
        
            
                
            
        

    Pora Pora
By
Blard Hans
“That is the Alter of Surrender,” said the old man.  His relatively white skin and gaunt frame seemed at odds with most of the islanders I was accustomed to seeing.  He had been introduced to me as Goden, an elder of the village.  Goden gathered the rough cloth of his white robe around him and gestured to the large mound of basalt near the south end of the village.
I looked at the large boulder.  A crude seat had been carved into part of it.  “What is it for?”
“We use it during the marriage ceremony.  The groom is tied to the Alter and given two elixirs.  The first opens his mind to obeying.  The second makes the change permanent.”
“Does the man have a choice in any of this?” I asked.
The old man grinned at me.  “Why would he want that?”
A tall blonde woman walked out of the hut beside me and stood on the wooden deck looking down at us.  The old man stopped talking when he noticed her and bowed deeply.  “Priestess, this is the traveler from across the water.  His name is Paul.”
“Greetings Paul.  I am Kira.”
The way her blonde hair fell down around her tan face added to her stunning good looks.  The fact that she was tall and athletic didn’t hurt either.  Even though I tried not to, I found myself starting at her bare feet and working my way up her toned legs, short leather skirt, bare midriff and leather halter top.  She had just the right combination of soft skin and muscle on her midsection to make her look like a pin up model from some muscle magazine.  When my eyes met hers, she smiled at me and tilted her head ever so slightly, exposing the left side of her neck.
I smiled at her and held eye contact for a second before I said, “It is my pleasure Kira.  Thank you for allowing me to see your village.”
“You are the first to come here in many years.  Let us show you how we greet guests here.  We will have a feast tonight.  Maybe once you’ve learned a little more about us, you will tell us stories of your home.”
“I would love to.”
Kira’s right hand traced the sea shell necklace around her neck down towards her breasts then smiled at me again and walked back inside the hut.
“Is she your leader?” I asked.
The old man shook his head.  “We don’t have anything like a queen.  Kira is a member of the magical caste.  They hold seats at the counsel table but all political decisions are made by the counsel as a whole.”
“What is the Magical Caste?”
He looked at me strangely then said, “In your home village don’t you have a caste that heals the soul?”
I shook my head.  “We have healers but they tend to the body, not the soul.”
“That’s crazy.  Maybe the great spirits have caused you to come here because your soul cannot be healed at home.”
I smiled at him.  “I think the storm had more to do with it; that and washing up on your shore.”
He grunted.
“Are you part of the Magical Caste?”
“Males are not allowed to be part of that caste so those of us born with the gift can only heal the body.  Perhaps it is the same where you come from.”
“I would like to learn more.  Do you think that Kira would be willing to teach me more of your ways about the soul?”
“That will be up to her.”  He seemed to be looking into me as he spoke.  “If she wishes to, she will take you and teach you.”
As we continued the tour of the village, I learned that there were several communal huts in addition to the twenty or so reserved for individual families.  It appeared that the people of this village survived mostly on a single root vegetable they called ‘Domatos.’  They didn’t look very appetizing but I learned long ago not to judge a people until you really get to know them.
Goden took me to the largest communal hut and let me lay down in one of the numerous hammocks there.  After the six weeks at sea, the ship floundering then sinking, then hiding out on the beach for three days before I walked into the village, I was exhausted.  I think I was asleep before my head even hit the bed.
When I awoke, it was near dusk.  Goden was gently shaking me until I regained consciousness.
“The feast will be starting soon.  When you’re ready come outside.  You will sit next to me so that I may explain more about our village.”
It took a few minutes to shake the cobwebs out of my head.  When I was ready, I walked outside.  There was a large bonfire in the courtyard and dozens of people sat in a circle around it.  The smell of wood smoke combined with the wonderful smell of cooking food.  It reminded me of how hungry I was.
I found Goden and sat on the mat next to him.  There was a raised platform with another half dozen people seated there.  Kira was on the far right.  She saw me looking at her and gave me a discrete waive.  I started to wave back but stopped when Goden softly took my hand and pressed it back into my lap.
“You’ll want to be sure before you accept,” he said.
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“I thought you may not have understood.  Is the courtship in your village so different?”
Courtship? I wondered.  “I have a lot to learn about your people.  Please forgive me,” I said.
Goden nodded solemnly at me.  “Yes.  You are like a man child.  The women here choose their men.  If you accept her offer of courtship then the other women will not be able to talk with you until the Ceremony of Surrender is complete.”
Drums began to play and several young women began to dance around the fire.  Although not what I was used to, the way they moved was extremely erotic.  Thoughts of asking Goden why there were so many light skinned villagers on a south sea island evaporated from my mind.  Instead, I leaned over to Goden and asked, “Does the dance have a meaning?”
“No, not really.  The young women of our village are displaying themselves to see which males are interested.  They pick the ones they want but custom dictates that the male must show they are willing in some way.”
I glanced around at the crowd.  Several of the young men were staring at the dancers.  A couple of them prostrated themselves as the dancers promenaded near them.  I saw several of the young women smile at the men.  One of them removed her necklace and gave it to a man kneeling at her feet.
“Is that what you were talking about?”
Goden nodded.  “That is Su’uk.  He is of age and wants Terra, the one who gave him the necklace.  They will go through the ceremony soon.”
“Would I be allowed to watch the ceremony?”
“Yes.  It is done in public with the whole village watching.”
A beautiful black haired girl stopped in front of us.  She had a wooden bowl in her hands and set it in front of us.  As she did, she pressed her arms together and gave me a wonderful view of her ample cleavage.  There was a dark colored liquid in the bowl.  Goden did not acknowledge her but sat back and crossed his arms.
Taking my cue from his actions, I sat back and crossed my arms too.
The young girl glanced up at Kira then stood and went back to dancing.
“There may be hope in teaching you,” Goden said.  He took a wooden cup and filled it from the bowl then handed it to me.  “Drink,” he said.
I sniffed the cup.  Almost immediately I was overcome from the fumes.  It felt like I had downed a large glass of Scotch Whiskey in a single gulp.  I felt light headed but took a large drink anyway.  Having grown up just outside of Dundee, I was no stranger to drink but this was something completely different.  It burned my throat as I drank it.  The flavor was strong and reminded me of licorice and mud.  It was like Ouzo but stronger than anything I had tried before.
“Wow.  That’s strong,” I said.
Goden laughed.  “It’s called Fuk’toi.  We save it for special occasions.  It’s derived from fermented Domatos, herbs and the saliva of the makers.”
I closed my eyes and tried not to spit it back up.  “It’s very good,” I said.
“Take it slow.  More than one man has ended up engaged before his mind cleared.”
I set the cup on the ground in front of me.
The tempo of the music increased as the dancers began to gyrate even faster then everything stopped. 
Goden nudged my arm and pointed over to Su’uk.
I looked over and saw Terra place the necklace around his neck.  He was still kneeling but looked up at her as she draped the necklace on him.  She leaned down and kissed him.
“The ceremony will take place tomorrow after breakfast,” Goden said.
The dancers began to bring plates of food and set them in front of everyone.
“Why do the women bring food to the men?” I asked.
“It’s another way for them to let the men see them.  They are showing that even after the ceremony, they will treat their husbands well,” Goden said.
I knew I didn’t understand this people very well so I just remained quiet.  When it was time to eat I gingerly picked up the cooked roots and took a tentative bite, afraid that if I didn’t that I would somehow offend everyone.  The first bite was amazing.  The texture of the root was similar to that of a french fry but the flavor was intense.  I had not tasted anything like it but it was delicious.  The second root I tried had the same texture but the flavor was completely different.
Goden watched me intently as I ate.  “We add different herbs to each so that they take on a completely different flavor.  What do you think?”
I finished chewing then said, “I’ve never tasted anything like it.  Delicious.”   I finished off the contents of my cup and almost immediately felt intoxicated. 
I don’t remember going to bed but when I woke up my head was pounding.  Goden was pushing me awake.
I got out of the hammock and began rubbing my head.
“You’ll get used to the Fuk’toi but it takes time.  Drinking lots of water will help your headache.”
I followed him outside and saw that most of the village was gathered around the fire pit again.  People were eating more of the spiced Domatos.  Goden and I each took a wooden bowl from a long table and sat down.
The roots looked the same as last night but tasted more like bacon and eggs.  It was so odd to have an ugly looking root taste so good.  I was careful to drink lots of water and my head began to feel better.
After everyone was done eating, we returned our bowls to the table then gathered around the alter.  Terra led Su’uk by the hand over to the rock seat.  He stopped in front of the basalt chair, facing Terra.  She undid the garment around his waist and let it fall to the ground then she stepped back and looked over his naked body.  When she was satisfied, she gently pressed on his chest until he fell backwards into the stone seat. 
Terra took one of his arms and stretched it out then secured it to the stone with a leather strap.  She repeated the process with the other hand and then his feet.  One of the young women from last night brought over what looked like a leather mask.  Terra jammed part of it into the man’s mouth then tied the two ends to the stone behind his head.  Once it was in place, I realized that it had something protruding into the man’s mouth, making him unable to close it.
Terra faced Su’uk and held her hand out.  Another young woman handed her a small wooden cup.
“That’s the Elixir of Surrender,” Goden said.
“Is it like the Fuk’toi we were drinking last night?” I asked.
“No.  This is much more powerful.  It will leave him unable to resist her in any way.”
Terra held the cup up for everyone to see then lifted up her top and pressed her tit into the cup.  She held it there for a second then pulled her top back down and brought the cup to Su’uk’s lips.
“Why did she do that?” I asked.
Goden nodded towards Terra then said, “The elixir takes on the essence of the woman who uses it.  Su’uk will be bound to her and no other.”
Terra made quite a show of pouring the liquid down Su’uk’s throat.  He silently drank it.
“It is a test of manhood that he does not cry out as it goes down his throat.  The longer he holds out the better the bond will be.  When he can’t take it anymore she will give him the second elixir.”
Another young woman handed Terra a second cup.
Terra again dunked her exposed breast into it and then held the cup up for everyone to see.  She began to fondle Su’uk’s already erect penis.  Soon she was stroking it.  Su’uk began to gyrate in rhythm  to her hand.
“Oh, she’s going to take him as a sex slave,” Goden said.  He seemed mildly surprised.
“So the men are not always the sex partners of their wives?”
Goden looked over at me as though I had said the moon was actually made of cheese.  “Of course not.”
“How long does this usually...” I started to ask.
Su’uk’s breathing became labored just before he cried out.
Terra poured the second cup down his throat.  He almost immediately became quiet.  A few seconds later, he came hard.  Terra held up her hand and showed everyone the white sticky mess now coating her arm.
The village erupted in cheers.
Terra untied the man and helped him stand up next to her.  She grabbed his hand and held it upwards.  It reminded me of a referee holding up the hand of boxer who just won the fight.
“What happens now?” I asked.
“Su’uk will be tattooed with Terra’s mark and the ceremony will be complete.”
“What happens if the woman doesn’t give him the second cup?”
Goden’s face looked grave.  “It has happened before where a nervous bride has spilled the Elixir of Completion.  The man goes out of his mind for a day or two then recovers but is forever changed.  Most men will not elect to go through it a second time.”
I felt someone standing next to me and place a hand on my shoulder.   I turned to see Kira standing there.  Her tan athletic body was exuding sexuality.  Her head was slightly lowered then she looked up at me slowly and said, “What did you think of our ceremony?”
“I’ve never seen anything like it.”
She smiled at me.  “The gift of surrender is the most intimate gift a man can give.  It makes the union strong.”
“How long does the effect last?”
Kira leaned into me a few inches closer.  “For the rest of his life.  He will know unending happiness as he gives himself to her completely.”
“Will I be allowed to see the Tattooing as well?”
Kira seemed a little surprised but told me that all are welcome for the marking.  She led me by the hand to the far end of the village.  Another small fire was lit and several men were stirring ingredients into a black metal pot.  When they were done, they took short sticks with bone lashed to one end, resembling a hammer, and dipped the sharp ends into the pot.  Several young women starting singing as the men began to hammer Su’uk’s chest.  The image of a small animal started to emerge as the men continued tattooing Su’uk.
“Terra is from the Kunden house.  Their symbol is the Kuden, it’s a small animal that lives in the jungle.  He is know for being clever but timid.”
I knew that I should not be holding Kira’s hand but it felt good to touch her.  “What is your symbol?” I asked.
She stepped in a bit closer, letting her breasts gently press up against my shoulder.  “As a part of the magical caste, my house uses the image of Kalifen.  She is the goddess of creation.”
“I would like to see that sometime,” I said.
Kira gave me a short nod and said, “I would be happy to show you.”
“Will you teach me about the magical caste?  We don’t have anything like that where I come from.”
Kira thought about this for a second then said, “This is no small request.  Men are generally not allowed that knowledge but you are not from here so I will consider it.  Tonight Terra will take her first night with Su’uk, afterwards if you still want to learn I will begin your training.  I will need to go and prepare for tonight.  Goden will see to you.”
Kira walked up the stairs to the large hut.  Before entering, she turned to me and winked then disappeared inside.
Goden led me to another hut.  Inside was a long table and piles of raw Domato roots.  I picked one up, surprised that the large roots felt similar to large carrots but stronger.  He showed me how to clean them and cut them into the right sized pieces.  The cut pieces were placed into a large vat with a strong smelling liquid inside.
I spend the next several hours preparing roots along with six other men.  Their English was not as good as Goden’s so I didn’t learn much other than the vat changed the flavor of the roots and made them soft enough to eat.
By dusk, I was getting really tired of cutting roots.  I had learned the names of the men but not much else.  The head cutter was a man named Mak’tu.  He signaled that we were done for the day.  The other men cleaned up their areas so I copied them, glad to be done.
Drums started to play and we all walked outside.  Another large fire was set and people started dancing.  This time it was both men and women dancing.
I saw Su’uk dancing with Terra.  She was wearing a lightweight dress.  It was an intense red with white flowers on it.  Su’uk was still naked and looked somewhat dazed.  The new tattoo on his chest stood out even on his tan skin.  He was pressed up against her as they danced slowing, seeming to ignore the tempo of the drum beats.
Goden walked over and stood next to me.  “Tonight is a celebration of the union.  The normal rules about not engaging with the young women are ignored for tonight and anything goes.”
As I continued to watch, several of the young women took men from the audience and began to dance with them.  This was completely different from the dances I was used to.
The young people began to grope one another.  A memory flashed back in my head: Sister Catherine was the head nun at the boarding school I went to.  She was famous for the stick she carried.  If young people danced closer to one another than the length of the stick, she would hit them – often leaving a bruise that would last for days.  These young people were grinding into one another in a way that made me blush.
A couple of young women started to approach me but backed off when another woman whispered something to them.  I wondered if it was because I was a new comer to the village.
Kira walked out onto the wooden deck in front of the main hut.  She was wearing an ornate head dress and not much else.  I caught myself staring at her.  She looked over at me and smiled.  I felt a little embarrassed that she caught me looking at her but her smile said it was alright.
The dancing continued for about twenty minutes then suddenly stopped when the drums went silent.  Everyone sat down except Terra and Su’uk.  They waited by the fire as several men brought a wooden bench out and sat it on the ground near Terra.
She led Su’uk to the bench and placed him face down on it.  Leather straps where buckled around him so that he was unable to lift off of the bench.  Terra attached more straps, forcing his legs apart.  His hands were bound to the legs of the bench.  A final strap was looped around his forehead and pulled tight so that his head was forced up, allowing him to see the area immediately in front of the bench.
“What is she doing to him?” I asked.
Goden pointed at the bench.  “Since she took him as a sex slave, she is responsible for teaching him his place.”
I didn’t know what he was talking about so I stayed quiet and just watched.
One of the young women walked out and handed a bundle to Terra.  She pulled her dress off over her head then wrapped the bundle around her naked waist.  When she was done, I saw that the belt had a large Domato attached to it.  It suddenly struck me what was going happen.
“She’s not going to...” I started.
Terra poured a shiny liquid on the root then began to stroke it as though it were a cock.  She poured more of the liquid on Su’uk’s ass.  He groaned a little as she pressed the root up against him.  I saw the root go inside of him before I looked away.
Several more young women approached, each wearing a similar belt with a large root sticking out.  One of them walked to the front of the bench and unceremoniously inserted the root into Su’uk’s mouth. 
“Is this normal?” I asked.
Goden nodded.  “Since he is hers now, she has the right to share him with anyone she chooses.  This part of the marriage is designed to reinforce that she controls his sexuality.”
Su’uk began to moan loudly as the two women drove their roots into him.  They continued for several minutes before another woman walked over and began to stroke his cock.  The three of them continued to work on him until his body began to shudder in orgasm.
I saw motion to my right.  Four men brought a bamboo cage out and set it on the ground next to Terra.
The three women untied him and placed him in the cage.  He looked completely out of it.  They tied vines to the cage door, locking him inside.
Terra pointed to a man in the audience.  He stood and walked over to her.  She pointed to the ground in front of her and he knelt down.
He leaned in and pressed his face into her crotch.  As I watched, he began to kiss her then slowly lick and suck on her vulva.
I glanced over to Su’uk.  His face was pressed up against the bars of his cage.  He watched intently as the other man brought Terra to orgasm.  When her body was done convulsing, she slipped laid down on the ground.  Another man walked over and climbed on top of her.  He was soon erect and began to make love to her.  When he was done, another man climbed on her and began to have sex with her.
“I thought she married Su’uk,” I said.
Goden looked at me with a confused expression.  “She did.”
“So marriage doesn’t mean that the two agree to be intimate solely with one another?”
“A few women choose that but most will have several men they have sex with.”
I could almost feel Sister Catherine turning in her grave.
“I have a lot to learn.”
Goden nodded.
Kira walked over and stood next to me.  Her eyes were dilated and I suspected that it had nothing to do with the waning light.  She ran her hand slowly up my back.
I quivered at her touch.
“Are you ready to learn about the magical caste?” she asked.
I was feeling very uncomfortable witnessing the scene in front of me.  I was getting turned on but I felt awkward seeing something so intimate displayed so publicly.  “Yes, I’d like to learn anything you’re willing to teach me.”
Apparently this was the right answer.  Kira looked at me lovingly then took my hand and walked me up the stairs to the big hut.
As I followed her up the stairs, I couldn’t take my eyes off her ass.  The way she moved was intoxicating.
This was the first time I had been allowed into the Magical Caste hut.  Goden had told me it was off limits to men.  The entrance was blocked off by tall wooden planks.  We walked around them as we entered.  More planks lined the walls.  Each had an intricate painting of what I assumed were gods and goddesses.  They were dressed in ornate outfits in bright colors.  The figures stretched floor to ceiling, easily seven feet tall.  Some of the images appeared to be engaging in sex acts.
Several bamboo chairs were spread out in the room and one large table held various clay figurines and jeweled cups.
Kira filled two of the cups from a large pitcher and handed one to me.  I sniffed it, wondering if it was the Fuk’toi from the previous night.  To my surprise (and relief) it was just fruit juice.  Kira pulled one of the chairs over so that we could sit facing one another.
“I could see from your face that our ways are different from what you’re used to.”
“That is an understatement.”
Kira looked at me in a way that made me feel as though she were seeing inside of me.  “We believe that nothing happens by accident.  You were led here by the will of the Gods.  I think you may have come because you know your soul is uneasy but you don’t know why.”
I thought about her words.  Images of me as a younger man always seeking adventure flooded my mind.  “I have been seeking something but I don’t know what it is.”
“The magic of the cups will help open your mind so that I can see your soul.”
I glanced down at the cup in my hand.  I was wondering if juice was not the only thing I was drinking.  “So this isn’t just fruit juice?”
Kira laughed.  “The magic is in the cup, not the juice.”
Images of me being tied to the stone chair crept into my mind and I started to panic.
“Don’t be afraid.  Men have to accept the gift of surrender.  It isn’t forced on you.”
I felt my shoulders start to relax.
We talked for what seemed like hours.  Before I knew it, I was telling her about growing up in the boarding school and the first time I went to sea.  Kira listened intently.  When I was done, she told me about growing up in the village and when she first learned that she had the gift of sight.
“Do you trust me enough to let me begin to heal your soul?”
I stared at her for a moment.  The beautiful way her tits looked in the candle light and the intense way her brown eyes stared at me seemed to wash away any hesitation I was feeling.  “Yes.”
Kira got up and pushed her chair into the corner.  She motioned for me to do the same.
“Strip,” she said.
I found myself starting to remove my clothing but it was as though I was watching someone else doing it.  When I was done, I stood next to her completely naked.
Kira walked over to one of the walls and pulled two ropes free from their holders.  I followed the ropes up to where they were attached to pulleys in the ceiling.  She brought the free ends over to me and I saw that broad leather cuffs were attached to each.  She caressed my right arm and hand then gently locked the cuff around my wrist.  Once both were attached, she walked back to the wall and began to pull on the ropes.  My arms were stretched upwards and away from my body.  It didn’t hurt but I wasn’t able to free myself either.
Kira walked back in front of me.  She was holding a long timber with another leather cuff on each end.  She showed it to me then set it on the ground in front of me.
She tugged on my legs a couple of times before they were properly spread apart.  The cuffs were buckled in place then the timber was secured to an eye bolt on the floor.  Kira stepped back and asked, “Can you free yourself?”
I pulled on the restraints but quickly realized that I wasn’t going anywhere until she unlocked me.  I started to feel a little light headed and became acutely aware of my body.  It wasn’t as though I was embarrassed to be naked in front of Kira or even strung up like a trophy, rather it was like I was feeling the warm air caressing my skin.  “No, I can’t get out.”
Kira leaned in and kissed me.  I felt the soft warmth of her lips as they met mine.  I involuntarily closed my eyes as my focus coalesced into a single point, feeling her lips touching mine.  I felt tension in my groin and knew I was getting erect.  It made me feel embarrassed but that feeling went away as Kira looked down at my member standing at attention and smiled at me.  She stroked my cock a few times while she looked intently into my eyes.  There was something about the pleasure she was giving me and the way she looked at me that left me feeling completely at ease.
“Let’s get you warmed up,” she said.  Kira walked out of my field of view then returned with several shiny metal rings about the size of an orange.  She held them up so I could see them then grabbed my dick and pulled it away from the rest of my body.  She did something and the first ring opened.  I couldn’t see the hinge but knew it was there.  She wrapped it around my cock and balls so that it was held in place behind my junk.
It felt slightly cold at first then I noticed the weight of it pulling down on my junk.  She added two more rings.  It reminded me of a picture I had seen of women in an African village using brass rings to stretch their necks.  By the time the third ring was added, it felt like someone was pulling hard on my dick.  It didn’t hurt but it did feel weird.
Kira stroked me a few more times.  The combination of her hand and the rings made the sensation much more intense.
I caught myself starting to moan with pleasure then she stopped.
“You won’t need to speak,” Kira said.  She disappeared behind me for a second then I felt her touching my ass.  She worked her way up to my shoulders and neck then reached around and placed her hand against my lower jaw.  She gently pressed down, forcing my mouth open.  She reached around with her other hand and pressed a small leather sack into my open mouth.
I felt two leather straps being pulled tight, locking the sack in place.  I tried to speak but only a grunting sound came out.  She left me like that for several minutes.  I started to panic since I could not see her or feel her and wondered if she had left out a back door or something.  I began to struggle against my bonds but they held me in place.
Something soft brushed against my back.  It was like strands of a heavy leather shirt being dragged against my skin.  It felt good, even though I could not tell what it was.
Kira began to softly strike my back with the leather strands.  It felt nice and I found myself smiling behind the gag.  Within a minute or so, Kira began to hit me harder.  I tried to move out of the way but that was not going to happen.  Kira continued the light strikes for a couple of minutes then began to hit me harder.  To my surprise, it didn’t hurt so much as it felt like a deep massage.
We continued this way for five or ten minutes then she stopped.  She whispered into my ear while she was touching my body with her hands.  “You look really hot all tied up like this,” she said.
I heard her step back a few feet then felt the leather strands hitting my back again.  I knew she was going as hard as last time but it felt different.  Whatever pain I was starting to feel vanished and it again felt like a deep massage.  She almost immediately began to hit me harder.
I felt the breath getting knocked out of me and tried to time my breathing so that I only inhaled as she drew back to hit me again.  I remembered a boxing coach of mine explaining that you can only have the wind knocked out of you if you are inhaling.
Each time she hit me, I let out a grunt and was forced forward a couple of inches.  Only to be pulled back by the ropes as she pulled back to hit me again.  We continued this way for another ten minutes.  I noticed that it hurt at first but after awhile I would seem to get used to it and even the same amount of force didn’t seem to affect me as much.
Kira stopped and began to touch me again with her hands.  “Are you doing ok?” she whispered.
I nodded.
Her hand reached around and began to fondle my junk.  I was still partially erect but became rock hard almost immediately.
Kira stopped and walked back a few feet.  I knew what was coming but had to stand there and take it anyway.
The first blow finally landed, it caught me by surprise.  It was the hardest yet.  I cried out and pulled against the ropes.  The sensation wasn’t exactly painful but it was incredibly intense.  In the moment that she made contact with my back, my surroundings seemed to disappear as my focus was forced inward.  The second blow was at least as hard as the first.  The force of it made me move forward a few inches then the ropes pulled me back.
Blow after blow struck me.  My eyes were closed and I was just concentrating on breathing.  I’m not sure how long she continued to hit me.  I was only able to focus on one hit at a time and I lost track of how long I had been there.
When she finally stopped I realized that I was sweating and breathing hard.  She reached up and undid the bands holding the sack in my mouth.  I know I could have spit it out but for some reason my body was not responding to my commands.
Kira reached around and pulled the sack from my mouth.  She threw it on a table then walked around in front of me.
“How are you feeling?” she asked.
I knew she was talking to me but I could formulate any words.
Kira’s face glistened with perspiration.  I let my eyes wander down her face and neck and pause on her breasts.  Her whole body looked shiny from her exertions.
With my legs spread, my mouth was now at about breast height.  Kira gently pressed the back of my head forward.  Her nipple was in my mouth and she told me to “suck on it.”
I found myself kissing her breast and sucking on her as instructed.  After a little while she pushed my head back a little and then shoved her other tit in my mouth.  The firmness of her nipple and the way her body responded to my touch was intoxicating.
“I think you’re almost there,” she said and walked behind me.
I felt the leather straps caressing my back again followed by a loud crack ask she hit me again.  The whole world disappeared as my body tried to process the intense sensation she was giving me.  She continued to strike me over and over.  I saw flashes in my vision but could no longer resist her in any way.  I gave up on trying to control my breathing as the flashes increased.  Suddenly everything went black.
I must have only passed out for a moment but when I came to, Kira was holding me up and working on the cuff holding my left arm in place.  When it was undone, she unbuckled my right arm too.  With my legs still tied, I fell into her even more.
Kira helped me to the ground but did not undo my feet.  I was laying face down on the wooden floor.  I tried to get up but gave up almost immediately.  The floor felt cool and I concentrated on getting my breathing under control.
Kira sat on the ground next to me and began to massage my ass.  It felt amazingly good.  After a few minutes, she unbuckled my legs and told me to kneel.
I sat up and assumed a kneeling position.  Kira stood in front of me, her crotch at face level.  “Show me how much you appreciated that.”  She pressed the back of my head and my mouth made contact with her shaved pussy.
The soft skin and warmth of her body pulled at me.  I pressed my lips against hers.  She was already wet.  I traced her lips with my tongue as gently as I could.  They began to part for me as I worked my tongue slowly up and down.  I alternated between softly sucking on her and driving my tongue inside of her.
I could hear her start to moan.  She pressed harder on the back of my head and I drove my tongue farther inside.  I worked my way upwards until I found her clit then began to suck on it.  After a while her body became tense and her breathing was labored.  A moment later she convulsed against me and I felt wetness dripping down my face.
She pulled back and looked down at me.  Her eyes were completely dilated and she had an expression on her face that somehow combined surprise and exuberance.  She placed her hand on my cheek and gently massaged it.  “You are incredible.”
My words were still not coming.  I looked up at her in disbelief.  She was even more beautiful than before.
Kira helped me up and sat me in the bamboo chair.  She pulled the other chair over and sat next to me.  Her arms were around me and she held me for a long time.  “Don’t rush the sensation.  Embrace the feeling and just be present.”
For the first time I was completely content just sitting with her.  There were no thoughts going through my head and for the first time in many years I was at peace.
My mind slowly started to return and with it I noticed a strong pressure coming from my cock.  It took a minute to realize that the pain I was feeling was one I had felt before.  Her name was Suzi and she was my first real girlfriend.  We had been making out for over an hour and I needed to cum.  Back then I didn’t realize that once the sperm moved from the testes to the chamber behind my penis, it had to come out otherwise it would become more and more painful.  I felt the three rings behind my scrotum and spun one of them.
“You need to cum, don’t you?” Kira asked.
I nodded.  My words were starting to come back a little but I felt awkward having to explain this to her.  I almost felt selfish.
Kira stood up and rang a small bell in a stand on the back counter.  She returned to the chair and began to hold me again.
I heard footsteps coming.  Normally I would have been embarrassed to have another woman see me naked like this but for some reason I was completely content to just sit there.
A young woman walked in.  The white robe she wore contrasted nicely with her tan skin.  Her bright red hair seemed to compliment the loving expression on her face as she looked at Kira and I sitting there.
Kira made a gesture at her then scooted her chair a few feet away from me.  “This is Tanya.  She is an initiate to the Magical Caste.”
Tanya sat on the ground in front of me and began to fondle my cock.  I glanced over at Kira who just nodded at Tanya.
Intense pleasure swept though me as Tanya began to stroke me.  I glanced over at Kira again whose expression took on a hungry look.
I began to breath harder as I got into the sensation Tanya was giving me.  As I got closer I didn’t know whether to beg Tanya to stop or to keep going.  Pain merged with pleasure and I knew I was going to cum.  I felt myself beginning to perspire then it happened.  My mind went blank and all I could do was go though it as semen exploded from my cock.  Tanya’s face dove down on my cock, managing to keep most of the sperm in her mouth.  She continued to stroke me all the way through the orgasm.
When I finally stopped, Tanya opened her mouth and I could see a sticky white glob of cum for just a moment before she swallowed it.  Her eyebrows flashed upwards as she looked at me again then she got up and walked out of the hut.
I watched her as she left.  Her well toned ass swayed as she moved.
“She’s cute, isn’t she,” Kira said as she watched Tanya walked out.
I finally found my words and said, “That was amazing.”
Kira giggled.  “You looked incredibly hot as you came.  I thought I was going to start touching myself.”
I started to think about what I had just gone through then asked, “So how does any of this heal my soul?”
Kira sat back.  “The constant hunger you feel comes from your desire to control the world around you.  Until you realize the source of your hunger, you will never be satisfied.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.  I was genuinely interested.
“You see yourself as separate from the world.  You try to explore the world looking for what you’re missing without realizing that everything you need is right there in front of you.”
“I don’t understand,” I said.
“Don’t worry.  Let it come to you of its own accord.”
“Why did you tie me up and flog me?”
“You mind is being torn in different directions.  By forcing you to concentrate on the world as it is without the need to control it, you will find that your mind relaxes.  It is only then that you will have the insight to understand what seems to be missing from your life.”
I had to think about her words.  I was true that my mind was calm; maybe calmer than it had ever been.  “Is that why the men choose to surrender to the women here?”
Kira beamed at me.  “Yes.  For those who can’t reach that state of peace on their own, they find that surrendering to another is the only way to stay in a state of bliss.”
“Is that much of a life though?”
Kira laughed.  “Your struggle will be learning to let go and learning that letting go is ok.”
“Can you help me?” I asked.
Kira leaned over and hugged me.  “You’re already on your way.”
I made my way back to the communal hut.  I vaguely remember laying down on the hammock but must have passed out moments later.
The next morning Goden woke me at dawn.  I was sore and it took me a few minutes to remember what Kira had done to me last night.  I got up and stretched.  Something in Goden’s expression caught my attention and I looked down at my shoulders.  Several deep bruises were showing.
“Kira?” Goden asked.
I nodded.
“I’ll get some aloe vera for you.  It will help with the bruising,” he said.
I followed him outside.  The village was gathering by the fire pit for breakfast.  After I ate, I started another shift cutting Domatos.  Between the work and the aloe, the stiffness in my body was starting to diminish.
It was late afternoon when I finished cutting roots.  I went outside to wash up and saw Kira walking over to me.  I found myself admiring the way her perfect body moved as she walked.
“We’re going swimming.  Would you like to come?”
“Yes but I don’t have a swim suit.”
“What’s that?”
“It’s clothing that you wear while you swim.”
Kira looked at me funny then said, “Why would you want to wear clothing when you swim?”
“Where I come from people are more self conscious about their bodies.”
“Oh, then I’m glad you’re here.”
She led me down a path towards a small lagoon.  Several young people were either in the water or sunbathing on the sandy beach.  All of them were naked and none of them seemed in anyway concerned about it.
Kira stripped off her leather skirt and top.  She stood there for a moment and let my eyes wander over her body.
“I’m happy that you like the way I look,” she said then turned and waded into the water.
I stripped off my clothing, uncomfortably aware of the massive boner I was sporting.  I quickly got into the water after her.  Several of the young women were watching me as I undressed.  They didn’t seem offended by my erection so I started to feel a little more comfortable.
Kira and I played in the water for a long time.  Another couple came over and challenged us to a horse fight.  Kira climbed onto my shoulders and we tried to knock over the other man and woman.  I was doing pretty well at first but the woman landed a good kick on my chest and both Kira and I went down amid fits of giggles.
Afterwards we found an open spot on the beach and laid down.  Kira gestured to another young woman, who brought over some pineapples and coconuts for us.  We ate the fruit and washed it down with coconut milk.
Kira began to rub my back.  The closeness of her body and the warmth of her soft skin had me hard again.  She flipped me over and ran her hands down my chest and stomach. I saw her eyebrows flick upwards momentarily as her hand rested on my swollen junk.  She smiled at me and began to stroke me.
I glanced around to see if anyone was watching us but most of the couples were engaged in one form of heavy petting or another.  After a few minutes, I was totally into what she was doing to me.
“What did you think of Tanya playing with you while I watched?”
“It was totally hot.  Tanya is beautiful but having you there watching us was something that I had never experienced before.  It made me feel closer to you.”  The words were out before I thought about them.  I was suddenly very embarrassed and worried that she would be offended somehow. 
“I liked it too.  Would you like me to share you with someone else?”
“I come from a place where couples don’t share that aspect of their lives with others.  It’s all very new to me.”
Kira stopped pulling on me and sat up.  “You’re worried that I will be upset if you are with someone else.”
I nodded.
She pointed to a woman with dark black hair then motioned for her to come over to us.  The woman walked over and sat down next to Kira.  I had noticed this girl before when she was sitting with her friends and noticed that no men were with her.
“Ka this is Paul.  He is worried that if I share him with another woman then I will hold that against him.  How would you feel about making him yours for tonight?”
Ka smiled at me.  The way she smiled at me reminded me of a young girl I had once seen receiving a puppy for Christmas.  “I would like that,” she said.  She stood up and slowly spun around in front of me.  “Do you like?”
I took in the supple breasts and athletic legs.  “Very much,” I said.
She beamed at me.  “May I use him as I please?”
“He is yours to play with tonight but you may not enslave him,” Kira said.
“Pity,” she said with a very mischievous look in her eyes.
I was a little concerned about that last comment but somehow felt safe with Kira there.
“Very well.  After dinner, he is yours until morning.”
Ka touched my face then walked back to her friends.
Kira pressed on my chest and forced me back onto the sand.  Her hand reached down and began to fondle me again.  “Is it alright with you if I watch as she takes you?”
“I would prefer it if you were there,” I said.
“I would like that too.”  The expression on her face told me that I had done the right thing.
Kira played with me for a long time but told me that I wasn’t allowed to cum until Ka took me. 
I glanced over at Ka and her friends.  Ka nodded over towards me and began to giggle with her friends.  She looked like a girl that had just been asked to prom.
When the sun started to set we headed back to the village.  Food was already set out for everyone and more music was playing.
I ate next to Goden but didn’t speak much with him.  When dinner was over, Kira and Ka came over to me.  Kira took me by the hand and walked me over to another hut.
Inside was a large wooden table with mats on it.  Kira led me over to it then began to remove my clothing.  My dick was still sensitive from her playing with me earlier and I was erect almost immediately.
“Have you been fantasizing about tonight?” she asked.
“Yes,” I said a bit sheepishly.
“Try to just experience everything as it comes rather than setting your expectations ahead of time.”
I nodded.  Inside I knew that she was continuing the lesson from last night.
Kira helped my onto the table then walked over to the far side of the hut.  I thought she was going to find a place to sit and watch but instead she walked back holding several metal chains and shackles.
I let her lock the metal cuffs on my wrists and ankles.  The chains dangled off the edge of the table.  Kira pushed me back so that I was laying face up.  I felt the chains grow taught as she attached them to the legs of the table.  I pulled against them but they did not budge.
Kira looked down at me.  The candle light shimmered around her making her look like an angel.  She pressed her lips down on mine.  The soft caress of her lips on mine sent a tingle all the way down to my junk.  She pulled back, winked at me then walked off.
I heard someone walk in but couldn’t see who it was yet.
“My my,” Ka said.
She swept in by my side, running her hand along my leg then lingering on my member.  Her finger tips brushed up along my boys then smacked my penis hard.
I jumped up as far as the chains would allow and grunted.  It didn’t hurt but it was shocking.
Ka giggled as she looked down at me.  “I like that you’re already hard.”  She lowered her head near my lap then lifted my junk into her mouth.  The warmth and pressure of her mouth flooded my body with pleasure.  She moved her head back and forth as she moved her lips along the length of my dick.
I was starting to get into it when she grabbed my sack with her free hand and began to pull on it.  I didn’t know whether to ask her to stop or beg her to continue.  I felt myself begin to rock in rhythm to her.
Ka suddenly stopped.  I continued to gyrate after she stopped.  My breathing was coming in heaves and I was starting to perspire.
Ka hopped up on the table between my legs.  I was momentarily scared that she would end up kneeing me in the groin.  “He looks scared,” she said.  She wiggled her way on top of me with her face directly above mine.  She had beautiful brown eyes with specks of orange in them.  I could feel her tits drag lightly over my chest then she leaned up and stuck her right breast out, inches from my mouth.  “Suck it,” she commanded.
I lifted my head up an inch or so and felt her nipple graze my lips.  I opened my mouth and latched onto her tit.  I gently started to suck on her and rolled my tongue around her nipple.  It started to get hard as I continued to work it over with my tongue.
Ka pulled up then repositioned so that her other breast was in my mouth.  I licked her obediently.  Ka’s breathing quickened.  She sat up and looked down at me lovingly.  Suddenly a twinkle appeared in her eyes as she lifted up and sat on my chest.  Her shaved pussy was staring me in the face when she reached down and grabbed my hair. 
I felt her pull my head upward and into her sex.  She rubbed her crotch up and down on my face then said, “Get me off.”
Her lips were pressed against mine.  I felt the warmth and wetness as her lips parted slightly when she move into me.  I ran my tongue along the length of her lips and felt her start to quiver a little.  I drove my tongue inside of her then out then back again.  She pressed my head into her vulva harder as  I worked my way up towards her clit.  I found the bump and began to stroke it with my tongue.  I alternated between sucking and licking.  Her clit began to swell.  I started sucking harder.  She started grinding into my face and began to moan.  We continued this way for several minutes.  I felt her body tense and readied myself.
“Oh God!” Ka cried out as she came.  My head hit the top of the table when she let go.  I was breathing hard, painfully aware of the throbbing in my cock.
Ka climbed off of the table and winked at me.  She walked out of my field of view but returned a second later with something in her hands.  She pulled on my lower jaw, forcing my mouth open.  With her other hand she unceremoniously jammed the thing she was holding into my mouth.  It felt soft but firm.  There was a large leather flange around the top of it that kept it from going too far down my throat.  She kept one hand pressing down on it so that I could not spit it out while she buckled it into place behind my head.
I tried to breath in through my mouth, slightly surprised that my breathing was unimpaired.  I tried to get my tongue underneath the part in my mouth but it was too far down my throat.  It must have  been hollow though since I could still breath through it.
Ka stepped back and looked me over.  “Can you get it out?” she asked.
I shook my head.
“Good.”  Ka disappeared again then came back with a small wooden cup.
I started to panic when I saw the cup and realized the purpose of the hollow gag in my mouth.  Images of the man strapped to the Alter of Surrender flooded my mind.  I feebly tried to pull against the chains but quickly realized it was useless.  In my panicked state, I tried to tell her to stop but all that came out was a grunting sound.
Ka gave me a false look of concern as she said, “Oh, do you want me to let you go?”
I nodded enthusiastically.
“Well, if you’re sure you don’t want me to stop.”  Ka set the cup down next to me then walked behind the table and stood behind my head looking down at me.  I saw her reach for something then saw her lift up a broad leather strap.  She laid it across my forehead then tightened it in place.
I tried to move my head but the leather strap made any movement impossible.
Ka stepped to my right and lifted up the wooden cup so I could get a good look at it.
“You’re mine for tonight.  Better hope that I don’t pour too much of this down your throat or you’ll be strapped to the Alter before you know it.”
I felt my blood go cold as recognition that I was completely helpless flooded through me.  I was so focused on the cup that I didn’t notice Kira walk over to me.  She leaned down and whispered into my ear.  “Give up trying to control everything.  Surrender to her.  Nothing bad will happen to you.”  Kira turned and walked away.
Ka held the cup about a foot away from my mouth and began to tip it.  Thick black liquid slowly poured out of the cup.  The first few drops hit my cheek then I felt it starting to pour down my throat.  I tried to close my mouth or move my head but the restraints were doing their job and I had to watch as she drained the contents into my mouth.  The tube was far enough down my throat that I had no choice but to swallow the contents.  It burned as it made its way down my throat.  I coughed a little but otherwise just tried to stay calm.
The effect was almost immediate.  I felt a sense of well being course through me while I started to feel light headed.  Within a few minutes I was completely intoxicated.  Although I had been drunk more times than I could count, this was different.  My thoughts were not slowed as they would be with Whiskey, in fact it was quite the opposite.  I was becoming more and more aware of myself and my surroundings.
“You got the flush,” Ka said.  She seemed proud of herself.
I started to feel very relaxed and the worries from a few minutes ago disappeared.  Ka was now the center of my attention.  Her breasts looked even more inviting and I found myself wishing that she would let me suck on them again.
She hopped up on the table again and laid on me.  Her fingers probed the gag and she tugged on it, seeing if it would move I guessed.  When she was done, she reached down and began to massage my junk. 
The sensation was incredibly intense and I didn’t want it to end.  With each breath I became more focused on her and the pleasure she was giving me.
Ka lifted up on her knees and guided my cock inside of her.  The pleasure may have been coming from my penis but it seemed to me that my whole body was nothing but a single point of pleasure.  She pushed her body weight backwards and drove my cock deep inside of her.
I let out a muffled groan of ecstasy as she began to thrust back and forth on me. 
Ka stopped and pressed her face down next to mine.  “This is what being my slave is like.  I’d fuck you like this every night.  Soon you’d be begging me to make you mine.”  She looked into my eyes and I realized that she could do anything to me right now and I would like it.
Ka returned to rocking back and forth on me.  I wanted to touch her, to kiss her, to suck on her tits but the inability to move just made the whole experience more intense.
I felt the familiar pressure building up inside of me and vaguely realized that I was about to cum.
Ka must have felt it too because her eyes rolled backwards and she let out a massive grunt as her body joined mine in a mind altering mutual orgasm.
We laid there for quite a while; her body on mine.  I felt myself losing consciousness and soon everything went into a delightful darkness.
I woke to a pulling sensation on my arms and legs.  I opened my eyes and saw Ka and Kira unchaining me.  I was still in a fog when they finished.
“I don’t think he’ll be able to move for a while,” Kira said.
“He can sleep with me tonight,” Ka said.  She help Kira move me to a hammock.  I faintly remember her snuggling in next to me but then I was gone.
The next morning I awoke to Ka’s body next to mine.  She was still asleep as the first rays of sunlight greeted the village.  I felt her hand on my junk and turned to face her.
“Where do you think you’re going?” she asked.  There was a playful look on her sleepy face as she began to massage me.  I still felt intoxicated from last night and let her play with me.
She began to stroke me as soon as I was hard.  “Let me do this,” she said.
I reached up and touched her face.  Her skin was silky soft and she closed her eyes as I touched her.  She continued to stroke me and I forgot where I was.
I was touching her breasts when it happened.  A massive orgasm seemed to come out of nowhere.  Semen sprayed out and coated her arm and stomach.
When I had control of my breathing again she kissed my cheek and said, “That’s a nice way to greet the day.”
I hugged her and held her tightly for a while before I fell back asleep.  When I awoke again, she was gone. I stretched and sat on the hammock for a while trying to make sense of the feelings I had about last night.  I had to admit that maybe Kira had a point.  In the moments where I was able to completely let go, I had known happiness that had escaped me most of my life.
I could hear commotion coming from outside so I decided to take a look.  Villagers were finishing breakfast and getting ready for the day.  I wandered outside and filled a plate from the communal bowl.
Kira sat down next to me around the time I finished eating.  “How are you doing?” she asked.
“I’ve been thinking that you may be right when you said the root of my problem is that I keep trying to control the world around me.  I realized that when I was completely helpless, I felt a sense of relief and contentment that I didn’t realize was possible.”
“That’s very insightful.  Would you want to experience that feeling of just going with the flow again?”
“Yes,” I said enthusiastically.
“Very well.  I can start the training to take you as my own if you like.  It would mean surrendering yourself to me body and soul.  This is not to be taken lightly as there will be periods where you will not be allowed to change your mind.”
“You mean like being put on the Alter?” I asked.
“No.  I don’t think you are ready to make that kind of a decision yet.  I mean that you will be stripped, drugged, tied up, forced to perform for me and forced to watch others.  It means that I can take you for myself, share you with others or even force you to service anyone I choose.”
The slight boner in my pants may have been a give away but I said, “I’d like to try it.  What if I decide I don’t like the arraignment?”
Kira watched me intently as I spoke.  “We would have specific times where you would be completely released.  If you decided that this was not the life for you then you would be able to choose not to continue.  But, be aware that during the other times you would not be released.”
“Why not just make it so that I can stop at any time?”
“The process of learning to let go is not a linear one.  There may be times when you don’t enjoy being powerless but those times are necessary to gain insight.  If I let you go before you push yourself then you may never be able to reach a true state of contentment.”
I looked Kira in the eyes, watching for any sign that she was being manipulative or dishonest.  All I saw was the beautiful face of someone actually trying to help me.
“If I say yes, how do we begin?”
“We already have.”
“How long would I be agreeing to this before I would be free to say I want to stop?”
“Until you get more comfortable with the idea, I would like to go one week at a time.  After you are more confident on what to expect, the times would be random and you would never know when it will be.  This is important because not knowing how long you’ll be kept in that situation is the only way to really let go.”
I looked around the village, wondering if I would ever see it the same way again.  “I would like to start the training.”
Kira leaned over and hugged me tightly.  “I was hoping you would say yes!”  She kissed me passionately and I was filled with joy.  “Since I am a member of the Magical Caste, taking you as my own has a ceremony that must be followed.  It will take me several hours to get it organized.  Take the time to reflect about what I said and make sure you have no second thoughts.”
I spent the rest of the afternoon wandering around the village and lagoon.  I figured that if things didn’t go well then I would be released in a week.  It didn’t seem like there was a lot of downside risk.  When evening came, I headed back to the village center.
People were already gathering around the fire pit.  The drummers were setting up and I wondered briefly if it was for the ceremony between Kira and I.
Kira stepped out of the religious hut and stood at the edge of the wooden deck.  She was wearing an ornate headdress, a necklace of sea shells that had a sheen that reminded me of abalone, and a tight fitting black dress.  The way the dress clung to her body took my breath away.
She smiled at me and motioned for me to join her on the deck.  When I was standing next to her she leaned over and whispered, “Are you still willing?”
I gently kissed her cheek and said yes.
“The ceremony will take place after dinner,” she said.
“What all is involved?”
Kira turned to face me before she spoke.  “From today on, you do not need to concern yourself with the details.”
I felt weird being told to not worry about it, like the way an adult might treat a small child.  As I thought about her words, I remembered that my job was to learn to let go so I remained silent.
Dinner passed quickly.  When we were done, Kira took me by the hand and led me to the Alter.  My heart started racing as I realized where we were going.
“You didn’t say anything about this,” I whispered to her.
Kira stopped and looked at me.  Realization swept across her face and she said, “The Alter is used for more than just enslaving men.  Tonight we will use it only as a part of the ceremony.  You will not be given the elixir.”
I relaxed, suddenly very aware of how I must have sounded to her.
Kira squeezed my hand and led me to the front of the Alter.  We stopped a couple feet in front of it and she spun me around so that my back was to it.  She pulled the shirt off of me then loosened the string holding my pants up.  She reached down the front of my pants with one hand and pulled downward on the garment with the other.  I stepped out of them and another young woman collected the discarded clothing.
I felt a little awkward standing completely naked in front of everyone but with Kira there, I knew no one would judge me harshly.
Kira motioned to a couple of girls in the audience.  They walked over and took up positions to either side of the Alter.  I noticed that they both wore the white robes of the Magical Caste Initiates.  The woman to my right was Tanya.  She winked at me then looked downward.  The other girl I had seen in the village but had not been introduced to her yet.  She smiled at me then bent her head downward too.
Kira spoke loudly as she said, “Paul, I agree to train you in accordance with our people’s way.  Because this will mean certain sacrifices on your part, you must tell the people of our village that you accept the training I offer.  Do you accept?”
Taking my cue from her I spoke up as I said, “I accept.”
Kira turned back towards me and placed her hand in the center of my chest.  She began to push me backwards.  I raised my arms for balance when my feet hit the base of the Alter.  As soon as my arms lifted upwards, Tanya and the other girl each took an arm and helped lower me onto the stone chair.  They pulled my arms away from my sides then held each down on the stone indents to either side of the chair.  Once I was completely seated, Tanya and the other girl placed a broad leather strap over my wrists then buckled them in place.  I tried to free my arms but they didn’t move.
Kira made another gesture and the two girls moved to my legs and buckled them in place.  I was now completely unable to get off of the chair.  Kira stepped forward and forced a large gag into my mouth.  Tanya buckled it behind my head.  I recognized the type of gag as the one that Ka used on me the other night.  Panic fought with my trust in Kira as I wondered if she had lied to me.
Three men approached at a signal from Kira and set a small wooden table in front of me.  A black iron pot was smoldering on top of it.  Several sticks with sharp pieces of bone lashed in place lay near the pot.
Kira picked up the small wooden cup off the table and held it up for the villagers to see.  I felt a hand on my forehead and saw Tanya looking down at me.  She winked again then placed a leather strap across my forehead.  She tightened it in place and I was unable to move my head at all.
Kira held the cup up to the hole in the gag and began to pour the contents down my throat. 
I tried not to cry out, expecting it to burn as it went down.  Instead, it had the sweat taste of ripe pineapple. 
Kira whispered to me, “This will numb the pain but not rob you of your senses.”
For the second time, I felt dumb that I believed even for a moment that Kira had betrayed me.
Several men stood around me.  I recognized one of them as Mak’tu from the root cutting room.  He nodded at me as a greeting.
The men took turns dipping the sharp ends of the bone into the pot then hammering away on my chest.  I tried to move away at first but another leather strap across the lower part of my chest stopped that.
I felt the liquid Kira had given me take effect almost immediately and was thankful for it.  With my head pinned back, I wasn’t able to see what image was being tattooed onto me.  After a few minutes of struggling, I relaxed and just let it happen.
It was dark by the time the men finished their work.  Kira and the two other women had stayed with me for the entire process while most of the villagers had returned to their huts.  The three women freed me from the leather straps and helped me up.
I felt pretty wobbly at first and wondered if if was just the time spend strapped to the chair or if I was still feeling the effects of the anti pain drugs Kira had given me.
“Your body will need to adjust.  Give yourself some time before you do any running.”
“Wow, that was some powerful stuff you made me drink.”
Kira glanced over at Tanya then back to me.  “What you’re feeling isn’t from the drink.  The tattoo you received wasn’t ink.  They worked some of the magic under your skin.  As your body processes it, it gets turned into a small amount of the Elixir of Opening.  Not enough to take your mind but just enough to open your thoughts and ease your misgivings.”
I instinctively looked down at my chest.  I could only see the bottom part of the tattoo but it looked to be the size of a baseball.  I didn’t recognize the design but it looked like a woman sitting on a throne with lightning bolts coming out of her fingers.
“That is Kalifen, Goddess of Creation,” Kira said.
We walked mostly in silence back to Kira’s hut.  I was feeling very intoxicated at this point and just wanted to lay down.  Instead, the walked me over to a wood chair.  The design was odd, however as the arm rests faced outward from the sides of the chair rather than being in line with the seat.  As I looked closer at it, I noticed the seat was weird too.  Rather than a flat surface to sit on, it was two wide wooden slats in the shape of a capital V.  A single vertical post served as the back rest, but it was way too tall, maybe six feet high.  Thanks to the chemicals in my body, I was having a hard time processing what was happening.
I let the two girls sit me down on the chair.  It took a little bit of effort since I was not used to sitting on anything like this.  My junk dangled down between the two slats and for a moment, I was afraid I was going to fall through the two slats.
“You look worried,” Tanya said.
“I’m just not used to this type of chair,” I said.
“Well, you do look like you’re afraid you’re going to lose your balance.  That’s ok, I can help.”  Tanya walked behind the chair then pulled up a leather strap that had been attached to the vertical post.  She draped it over my lap then pulled on the free end until it was snug.  There must have been a buckle on the other side of the post because I could hear her feeding the strap through it.  When she was done, I was held firmly in place.
In my intoxicated state, I could only think that at least I wouldn’t fall face first on the ground.
“I think he may still fall over,” Tanya said.
Kira walked up and put a couple of fingers between my stomach and the leather strap.  She must have been satisfied because she said, “You did that right.  Now try his hands.”
Tanya disappeared for a moment then came back with more leather belts in her hand.  She pulled my right arm away from my body and placed it gently on the arm rest.  Kira came over and held my hand.  Tanya laid one of the belts across the top of my wrist then buckled it underneath the arm rest.  She put another one by my elbow and buckled it into place.
Kira took my free hand and laid it on top of the other arm rest.  Tanya put the two belts on my arm and locked them in place.
“I’m still worried that he might fall out,” Tanya said.  Her voice was light and playful.
“Maybe you should secure his feet,” Kira offered.
I didn’t understand what was going on so I just let the two girls do what they wanted.
My feet were belted into place; one belt on my ankle and one around my knee on each leg.
“That looks better,” Tanya said.
“Hate to have his head start flopping around though,” Kira added.
“I can fix that,” Tanya offered.  She walked behind me then I felt another strap being wrapped around my forehead.  She place a small pillow behind my head then tightened the strap.
I tried to look around but the strap only allowed me to look straight forward.
“What if he gets thirsty?” Tanya asked.
“Good point.  We can’t have that,” Kira said.  She walked out of my field of view then returned with the gag that Ka had used on me earlier.
I didn’t fight it when Kira pushed the tube part of the gag into my mouth.  The buckled it around the post.  When it was locked in place, I tried to push it out with my tongue but it was securely in place.
Tanya fitted a tube into the front of the gag.  With the tube in place, I was unable to breath through my mouth without considerable effort.  I tried to create an opening around the side of the gag by twisting my mouth but that didn’t work either.
“Glad my nose isn’t plugged,” I thought.
The two women stepped back to admire their work.  “I think something is still missing,” Tanya said.
Kira grabbed something from the counter behind me and handed it to Tanya.  Although I could see what it was, I had no idea of its purpose.  It looked like a small leather strap with a short chain attached to it and large fishing weights attached to the end of the chain.
Tanya knelt down in front of me and began to touch my sack softly.  She pulled down on my boys and massaged them in her hands.
I felt a familiar tingling in my junk and knew I was starting to get hard.
“I think he likes it,” Tanya said.
I couldn’t really see what she was doing but I could feel her wrapping the leather around my scrotum, where it attached to my penis.  She tightened it but not so much that it hurt. 
“You ready?” she asked me.
If I could have spoken I would have asked her what she meant.  Suddenly I felt a weight pulling down on my balls.  I grunted at the unexpected sensation.
Tanya giggled.  I glanced up at Kira, who was smiling as though she had just been told a funny joke.
The weight felt oddly pleasurable then Tanya pulled the weights and started them swinging back and forth.  It still didn’t hurt but the sensation was very odd.
“He looks like a metronome,” Tanya said between giggles.
Kira whispered something to Tanya, who stopped giggling.
Tanya leaned in next to my ear and whispered, “You look incredibly hot like this.  Thank you for letting me play with you.”
Kira disappeared again.  When she came back, she was wheeling a small cart and set it in front of me.
The odd looking device reminded me of a bilge pump from the ship, although smaller and cleaner.  A couple of hoses came out of the top and there looked to be a small motor on the side.
Kira took one of the hoses and attached a short clear tube to it.  The tube was only seven or eight inches long but it looked wide enough to put someone’s junk inside of it.  In a moment of insight I realized that they were going to put me into the tube.  I pulled hard on my restraints but they did not move so much as an inch.
Tanya took the tube from Kira.  She produced a small bowl from somewhere and dipped two finger inside of it.  When she withdrew them, they were coated in a whitish goo that reminded me of the Poi I had tried in the Hawaiian Islands.
Tanya coated the inside of the tube then took a thick ring from Kira.  She coated it too then set it carefully inside the tube so that the opening was in line with the length of the tube. 
There was a small nipple at on the side of the tube near the top.  Tanya took another hose from Kira and fit it over the nipple.  She showed it to Kira, who nodded in approval.
Kira handed Tanya a short piece of metal.  It had a small curved area in the middle and a ninety degree bend on each end.  I couldn’t figure out what it was for at first.
Tanya reached out and grabbed my dick.  She began to stroke up and down.  It seems like the chemicals in my system made the feeling even more pleasurable.  I began to moan softly behind my gag.  I closed my eyes and just let the sensation flow through me.  Suddenly it felt different and I looked down to see what she was doing.
Tanya had me inside of her mouth and was moving her head up and down.  She stopped and pressed the open end of the tube down over the tip of my penis.  The tube fit easily over me but the ring inside was very snug.
The whitish goo inside the tube acted like a lubricant and allowed Tanya to press the tube down all the way to the base of my shaft.  She pressed the piece of metal against the outside of the tube then fit the two ends behind the leather belt on my stomach.  They fit securely enough to hold the tube in place.
Tanya stood up and stepped a few paces back.  Kira walked up and touched the tube and connecting metal.  She must have been satisfied because she stepped back and said, “Nice job.”
Tanya beamed at her then reached over to the box and flipped a switch.  The motor came to life and made a soft hissing sound.
I jumped as the little ring inside of the tube began to move from the base of my cock to the tip.  When it reached the top, the tube let out a hiss and the ring was sucked downward to the base.  As soon as it reached the bottom, there was another hiss and it began to rise again.  The sensation was like getting a very firm hand job.
The two women watched me as I started rocking back and forth. 
“Looks like it’s working,” Tanya said.
“Let’s finish hooking him up,” Kira said.
Tanya brought over a leather bag that looked like an old wine skin.  There was a funnel sticking out of the top of it.
Kira took the bag and held it between her legs.  I couldn’t see her actually pee into it but that was clearly what she was doing.  Between the intoxication and the thing working my dick, I was barely able to follow what was happening.
When Kira finished, she handed the bag back to Tanya.
Tanya removed the funnel and attached the bag to the post, a couple of feet above my head.
Kira handed her a small tube from the box.  It had a connector on the end and another small tube leading from the connector.  She took the tube and attached it to the nipple at the base of the pee bag then she grabbed the tube dangling from my gag and attached it to the open side of the connector. 
I was relieved when nothing from the bag flowed through my gag.
“Is he ready?” Tanya asked.
Kira shook her head no.  She pointed to the counter again.
Tanya took a blindfold off the counter and covered my eyes with it.
I sat there unable to move or see.  The thing on my cock was relentless.  I began to lose track of everything once my eyes were covered and lost myself in the sensation.
“How long do you leave him like that?” Tanya asked.
“Just a couple of days.  I’ll let him out to feed him once in a while but otherwise we need to reprogram him.”
My breathing was becoming labored.  It sounded worse because I was forced to breath only through my nose.
“He looks like he’s going to cum already,” Tanya said.
“That’s the Fengen Root.  It makes them produce more semen and lets them cum easier,” Kira said.
“Too bad I can’t just add that to the men’s food,” Tanya said.
“I know right.  Unfortunately it has to go under their skin.  Otherwise the stomach acids destroy the effect.”
I vaguely thought of my tattoo and wondered what else had been tattooed into me.  I could feel myself getting ready to climax.  I was both scared and excited.  It hit me hard and I started to convulse uncontrollably.  Something warm and salty filled my mouth and competed with my awareness of the waves of pleasure coursing through me.
If there had been a way to spit the liquid out of my mouth, I would have done so but the seal was tight enough on the gag that I was forced to swallow it.  I knew what it was but tried not to think about it as I swallowed it down.
When I was done, I sat there shaking slightly.  The orgasm was incredibly intense and I was having a hard time processing everything.
The motor went silent and I hoped they would untie me soon.  I passed out.  When I came to there was a strong buzzing sensation coming from my junk.  I couldn’t see and I had to reconstruct the last few minutes to even understand what was happening to me.
The buzzing slowly became pleasurable.  At first I was fighting to get free but within a few minutes I was again gyrating to the sensation of the ring on my dick.
I couldn’t hear anyone and wondered if I was alone.  When I came again, my mouth was filled with more of the salty liquid.  It was colder this time and felt like it had gotten to room temperature.
I choked it down as quick as I could, not wanting to taste it any more than I had to.  I didn’t pass out right away this time and had to endure the sharp buzzing feeling coming from my cock as the ring began to move up and down again. 
I found myself slipping into and out of consciousness for the next several hours.  I lost track of the number of orgasms after the fifth one.  The rest of the night passed the same way.
At some point, I felt someone touching my chest.  The touch came as a complete surprise and I jumped a little.  There was a warm sucking on my left nipple.  The feeling merged with the stroking of my cock and I again melted into orgasms.  Thankfully, nothing filled my gag this time.
“I’m going to take the blindfold off of you now.  Keep your eyes closed until I tell you to open them,” Kira said softly.
I felt hands untying the blindfold then gently pulling off of me.  I kept my eyes closed as instructed.
“Open them slowly,” Kira said.
I opened my eyes just a slit.  The brightness of the room was painful and I was glad Kira had warned me to open them slowly.
It took a few minutes but my eyes eventually adjusted and I realized that it was mid day.  Had I really been in the chair that long?
Kira pulled the gag out of my mouth.
I spit up almost immediately and coughed a few times.
“Come in,” Kira called out.
Four young women walked into the hut, each wearing the white robes of initiates.  They began to unbuckle me.  Kira told me to stay seated until they were done.
Once I was free they helped me stand up.  I was very sore and stiff.  They guided me over to one of the hammock and helped me lay down.  I still felt intoxicated but not as bad as last night.  I reached down and touched my junk but it was completely numb.
Kira watched me and said, “That’s normal.  Feeling will return in a few hours.”
The young woman with jet black hair brought over a bowl of fruit and began to feed me one small piece at a time.  The sweetness of the pineapple lifted my spirits and helped my head to clear.
When we were done, they walked me over to a table and laid me down face first on it.  The girls began to massage my body.  The stiffness started to recede and I started to feel more like myself.  They flipped me over and began to rub my front.  I was glad that they avoided touching my junk as I wasn’t sure if I could take any more.
Kira took my hand and led me outside.  I still felt overwhelmed by the events of the last few hours so I just walked with her.  She sat me down on a mat and told me to wait.  She came back with more food and began to hand feed me in silence.
I could see villagers going about their daily routine but they seemed distant to me.  I looked back at Kira.  She had a glow about her that I had not noticed before.
“You look like you’re glowing,” I said.
Kira beamed at me.  “I’m glad.  That means that the tattoo is starting to work.”
“What do you mean?”
“The chemicals in the ink help open your mind.  It’s nothing bad, just go with it until you become accustomed to the changes.”
“Is this permanent?”
Kira shook her head.  “The tattoo will only last a few weeks.  After that, your body will have absorbed everything and the tattoo will have disappeared.”
“A few WEEKS!” I thought in a panic.  “I thought you said that I would be able to stop after one week.”
“If you choose to, we can stop at the end of the week.  Don’t worry.  The tattoo interferes with the Elixir of Submission, so no one will try to trick you into anything.”
I felt immediately bad for suggesting that she was tricking me.  “I’m sorry,” I mumbled.
Kira hugged me tightly.  “This is all new to you.  Just remembered that you are loved and no one will hurt you.”
I felt silly being reassured by this beautiful woman but she managed to nail the issue tugging at my mind.  I relaxed.
“Are you going to put me in the chair again?” I asked eventually.
“Not for awhile,” Kira said.  “Part of the process of becoming mine is reprogramming your brain.  We need to scrub away those feelings of shame you feel about sexuality.  It’s part of being human and you’ll be happier if you can embrace it.”
I brought the plates back to the main table and washed them before putting them back in the stack.  After relieving myself, I washed up and joined Kira on the deck of her hut.  We looked out at the ocean for a little while then we walked down by the lagoon.  “I thought you could use a walk to stretch your legs.”
“Are you going to keep me naked the whole time?” I asked.
Kira giggled.  “I like you this way.  You’ll get to wear clothing but not until we’re further into the training.”
We walked for a long time.  Kira walked us back to the village just before sunset.
It felt strange to be drunk for so long.  I know I was starting to get used to it but that scared me a little as well.  It’s one thing to tie one on with your mates but being forced to experience was something else entirely.
Kira and I pulled a couple of chair out and sat on the deck.  People were finishing up the evening meal but neither of us were hungry so we just sat and enjoyed the cool breeze coming in from the sea.
“How many men have you trained?” I asked.
Kira glanced over at me before she answered.  “I have trained four men and one woman.  It’s part of the duties of being a priestess in the Magical Caste.  Don’t get me wrong, I enjoyed training each of them but this is the first time I have trained someone just because I wanted them.”
“So you have never taken a slave of your own?”
She grinned at me.  “No.  If I were to take a man as my own permanently then I would need to step down as priestess.”
I didn’t know whether to feel really special or if I should be concerned.  I was falling for this woman but wasn’t sure if I wanted that responsibility.  Kira’s voice came on in my head telling me to stop trying to control everything and just let things happen.
“So what happens next in training?”
She chuckled at me.  “Just let...”
“it happen,” I supplied.
Kira caressed my arm.  “You’re learning.”
We sat in silence for a few minutes then she spoke up.  “Have you noticed any of the girls in the village that you’re especially attracted to?”
“Checking out the competition?”
“No.  Not at all.  Part of letting go is embracing your feelings towards others.  The more you fight your feelings, the stronger they will become.”
I pointed down to a young woman wearing a floral dress.  “She has an amazing body.”
Kira peered down and spotted the girl I pointed to.  “Oh, Clare.  She has the best tits in the village.  I don’t blame you.  She came to me for training a year ago.  She is the only woman that I ever trained.  It’s unusual for a woman to come in for training, usually they want to be the ones in control.”
Clare bent down to pick up a plate as we were talking about her.  The way the dress showed off her muscular butt was impressive. 
“Does that mean that she won’t pick a man to be hers?”
“No.  The customs of our village dictate that she must choose when she is ready.  There are men here that refuse to obey so it’s unlikely that the marriage will last but you can’t fight who you are.”  She leaned into me a little and whispered, “besides, I think she prefers women.”
“Did it make you uncomfortable to train a woman?”
Kira had to think about that before she answered.  “When I see someone in pain, it doesn’t matter what their bits are.  Pain is pain.”
I was beginning to see Kira in a new light.  Here was a person dedicated to helping others.  I had only seen her as an object of my lust.  I now felt slightly embarrassed but honored to be in her presence.
“I recognize that I have a lot to learn.  Thank you for training me.”
Kira kissed my cheek.  “It’s not all about you.  I find myself attracted to you in a selfish way.  You’re not like anyone else I’ve ever met.”
“Clare, would you join us when you’re done with your chores,” Kira called out.
Clare looked up at us.  In the waning light, I couldn’t tell if she was blushing but it looked that way.  “Yes Ma’am.”
Kira reached down and began to play with my junk.  The touch of her hand made me quiver slightly and I began to get hard.  “Looks like the sensation has returned to you.  I’m glad.”
Thoughts of Kira naked and on top of me flashed through my head.  I tried to set them aside and concentrate on just being present but the images continued to flow of their own accord.
“After last night, I feel a little silly about this but would you sleep with me?”
Kira blushed.  “Yes but not until you’re farther into training.  Right now, you will need me to stay more objective.”
It felt weird to be turned down by someone who had kept me as a sex slave the night before but the loving way she said it made my feel like I hadn’t done anything wrong.  In fact she seemed flattered that I asked her.
Clare joined us about thirty minutes later.  She stood by Kira with her head bowed.
“Clare, I would like your help tonight.  Are you willing?”
Clare looked over at me and let her eyes roam over my body.  “I would love to but it’s my time.  Do you still want my help?”
Kira touched her hand and said, “Yes.  That won’t be a problem this time.”
Clare beamed at both of us.  “Then yes!”
The three of us walked back into the hut.  Kira instructed Clare to chain me.
I let her attach the metal shackles to my wrists and ankles.  They snapped ropes onto my arms and pulled me up so that I was just barely able to touch the floor.  A spreader bar was locked to the restraints on my ankles.  Clare put a cushion on the ground in front of me and knelt silently with her head bowed.
“Have you beaten a man since training?” Kira asked.
Clare shook her head but did not look up.
“Let me get him warmed up then I would like you to get him off.  If he complains or tries to resist, ignore him.”
“How would I be able to resist?” I thought, glancing at the metal bands around my wrists.
The first blow almost knocked the wind out of me.  My body moved forward a few inches then sprung back.  Stars sparkled out in my vision from the impact.  I’m not sure if I cried out but I noticed that Clare looked concerned. 
Strike after strike hit my back as Kira flogged me.  It wasn’t like any of the times before.  Kira was hitting me hard without a warm up.  Within a few minutes I was sweating profusely and breathing hard.
“Alright Clare,” Kira said.
Clare looked up at me with a twinkle in her eyes.  She grabbed my junk and began to play with it.  When I was erect, she shoved my cock in her mouth and began to suck on it.  The pleasure mixed with the pain and I got lost in the mix of sensation.
Every few minutes, Kira would stop and run her hands over me.  Clare didn’t lose momentum and I knew I was going to lose it quickly.
Somewhere along the line, everything started feeling really good and I realized I was about to cum.
Perspiration covered Clare’s face and she began to massage my testicles.  I came without further warning. 
Clare pulled me out of her mouth as I was coming.  Sticky white globs of sperm shot out and coated her cheeks and lips.  She got up and wiped the mess off with a towel.
They untied me but left the shackles on.
Kira pointed to a chair and told Clare to sit down and watch us.
I was collapsed on the floor but knelt at Kira’s command.  She walked up to me and stuck her crotch in my face.  “Thank me.”
I leaned in and began to run my tongue up Kira’s labia.  I started sucking on her lips and reached up and felt her ass as I was going down on her.  After a few minutes, Kira’s body became more tense and I knew she was getting ready to come.  Suddenly she began to convulse and I continued to suck on her clit until she was done.
Kira stepped back from me then turned to get a towel from the counter.  I glanced over at Clare, who looked like she had just come as well.
Kira cleaned herself up then threw another towel to Clare and told her to wash me.
Clare dampened the towel and wiped my face off.  When she was done, she bent down and kissed my forehead.  “Kira is a lucky woman,” she whispered.
Over the course of the next few days, Kira shared me with several women.  She asked if I wanted to be shared with a man but seemed relieved when I said they didn’t do anything for me.
On the seventh day, Kira brought me into the Magical Caste hut and had me kneel in front of her.
“Today is the end of the first week.  That means that you must choose whether or not to continue on in training,” Kira said.
I glanced down at my naked, shackled body and was amazed how quickly I had gotten used to being kept this way.  This last week had passed by in a blur, had Kira not told me that it was done I would not have guessed it.  “If I say that I want to stop, what would happen?”
Kira looked me right in the eyes, her face taking on a very serious expression.  She picked up a decorative bottle from the counter then walked back to me and said, “I would release you and you would be free to go.  The tattoo will be fully absorbed in about a month, so you would have to start taking a blocker to counter act the chemicals in the tattoo.”  She shook the little bottle.
I tried to stop the grin spreading on my face but failed.  “I would like to continue.”
Kira looked relieved.  “Very well.  We will continue.”  She set the bottle back on the counter.  When she returned she said, “This time however, you will not know how long it will be until I give you the choice to stop.”
I felt ice water in my veins for a second.  The realization of what she said sunk in and I realized that the power of knowing when I could be released was preventing me from truly experiencing complete surrender.  I also felt a tingle in my cock at the thought of giving myself over to her.
Kira picked up some chains from the back counter.  I could see a couple of sets of metal shackles and a collar attached to to them.
“Stand up,” Kira said.
Once I was standing, she attached the shackles to my ankles.  “Spread them,” she said.
I took a wider stance but the chains maxed out at a little over two feet.  Kira pulled the center chain upward and attached the shackles to my wrists, forcing my hands behind my back.  The collar went on last, a center chain connecting it to the cross chains on my arms and legs.
“Can you get out?”
I pulled on the hardware but it was solid.  “No I can’t.”
“Good.”  Kira clipped a leather leash onto the loop on the front of my collar.  She pulled on it and made me follow her around the room like a puppy.
We stopped near the counter.  Kira turned towards me and let her eyes run up and down my body.  She grinned and said, “I see that you like your new shackles.”
I knew I was sporting a partial chub. 
“You’re blushing,” she said.  “You have absolutely nothing to be embarrassed about.”  She reached down and took a firm grip on my junk.  Slowly, she pulled down on my shaft then loosened her grip, lifted up then grabbed me hard again and pulled down.  It reminded me of watching a dairyman milking a cow. 
I started to breath harder as I became more erect.  Kira kept stroking me harder and harder.  “You’re getting wet.”
The pre-cum coated my dick.  The pleasure Kira was giving me became even more intense as I became more slippery.
“Stand still,” Kira said.  She slowly took off her top.  Her tits bounced slightly as she moved.  My eyes followed them like a cat watching a fly.  She loosened her skirt and let it fall carelessly to the floor.
She stood there naked and let me take a good look at her then she knelt in front of me and pulled my cock downward so it was parallel to the floor before shoving it into her mouth.
I watched her suck on me then begin to move her head forward and back while her hands grasped my balls and began to massage them.
“You feel good,” I said.
Kira glanced up at me while my dick slid in and out of her mouth then she winked.
I thought she was going to make me cum right then and there but she stopped and stood up.  My leash was soon in her hand and she let me over to one of the hammocks.  Kira bent over the hammock with her ass towards me.  She pulled on the leash and I was forced to move in right behind her.  With her free hand, she guided me inside of her pussy.  Once I was fully inserted she let go of my dick and placed her free hand on the ground in front of her but she held onto the leash with her other hand.
I began to thrust into her.  I saw her back begin to flex as she pushed back into me.  With my hands chained behind my back, I couldn’t touch her with anything other than my cock.  Slowly I moved it in and out.  I was soon coated with her juices and Kira began to moan for me.  None of the times I fantasized about her could compare to this as our two bodies began to move as one.
I could feel the pressure building up inside of me as we continued to fuck.  I was going to cum and there was nothing I could do about it.  I tried to hold out as long as I could but when Kira’s body began to convulse I lost it and came hard.
It felt weird to go through it without being able to hold onto something for balance.  I was worried that I would come out of her during my orgasm but she held on tight to the leash until we were both done.
I was standing there, breathing hard, and looking at the wonderful way the perspiration glistened on her perfect body.
Kira let go of the leash and stood up.  Her cheeks were rosy and she stared at me for a moment before leaning in and kissing me passionately.  “I’ve wanted to do that since you first came to the island!”
My head was still spinning.  “Me too!”
The next few days seemed to revolved around Kira and I fucking one another.  Sometimes I was tied up, sometimes not.  We shared a couple of young women a few times too.  I was starting to like watching her with another woman.  I’m not sure how I would have felt about another man having sex with her in front of me but Kira didn’t push the issue.
One day, Kira brought me back into the Magical Caste hut and tied me to a bamboo chair.  Although I had been permitted to start wearing clothing a few days earlier, Kira stripped me before tying me up.
Kira wore a tight fitting black dress that did a wonderful job of clinging to her curves.  Her hair was done up and the way she looked down at me made my heart melt.  I wanted to fuck her right then and there.
“I want to talk with you and I want you to take your time before answering me.”
I glanced down at the ropes holding me in place.  “I’m all yours.”
A grin momentarily appeared on her face then she was back to all business.  “You’ve been in training for three weeks now...”
I mentally did a double take.  It seemed like only yesterday that I had my one week review.
“What have you thought about the last few weeks?”
I did my best to take my time before answering.  My head screamed out that I loved it.  “This has been the happiest I have ever been.”
The tension in Kira’s shoulders melted away and she looked at me with extreme compassion on her face.  “That’s how I’ve felt too.  It’s also why I wanted to talk with you.  What would you think of making our arraignment permanent?”
It took me a second to fully process what she said.  She was asking me to go through the ceremony of surrender and to give myself to her completely and for the rest of my life.  It would also mean that she would have to step down from the Magical Caste.
“I can see why you wanted me to think about my answer first.  What would you do if you were not part of the Caste anymore?”
Kira laughed.  “I can’t stop being able to see into people but I would willingly step down if it means that I could spend my life with you.  We would live like normal people: gathering food, building a home, making babies and just living.”
I had to admit that the prospect of being with Kira made me happy in a way that I had not known before coming to this island.  The concerns I would have had about the loss of freedom and living as someone else’s property had slowly disappeared during training.
“I would love to be yours,” I said finally.
The expression on Kira’s face said it all.  “I will do everything in my power to make you have the happiest life anyone has every had.”
I would have gotten up to hug her but the ropes said otherwise.
“Let me tell the girls that you said yes.  We’ll do the ceremony before dinner tonight.  Tomorrow, I’ll step down from the Caste and we can start building our own hut.”
Kira turned and walked out.  I was still tied to the chair so I had to wait until she came back.  Tanya came in a few minutes later.
“Kira told me to come in and keep you company.”
“I’m glad.”
Tanya dragged a chair over and set it in front of mine.  She leaned over and began to fondle me.  I had a lovely view of her cleavage as she began touching me.
“You’re lucky to have Kira.  Everyone in the village respects her and she is lovely in every way.”
The sensation Tanya was giving me started to push my awareness of the room around me away.  As I started to really get into the hand job, Tanya started going even harder.  Her free hand was around my nuts and she rhythmically squeezed them as worked my cock.
I could feel the pre-cum coating my shaft and head, making me slick.
Tanya licked her lips then put me inside of her.  She alternated between giving me head and rubbing me.
Soon the only thing I could concentrate on was Tanya and how she was working me.  Suddenly she stopped and held her hands up.  My cock shook back and forth and I grunted my displeasure.
“Oh, I don’t think I’ll let you cum just yet.”  There was a mischievous look on her face.  “Kira is getting everything ready for the ceremony and I want her to be the first to make you cum as her slave.”
When my breathing calmed down, Tanya started in on me again.  She kept edging me for twenty minutes.  By the time Kira came in to get me, I would have done anything that Tanya asked.
“God he looks hot like that.  I’m not sure we’d even need the elixir,” Kira said.
Tanya giggled.  “No coming, as instructed.”
Kira looked pleased.  “You did a great job.  Say, after the ceremony would you like to double team him.  I was thinking of ass fucking him while you force him to give your root a blow job.”
“That sounds like fun.  I’m so wet now that I kinda want to jump him.”
“Let’s have a three way tonight.  He likes that anyway and I think it will be a great start to our new life.”
“I’m in,” Tanya said.  She glanced over at me and said, “Well, not yet but soon I’ll be fucking your face like the little bitch you are.”  She gently caressed my cheek then turned and walked out.
I didn’t know whether to be scared or turned on.
Kira took a small bottle off the counter and held it out in front of me.  I recognized it as the decorative bottle she had showed me after my first week in training.  It was the one that held an antidote to the elixir.
“Since your tattoo is still visible, I will need to give you a little of this.  Otherwise the chemicals in the tattoo will interfere with the Elixir of Surrender.”  Kira pulled the cork out and sniffed the bottle.  She looked me up and down then said, “I think just a few drops will be enough.  If not, I can give you a little more tonight.”
“What happens if you give me the wrong amount?”
Kira seemed to think about this for a moment.  “Well, if I give you too little then the elixir will get you high but won’t create enough pathways in your brain to make the change permanent.  If I give you too much then the elixir won’t work at all.  I’ll know how you’re doing by tonight.  Don’t worry, if we need to adjust your dose then I’ll take care of it.  Besides, nothing is locked in until you take the Elixir of Completion.”
Kira lifted the bottle above my mouth.  She pushed my head back then let a few drops hit my tongue before letting me lift my head back upright.  The liquid had an odd smokey taste.
“That’s it?”
“Yep.  It’s not like Fuk’toi or the elixir but it is powerful.”
Kira untied me.  We walked out to the deck when something hit me like a tidal wave.  I was forced forward and had to grab the rail, afraid I would fall over otherwise.
“Just hit you huh?” Kira asked.  “I told you it was powerful.”
“You weren’t kidding,” I managed to say.  My head cleared a little after we sat down on a couple of mats by the fire pit.  For the first time in weeks, I was completely sober.  “The tattoo stopped working,” I said.
Kira winked at me.  “It counter acts the chemicals in the tattoo ink.  That just means that it’s working the way it’s supposed to.”  She squeezed my hand a couple of times.
Once the villagers gathered around the fire, drums started.  Kira stood then began to dance around the fire.  I had not seen her dance before.  The way she moved her hips in time with the music was nothing short of amazing.  Even though I had taken her many times already, the way she moved made me want to take her again.
When the drums stopped, she stood a few feet away from me and pointed directly at me.
There were cheers from the villagers.  Goden appeared and helped me up then stepped back.
Kira reached over and helped me out of my clothing.  I stood naked in front of everyone and let her walk around me.  When she was satisfied, she grabbed my hand and started walking me towards the Alter of Surrender.
Tanya and Ka appeared and stood next to Kira.  They each took an arm and helped me onto the stone seat.  After my arms were buckled into place with leather straps, they went to work on my legs.  When they were done, I was completely immobile except for my head.
Kira walked over to me and placed a broad leather strap across my forehead.  As soon as it was cinched up, I was completely helpless.  Just before she buckled the strap into place, I saw something moving near the edge of the village.  It looked like a man but no one that I knew.  He was wearing dark clothing that resembled armor.
Kira moved back into my field of view, holding a wooden cup in her hand.  She held it high so that the villagers could see it.  Several of them started to clap.  She lifted up her top and dunked her breast into the cup before holding it up again.
Tanya came in from my left side and shoved a gag into my mouth.  I was familiar with this one as it had the tube that made it impossible not to swallow whatever was poured into it.  She buckled it behind my head then stepped back.
“Kira...” I tried to say but it came out as a grunt.
She glanced down at me and shook her head.  A moment later, the liquid filled my mouth.  I tried not to swallow it but the tube did it’s job and soon I felt a strong burning sensation going down my throat.  I remembered Goden’s commend on not crying out so I tried to just take the pain. 
Kira leaned over me and began to tug on my penis.  Soon I was hard and she began to stroke me.  The pain in my throat fought with the pleasure from my dick.  The sensation took on a new feeling as the drugs started to hit me.  It made everything more intense.
Despite my best efforts, I began to cry out.  The pain was becoming more intense and I was actually starting to worry that my throat was going to be damaged.
Kira stood up and held out her hand.  Ka put a small bottle in her palm.  Kira dunked her breast into the cup again then poured more liquid down my throat and the burning became more manageable.
It was hard to tell with the haze affecting my mind but I thought I saw a dark skinned man staring at me from the bushes.  He wore dark colored armor and a helmet.  I tried to sit up but the strap across my chest stopped me before I could move more than a couple of inches.
“You’re not going anywhere,” Kira said.   She went back to work on my junk.  Her hand felt slick as she stroked me.  She leaned down and put my member into her mouth and began to alternate between sucking on me and stroking me.
I heard gasps from the villagers but Kira was apparently unphased.
I could feel the pressure building inside my nuts.  Suddenly everything felt even better and I became lost in wave after wave of pleasure.  My whole body convulsed in the most intense orgasm I have ever had.
My body continued to shake after I was done.  Kira stood up and held her arm high so that everyone could see the sticky white mess coating it.
The villagers cheered.
Ka and Tanya helped untied me and the three of them helped me stand up.  I was feeling very unsteady on my feet and was grateful for their help.
They started walking me towards the center of the village, where I knew the tattoo artists were waiting for me.  I was starting to hallucinate.  Images of large colorful birds landing on the huts filled my head.  I thought I heard the trees singing but I couldn’t make out the song.
I realized that we were now standing near the fire pit.  Several men were standing around a table with tattooing sticks and a small metal pot.
Tanya and Ka each took a hand and pulled tight.  I was standing there with my arms stretched outward when Kira stepped in front of me and said, “Kiss me.”
I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers.  The warmth of her mouth and the softness of her lips made me hard again.
Kira pulled back then winked at me.  “You’re going to have a night to remember.”  She finished with a smiled that somehow combined true love with insatiable carnal lust.
They helped me onto the tattooing table.  I was laying face up.  Tanya and Ka continued to hold my arms, effectively pinning me to the table.  A man walked over with a tattooing stick and ran his hand over what was left of my earlier tattoo.
He placed the sharp end of the bone lightly against my skin.  With his other hand, he had the second stick used as a hammer.  He had just finished the first piercing of my skin when something came flying in from my left side.
I couldn’t make out what it was at first.  The man was suddenly grasping a third stick but this one was sticking out of his chest and had feathers on one end.  The man cried out.  His face grimaced in pain.  Shouts erupted from around the outside of the village and the sound of running feet poured in. 
I was afraid I was hallucinating again but the sounds just kept coming.  Ka let go of my arm and spun around.  Tanya looked confused.
Kira shouted, “Get him into the hut!”
Tanya pulled me off the table and began pushing me towards the Magical Caste hut.  There was more screaming.  I glanced to my right and saw several men dressed in dark clothing running towards us.
I slipped on the steps.  Tanya continued to pull on my arm.  I regained my footing and stumbled into the hut.
“Hide!” Tanya commanded and pushed me under a table.
She turned and headed back outside.
From my position under the table I could not see anything but I could hear.  The sound of heaving objects striking flesh echoed around the village as did the sounds of screaming suddenly stopping.
Hiding isn’t something that comes normally to me and I couldn’t figure out why I was doing it at first.  Slowly a thought pierced the fog in my head and I realized that I was obeying Tanya’s command.  I reached up and grabbed the edge of the table.  Eventually I was able to pull myself upright.  The little bottle of antidote was still where Kira had left it.
A new smell wafted into the hut.  Someone was burning palm fronds.  The smell mixed with the discordant shouts coming from outside.
I grabbed the little bottle and drank deeply.  I knew that the drug would be hitting me any moment and that once it took effect I would be helpless to defend myself so I dove back under the table. 
The rough floorboards were laid in place but not nailed.  I began to work on a loose one.  It came up with surprising little effort.  I repeated this with four more until I had an opening wide enough to let me slip through.  Once I was on the ground, I did my best to replace the boards.  I got all of them back in place except the last one.  Inside, I hoped that no one would look close enough to notice the out of place board.
Heavy footsteps thundered into the hut.  It sounded like several large people were walking around inside.  Someone spoke but I couldn’t understand the language.  I could tell that it was a man’s voice by how deep it was.  Another man answered.  The floorboards creaked as they moved.  Soon the hut started to shake as furniture was being thrown around.
I started to worry that once the table was knocked over, the loose floorboard would be obvious.  I looked around for anything that I could use as a weapon but saw none.
The men left and I calmed down for a second.  Then another problem emerged.  Light poured in from above me.  The light began to flicker and I realized that they had started a fire.  The smell of burning wood confirmed the danger I was in.
A massive head rush knocked me to the ground.  My head spun and I couldn’t tell if I had just been hit by a boulder.  Realization that the drug was kicking in flooded into me and I could see myself burning up in the fire.  I could see many sets of legs running around but not who they belonged to.
I began to dig in the soft sand under the hut.  I managed to dig a small trench, just big enough to lay in then used my hand to scoop sand over the top of me.  I was mostly buried by the time I passed out.
When I regained consciousness, it was completely dark.  The smell of burned out huts was almost overpowering.  There was another smell too, that of cooked meat.  In a moment of dread I imaged burned bodies out in the village center.
I strained my ears, listening for anything that might be evidence that the men who attacked the village were still here.  Silence.  I stayed put for as long as I could stand it.  When the smell became too much I started to make my way out from under the burned out hut.
My head was surprisingly clear even with the headache pounding away.  It was too dark to really see anything so I crawled to the edge of the village and waited.  I’m not sure if I got any sleep but I did drift off a couple of times.
When dawn came, the scope of the attack became obvious.  Most of the huts had been burned or torn down.  Several bodies littered the area by the fire pit.  The tattoo man was laying on the ground with an arrow sticking out of his chest.  It looked like someone had smashed in his head too.  Dried blood was everywhere.
I started to walk around the village looking for survivors and afraid that I would find Kira’s dead body.  After 30 minutes of searching, all I found were bodies.  Thankfully Kira was not among them.
I heard a soft moaning sound and my heart raced.  It was coming from one of the torn down huts near where I had cut the roots with the other men.  I began to pull wood planks away and found Goden.  He had a large gash on his head and was covered in blood.  I reached down and touched his shoulder.
Goden’s eyes opened a crack and he tried to speak.  “Is anyone else alive?” he croaked.
I shook my head.
I think he was trying to cry but no tears came out. 
“Any idea who did this?” I asked.
It took him a while to answer but he eventually said, “They were the men of Ua Pou.  I don’t understand why they attacked us.”
“Let’s get you out of there,” I said.  I tried to move him but he cried out and begged me to stop.  He passed out a moment later.  I stayed with him until he died.
When it was just me left, I began to search through the village to see what was left.  I found several bins of cooked Domatos and a few containers that I could fill with water.  Otherwise most everything else had been destroyed or taken.
That night I made a small fire and sat by it quietly.  I ate a couple of roots and tried to figure out what I would do next.  I turned towards some rustling behind me, ready to fight.  The shape walked slowly towards me.  When she was close enough to the fire I recognized Ka.  She was covered in dirt and was favoring her right shoulder.
Ka sat down next to me and began to cry.  I held her until she stopped.  We ate a little and I made her drink some water.  We eventually fell asleep but held onto each other all night.
Morning came and it was obvious we were the only ones left.
“Those men took everyone but I don’t know where they went.  I saw them loading people onto canoes then they headed out to sea.”
“Ua Pou,” I said.
Ka looked at be bewildered.  “They have never attacked us before.  Why would they do that now?”
I shook my head.  “Was Kira with them?”
“I think so,” Ka said.
“We will get them back,” I said.  I sounded more confident than I felt but it seemed to reassure Ka.
“I think there are still some canoes on the far end of the island.  The men use them to fish.”
I glanced over at Ka.  She was still holding onto right arm and I could tell that her shoulder had been pulled out of its socket.  “We need to tend to your shoulder.”
Ka nodded.
I had once seen a shipmate put another man’s shoulder back into place after he had been struck by the boom during a storm.  I positioned Ka’s arm behind her head then told her to hold on.  I pulled hard on it while pushing on the joint.  It popped into place.  Ka screamed out at first but then stopped when it went back into place.
She wiped away her tears then stood up and we began walking towards the far end of the island.  We found one of the canoes under some palm fronds.  It looked to be in good shape and still had a sail in place.
“Any idea how far away Ua Pou is?” I asked.
Ka shook her head.  “I have never been there.”
I had a vague recollection of the islands from the map on my ship so I had a rough guess on which direction.  “Let’s gather some food and water for the trip.”  After an hour or so we returned to the canoe, loaded with a couple of baskets of roots and several containers of water.
Ka helped guide us out to the open water.  Thankfully there was a breeze and I was able to set the sail.  After being on land for so long, it felt good to be back at sea.
We sailed for two days before we spotted land.  I lowered the sail and we waited until sunset then began to paddle our way towards Ua Pou.  We did our best to stay quiet until we reached the beach.  There were fires lit so we landed by an inlet far away.  Ka helped me pull the canoe up as far as we could.  I knew we needed to camouflage the boat but it would have to wait until morning.
Ka and I ate some more then tried to get some sleep.  Neither of us was very successful.  First light came and we gathered drift wood and palm fronds to cover the boat.  When we were done, we gathered our food and water then headed inland.
We found some high ground above the main village.  After gathering some branches and palm fronds, we made a sort of lien-to.
“I don’t think they’ll be able to see us,” I said.
Ka grabbed a root and began to nibble on it.  “What do we do next?”
“Let’s watch the village for a little bit and see if we can spot where our people are.  We may be able to see if they keep watch and what the patterns are like.”
For the next several hours, we made notes on how many people were in the village and when the sentries changed.  For once I was glad about my military experience.
“There’s Kira!” Ka whispered.  She tried to keep the excitement down but it came out anyway.
Something tugged at my heart when Ka pointed Kira out.  She was in a pen with maybe twenty-five other people.  I was able to identify most of them but there were a few that I was certain were not from our village.
I drew a primitive map of the village on the floor of our lean-to.  “We know that Kira is here,” I said pointing to the map.  “There are two guards here and here.  We also know that everyone gathers at the village center for meals.  That gives us at least fifteen minutes to get in, free the hostages and leave the area before anyone will notice.”
“That’s not a lot of time,” Ka said.  Her face showed concern as she looked at the map.
“It also leaves us with the problem of what to do with everyone once they’re free.”
“We’ll need to steal their boats to transport everyone back,” Ka said.
I nodded.  “It would be nice if we could damage their boats before we go too so they can’t follow us right away.  A distraction would help too, so we have more time to load everyone on board.”
“We will need more time.  We don’t know if anyone is injured,” Ka added.
“Do you feel comfortable going and looking to see where the boats are?” I asked.
Ka nodded.
“Ok, you do that and I’ll scout the far side of the village to see if we can lead people out that way.”
By late afternoon, I had worked my way to the far side of the village.  The village was located on a bluff about four feet above the beach.  Kira and the others were held inside a fenced area made of bamboo poles.  It looked like if I could cut open a section of fencing then we could all make our way down the beach without anyone seeing.
I turned to go but something caught my eye.  As I squinted, I recognized the remains of someone hanging upside down.  It was hard to tell but it looked like one of the men that I had cut roots with. 
I forced down the feelings of revulsion and the desire for revenge.  First, I needed to get the others to safety then we would have to deal with these men.
I met Ka back up by the shelter.  She was holding two spears and looked very pleased with herself.
“I found their canoes.  They have them tied up near the lagoon south of the village.”
“How many do you think we’ll need to get everyone home?” I asked.
“Three should do it.”
“Did you see anyone guarding the boats?”
“No but I did see a pen with other people in it.  They must be from another village because I didn’t recognize anyone.”
“Where’d you find the spears?”
“There were a bunch of them near one of the huts.”
I had to reappraise my thoughts about Ka.  She was sexy as hell but I didn’t realize how brave she was.
I wonder what they’re doing with everyone.”
“I think they might be trading them as slaves,” Ka said.
“With this many people held captive, I wonder if the slavers will be coming soon.”
“We should hurry and get our people out before they arrive.”
“I have another thought.  If the slavers are coming then they must have a ship.  If that’s the case then what would stop them from coming back to our island?  Or for that matter, what happens if they catch us on the open sea.  We’d be no match for them if they have cannon.”
Ka grunted then said, “We may be able to hide up in the caves above the village if we can get back home.”
“Ok.  Let’s see if we can get our people out tonight.”
We waited the sun started to set before we left the shelter.  As soon as I poked my head out, I felt my heart plunge.  The orange sunset lit up the silhouette of a large ship.  It was anchored in the bay about two hundred yards out from the beach.
“We’re too late.”
Ka grabbed my arm and stared out at the ship.
“It’s now or never,” I said.  “They will want to take on provisions while they’re here.  Maybe we can sneak aboard their ship while most of the crew is on shore.”
Ka and I made our way down to the beach by the bluff adjacent to the pen.  It was completely dark except for the stars.  Fires lit up the village and the sounds of drunken men echoed around the village.
I told Ka to go back to our canoe and get it ready.  I figured that if I got caught then at least she might have a chance to escape back into the hills.  With my spear in hand I crawled slowly up to the pen.
Most of our people were sitting on the ground.  I began to saw through the binds on the bamboo with the spear tip.  It took a while but I was able to loosen several of the poles.
Kira was several feet away from me and I got her attention by tossing a pebble at her.  She looked up at me but her eyes looked dead.  She brightened up when she saw me but thankfully stayed quiet.  She moved over to me and sat with her back against the loosened poles.
“Spread the word that we’re getting everyone out tonight but tell everyone to be quiet.  I need a dozen men to come with me, pick ones that can fight.”
Kira moved over to the far end of the pen and began to whisper to several people.   She came back a few minutes later and sat by me.
“I’ll take the men and try to seize their ship.  I want you to lead the others down the beach.  Ka has a canoe ready.  If we take the ship, we’re going to use their cannon to fire at the village.  That will be your cue to take the canoe and get everyone to the ship.  If you haven’t heard anything in a couple of hours, take as many as you can and head for the open sea.  There are more canoes in the lagoon.  Good luck,” I whispered.
Kira didn’t turn towards me but did reach behind her.  I held her hand for a minute then pulled several poles out of the ground and headed back to the beach.  I could hear the sounds of people crawling behind me but didn’t look back.
Once we were down below the bluff I gathered the men around me.  “We need to swim out to the ship.  They will have guards on the main deck so we will need to be very quiet.  Once we eliminate the guards, we will need to block the doors leading below deck.  There will be more men inside.”
I wasn’t sure how much the men understood what I was saying but they all nodded; besides it wasn’t like I had a lot of other options.  Mak’tu was with us and he tried to translate as much as he could to the others.
I handed out the bamboo poles.  They wouldn’t help much but a two hundred yard swim before getting into a fight was a lot to ask.
I waded out into the water and set my spear on top of the bamboo.  It felt like the swim took forever and I was sure we would be seen.  By the time we got to the ship I started to feel better.  I could hear singing from the main deck.  Apparently the guards had been drinking too.
I was worried that the Jacob’s ladder would have been pulled up once the shore crew departed but the rope ladder were still dangling from the side of the ship.  Luck and surprise were definitely on our side tonight.
I made my way up the ladder with several men in tow.  Carefully I peeked up over the side of the ship.  I could see one man standing on the poop deck up by the wheel and several men sitting near the captain’s door.  They had bottles in their hands and were singing loudly.
I held up four fingers then pointed to where the men were.  Inside I hoped that the villagers understood what I was signaling.
The man to my right was Mak’tu, so I whispered, “Once the fight starts, I want you to find something to block the door.  He nodded and I hoped he understood.
I could see a brass monkey on the deck about five feet from my position.  “There are metal balls on a brass rack over there.  Grab a couple and we can use them as weapons,” I whispered.
The singing grew even louder as the men got to the chorus.  I took my chance and crawled up over the railing.  All it would take is one man to call out and our adventure would be over right here and now.
I crouched on the deck as soon as I was over the rail.  The man by the wheel began to run towards the far side of the ship.  “Oh God, he’s seen the canoe with Kira on it,” I thought in a sudden panic.  Instead the man leaned over the rail and began to vomit.  The sound drowned out the singing and the men by the door stood up and faced the sick man.  There were shouts and laughter.
I charged in and drove my spear into the back of the closest man.  He cried out and grabbed his back.  I pulled the spear out and thrust it into the stomach of the man next to him.  Both men fell to the deck almost immediately but then the other man turned towards me with a confused look on his face.
I shoved my spear towards him but he turned and the blade only caught part of his rib cage.  He swung the bottle of booze he was holding towards my head.  I tried to block it with my left arm.  The pain was intense as it hit me.  I was thrown off balance and he came in for a second try at my head.  For a moment I thought I was a goner.
A blur passed by and hit the man on the forehead.  He dropped like a stone.  It took a second to process what happened but then I heard the cannon ball hit the deck with a thud.
Two of our villagers reached the sick man and tossed him overboard.  Between the sound of the cannon ball and the splash of the man falling overboard I was sure that anyone left on board would be heading our way in a matter of seconds.
I pointed over to the belaying pins and told the men to use them to try and block the doors leading below deck.  I wasn’t sure if this would actually work but the men were able to do it.  We tied rope from the deck around the metal handles to the doors, effectively locking them closed.
Having spent many years on various sailing ships, I knew that the powder for the cannon would be kept below deck but there would be a small amount kept ready for the swivel guns just in case of boarders.
“Kill anyone who makes it on deck,” I shouted.  I knew that once the crew armed themselves with muskets the fight would be over.  There was a swivel gun near the far end of the poop deck so I hurried over to it.  I loaded a fuse into it and hoped it was loaded.
The sound boomed out as I fired it, momentarily blinding me.  Su’uk was standing next to me and looked like he was going to shit his pants when the gun when off.
I loaded more powder, wad and ball into the muzzle.  Su’uk watched me intently while I reloaded the weapon.  I did my best to show him how to press in the fuse and how to light it then I made my way towards the swivel gun near the bow of the ship.
Sounds echoed in from the village.  I knew the crew would be making their way back to the ship and prayed that I could keep them at bay long enough for Kira to make it on board.  I didn’t have long to wait.
A pounding sound resonated from the companionway.  However many men were blow deck were trying to come up.  Several musket rounds fired, sending large chunks of wood onto the deck.
Two of the villagers stood on top of the hatchway with belaying pins at the ready.  I ran over to them.  “Let the door open a little and see if we can get a couple of the men to come on deck then close the door behind them.”  It wasn’t much of a plan but I was hoping the men below deck had been drinking too.
I had three men grab the loose end of the rope holding the door closed.  They moved as one and let the door open about two feet.  Arms and then torsos appeared as the crew tried to force their way on deck.  I saw two cutlasses and men with murder on their faces.
The first one made it out only to be struck from above by the heavy wooden pin.  He crumpled to the ground.  I pulled on his arm and drug him away from the door.  Another villager helped me toss him overboard.  I tossed the cutlass to the men above the hatch.
The three men holding the roped strained to keep the door closed.  We repeated this process twice more.  A total of four men were now floating in the water.  From the size of the ship, I figured that the crew size was probably ten to fifteen.  I allowed for eight to ten on shore so I figured we were now in control of the ship.  A loan voice called out from below deck asking for surrender.
The villagers, now armed with cutlasses looked hungry to finish off the job.
“Come out slowly and show me your hands,” I shouted.
Three men walked out.  They looked painfully white as though they had been below deck for weeks.
“Who else is down there?” I demanded.
The youngest man answered, “It’s just us Sir.”
“If you’re lying, I’ll let these men cut off your arms,” I said.
His eyes grew wide and he said, “The cook Sir.  He’s down there too.”
I yelled down for him to come up.  He staggered up a minute later.
“They’re coming,” Su’uk cried out.
I ran to the bow swivel gun and primed it.  A large row boat was making its way towards the ship.  “Pull up the Jacob’s ladder,” I yelled.
The three men holding the rope to the hatch began to pull up the rope ladder.  Once it was on board, I shouted for them to let it down on the starboard side.
I tried to aim the swivel gun as best as I could and fired on the incoming row boat.  My first shot was surprisingly close.  “Better lucky than good,” I thought and quickly reloaded the gun.
The row boat turned hard to port.  A volley of musket fire erupted towards us.  Their aim was woefully off.
I fired again and missed.  A second shot came from the stern.  Su’uk waved at me then started to reload.  “He’s a quick learner,” I thought.
The boat was about half way to us so I loaded heavy buckshot.  It wouldn’t have as much range but I was much more likely to hit something.
Su’uk fired again and his shot struck the stern of the row boat.  I saw two men fall into the water. 
It looked like there were four men left in the row boat.  I thought for sure they would turn and run but they continued towards us.  They fired again and this time their aim was better.  I heard screaming and knew at least one of the villagers had been hit.
I waited until they were about twenty yards from the ship before I fired.  It was immediately obvious that my aim was true.  The row boat stopped and several of the men on board cried out.
Su’uk fired a last time and struck the boat near its center.  Then everything was quiet.
About ten minutes later, the canoe with Kira came up on the starboard side.  Kira came on board and immediately started to tend to our wounded.  It took two more trips but the survivors of our village all got on board.
The men from the Ua Pou village made an attempt to reach the ship by canoe but turned around when we opened fire with the swivel guns.
We kept watch all night but they did not make another attempt.  I was able to get to the armory and gave several of the villagers a quick tutorial on how to fire the muskets.  I didn’t have much faith in them but felt that they would create enough noise to scare off anyone who even though about boarding the ship.  I knew there were more captives on the island but right now all I could concentrate on was getting Kira to safety.
When dawn came, I instructed the men how to raise anchor and set the sail.  We were hardly efficient but we were able to get the ship under way.  The crew from below deck disappeared during the night.  None of the villagers seemed too upset about their loss.
I took Kira down to the Captain’s quarters.  There was comfortable looking bed and I laid down on it.  This was the first real bed I had slept in since the ship I sail on had sunk months before.  I was surprised that I somehow missed sleeping in a hammock.
Kira cuddled in next to me.  We just held each other.  I caressed her naked body.  She winced as I ran my hand over her back.  I looked and saw whip marks on her beautiful skin.  She shook her head and we both drifted off to sleep.
We awoke many hours later.  I gently touched her face and she slowly opened her eyes.  She jumped back from me then seemed to collect herself and cuddled in closer.
“I thought I would never see you again,” she said.  There were no tears but an incredible sadness crossed her face.
“You’re not going to get off that easy,” I said.
She smiled at me.
I felt her lift up then press her hands against my shoulders, pinning me down on the bed.  I looked up at her and felt like we were sharing the same thoughts.  She leaned down and kissed me.  The ordeal of the last few days disappeared as our mouths touched and I lost myself in the sensation of kissing this wonderful woman.
My hands drifted down her chest and I began to feel her tits.  She started to breath harder as I pulled her breast into my mouth.  I sucked on her nipple while my other hand felt her ass.
She pulled back slightly then smiled at me again and began to press her hips against mine.  As sore and tired as I was, I became erect and slid into her waiting body.
We moved together and it felt like the first time I had fucked her.  I watched her eyes roll backwards as she started to shudder and moan.  We came together.  When we were done, we just held each other as though we were afraid that this was the dream and we were both still prisoners of the Ua Pou tribe.
It took a couple of days to reach Pora Pora.  Fortunately, we had tied a rope to the canoe and used it to offload most of the villagers.  We took all the muskets, powder and shot as we could find. 
“The next time men come to raid the village, we’ll be ready,” I said when we were done loading the last of the supplies.
“What will we do with the ship?” Kira asked.
“I’m going to scuttle it.”
“But that means that you will not be able to go home,” Kira said.
I pointed to the small boat on the side of the ship.  “That boat would be good enough to get me back out to sea.”
“Do you want to leave?” Kira asked.
Then it hit me: I could sail home if I chose.  Another thought struck me too: I was home.”
“Even after all of this, I would rather be with you.”
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