lump of pig guts in the other. She carves a moist red slice and pushes it at my mouth.

“Eat, slave! You need healing!”

She might as well ask me to swallow excrement. One the other hand, have I not gladly bathed in and even drunk gallons of piss recently? With no choice I comply, gagging a bit but chewing and swallowing nonetheless. The coercion involved even makes me pulsate where my erection is squashed between my body and the floor. Piece by piece my Goddess hand feeds me, pausing occasionally to turn her own indescribably savory-smelling cut on the fire. She compels me to eat fully half of that wretched internal organ before setting it aside. Then she pulls me into her arms and draws my badly burned face to her breast.

“Nurse now! You need fattening as well.”

I need no further urging. Latching eagerly onto that giant teat I feed as greedily as I just did reluctantly. Thrusting straight into the air now, my hardness bobs constantly with the insult of my excitement. Yet for the moment at least it seems my sins are forgiven.

Brin’s eyes close blissfully, and she even moans a bit as I draw the milk from her.

No matter how much she despises me it’s clear she can’t resist the almost erotic satisfaction of feeling that fluid sucked out of her and drained away. She sighs and murmurs almost continuously, and when she switches me to her other breast I moan myself as that stiff wet tip is smeared soothingly across my flagrantly burned face. Yet more rewarding still is the sense of bonding generated between us as I partake of her very essence. Out of her body and into mine passes sustenance to keep me alive, and if only she would pee into me too I might sample her divinity even more directly. Love burns in my heart as fiercely as the flaming of my skin as I suckle. And then my excitement skyrockets even further when Brin at last reaches down and frees my ankles from my wrists as I feed.

I know what’s coming now. And sure enough, as soon as she detaches me from her now swelled and dripping nipple Brin spills me back onto the stone floor. Without bothering to undress or take me to her bed, she pulls her loincloth aside, mounts my raging member and fulfills the mad hope I harbored while roasting in her absence. And while she doesn’t viciously hate-fuck me as she did earlier, neither does she revert completely to her passionless and business-like thrusting. Still frowning thunderously down and pushing my face rudely away to deny my awed and worshipful ogling, she rides me a bit more vigorously than is her wont, and doesn’t keep snapping impatiently at me to finish. Perhaps she understands that a male can’t effortlessly climax two and three times a day as readily as the sacred sex can. Or maybe, just maybe I dare to hope that her distaste for coupling with me is beginning to fray. Whatever the case, this marks the true beginning of our heavenly relationship underground, where we settle into a routine together that Brin finds workable and I find fantastically submissively rewarding.

In general, Goddess still regards me with baleful contempt and disgust. She rarely fails to sneer at my lustful worship and reminds me constantly of the condemnation hanging over me. Yet her incendiary rage is held in check, and she even comes to take advantage of my appalling deviance to expedite wringing my seed from me.

Recognizing that punishment brings me invariably erect no matter how many times she’s ridden me recently, she begins to prime me for sex by thrashing me first each time. Then once I’ve reached an unbearable pitch of excitement and she mounts me, she drives me swiftly and deliberately toward orgasm by cruelly abusing me even as we copulate: slapping me, twisting my nipples, ears and lower lip, and derisively belittling me rather than just barking at me to spurt my seed. This is all exalting and fulfilling beyond belief, binding me ever more irrevocably to my hulking owner. Rooni and my promise to her are soon all but forgotten, as my love for and veneration of Brin grows ever more pathological. And all the while my health slowly improves.

In addition to nursing at least twice daily, I’m fed better than at any time since leaving Amsterdam. Once that liver has been finished I‘m filled to surfeit with fruits and greens, fish and meat. The spots on my legs disappear and the lethargy of scurvy, almost unnoticed amid my general debilitation, recedes completely. Vigor returns with surprising swiftness, and though I still live in almost uninterrupted bondage, at least once a day I’m released from all but leash and hobbles and allowed to exercise under Brin’s strict supervision. Working limberness back into my muscles I can feel my strength improving by the day, and my many wounds slowly healing. At last after perhaps a week of this my owner considers me fit enough to keep up with her traveling, and to flee with the requisite endurance and speed if we are set upon. She announces that we will leave this temporary camp in the morning.

Return to the Sun

That thin shaft from the ceiling is particularly brilliant as we prepare to make our move: a hopeful harbinger of the solar glories that await me. Goddess Brin has cleared all evidence of our stay from the cave, already removing and hiding everything she can’t carry at once: the slab of slate from under the fire, her bag of belongings and the net that captured me. All that remains of the latter is a leash twined of those vines perhaps a dozen feet long. Brin has already knotted one end about her waist. As she binds the other securely all about my genitals – my hands and feet both completely free for the first time ever in her presence – she smirks at the always adamant urgency of my erection. Her words merely affirm a truth self-evident by now.

“You will not try to flee me, or betray our position by crying out.”

Fervent worship aches in my reply.

“Never, my glorious Goddess! I wish to remain with you for eternity – or until you carry out my rightful sacrifice. You are Gora personified for me, only far more just and wonderful in your demands. I will follow you to the ends of the Earth and gladly lay down my life in your name. You fulfill and complete me like no other being ever could!”

Austere and yet enthralling beyond any other, Brin merely sneers at this gushing.

“Come then, criminal. I have been away from my home too long. I wish to get you back there so I can torture you properly, delight in your agonized screams and couple with you until I conceive. Then you will get the punishment you so lust for, and my child will be born more vibrant and vital than any on your appropriated potency!”

She shoulders her crossbow and quiver and picks up her spear. A last flaming branch is wedged in that crack, a torch solely for my benefit in negotiating the passage ahead. Brin claims this too, and I’m at last led leashed by the penis into the lava tube opposite the one I arrived in. Following closely behind my owner and yet not too close, I’m careful to keep plenty of slack in the tether connecting us without treading on it either. My erection waggles with my movements and throbs keenly with my excitement as I at last leave the chamber where once again so much has changed for me.

Each confinement has been like a womb in which I’m remade, emerging from successive embryonic states on a procession toward some ultimate refinement – whereby I will finally be fit for my eternal service to Gora. Aboard ship I gradually grew to appreciate what I had tried so hard to deny: my enjoyment of my wife’s domination. Only upon being flung into the sea did I realize it had meant everything to me.

From the salty clutch of that ocean I emerged to appreciate bondage, pain and subjugation with an overmastering fervor. I suicidally committed myself to a death I knew would be horrific, if I had yet to appreciate the specifics. And then came the dungeon.

From Rooni I acquired a bond like no other and made a further commitment to acquiesce willingly to my end. At the same time Moba instilled a conflicting horror of this in me, ensuring that I would renege on my promise and robbing me of the sexual exaltation I’d come to so crave. Now in this aneurism of Gora’s abandoned artery those troubles have been resolved. Glorious Brin has defeated both Moba and Rooni effortlessly. She has replaced young Rooni as the love of my life and proved a far more effective authority than Moba. She has negated all prior commitments, restored my addictive arousal and overcome my horror at the end decreed for me. Only my abhorrence of the sodomy in store remains to torment me…

Once again I push this issue aside. The present requires me to concentrate on the physical journey ahead, and let the emotional one take its course.

As so it does. Even in leaving this place the overwhelming awe and arousal the mere presence of my Goddess instills continues to work on me. As we head down that tunnel the cramped space emphasizes her enormous size, both titillating and intimidating me. Places where she must duck or turn and sidle I pass easily upright. And on those occasions I lag slightly the sharp tug on my genitals thrills and chides me simultaneously. Even this minimal bondage is as exhilarating as it is highly significant, constantly reminding me who owns those organs (as well as the rest of me) and that they are the only part of me of any value to this Amazon – and that only temporarily. Despite my emotional transport however I pay proper attention to every step of my geographical one.

Though generally as smoothly bored as ever, the tunnel is long and winding with occasional constrictions. It is also intercepted by a bewildering number of other passages. The island must be honeycombed with them. It still astounds me that Brin is able to travel this labyrinth alone and in pitch blackness. She must have memorized every pace of it during her years as an outlaw. She takes each turn without hesitation, only pausing to check now and then that my recently healed feet haven’t opened up to leave traces of blood behind us.

After a while the tunnel begins to climb, either because we are nearing the surface, the terrain outside is sloping ever upward or both. A final exhausting ascent ends with the gray of daylight finally dimming that torch and the sound of trickling of water. A hissing joins this, along with a sudden billow of smoke. Brin is dousing her light in the thin stream that falls through a crack in the ceiling. With a tug on that tether she draws me close to her.

“Hold this,” she orders, thrusting that wet and blackened branch into my hand. “I will climb up and see if the way is safe.”

Still clasping her spear, Brin takes advantage of the roughness and irregularity of the walls of that crack to pull herself up into it. In a moment all but her feet have disappeared from view. Yet soon she drops back down next to me.

“The way is safe. Yet here we must pass where it is possible we may encounter the hunt. You must make no noise, and leave not a single bent frond behind you. I will boost you through first. Do not emerge completely until you have checked again to see that no others are about. If they are, drop back down. If not, climb out and I will follow.”

After I nod understanding, Goddess Brin gives me one last gauging look. Then she leans her spear against the tunnel wall and links her fingers to form a stirrup. I step into this and at once she heaves me upward into that crack. Scrabbling at the walls I claw my way up until I can poke my head out.

Steamy jungle surrounds me. The sun is hidden by the dense canopy, but still I rejoice at this first real taste of daylight. Then I collect my wits and look around.

A small group of huge flightless birds are browsing on fruit, and an intricately patterned constrictor snake as big around as Brin’s bicep is coiled about the crotch of a huge tree some distance away. The usual gabbling and shrieks of monkeys and birds fill the air, but there is no indication of human presence. Using all my strength I squirm out of that crack in the earth, trying not to uproot or flatten any of the heavy vegetation that obscures it. I’ve barely gained my feet when Brin climbs lithely out to join me. She looks cautiously around and then toes disturbed earth and foliage back into place. She tosses that blackened branch gently and yet far away into the heart of a thicket. Making a stern gesture warning me again to stealth and silence, she leads the way upslope through the forest.

For perhaps half a mile we pass through heavy jungle, climbing ever higher. Through gaps in the canopy I not only get welcome spots of sunlight on my face and glimpses of beautiful blue sky but I see that Gora’s peak is looming ever higher and closer. We have long since gained her foot and are working our way methodically up. Soon we approach an outthrust elbow or knee of her and slip through another dense thicket to find a narrow gap cleaving the modest cliff ahead of us. We pass through this into a crooked passage between high walls and continue to climb. After another rough half-mile we finally emerge into a beautiful little valley about a quarter of the way up that rearing cone.

Hidden among the manifold creases and folds of the mountain and sheltered by high walls all around, this lushly grown yet occasionally open space forms a lovely little idyll: a fit habitation for Gora’s most perfect embodiment. Tucked into the hip of that slumbering Goddess, I’ve reached yet another womb in which I’m sure to be remade.

The Valley

Now that we’ve reached safety, Brin jams her spear into the earth and unbinds that tether from around her waist. She yanks me to her by the sex organs she will soon be dining on, causing me to stumble and cry out in blessed pleasure/pain as those embedded thorns tear at me.

“Get over here, slave, and put your hands behind you.”

Panting as much with excitement as with the exertion of our difficult journey I eagerly comply. Goddess passes that vine between my legs and jerks it again, pulling my up-cocked engorgement down to point out straight even as she sinks more thorns into my tender anus and the crack between my buttocks. Swiftly she lashes my wrists behind me, so tightly together and close down against my backside that any attempt to lift them will rip afresh at my most sensitive flesh. Then she drags me staggering backward by that leash to the tallest nearby tree. There she winds that vine around the bole and ties it off, leaving me backed up snug against it.

“Remain here quietly,” she orders, and at once I clamp down my unconscious keening. “I must ensure that we haven’t been spotted or followed.”

Right away Brin sets her crossbow and quiver on the ground and leaps at that huge trunk. With the skill and agility of the monkeys scrambling about above us she climbs swiftly toward the crown. Left bound helplessly below I goggle up at her progress until she reaches the uppermost branches. Then I take the opportunity to gaze around my new home.

The valley is roughly oval in shape, narrowing at either end. Here at last the ground stops climbing, dipping into a shallow bowl with the girdling walls climbing ever higher on either side. Perhaps half a mile from where I stand those walls draw together again, closing to within about fifty feet of meeting before running up against the main bulk of the volcano. Here Gora rears up in a two hundred foot-tall precipice that completely blocks the valley’s end. Like the impassable walls this sheer, narrow face is mostly free of vegetation, and the sun sparkles enchantingly on a small waterfall tumbling down.

There is another heavy thicket at the base of that wall, and a number of towering trees crowded into the cul-de-sac formed by the converging cliffs. Tons of other trees are scattered throughout the valley, along with the thick undergrowth typical of this island jungle. Yet there are stretches of open space too, where the sun shines brightly on foliage that is only as high as my waist or even knee. Pigs and flightless birds that appear tamed to me root and forage unconcernedly here and there, while brilliantly plumed relatives of the former swoop and roost among the omnipresent primates. Little lizards and snakes scuttle and slither about, but there is no sign of larger predators. Fruit and nuts hang everywhere for the plucking and flowers bloom in a profusion of hue that challenges the birds for brilliance. Overall this little valley seems a veritable Eden tucked into Gora’s protective embrace and I feel a stirring of passion related to but different from the perverse exhilaration that has carried me here. But then my owner drops out of the tree next to me. Once again all other concerns are about to be rendered trivial.

“The forest hides much. But I can see no sign of the hunt. None of the others know of this place, or of the caves that brought us here. Such knowledge is sacred, held only by the current leader of the hunt. And I fled the people before passing it on to my successor. Thus Moba is even more unfit than she knows for the office she holds.”

Brin’s voice drips with contempt at this. Then it sharpens with eager sadism.

“So now you can scream and weep and uselessly plead until your throat bursts, vile criminal! Even if the sound should carry beyond this valley the echoes will confound any attempt at placement. And the only entrance is the hidden one we have taken. I have dwelt here for years while the people comb the island for me, and they are no closer to finding it. And I pick them off at will with my bow, discouraging them from the attempt. Finally, I can punish you to my angry heart’s fill, and revel in your every tortured complaint!”

Without further word Goddess Brin strides to the nearest tangle of undergrowth. She chooses a vine as thick as my finger: tough and yet pliant, and covered with thorns far larger than those gouging into my groin. Cutting free an eight-foot length of this, she quickly strips it of all leaves. Then she strides back over to me. Armed with this makeshift whip and wearing a glower of long-delayed vengeance, she takes up station before me and off to one side. Two and a half feet taller than me, all sculpted muscles, gigantic teats and cruel barbaric beauty, she puts off rewarding us both not another second longer.

Green and fresh, heavy and yet limber, studded everywhere with viciously sharp barbs, that length of vine whistles in and cracks across my chest, laying a fresh blood-stippled welt atop the fading remains of those from before. This is far more agonizing (and damaging) than the cat o’ nine tails used on me in the dungeon, and I scream most satisfactorily. Yet as ever there is as much affirmation as excruciation in my cry. More barbs sink their bite deeper into my groin, ass and wrists as I wrench uncontrollably, and my yanked-down erection seems to scream itself as it is yanked down again. Still my perversity remains unsated as Brin lashes another welt across my belly, building toward a flogging worse than anything I witnessed aboard the Dolphin. And of course, this is but a warm-up before she truly gets me home and the torture can begin in earnest.

From neck to knees my beloved behemoth stripes me, using all of her prodigious strength to carve seeping runnels over my extensively branded front. When at last I’m so traumatized that I can only sag from where I’m snubbed to that tree, all my weight hanging from my wrists and bleeding groin, she uses her dagger to sever my bound wrists from my still engorged sex organs. Unwinding that vine from the bole, she roughly spins me weeping and staggering about. Then she casts that vine over the first branch and hauls on it until my feet leave the ground. Hanging wholly from my wrists wrenched up behind me, I find my shoulders suddenly far closer to dislocation than during my worst ever hogtying. As I scream indeed in true agony only a little tainted by deviant enjoyment Goddess Brin sets about whipping my back, ass and legs just as viciously as she did my front. Finally, I’m reduced to just sobbing and twitching, my body so debilitated I haven’t the strength for screams. Yet when she tumbles me to the ground at last and unwinds that gouging vine from my groin I remain as fiercely erect as ever. Goddess Brin remarks sardonically on this as she mounts me groveling tearfully there in the dirt.

“What a trial you must have been for the breakers, criminal. Your incorrigible lust just refuses to be vanquished. Still this is all to my benefit. If I don’t conceive a child quickly by you then it simply cannot be done.”

Swift and brutal in her rhythm, my owner rides me to orgasm. Though it isn’t strictly necessary she throttles this out of me in a wonderfully thrilling and trying climax reminiscent of our first together. Then she binds my hands and genitals back together as before, leaving herself a leash leading off from my backside. Dragging me still hacking and staggering woozily to my feet, she reclaims her weapons even to that improvised whip. Sending this slashing into me again from behind, she takes up her tether and orders me into motion.

“March, criminal! Straight ahead to the end of the valley! And do not tarry unless you still crave the bite of my lash!”

Home Sweet Home

Hurting over every inch of my skin (especially the shredded soles of my feet; Goddess Brin didn’t neglect or stint whipping these), I cripple across the valley as ably as I can. All the way my owner flogs me along, adding further welts to my legs, sides, back and shoulders. My just-emptied organs dangle limply. Still wheezing from my recent choking, exhausted and debilitated and in agony from top to bottom, I stagger on weeping and moaning miserably.

It’s one of those rare times all arousal has been eradicated in me. I just can’t imagine how I’ve come to cherish my nightmarish existence – to say nothing of its hideous end approaching terrors. Gloating as she drives me on before her, the monstrous savage in possession of me fills me now only with meekly trembling terror.

“Yes, criminal, now you are finally suffering appropriately! I much prefer you this way, with all the impudent lust beaten out of you! I must start shaping a phallus soon. Before I consign you to the fire I must spend days or even weeks enacting the ritual retribution. How I love to see the arrogant males screaming and sobbing as their asses are brutally pounded in the manner they exult in while ravishing us!”

Bawling afresh at such an image, I seek frantically for a way to distract my attention from that dreaded inevitability. The idea that I must eventually embrace it has never been further from me. As we pass among the pigs and browsing birds I seize on their odd behavior.

Rather than flee or shy away from us these actually crowd around. They grunt and coo in greeting toward what is clearly our mutual owner. They seem to be attempting to cadge treats or even petting from her: evidence that I was right and Brin has tamed them in the manner of farm animals. Gently shooing these aside she merely whips me along, until at last the end of the valley draws near. The high walls are closing in and that bare precipice looms ever further overhead.

Billows of steam rise from the foot of this: the terminus of that tumbling little waterfall. So thick are these clouds that I suspect the rock-girdled pool undercutting the cliff is heated volcanically. There is no outflow visible, leading me to believe an abyss lies beneath, with the weight of the inflowing freshet meeting the upwelling hot spring to keep both in equilibrium. What a wonderful rarity: a natural shower and sauna in one. No wonder the privileged hunters consider this a sacred spot, and keep the secret to themselves.

On either side of that steaming pool more dense thickets entwined with flowering vines block access to the trees rearing within and the cliff face behind – or so it seems at first. But guided and goaded by my Goddess’ slashing lash I skirt the pool to the left until stumbling through the mist I come right up against that precipice. Then only from in close do I see a narrow path along the wall that leads in behind the thicket. Still being whipped along from behind I stagger along this until I reach a cleared space about eight yards around. The rough mouth of a cave gapes in the cliff face. At last I’ve arrived at my owner’s home.

About twelve feet beneath the overhanging boughs of a large tree is the stone circle of a fire pit. Strung between this trunk and the next is a hammock sewn of animal skins, fur on the inside. Scraped hides in various stages of curing are stretched among the stems of the enclosing thicket, forming a perimeter of rough half-walls. In a gap at the far side I see a hole dug for the disposal and burning of offal, latrine products and other refuse, and a bulging water skin hangs near the hammock. Clay bowls and carved wooden utensils are stacked on a wide flat stone serving as a table beside the fire pit, along with neatly coiled vines, braided leather thongs and actual ropes. There are huge piles of both firewood and coal on either side of the cave entrance, and sundry other comforts and possessions are scattered sparsely around. All is a picture of domestic bliss, hidden here in the heart of the jungle.

For the moment I can only gaze incuriously about, taking all of this in.

After a week and more of sleeping on stone (or stretched over the rollers of the rack, or hanging pinioned to a hook-covered wall by my neck and limbs), that hammock looks sumptuously comfortable. In addition to the ever-present vines, both trees are in bloom, with the branches arching overhead heavily laden with blue-and-white blossoms. These turn a mere rustic bunk into a heavenly-scented flowery bower, a fit resting place for any gorgeous Goddess. Unfortunately I won’t be joining her there anytime soon.

 

Without warning Brin trips and shoves me from behind. With my arms bound I’m immediately spilled full-length onto my face and front. Even as I’m sobbing wretchedly at this terrible increase in agony (and spitting out a mouthful of dirt) she puts a knee on my back and once again severs the binding between my hands and genitals.

Plucking up a couple of coils of malvin vine, Brin uses one to tie my elbows together, reawakening the torment in my overstressed shoulders. Then she folds my legs up and lifts my knees, bowing my back so she can use that other coil to hogtie me. Yet rather than just link the bindings about my ankles and wrists as before, she overlaps these extremities so that she can incorporate all four joints within the same lashing. After hogtying me thus more straitly than at any time yet, Brin threads that tether still bound about my sex organs along the crack of my ass and out between my ankles. Finally, she fashions the trailing end into a thin and thorny noose.

Already whimpering with dread, I get a brief thrill when she picks me up, cradling my bound body to her breasts. Nursing is not what she has in mind however. Goddess Brin steps into the fire pit, where she casts her noose up over the lowest branch of the tree. When it comes back down she loops this over my head and snugs it about my throat. Then she lets go of me. My immediate strangled scream announces the advent of the most trying bondage imaginable.

Nothing can even approach this: not the rack, not being clamped to the hook-sprouting dungeon wall or any previous suspension. Suddenly I’m hanging more horribly sway-backed than at any time during my trip up from the beach. My entire spine from its base at my hips to where it attaches to my skull is bent savagely semicircular, with one side of it cruelly compressed and the other outrageously stretched. With my entire weight suspended from my harnessed genitals and the noose about my neck, my head is wrenched radically back and my sex organs feel like they’re being torn from my body. Those hooked barbs gouge me like never before, sinking so deep into my groin, anus and throat that I feel a fresh crawly trickling begin immediately. It’s so hard to get my breath that for a moment of panic I think I’m finally about to be throttled not to orgasm but right out of existence. But then my inconceivably devious owner adjusts the angle at which I hang. When she’s finished a greater portion of the pressure on my throat is borne by my jawbone, and my dangling genitals hang lowest of all.

With my last ejaculation only half an hour past, these are already twitching back toward erection. Blood floods this lowest point of course, yet that is but the least source of my swelling. The unprecedentedly clever cruelty of my restraints stirs my submission fetish abruptly out of its latency. The extreme pain and subjugation I suffer as I sway and struggle and gasp past the constriction of my punctured throat is suddenly as reliably exhilarating as ever.

Goddess above us, the excruciation in my groin and spine alone is enough to drive anyone alive into frantically gibbering madness! And yet perversely I continue to increase both of these by wrestling excitedly in my pitiful predicament. Satisfied now that I won’t accidentally strangle to death, beloved Brin immediately moves to worsen that predicament. She must remind me continuously of the gruesome fate she is saving me for. Stepping out of that circle of stones, she crouches down and begins kindling a fire directly underneath me.

Now my fantasy in the cave will be fulfilled in spades.

Just as I’d wished for and yet far worse, I’m now once again the mewling plaything of unforgiving gravity. And it will not be my rapidly purpling face this time but my penis that is closest to the roasting coals. Though I’m now as intensely erect as it is possible to get, that suspending vine pulls viciously back against the natural inclination of the male anatomy. Rather than jutting up toward my belly, my most tender and sensitive tip points straight down at the pit. Soon I will bemoan the unnatural length of that organ like no other man could fathom.

After a moment I catch my first whiff of smoke, followed by the crackle of combustion. Then the heat begins.

As before this mounts slowly, allowing me the opportunity to marshal all my extreme deviance. Despite the mad thrill of my bondage however, that lust for self-destruction, eager anticipation of the transcendent end promised me and my determination to wallow in every second of it is slower to burgeon.

Tears that have as much to do with intolerable extremity as the thickening smoke stream from my eyes. Desperately I writhe more furiously than ever as the first middling temperature climb attacks the tip of my penis. The familiar futility of my efforts helps me to savor this pain, as does the sight of my monstrous Goddess as she rises back up next to me.

For only the second time ever we are face to face, and I’m smote all over again by the daunting awe and craven lust inspired by her barbaric beauty.

That shock of hair standing straight up down the center of her otherwise shaved skull is like the crest of an officer’s helmet in Alexander’s world-conquering army. The gleaming gold circling her thick neck and dangling from her ears and especially her septum powerfully accentuates this aura of authority, as do the lines of maturity that faintly crease her cold and stern and pitiless visage. I choke on both smoke and the overweening intensity of my arousal at seeing her up close like this and at the same time squirm more pathetically yet in my excruciating suspension. Every iota of worship I’ve ever felt surges back into me and I focus every bit of it into my tear-bleary gaze. Her cheeks are so high, her jaw so strong, and her bared teeth gleam shockingly white and perfect as she sneers back at me.

“There: thus you shall remain whenever I am not feeding you, beating you, or harvesting your seed! And I trust this last will provide far more torture than pleasure for your hateful organ from now on. Once again I dare you to enjoy this small taste of your coming sacrifice, slave. But you will have to do it without me for now. I must bathe, and attend to all the chores I have neglected while capturing and dealing with you.”

Right before me this glorious Goddess strips completely naked. Taunting me with her flawless form and exquisite feminine divinity, she even removes her jewelry. Then for safety’s sake she takes up her spear and bow and leaves me to my relentlessly climbing agony. No doubt she’s headed for that heated pool and waterfall.

Seeking to bolster the sexual exaltation so necessary to me, I indulge in imagining her there as I writhe and sob and begin to sweat, gasping for each sip of smoky air.

I picture Brin standing under that natural shower, cool water cascading over her bulging muscles and enormous breasts. Sheeting every hard plane, it covers each hollow and convexity with a gleaming sheen. Conical nipples the size of my spread hand grow more pointed and pebbly than ever in the chill, and her big palms and fingers slowly rub and scrub everywhere. I even fantasize that bathing her has become my slave’s duty, and it’s my hands caressing every curve and cleansing any impurity. Soon I’m putting my tongue to work too, slavishly cleaning her most intimate areas. First the soles of her feet and between each toe, then the dewy crevice she’s soiled with my seed and finally even her excrement exit I scour assiduously in my madly worshipful way. I’m even able to pretend that the heat closing suffocatingly around me is not my sacrificial future but the steaming pool I kneel in, and Goddess’ hot piss as she towers above me and bathes my face with baptismal nectar.

Such fancies keep me reveling in my torture, at least until my beloved deity returns. Then I fill my eyes and mind with the glorious spectacle of her adorning her pristine nudity with gold and girding it with leather. After that though, I’m left to my own resources.

Ignoring me completely, Brin putters about in and out of the cave, attending to various mundane tasks. Afterward she spits a small bird over the fire beneath me, turning it while it cooks and leading me back to fantasize again about being impaled from both ends and slowly rotating for days. Only this time it’s not Rooni’s laughing face and sleek figure I see from my endlessly spinning perspective but that of my far more enthralling owner. And a short time later I imagine it’s not bird flesh she’s tucking between her lips but slice after slice of my incrementally severed cock – which indeed feels brown and crisped already. Thus I make it through the day with my exaltation intact, though by the time Goddess Brin finishes without feeding or relieving me in any way I’ve begun to scream helplessly in my excruciating torment.

As I might have expected however, this serves only as a soothing lullaby for my infinitely sadistic owner. Smirking with satisfaction at the way my breathless shrieks and babbling pleas are broken regularly by choking sobs and coughing, she dumps a load of slow-burning coal onto the fire and retires to that flowery bower. There she sleeps through the night peacefully while I strangle and roast and scream unceasingly. It’s not until well after dawn that she at last replaces this torture with another by proving the truth of her prediction: that riding my burned erection will be far more painful than pleasurable for me.

Still this is a kind of stimulation supremely more fitting for our relationship. And so of course, I treasure copulating with my Goddess more than ever despite the fact that each ejaculation might be the one that ultimately brings the hellish heaven of my ownership to its unspeakably hideous end. I can do nothing else of course, except to perhaps hope that the roasting of my gonads might sap the vitality of my seed, prolonging that end indefinitely. And so my abiding in the paradisiacal refuge of my outlaw owner proceeds much as it has begun.

Whenever she is not nursing me, riding me to yet another excruciating climax or diverting herself by torturing me in any number of insidiously inventive ways, Brin leaves me hanging over her fire by my neck and genitals. This constant roasting is ever more excruciating, giving me limitless opportunity to test the depth of my depravity. And though there are naturally occasions when my exaltation is exhausted and I suffer the horrors of my ever-closer execution without any redeeming arousal, I find my appreciation and stamina generally increasing with repetition. I even manage to lapse into unconsciousness occasionally once my sleep deprivation grows extreme enough to necessitate this – after all, I get almost no rest at any other time. The only exceptions occur in truly miraculous fashion, and in a way that offers a glimpse of the infinite bliss that only life with this Goddess in her wonderful hidden heaven can provide.

As I indicated, Brin still nurses me regularly, though the need to keep me fit has long since passed. She just values this pleasure too much to forgo it. And rather than cradle me on the hard ground as she did in that cave she now actually takes me into her sacred bower for this. Still cruelly hogtied, I get to lie in her arms in that hammock, swinging gently back and forth in a slow fluttering of scented petals as I empty one giant breast after another.

I almost dare to believe the bond developing between us is mutual at these times. Goddess will sigh and murmur and even moan as I suckle her, occasionally actually stroking me contentedly. She has even been known to fall asleep thus. Then I snuggle in between her breasts and immediately drop off myself, reliving that night of stolen heaven with a euphoria impossible to properly convey. Of course, Brin is invariably furious with us both when she awakes, and always punishes me extravagantly. Yet this is but another kind of delight for me, and so my veneration and love continue to exceed themselves by the day. The further fact that Brin now brings increasing vigor to her always agonizing ‘rapes’ of me even when not enraged or otherwise especially motivated is another surpassing joy in my life – and secret unlikely hope that she may eventually grow to cherish her possession of me in turn.

For the present she still emphatically intends to unman, sodomize and sacrifice me before feeding the bulk of my carcass to her pigs. So I continue to prepare myself and nurture my determination to go willingly to this end on my own terms. And in the meantime I ecstatically make the most out of every moment of the wonderfully torturous life I have left.







Chapter Seven Scheherazade 



Weathering the Storm

Often I’m left roasting alone for most of the day while Brin leaves the valley. She is loath to make too many meals from her tamed stock – these are a hedge against hard times. And so she makes frequent hunting and scouting trips, bringing home fresh meat while keeping an eye on her former people. As I had done in the cave, I worry terribly about her each time she goes out. And of course, she always returns safely to report that the search for me is as frustrated as ever. Then one morning she returns only a couple hours after setting out – and just ahead of a reef of threatening thunderclouds piling overhead. She remarks grimly to me as she tosses a sack of fruits and vegetables into her cave and goes to untie her hammock from the tree.

“It looks like the storms are returning, slave. The last few weeks of nice weather have been blessedly unseasonal. From hiding practically right beside them I overhead the most persistent of the hunters – Moba and the young one that has been lurking around the waterfall where I captured you – discussing this. They seem to think the break was a sign of Gora’s favor allowing them to find and seize you, and that now she grows angry at the failure of the hunt.”

Brin sneers at this.

“Moba is a fool. She attributes the drop of every leaf to some supernatural cause. Yet the young one is cunning beyond her years. She pays flattery to Moba’s pronouncements while keeping her own counsel. She will make a good leader some day.

“In any case, the storms will soon keep us shut in this valley, and the people in their own homes. We will have many tedious hours to fill. I will hear then of your experiences among the people, and everything you can tell me of the wider world. For now though enjoy your roasting, criminal. It may be some time before I can keep you suffering thus nearly all the while.”

Bundling up her bedding and taking it with her, Brin disappears into the protective confines of her cave. From inside she fixes a hide across the opening, sealing it against the coming storm. Left alone hanging and strangling and choking on coal smoke I do as I’ve been ordered to. I writhe in my bonds, sob at the heat searing me and fantasize about how much more extreme it will all be when I’m spitted lower over the coals and left to turn and turn and cook and cook until I’m a uniform crispy black. Before long the rain arrives though, heralded by crashing thunder and flashes of lightening. Flung almost horizontal by a murderous wind the water pelts so furiously down that even the great tree provides only pitiful shelter. The fire is quickly extinguished, and the thrashing branches jerk me wildly about, aggravating the agony of my bondage far worse than my most frenzied struggles. While at first cool and soothing on my badly burned hide, that drenching soon has me shivering in a far less welcome misery. Branches splinter and crash and fall all around me, making me both hopeful and fearful that the one suspending me will be the next to succumb. It never does, and battered thus by the elements I suffer severely for nearly the entire rest of the day. Yet around dusk an eerie calm suddenly falls: the quiet eye of the cyclone. During this brief lull Brin finally pulls aside that hide and emerges from her covert.

“I have need of you now, prisoner. And I mustn’t let the wind and rain weaken you unto death. You must join me to feed, and supply me with seed. But first you must urinate. I will not have you soiling my refuge from the weather.”

Brin takes me down, unties my genitals and carries me to the edge of the clearing. She lays me down on the muddy ground and steps aside to do likewise in this convenient lull. I want to tell her I would serve gladly as her chamber pot indoors, but my teeth are chattering too hard. In any case relief from all the agonies of suspension is so overwhelming that all I can do is groan and roll onto my side to empty myself. By the time I’ve finished my owner has as well. Rather than pick up my muddy body she merely fists a hand in my remaining hair and drags me across the slick ground after her. For the first time ever I’m privileged to enter her inner sanctuary.

This cave is slightly smaller than the previous one, though it also features an egress at the back. Unlike that lava tube the walls, floor and ceiling are rough and irregular, and dark gray granite rather than the fine-grained black of basalt. It is flickeringly lit by a small fire placed well back in that wide crack in the rear wall, where the smoke is obligingly drawn off into the depths of the mountain. As Brin secures the protective hide back over the entrance I note the other comforts stacked and scattered around.

To one side of the fire is the usual pile of fuel; on the other is another bed of deep-piled moss and furs. The waterskin has been brought in and sits next to that bulging sack of provender. Whittling projects and the products of other crafts lay here and there, especially chipped obsidian arrowheads and replacement shafts for that crossbow in various stages of completion. And as for weapons, in addition to that bow and her spear I finally see a firearm. Looking dusty and disused is a Spanish arquebus along with fine leather purses for powder, shot and wick. Seeing the direction of my gaze as she turns back from the door, Brin addresses this.

“Yes, that is one of the fearsome thunder-weapons the other white ones carried. None can understand how they function. Foolish Zela had them all thrown into Gora’s mouth, along with the bows when no one could master these either. I managed to preserve one of each. And in time I learned the use of the bow, which gives me great advantage over the others, both in hunting and avoiding the fire I’ve been condemned to.

“Tell me, prisoner: do you understand this thunder-weapon? Can you instruct me in its use, so that it belches terrifying flame and slays at a distance?”

Delighted to be of service but not wanting to raise inordinate hope I cautiously reply.

“Yes, Goddess, I can teach you to use this. But it is not really as effective a weapon as it seems. Its main benefit is the fear it instills. It takes so long to reload and is so chancy in its firing that in battle it can rarely be used more than once. And its accuracy is far less than your crossbow at any distance.”

Goddess Brin considers this. Then she shrugs.

“Still you will show me. These caused a slaughter among the people when they first appeared. I would have the use of it. It would be fitting and fine beyond words to use it to explode the head of Zela or Moba if they come calling.”

With that Goddess drops talk of weapons and unties me. She hobbles my ankles together and my hands in front of me with leather thongs and rolls me onto my back. Then she pulls the swatch of hide covering her pubis aside. Rather than drag me muddy and bloodied onto her bed she clearly means to take me right here on the punishing floor.

“Seed now!” Brin snarls, and slaps my eagerly swelling penis until it thrusts stiffly up. Then she mounts me for our usual brand of brutally uncompromising intercourse. Afterwards she nurses me and sets out a meal of fruits and tubers.

For once I’m allowed to feed myself, and I greedily eat my fill. We sup together in a silence I find quite companionable. First we had sex, which I swear Goddess Brin is coming to enjoy despite herself, judging by the vehemence of her thrusting and the occasional grunts that now escape her. Then we bonded over our always mutually enjoyable nursing. Now we share food: the oldest human ritual of all and a tacit acknowledgement of mutual dependency. The atmosphere between us is easier than ever. When we finish, Goddess sits cross-legged on her bed and initiates real conversation for the first time.

“Okay, slave, I would hear the story of how you came to this island and everything that happened to you here until I captured you.”

“Yes, Goddess.” I take a minute to compose myself and organize my thoughts. Should I include personal motivations, or let the crucial matter of the Lady Abigail wait? I decide upon the latter. Sitting upright with my bound legs stretched out and my hands in my lap, I begin.

“The white ones you have encountered before are known as the Spaniards. Sailing the oceans in their galleons, they have discovered new lands and civilizations. Conquering these by means of the weapons you now hold, they seized vast amounts of treasure and grew rich. My own people, the Dutch, engage mostly in peaceful trading with the people we encounter. It has been believed that this ocean contains a great landmass as yet unknown to any but its inhabitants. My ship was sent forth to find it. Yet I came not to seek plunder or trade but knowledge.

“You can see that I am no warrior. I am a scholar. Among much else I study the plants and animals of the Earth. Many of these fruits you have gathered are unknown to my people. The same is true of the big cat you call ‘knife-tooth’ and the giant lizards, and many other birds and beasts. I came to learn of these, and to carry the knowledge back to the lands of the whites. It is as you have said: those who do not wish to learn of the world are of little use to it. This is the whole purpose of my life: to learn new things and teach them to others.”

Brin nods approval at this, and shows no skepticism about my truthfulness. Encouraged, I go on to describe our voyage through storms and calms that took such a dreadful toll that we sped heedlessly toward the island upon sighting it. I tell about the shipwreck, how I became the lone survivor and how I reached the island at the very limit of my strength.

“I was found unconscious on the beach well after the ship disappeared into the sea. I was captured by the seaward patrol led by Moba. One member of the patrol was Rooni, the young hunter you have noted who pursues me with special talent and determination. Later I will explain the significance of this. Another that particularly pursues now is called Nera…”

“I know of Nera,” Brin interrupts, her face darkened with displeasure at the mention of Moba. “Go on. How did they greet your appearance?”

“With great exultation, Goddess. But when I grew erect in their presence they were enraged and most wished to slay me immediately.”

Worried about how Brin will take this tale, I nevertheless describe truthfully how Moba saved me; beat me, saved me again when my arousal returned, and yet again when I ejaculated on Nera. I explain the interpretation she put on my appearance, my knowledge of their language and my incorrigible deviance. Here again Brin interrupts to sneer at Moba.

“Have I not said she is foolish? Why did she not question you as I have done? There is no mystery to your arrival, or your knowledge of our tongue! I am sure your mad perversity is as easily explained. But at least her foolish fancies served to preserve you for me. Go on now!”

“Rooni asked how they might prevent the people from slaying me out of hand if I grew erect or even ejaculated again. Moba ordered the patrol to flaunt and garland and yet bind my erect penis, to preempt the former and prevent the latter.

“They would celebrate their return conspicuously to arouse enough curiosity to forestall the people’s rage and prepare them to accept Moba’s explanation. To make me erect again Moba degraded me: berating me and slapping me and spitting in my face while Aglon and Nera tortured my nipples and penis. I grew hard. Rooni bound my organs all about with a malvin vine just as you always do. Then she tested her work by pumping my penis with her hand. She giggled as she did so, and was so vigorous and playful I would have spewed again had I not been bound. She delighted in pleasuring me and did not stop until rebuked by Moba. I was then carried up from the beach to trial before High Priestess Zela and all the people.”

Faithfully I describe that terrifying journey, and then Moba’s speech and the geas that seemed to overcome me, bringing a begging for sacrifice and a promise of fecundity and triumph from Gora from my mouth. Once again Brin scoffs at all this.

“You are as big a fool as Moba if you think Gora spoke through you. Our scant people overrun the entire Earth, when we struggle to overcome a small ship full of armed men? What silliness! The more I hear of this, the more I will believe it portends nothing – not some great triumph or cataclysm, nor even any surety of conception on my part. Yet I have no doubt Zela seized on this nonsense to condemn you and stir all the people into a frenzy, yes?”

“You are right, Goddess. I was sent straight to the dungeon for breaking.”

Here I relate being made to watch sapphism, followed by my days of torture, starvation, sleep deprivation and dehydration, as well as the way this last was relieved. I explain how my craving for degradation and worship of dominant femininity led me to love this repellent baptism. And finally I have my chance to beg this sacrament of my glorious Goddess.

“You need never squat in the dirt or over a hole in the ground again, my Goddess. I would be honored and exalted to serve as your personal receptacle for the rest of my life. I would bathe in and imbibe your holy nectar forever with infinite blessedness.”

 

Goddess Brin actually laughs at this, the first sign of mirth or even good cheer I’ve ever seen in her. This is heartening indeed. But then she sends me into pulse-pounding, face-burning euphoria by actually smiling upon me.

“And so you shall! Not because you wish it, poor depraved criminal, but because it will be convenient and amusing for me to see a pathetic male greedily swilling my pee. You are a confounding treasure, you sick little thing! How I wish I could have seen the faces of Moba, Nera and the others at the way their attempts at breaking you continued to backfire! Tell me more, slave! What happened next?”

“Young Rooni came to watch over me during the night.”

For a moment I hesitate.

I promised not to betray her secret. Yet what harm could there be in telling Brin, whose heresy and even apostasy are so much more extreme? And what chance could there be of Brin ever denouncing her to the others? In the end I relate everything, even the love and obsession she inspired in me and my promise to surrender to her. Brin frowns meditatively.

“You did not keep this promise. Twice the opportunity was there. I was watching when the knife-tooth attacked, and Rooni was left in charge while idiot Moba led the others away. I might have slain Rooni and her companions and taken you then, but I feared the commotion of battle with the others so near. Then I almost had you when they left, but in my eagerness I was bitten by a spider and had to treat the wound and recover. Anyway, you also could have succumbed to her by the waterfall instead of seeking to escape. I am glad you did not, and I am intrigued that this formidable young hunter is a secret heretic and criminal. I will have to ponder that at length. But why did you not keep your promise to this ‘Goddess’ you so loved?”

“I was finally broken. What Moba described to me of the retribution terrifies and repels me still. Though I crave the unmanning and sacrificial fire beyond any understanding, I cannot bear the prospect of sodomy – even though Rooni came to me in a dream later and made me climax while subjecting me to it.”

Brin laughs again.

“You are the most bizarre male in existence, slave! Later we must unravel the mystery of your extreme criminality. But we are getting ahead of ourselves. Describe exactly to me how you were broken, how you fled the hunt to the creek and what you did between the time I almost had you and the moment I finally did.”

I do as I’m ordered to, at last reaching the thicket where I bedded down for the night. I include every detail of the dream that I can remember, as well as the fact that I’ve repressed the most crucial ones. When I tell of my certainty that it was truly Rooni invading my mind somehow, and voice my fear that she might use this ability to track me here, Goddess surprises me by not scoffing for once.

“There are tales of such talents among the people, some from respectable sources. I will credit this long before I will believe that Gora sent you here to raise us up or destroy us. Go on with the telling.”

When I explain how the unexpected recurrence of the dream caused me to stumble into a snare and reveal my location, and that Rooni was already close behind me, Goddess Brin nods decisively and gives me a hard look.

“She is indeed formidable, this one. She is far more fit to lead the hunt than Moba. It is too bad she did not succumb to temptation in the dungeon, couple with you and flee with you to join me. I would have gladly shared you with her to have her by my side. You must close your mind to her, do you understand? Do not think of her, even in passing.”

“You are all I think of now, Goddess: morning, noon and night. You are my entire world and the only being in it.”

“Good. I will see to it that I remain that way. How did you escape the snare?”

“I kept hold of the sharp stone. I used this to cut myself down. Then with Rooni close behind and the others encircling me I fled upstream. They would have had me at the waterfall had you not captured me first.”

“Indeed they would have.” Goddess cocks her head to listen to the still raging cyclone.

“That is enough for one night. Kneel worshipfully before me now to accept my sacrament. Then we will rest. I will learn more of your world, and what makes you so driven to sin another time.” She removes her loincloth completely and tosses it aside.

Immediately ecstatic, I scramble into position, my flushing face tipped reverentially up toward her and my penis climbing likewise. Colossal beyond depiction in the low-ceilinged cave, backlit by the flickering yellow flames, Goddess Brin looms over me like Gora herself. Though she smirks down with amused contempt at me waiting with my mouth stretched eagerly open, her warning grumble rumbles like the thunder from above.

“Don’t you dare spill any in here, pervert!”

She needn’t worry. Every shimmering golden droplet is more precious to me than diamonds. I moan enraptured as she squats and seals herself against me. Then it floods in: hot and salty and as desperately evocative as it is unspeakably noxious. Goddess actually giggles like Rooni (do not think of her!) as she peers down from her Olympian eminence at me gazing worshipfully up at her, ecstatically accepting her gift. Then she releases a tiny moan as I slavishly clean her genitals just as I’d dreamed about.

At last gorgeous Brin rises up and shoves me rudely onto my back. She is actually grinning as she straddles me and lowers herself.

“I mustn’t waste this maddened erection you’ve so obligingly provided me with. Every bit of seed I take from you hastens the day I can finally stop riding you and begin pounding my phallus into your secretly eager asshole!”

Bizarrely, the terror riding on this inevitability only increases my excitement. Nor am I the only one aroused.

Whether it is a result of my tonguing or some far more propitious development, Goddess Brin is wet and slick inside for the first time ever as she mounts me. And though even in my unprecedented exaltation it takes me quite a while to climax (due to our very recent coupling), she doesn’t slap or strangle or even snap at me to hurry up and finish. She just pumps ever more demandingly away at me, as unmindful of the scraping of that rough floor on her knees as I am of it on my backside. Panting and grunting with effort and (I dare to dream) enjoyment, she rides me furiously for over twenty minutes, those huge breasts slapping together just above me with the speed and power of her thrusts. When I at last ejaculate she sighs as if stopped short of some unconscionable pinnacle of her own and hogties me back up. Yet rather than return me to hanging from the tree or even shoving me back out the door into the storm she merely leaves me lying there on the floor when she retires to her bed.

My heart throbbing with love and hope, I listen to her breathing gradually slow and turn into contented snores. Once again though it’s a while before my euphoria abates enough to let my own great debt of rest overwhelm and carry me off after her.

Bathing Breakthrough

When I awaken the sound of wind-driven rain has gone. Brin is up and taking that protective hide down. I roll to get a better view and see dancing spots of sunshine playing over the fire pit and surrounding ground. The storm has moved on and left this island behind. A stiff breeze still tosses about the branches of thicket and trees, but the morning seems gloriously fair. Puddles and broken sticks are strewn about the muddy ground yet Goddess appears unconcerned about these as she drags me by the hair through the muck and over to her latrine. Lying on my side facing this I empty my swollen bladder. As soon as I have finished she tips me back onto my bound limbs and straddles my face.

Rather than lower herself to seal us hole-hole again, Goddess Brin just squats a bit. Spreading her thighs wide she sends a stinging stream of gold arcing down from on high to splatter exhilaratingly all over my eager features. Snickering at the way I stretch my neck and turn back and forth to let this more completely defile me before opening wide to catch what I can, she gloats her enjoyment at the spectacle I make.

“Yes, you love to be bathed in it even more than you do to directly imbibe! How unbelievably depraved you are! Wallow now on the piss-muddy ground, you disgusting pig!”

She leaves me lying there to do just that. And so I roll back over and squirm my burned front and hard prick into that stinking mud, plating myself liberally with it and enjoying the soothing cool. Soon I’m covered with soil and urine and stippled with decorative blossoms beaten from the trees by the recent storm.

Meanwhile Goddess Brin ignores me, passing in and out of the cave engaged in various small tasks. Minimally dressed once again she polices up belongings scattered by the wind and strings her hammock back up between the trees, turning it upside down to protect the fur from dripping leaves. Finally after a time inside she comes back out with her crossbow and food sack slung on her back, her spear in one hand and a number of restraints in the other.

Right away I expect to be hung over a fire again while she goes out scouting. But when my owner reaches me (quite a bit mud-smeared herself), she instead uses her dagger to cut free my bindings. These are promptly replaced by those leather hobbles. Then she loops that noose around my neck, but only to use as a leash. With this she drags me staggering to my feet.

“Come along, little pig. I must bathe and so must you, if you wish to properly enjoy your next roasting. Let us go to the pool.”

Rather regretting the coming loss of my fittingly ignominious befouling, I nevertheless trot excitedly along after her.

Bathing together is an inappropriate honor I thought never to be afforded me by my Goddess, regardless of any fantasies I might have entertained. Rainbows shimmer in the surrounding mist as we emerge from the thicket, and the brisk wind blows both this and spray from the waterfall against us. I shiver with the damp chill and keenly regret the diminution of the bright morning sun as we pass into that haze. Brin is untroubled however, leading me right through the thickening mist to the slick rocky brink of the pool. Setting her spear, crossbow, dagger and bag within easy reach, she steps still clothed into the steaming water. Tugging me in after her, she speaks a warning over the pattering of the fall.

“Stay away from the very center, slave. The bottom drops away into a deep hole, and it is very hot down there.”

Where the water near the edge rises to just above Brin’s knee, it is waist deep on me. Warm enough to make my badly burned genitals feel afire all over again, it would otherwise make for a perfectly relaxing bath. As Goddess ties my leash about a boulder and then moves forward to stand under the fall, I move cautiously in deeper and gingerly lower myself until I’m submerged to the neck.

Though I feel terribly scalded all over my front, it is something of a relief to be out of the wind. After a moment I begin to carefully rub the mud from myself, worsening that burning as I lose my protective crust. I can see what Goddess meant about properly enjoying my next roasting. Yet I can barely spare any attention for such a mundane thing as pain just now, or even the prospect of my eventual transcendent end. Right in front of me my fabulous deity is bringing the dim imaginings of my first day here to glorious life.

First she strips off her sandals and loincloth, washes and tosses them beyond the mist and spray to dry in the sun. Then with her divine lines softened a bit by the mist and her eye-searing nudity spectacularly accentuated by the gold and jewels adorning her, she begins to bathe with slow leisure and obvious sensual enjoyment.

Oh, that falling water cascades over her muscles and curves in a way that puts my fantasies to shame! Oh, her hands slowly slip and slide over sublime surfaces and creep into blessed crevices I would barter my soul a million times over to explore myself! And as the grime of an unworthy world is slowly sluiced away, that magnificent brown-skinned body is revealed bit by bit in all its flawless perfection. I’m so enamored by this spectacle that I’m barely aware of the extruded stone of my lava-hot erection and am sinfully neglecting my own ablutions. But at last with a start I stir myself from enthrallment and hurry through the rest of my own hygiene.

I finish by dunking completely under and scrubbing what hair remains to me thoroughly. Despite the loss of my condign covering of Goddess-piss and dirt, being clean for the first time since the hunt began is a wonderful feeling. It reminds me with surprising poignancy of my debt to the Lady Abigail for instilling this appreciation in me along with so many unimaginably perverse and rewarding others. But when I raise my head again and blink the water from my eyes, all thought of my former spouse is effaced from my awareness. She cannot, could not ever even begin to compete with the divinity I see before me.

Emerging pristine clean from the waterfall, gleaming wet and wreathed with steam as though she were Venus herself rising from the surf, is my own personal Goddess of Love. Yet Brin is also the embodiment of Minerva, Mars, Pluto, Juno, Jove and Neptune and the entire pagan pantheon right up to Gora herself, in whose blessed crevice we are currently sequestered.

Looming lovely and gigantic above me, this beautifully intimidating epitome of sacred femininity closes in on me with an unfamiliar little smile playing about her lips. Wordlessly she lays hold of my leash and pulls me to the side of the pool, where she pushes me down to lounge sitting half-upright on a handy stone seat: a kind of natural cathedra partially submerged in that bath. Still without speaking and with that incredibly beguiling little smile she swings astride and she sits right down atop me: crushing, dwarfing and mounting me simultaneously.

Everything about this situation is madly erotic beyond words: her smiling silence and the sultry heat enveloping us; the squeaky fresh cleanliness of our skin after such prolonged crusting and the paradisiacal setting particularly. But most arousing of all is our unprecedented proximity. Not since my night of stolen heaven have we been pressed closer together along so much of our bodies. Erected by their wetness in the chill of the breeze, those huge nipples atop gargantuan breasts are bracketing my face. Yet even this is not the primary benefit of our positioning. The penetration provided is greater than ever before, and Goddess Brin gasps at last with clearly unmistakable pleasure as she squirms a bit on my oh-so deeply embedded urgency. Then still without speaking she begins slowly riding me.

This is not the methodical, going-through-the-motions mechanics of before but a deliberate attempt to savor every nuance. Perhaps the warrior we do not speak of sent her a revealing dream of her own. Or perhaps merely pondering her heretical example overnight has motivated my deity to accept and acknowledge the possibility of sexual pleasure being had through coupling with one of the contemptible gender. In any case, as she pumps herself against me with slow deliberation, Goddess Brin moans just the tiniest bit, as if perhaps I was nursing at her breast again. This thought and their maddening proximity to me give rise to a reckless daring. Without any order or invitation I extend my tongue and begin licking one of those thumb-sized tips: not suckling as though seeking nourishment but just further wetting and flicking it in the way Abigail used to demand during foreplay.

Rather than punish this unthinkable initiative Goddess gasps again and permits it, her rhythm finally speeding up a bit. Encouraged and exalted I begin to nibble with my lips, deftly making love to one after another of those erogenous monsters in a way no woman can resist. In response Goddess growls deep in her throat and accelerates her pace still further. Before long she’s crushing me to the stone and lunging and plunging against me with a fervor to match her most sadistic or enraged rape ever. Yet this time it is the unrelenting pursuit of pleasure that drives her. Hot water sloshes all around us as she grunts with feral demand, gasps at the rocking of my cock so deep inside her, squeezes out moans through gritted teeth and finally uses me as far more than a merely temporary sperm reservoir.

Oh, if only I could accommodate my Goddess in her undoubtedly unconscious quest of climax! Alas I am only a mortal man, and this experience is far too intense for me. I can endure no more than ten minutes of such unmitigated heaven. Before I can elicit even one involuntary cry of need from her, my divine owner’s passionate attack and wildly inspired rhythm wring that seed from me in a convulsive throe of shuddering and pumping that leaves me weeping with its combination of ecstasy and inadequacy.

Perhaps Brin is truly unaware of what she is missing. That seems unlikely. After all, she has had a child already and has surely indulged in the sisterly orgies that accompany each sacrifice. Perhaps instead she remains unwilling to accept such a culmination from sex with a criminal male, regardless of the recent erosion of her reserve. In any case, though she’s panting with wasted effort clearly tinged by disappointment, she still says not a word to me as she climbs off and sinks into the heat of that luxurious bath herself.

Unwilling to risk tainting what we have shared, I too remain silent but for post-coital panting. I merely slump down in that seat until I’m submerged to the chin. Goddess Brin likewise makes herself comfortable among the rocks. Then without referring in any way to what has just occurred she breaks her silence at last.

“It is pleasant here in the pool. We will remain for a while. Pass me something to eat from the bag and take some food for yourself. Then tell me of the world you come from. I would hear more of these bastard Spaniards, and of your own people. Tell me about these great ships that you voyage in and the lands that you have visited.”

So for the second time I find myself delivering a wide-ranging discourse on geography, zoology, history, politics and contemporary society. This time my audience is far more attentive and appreciative – no doubt due to the lack of sexual pretext. For hours we lounge in the hot pool, sharing knowledge and food. From Brin’s occasional interjections I learn that she was the greatest leader of the hunt in memory, and that she rallied the Amazons to defeat the most recent Spanish invaders when all seemed lost. Her great size, spectacular endowment and status had her slated to eventually replace the elder Zela as High Priestess until she conceived and bore a son.

At this point I learn of the fate of male babies: they are taken by a treacherous path up to the very summit of the volcano, the most sacred place on the island. There they are thrown alive into the caldera, just as the Spaniards’ incomprehensible weapons were: tossed straight into Gora’s mouth. Weakened by the traumatic birth process which had imparted such value to its result for her regardless of gender, Brin had been unable to forestall this – or forgive it.

In any event, the one subject we still skirt is the one my other audience was most eager to explore: relations between men and women. Despite her stated determination to unravel the mystery of my perversity (and the secret agenda even now cohering within me), my Goddess gives me no opportunity to introduce the topic of the deviously deviant Lady Abigail. After one last seminar on the sizes of the armies that have swept across history – these confirming for Brin the idiocy of Gora’s supposed prophecy – she rises from the pool at last.

“Come, slave. I can taste another storm on the way. Let’s get you hanging over your fire until it arrives. I don’t want you ever to forget the fate that awaits you as soon as I am with child. You will lose your precious genitals, you will roast to death slowly, you will fatten my pigs and yes, you will take my giant cock until whatever sick dreams you have indulged in become an intolerable living nightmare!”

This last promise makes me quake and shudder and flame with shame, both at once and for all the long hours that I’m soon hanging in agony over the smoldering coal. It also inspires a different determination in me than my previous plan to somehow embrace this.

The last day and more have suddenly opened a new hope, one I once surely would have scoffed at. But perhaps I can exploit these recent cracks in my Goddess’ magisterial reserve. Perhaps she can learn to value me as more than just a temporary source of sperm. Perhaps through repetition she can find the forbidden pleasures of male-female sex as fascinating as that other unnamed Goddess, and as addictive as my former wife. Who is to say she might not eventually find these pleasures as difficult to give up as nursing or even childbirth? And as for that last, why should she be satisfied with a single offspring amid all the dangers of the world when I could sire any number of them for her? Might it not be possible to convince Brin to postpone my execution even after she conceives, first until a successful birth and maybe even indefinitely? As much as some part of me yearns for that severing and sacrifice, a greater part still dreads the rest of my sentence. And I am supremely enchanted with Gora’s corporeal incarnation. I am in no hurry to enter the eternal service of her actuality.

I must take every opportunity to continue to ingratiate myself. Through subtle suggestion and daily demonstration I must advertise my fitness as a submissive slave-mate for her, and not just a convenient supplier of seed to be discarded as easily as an empty packet. And what better chance to both advertise that fitness and stir her nascent passions than when we at last explore the genesis of my perversity?

The Arabic classic A Thousand and One Nights comes to mind.

I must play Scheherazade for this Goddess: spinning out my existence with stories designed to beguile and seduce her until she can’t bear to dispose of me. After all, I have whatever is left of my depraved life to enjoy the delights of roasting, whether I’m ever cooked and fed to pigs or not. This is what I decide as I choke and writhe and cough and scream, and hang tortured from the neck and genitals over burning coal for all the long hours of yet another afternoon, evening and interminable night. I must be Scheherazade.

A Dozen and One Days

Brin’s uncanny nose for the weather proves accurate. In the morning thunderheads pile up again. She sits up in her hammock and sniffs the air. Then she swiftly climbs that tree to get a better sense of the sky and wind currents. When she drops back down to where I hang in half-strangled agony she nods grimly at me.

“I was right: the storms are returning. And this will be no swiftly passing cyclone. We are in for a sustained disturbance this time, like the ones that beset your vessel and starved and sickened you. Hang there and savor your last hour of burning criminal. I must coax one of my birds back here so I can slaughter it away from the others. We don’t want to suffer similarly.”

Taking up her weapons, Goddess Brin departs.

By now I’ve reached that state of excruciation where all exaltation and even rational thought has departed. Even my ability to scream has been exhausted. Gasping sporadically at the smoky air, all sweat and tears long since seared out of me, I can only dangle by the neck and sex organs and wonder how I’ll ever preserve my arousal through several consecutive days of far worse, cumulatively increasing and finally fatal roasting. Then even in my derangement that recently conceived hope returns, and with fresh urgency. Surely now I will have the chance to put my plans into action…

Brin returns by and by. Leading a flightless bird nearly as tall as myself, she quickly kills and dresses this, wrapping the liver in leaves to preserve it. She has also harvested a fresh sack of fruit and greens. Stowing all this food in the cave, she at last comes to collect me as well. The first raindrops are pattering down as she carries me still agonizingly hogtied inside.

Goddess sets me down close to her bed and fixes that hide across the door. Then she eyes me critically in the dimness.

“You are in no condition for long speeches. You must nurse and rest until your strength returns. And I was awake long into the night as well, digesting all that you have told me. Come, let us recline together. Later will be soon enough to explore the sources of your deviance.”

Goddess lies on her bed and beckons to me.

“Join me, slave. Show me how you managed to creep into my sleeping arms before.”

This order is given not with a glower but an amused quirking of the lips. My heart soars at yet another gesture of possible friendliness, and I fight back my comprehensive pain and debilitation to roll and squirm up onto those furs and next to her.

“Well done,” Goddess laughs, before briefly turning stern again. “Just never do it without orders, criminal!”

She gathers me into her arms and pulls me to her breast. Without any further words necessary I begin to nurse urgently, my need for fluids extreme. Goddess murmurs and sighs, moans and strokes me. I even feel her hand sliding exploratively up and down the terribly burned shaft of my erection. Yet for once she doesn’t take advantage of this. Nestled together in that womb that seems to be remaking both of us, we soon drop off to sleep together. And for the first time Goddess is not enraged upon awakening with me in her bed and arms: a further impossibly hopeful development. Instead she again strokes me into swift hardness, exploring texture and resilience as if this is the first real penis she’s had leisure to examine. Perhaps it even is. Grinning finally at the inseparable agony and ecstasy in my hissing and keening, she at last uncouples my ankles and wrists and rides me right there in her bed.

Again she takes her time; again she’s already slick inside. And again she exhibits reluctant but irrepressible pleasure in sex with me. And of course, again the excruciation in my penis and my blessedness at such intimacy with a divinity brings me to orgasm before she can approach one of her own. I must manage to do better!

After riding me Goddess Brin pees in me. Then she unties me completely and hands me a hollow gourd.

“Relieve yourself in this, slave. Then fling the waste far out the door and to the side where the rain will wash it away.”

This I do, my movements somewhat stilted by the odd novelty of not being bound in any way. The implied trust in this heartening. And when I return to see that my owner has part of that bird already roasting I get another welcome demonstration of her confidence in me.

“Now, slave, while that cooks you will show me how to use this weapon.”

She places the arquebus on the floor between us, along with the accompanying pouches. Slowly and carefully and with exaggerated unmenace to my movements, I show Brin how to load and prime the weapon, and fix the wick over the powder in the pan. I explain the necessity of protecting everything from moisture and the difficulty in lighting the wick without a ready source of flame. Being already skilled in starting fires by striking flint with the steel of her dagger, Brin shows little concern about this. By the time our meal is ready she pronounces herself satisfied.

“It is good. Now I shall have another fitting surprise for Moba if she ever succeeds in finding me. Come, let us eat. Then I will want to know why you become so inflamed with lust whenever you are bound, beaten or abused.”

Over dinner I timidly ask Goddess why her people do not even use the primitive bows employed by mankind since even the most ancient times, or slings for that matter. She shrugs and then sneers in response.

“Until the whites came we never had need of such things. Food was everywhere for the taking, and the bola was enough. And it was considered shameful to attack in battle while standing safely off at a distance. Even spears were rarely hurled, except at dangerous animals. Thus we were hard put to it when these Spaniards arrived. And when none could figure out their projectile weapons, stupid Zela reaffirmed this judgment and made it a crime to even try.”

She laughs again with satisfaction.

“Now none dare approach me and all go in fear that I will slay them from hiding. Wait until I blast them with fire and thunder and iron! Another reason for those fools to rue not elevating me and robbing me of my child! Their entire religion seems ever more misguided to me now. Gora is just a fire-mountain no different from any of the others you have told me of, and men are just beasts depraved by their penises. I’ve even come to believe that your sex can be tamed of their raping ways, and learn their proper place groveling worshipfully at our feet. You are certainly proof of this even in your appalling criminality. Perhaps the two are even connected. If we take men as babes and raise them properly, surely they can eventually be reintegrated into society. There is no need to try to wipe them all out.”

Naturally my heart is soaring at hearing all this apostasy – though the heresy that Gora is no more than an ordinary volcano fills me with unease. I still cannot accept this, ironically enough. Which of us is the atheistic philosopher and which the superstitious primitive? Nevertheless, this lessening of her general antipathy toward men bodes very well for me. And then at last the opportunity to execute my designs arrives. Brin drains the last of the water from her cup and pushes aside the remains of our meal.

“Let us discuss this. I wish to know from whence comes your mad lust for suffering.”

“It comes from my former mate, Goddess: the woman I married back in Amsterdam, the licentious city I told you about. From the night of our wedding on, she made sure to link any sexual pleasure whatsoever to her complete domination of me.”

And so at last I explain all about the imperious yet devilishly playful Lady Abigail. I tell about enduring sex in the inferior position, about suffering bondage and discipline, about orally servicing her booted feet, nipples and vagina and even her open cuckoldry of me. Of course, this recital casts little light on how I’ve come to crave such treatment, yet Goddess is fascinated nonetheless. She wants to hear detailed accounts of all my wife’s exploits. And so the stage is most fortuitously set for my performance as Scheherazade.

For nearly two weeks straight the rain pours continuously down, confining my Goddess and me to the cave. Cozily sequestered together, I pass the time for her by telling tale after carefully embroidered tale of my wife’s ever increasing perversities – and of my own complicity in them, all conspiring to create my immoderate addiction to subjugation by women. And true to my intentions the intimacy between us grows apace.

Some of this is down to the mere closeness of confinement, with constant sharing of meals, nursing, chamber pot service and sex adding to the endless titillating talk to strengthen the growing bond between us. Yet true to my hopes it is in this last arena that the most significant progress is made.

Added to the example of that other heretical Amazon, Goddess Brin now hears a glut of situations in which other women delight and revel in sexual congress with men – all in the context of ever more outrageous domination. In reaction her enjoyment of coupling becomes ever less reluctant. Each tale of sadistic sex arouses her more, and every time she mounts me now she is wet and receptive inside. Soon she even begins acting out each story at its conclusion: prefacing her attempts at impregnation with slavish bouts of oral service and constantly worsening thrashings. Forgotten are her intentions to learn how men may be best integrated anew into society and she begins indulging in sexual domination purely for its own sake. Finally, her hesitance to appreciate the pleasures of intercourse with me disappears completely – though I still have yet to hold out long enough for her to experience an orgasm of her own. Still this is all unbridled ecstasy for me of course, especially when Goddess at last gives in to the simple animal comfort of regularly sharing her bed with me. She never knows when she might be impelled to beat and belittle and ride me after all. Still always tightly hogtied, I begin spending each night wrapped in her arms, my face nestled between those enormous breasts and her hand occasionally stroking me to hardness out of simple fascination with my equipment.

Truly I have found paradise at last. And yet hell still awaits me. Despite all we now share, Goddess continues to give no indication that she’s reconsidering my eventual fate. She still means to sodomize and roast me as soon as she conceives. At last I decide to tempt the former and far more terrifying fate even further by delivering the one tale I’ve held back. There is little logic in this, yet something more self-flagellating in me than ever compels me to the attempt. Nothing else seems likely to convince her to keep me alive. And so stretched out on Goddess’ bed with my legs bound out straight and my tied arms awkwardly contorted under me while she lounges on her side and idly traces my brands with a finger, I respond to my owner’s prodding for another story by relating the most upsetting one of all.

Earthshaking Events

I’m bound tightly spread-eagled by heavy ropes of fine white silk – quite an expensive indulgence in these times of declining treasury. Though the huge canopied feather bed is normally as soft and comfortable as lying on a cloud, the relentlessly rocking pressure crushing my buttocks into it is exhilaratingly painful. The skin of my ass is whipped raw and the muscle of it deeply bruised by endless swats and slashes of paddle, riding crop and coachman’s whip. Though my wrists and ankles are also abraded raw, I can’t help still wrenching futilely at those ropes. Seated astride me wearing only black boots and elbow-length gloves, a skimpy matching corset crimping in her midriff and a narrow black mask bound about her eyes, Lady Abigail is crying out with breathless ecstasy as she drives us both wildly on toward yet another exquisitely rewarding mutual orgasm.

Her powdered-white skin is rosily flushed, and her sapphire-blue eyes blaze demandingly down at me through the holes in her mask. Her piled-high golden-blonde hair is escaping in flaxen strands everywhere and her aggressively protuberant little breasts bounce and fly wildly about as her maddened rhythm climbs in an ever-accelerating crescendo. The fit of my raging cock inside her is incredibly tight, and as it’s stropped ever more frenziedly back and forth I groan and keen in the desperate effort required to withhold ejaculation. Finishing before she is able to will bring unthinkably dire consequences – this I know from regrettable experience.

It’s an extremely near thing. But at last my wife’s cries scale up into hopelessly immodest shrieks. Her manic rhythm dissolves into an irregular and galvanic jerking of the hips. Released from obligation at last I cry out helplessly myself as the stuff of me pumps convulsively into her. Joined at the genitals in a surpassingly powerful apotheosis, we ride out the throe together until at last lapsing into heavily panting aftermath. Once she regains her breath however the Lady Abigail doesn’t just leave me lying there helplessly bound and spent while she goes to bathe as she so often does. Instead she merely sits back upright, crushing me more painfully into the mattress than ever as she grins devilishly down at me.

“That was close, wasn’t it, darling? You very nearly let me down again.”

“But I didn’t, my love,” I groan, twisting against those ropes. I know it’s useless to beg for release. Abigail will untie me when she’s damn good and ready, and not before. Pleading will only cause her to endlessly postpone that moment. Reading my distress, she laughs wickedly.

“Struggle all you want, husband. Those ropes are of the finest Chinese silk. And speaking of the Orient, I heard of the most delightful Japanese invention recently. Ladies of the court over there have an implement called the harigata. Have you ever heard of it?”

Reduced to playing her game, I subside submissively and answer in the negative.

“Well it’s a kind of fake penis carved from ivory. You know, like those women who have fewer options than I in the absence of their husbands use to pleasure themselves. Except that it’s actually two penises joined at the base in a kind of U-shape. The woman slides one penis into her vagina, which holds it in there admirably. The other half then curves up from her crotch just as if she had an erection herself. Only this penis is as hard as bone; it never goes soft and it never spurts prematurely.”

Abigail’s grin is now fiendish in the extreme, and she goes to pinching, pulling on, and even twisting my nipples. 

“The way I understand it, these women use this harigata to have sex with their chambermaids – or their girlfriends. Apparently the way that harigata rocks and thrusts inside them as they act out the male role brings them to climax even more quickly than the best conventional sex with their husbands. Some become so enamored by this they never touch their husbands again. And some actually use this on their husbands themselves, making them play the female role – whenever, say, they disappoint them by ejaculating too early.

“I wonder what it would take to get one of these. And I wonder how one would feel, rocking about inside me as I punished an errant husband. I believe I should look into this, don’t you? I think it might cure you of spurting too early altogether. And I think it might be fun to make a regular part of our wonderfully rewarding lives regardless…”

At this point my recitation falters. My face unaccountably flaming, I look timidly up at the Goddess looming gigantically just above me. She has stopped tracing my brands and is now sliding one finger slowly up and down the straining, almost ivory-hard underside of my impossibly intense erection.

“So you see now why Moba was able to break me. I was horrified of this possibility long before I washed up on this island. And the size of the stone phalluses they all mean to use on me are so terrifyingly huge that I shudder to even think of them. This is why I couldn’t surrender to the young one despite all she came to mean to me. Please, my Goddess, I beg you: sacrifice me if you must. Appropriate my potency and feed the rest of me to your pigs. But please don’t rape me in that terrible way. I can’t stand it, and I truly don’t deserve it.”

“Yes you can, and yes you do!” Goddess calmly contradicts me, still gently, unbearably stimulating my hugely significant and unconscionably throbbing erection.

“I understand you better than you do yourself, male. Some unacknowledged part of you craves this ultimate subjugation as fiercely if not more than the rest of you resists it. Why else did you describe to me in exacting detail this phallus that will make your rape so much more rewarding for me? Surely you knew the first thing I would do upon the weather clearing is go out hunting for one of the rare and stunted forest elephants that survive on this island.

“I cannot wait to take a tusk and begin shaping such a wondrous device! And surely you have not forgotten how you climaxed while experiencing this ‘outrage’ in a dream you stupidly insist you cannot remember and that could not have originated with you. Your secret unwilling excitement knows no bounds, or why are you so incredibly erect right now? You crave your coming rape more than I look forward to performing it – and believe me, my anticipation is extreme after hearing of this harigata. If I cannot climax by riding your pitiful little penis then perhaps that will do the trick. For now though I will have to be satisfied with just taking your seed as usual. The sooner your offspring is swelling my belly, the sooner I can climax and the sooner all your maddest fantasies will be fulfilled!”

Alas, what idiocy is mine! This latest ploy has backfired spectacularly, as I surely must have known it would. She still means to slay me and is now more inspired than ever to violate me. Nevertheless I refuse to accept Goddess’ interpretation of this. Whatever my achingly hard cock might say, the rest of me still harbors nothing but shrieking horror at the prospect of sodomy. For the moment though I have all I can handle as Goddess swings astride me. With no beating or belittling (or even long description of either) to prime us first, my gargantuan owner is bursting with a zeal like I’ve never seen in her. She may as well be my sex-addicted former wife as she eagerly mounts me. Inspired by her intentions to a passion for this less dominant act that surpasses anything she’s yet achieved, she flings herself into copulation with a simply maniacal determination. It’s as though she’s out to prove Lady Abigail’s zest for pleasure as pitifully mortal and limited as her ideas of bondage and discipline.

Crushed into moss and fur I’m ridden like never before. Yet now I have an additional incentive to hold out until my taker finally finishes: the same one my wife intended to hold over me. If only I can at last manage to provide my Goddess with a climax by conventional means she might never feel driven to attempt that unspeakably horrific kind of sex.

As hopes go this is thin to the verge of nonexistence. Yet it’s all I have left. And so I squeeze shut my eyes, deliberately denying myself the sight of all those Herculean muscles bunching and flexing, that exotically alluring head-crest standing tall atop that gleaming skull, the demanding passion blazing from that divine countenance and especially the incredibly arousing display of those mammoth mammaries flying all about just above my captive face. I try to think of the horror that will ensue should I continue to fail her, but this paradoxically makes my face flush hotter, my heart pound harder and my sweetly encased and relentlessly stimulated erection throb and strain more fiercely than ever. With a conflicted sob I wrench my thoughts to that terminal burning instead, yet this is nearly as erotically evocative. Finally, I can only begin praying fervently to Gora, distracting myself from ever-accumulating ecstasy with a constantly repeating mental mantra: don’t let me come, don’t let me come, don’t let me come, please don’t let me come! And in my extremity she answers.

Even as her embodiment atop me at last begins shrieking and jerking just like my former spouse always did, even as I scream and erupt myself in indescribably powerful convulsions, the mountain itself convulses in concert with us. The Earth is shaking, the entire island wracked by tremors such as it’s rarely known since the hunt and sacrifice were first begun.

Whether this is in celebration or condemnation of our long-delayed consummation or even a signal that seed and egg have finally come successfully together is open to interpretation. Perhaps it is merely coincidence, as the skeptic obliviously screaming and jerking atop me will no doubt maintain. Whichever the case, either I have just hastened my translation into fiery eternal service or possibly prolonged it indefinitely. Only coming events will tell.







Chapter Eight Intimations 



Coincidental Hunts

The following morning brings sunshine, and of similar sorts the storms have ended at last, and for good this time – at least according to Brin. This is not just an anomalous clear spell like that which greeted my arrival but an honest change of season. Likewise my Goddess herself is absolutely radiant. Lighthearted and filled with delight like I have never seen her, she is glorious euphoria simply for me to behold – at least until she explains the reasons for this.

“I think you’ve finally fulfilled your purpose, slave! Thanks to the way you recommended the perfect phallus for me to use on you, I was so excited last night that I had my first climax since the sacrificial orgy that led to my lost child.

“Ah, that was an occasion! I led the hunt of course, and brought down the cursed Spaniard myself. It was I who severed the last scrap of his manhood, took his bleating virginity with my giant stone penis and benefitted immeasurably from his appropriated potency! Then I had my fill of anyone I wanted while he roasted. Oh, that would have been a strong and vital offspring like no other! I still can’t believe he was taken from me. Yet now thanks to your unbelievably shameful needs, I believe I’ve conceived again.

“At the moment the world shook around us like a mere echo of my orgasm, I swear I felt your seed finally fertilizing me. I am now with child; I just know it – though it will be a few weeks before we can be absolutely sure. You have that long to enjoy the virginity of your ass, the use of your prick, and life itself, slave.

“In the meantime, I need to get out after the ivory for the wonderfully potent and rewarding erection I’m going to use on you. Oh I can’t wait to feel it rocking about inside me as I pound it in and out! You just made that sound so exciting!

“To kill a tusked one is forbidden – they are sacred to Gora for some silly reason – but that will not stop me. And while I am hunting, we need to get you back hanging over your fire again. It has been too long since I smelled your singing hair and heard your strangled screams. And soon you will be shriven, cored out and spitted and roasting over my fire for real, prisoner! Slowly you will sizzle and brown and spit your fat into the flames for days of intolerable suffering! Think on that while you hang from your precious penis and scream at the searing heat, you ridiculously perverted little shit! You will die in the worst way imaginable and then fatten a bunch of pigs while I dine on your delicious gonads.”

Predictably Goddess Brin has refused to read any portents into that earthquake. She dismisses the possibility of supernatural agency and frankly doesn’t care if Gora is sentient or displeased or not. She has long since renounced any allegiance to her. Now she sallies excitedly forth to commit a crime nearly as heinous as taking me to breed with in the first place. With a totem of Gora’s most cherished intermediary sprouting from her groin she will then perform the most insupportable horrors on me. And I can only hang helplessly and watch her go, suffering the first familiar inroads of the agony that portends my now swiftly approaching execution.

Goddess takes the arquebus with her: evidence if it were needed that this will be her most dangerous errand yet. Watching her disappear into the thicket, I know I should be hoping that this time she falls prey to misadventure and never returns. I would still die terribly of course – probably from dehydration once that fire falls to ash with no one to stoke it. Yet at least I would be spared that slow and fatal roasting, and the sodomy Goddess keeps gloating about.

Once again however logic and reason hold no sway over my madness. I simply love this incomparably wondrous being too much. I want to spend every second possible in her glorious presence, even if the last days of it prove terrible beyond bearing. Plus I simply can’t stand the thought of her losing her life by some unfortunate happenstance now that true happiness is within her grasp. I want her to bear my child, even if I never get to see it, and have them live long and gloriously here in this hidden island Eden. And yes, as smoke and heat and gravity begin to once again torture me abominably, I still somehow yearn to experience the fitting and apocalyptic thrill of a flaming blade slowly unmanning me, and then take my leave of the world by turning slowly and inexorably over an unimaginably excruciating bed of smoldering coal.

As for that other unspeakable ordeal ahead, I actually begin to wonder how Goddess Brin will look with a giant erection curving up from her crotch – not clumsily girded by leather like the others but a seemingly seamless extension of her own heavenly sex organs. No doubt she will be an absolutely terrifying vision of power and vengeance. Sadistically inspired beyond anything she’s presented yet, she will appear more Goddess-like and omnipotent than ever, closing in on my cruelly shriven, insanely shrieking helplessness with the intent to use all the maleness she’s taken from me and more to subject me to the same trauma women have suffered at the lust of men for eons. I try to tell myself these fancies are just distraction from worries for her, but again my doomed erection feels hard as carven marble, straining ever more adamantly toward the fire torturing it without any gently stroking finger this time.

More miserably conflicted than can be expressed by any language, I strain at my hogtying and mewl pitilessly in my absurd predicament. I can’t stand these speculations yet can’t stop dwelling on them. And so the hours drag interminably by, my emotional suffering constantly challenging that inflicted by those thorny vines suspending me and the portentous yet relatively weak fire roasting me. Soon the universal burning that had finally just healed up has my skin so evocatively seared dry and red again from knees to chin, and the tender head of my member flaming so ferociously that the friction of sex – if my owner ever chooses to indulge in this again now that my seed has almost certainly been planted in her – will once again prove as excruciating as it is enjoyable. And still I scream and writhe and descend into ever more perverse and delirious fantasies, until I can acknowledge the details of these no easier than I can recall the most momentous elements of that dream I experienced in the thicket. It’s not until evening is drawing down and that fire has finally subsided into barely flickering life that Goddess Brin at last returns. And of course, she brings with her the object of my reluctant obsession: the sacred bone to which she soon intends to subject me.

This is indeed the tusk of an elephant, though much smaller and more sharply curved than those found in the jungles of Africa or even India. Goddess’ description was accurate: the breed of pachyderm on this island is severely stunted compared to its relatives. How she can know this when the world beyond its shores is mostly unknown to her is a mystery. Yet it’s not one I feel compelled to pursue. I’m so relieved and yet chagrined, so terrified and yet shamefully excited by her reappearance carrying that thick and portentous curve of ivory that I have no attention to spare for anything else. And my owner’s satisfaction has an unaccountably grim tinge to it as she sets down her weapons and reports.

“You are not the only one putting silly interpretations on that earthquake, slave. The hunt for you is getting desperate. It is not just the chosen one hundred any more. I swear every able-bodied warrior is out scouring the island for you. Now that the weather has cleared the entire people have turned out. They all believe Gora is furious with them. In addition to that earthquake, smoke is rising now from her cone for the first time since I was a child. I had quite a challenge avoiding them all while I hunted the elephant.

“In fact they very nearly caught up with me after I slew it – the beast bellowed and trumpeted like I little expected when it felt the bite of my spear. I barely had time to take the tusk and slip away before they converged on me.”

Goddess shrugs with remarkable nonchalance.

“They were perfectly furious when they found the carcass. I could hear them cursing me and swarming through the jungle looking for me even though they know my bow is deadly at more than a hundred paces. What they don’t know is how lucky they were not to find me, now that I have this thunder-weapon as well! But here I am home at last, and with ivory for carving my new cock. Oh, I can’t wait to try it out! I must begin shaping this immediately.”

Shaping the Future

Goddess Brin piles more coal on the dying fire, spreading it evenly under me. Then she takes out her dagger. Leaving me hanging there to roast worse than ever, she makes herself comfortable nearby. After turning that tusk this way and that to gauge the best way to begin, she settles down to the slow work of carving. After a time she starts commenting casually to me, as if this was just another conversation, and I was not writhing and screaming in hopelessly aroused agony while she crafted the monstrous phallus needed for my pre-sacrificial rape.

“This is a wondrous material, slave! I have worked bone before, but never ivory. It has a lovely fine grain that will allow me to craft exquisite detail. If I stain this to match my skin afterward, you will be hard-pressed to tell it isn’t actually a part of me. Just picture me looming over you with a giant, beautifully realistic cock curving up from my crotch! You know, I believe I’ll make you kneel and suck on it, just like in your dream – or maybe even rape your face whenever I tire of your ass. Maybe if you suck it lovingly enough and pray especially fervently to me the magic will actually happen, and then I can pump vile spew into you with every climax. Won’t that be thrilling beyond words for you, pervert?”

Still brimming with immense good cheer, Goddess laughs at my choking, horrified sobs. Then she continues sawing off that tapered end, ensuring that insertion won’t be easy on me no matter which side she decides will be the dominating one. Before long this pointed chunk falls to the ground, prompting further remarks.

“My, this is so much quicker and easier to work than stone! I will be able to enjoy raping you far sooner than if you had never suggested this. Thank you, slave – although I’m sure that this was part of your unacknowledged intention. I also owe quite a debt of gratitude to your former wife, and to these far off people you say invented this.

“Here again I get to profit from the cleverness of other races, while my former sisters stupidly eschew everything they have to offer. And these are the fools that believe they will overrun the world? What idiocy!”

Brin chuckles scornfully again, holding up the basic curve she has left to work with.

Dwarf elephant or not, this looks suddenly prodigious to me, shimmering whitely through the haze of heat enveloping me. Even with considerable material stripped away in the shaping, my Goddess will boast an erection commensurate with her enormous size: quite a bit larger than my own, that is to say. She eyes this with a critical look.

“Well, it won’t be as large as Zela’s, unfortunately. But you will still feel it when I take you with it, won’t you, prisoner? You will scream as shrilly as a pig and weep worse than you are now I’d wager. And I will climax repeatedly as I pound it brutally into you.”

Humming happily to herself, Goddess resumes carving. Soon she’s deep in the concentration of the master craftsman, and her gloating patter ceases. Hanging there half strangled above her, still mewling and screaming thinly past the constriction of my throat, I feel my pitilessly yanked-upon erection throbbing with an inner heat that approaches that imparted by the flames just a few feet below it. Still adamantly denying what this means, I struggle uselessly against both my bonds and buried needs, the fire already severely challenging my lust for suffering. The conflict raging within me saps my usual exaltation at this taste of my approaching execution, and I can only hang there and watch my owner methodically shaping my destiny with a terror, pain and misery so far unprecedented for me. But at last it grows too dark for Goddess to properly see what she’s doing. Rather than toss some bright-burning wood on the fire she sighs happily and sets her project aside.

“Okay, slave, let’s get you down from there and see to your more mundane needs. And I have needs and enjoyments of my own to sate while I still have you alive.”

Goddess steps to the fire and takes me down from that branch. Then she partially unties me, leaving only my feet bound together at the ankles and my wrists and elbows tied back behind me. Carrying me over to her hammock, she positions me kneeling upright before it and sits in it crosswise facing me. Then she delves in her sack of food.

With her trusty dagger in hand my beloved owner begins cutting slices of fruit. She hand-feeds me some of these and consumes the others herself. She smiles almost dotingly upon me; her continued good humor as effective an ailment as those juicy slices. She even smoothes back my shriveled hair and cups my cheek almost tenderly for a moment. When the meal is finished she stands and strips off her loincloth.

“Tip your head back and open wide, prisoner. It’s time for your favorite drink.”

I’m as eager to obey as ever, my prick climbing rapidly upright. As her hot pee sizzles into me I gaze worshipfully up at the divine icon smiling down at me. Then as always I take advantage of the opportunity to not only lick the last drips from her but to ardently service her as well. Goddess Brin sighs and moans with pleasure at this. But then she pushes my face away and steps back.

“You are as ignorant as any male when it comes to satisfying a woman, slave. Never have you attempted to expose and pleasure the bana for me. Can you truly not know of this? Did your wife not demand such service regularly, or is she as ignorant as you?”

Shamefaced and yet stiffly erect (a very common condition for me), I lick my stinging lips before answering.

“I do not know what you mean, Goddess.”

“I thought not. Did you not pay attention in the dungeon, when your captors performed before you to shame your entire gender? Did you not see how they brought each other to orgasm even without phalluses?”

“I saw them use their lips and tongues and fingers on each other, Goddess. But that is all.”

“You did not take note of how they used them? Stupid Nera did not draw your attention to every detail? How typical! Very well then, I shall teach you myself. After last night I have realized how silly I have been not to demand a climax from you every time I use you.

“At first you repelled me. All I wanted was your seed. Then for a while I refused to admit even the possibility that a man might give me pleasure. When this became undeniable, I imagined it was unseemly and resisted indulging in it. Hearing of the young heretic however, and especially your delightfully aggressive wife revealed to me that such ecstasy is perfectly natural – particularly if it is magnified by making the male suffer for it. Is that not the entire thrill of the ritual rape? It is the laws of the people that are stupid and perverse – as usual. You are no criminal in your lust and neither am I. So I will address you as such no longer. And I will insist on as many orgasms as you can give me before I slay you.”

If I am no criminal, why does Goddess remain intent on slaying me? This question is trembling on my lips. But then I decide to save it for later. Let Goddess come to value me more and more before I dare to plead for clemency – if that even proves necessary. Lady Abigail has taught me that begging usually has the opposite of its intended effect. It is better to let events work for me. And of course, here is further evidence that Goddess’ attitudes are changing, along with a new opportunity to ingratiate myself. My owner is about to teach me how to better pleasure her. Let me prove an apt and eager pupil and continue to increase that value.

Goddess Brin sits back in her hammock. This time; however, she slouches down so that her hips rest on the very edge, right at the level of my face as I kneel humbly before her. Right in front of me she splays herself out wide like she’s never deigned to before. Always previous to this she has straddled me in the most domineering fashion, even sitting right down on my face when she means to baptize me. Laying out her most sacred center like some ambrosial repast, she now proceeds to reveal every shaved-bare detail of herself. Giggling at my awed yet avid inspection, she grins mischievously down at me.

“Now, slave, I will preview your future duties and simulate your shameful dreams by coming in your face.”

Goddess Brin reaches for her proffered crotch and uses her fingers to tease herself open. I catch my breath at seeing the inner pink flaps of her emerge wet and glistening from the brown outer folds of her vulva. My heart is pounding, my badly burned member flaming and throbbing in concert with it. My face flushes and my head swims giddily as I belatedly try to parse meaning from her words. Then when revelation is delivered unto me I almost swoon from the sickening mix of horror and excitement it brings.

 

Goddess’ fingers slip up those dripping lips to where they come together at the top. She pulls them back and apart, opening a little triangle. And what was just an innocuous little bump suddenly pops up and juts forth like an accusing finger – or even (gasp) a diminutive penis. As big around as the ends of her enormous nipples and nearly an inch in length, this shiny pink protrusion looks exquisitely sensitive – surely on the order of the horribly burned tip of my corresponding organ. Goddess’ voice is a guttural growl as she confirms this similitude.

“Yes, slave, where you have a prick I have this: the bana, the holiest and most responsive bit of the female anatomy. In place of my unfinished cock you will tongue it and suck it until I gush all over you. Now lean forward and begin!”

Goddess’ words conjure images so dreadfully evocative that I want to flee into the deepest recesses of myself to escape them. Yet there they wait to greet me even more directly. The dream she mentioned comes flooding back in all its hideously compelling particulars.

Clutching me helplessly by the hair, her weight crushing my bound body, beautiful Rooni forces her giant erection into my mouth. Compelled against every inclination but that most secret and irresistible one, I purse my lips around it and begin to suck. Moaning, her coercive grip turns coddling and she begins to thrust in and out. Feeling the bulbous head and increasing amounts of that massive shaft slide along my caressing tongue I moan helplessly myself. And at this unconscionable admission of arousal that hard cold ivory turns at once to hotly throbbing flesh: soft and yet resilient, fiercely eager in the need I suddenly share with it…

The world is graying away. Seconds from collapsing I bite hard on my tongue. The sharp pain drives the faintness away, along with those forbidden memories. I mustn’t think of Goddess Rooni! Concentrating instead on the dreadfully evocative necessity before me, I remind myself that a lifetime of sublime fulfillment as Brin’s slave-mate is at stake. Despite the maddeningly significant similitude to this act, I must learn to perform it expertly and with convincing gusto. And so I lean forward and extend my tongue. With Goddess Brin giggling sadistically again at the ordeal she’s inflicting on me, I begin to lick and flick and worry that erected little organ about as I once did her succulent nipple tip.

Right away those giggles turn to appreciative moans. Though my shamed face is again flaming nearly as hotly as my impossibly rigid cock I increase my efforts, even somehow bringing myself to nibble and pull with my lips. Goddess moans louder, and I return to work with my tongue, lapping up the juices from those parted labia before slavishly attacking that protrusion again. Goddess Brin’s fists knot in my hair and push my mouth hard against her.

“That’s right, slave, now suck it! Suck my little cock, you depraved piece of shit!”

Here is the coercion again, the humiliating subjugation I find so helplessly arousing. Groaning with the almost existential conflict raging within me I comply. Goddess cries out and lifts her hips to me, mashing my face more helplessly than ever against her. My bound wrists and elbows rise behind me as I fight my bonds in an excess of upset. Of course, the futility of this only exalts me further and I channel this into my oral attentions, sucking that little bud like mad as Goddess gasps and cries and grinds my face into her crotch.

So it goes for thirty minutes or more. Soon everything fades into an endless dementia. I’m no longer thinking about prolonging my life or even eliciting the ever more excited cries of my captor. I’m simply lost in the urgency of my attentions, sucking as long and hard as I can, switching to a mad rapidity of rhythm and then back to those slow, sustained pulls. Lips pursed around that organ even as I lavishly slather the sensitive tip with my tongue, I strain against the vines binding me and throb on in a mindless carnal frenzy. Fantasies I’m too ashamed to relate descend on me again, fueled by the growing wetness running down my neck. Horror recedes as well, forgotten in the excitement of the moment, and when my captor at last begins screaming and bucking against me I’m actually sorry that the sudden gush from her only soaks my lower lip and chin rather than flooding me like that other nectar. Still Goddess writhes and cries and clamps me pitilessly to her as I suck for all I’m worth, until at last her grip relaxes and her body slumps with exhaustion. Shame returns full-force then, and I want nothing more than to banish the last half hour as assiduously from memory as the majority of my dream. Goddess won’t allow this however. She sighs and twinkles down at me with devilishly knowing approval.

“You are a fast learner, condemned one. You sucked me off like you couldn’t get enough of it. I think if I had my harigata finished already you would have serviced that just as fervently. Well, you will have lots of opportunity to practice for that fantastic moment over the next few weeks, this I guarantee. But I hope you haven’t exhausted your capacity for suckling me already. I wish to fall asleep with you nursing at my breast. Let’s get you on up here with me.”

Moments later I’m back hogtied and cradled in those monstrous arms, the hammock enfolding us swaying gently back and forth in the warm tropical night. The light breeze is heavy with the perfume of flowers, the full moon peeks through the foliage and my woefully sore mouth is stuffed with a nipple at least five times the size of that of my former wife. As I draw the milk from her my owner sighs and murmurs and pets me contentedly, running her hand endlessly up and down my terribly burned and madly intense erection. There will be no orgasm for me this evening however. I’m still keening with frustrated need and feeding at that generous breast when Goddess Brin slips off to sleep, a smile of contented fulfillment lingering on her lips.

As I detach myself and nestle my face into that gigantic bosom I don’t know whether to sigh with bliss myself or weep with upset. My Goddess is extremely happy with me; if she didn’t still mean to kill me I’d swear we were in love. Yet for once I‘ve been denied the release of climax, and remain filled with unrelieved lust. I don’t even know if she’ll ever ride me again now that she believes she’s conceived. Maybe I will be relegated to just sucking her off until the time comes for amputation and sodomy. And of course, speaking of that inevitability, even worse is the horrid conflict amplified and set loose in me by the day’s thrillingly humiliating yet terrifyingly portentous events. I can’t begin to sort out my motives, emotions and responses. And that brings on the most upsetting circumstance of all. I fear I might never be at peace again until I’m indeed finally subjected to that most horrific of prospects, and can learn once and for all how truly depraved my lust for subjugation may be.

More Ignored Portents

One worry at least is dispelled the next day. After being shut inside for two straight weeks, Goddess Brin wants a bath. She takes me to the pool with her and once again rides me sitting upright. This is still the most effective and exhilarating position to couple in, and again she allows me to make love to her nipples while she has me. She even leans forward further, that relishing grin resurfacing, to bury my face deep in her cleavage and smother me with it while she crushes me under her giant body and lunges violently against me. This is so wildly erotic and submissively exciting that only the absolutely excruciating heat of the water on my freshly burned hide keeps me from climaxing immediately. It seems so frightfully hot in here today that the pain even overwhelms my agony fetish, something I’d begun to hope was impossible with my sacrifice drawing closer by the day. As distressing as this development is however, it has the benefit of distracting me from my ecstasy enough so that Goddess again manages to climax a split-second before I do. She takes this very favorably, and rather than climb right off me as usual she sits slumped atop me awhile as she catches her breath.

Burying me under her mountain of bulging muscles and sumptuous breasts, she strokes me almost lovingly as she recovers. This latest evidence of affection has my soul soaring even as I bite back screams of pain at the scalding water. But then Brin provides confirmation for me that this agony is not solely due to recent roasting. She draws back a bit and frowns down at me.

“The water seems hotter this morning, doesn’t it, slave?”

“Yes, Goddess!” I gasp. “It may be that Gora is shaking off her slumber to enter a more active phase. She is the source of the heat in this pool. Like the earthquake the other day, and the smoke you reported, the growing heat in the spring is a sign that she may be building toward an eruption. It may be dangerous to remain here so close to her.”

As if to verify this another tremor rumbles through the island. Not as powerful as the one that heralded her first orgasm and possible impregnation, this is still disquieting in the extreme for me. After pondering for a moment however Brin shrugs dismissively.

“If Gora chooses to erupt, nowhere on the island is guaranteed to be safe. In the past however the rivers of molten stone have always avoided this valley. That is one of the reasons the leaders of the hunt have considered it blessed. And surely it is safer to remain here than to wander around the jungle with the others so desperately scouring it for you – for both of us actually, now that I have enraged them anew by killing an elephant. I have other places of sanctuary, but none are as comfortable as this.

“That’s all right though. I did not intend to remain lounging here lazily all day as we did before. Speaking of that poor elephant, I have carving to continue.” Goddess gives me that dire grin again. “And as I shall be busy with this in the coming weeks, it’s time you began earning your keep by performing chores for me. It takes effort to earn a living alone you know. But first we have to finish your hygiene.”

Goddess Brin takes up her dagger and sharpens it on a stone next to us. Then she tips back my head and begins shaving away the sparse beard that has grown since my time in the dungeon. She smirks at me as the hot wet blade scrapes along my throat, bumping over the more or less permanent weal left by the thorny ligature that suspends me over the fire.

“We mustn’t let these whiskers irritate my pussy again the next time you suck me off, slave – which would be in about five minutes if this water wasn’t so hot.”

After baring my neck, chin and cheeks, Goddess proceeds to shave away the shriveled scraps of stubble from under my arms, around my nipples and finally genitals. She grins significantly at me as she does this last; neither of us needs to remark on the work that knife will soon be doing down there. The thought of this has me erect again by the time she finishes, and Brin uses this convenient handle to haul me to my feet.

“Come along, slave. Let’s put you to work.”

For once I am neither hobbled nor leashed. Leaving her sandals and loincloth to dry, we head naked back to the clearing, Goddess towing me by the penis the entire way. There she sets me to my tasks while she resumes shaping her harigata. And so is set the tenor for the next two weeks. While my owner patiently works that tusk, I assume most of the housekeeping burdens. Often free of binding of any kind, I keep the cave and clearing clean, work hides in various stages of preservation, collect water from the fall, see to the burning of refuse in the latrine pit and start or stoke the other fire as well – even when the intent is to hang me over it when my chores are done. I also take on the food preparation: dressing and cooking slaughtered animals, opening coconuts, gathering and shelling other nuts and peeling fruit. I’m even tasked with weapons maintenance, showing Goddess how animal fat can be used to preserve the arquebus and crossbow from moisture and deterioration. Finally, I’m set to finish crafting those replacement bolts for the crossbow, though this entails wielding and chipping obsidian blades.

Naturally I’m ecstatic at this display of trust. Even with my execution fast approaching, Goddess allows me to go about unbound and handle dangerous implements! I am no threat to a Herculean warrior like her even was I not completely besotted with lustful worship. But here I am being given every opportunity to escape the rape and sacrificial fire approaching by cutting my wrists just as I’ve confessed I once planned on. My owner is apparently confident that I will never do so, and she is quite correct. I couldn’t possibly cheat either of us that way. Still this trust is gratifying beyond words – as is the further chance to prove my worth to her as a lifelong slave, and not just a supplier of seed or object of sexual and sadistic pleasure.

In these arenas too I’m still given every opportunity to demonstrate my case. Contrary to my fears, Brin continues to ride me at least daily and more fervidly than ever. Even though she remains almost certain that she has conceived, she wallows in coupling with me. And with any inhibitions banished at last she is now quicker to climax, achieving at least one orgasm every time. I say at least one because she soon hits on the expedient decreed for my trip up from the beach. She binds my erection with a malvin vine, preventing any issue, and proceeds to ride me through seemingly endless successions of shrieking peaks. Naturally I’m driven to raving derangement by this, weeping almost hysterically at my own inability to achieve release.

Goddess laughs delightedly at this, and often remarks that if only she was completely confident she was carrying my child she would deny me climax completely. When she finally does unbind me and mount me for a perfunctory couple of thrusts, I naturally erupt so quickly and forcefully that my love and fulfillment easily exceed each previous extreme. Yet no such ecstatic apotheosis follows each ever more maddened bout of oral service I perform.

Each time I suck her off, Goddess Brin mocks my obvious conflict between aversion and excitement. Each time I descend into a horribly shaming frenzy of lavishly slavish slathering and sucking of her unmistakably suggestive appendage. Each time she ejaculates in my face and giggles as I greedily lap and slurp it up. And each time I lapse at last into excruciating shame and cruelly denied need, my erection bobbing with the hard throb of its useless urgency.

Still these torturous occasions add to all the other evidence of my worth – so much so that at least a few times a day Goddess will cast aside her current project and capriciously call me away from whatever task I’m engaged in to demand that I suck her off again. Between the almost numberless orgasms she enjoys both this way and by riding me, our nightly nursing and contented slumber together, the thrill she gets from peeing in or on me, roasting and thrashing and otherwise torturing me, along with her complete freedom from drudgery, Goddess must surely be coming to reconsider disposing of me. Yet still she gives no sign of this. Even worse, while she continues to dismiss the ever-growing unrest of the volcano upon whose flank we lodge, she now hedges her bets by speculating that if Gora is indeed sentient and angry, perhaps my coming sacrifice will serve to mollify her.

For myself I have no doubt that Gora is growing ever more furious while her fleshly embodiment continues carefree and unconcerned, happy and excited at the prospect of motherhood. Occasional small tremors are ever more commonplace. The pool grows too hot to bathe in, scalding and sulfurous in odor. Then its perfect equilibrium is lost and it overflows, turning the ground hot and boggy around it. The sky darkens as smoke continues to belch from the summit and a fine ash occasionally falls. Still Goddess Brin blithely laughs at all this, turning that sacred tusk under her knife as she carefully crafts it into a devastating instrument of rape, all the while planning my execution for the moment her current cycle passes with no monthly flow.

Unwelcome Guests

Since her last foray to slay the elephant, Goddess has stopped going out of the valley to hunt and scout. Even with her formidable physique and prowess as a hunter, buttressed by weapons shared by no one else on the island, it is an unnecessary risk. For the time being we live off the valley, taking a bird or pig now and then but mostly subsisting on what grows naturally in the rich volcanic soil. Today we have another purpose in venturing out of our thicket though.

To further enhance her ability to kill at a distance, I have made Goddess an atlatl, or spear thrower. This is another weapon dating back to the most primitive times that her people never invented for themselves. If I have the chance (if I am not soon roasted to death in other words) I will also make a sling for her. This can be reloaded and fired faster than any other projectile weapon save for perhaps a good longbow. Like the longbow the sling takes considerable practice to develop any accuracy with. And I can’t shake the feeling that time is running short, and not just for me. No matter how I strive to keep her out of mind, the unbidden image of my former beloved keeps popping into my head, a grin of fierce intent on her lovely young face as she closes in on me with giant stone cock girded about her crotch and a red hot knife in her hand. I fear that recalling (however briefly) the dream she sent me during my introduction to bana-sucking may have opened an inner door to her.

In any case, an atlatl is a grooved length of wood with a grip at one end and a cup at the other. It is usually about two feet long, though I have increased this to three given Brin’s gigantic stature. One lays the spear along the groove with the butt seated in the cup and uses the grip to hurl the spear. The increased leverage provided greatly increases the distance the spear can be thrown, and the force with which it strikes. We have come to the clearing in the center of the valley so that I can advise my owner as she tests this new weapon. As she leans the loaded arquebus against a handy bush and sets out flint and tinder in the unlikely event these will be needed, Goddess addresses me.

“So, slave, you claim this little tool of yours will enable me to throw my spear far longer and harder than before?”

“Yes, Goddess. The natives on the continent of Africa hunt elephants this way – full-size ones many times larger than the one you killed. You will find the power and range of your throws greatly increased, I promise.”

“Very well, show me how to use this thing.”

I pick up one of the half-dozen long practice sticks I have formed to simulate spears. Elaborately deferential, I instruct my owner how to fit it into the atlatl, hold it and throw it. She is a quick study, and her first cast travels so far across the valley that she gasps with impressed amazement. Each successive throw travels further, and soon she is zeroing in closer on each mark she sets herself. Finally, she nods approvingly.

“You are right. This stick of yours is a great advantage. Run and collect those shafts. I will throw them once more apiece before I try it with my spear.”

Glowing with this praise and the continued trust that lets me range nearly to the end of the valley with no restraints upon me, I hurriedly comply. I do the same after another series of amazing casts. Reclaiming her spear, Brin advances closer to the end herself and next drives this on a nearly level trajectory a mere hundred feet or so deep into the bole of a large tree, where the entire blade buries itself while the shaft quivers emphatically.

“That was Moba, coming to hunt me down,” she remarks, grimly delighted by this new tool. “Go and fetch it, slave. Then we will coax a pig back to the fire. You have done very well to show me this. In fact, you have improved my lot greatly these last few weeks. I’m actually beginning to regret the necessity of sacrificing you.”

Here at last is concrete, verbal confirmation that my attempts to sway my owner from disposing of me are succeeding! My heart is soaring with joy and hope as I scamper toward that spear. But then a quick hiss of alarm halts me in my tracks.

“Drop, slave! Hide!”

Looking up, I see a pair of human shapes entering the valley from the cut ahead. Immediately I recognize them and immediately I fall flat among the thigh-high groundcover. As if Brin’s recent mention of the one and my recurring premonition about the other somehow conjured them, Moba and Rooni have appeared in our sanctuary. Breathless with terror and suspense, I cautiously rise up just enough to peer through the fronds.

The hunters are moving very cautiously themselves. Despite somehow finding their way in here, they clearly don’t know what to expect. And there are only the two of them: no match for my Goddess should they actually manage to discover her. For a moment I harbor the foolish hope that our presence in the valley might go undetected. But then Rooni points to that spear jutting from a tree trunk, and they move forward to examine it. By straining intently I’m just able to pick up their voices.

“This belongs to the apostate, Gora curse her! I believe we have found her lair at last. Wonderfully done, young Rooni! When you reported finding the tunnel behind the waterfall I was dubious. When you led me through the labyrinth beyond I thought you were just guessing. But now I doubt no longer. You have shown amazing skill and uncanny intuition in finding this place. I still don’t understand how you did it. But your swift ascent in status has been no accident. You were clearly born for the hunt. In fact, as of right now, I am formally making you my apprentice. You will lead the hunt if I fall, and take over when I age.”

“Thank you, Great Leader!”

Even from here I can discern the vibrant enthusiasm in Rooni’s response. Despite everything, my heart stirs at her eager zeal, though I quickly try to quench this and divert my thoughts from her. Surely it was less amazing skill and uncanny intuition than the intimate link between us which led her here, exactly as I’ve feared. Still she shows proper deference to her elder despite Moba’s obvious obtuseness.

“What do you make of this, wise one? What should we do?”

“It is clear to me now that the sacrifice only continues to elude us because it was taken by the apostate. This explains Gora’s great anger. The island shakes and smoke pours forth from her cone. The rivers of fire cannot be far off. True, Gora is angry with us for not meeting her challenge yet. And she is no doubt furious over the slaying of her elephant. But thwarting us and killing a tusked one aren’t the worst crimes of this apostate. I suspect she is engaged in a far more heinous offence to Gora.”

“What could possibly be worse?”

Moba hawks up a gob of phlegm and spits it out in disgust. Then she answers with a question of her own.

“Why do you think she took the male in the first place? Just to frustrate us? No, you are too young to remember clearly the scene when she fled. She now commits the most heretical sin of all. She is trying to breed with it, Rooni. She is actually having sex with a member of the damned gender. She may even have conceived already. Why do you think Gora is so angry? That makes it truly imperative that we hunt them both down, and soon. If a male child is born and not immediately dispatched straight into her mouth, Gora might just destroy us all!”

“Shall we return to the people then?” I can hear reluctance in Rooni’s voice, and yet the acknowledgement of necessity. “We alone know of the tunnels, and this place of their abiding – if they truly are here. The apostate could slay you with her bow at any moment, and then fall on me soon after. I am surely no match for her. If we die here, we could doom the entire people.”

Moba ponders this a moment. Then she proves yet again the ludicrousness of her reputation for wisdom.

“I think not. If they were aware of us, or wary of the hunt finding this place at all, the apostate would have assailed us already. See how she leaves her spear stuck here in a tree! I think she is so besotted by her sin she has let her guard down entirely. She is probably coupling with the criminal even now!

“Imagine the glory we would claim if the two of us alone tracked them down and took them as they rutted disgustingly in the mud! I could drive her own spear through her back in mid-sin. Let’s see her shoot me shamefully from a distance then. If I slay the apostate, revenging myself on my mentor and proving myself her better after all these years, I might be in line to become the High Priestess next. And since you led us here I will let you capture the sacrifice, cementing yourself as my successor. You will rape it first and profit the most from its potency, bearing many strong daughters.

“Is that not a prize worth the risk? Together we will save the people from Gora’s wrath and ensure not only our own ascendency, but the fertility and triumph of our race and gender too! And even if we cannot catch them unawares and take them, at the very least we can assure ourselves that they do indeed abide here before we return for the others. Come my new apprentice, let us cautiously explore a little more.”

Moba grabs the shaft of Brin’s spear and works it up and down until she finally draws it from the tree. Adding this to her own weapon, she leads the way slowly forward, almost straight toward me. Soon they will be in range of the arquebus…

As if summoned by that thought, I suddenly catch a faint whiff of smoke. About twice as far from me as its source, I’m sure Moba and Rooni haven’t noticed it. I know all too well what it signifies though. Goddess Brin is readying her weapon. This is the chance she’s been waiting for: to blow Moba’s head off. Unless she now considers Rooni the greater threat, that is. Either way the lovely young deity that haunts my dreams has only a few moments left to live.

Though I bite back a bizarre sob of grief for her, I’m in no doubt of my allegiance here. I am not tempted to give her any warning or try to surrender as I once promised. Soon they are only several steps away. I can’t believe they haven’t spotted me yet. But when Rooni raises her voice it is not in a cry of exultant discovery but mere curiosity. They draw to a halt.

“Notice the animals, leader. They do not run away. They are completely undisturbed by our presence. Someone has tamed them – no doubt the apostate. She needs no pen to keep them because they will not leave the valley. Surely this is further proof the two criminals abide here.”

“Yes! You are right again, apprentice! Let’s go! I can’t wait to see the look on that scum’s face when she feels the bite of her own spear!”

A more guttural, gloating voice cuts across her.

“I prefer the look on yours right now!”

Goddess Brin has risen up, arquebus leveled with the wick sputtering toward the powder. This is pointed not at Moba however but at Rooni. Clearly she means to obliterate the more insidious threat before slaying her former apprentice hand-to-hand, spears notwithstanding. Both hunters gasp and gape at her sudden appearance, frozen in an instant of vulnerability. Yet just as the powder flashes and thunder, flame and the iron ball explode from the weapon, a greater blast rocks the atmosphere. Gora belches smoke and ash more violently than anything yet, and another tremor ripples through the island. Rather than taking Rooni’s head off that ball merely grazes it, thrown off course by Brin’s sudden lurch.

Wrenched out of immobility by the terror of that gun and their sudden reprieve, both hunters turn and flee. Having left the crossbow at the cave, Goddess Brin is left with only her dagger to face three spears. The element of surprise lost, she clearly dislikes the odds.

“Damn them anyway!” she snarls, forgoing pursuit. “And damn Gora for her horrible timing! We would have had them, and preserved our hiding. Now we must quit the valley ourselves, and retreat to another place of safety. They will return with the entire hunt. Let’s go, slave. There is no time to lose.”

Grumbling at the loss of her spear and the betrayal of her possession of the gun – and muttering further blasphemous curses at Gora – Goddess picks up her atlatl and begins jogging for the other end of the valley. Shaken both physically and mentally by the encounter, I scramble up and fall obediently in behind her.







Chapter Nine Accommodations 



Back into Darkness

Words are few and hurried as we prepare to abandon our home. Brin is angrily taciturn for the first time in days. For my part, I ache with sorrow at leaving this Eden where my Goddess so beautifully rode me in the pool and elsewhere, so cruelly roasted me so many times, began baptizing me at every opportunity; learned to trust me un-tethered and to enjoy both sleeping with me in her arms and coupling with me to orgasm. Here I learned to suck her off, taught her to look forward to raping me more zealously than ever and made her finally begin to consider sharing the rest of her life with me. I may even have fathered a child by her, the first such success after a decade and more of fruitless marriage. Yet these are the least of my reasons for sorrow. I also ache to apologize somehow for bringing the hunt down on us – unlike Brin I heard every word between Moba and her new apprentice and I know it was me. I’m too intimidated by Goddess’ ill-humor, however. Considering opposing possibilities also makes me hesitate.

Brin might scoff and sneer at me, just as she would if I suggested that Gora had deliberately intervened to keep her from further thwarting the hunt. I would be abashed by this response, but hardly relieved of my beliefs. Yet I could live with this. If she agrees with me on the other hand, Brin might be furious with me for thinking of Rooni and drawing her here – even though it was she that first mentioned my dream and recalled it to awareness by making me so suggestively suck her bana. I could live with her anger too though. And naturally I would eagerly suffer any punishment. What truly troubles me is the implication. If I’ve drawn the hunt to me once, I could do so again, and again and again. Announcing that my companionship is a continuing liability will hardly help to convince Goddess to take me as a permanent slave-mate. In fact, this suddenly presents me with a moral dilemma.

Who am I, that I should endanger the life of my beloved? How unconscionably selfish it is of me to want to go on living when my presence threatens her own existence!

I should be going gladly to the fire; I should even urge her to hurry my execution, or slay me right here on the spot. Or if that last is too good for me I should implore her to leave me behind. Let me keep my promise to Rooni, submitting to my inevitable destiny so that I can preserve the safety of both my deity and my child and hopefully forestall Gora’s wrath in the process. This is clearly the path of rectitude. Yet I just can’t bring myself to take it.

Aside from the danger that Goddess might misunderstand me, and believe I’m choosing allegiance to Rooni over her, I just want too much to live. I want to serve and suffer under this paragon of femininity indefinitely, putting off my eternity with Gora for as long as I can. And when I finally do face amputation, sodomy and sacrifice, I want it to be Goddess’ vitality my manhood enhances, and not that of our mutual enemies. I want it to be just Goddess’ harigata that rapes me and not a thousand consecutive cocks of stone. I want it to be her beloved face and figure I see turning relentlessly through the heat haze as I spend my last hours and days rotating over the coal, and not that of Moba and Nera and all the others. So though I’m tortured by guilt and remorse I keep my silence as I help my owner pack up her hammock, weapons and the other belongings she refuses to leave behind. In short order we’re loaded up and ready to go.

I have Goddess’ rolled up bedding strapped to my back and the pouches of powder, wick and shot for the arquebus over my shoulder. I’m even tasked with carrying the reloaded gun along with tinder and flint, an almost unbelievable gesture of trust that twists the knife of my guilt cruelly in me. Goddess Brin has her sack of provisions, crossbow and quiver, unfinished harigata and other odds and ends in another bag, and after we each drink deeply she takes up her waterskin as well. She lights a torch, signaling that we are about to go underground again, and then kicks dirt over the fire before giving me a last stern glance.

“See that you keep up with me, slave. I know you are barefoot but that can’t be helped. Do not let pain or weakness slow you down. But do not bloody yourself either. We must leave no trail of any kind lest they suspect we have taken to the darkness.”

“I will not, Goddess.”

Brin gives me a nod and leads the way into the cave. We pass through this and through that crack in the back as well. This time we are entering Gora’s bowels for real.

The passageway is rough and irregular, and punishing to tread. It winds about and trends ever upward. Other caves connect with it frequently, some smooth lava tubes, some carved by the passage of water and others natural fissures in the rock. Soon we are traveling a labyrinth more confusing than the last, though again Goddess Brin never hesitates over her choice of route. Briefly I’m reminded of our earlier trek, and how each confinement had seemed a womb for my remaking. This time it was my owner who underwent the greater change. Despite the moral failure inherent in such hope, I can only pray that process continues at our next sanctuary. I simply must find a way to spend decades slavishly submitting to her and fathering any number of children. And how wonderful would it be if I might eventually find that dangerous connection working both ways? Perhaps unbeknownst to me I am somehow influencing Rooni too. Maybe the exciting night we spent together is still tempting her toward apostasy even now. Perhaps she is pondering the unlimited amount of heterosexual congress Goddess Brin gets to enjoy with me, and is tormented by envy. Maybe she is even considering throwing over the great future Moba is grooming her for in order to come join us.

Such speculation is dangerous in itself. I’m not supposed to even think about her. With an effort I banish such fancies and concentrate on the path ahead, and on leaving no trace behind. Goddess shortly reinforces this concern.

After bypassing any number of possible turn-offs, she halts before the most unlikely one. This is an almost unnoticeable hole close to the floor of the passage, barely large enough for her to slither through. She turns to me again in stern warning.

“Here we must really leave no sign whatsoever. It is well that all your earlier wounds have healed. Let me see the soles of your feet.”

One by one I hold these up to the light of the torch. Both are scuffed and scraped and bruised, but neither is actively bleeding. Goddess nods approvingly.

“Now we crawl. Hopefully any pursuit that makes it this far will be confounded for good here. Leave no sign behind!”

After tying her waterskin and sacks of supplies to one ankle, Brin drops down and squirms into that opening. Left in the dark by the disappearance of the torch I follow shortly. Pushing blindly ahead into that sepulchral channel is terrifying. With only faint glimmers of flame and the stealthy sounds of my owner’s progress to guide me I seem to feel every ounce of the mountain impending over me. Every second Gora threatens to collapse and crush me in righteous vengeance. Still I crawl forward for several lengths of my body, trying desperately not to scrape my skin on the rough igneous rock.

Not a single smear of blood must betray the way we’ve taken. Eventually the tunnel begins to widen and trend upwards, allowing a bit more light to reach me and carrying the smoke of that torch away above us. Still it is several more minutes of torturous crawling and climbing before Goddess Brin withdraws ahead of me back into relatively open space. I follow her out into yet another close, crooked passage to see her taking up her burdens again. In both directions that cave disappears into blackness.

By this point I have lost my bearings completely. I have no idea which way (if either) leads back to where we started or on toward our destination. Left to my own devices I would undoubtedly stumble around the maze of Gora’s innards until I went mad and perished. Fortunately Goddess Brin remains downright sanguine, her dour demeanor relaxing at last.

“Let me see you again.”

She plays that torch over my hands and feet, elbows and knees, checking for evidence of bleeding. Satisfied, she nods confidently.

“I don’t know how they found their way into the valley. But I’d like to see them follow us this far. Come on, slave. There’s still a fair way to go.”

With no way to see the sun and sky, I have no way to judge the passage of time – aside from my growing aches and the steady diminishment of the brand that lights our passage that is. Though it seems forever that I trudge after Goddess lugging that heavy arquebus, it is likely only somewhere between two and three hours. Again our route takes a bewildering series of turns, often seeming to double back on itself. Creaks and groans and the occasional rattling of stones surround us, belying the apparent imperviousness of the mountain. Occasionally it grows hot in the tunnels that honeycomb it, as though we are passing near to magma chambers, or lava tubes that still pulse with Gora’s ichor. Every time we take to one of those empty conduits, I can’t help imagining molten rock suddenly surging down it to incinerate us in an instant of divine retribution. Likewise I plod on in constant dread of another earthquake bringing the groaning ceiling down on us, or of at least finding our way blocked by the detritus of an earlier disturbance. And ever our path tends upward, an endless and exhausting ascent. It is only after I’ve nearly succumbed to the combination of constant tension, bone-deep weariness and foot pain that I at last see the light at the end of the tunnel.

Blue sky framed by green foliage and gray rock appears some fifty feet above and ahead of us. My failing heart leaps with rejoicing, bringing a last-ditch vigor to my limbs. Indefatigable as ever, Goddess Brin climbs swiftly toward this, leaving me to stumble tremulously on after. When I finally emerge into sunlight again, I’m greeted by a breathtaking panorama that makes the whole arduous journey worth it.

Eyrie

The first thing I see (and for the first time since being pulled from it) is the ocean.

Glittering in sapphire splendor, this stretches to the horizon in every direction but behind us. Not a ship or landmass is to be seen anywhere, and there is certainly no undiscovered continent visible from my vantage. Only a pod of whales playfully breaching, made tiny by distance, marks that vast blue sweep. Likewise the sky is everywhere free of clouds, though smoke hangs over the cone and a fine dusting of ash is still falling.

Craning my neck up and back I see that we are now about three-quarters of the way to Gora’s summit. Looking forward again, it dawns on me that for the first time I’m viewing the opposite side of this island. No palace or terrace or dwelling of any kind pokes out of the green tangle of jungle, and the slope to the sea is shorter and steeper than previous. We stand on a shelf of sorts, surrounded by mixed species of seabirds that wheel and shriek about us. Disturbed by our emergence into their midst, these have nests both on the shelf itself and in niches and trees that cling to the mountainside. This roughly semicircular promontory is slightly larger than the clearing we left behind. Open in the center and along the edge, it is fringed by fruit trees and spotted with boulders. There is no heated pool, but there is another waterfall, this one plunging violently down from above to race through a channel its carved on the far side of the precipice on its way to the jungle far below. Looking around, I see that a narrow and treacherous path winds up to the shelf from the right and continues past that stream up toward the cone smoking ominously above us. Following my glance, Goddess Brin deigns to explain.

“This is one of three routes that lead up to the sacred place at the summit. Like the valley behind, it is known only to the current leader of the hunt, though not to Moba who unjustly holds that title. If we stay back from the edge we will be invisible from below, and the smoke from our fire should be dismissed amid the other exhalations of the volcano. Also the birds will raise a commotion at any approach, allowing us to slip back into the caves and away if we are threatened again. Here we will make our new home. Come, slave, let us get settled in.”

In short order we have the hammock strung, the waterskin hung and a fire pit formed close by that stream. With no handy supply of coal we are forced to forage up and down the path to accumulate a large pile of firewood. Left unspoken is how I will be roasted when the time comes. And though that path and the cliff face itself offer ample opportunities for suicide should I seek to escape this, neither of us view this as a serious consideration. After a cooking fire is kindled Goddess Brin shoots a bird for me to prepare, and we sit down for a welcome hot meal. Afterward she hogties me and hangs me over the fire just as before. The only differences are the immature coconut she crams in my mouth (allowing me to incessantly scream is unfortunately no longer deemed prudent) and the fact that the wood will soon be consumed, depriving me of that most evocative extended torture. Leaving me to hang there and suffer as the sun slips behind the mountain and evening comes on; Goddess spends the remainder of the light working on her harigata. Then for the first time in days she retires alone, with no sex, nursing, companionship or even baptism to see me through the lonely hours until dawn.

True, it is a beautiful night. Buried in the depths of the jungle I had forgotten the splendor of these southern skies, an attraction that had almost seduced me to disaster aboard ship. Now whenever the wind shifts to carry the smoke and ash of Gora away from my vantage I have those spectacular stars splayed out above me in all their gorgeous profusion. The elevation of my perch conduces to clarity as well, making me wish the heavens had been my area of particular investigation rather than the life of the Earth. Unfortunately that elevation has another, far less welcome effect. It is much colder up here than down in the steamy forest.

Once the fire falls to ash beneath me, the evocative agony of roasting is turned swiftly into its opposite torment. Goddess is wrapped snugly in furs; I am hanging naked in the wind. Soon I’m shivering and mewling pitiably, and mourning the denial of her embrace profoundly. At last not even those glorious skies provide sufficient distraction for me. In desperation I turn to a familiar source of worry to pass the torturous hours: the fabulous deity who controls my destiny. Why will she no longer smile upon me, or allow me to nurse, pleasure her or share her bed? Her apparent withdrawal of favor is seriously disconcerting.

Perhaps she doesn’t need my confession, and has come to suspect on her own that I’m to blame for the loss of her home. Recognizing the danger I represent, she could be hardening her attitude toward me in preparation for my coming dispatch.

Goddess Brin had said that she regretted the necessity of sacrificing me. Maybe this is her way of ensuring that she doesn’t weaken. Frantically I cast about for stratagems to counteract this. Yet what else can I do to win her over? I was going to make a sling, adding to her arsenal and impressing her with the continuing value of my knowledge. To bolster that I could play Scheherazade again: entertaining her with more tales of the wider world. I could even invent a few about my former wife, hopefully spurring her interest in the sexual and sadistic possibilities of having a marital slave again. Beyond these few ideas though, I come up lamentably empty.

I may just have to resign myself to the inevitable. At least I’ve enjoyed a couple of incredible months more than I had any right to expect. And I did so as the prisoner and plaything of the most amazing female in the entire world. At this I fall back into reminiscing, from which I move forward once again to fantasizing about my fiery end. Aided by the agonies of bondage and suspension, I somehow pass the ever-chillier hours this way until a pearly opalescence appears on the sea to the east. Then I have a simply gorgeous sunrise to distract me before Goddess Brin at lat stirs in her hammock. Unfortunately it soon becomes clear that her attitude is unchanged. Still cold and distant toward me, she takes me down and uses me for her toilet perfunctorily, with none of her usual cruel amusement at my compulsion for degradation. Then she rebuilds the fire, gags and hangs me back over it, takes up her weapons and an empty sack and heads down the path. Clearly she means to do more scouting and foraging.

A few more hours of renewed agony and fantasizing pass before Brin returns. She carries a small pig, a wooden shaft and piece of obsidian for crafting a new spear. Slung over her shoulder, that sack is now bulging with coal. Rather than add this to the fire underneath me, my owner pours it out into a pile against the cliff face.

Clearly she is preparing a store for my sacrifice. Rather than free me and put me to work as has been her recent wont, Goddess then proceeds to dress that pig herself. She spits it midway between me and the fire. This blocks some of the heat, but replaces that torture with one that’s actually worse: the sizzle and smell of cooking pork. My great hunger and thirst aside, I can’t escape the constant awareness that I will soon be sizzling similarly, and wafting up almost identical odors, perhaps within only a week or two.

Goddess’ dual phallus is rapidly taking shape, and it can’t be long before her menstrual cycle either arrives or passes. Continuing to ignore me completely, she spends the rest of the day working on that harigata and making herself a spear to replace the one she lost to Moba. Goddess frowns thunderously throughout, no doubt rankled by the fact that her hated former apprentice has possession of her weapon. It is not until the sun passes behind the mountain that she deigns to even speak to me.

“Well, slave, it seems most of the hunt is still concentrated on the other side of the island. I saw only a few of my former sisters, and these were all young and inexperienced. I had no trouble avoiding them.”

Brin pauses while she takes me down and loosens the binding between my hands and feet – always an enormous relief to my terribly screaming back. She rolls me over onto this and pulls the gag from my mouth. I whoop at the fresh air, coughing accumulated smoke from my lungs.

“As you have seen, I also found a vein of coal for your roasting. Hopefully I will soon be rid of you. But still I will have your seed now, just in case I haven’t conceived. Get erect for me, slave! You will have no food until you spurt.”

Alas for the accuracy of my suspicions! Brin hopes to soon be rid of me. This is about as far from her former regret as I can stand to consider! And Goddess’ demeanor as she pulls aside her loincloth and mounts me is equally dismaying. While not as rote and mechanical as her initial attentions, my owner’s rhythm is far from her recent hedonistic excesses. She frowns imperiously down as she pumps her hips, grunting only occasionally and showing no inclination to pursue orgasm. My consternation delays my own climax considerably, and at last Goddess loses patience with me. Her hands clamp about my throat and she begins to strangle me, snarling down in a terribly upsetting replay of our first copulation.

“Spurt, slave, spurt! Spurt it into me already!”

At last I manage to do so, and am left gasping and hacking half-throttled again while she goes to carve the pig. Brin hand-feeds me sparingly while feasting herself, and for the second day in a row she gives me only her divine distillation to drink. Again I’m hogtied, gagged, and hung over the fire for the night, which she rebuilds before retiring alone to her hammock.

Thus we continue for as much as a week. I suffer almost continuous bondage and torture, provide joyless sex and eat and drink but once a day. Dour and ill-humored, my owner adds daily to her pile of coal and spends long hours working on her enormous double phallus. This has reached its basic shape and now needs only refinement: carving the exacting detail she wishes it to boast, followed by polishing and staining to match the color of her skin. My hopes of spending long years with her nearly extinguished, I watch this process with undiluted dread. Deprived of the bizarre thrill of sucking my Goddess’ bana, the madness previously surfacing in my psyche has subsided. When Brin’s mood at last lightens, and she begins taking pleasure in sex again, I ironically find my horror and dismay increasing. The reason for her good cheer is just too obvious: her monthly flow is overdue. Surely only days in her service are now left to me.

Preparing for the End

“Ah, ah, ah, ah, aaaaaaaaahhhhhhhh!”

The sound of Goddess Brin crying out in climax is heavenly music to me. At last, after two days of gradually succumbing to the delights of intercourse, she’s finally permitting herself the indulgence of orgasm. Despite the sure knowledge that time is running out, this development is enough to reawaken hope in my beholden soul.

Perhaps all is not yet lost. I’m further heartened by the way Goddess has positioned me in order to maximize her pleasure at the expense of my pain. Not since we fled the valley has sex been so mutually rewarding. Though I expect my owner is simply bent on squeezing all possible fulfillment out of me before consigning me to the flames, I can still feel exalted for both our sakes even as I nurture my returning hopes and succumb deliriously to my own orgasm.

After eating and releasing me from my latest roasting, Goddess peed in me. She uncoupled my hands and feet as usual when intent on riding me. But then she dragged me over to a boulder and draped me over it, with my back cruelly arched, my groin at the apex and my bound feet and gagged face hanging far down off either side. Perched atop my hips then she achieved her deepest penetration yet, that rough and unforgiving rock supporting me even more superbly than the natural cathedra back at the pool. Oh, how heavenly! Crushed between that granite and her enormous bulk, my hideously burned erection is now socketed so exquisitely far inside her that the agony and ecstasy of her manic thrusting is unbelievably intense.

There is no throttling necessary this time: as soon as her spasmodic jerking and uncontrollable cries free me from obligation I begin convulsing myself, pumping my spunk up into her even as I choke on my own gagged cry of release. From my head-pounding perspective so far below her Goddess looms more colossal and intimidating than ever, her huge breasts jiggling beautifully as we shudder in simultaneous climax.

How can she possibly be planning to put an end to these sublime sharings? As Brin at last relaxes atop me and smiles benevolently down I still dare to dream of convincing her otherwise. This undoubtedly foolish hope is bolstered then when she climbs off, scoops me up and carries me over to her hammock.

This is another first at our new home. And throughout the wonderful glut of nursing that follows, and the warm paradise of a night spent in her arms and bed, fanatical love burns in my breast with a fierceness that challenges the perdition I still guiltily contrive to delay. Morning comes far too soon for me in this unlimited bliss. And when it does I learn that that perdition is not only still inexorably closing in, but is indeed only hours away. Goddess grinningly baptizes me. She hogties me back up, hangs me over the fire again and rekindles this. Then she rises to face me with a supremely devilish smile.

“Enjoy yet another taste of your imminent sacrifice, slave. I am convinced now that I have conceived. The blood would have come from me days ago otherwise. Thus my need for your seed is over. My wonderful penis is nearly finished too, and I have only a few more preparations to make before I carry out your sentence. It is almost a shame: I believe I’m actually going to miss you, at least until my baby arrives.”

Brin strokes my cheek affectionately. Then she crams that coconut back into my mouth, gives me another beguiling smile and takes up her crossbow, quiver, and that empty sack. Striding away with an unwonted sprightliness in her step, she takes the path down the mountain, leaving her new spear behind.

Writhing helplessly as the agony of my burning climbs anew, I begin to weep, not in pain but in a misery of confusion. I’m confounded by my deity’s changing and contradictory attitudes. In the space of a week she has gone from treating me almost lovingly and expressing regret at losing me to being coldly dismissive and hoping to soon be rid of me. From denying us the mutual fulfillments we both crave she is now back to joyously wallowing in them, treating me with fondness and ruing the end of our bond. She has praised my contributions to her safety and well-being and yet hinted that she understands the danger I represent. Yet through it all the one constant has remained her implacable intent to torture me to death at her earliest convenience. I can’t begin to understand her. While this perplexity is surely fitting for a lowly mortal in thrall to his Goddess, it makes it impossible for me to gauge my chances (if any) of convincing her to spare me. And of course, added to this distress is my own ambivalence. Despite my desperate wish to remain in her service, I can’t help but acknowledge that my sacrifice will benefit both my Goddess and child. It will lessen the danger of the hunt and mollify the volcano seething with outrage even now. Then there is that other consideration: the mad compulsion I conceived on my way up from the beach. Hanging by the throat and my excruciatingly flaming genitals, struggling futilely in my exhilarating hogtying and measuring my present exaltation against the apotheosis that waits, I’m still driven by an utterly insane craving to experience this. Oh, my confusion is absolute! Yet there is no need to hurry that inescapable end is there? Whether I am sacrificed tomorrow or decades from now, I will surely burn eventually. With this calming thought I at last manage to banish my pointless upset. And in the process I recover my determination to beg Goddess Brin to put off my execution, at least until our child is born if not indefinitely.

So it is that I pass the rest of her absence marshalling and rehearsing the arguments that I must finally make. There can be no more delay, no more hoping that events will convince her on their own. Though the Lady Abigail has taught me well that begging is always useless or even counterproductive, I must make my plea for divine clemency at the first opportunity.

It is late afternoon and the fire is out when Goddess returns. Though she is heavily burdened there is still an enchanting ebullience to her step and smile of greeting as she gains the shelf. Over one shoulder she carries a long pole similar to the one used to transport me to my trial. It is a trunk newly felled, sturdy and green like the coils of fresh vine about her arm. It has been stripped of all branches but four: thin truncated stumps jutting out in opposing groups of two placed equidistantly in the middle. The purpose of this pole is too obvious to be missed: it is the spit I will be roasted upon, and the fresh vines are for binding me to it.

Over her other shoulder is the crossbow and that sack, again bulging with coal. Tucked into the front of her loincloth I see several strips of a resinous brown tree bark. These I intuit are for staining her harigata.

This thought brings a tortured groan from me: in all my troubled cogitation earlier I had somehow avoided consideration of this inevitability. Quite deliberately, I push it away again, as if denial might still serve me indefinitely. Instead I concentrate my worshipful gaze on my owner as she sets down that pole and empties her sack onto that already heaping pile.

“There!” she declares. “That should be enough to keep my shriven slave roasting for days and days, or however long it takes him to turn a tasty crackling black. I’m only sorry you won’t be fattening my poor pigs, which I’ll never see again. I’ll have to leave whatever I don’t eat of you to the birds and worms, or whatever scavengers come along.

“Take heart, slave! Maybe you’ll even be honored to nourish a knife-tooth. I passed one down near the foot of the mountain – the first I’ve seen since the one that saved you by the stream. Consider this a good omen for your coming sacrifice.”

Goddess pulls those strips of bark from her loincloth, along with a small sack of what proves to be very fine sand. Sitting companionably near me where I hang in all my agony, she uses handfuls of this to polish her huge phallus – the last step before staining it. By and by she begins to direct comments to me like before: casually remarking on my execution less than a day away as if discussing something no more momentous than the weather.

“Did you see the nice spit I made you, slave? It’s just too bad I don’t have any iron. It would be so much better if I could use the mechanism of the others. I’d much rather have you impaled from both ends, a heated shaft of steel rammed up your ass and down your throat. Not only would it be far more torturous for you, and you’d be burned from the inside out as well, but you’d cook much more evenly than hogtied around a pole.”

Goddess sighs with a far more convincing regret than when ruing the loss of my company. After sanding her cock in silence for a while – allowing me to mourn the loss of this extremity myself – she continues.

“What I’m really going to miss is having help turning you. When the people perform a sacrifice there is no lack of volunteers clamoring for the honor of keeping the spit rotating nonstop. I’ll have no choice but to rest periodically and even sleep, leaving you motionless while you roast. That will be an even worse pity than not having you impaled from both ends on thick hot iron. If only there was some way to keep you turning automatically…”

Goddess sighs with regret again. And again I groan in eloquent agreement. While she puts the finishing touches on her polishing I apply myself to this problem.

After all, I’ve rehearsed my arguments all I can, and they are almost sure to be bootless anyway. The least I can do is search for a way to make my sacrifice easier on my beloved deity and more rewarding for us both. No matter how I wrack my brain though nothing occurs. But as the light of day begins to fail and she rises and moves past me to gather water from the stream to begin the final process of crafting her beautiful cock, inspiration finally strikes.

As Goddess Brin mixes dirt and water in a bowl with that tree bark I work out the particulars, delighted that I’ll prove to be of service one last time. I’m still gagged with that immature coconut, but surely I’ll eventually have an opportunity to speak. Goddess mixes up her pigment, rubs it thoroughly into that yellow-white ivory and leaves it to soak overnight. Then it’s time for one last epic sexual encounter, and one final night of heaven hogtied in her arms before hell arrives in the morning.

Goddess lifts me down from my place over the fire pit – again, the last time she will do this, at least while I’m alive. She strips off her loincloth, frees my hands from my feet and my neck and genitals from their respective nooses and drags me over to kneel before her hammock. I know what’s coming now: one last chance to practice sucking her off before she forces an immensely more challenging organ upon me.

I’m not mistaken. Giggling with sadistic thrill, Brin pulls that coconut from my mouth at last, tips my head back and presses her pubis hard against my open mouth. After filling me up with her sizzling sacrament she sits back sideways on her hammock and pulls me up tight against her, huge legs splayed wide.

“Suck me off, slave!” she breathes with sultry demand. “Tomorrow it will be my giant cock in your mouth, and not this pitiful little substitute.”

With a desperate whine I fling myself into service. The reasons for my fervor are many. Beyond the always ecstatic honor of simply being permitted to pleasure a deity, this has the feeling of a condemned man’s last meal. I intend to gorge at it, to make up in one sitting for an entire missed lifetime’s appetites. Beyond this naturally is my desire to alter that dynamic. If ever there was a time to demonstrate my value sexually, this is it. Further, I have never heard such an erotically charged tone from Goddess; its naked lust is contagious. And yes, deny it all I want, her words themselves have me aching with raging rigidity and servicing her with a frantic madness I can countenance no more than I can control. I bring my owner to orgasm more swiftly than ever before, slurp up her ejaculations and then merely redouble my frenzy, sucking and slathering her for all I’m worth while she gasps and cries and grinds my face in my repast until she achieves an unprecedented second by this method. At last we sag away from each other.

Goddess Brin is panting and moaning and gazing speculatively at me in the dimness, the rising moon casting an ethereal light upon her. Perhaps now is the time to beg her for mercy. Instead I hear myself seize the opportunity to help her properly burn me.

“I know how you can keep me turning over the fire automatically, Goddess. You need not labor over a spit for days or even moments.”

Brin arches an eyebrow, her bosom still heaving beautifully with her heavy breathing. Then she smiles encouragingly.

“Tell me, sacrifice.”

“You can harness the power of the waterfall the way my people do to grind grain. If you build a number of vanes onto the end of the spit and position these under the torrent, the force of the falling water will turn the spit for you – especially if you grease the spit and supports to lessen the friction between them.”

Goddess takes a moment to work this out. Then her face lights up with delight.

“That is a splendid idea, slave! I can’t believe the people never invented this device for themselves. And this principle could be applied to any number of applications, couldn’t it – as you say, for grinding grain and the like. Oh, you are a treasure, my precious little property! I feel the urge to thrash you in celebration, and then bind your erection with a vine and spend the rest of this last night together riding you to as many climaxes as time and stamina permit. You would enjoy that too, wouldn’t you, my poor condemned prisoner?”

“Absolutely I would, my gorgeous Goddess!”

“Well then, let us begin!”

And so we indulge in a private orgy of repeated whippings, these interspersed with endless acts of copulation. My burned erection bound again with cruelly barbed vines, I endure such a madness of frustration, exaltation and unrelieved agony/ecstasy that I’m eventually reduced to babbling and raving in my need for release. Sadistically (and suggestively) inventive beyond the dreams of Lady Abigail, Goddess Brin only finally permits this through the most shockingly perverted means imaginable. First she positions me lying sideways on my back in the hammock. Then she lifts my legs over my head and right past my shoulders, rolling me practically into a ball. So curled and compacted is my torso that my abnormally large erection is pushed right into my face. Giggling maliciously, Goddess gives me an unthinkable ultimatum.

“Now, slave, you will prepare for tomorrow by sucking your own penis. Since I no longer have need of your seed, you will coax it forth and consume it yourself as a last meal and climax in one. You will never experience orgasm again otherwise. So make your depraved dream a reality in the only way available to you – unless you truly have the magic to turn my phallus into flesh before your ritual rape and sacrifice.”

I would like to claim that I finally find myself incapable of obeying my deity. I would like to claim that horror and disgust defeat my desperation to make my shameful efforts futile. I would most like to protest that I find nothing in this abomination exciting in the least. But alas all these would be lies, and the last one the greatest. Gora help me, I do as I am ordered to with only minimal hesitation. I stretch my neck, open my mouth and take the wickedly burned head of my own engorgement into my mouth. And though my cramped gut churns and my penetrated face burns with a humiliation inconceivably extreme, I start sucking just as I did in that dream.

Placing her hands on my ass, my owner starts shoving, rhythmically nudging that madly aroused insult in and out. Weeping pitiably even as I moan at the unbearably intense pleasure, I’m soon coerced and seduced by my owner and my own perversion into fervidly performing the most unspeakable act upon myself, right up through the intolerably degrading and compelling peak and nadir of a simultaneous ejaculation and ingestion. Sobbing with appalled self-revulsion then, I’m hogtied back up. Finally, I’m enfolded in my Goddess’ gigantic arms for a last few hours of plumbless comfort, nursing and reposing in her heavenly embrace.

The morrow will see the end of me. And after this last outrageous subjugation and evidence of my horrifically complicit depravity, I’m finally ready to wholeheartedly welcome it.

Plea for Clemency

Once again morning comes far too soon for me, even though we sleep later than usual after last night’s excesses. Lounging with me indulgently, Goddess refers to the least of these, tracing my many overlapping whip welts with a fingertip.

“It seems I tenderized the meat splendidly, didn’t I, my most eagerly anticipated meal? Oh I can’t wait to feast on your penis one thin slice at a time! Between these and your roasted gonads I wouldn’t be surprised if our child grows up to rule this island. Come on, sacrifice, you must help me to build the clever mechanism you’ve devised for your execution.”

Goddess unties me completely, still confident in the knowledge that I will neither resist her, attempt to flee nor cast myself over the cliff. And compelled to guide and to help construct my own rotisserie, I do not even think of doing any of these. While Brin forms a pair of sturdy forked supports for that spit I labor diligently at turning the end of this into a water wheel. Using leather strung over lopped branches I craft a series of shallow cups that will work even better than flat vanes. Once these are securely affixed to that spit we carefully site the supports on either side of the fire pit. There we drive them deep into the ground. Using fat from the last pig Goddess killed, we heavily grease those forks and the pole where it will rest on them. Despite my unstinting assistance in preparing my own gallows, I recover somewhat my will to live as last night’s horror loses its immediacy. Still some instinct keeps me from pleading for clemency yet. I first want to indisputably prove the value of my contribution by waiting until that mechanism has demonstrated its efficacy. And finally it’s time to make the test.

Though my fatal roasting won’t begin until the other dreaded rituals are completed, Goddess must see that the spit is functional first. She commands me to lie on my belly and sets that pole on my back along my spine. Folding my legs back over the truncated branches lying behind my knees and pulling my arms uncomfortably over the ones behind my shoulders, she hogties me to the spit exactly as she intends to later.

Though this is merely a rehearsal my heart pounds with alarming excitement as I’m secured. And when Goddess lifts me from the ground my erection (which will of course be amputated and consumed by the next time this happens) is more rigid than that tree trunk. I’m gasping and shivering with excitement as I’m fitted into place, looking down at the coal spread evenly below me and imagining it glowing and smoking. Goddess adjusts the spit a bit, pushing that wheeled end into the rushing torrent. The mechanism creaks but holds together. Then the initial resistance is overcome and I begin to turn gradually about.

My heart nearly bursts with the perverse thrill flooding me as the world slowly rotates upside down. Goddess’ gloating cheer means more to me than all of the praise heaped on my accumulated life’s work to date. I came on this journey seeking academic acclaim and am now reaping a reward as far more gratifying as my coming sacrifice will exceed in excruciation the violent dismemberment by sharks I escaped.

“Yes! Oh, wonderfully done, father of my child! It works perfectly! Now I can recline in comfort and watch you suffer no matter how long it takes you to die, only bestirring myself once in a while to add more coal to the fire. Oh, what a superb sacrifice this is going to be! Let’s get you down from there now. I’m going to enjoy the preliminaries even more than the execution itself. And I promise you will enjoy them as well, whatever your deluded inhibitions might say!”

This accusation adds a roiling upset and a furious flush to my palpitating excitement, and I groan and writhe uncontrollably, beset by conflicting impulses. Goddess laughs in response, practically giddy with anticipation as she removes me from the spit. Without the scaffolding for amputation and rape that the others use, she stretches me out on my back over another low boulder, tying me out tightly spread-eagled with my legs split perpendicular to my torso. Once I’m thus secured she makes her final preparations for unmanning me.

Goddess starts the fire I will soon be cooking over. She sharpens her dagger meticulously, wraps the haft in protective leather and places the blade in the flames to heat. While it turns incandescent she removes her loincloth and retrieves her monstrous harigata.

Sliding half of this up inside herself she gasps with bliss and then yelps with sexual excitement. She stares down at her new member with delighted incredulity at the way it stays securely in place. Then she strides over to me, brimming with zeal and anticipation.

Goddess Brin takes up position before my splayed-out, supremely vulnerable and elevated crotch. Legs slightly spread, hands on her hips, noon-time sun gleaming on adorning gold and bald skull bisected by that exotic head-crest, she is the most intimidating vision of divine authority imaginable. Larger than me by half, all statuesque height and bulky musculature, the nipples of her immense breasts erected with excitement, she is dominant femininity incarnate. She is so sternly beautiful, so smugly intimidating, so quintessentially appealing to my submissive nature that I should be glorying in every nuance of the long-delayed unmanning about to take place. And yet that terrifying anomaly adds such a confounding mix of horror and shameful thrill that I can’t help but wrench uselessly against my bonds and wish I’d thrown myself over the cliff when I had the chance. Amid all of her unbelievably robust femaleness, a huge erect penis curves up from Goddess’ crotch. So expertly crafted as to be indistinguishable from the rest of her, this commands all my attention even as Brin steps up to run a teasing finger over the unconscionable betrayal of my own inconceivably urgent erection. Caressing that threatened member in a way that should make me intensely aware of all the potential ecstasy I’m about to be robbed of (and yet can still barely compete with the spectacle of her even larger, harder, and far more demanding organ), she breathes fatefully down at me.

“Do you have anything to say, condemned male, before I begin your sacrifice by appropriating the potency contained in this pitifully inadequate appendage? This is the last chance you will ever have to speak. Before I start cutting you will be gagged again, to keep your screams from alerting the hunt. And from that point on until you die, your mouth will be filled with either that coconut or my face-raping cock. At the very least you can thank me, and bid me a worshipful farewell.”

Here it is at last: the opportunity to make my case as her mate. Only minutes ago I might have scorned this chance, eager to feel that flaming blade and get on with my tortured rotation. Yet suddenly facing that awesome penis, and the imminence of the sodomy I’ve so assiduously avoided coming to terms with, I’m immediately more desperate than ever to postpone the sacrifice that I’ve spent all morning (and the previous day) preparing for. How I wish Gora’s possession would descend on me again, and put the necessary eloquence in my mouth! Yet the mountain remains silent, only spewing her ash and smoke continuously in the air as she has done ever since I first impregnated this beloved apostate. I am on my own.

“Thank you very much, Goddess, for making this last month and more the most thrilling and fulfilling of my life. Nothing has ever made me happier than serving and suffering under you. You are everything a man like me could ever dream of in a Supreme Being. And no fate could be more fitting and satisfying than to be unmanned and sacrificed by you. I look forward to it eagerly. I love you far more than life itself. But because of that love I have to warn you that you may be making an awful mistake by sacrificing me so soon.

“Would it not be wiser to wait until our child is actually born? What if you miscarry or it dies during a difficult birth? You will have lost your ability to try again. Who knows when you might capture another male? You had to wait several long years for this chance to conceive; what is eight more months to ensure that the offspring is healthy?”

Goddess Brin is visibly disconcerted at this possibility. Quickly I press the advantage, while hoping not to overreach.

“For that matter, why be satisfied with just one child amid all the dangers of the world? You might lose her to disease, snakebite, or any of a thousand other mischances before she even reaches maturity. You could guard against this by keeping me to mate with indefinitely. You could bear any number of strong children before you finally decide to carry out my sacrifice. And while you did I could ease your life in so many ways.

“Why endure drudgery when you could have a slave happy to do all your work for you? Why endure celibacy when you could wallow forever in the endless orgasms of unlimited sex? Why suffer even a minute of boredom when you could enjoy the sadistic excitement of torturing me any time you like? And why deprive yourself of the continuing benefit of my knowledge?

“Haven’t I proved the worth of this in showing you how to use the arquebus and atlatl, and in devising the mechanism for roasting me? And have you not enjoyed hearing of the wider world, and the exploits of my wife? I can widen your horizons and stimulate your interests forever with such sharings. And our children will benefit too. With both of our teachings to draw upon they will undoubtedly prove more knowledgeable than any in the history of the island.

“Consider this, please: you have said yourself that I am no criminal. What need is there for my execution then? Don’t get me wrong beloved: I still welcome and look forward to being sacrificed in your name, and the more hideously the better. But let that be my willing gift to you when my usefulness is truly at an end, and not a nonsensical sentence hastily carried out because I once dared to creep into your bed. Do you not now enjoy the great comfort of sleeping with me in your arms? You know that you will miss this, along with so much else about your possession of me. Why throw all that needlessly away just to satisfy a decree levied by Moba and Zela in the name of a Goddess that you now doubt even exists?”

Brin has been gazing wide-eyed at me throughout this speech, as if listening to obvious truths that had inexplicably never occurred to her. Despite her apostasy, scorn, and willingness to embrace perspectives and innovations that her people foolishly shirk, it is clear she still shares much of their blinkered mindset. That last barb about Moba, Zela, and Gora seems to have sunk especially deep. Praying fervently that she will be swayed, I fall silent at last to let her digest all this. I wait on tenterhooks while she considers. At last she focuses on me lying stretched out helplessly before her. A mischievous grin quirks her lips.

“You are amazingly convincing, slave. I find I cannot argue with a single point you make. And I agree it would be foolish of me to waste all that you represent just because I yearn to see you burn and can already taste your blackened gonads.

“All right, you are right: I can sacrifice you at any time. And it would be greatly to my benefit to at least wait until my baby is born, with or without your appropriated potency. But the best reason of all to postpone your death is the most obvious one, and the one you suspiciously fail to bring up. After all the work I put into it, and all my deliciously building anticipation, it would be an intolerable waste to use my fabulous new cock on you for only a few short hours, now wouldn’t it?”

Goddess grins down at me, stroking that giant erection with monstrous significance.

“I want to enjoy raping you daily and more for weeks, months, years or even decades. And since I’m letting you keep your penis as well as your life, it’s time to begin doing so right now. You’ve robbed this special day of so many joys for me that I’m going to have to exhaustively make up for them with this!”







Chapter Ten Crescendo and Climax 



Revelations

Elation at the success of my plans turns immediately to chagrin at their unexpected cost. Suddenly the postponement of my execution represents not the paradisiacal reprieve of my dreams but an even worse condemnation!

I am still facing the unthinkable depredations of my cock-wielding Goddess. Only this will be no once-and-done ordeal I must endure on my way to the flames. This will henceforth be the dominant feature of my regrettably extended existence.

From facing a thousand rapes to only one, I’m now looking at an innumerable amount. I would have been far better off just acquiescing to my destiny. Now my life will become a living hell that not all the gratifications and exaltations of living with a Supreme Being can ameliorate.

My horror is so extreme that a curtain seems to fall over the world, darkening the dreaded spectacle of my hermaphroditic deity moving in on me. Yet this is due not to my consternation as I first suspect, or even to being buried in the shadow of that massively endowed behemoth. It seems I’m not the only one upset by this sudden turn of events, this abrogation of my impending sacrifice in favor of endless acts of hideously inverted intercourse.

The smoke and ash constantly belching from Gora’s mouth has suddenly increased alarmingly, shrouding the entire island with the extent of her affront. Surely rivers of lava are about to race down her slopes, incinerating us both as she performs my required sacrifice for herself. But no, no such divine reprieve spares me as the apostate straddles my chest. Towering colossally above me, she clamps my head between her giant hands and yanks it up to face that monstrous cock. Even from a distance of inches this looks entirely lifelike.

Perfectly proportioned to her Herculean frame, the shaft is wrapped in a relief of veins sure to exacerbate the pain of penetration. Goddess has even bored a hole in the helmet, a conduit I can almost believe eager to flood me with seed.

Helplessly I flash back to last night’s abomination, sobbing in distress even as I throb harder at the memory of my own spunk pumping hot and slimy against the back of my throat. There is no quarter to be offered from a repeat of that experience though, just as there’s no last-second intervention from on high to save me from myself. A hard-on even larger than my own bumps up against my lips, not forcing entrance so as to spare me complicity but merely insisting that I succumb to it. Goddess Brin’s guttural rumble is just as implacable.

“Suck my cock, slave. You did it for your dream-Goddess and even yourself. You wallowed shamelessly in an ecstasy of depravity, spouting your guilt in both cases. Now do it for your owner. The time for denial is past. Now you will start living out your deepest, darkest, and most secret and affecting fantasies on an almost constant basis. So begin by sucking my penis. Get it good and wet for me so that I can ram it into your ass without tearing you open. I have no heated spit here to cauterize you after each of my many orgasms.”

Despite the precedents set, this remains anathema. Humiliation flushes my face so furiously that my scalp crawls. Yet still my cock pulsates with urgency, its forbidden excitement fed by the futility of the way my stretched-spread limbs fight unconsciously at their bindings.

Submission is inevitable of course. Yet the self-destructive tendency inherent in me insists on enforcing this with a sin as threatening to my existence as acquiescence to my darkest needs is to my masculinity. Without warning or control that door to Rooni opens within me, replaying again the crucial moment when I first came to crave this abomination. Yet there’s more this time; additional details are emerging.

Masked and gloved and booted and corseted like the Lady Abigail (and yet a million times more intimidating), Rooni has already thrashed me beautifully. She has lavished the most heretical pleasures imaginable on me: using her hands and breasts and mouth on my organ like no other woman ever. She has even indulged her covert criminality to the extent of climbing on and riding me: a fantastic foreshadowing of the excesses I will eventually enjoy with Goddess Brin. But now she sports a god-like cock of her own, and speaks words of prophecy that knell dreadfully across the intervening weeks.

“I have commuted your sentence from sacrifice to sexual slavery. But the vengeance of femininity for eons of rape is still due to fall upon you. Yet look not so terrified. Your divinely inspired perversity will rise to this challenge as it has so many others. Eventually you will spend eternity begging for the tireless thrusting of my insatiably greedy penis!”

Dream-Rooni straddles me. She grips my head and confronts me with my horribly daunting destiny. Against every conscious inclination I open to accept it. Driven by needs I can’t admit even to myself, I suck on that cock, tentatively at first and then increasingly feverishly. In response she begins thrusting it in and out; I’m now being face-raped in the most degrading manner imaginable. And despite the horror of this, the truth of her words is soon proved. 

Abruptly a perversity that can only have come from holy Gora herself surges forth, possessing me utterly. I moan with passion and the magic happens: dead bone turns to living skin between my lips and I’m suddenly suckling a flesh-and-blood appendage. Rooni crows with triumph and sensual pleasure. Then she accelerates her rhythm, pounding into me with a contempt for my distress that is insanely exciting. 

What am I but just a helpless plaything existing solely to provide sexual ecstasy, an inanimate object to be used and abused as wantonly as the female pleases for as long as it takes her to satisfy her needs? Such a relegation is the epitome of fulfillment for a submission-obsessed slave like me. Pursing and drooling and grunting gluttonously, I begin to work her just as insatiably as she as does me. Soon I’m wallowing in the extremity of my humiliation like a king in his cups, a warlord in bloodlust, a pig in his own shit…

With a violent effort I thrust these recollections from me.

They have served their purpose. Despite the horror and dread that still suffuse me, that sick exhilaration pursues me, making the leap from memory to reality easily. Compelled by a lust far more heretical than that which possessed my dungeon-mistress I suddenly gape eagerly, surrendering to my madly demanding, infinitely demeaning need to suck on something far more substantial and demeaning than any nipple, bana or even myself.

Brin obliges me instantly, thrusting deep.

Oh, she’s so enormous, her huge circumference stretching my lips uncomfortably! Yet this is only an added fillip. Even servicing fantasy-Rooni was merely a tease compared to suckling such a monstrous appendage, and my former frenzy descends on me marvelously magnified. I slaver and snort and bellow through my nose, gorging like a pig indeed as Goddess starts driving forcefully in and out of me. The only thing that limits my twisted transport is that no magic happens: the erection raping me remains as smooth and hard as bone, taking warmth from my mouth but not returning it.

“You see?” Goddess Brin laughs indulgently. “This isn’t rape at all. This is mutually thrilling, completely willing congress – if of an amazingly depraved sort, at least on your side.”

Her grip on my head tightens and her use of me becomes just as brutal and wanton as in my memory. Saliva soon coats her cock, its excess spilling from my lips as it lubricates that plunging piston. The swift slipperiness of her rhythm is fantastically exhilarating, and when the blunt hard head begins pounding against the back of my throat my streaming tears and helpless retching are so condign they only increase my mad lust for suffering. Alas this all ends too soon.

Goddess has weeks, months, or years in which to delight in subjugating me thus. Right now she’s too eager to subject me to the far greater insult to my manhood, the far more hideous abomination against nature. And I’ve had no preparation to ease me into this but the second half of that dream I dare not dwell upon, the part I’ve been deliberately forgetting.

As if summoned by that thought, or by the immediacy of Goddess Brin withdrawing from my greedy suckling mouth to move back down between my widely-split legs, that protective repression suddenly shatters. Despite the terrible dangers both practical and emotional, that door within me is flung open once again. Easily overwhelming any attempt to stem them, those buried recollections are released at last to pour devastatingly through me.

Hugely sculpted and yet gratuitously womanly, Rooni positions herself above me. A contradictory combination of aggressively out-thrust breasts and urgently up-cocked erection, she is a vision of horridly compelling power as she lowers that weapon to penetrate me. Though I’m still filled with shrieking terror and gibbering resistance, my inhibitions have been eroded considerably by the orgy of fellatio I’ve just indulged in. Belying my shaking head and fueled by my futile struggles, my excitement is as extreme as the humiliation inextricably mixed with it. It’s impossible to say which is more abysmally shameful: that I’m about to be fucked like a woman or that some mad recess within me actually welcomes this. 

Again I tell myself this is all Gora’s doing. 

She’s the one that put this mad need in me, just as she preserved me from the sea, wildly enhanced my lust for subjugation, put the words of condemnation and promise in my mouth and thwarted the hunt when the challenge I presented proved unworthy. That she might want me to enjoy the vengeance of femininity makes little sense; this is a supremely just punishment I must suffer on behalf of all men. But this is not the moment for the unraveling of riddles. Shamelessly I resort to the Christian cop-out I’ve always ridiculed: that the godhead works in mysterious ways. And right now she is incarnated in the unbearably sexy and intimidating and bizarrely endowed figure of Rooni. Propped above me on her palms, huge breasts dangling in my face, her great weight just now squashing down on my insanely straining manhood, she breathes a sultry combination of condemnation and benediction at me.

“At last your destiny is upon you, male. After this you shall be cursed to never find fulfillment except when submitting to this ultimate insult. As a helpless receptacle for the most brutally dominant use you shall serve for all eternity: the ultimate triumph of the superior sex!”

Hot and throbbing, the velvety tip of her presses against my panicked puckering. Soft she is on the outside, and yet unyielding as steel beneath. Groaning and weeping and shaking my head, my terrible ambivalence is expressed perfectly by the way I yearn my hips up to her even as my entrance clenches defensively. Soothing and yet implacable, Gora-in-Rooni commands me to relax. It takes every measure of control in my hopelessly enslaved soul to comply. Then as soon as I do my Goddess pushes forward. Effortlessly breaching my resistance she drives unstoppably on in, confidently occupying the innermost core of me, claiming my entire being in perpetuity. I now belong to divine femininity forever.

Suddenly reality brutally intrudes.

It is the usurping apostate Brin and her eager penis intruding, and not only on the flow of belated revelation. Larger and harder and far more unforgiving than any telepathic preview, her ivory monstrosity is forcing its way into me even as I’m at last managing to confront that dream introduction. And whereas in fantasy this was gently loving and traumatic only emotionally, the reality is the opposite in every way.

Goddess is utterly pitiless in penetration. And her member is so gigantic that only two factors prevent me from being irreparably damaged. One is due to my distraction: the muscles of my passage are slack; my defensive clenching relaxed at Rooni’s command. They cede only grudgingly as Brin so abruptly plunges into me – it is several weeks since the preparatory stretching of that pear. Yet cede they do. The other saving grace is the slick coat of liquid on that smooth spear of bone. Still the pain of my impalement is excruciatingly intimate. Unmindful of the danger, I open my mouth to scream. Yet Goddess Brin is ready for this.

Even as I’m gaping in shocked inhalation, she pauses only halfway imbedded to cram that coconut into my mouth. Jolted back to the immediacy of the moment, all my conflicted upset returns full-force. Though I can hardly believe this is happening to me at last, I’m still prey to all the horror, shame, agony and illicit excitement such an ultimate sexual subjugation entails. Worse, now that she’s got my attention again, Goddess proceeds more slowly, forcing me to suffer and savor every nuance of this truly life-altering experience.

She pulls back a little, grinning evilly down and maintaining an infinitely mortifying eye contact with me. Then she thrusts forward again, driving even deeper inside. Sobbing brokenly and still trying to deny how my own erection strains maniacally harder in concert with the one so comprehensively claiming me, I wish desperately that I could somehow break that locked gaze. And yet I can’t. Some bizarre part of me insists on maintaining the silent yet hugely momentous communication between my deity and me as my eternity of anal service to her commences.

Back and forth, in and out stabs that gigantic cock. Reaching ever deeper, it stretches and stuffs me more agonizingly with every unstoppable thrust. On and on I sob, squirming to the pit of my fundamentally violated masculinity. Yet on and on I paradoxically throb, the emblem and organ embodying that quintessential and now comprehensively conquered maleness bobbing up and down with the urgency of its arousal. I can’t stop straining at the thorny vines binding me, constantly increasing my subjugated exaltation even as I resent its possession of me. And despite the foreshadowing in that message Rooni sent me, I’m truly unaware that I’m not straining to escape. Instead as before I’m yearning upward: trying to splay myself wider, to lift my hips higher so as to more properly accommodate the unbearably excruciating and deliciously degrading depredations of the monstrous penis defeating me. But of course, Goddess Brin calls me on this, pointing out my disgrace even as she relentlessly increases her power and pace.

“That’s right slave, open yourself more fully to me. Revel in what’s happening to you even as you pretend to resent it. How long can you deny your craving for such definitive subjugation? You are being fucked here, fucked like the most lubricious female imaginable. And yet you love it. You cannot help but love it. This is the greatest gratification possible of your need to suffer sexually at the whims of dominant women. After this you will never be fulfilled by any other experience. Eventually you will beg me to provide you with such punishment!”

This is exactly what Gora-in-Rooni also prophesied to me. And just like that I’m cast back into recollection; that repressed message again overwhelming me in all its damning particulars. Hopelessly I succumb to it, somehow knowing even as I do that their dual prophecy is about to be proved true.

Gorgeous and beguiling young Rooni is impossibly erotic in action. Propped above me on muscular arms, her body so dwarfs mine that those incredible breasts are now right at the level of my face. No longer globular and upswept, they dangle down in elongated udders, the cleavage between them so deep it seems I could disappear in there forever if only I wished to dearly enough. More incredibly arousing still is the way that ripe bounty flies wildly all about, impelled by the violence of her fornication. Panting and grunting with effort, that awesomely fit epitome of divine femininity is working her sleek but powerful body furiously, stab-battering into me with every ounce of her strength and all the superhuman intensity of her possession. 

Gora has clearly taken her over completely. With all of her infinitely sadistic fervor she uses the spectacular young body she now inhabits to wreak her ancient vengeance on yet another contemptible member of the incorrigibly raping gender. And whether she intends this or not, I have finally succumbed to the inevitable. All denial defeated, all inhibition effaced, I’m at last glorying unreservedly in the ecstatically extreme suffering I’m being ruthlessly subjected to. 

Beyond the justice of my abjection and the addictive frisson of degradation, beyond the incomparably intimate agony being inflicted on me and even the overwhelming eroticism of being buried under all that relentlessly flexing female flesh is the madly stimulating physical sensation of the hot hard rigidity goring so brutally into me. I’m reminded of Tiresias, reputed to have experienced sex as both a man and a woman. Afterward he reported the pleasure of the latter ten times the better. And though he was struck blind by Aphrodite as a result, who could claim the revelation not worth it? I would gladly exchange a lifetime of sight for the surpassing epiphany in this perception. Indeed I would count myself blessed in the bargain.

Its necessity past, recollection recedes. Memory merges back into reality, the transition almost seamless. During my distraction Goddess Brin has mimicked my dream-deity by leaning forward over me. Now it is her columnar arms propped on the rock, her even more humungous breasts flopping wildly in my face and her sculpted pulchritude so comprehensively eclipsing me. It is Goddess Brin’s far larger and harder cock pounding excruciatingly all the way in and out of me. Indeed so violent is her rhythm that the slapping of her pubis against my crotch jars my dwarfed body so forcefully that only the vines snubbing me in place keep me from being driven right off the supporting boulder, across the clearing and into the flank of Gora herself.

Oh, actuality is again so much more punitive than fantasy, and so much more perversely evocative because of that! The pain, shame, degradation, and yes ecstatic exaltation of this ‘rape’ are all orders of magnitude more rewarding than in that preparatory message!

Rather than pant and grunt, Goddess snarls in a terrifyingly feral frenzy as she hammers into me. She is not possessed by the fury and lust of the godhead; she is the undiluted essence of these. Vengeance and triumphal ecstasy infuse her absolutely, and at last she begins to cry out uncontrollably. No doubt the way that harigata rocks and thrusts ever more rewardingly inside her is continuously contributing to the endless escalation of her attack. Maddened with a passion that belittles even my own, she finally drops fully atop me, just as dream-Rooni eventually did. Burying me between breasts twice the size of my head, she crushes my bound body under her quarter-ton of weight and increases the frenzied energy of her fucking even further.

Squashed and smothered and stabbed-stabbed-stabbed in the ass with an organ the size of my forearm, I’m propelled through a dementia of rapturous suffering that drives me utterly out of my mind. I don’t need any geas to know that merely a dream of this identical experience ended in orgasm; that point is rapidly approaching. My squashed cock is lava-hot, diamond-hard, and pulsing more urgently than my laboring heart.

Between the maniacally inspired spearing into my interior just below, and the flexion and contraction of Goddess’ groin muscles above, the flesh so tightly squeezing me is undulating ceaselessly. Never have I endured such potent stimulation. Add to that my deranged emotional transport and dire physical jeopardy and the only wonder is that I haven’t shamed myself already. But then Goddess Brin begins shrieking as though the hunt was no concern. Ramming her organ in and out in the most emphatic manner yet, she seems to demand that I join her in the most apotheotic orgasm ever enjoyed by man, beast, deity or all three simultaneously. With death by either suffocation or unsupportable excitement imminent, I writhe and spasm and spurt obligingly, shuddering convulsively as the essence of my maleness is evacuated in an indescribable paroxysm of transcendent ecstasy.

Goddess is shuddering climactically too. Then this apocalyptic throe infects the rock we lie upon, and the mountain we dare to trespass. Belatedly I realize the island is shaking again, just as it did during our first shared orgasm – the one that ultimately led to this forbidden heaven. Except the tremblor assaulting us now is far more powerful.

Even as she pants in aftermath, my owner is jolted off of me. Crying into my gag as her erection is wrenched out of me, I look up at the ash-black heavens and frowning mountain above just in time to see a boulder the size of a house come barreling down.

Surely this has been one transgression too many for Gora to endure. She has tumbled from her crown this agent of our annihilation, and we have only seconds left to regret our sins. In response Goddess Brin jumps to her feet, that profaned tusk still curving arrogantly up from her crotch. She shakes her fists and raises a howl of defiance at the volcano. And rather than eradicate us, that plunging boulder hits an irregularity in the slope just above our promontory. It bounds over our heads, barely missing us on its way down into the jungle. When its smashing, crashing progress at last stops and the shaking of the island subsides, Brin turns dramatically back to me.

“Was that incredible or what?”

I can only nod and goggle, still stunned at the margin by which we have dodged oblivion.

Goddess nods back, gloatingly stroking her elephantine erection. It dawns on me that she is not referring to the earthquake, or to the dire warning that has just been delivered. She has already dismissed both in favor of the far more momentous occasion.

“I have never climaxed like that before! And neither have you, slave. Don’t try to deny anything anymore, either to me or to yourself. You are now unquestionably addicted to my dick. So let’s fuck like that again. I can’t imagine doing it any other way now!”

Paradise at Last

Of course, by ‘doing it any other way’, Goddess means by using my penis instead of hers. Throughout the rest of the afternoon and evening she pounds my ass and face in any number of different positions. After taking me again bound splayed out on my back she releases me only to tie my wrists and elbows together behind me. Then I’m bent over a bolder and impaled from the rear. I’m forced to kneel before her and suck, taken on my back with my legs flung over my head and then taken again kneeling with my face pressed into the dirt while she batters into me from behind. Finally, I’m suspended by the elbows and ankles, the latter lashed to either end of her spear holding my legs split perpendicular again.

Goddess particularly favors this configuration. Not only does it allow her to swing my body freely as she incessantly stabs into me, but she is able to pound as violently into my mouth as she repeatedly does my ass. Ramming the entirety of her erection down my throat she gags me pitilessly, laughing at my helpless retching before escalating toward yet another obliviously screaming orgasm. Of course, whether I am taking it from in front or behind, my spinal suffering is as extreme as it ever was during my transport or roasting. My overstressed shoulders are wrenched rhythmically in their sockets until they are an ace from dislocation. Before long I’m as widely dilated as by the worst application of that pear, and to a depth of more than a foot – something undreamed of back in the dungeon. Yet throughout this entire appalling ordeal I continuously confirm the truth of Goddess’ observation.

Though my shame remains abysmal, my agony unceasing and my dread at seeing her sporting that phallic truncheon never lessens, my outrageously disgraceful subjugation proves more exalting by the hour. This is truly the pinnacle and nadir of all I hold dear; the ultimate proof of my perversity and defeat of my fraternal esteem. No wonder I resisted this so doggedly – nothing will ever be the same for me. Lower than a groveling dog or shit-eating pig, I willingly represent the most abhorrent example of supremely defeated maleness imaginable.

Perhaps this was Gora’s intent all along, and the answer to that earlier riddle As unthinkable as I once found the prospect, I soon find myself begging to suck my Goddess’ cock, just as she and Rooni said I would, as well as to have it rammed as viciously as superhumanly possible into my greedy face and ass. Despite the carnal excesses of the night before, I even manage to ejaculate two more times (compared to truly numberless climaxes for my insatiable owner) before Goddess Brin at last decides to put the spit I improved for her again to the test.

I’m bound to that pole and set to roast. And though this will not be to the death of me but only until her need to brutalize me again overwhelms her, I find it as fantastically exhilarating as it is unprecedentedly excruciating. No more need I wonder if I will be up to the challenge of my eventual sacrifice. My continuous slow rotation proves as deliriously disorienting as I’d always imagined, and the way it keeps me evenly heating is simply heavenly. Considering the way she shrieks every time she takes me, I’m surprised Goddess bothers to gag me. Still I treasure this too: the strangling of my screams, the fierce ache in my jaws, the choking smoke in my nose and the way mucus runs continuously from this. Trailing across my face as I turn and turn about, this mixes with my tears to drip hissing into the fire below, a titillating stand-in for the fat that will one day be sizzling out of my cracking, blackening skin. Slowly cooking thus in an unparalleled derangement of suicidal fulfillment, reflecting on my absolutely abyssal new level of permanent degradation, I find that existence after my reprieve has grown more paradoxically paradisiacal than I ever could have dreamed. I can only hope that it remains so.

Such blessed perdition may be just too wonderful to last. And the reasons to fear its end are many. Who knows how far my owner’s climactic cries keep carrying from our eyrie? Beyond possibly alerting our pursuers to our presence, they may be further infuriating them by her heretical excesses. And if just briefly indulging in memories of Rooni’s dream-trap while first sucking off Goddess may have led that young seductress to finding our valley, surely repeatedly succumbing to that flood of far more intimate and powerful recollections may soon lead her here as well. Even if the hunt doesn’t find us, what of the mountain-Goddess we continue to profane with our mere presence – to say nothing of endlessly soiling that sacred tusk by delving with it in my excrement exit? Though Brin continues to blithely deny any significance to the earthquake that nearly slew us, and to the ever-accumulating evidence of steadily increasing volcanic upset, I remain superstitiously convinced that Gora’s forbearance is running out.

Yet what is there to do about any of this? What’s done is done, and I’m in no position to gainsay my owner her pleasures when I find them so irresistibly fulfilling myself. My only option is to emulate both her cavalier disregard and ecstatic indulgence while I can. We’ll just have to pray that fate is kinder than I can imagine, and allows us to continue thus indefinitely.

So the days pass in torment and bliss, in new trials and delights added to established patterns. Though I still occasionally suck Goddess’ bana and get to lick up her ejaculate, it is generally her ivory penis I’m tasked with frantically servicing – before it is pounded down my throat, that is. On the other hand, traditional vaginal intercourse is abandoned completely.

Goddess wasn’t kidding – until (if ever) she needs my seed again, it will only be endless buggery for me. This is no reason for sorrow though. The other half of her and Rooni’s prophecy has also been proved true. No longer can any conceivable fulfillment possibly measure up to the way we relentlessly celebrate the ultimate conquest of the male in me by brutally inverting nature’s intended dynamic. It seems a dozen times a day I grovel in bondage or swing agonizingly suspended while Goddess Brin exhaustively batters into me. In fact, I laugh now to think of how Moba’s threats once broke me, and how I worried that endless rape might prevent me from sabotaging their sacrifice by going into Gora’s service with my lustfulness intact.

Similarly my practicing for that eventual end is now an unadulterated delight. Rather than hanging by my neck and genitals, I’m now always spitted for my regular preview of this. And while I turn and turn and cook and cook I look forward ever more eagerly to the day when my rotating and roasting will last all the way unto my hideously slow extinction.

Between these treasured ordeals I enjoy all the other benefits of belonging to a Goddess. At least twice daily I receive the blessed sacrament of baptism. I perform whatever menial chores I’m assigned, submit to the recreational whipping of my badly burned skin and even squeeze in a few euphoric hours of nursing or even sleeping cuddled in my owner’s arms. Soon I will do as promised, and teach her the use of the sling. Meanwhile in the wonderful weeks that pass since my reprieve, my fear of discovery gradually recedes. What comes will come, and nothing I can do will change it. In the interim I fancy that Goddess’s already humungous breasts are swelling even larger. I wonder when the hard flat plane of her abdomen will begin to distend.

What will our first child look like? Will it boast my blue eyes and wheat-colored hair, or the brown and black customary to this island? Will it inherit Goddess’ gigantic stature, or will that immensity be lessened? What shade will be its skin? Most importantly of all, will she be of the sacred sex or will another contemptible male be born to blight the world? If it is a daughter and healthy…perhaps Goddess can then sever my unneeded organs. Surely feeding those directly to the child will enhance its vitality and future fecundity even more than if Brin devoured them. Such questions tantalize me as I turn over the torturing flames or snuggle blissfully in Goddess’ embrace. Unfortunately such speculations might be proved moot. Far too soon it seems my worries that such a perfect life can’t last are about to be rendered prescient.

The mountain has been growing steadily more restive. Tremors are an almost daily occurrence. Smoke blackens the sky constantly and the island under us rumbles with Gora’s barely suppressed rage. In defiance Brin shrieks ever more unabashedly in climax, and our days pass in an ever more frenetic orgy of brutishly demanding sodomy. Perhaps deep down we both expect what comes next. Sure enough, one horribly fateful morning evidence arrives that our blasphemous excesses have indeed betrayed us. Another idyllic sanctuary is about to be overrun. Where will we find refuge now? And what will become of our daughter if we cannot?

Perilous Pursuit

I’m braving the shrieking seabirds to gather eggs for our next meal when Goddess Brin hurries back up the path and onto our little shelf. It is less than a quarter of an hour since she last finished fucking me, peed in me and untied me to perform my chores while she left to go scouting. This unexpected return can only mean bad news, which is writ upon her scowling face. Crossbow over her shoulder, spear in hand, she directs me to the remaining weapon.

“Get the gun. They are coming. The jungle below is swarming with hunters looking for a way up the mountain. We must leave here. I did not see the young one. But it is only a matter of time before Moba and Nera who lead them find the path. We must flee through the caves for my last hiding place. It will be dangerous with the mountain so unsettled, but we have no choice. You are no warrior, and we cannot hope to defend against so many.”

I am certainly no warrior. But nor am I in any condition for another arduous journey. Badly burned all over and dehydrated from my latest roasting, I’m also latticed with whip welts even to the soles of my feet. The toll of constant sodomy further impairs my ability to walk and I’m gaunt and atrophied from eating so little and spending so much of my time in bondage. Once again I’m tempted to remain behind to spare my owner and child. But the thought of falling to Moba or Nera is abhorrent to me. And I still trust my Goddess to somehow redeem us. Ducking under the birds still assailing me, I hurry over to the loaded arquebus.

I sling the accompanying pouches over my shoulder and pick up the gun. Then I grab the little moss-lined sack Brin uses to transport an ember between camps. Using a stick I nudge and stow a smoldering piece of coal in this. That’s all we have time for. Goddess has lit a torch and is already urging me toward the tunnels.

We are only to about the point where I first spied the surface coming up when Brin hisses an oath and halts. A torch is coming the other way, no doubt the first of many. This would be Rooni of course, following her uncanny instincts or the psychic spoor of my submission to find and capture me at last.

“Back the way we came, quick!”

Obeying my Goddess’ urgency I turn and scramble back up the slope. Emerging into the dim, gritty air again (the volcano is smoking worse than ever), I hear chanting and singing. The hunt is wending its way up the path toward us. Cursing horribly, Brin takes the lead again, heading the only way left to us. Passing fire pit and the spit she leaps over the stream. Splashing after her, I struggle on up the treacherous path neither of has taken far since arriving here.

This is narrow and increasingly steep. Often we are edging along precipices. The vegetation grows sparser, and the thin, smoky air laden with fine ash grows ever more difficult to breathe. Luckily I have vast recent experience at sucking oxygen from choking smoke. But at last Goddess halts a moment to cough, hawk up phlegm and spit.

“This leads to the sacred place, as I have said. The others may be hesitant to follow. If we reach the summit, we may be able to take one of the other paths back down, and lose ourselves in the jungle. Hurry now!”

My strength already waning, I push doggedly on after her. The chanting of the hunt grows in volume and urgency; despite Goddess’ words they are following and gaining on us. Soon I’m almost crawling, using my hands as much as my feet to ascend the rocky path. With the heavy arquebus now slung across my back, the muzzle bumps repeatedly against me, a constant reminder that I may soon be required to use it. At this thought I cast a fearful glance behind.

I can see movement along the cliff face. In places where the vegetation thins, brown muscular forms and flashes of color from plumed spears peak through the murky air. Already well below us, our little shelf is invested and other forms continue to snake up from the jungle below. What will they make of the spit I crafted, and the other stuff we were forced to leave behind? With a jolt I look back ahead to Brin. I don’t see her Goddess’ cock on her anywhere – did she fail to bring even this with us?

I suppose she can always craft another, provided we escape. Still I can’t help mourn such a loss. Choking back a sob, I sorrow as well for our idyllic little eyrie, where I finally overcame so much denial and innate maleness, and learned to love being fucked like one of the blessed sex.

There I convinced Goddess to spare me. There I finally got to experience being a human rotisserie, and reveled in so much baptism, nursing, whipping and cuddling – to say nothing of swinging helplessly swaybacked while my beloved apostate skewered my face and ass and shrieked with climax. There I had my most rewarding orgasm ever, barely missed being obliterated by a boulder and reveled in so many other momentous wonders. Now I will never see the place again – just like our Valley of Eden and the basalt womb where I was first choked to climax and earned my eventual execution.

Goddess is drawing ahead of me. Biting back my grief I forge on up after her, fighting my growing exhaustion. At last we pass the tree line, and emerge onto open rock. Still the path winds around the cone, the summit now only fifty yards or so above us. Before long there is no discernible path at all: just a scree-littered slope. Still we scramble upward, the ash and smoke almost unendurable and the rock growing hot beneath my bleeding feet. As we approach the summit I see that the cone is split in several places. We are heading for the widest of these, a gap lit from within by a lurid red glow.

We reach it at last, the heat and smoke nearly suffocating. Utterly exhausted, head reeling from the sulfurous fumes, I see a level space leading to the brink of the caldera. A dozen feet below the crumbling edge, molten rock seethes and bubbles, sending occasional gouts of lava spurting upward. Already I’m baking at its proximity, sweat stinging every break in my flaming skin. Like back at the palace, pillars topped by more skulls – human, lizard, crocodile and knife-tooth – march along each sheer wall toward the brink, many of them toppled and broken. Here is the sacred place, where male children and other abominations of Gora are fed directly to her. Yet Brin pauses only briefly – this is hardly a suitable spot for catching one’s wind.

Beyond the cut the path resumes, a well-defined one leading back down. Goddess starts along it. Soon we will be descending again. This will be simply heavenly, especially if the hunt is delayed here by religious awe and we get a chance to escape. But suddenly we are brought up short. Another crack in the cone, thinner but deeper, has spilled a rivulet of lava across the path. Trickling sluggishly down the mountainside, this is just wide enough to block our way. Panting and muttering shockingly blasphemous curses, Goddess Brin turns back and leads me back up to the sacred place. Gaining that level space, she sets down her spear and avails herself of crossbow and bolts. Following her example, I un-sling the arquebus, swing the pouches to a more accessible spot on my sweaty belly and open that little sack holding the still smoldering coal.

“Here we are trapped, slave. Perhaps the others will be too superstitious to approach without Zela’s presence. Only she has the authority to tread or speak here. Or perhaps if they dare it we can scatter and dismay them by killing their leaders, or by use of that thunder-weapon. If all is lost, I can at least go the same way as my beloved baby: following him into the mouth of the volcano, hurling curses at the others and their damned phony deity as I go.”

In spite of all my worries and premonitions, I can’t believe it’s come to this already. Less than three months from my arrival on Amazon Island, it seems my incredible sojourn here is at an end. Besieged on the very lip of Gora’s mouth, my Goddess and I make our final stand.

Struggle at the Sacred Place

Standing each in the shadow of a pillar, we wait and watch for the approach of the hunters. Far below I can still see a hundred or more snaking up the mountain, and many milling about our eyrie. But then the vanguard emerges from the thinning vegetation fifty feet back. Moba and Nera are still in the lead. About a dozen others follow in the single file necessary on the narrow, treacherous path. Then coming up eagerly behind these I spy Rooni. She must have emerged from the caves just after these others gained the promontory.

She is as beautiful and enthusiastic as ever. Her fabulous breasts jiggle jauntily with the sprightliness of her step. The long chase hasn’t sapped her vitality at all; indeed she seems to be thriving on it where the others all look haunted and worn down. Sheened with the sweat of her exertion, my devilish dream-Goddess even seems to shine with a feral luminescence in the murk.

Watching her come, my heart cramps painfully at the thought that I may have to kill her. She doesn’t even carry a spear. Instead she holds her bola at the ready, confident that this is all she will need when she finally catches up with me. I also see that Rooni now wears a ring in her septum – the badge of status and authority among her people. Crazily I feel my penis beginning to twitch and I tear my eyes away from her.

Moba and Nera are moving very cautiously in their approach. Either they are awed at the sacredness of this place or they are afraid of being ambushed. Indeed I see that both of them carry shields looted from some galleon – apparently prudence has won out over any reluctance to employ the devices of the defeated enemy. Several of the others are similarly protected. Goddess Brin has noted this too, and she breathes a question at me.

“Will our weapons penetrate those?”

I have to cough and clear my throat as quietly as possible before answering.

“The ball from the arquebus will. The bolts from your crossbow will not – unless perhaps at very close range. With the help of the atlatl the tip of your spear will go through, but the shaft will halt it before it can do any real damage.”

Even having closed the distance to thirty or so yards, the hunters have not yet spotted us through all the smoke, drifting ash and the shadow of the pillars. Goddess ponders a moment. Then she decides to take advantage of this.

“Very well. I will shoot Nera through the head, before they are aware of us. You will shoot another shielded one, though not Moba. I wish the pleasure of slaying her myself with my bare hands. If they flee from the thunder gun, I will charge after, slaying as many as I can with bow and spear and by flinging them from the mountainside. You must reload and then follow, shooting as often as possible. Our only chance is to terrify and rout them utterly. Then we must regain the caves and disappear inside before they can regroup and follow us.

“If at all possible, you must shoot the young leader who haunts your dreams. She is the instinctive one able to track us through the caves. We cannot allow her to do so again. If they charge us on the other hand, and we are sorely beset, you will throw yourself on a spear if necessary to spare me and the child. Do you understand, my slave?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Good. Then let us do it now, before they see us.” She raises her crossbow.

There is no time to dwell on all that I might wish to: the possibility of such a heroic self-sacrifice, the dreaded order to kill that enchanting young seductress, or even the fact that I have never harmed or even struck another human being in my life – much less cold-bloodedly murdered one unawares. All I can do is lift up the arquebus and light the wick from that glowing coal. While it sputters toward the powder I seat the stock firmly in my shoulder and align the barrel with the shield-protected torso of the warrior who stands first in line behind Moba. Breathlessly I wait for that ball and the bolt from the crossbow to fly. Then they do so, nearly simultaneously.

Whether the natives are shocked and terrorized by my thunder-weapon or not, I certainly am. I don’t care what anyone says, cannons are not meant to be fired by hand. The explosion is deafening, white smoke blots out everything and I’m hurled backward by the blast. Only the wall that I’m bruised against keeps me on my feet and it feels like my shoulder has been broken. Nevertheless, mindful of Goddess’ orders I struggle upright again to begin reloading. I notice that she hasn’t left the pillar next to me and I spare a quick look up.

Through the fraying smoke I see that both Nera and the warrior I aimed at are gone. I don’t know if they have been slain or have merely taken to their heels; others are certainly fleeing back down the path. One even falls screaming down the mountainside trying to dodge around those who have kept their nerve.

One of these latter is Rooni. I see her dart forward and snatch up a dropped shield. She raises this just in time to intercept a second crossbow bolt from my owner. Moba has remained as well, crouching behind her shield. Between her and Rooni the others have all disappeared – though more warriors continue to edge forward up the path and out of the trees.

So much for routing them. Stung back to my responsibilities, I hurriedly reload and scrabble for that coal. Though I dropped it in my surprise it is still half-smoldering. When I rise back up I see that we have achieved nothing more than a standoff.

We are still trapped. But for the moment the hunters can dare to come no closer. Due to the constriction of the path they cannot charge en masse. But nor do we have the ammunition to hold them off indefinitely. And already the heat from the lava at our backs is roasting me as though I were turning over the fire again. Smoke and fumes make me retch and water runs from my eyes. Again I can’t see if Goddess scores a hit when she sends another bolt flying. And when she growls at me to shoot Rooni I can only blubber my inadequacy.

“The range is too great, Goddess. And I can hardly see her. I’ll never manage to hit her.”

“Give it to me then!” Brin demands, and I hand her the gun. “Light it!”

I touch the coal to the fuse and shrink back, cringing away from the blast even as I frantically dash the tears from my eyes. I clear my sight just as the gun explodes again. Around the sudden cloud of smoke I see that the ball has missed; I told her the distance was too great. Nevertheless she hands it back to me for reloading and takes up her crossbow again. Then suddenly Moba calls out from behind her shield.

“Cursed be the coward, to slay from hiding at a distance! She is utterly without honor!”

Goddess responds as if she’s been waiting for this.

“Come forth and fight me then, undeserving one! You are no fit leader of the hunt. The young one makes ten of you! Come; meet me here in the sacred place. We will lay down our arms and contest on strength and skill alone. Let me slay you with my hands and then move on to a more worthy adversary!”

Silence greets this. Brin pours on the scorn.

“Who knows and travels the secret places, instinctive and unafraid? Rooni does! Who tracks and finds the sacrifice wherever it goes to ground? Who was not fooled or diverted by the attack of the knife-tooth? Who would have taken the male at the waterfall if not for me? Rooni and Rooni and Rooni again! She is the rightful leader of the hunt. You are a sham and a fool, Moba. Come and fight me, right here where Gora may see and judge all! Or else go home and leave the chase to others, useless one. I marvel that I ever thought you were fit to be my apprentice. You are a despicable failure!”

On and on Goddess taunts and challenges her, at last setting down her weapons and stepping out into the open to show her empty hands.

“Who is without honor now? Who is the coward here? Who cringes in shame in front of her followers, and fears to face the judgment of Gora? See: I acknowledge not your deity! I stand without authority in the sacred place and raise my voice to denounce her. I have committed the worst sins imaginable and fear no justice. I have thwarted the hunt, and taken a member of the banned gender to mate with. I have killed a tusked one and used that tusk to fuck with! I carry the male’s child even now, and I intend to keep it and raise it whatever its gender. Yet Gora does not touch me. Either she is just a mountain like any other, or she waits for you to prove yourself by taking her vengeance for her. So try me if you dare, unworthy one! You will never lay hands on the sacrifice otherwise. Come and fight me for it or slink home in shame!”

At last Moba can endure no more. The other warriors are grumbling and casting glances at each other. Without meeting this challenger she will lose all authority. Without proving her piety and Gora’s favor she can never realize her ambition to become High Priestess. Suddenly she shrieks with maddened anger.

“I come, hateful one! I will bathe in your blood!”

She drops her shield and weapons. Goddess Brin cries out at Rooni and the rest.

“Let no one else approach! The male has the thunder-weapon and will slay any who do!”

The next instant Moba is charging up the slope. Second only to those of Brin and Zela, her enormous breasts bounce and fly crazily about and her face is contorted with fear and rage. She knows her former mentor is the more formidable warrior and yet cannot refuse this challenge. For my own part I cling to the arquebus and shudder with upset at the stakes.

What if my Goddess should prove wanting here?

It would be unendurable enough to lose her, to see her die before my eyes. But to be claimed by Moba afterward would be an additional unbearable outcome. As Goddess steps forward to meet the charge I vow to let neither of these things happen. Honor and fairness be damned: She will not get my gonads! If Moba wins I will shoot her dead before she can touch me. Hell, I will shoot her even if my beloved looks unduly endangered. And if all else fails I can at least cast myself into the volcano: a woefully brief roasting, but better than letting her have me. At that thought these two behemoths come together like a pair of clashing rams, and I’m caught between watching that titanic struggle and trying to keep an eye on the others.

Moba’s momentum drives Goddess back into the gap between the walls before the latter can set her feet and absorb it. Right in front of me they grapple furiously, and I have to edge around them to look down the slope. Already Rooni is creeping forward. I raise the gun to point it warningly at her and for the first time since she made me lick my own ejaculate off her fingers (dreams notwithstanding), our gazes meet. The muzzle of the arquebus wavers in my shaking hands and she gives me a fierce smile that is at once both seductive and possessive.

You are mine, that look says. I laid claim to you on the beach, in the dungeon and through your very dreams. Love and mating and raping and ecstatic slavery notwithstanding, I will have you willingly in the end. Nevertheless she halts where she is, letting that smile work on my heart and mind and groin while she bides her time. Swallowing hard, I look back at my owner in time to see her throw Moba off and back against the wall opposite me.

My initial captor lunges back up immediately. Snarling with hate she throws herself at my Goddess again. Brin meets her head-on, butting her like a battling ram indeed. Again Moba is sent sprawling, shaking her head to try to clear it. I glance back and Rooni is a few steps closer, grinning at me now with a confidence that I won’t shoot and a predatory intent that makes my knees weak and my penis start twitching again.

Others are following her example by easing up the path. When I gesture threateningly though, they all subside into motionlessness. Meanwhile Moba has regained her feet and the two titans have squared off and are exchanging prodigious blows. Goddess Brin blocks most of Moba’s almost casually while landing shot after shot to her belly and breasts. But then a desperation lunge allows the flat of Moba’s hand to strike Goddess in the throat and she backs off gasping. Following her advantage Moba barrels forward to grapple her again and they go down, my Goddess on the bottom. Moba is trying to get a thumb into Goddess’ eye to blind her, and my embattled owner strains hand-to-hand to prevent this. Now Moba is straddling her in an obscene parody of the way my beloved Amazon rides me, her breasts again flying wildly about in the struggle. Turning her face away from that gouging thumb, Goddess suddenly bucks violently with her hips, lifting Moba up and flipping her over. Together they roll across the rock floor of the sacred place, closer and closer to the lip of the volcano. At last they come to a stop less than a yard from the brink, this time with Goddess on top.

Both huge bodies are slippery and dripping with sweat in the intense heat. The lurid glow of the lava gleams on bulging muscles, bunched haunches, bare skulls and jiggling breasts. Again, they wrestle together as if their hate was passion and their struggle some kind of desperately violent sex. If I wasn’t tormented by suspense I would be wildly aroused at such a perversely erotic spectacle. As it is I am utterly spellbound. Finally Goddess breaks through Moba’s guard to clamp her hands around her throat. Veins bulge and muscles ripple all over those Herculean arms as she begins to throttle her.

Watching Brin straddling her enemy, snarling bestially and choking the life out of her just as she’s repeatedly done to me suddenly is wildly arousing. Since my owner is on the brink of victory my dread for her has eased. I feel a surge of worshipful devotion and a celebratory elation adding to that powerful arousal. Watching Moba thrash and claw ineffectually, her face congested and protruding eyes glaring with terror and extremity, I become dimly aware that my cock is jutting up and my chest heaving with excitement. But then some belated instinct shrieks at me. I have been neglecting my duty!

I whirl around, bringing up that arquebus and fumbling for the coal. It slips out of its protective cup of leather, burning my fingers terribly. Still I cling grimly to it. Lovely young Rooni is just a few paces from the mouth of the sacred place, her bola already whirling overhead. Her teeth gleam brightly in the gloom, a beaming smile of triumph mixed with mischievous glee lighting up her face as she prepares to bring me down. The others are closing in behind her, far too many for my weaponless Goddess to overcome on her own even if she is victorious here. Distracted by my mad love and lust I have failed her unforgivably. Now she and my child both will join me in the fire.

Though it is hopeless, I must still carry out Goddess Brin’s last order. I have but a second or two to shoot beautiful Rooni, before she lets fly and that bola wraps me up. Sobbing with several different species of distress, I frantically try to press that lump of coal against the wick before it burns my fingers to the bone. But then the ground lurches violently under me.

For the fourth incredibly significant time this month, the entire island is shaking. From her foot submerged in the depths of the ocean to the lofty crown we’re perched upon, Gora is shuddering with either divine wrath or revulsion.

I stumble to my knees, the hot coal skittering away from me. The hunters at the mouth of the split are falling left and right and crying out in terror as they tumble down the steep slope – all except for Rooni, who at the last minute has leaped forward to gain the relative safety of the sacred place. She merely fights to keep her balance amid the tremors, her relishing intent on me unwavering. But then a far more dreadful cry makes me whip my head around even as I bounce and skid across the convulsing stone.

In the very act of slaying her former apprentice, my original captor and the leader of the hunt for me, my fanatically beloved owner-mate-deity has been precipitated into Gora’s seething maw. Locked together in their death struggle, both Brin and Moba tumble from the brink of the caldera and plunge screaming into the lava below. Indeed I can feel myself sliding that way after them across the bucking stone. Yet there’s no room for terror or hope or notions of theology or justice in me. Infinite horror at the loss of my Goddess effaces everything else.

There will be no more of her delightfully sadistic whipping, no daily blessed sacrament of baptism. There will be no more cosseted nursing, blissful cuddling, feverishly suckling her bana and cock or watching her turn endlessly about as I choke in the smoke and roast for her amusement. I’ll never again have her giant body socketed atop mine and riding me maniacally, or get to writhe in infinitely degraded derangement, ejaculating ecstatically even as she pounds out the throes of her own delirious climax in my insatiably greedy ass. Everything I’ve come to live for is gone forever. Swamped by these realizations, I swoon helplessly into blackness – cheating myself of even feeling the quick excruciation of incineration as I slip into Gora’s mouth after her: all I’ve had to hope for with everything else lost

Promises Fulfilled

Out of oblivion, I swim into the dim awareness of a familiar excruciation. Apparently all is not lost yet after all.

My aching jaws are stuffed with a coconut. My spine might be on the verge of coming apart; gravity has me agonizingly swaybacked. My shoulders are starting from their sockets and screaming with stress; my elbows are bound together. Likewise my linked hands and feet are tied with vines and all my weight hangs from those deadened extremities. I’m swaying and being jostled occasionally and hearing celebratory singing.

In my muddled state I believe I’m on my way up from the beach. Soon I will pass through a jeering crowd to face my judgment. Yet something isn’t right. Rather than being gripped by exaltation a profound sorrow fills me. Momentous events I can’t remember have clearly intervened. Then from right nearby a voice is raised in question. And from even closer one filled with authority answers. Yet this is not the guttural tone I expect but a seductive contralto bubbling with enthusiasm. And with that sound comes a terrible awareness of despair.

“How do you explain what has happened, Great Leader?”

“It is obvious, is it not? Almighty Gora has taken the sinful apostate into herself, as well as unworthy Moba. She has delivered the sacrifice into my hand and designated me as the rightful leader of the hunt.”

“Yet still she smokes and rumbles. The ground quivers beneath us.”

“Gora is terribly angry with us still. She was required to intervene on our behalf. We must hasten the preparations for the ritual rape, amputation, sacrifice and feast so that we may appease her as soon as possible. If we hurry, the fire can be ready as soon as tomorrow.

“Let us just hope that the male is still broken, and that if not its sacrilegious lust will be banished by the time it is delivered into her service. If it is not, Gora may not forgive our failure. She might destroy us all. Be certain therefore that you are as brutal and vicious as possible when the time comes to wield your phallus.”

It is beautiful Rooni speaking of course, the beguiling young Goddess of my dreams. Her ascendancy is now complete. Leader of the hunt, perhaps she will even be High Priestess one day – she alone dared to enter the sacred place and was spared. With that the entire terrible ordeal just past rushes back into memory.

Oh my gorgeous and imperious and incomparable Goddess Brin! There will be no child for you, and no fawning life of marvelously fulfilling slavery for me. Even now I’m hanging hogtied from a pole and being hurried victoriously through the forest toward my only briefly delayed date with the red-hot knife, the thousand cocks of stone and the pointed iron spits turning me fatally over the coals. I sob with heartbreak and blink my bleary eyes clear.

Lifting my dangling head, I raise my gaze from the forest floor to look around. The first thing I see is my former owner’s sacred elephant cock, still looking as convincingly real as ever where it curves up and out from the body beside me. I recognize too the sleek lines of the groin it graces. I raise my gaze further, past unimaginably firm and arrogant breasts to the exotically beautiful face gleaming with smugly possessive victory back at me.

Hearing my sob and realizing that I’ve regained consciousness, my latest captor and claimant is just bursting with triumphant excitement. Yet her big limpid eyes hold a smug touch of gratitude too. She leans close to me and breathes words for only me to hear.

“Thank you for keeping your promise to me, male. I know you could have killed me, instead of letting me to be the one to capture you. And by keeping me in mind you willingly led me to you. Your faithful submission (and my innate talents) have assured my pre-eminence among the people: I am the youngest leader of the hunt ever!

“In return I will now keep my promises to you. I will slice the last bit of your manhood away and bear many strong daughters on your appropriated potency. And I will be the cruelest and most amazingly zealous rapist of all when I finally get to take you, first among all the people. I think this wonderful penis you have devised for me will certainly see to that!”

Goddess Rooni clutches her new cock and gives me another excited smile full of erotic promise. Then she steps up her pace and leads her exultant followers in a fresh song of expectant bloodlust. As I dwell on her ebullient beauty and portentous words, my dangling, swinging penis begins to lengthen and harden almost involuntarily. Despite the devastating loss of Goddess Brin, and my heavenly life as her degraded slave-mate, my impossibly depraved (or divinely enflamed) libido seems to be rising to the challenge ahead of me. Now I must maintain that infinitely perverse lust to the very end. Soon my condemned member is aching as insanely erect as ever. Harder it throbs with every step as I’m carried down the mountain to my doom.

 







Epilogue 



From the Associated Press:

The National Oceanographic and Atmospheric Administration today announced an exciting new find in its ongoing efforts to completely map the Pacific Ocean floor. Evidence has emerged of a previously uncharted island in the south that was apparently completely destroyed by a volcanic cataclysm.

Similar to the explosion of the Indonesian island of Krakatoa in 1883 which was heard over three thousand miles away and killed an estimated thirty-six thousand people, this lesser geologic disturbance nevertheless has scientists from a wide variety of fields buzzing. Some are speculating that it may have contributed to the poorly understood ‘Little Ice Age’, a period of planetary cooling that severely stunted crops in Medieval Europe. Of particular interest to historians and anthropologists however is evidence that the island may have been inhabited at the time. Expeditions to study what appear to be the remains of submerged and shattered temples, and to search the sea floor for any surviving artifacts are already being discussed.
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