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What is a Strebor Quickiez? Years ago, I decided that I wanted to create a series of short, erotic books that would be designed to be read in the span of one day. Thus, the Strebor Quickiez collection was born. Whether a reader takes in the excitement on the way to and from work on public transportation, or during their lunch break and before bedtime, they can get a “quick fix” in the form of a stimulating read.


Designed to be published in collections of three to six titles per season, Strebor Quickiez will be enticing to those who steer away from larger novels and those who do not have the time to commit to spend a longer span of time to take in a good read. The first set includes The Raw Essentials of Human Sexuality, One Taste and Head Bangers: An APF Sexcapade; the follow-up to my wilder successful novel The Sisters of APF: The Indoctrination of Soror Ride Dick. Rounding out the collection is a trilogy featuring three women who receive separate invitations to make their respective sexual fantasies come true: Obsessed, Auctioned and Disciplined.


It is my hope and desire that booksellers embrace Strebor Quickiez and promote them to their consumer base. I am convinced that these books can do a heavy volume in sales and, as always, I appreciate the support shown to all of my efforts throughout the eight years.


 


Blessings,
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CHAPTER 1





Inside the exclusive Fifth Avenue boutique, the air held the rich smell of leather mixed with the sweet aroma of fresh flowers. Tinkling background music accompanied blissful sighs, soft utterances, and sudden gasps. The staff, accustomed to hearing excited female murmuring, went about their tasks, acting professional and indifferent to their moans of delight.


Featuring designs from Paris, Milan, New York, and Los Angeles, this upscale shoe salon was a haven for the hopelessly addicted. Stilettos, strappy sandals, peep-toe pumps, and boots—all so decadently beautiful; they looked more like fine art than footwear—with prices ranging from six hundred to four thousand dollars.


Among the masses of spectacular shoes on prominent display, an attractive and solicitous staff served hors d’oeuvres and exotic iced teas. From the ornate light fixtures down to the plush carpeting, everything inside the boutique was pure seduction.


Chauffeur-driven limousines waited outside as well-heeled patrons indulged their shoe obsessions with wild abandon.


A perfectly coiffed, ultra-thin woman who looked stylish and elegant in a slim skirt and skinny jacket ensemble took on a lustful look when a pair of flirtatious red heels caught her eyes. “Ah,” she murmured and clapped her manicured hands with childlike impatience. “Bring them to me. Hurry! Oh, I must have them.” Beautiful and rich, the blonde ice queen was not accustomed to waiting.


In another area of the boutique, an odd couple browsed. Attempting to hold on to her fast-fleeing beauty with Botox injections and other touted fountains of youth, a middle-aged socialite, her arm linked with her gay companion’s, picked up a black pump and admired it lovingly.


“It’s sexy enough to fuck,” her companion murmured with a naughty giggle.


“Yes. It’s so divine,” she replied, gazing breathless as she licked her collagen-filled lips.


With her brow furrowed and a cellphone tucked between her right shoulder and ear, a harried personal shopper listened to a hard-to-please client rant. Absently brushing her fingers against an ostrich-skin stiletto, she smiled dreamily and gave a visible shudder. The shoes were foot candy. Each pair screamed sex, and only the privileged elite could afford this erotic shopping experience.


A buzzer sounded. On high alert to keep out tourists and pesky “I-just-wanna-browse” pedestrians, the pretentious staff turned up their noses and stared at the hidden monitor. Recognizing the fabulously wealthy Yoyin Ayikade, the manager hurried to the front door to greet her.


Flanked by two strikingly handsome men, Yoyin entered the shop with an air of proprietorship and ignored the manager who greeted her. With her full lips pursed, her emerald eyes swept over the boutique. She strode along purposefully, waving away refreshments and refusing to engage in unnecessary interactions.


Yoyin, a proud shoe fetishist, was there for one purpose alone—to indulge her cravings.


Tall and willowy, Yoyin possessed majestic and unusual beauty. Her copper-hued complexion, smooth high forehead, protruding full lips, and prominent wide nose were almost sculptural African characteristics. However, green eyes and straight, burnished honey-colored hair that hung to the middle of her back was a stark contrast to her skin tone and facial appearance.


She could have adorned herself with a set of matching men, but her attendants—Niklas and Sebastian—in drastic contrasts of white and black—complemented her dual heritage. Unbearably handsome with classic Nordic features, Niklas had pale skin, blue eyes, and white blond hair that cascaded past his shoulders. Sebastian was black as night, and his onyx eyes held a penetrating intensity. His perfectly shaped head was smooth and clean shaven.


Yoyin spotted an alluring pair of Christian Louboutins, and with her two men on each side, she moved swiftly toward the shoes. With fluid movements, her outstretched hand seized the crystal S-shaped sandal, holding it delicately as if it she had captured a fluttering butterfly. Lashes lowered and inhaling deeply, she fondled the soft inner calfskin. She gave a sharp intake of breath as she slid her palm up and down the signature red sole. Exhaling, she smiled and sensually trailed a finger down the back of the shoe’s three-inch heel. This foreplay aroused her to great heights, readying her to penetrate the sexy sandal with her long, shapely foot.


A salesperson approached, her eyes sparkling with approval. “Hi, I’m Rebecca. Those shoes are exquisite—Would you like to try…”


Yoyin flipped her hair haughtily and cast a telling glance at Sebastian. In an instant, Sebastian moved in front of Yoyin. Tall and magnificently muscular, he became an impenetrable human barricade, obstructing the intrusive salesgirl from viewing or engaging Yoyin in further dialogue.


With his long limbs sleek with fine musculature, the lithe and powerful Niklas stepped forward. Niklas held Rebecca with an icy blue stare. “If you have any question, you must address Sebastian or me. Am I clear?” he spoke crisply. A hint of a Swedish accent added to his attractiveness.


The frazzled young woman nodded, gazing at him, mesmerized by his immense beauty—masculine and feminine at the same time.


Sebastian embraced Yoyin and led her over to a suede settee to recline and recover.


Rebecca swallowed visibly. “What did I do? Did I say something wrong?” she asked the blond hunk. “I complimented the shoes, but she walked away as if I’d insulted her before I could even find out her size.”


“Size nine,” Niklas said brusquely. With a shake of his hand, he dismissed the sales clerk.


Rebecca, her lashes blinking over her large brown eyes, nodded and scurried away.


Sebastian propped a pillow behind Yoyin’s head.


Yoyin leaned forward, causing the pillow to shift out of place. “What would prompt that vile shop girl to attempt to engage me in such imbecilic chatter?” She touched her forehead with the back of her hand, and her head fell back in despair.


Sebastian repositioned the pillow to cushion the back of her head, his expression sympathetic as he ran his thick black fingers through her honey-silken hair.


“I feel violated and nauseous!” Yoyin’s voice was shrill with complaint.


“It won’t happen again,” Sebastian assured her as he stroked her hair.


Soon, Niklas joined them. His face filled with compassion as he knelt before Yoyin and tenderly grasped her hand. “I’ve spoken with the manager,” he reported. “You won’t be bothered again.”


Yoyin nodded, maintaining a martyred expression.


The fascinating presence of Yoyin and her attendants changed the atmosphere within the boutique. The caste-conscious patrons exchanged curious glances, silently asking, Who is that exotic creature? How’d she capture two perfect male specimens? Is she listed in New York’s social registry?


The store manager approached the settee, holding an impressive-looking shoe box, which he handed to Niklas and then promptly left without a word. Niklas set the box on the rich carpet. Yoyin stuck out the pointy toes of her black Valentino pumps, nearly touching his face.


Gently, Niklas removed her shoes and took in the immense beauty of her feet. Long with high arches, her feet were like sculpted art. Golden nail polish and diamond toe rings, enhanced their beauty, heightened her sex appeal.


Enraptured, Niklas grasped a slender foot and deeply inhaled while Sebastian caressed her neck and massaged her shoulders with his strong ebony hands.


Patrons and staff, a captive audience, covered their mouths in shock and gawked at the shameless trio, yet they were mesmerized.


The shoppers’ lustful interest in shoes began to wane, and all eyes were drawn to the ultra-masculine African and the beautiful Swede whose face was as pretty as a girl’s. The two men doted on the oddly beautiful black girl. Their public display of intimacy made unwitting voyeurs of everyone in viewing range. Witnessing such unbridled devotion, caused ripples of envy to course throughout the room. The attendants’ sensitivity and outward show of devotion to Yoyin was unlike anything ever seen.


Yoyin murmured softly. Sebastian bent at the waist, draped an arm around her, allowing her to whisper in his ear. His perfectly shaped, gleaming head nodded in understanding. Squaring his broad shoulders, Sebastian strode across the large room, rushing past the mesmerized affluent. His movement, so swift and powerful, stirred a breeze that fluttered skirts and tousled hair, leaving behind a hint of an expensive male fragrance. He spotted Rebecca and beckoned her.


“Yes, how can I help you?” the flustered young thing asked, her eyes flitting from the devastatingly handsome black man who towered over her to the gorgeous Swede on his knees, paying ardent homage to the black woman’s feet.


Sebastian stroked his chin and briefly appraised the multitudes of exquisite shoes. Then, he began pointing, making spontaneous selections for Yoyin’s enjoyment: the blue satin thong sandals, a pair of black chiffon peep-toe pumps, the leopard-print leather slingbacks, the green crocodile stilettos, the peep-toe pumps in a pale-pink gathered crepe, brown suede boots, and the black patent-leather wedge heels.


Rebecca jotted each selection on a small pad.


“Wrap them. I’ll handle the payment,” Sebastian stated, aware that his sensual baritone sent shockwaves straight to Rebecca’s groin.


“What about the crystal sandals? Does she want to purchase them?” Mildly disabled from the throbbing sensation occurring within her feminine core, Rebecca’s voice emerged in a shaky whisper.


“Most definitely.”


Before dashing to the stockroom, Rebecca’s eyes lingered on Sebastian’s wonderfully broad chest. She took note of his rippled muscles and huge biceps, which were quite apparent, despite a loose-fitting shirt.


She cut an eye at the debauchery taking place on the settee before reluctantly turning and briskly walking away.


Unconcerned about the audience, Niklas kissed the sole of Yoyin’s foot. His lips moved to the top of her feet, brushed against the skin, and kissed each brightly polished toenail.


Sebastian rejoined Yoyin and Niklas and lowered himself to the floor. Bowing his head in reverence, he cradled Yoyin’s delicate foot and gazed upon it, his eyes filled with devotion. As Niklas lavished her right foot with unrestrained desire, Sebastian catered to the left, massaging away any lingering tension.


With pronounced sexual interest, the two overwhelmingly good-looking, hard-muscled attendants began to cover her bejeweled feet with fervent kisses. Tongues glided over her soft skin and slid between her toes. Kissing, licking, stroking, Sebastian and Niklas worshipped her feet.


Preoccupied with her sparkly new possessions, Yoyin didn’t give her adoring attendants a glance. She murmured contentedly as she caressed, fondled, cuddled, and nuzzled her pretty glittery shoes. She closed her eyes, enraptured as she imagined the lovemaking session between the glamorous shoes and her sexy feet.


A pointy-toed shoe disappeared beneath a woman’s dress. The red sole of a Christian Louboutin was pressed against the boutique manager’s crotch. With her arm still linked around her gay companion, the older, collagen-helped woman tightened her grip on the crystal goblet, wrapped her artificially plump lips around the glass, and guzzled down her iced tea trying to douse the building heat between her thighs. Surrendering to passion, she dropped her companion’s arm and handed him the crystal goblet before she straddled and humped a tall and firm riding boot.


Pretentious staff and haughty patrons, all writhed, moaned, and undulated, without inhibitions. The low, heated moans and sighs of pleasure in concert with background music escalated to higher pitches, the sounds climbing to a screaming crescendo.


This impromptu orgy was orchestrated by Yoyin Ayikade to give a boost to what had started out being a terribly boring day.












CHAPTER 2





The stretch limousine glided through the Holland Tunnel, heading for Philadelphia. Inside the spacious vehicle, Niklas, comfortably relaxed, flipped through glossy pages of a sports magazine. With time to kill, Sebastian balanced his laptop on his knees, checked e-mail, and visited favorite cyberspaces.


For Yoyin, the euphoria of the shoe orgy had faded. She sat in the middle of the two men with her hands in her lap, eyes closed and sulking. Announcing her miserable mood, she sighed loudly.


“Champagne?” Sebastian asked.


She shook her head.


“A bite to eat?” Niklas suggested.


“I’m bored,” she said without opening her eyes.


Without a moment of hesitation, Sebastian clicked several keys, and the computer whirred as it began to shut down. Her lips upturned slightly as she listened to the pleasant sounds of paper rustling of the magazine being put away.


Sebastian undid the tiny buttons on her blouse and removed the soft fabric. He squeezed her shoulders and then flicked the satin bra straps off her shoulders. His heavy fingers pressed into her delicate skin. “Press harder,” she whispered, urging him to leave an imprint—a scratch, a blister, a scar—a lingering wound that would sustain her long after he and Niklas left.


“Not yet,” Sebastian whispered. “There’s plenty of time,” he reminded her, his husky voice filled with promise and seduction.


Niklas worked at the back of her bra. The brush of his fingers against her skin sent tiny jolts of electricity ripping through her breasts, tantalizing her tender crests until the sharp points poked through the bra’s flimsy lace and demanded to be sucked. His nimble fingers unclasped the back of her bra and released high, proud breasts with tightened buds—both pierced with glimmering body jewelry.


Niklas and Sebastian lowered their heads in sync and covered her breasts with their lips—suctioning in the rings along with Yoyin’s rigid nipples. She gasped and clutched the backs of their heads, panting and murmuring her urgency and need.


Using the tip of their tongues, they drew tiny, hot circles around her nipples—clockwise at first and then the opposite direction. Yoyin clenched her teeth, bunched up her shoulders to control her emotions and to fight the building throbbing taking place between her legs. The drive to Philadelphia would last at least another hour, and her pussy was becoming restless. But she needed to trust that Sebastian would exercise superior time management skills, prioritizing her bodily needs effectively and efficiently.


Breathing in, she willed her body to relax and allow her capable assistants to pleasure her at a leisurely pace. Trying to withstand the onslaught of heated breath and moist lips that taunted her pierced nipples, Yoyin twisted and thrashed in delightful sexual agony. Her attendants stroked and lathed her nipples until they tightened into deep cherry-colored knots of yearning.


The sloshing sound of two wet tongues lashing her hardened pearls in synchronicity intensified her arousal, nearly sending her into a frenzy of passion. Yoyin’s fingers curled, her nails dug into the backs of their heads as she smashed their mouths into her aching, turgid peaks.


“Niklas!” she cried, her fingers tangling in his glorious white-gold mane, pulling his lips away from her pebbled tip. “Oh, Niklas!” she uttered, the sound primal and animalistic. “My pussy…” she gasped. Her words were halted in her mouth and throat. She was too worked up to articulate her needs.


Niklas stilled his tongue, waiting for Yoyin to continue.


She shuddered and mumbled sounds of distress and then gathered the strength to communicate coherently. “My cunt is in such an uproar…I can’t control it.” The words tumbled from trembling lips.


She heard a soft growl from the back of his throat, assuring her of Niklas’ willingness to oblige her wanton cravings.


She expected Sebastian to frown down at his watch and shake his head in solemn protest, considering it too soon for Niklas to cater to her cunt. Niklas’ hard-working tongue was capable of giving her a much-too-early sexual release. Sebastian realized Yoyin would become bored and moody if the sexual stimulation wasn’t prolonged; she had to be kept sexually occupied for the full duration of the ride.


Surprisingly, Sebastian didn’t intervene. Yoyin stole a glance and sighed in pleasure at the sight of Niklas journeying downward toward her pleasure center


Sebastian retrieved the breast Niklas had abandoned. Tenderly, he cupped both small mounds together. Yoyin gave a sharp gasp of surprise when he suddenly pinched her engorged tips. He twisted the rings until she winced and threw her head back. Lips pressed together, she stifled the urge to cry out and beg for his cock. Her hand moved rapidly, caressing the back of Sebastian’s perfectly shaped, shaved head. Each stroke of her palm thanked him for anticipating her needs and rationing the appropriate amount of pleasure and pain in carefully measured increments.


Sebastian inserted his tongue inside a silver ring dangling from her left nipple and tugged at it. Her breath caught, and she braced herself for another twinge, a teasing sting that was bound to make her pussy lips pucker up in anticipation of a passionate kiss. But the pain she craved was withheld as Sebastian now taunted her breasts with feathery kisses, moist licks, and gentle sucking—punishing her with the type of foreplay enjoyed by ordinary women.


“Hurt me, Sebastian,” she demanded, defiantly wiggling into an upright position. But Sebastian pressed her backward and continued to torment her—licking leisurely and suckling softly at her tortured peaks.


Hiking up her skirt, Niklas pressed his fingers against the thin strip of fabric inside the crotch of her thong. Tucked between firm thighs, her pierced pussy lips tingled at his touch. Niklas pushed inside her, inserting a finger covered by a white patch of cotton panty crotch. He probed slowly, sensually, until her cunt saturated the cotton with creamy desire. Niklas penetrated deeper, his knuckle pushing against the jeweled rings that decorated her pussy.


His taunting finger put her on edge, irritating and provoking her. On edge, she writhed, spreading her knees apart and tugging at her thong. “I’ve had enough of the gentle treatment. Stop being a sissy!” Yoyin hissed, rising up and causing her nipples to slip from Sebastian’s mouth. “No more cotton-covered finger probing, goddammit! Take them off. Remove my thong.” Her eyes, wide and wild, shot back and forth from Sebastian’s to Niklas’ impassive faces. “Don’t stare at me like two blithering idiots.” She drew in air and continued to rant. “I want to feel your hard-driving cocks—one in my cunt and the other in my ass. Do as I say, you insolent bastards!”


Tears of fury stung Yoyin’s eyes.


Niklas crouched between her angrily shaking legs and gripped them in a steely embrace. “Shh.” His breath breezed through the cotton crotch, sending splinters of excitement inside the moist split of her sex. Yoyin gasped and shuddered, worked up to the brink of an orgasm.


“Try to control yourself,” Sebastian whispered as he pulled her torso against his broad chest, restraining her with hands that squeezed her breasts to the point of pain.


“Ah,” she murmured, satisfied that she was getting her way. Quick as a flash, his twisting fist relaxed, and his open palm delivered tender caresses.


Furious, Yoyin tried to wrench away from Sebastian’s embrace, but she couldn’t break free. She settled down and endured his tender touch and was rewarded with light scratches against her smooth breasts. Blissfully, she lowered her eyelids as his neatly trimmed fingernails scraped her tits, and nicked her beaded flesh.


Below, Niklas grazed his teeth against the crotch of her thong and snagged a pussy ring, which gave her a sting of fleeting, insignificant pain. She bucked, stretched, struggled, and cursed—all to no avail. Apparently, causing her to suffer from delayed pleasure was the only pain her attendants were willing to provide.


Yoyin maneuvered into the warmth of Sebastian’s strong embrace and whimpered like a child. He kissed her pouting lips until they parted in surrender.


Niklas rolled his tongue against her puckered pussy lips and then pulled off her thong. He held the satiny fabric close to his face and inhaled the fragrance. The strong, musky scent of hot pussy wafted in the air, filling the limousine with the aroma of sex. When the smell reached the driver’s nostrils, his manhood stiffened. Intoxicated by Yoyin’s womanly scent, he swerved and careened out of his lane as if a drunken-driver had suddenly taken control of the wheel.


Yoyin sprang up. “What the hell is going on?” she shouted at the driver.


“He can smell your pussy. It’s driving him wild,” Sebastian whispered in her ear, his words sending her into a heated frenzy.


Through the rearview mirror, she could see desire burning in the driver’s eyes. Despite her elevated level of arousal she snapped at the limo driver, “Why are you gawking at me? Keep your eyes on the road where they belong, you disgusting voyeur!”


“Yes, ma’am.” Mopping perspiration from his brow, the driver concentrated and kept his gaze focused straight ahead.


Sebastian pulled her against his broad chest, molding her body to his. She glimpsed Niklas lowering his pants and unsheathing his hard male sword.


With lust-filled eyes, she watched as Niklas crouched between her divide and used four fingers to scrape the cream from her dewy core. He used her moisture to lubricate his weapon, polishing it to a brilliant shine. His ivory-colored machinery was long and beautifully shaped—crafted to perfection. From the smooth, sloping head of his penis and down to his full and plump testicles and taut scrotum, his total male package was an alluring sight.


Niklas wrapped his hand around his stiffened length; he let out a low moan as he aligned the ultra-sensitive tip against Yoyin’s heated opening. He rubbed it slowly and circularly until her overheated pussy responded with popping and sizzling sounds. She moaned and raised her hips, thrusting forward as she tried to capture more of his cock. Leaning forward, she clutched his shoulders and pulled his mouth to her nipples that were held in offering by Sebastian’s large dark hands.


With Niklas’ cock imprisoned between her thighs, Yoyin threw her long copper-colored legs around his waist, forcing his magnificent weaponry inside. It slid past her pierced petals and burrowed deep inside the core of hungry, hot pussy. Undulating, her breath came out in short gasps.


“Fuck me like a man; I need it hard and fast,” she challenged, knowing that her legs, tightly wound around his waist, prevented him from increasing his pace. “You fuck like a prissy little girl,” she taunted. “Stop acting prim and girlish, fuck my pussy until it’s raw.” She intertwined her fingers in Niklas’ long hair, yanking it insultingly.


“You’re overwrought. Calm down,” Sebastian whispered in her ear, guiding her nipple back inside Niklas’ mouth. “Relax and let Niklas satisfy your hunger.”


“He can’t satisfy me; change places with him,” she demanded. “I want a hard, driving fuck,” she growled.


Without warning, Niklas drove inside her with vigorous thrusts, using speed and force, and sending bolts of heat rushing through her system. Snarling and panting like a vicious animal, he bit one peaked nipple and then the other. “Am I man enough for you?” His pleasant features twisted into a surly mask of anger. “Answer me,” Niklas demanded. “Am I man enough for you?”


“Yes!” she cried out in passion, as he stroked her velvet walls until they became tender and pink. Yoyin opened her mouth to scream.


Sebastian turned her head to the side and muffled her scream with his full, darkly outlined lips. He kissed and fondled her pouting lips with loving tenderness, while Niklas mercilessly plunged inside her.


Sexually stirred by the depraved activity taking place in the back of the limo, the driver stealthily unzipped his pants and released his painful erection. Throwing caution to the wind, he steered with one hand and stroked his dick with the other. A half hour later, the limo cruised over the Walt Whitman Bridge. Miraculously, the lustful driver had satisfied himself without causing a collision. He and the three decadent passengers arrived in Philadelphia all sexually satiated and physically unscathed.












CHAPTER 3





Yoyin awakened with a start. Her arms outstretched, she frantically patted the empty spaces on each side of her. She sprang upright.


“Niklas! Sebastian!” Her tone was filled with desperation, and her voice echoed inside her vast bedroom. Sourly and abruptly, she pressed her lips together as she recalled that she had given her two attendants a few days off. Now, she was alone. Sorrow consumed her. And then another emotion—emptiness—swallowed her.


The hollowed-out feeling of emptiness hit as hard as a furious fist. She cried out, bent at the waist, clutching her abdomen and rocking forward, as if protecting herself from another harsh blow.


Sebastian! Images of his big black cock mercilessly banging inside her feminine interior evoked a soft sigh. Niklas! His large ivory tusk had rammed and impaled her. Mmm. They’d fucked her ferociously—in the limo as well as in her bed. Two dicks had simultaneously pumped inside her pussy and asshole. The dual penetration had filled her completely, providing painful pleasure until she collapsed, totally spent.


So, why did she feel so empty? Curious, her fingers trailed down to her vagina, searching…seeking…needing to know. She touched her pierced petals and winced in pain. Ah! Yes. Her cunt was raw. Her body jewelry was dislodged, and pieces were missing—absolute proof that her cunt had been thoroughly ransacked and plundered. The way she wanted it. The way she needed it. Still, Yoyin wanted more.


Rough sex was her addiction. The perfect escape from horrific memories that plagued her. But like a narcotic, violent sex provided only temporary relief.


She jerked her head toward the phone. She needed help. But who? Irena! Yes, her butch bitch would come to her rescue. Urgently, she picked up the phone.


“Irena,” she said breathlessly the instant the call connected. “I’m so sorry about our quarrel last week,” she blurted insincerely. “Please accept my apology. I want to see you tonight,” Yoyin said, rushing on before Irena could speak. “Actually, I need you to get here as quickly as you can.” Smiling wistfully, images came to mind of the last time Irena had paid her a visit, strapped with a humongous dick. Feeling revitalized, she spoke more animatedly. “Don’t forget to bring your strap-on—the mammoth dark one with the bulging veins,” Yoyin reminded.


“Screw you!” Irena snarled. “I’m not your human fuck toy!” The line abruptly went dead.


Mouth agape, Yoyin looked at the phone in amazement. Bitch! She considered redialing Irena’s number, but she rejected the idea. Yoyin Ayikade did not engage in shouting matches over plastic dicks. Furious, her chest heaved as she contemplated her next move. There was no way to contain her irritation and frustration. Scanning her enormous bedroom, her eyes landed on a towering stack of glossy, signature shoe boxes. Sebastian and Niklas had arranged her recent purchases in an eye-catching display that resembled an exhibit piece at the Philadelphia Museum of Art or the Guggenheim. The strategically angled colorful boxes were a clever idea, but the whimsically delightful presentation didn’t please her. Instead, she was full of rage.


The nerve of Irena. The woman was usually at her beck and call. How dare she refuse to rush to Yoyin’s bedside, strapped with that wonderfully life-life hunk of synthetic manhood? She breathed in and out rapidly, working herself up into a tizzy. Irena had one hell of a nerve choosing such an inappropriate time to get stingy with her fake penis.


In a burst of anger, she hurled the phone at the shoe-box art, knocking the once-beautiful display to the floor. Pairs of exquisite shoes tumbled onto the floor. Through large welling tears, she caught a glimpse of the beautiful, twinkling sandals. Yoyin leapt from the bed and rushed to the piles of scattered shoes and boxes. Tears of frustration spilled as she sat naked on a soft area rug.


Desperately, she slid her feet inside the sandals and stood. Wiping away tears, she pranced over to a jewel-framed, full-length mirror and peered admiringly at her reflection. Ignoring her glowing skin, emerald eyes, and luxurious hair, she set her focus on her body parts that interested her most. Her eyes roved approvingly over her firm breasts with pointed nipples, decorated with gleaming jewelry. Her legs, long and lean, were a great source of pride. Her mons, covered by a soft layer of honey-colored hair, was nestled between strong, firm thighs. She noticed that her pussy looked pubescent and innocent on the outside. But when she spread her outer labia, it told a different story. Her petals were battered and bore a deep-rose color from the hard-fucking her attendants had given her. Her clitoris, red, sore, and swollen, had also taken a beating, yet the platinum clit-ring was miraculously still intact.


Yoyin struck a number of poses, turning to the side; she ran a hand over her protrusive, plump butt—another courtesy of Mother Africa. She pointed her feet at different angles, waiting to feel the fire of arousal. A splinter of sensual heat sliced through her, but the rush of pleasure was so swift, so fleeting, and so anticlimactic; she yanked off the sandals and flung them far from sight.


Crouching down, she snatched off one lid after another, rummaging through boxes, searching for the perfect pair of shoes to take the edge off her voracious hunger. Sitting naked, she stabbed her feet into a half-dozen pairs of shoes before erupting in fury, kicking wildly at the useless footwear and numerous boxes.


Hopelessness swirled in the pit of her stomach and coursed through her, hollowing out every shred of sensation, leaving her void and unfulfilled.


Empty.


Forlorn, Yoyin collapsed atop the rug, drawing her knees up to her chest. Too empty to muster tears, she lay curled, her head propped by balled fists. Staring vacantly at the scattered disarray—upside-down shoe boxes, topsy-turvy shoes with tangled straps, and stiletto heels locked like horns.


Amidst the disorder, something caught Yoyin’s eye—something that struck her as odd and out of place. One of the signature boxes sat upright, with its lid slightly raised and with tissue paper jutting outward. But there was something else protruding beneath the lid. Curious, she scooted forward and removed the lid.


Inside the shoe box, lying atop tissue paper, was a cream-colored envelope—lofty and rich in appearance and personally addressed. Her full name was handwritten in beautiful calligraphy. Hmm. Another clever antic of my attendants, she assumed as she picked up the smooth linen-textured envelope. How lovely, she thought sarcastically. The towering shoe box hadn’t soothed her acute sexual need and she doubted if cleverly worded good wishes on expensive paper would brighten her day.


Annoyed, she turned the invitation over. Affixed to the back was a red wax seal, impressed with an image that bore a remarkable resemblance to aroused female genitalia. Interesting! She squinted, inspecting it closer. Oh, it wasn’t a vagina; it was a budding flower with a single drop of moisture trickling down. Still, the symbolism intrigued her. She felt a mild flutter of excitement as she hurriedly broke the seal. Inside the elegant double-fold invitation was a translucent vellum overlay with raised, lettered script. She read the message quickly. Her eyes widened, and she read the invitation again.


You are cordially invited to The Island, a place where your strongest desires come to blazing life with just one wish. At The Island, we cater to your most self-indulgent fantasy…where you are always the center of attention. This invitation is given only to a select few, and you, Yoyin Ayikade, have been chosen. Should you choose to accept this invitation, you agree that you are surrendering to your desires, that you are freeing yourself to experience something you’ve never dared to succumb to. And in doing so, your craving to always be the center of attention will manifest deliciously so…


“And the day came when the risk to remain tight in a bud was more painful than the risk it took to blossom.”—ANAÏS NIN


This invitation will expire in twenty-four hours. You can contact us at 800-555-9860 to experience the fantasy of a lifetime. We’re waiting for your call…


 


Educated in America, she’d left England while in her teens. She finished high school but could only tolerate a few semesters of college. She returned to Europe.


Yoyin’s mother tried to coerce her wayward daughter into settling down with someone from a prestigious background, who was equally wealthy and preferably possessing a royal title: a duke, a count, or a baron. Yoyin soon discovered that noblemen were terrible in bed—unimaginative and timid lovers.


With high hopes of a more hedonistic lifestyle, she resumed residence in the United States. But living in America had turned out to be as boring as Great Britain.


Until now.


She peeked at the invitation again and broke into a huge grin. She was certain Sebastian was responsible for slipping the mysterious invitation inside the shoe box.


Impulsive by nature and driven by the urge to have every decadent sexual desire fulfilled, she extricated the phone from beneath the clutter and promptly called the number.


 


“Greetings, Miss Ayikade,” said a soothing male voice without stating a company name. Even stranger, he sounded as if he’d been expecting her call at that precise moment.


“I’m calling to accept the invitation,” she said.


“Very good. Your benefactor will be pleased to know that you’ve agreed to visit our lovely island.”


“My benefactor,” she scoffed. “I’m wealthy; I don’t need anyone to pay my way.”


Then the person on the other end of the phone patiently told her that in this case, the “benefactor” was the person who had recommended her visit to the island. The island’s special services were not available to the public, he explained further. But no guest received an invitation without a referral.


Sebastian! It had to be him. Benefactor, indeed! Sebastian was quite cunning. He and Niklas probably just wanted a short vacation. Some free time away from the intense sexual workouts she put them through. Yoyin smiled, amused that Sebastian had tried to put one over on her and then her smile widened when she imagined the multitude of cocks that would begin ramming her the moment she set foot on the decadent, private island.


“Your credit card information is required to finalize the transaction,” he said, breaking into her scandalous musings.


“Who owns the island?” she queried.


“The island is owned by Merrick,” the voice responded.


She shrugged. She’d never heard the name before. Merrick was probably an offshoot company of some huge conglomerate, she decided, and then began rattling off the series of numbers on the front of her Platinum Visa.













CHAPTER 4





The ten-hour flight to the main island had been made tolerable with the assistance of Sebastian and Niklas, who made sure the flight attendants were kept busy catering to her every whim. But when she’d boarded the charter flight and had been told the two men couldn’t accompany her on the charter plane, Yoyin became enraged and then frustrated to the point of tears.


Accustomed to luxury private jets or the spacious comfort of first-class commercial flights, Yoyin found the service on the dreadfully cramped and truly hideous charter plane deplorable and an abomination. Even worse, two other women were sharing the flight with her: an arrogant and dark Amazonian woman and a meek blonde. The blonde was wearing a skirt and jacket that were so chintzy that Yoyin couldn’t bear to look at her.


When she’d boarded the plane, wiping tears from her eyes, the blonde had turned around, giving her a sympathetic smile, and for one frightening moment, Yoyin had thought the mousy creature was going to get up, take one of the seats closer to her, and attempt to strike up a conversation. Yoyin bristled. She wouldn’t dream of lowering herself to make eye contact with the woman, much less part her lips to speak to someone so drab and shabbily attired.


The other woman on the flight wasn’t Yoyin’s cup of tea either. When the other passenger strutted down the narrow aisle to use the restroom, Yoyin became instantly agitated and made it a point to suck her teeth audibly. The woman, extremely tall and dark chocolate, was fit with a curvaceous body. The arrogant Amazon was bloody distracting in her black stilettos, hip-hugging short skirt, and cream-colored silk blouse that revealed too much cleavage. Her big boobies gave Yoyin a quick stab of breast envy, but she quickly quelled that by giving the hussy a sneering look of disapproval.


Finally, the plane landed. Yoyin stood, impatient to get off the rickety plane and begin her island sexathon. The jittery blonde hurried behind her closely. Too closely—on her heels. Yoyin quickened her steps, keeping a comfortable distance between herself and the blonde who was obviously trying to latch onto her.


Yoyin descended the stairs of the plane and was welcomed on the tarmac by a cluster of chatty smiling men and beautiful women with disgustingly tiny waistlines. All were clad in cheesy flower-print island garb and holding brightly colored garlands of fresh flowers. It was a revolting sight.


Sunglasses hid her scowl, but her pouty lips, pressed together in displeasure, made it clear that she was deeply offended by the throng of lei greeters and had no intention of engaging in such an idiotic custom. She looked around as if expecting Sebastian and Niklas to instantly manifest and communicate to these island morons that no one—absolutely no one—was to approach her and attempt to slip a silly lei around her bejeweled neck. The diamond choker that graced her delicate, long neck was to be envied and admired, not concealed by a cluster of stupid flowers.


Amid the throng, she noticed a mature man with thick, steely gray hair wearing a white suit. A petite woman in white stood smiling at his side. The man had an air of proprietorship that didn’t sit well with Yoyin. He turned in her direction, giving her a significant look with his piercing brown eyes. Ugh. She hoped the pompous prick didn’t try to get on her good side by sending a smile her way or annoy her with unnecessary chatter. God forbid! The very thought caused her to avert her gaze. She couldn’t bear the audacity of people who thought themselves important enough to address her without her precise permission. Though he was deeply tanned, he didn’t appear to be a native Hawaiian. A bit curious, she cut an eye at the man, trying to make out his nationality. Before she could figure it out or the reason for his presence on the tarmac, he turned and smiled at the drab blonde. Good! Be on your way, you overconfident louse!


As if by magic, two incredibly gorgeous, sun-burnished men, wearing tight-fitting tank tops that flaunted their well-muscled torsos, parted the crowd and stepped forward, revealing floral-print shorts. Thankfully, neither man was carrying a bundle of leis.


“Hello, Ms. Ayikade,” said one of the handsome island hunks. Her beauty, expensive attire and jewelry, and her metallic silver Jimmy Choos made her easily recognizable. Sebastian had insisted that he knew nothing about the invitation, but someone had slipped it inside a shoe box, so obviously her penchant for expensive, sexy shoes was a known fact.


She nodded and perused the duo. Both had long manes of inky black hair. Their faces and muscular bodies were so hot that she forgave them their crude, floral shorts.


“Welcome to Ka-le’a, my name is Michael.” He grasped her hand and kissed it. “This is Greg.” He nodded toward the equally gorgeous man beside him.


Yoyin scowled at the pair, annoyed that such exotic-looking men didn’t have suitable Hawaiian names and didn’t possess even a hint of a native dialect. She’d paid a small fortune for this island getaway and was swindled by their terribly ordinary names and their perfect English accents.


“Aloha,” Greg said with a devilish smile dancing in his eyes. He repeated the hand-kissing gesture; only his lips were slightly parted and his seductive kiss lingered on the top of her hand.


“Your host selected Greg and me as your escorts during your stay here at our beautiful island,” Michael said, slightly bowing his head.


Yoyin’s eyes were drawn to their crotches. Judging by the bulges tenting their shorts, both Michael and Greg were generously endowed. She felt her irritation dissipate as hot yearning surged through her body. The thought of starting her erotic adventure by sampling Michael’s and Greg’s male equipment fired her lust.


“We’ll get your bags,” Michael said. She saw their hard-muscled buttocks outlined by their atrocious shorts when the men turned to retrieve her two Louis Vuitton trunks. Each easily hoisted a trunk on his shoulder and held it in place using just one hand, as if her heavily laden luggage were as light as feathers. With their free hands, they reached for her arms. Taking prancing steps, Yoyin headed toward the car.


Yoyin relaxed her pursed lips. Things were finally starting to shape up to a more desirable scenario. Inside the car, seated between the buff escorts, she brazenly traced the swelling inside their pants, both hands gliding along the length of their shafts.


“Is everything to your satisfaction, Ms. Ayikade?” Greg asked, his glance going to her bold hands.


“Very,” she agreed, totally satisfied with the size of their equipment.


“Great.” Michael nodded his head.


Although perplexed that he made no further comment, she assumed he was flattered by the attention she was giving him and his partner. Wanton images of her and two men, naked and engaging in a lewd ménage, flooded her thoughts.


Yoyin surveyed the back of the Town Car and wrinkled her nose.


“It won’t work. There’s not enough space. We’ll have to wait until we get to the resort.”


Michael smiled amiably. Perceiving his smile as encouragement, she continued stroking their erections. She noticed Greg’s gleaming eyes run the length of her, settling briefly on her ears, her neck, wrists, fingers, ankles, and toes—every inch of her that flaunted glimmering and expensive jewelry.


“Oh, there’s much more. I have lots of sparkly things.” Yoyin gave him a sly smile.


“Where? In your luggage?” Greg asked, his deep voice sending hot waves of desire straight to her velvety center.


“Yes. There and…other places…” She smiled coyly, opening her thighs and exposing her bared vagina. Both men received a hot visual of the other places she held her treasures.


She couldn’t stop her broad smile. She was actually starting to have a very good time. Yoyin lowered her lashes dreamily. Once the two hotties located her treasures—with their tongues, of course—she’d reward them with the gift of double penetration. She gave a sharp intake of breath. The imagery of a rigid cock sliding in her tight asshole and the other savagely drove inside her cunt made her extremely hot.


Impulsively, she undid the string that tightened Greg’s shorts. Before she could slip her hand beneath the waistband, his strong hand clamped tightly around her wrist.


Her gaze shot upward, green eyes blazing.


Greg shook his head.


“How…how dare you?” she sputtered, appalled as she witnessed his determined hand tighten and retie the drawstring, adamantly denying her access to his private parts.


“I’m uncomfortable.” She glared at Michael. “Change places with me.”


“Of course,” Michael responded as he promptly exchanged places with Yoyin. “Enjoy the view,” he added pleasantly.


Deciding her two escorts were either neutered or gay, she shifted her attention and gazed out the window. The hedonistic sexathon the invitation had promised was nothing more than a hoax. Seething, she yanked her head toward the escorts and glared at their bulging crotches. Fake! She was certain of it and rolled her eyes excessively and their phony bulges. Was this a joke? She’d been promised three nights of unending, decadent pleasure. The fun should have started, shouldn’t it have? She cut her eyes again at her escorts. Worthless, fucking eunuchs!


Irritation increased with each passing second. Yoyin folded her arms. She wouldn’t stand for it. The moment she arrived at the resort, she would insist upon exchanging these two escorts with real men who had real dicks. Furthermore, she would demand that she, and she alone, hand-pick the replacements. If her mysterious host didn’t promptly indulge her wish, well…she’d tell him to take his lofty invitation and shove it.


“We’re here,” Michael said as the car glided through the open gate and cruised along smooth asphalt. They passed lush tropical gardens, a rock-trimmed waterfall, and a charming gazebo. As she arrived at the front of the mansion, a long stretch of beautiful white sand and blue ocean appealed to her. “This is your villa.”


“It’s very secluded,” she complained as the driver came to a stop. “Are those other two staying here? You know…that antsy blonde and the Queen of the Nile,” she sarcastically referred to the two women who had accompanied her on the charter plane.


“No idea,” Greg said. “We’re here for you. We want to make sure that your stay exceeds your expectations.”


“If that’s the case, I want you to get in touch with my host immediately. Tell him I don’t like these accommodations.” She gestured toward the stunning mansion. “Too far away from the excitement.” With her nose wrinkled in dissatisfaction, Yoyin looked from Michael to Greg. “I don’t like you two either. Tell him I prefer more sexually adventurous escorts. In fact, get the mysterious host on the phone; I want to personally inform him of my long list of complaints.”


“As you wish, Ms. Ayikade,” Greg said evenly, his tone betraying no emotion. “Now, come inside and get settled. I’ll contact him at once.”


Greg opened the door for Yoyin and escorted her inside the opulent dwelling while Michael and the driver retrieved her luggage from the trunk of the car.


Inside the large room, the full staff was lined up. Among the group, she noticed a chef, a butler, and two maids, their faces lit with welcoming smiles.


Greg waved toward the staff. “I’d like to introduce you to…”


Yoyin shot Greg a warning expression. “Take me to my quarters,” she interrupted, refusing to acknowledge the staff.


“Yes, of course.” He led Yoyin up an elaborate staircase and to the master suite, several elegant adjacent rooms with state-of-the-art amenities.


Moments later, Michael entered her personal quarters carrying a trunk on each shoulder. Despite her conviction that he and Greg were asexual, she gave him a sultry gaze. With two heavy trunks hoisted on his shoulders, he was a mouth-watering sight.


“Relax, while we unpack your things,” Greg suggested. “The chef has prepared a delectable lunch.”


“Screw the chef and his stupid lunch. Get the host on the phone. I’m not impressed by any of this.” She gestured with great flourish. “This mansion is vulgar and ostentatious. Tacky!” She scrunched up her plump lips in disdain. “I came to this Godawful island, expecting multiple sex partners whom I’d personally select. The service and accommodations here are crass and crude!” Her tummy made a soft growl. “Dammit, now I’m hungry,” she admitted angrily. “Go tell that chef to serve my lunch immediately.”


“Right away.” Quickly, Michael exited.


“I’m exhausted. I’m famished. And I’m stuck in this godforsaken jungle,” Yoyin complained.


“You’re in paradise, Ms. Ayikade,” Greg said good-naturedly.


“This is not my idea of paradise,” she scoffed. “Look, I’m tired and need a nap.” She began stripping out of her clothing—something she’d never have to do for herself if Sebastian and Niklas were on hand. She waited for Greg to show an interest in the glimmering body jewelry that adorned her nipples and navel, but he appeared oblivious. She had looked forward to their treasure hunt, but there was no point in exposing her hidden jewels to a fucking eunuch!


“Let the host know that I want him to arrange a return flight at once. I’m not staying here.” She shook her head adamantly as she climbed up onto the big, cushiony bed.


“I’ll let him know.” At the sound of approaching footsteps, Greg smiled. “Ah, your lunch is here.”


Michael and Greg watched, their eyes filled with expectation as Yoyin sat up in bed, breasts exposed and nipple rings on display as she devoured a tasty lunch of roast duck with red curry sauce, honey-glazed walnut shrimp, rice, shark fin soup, and sautéed broccoli.


“This is barely palatable,” she complained, shaking her head regretfully, yet chewing enthusiastically. She sank her fork into another tender piece of the meat, closing her eyes as she savored the taste. “I’m starving,” she explained with a shrug.


“We understand,” Michael indulged.


After cleaning her plate of every morsel, Yoyin stretched and yawned. “I need a quick snooze.” She gave a wide yawn. “Make sure you take care of my return travel arrangements,” she instructed as she snuggled beneath the soft duvet.


“I’ll take care of it.”


“I simply cannot endure another cramped flight, so make sure to get a bigger plane to Honolulu.” She turned away from the escorts, pulled the duvet up to her shoulders and dismissively closed her eyes.













CHAPTER 5





Freezing, she tried to reach for the warm duvet but couldn’t move her hand. Her eyes shot open. Blinding overhead light forced them to flutter closed. Braving the offending brightness, she cracked her eyes open to slits. Despite the beaming rays, her green eyes widened in alarm. A hint of fear glinted as she stared into the brown face of a strange man. Her eyes darted in terror. He was dressed in a white jacket. A lab jacket! Was he a doctor?


Help! She wanted to scream, but the word would not emerge from her mouth. Help! She hadn’t allowed herself to speak it or even think that word since she was a young child. A young child begging for help, her plea falling on deaf ears.


“Help! Someone, please help my sister.” Unsympathetic eyes and a stern voice ordered Yoyin to sit down. A dark-brown hand, strong and determined, yanked Yoyin to her seat. “Control yourself, child; it’s just an examination. Your sister is acting like a big baby.” More shrieks from the curtained-off room. Yoyin covered her ears. Strong brown hands pried her hands away from her ears.


“You’re next.” The voice held no emotion. “Don’t disgrace our family…Behave yourself—don’t act like your sister.”


The terrifying memory contorted Yoyin’s face. A scream pushed at the back of her throat. Fully alert now, she looked quizzically at the brown man wearing what appeared to be a lab jacket.


Had she been involved in some type of foul play? Beaten, robbed, and…her face felt fine, so she assumed she hadn’t been mutilated. So, she must have been raped. She scowled. The two resentful eunuchs didn’t have the equipment for rape. They must have rounded up a group of ruffians.


Had she been conscious, she might have enjoyed the heinous assault. But no…they’d beaten her senseless, depriving her of the only excitement the dull island had to offer. Damn.


“Hello, I’m Chef,” the brown man greeted cheerily. “That’s not my name of course, but that’s what everyone calls me.”


Suddenly, her vision came into sharp focus and she recognized the man as one of the islanders who’d stood in line waiting to welcome her when she’d arrived at her villa.


Chef. Not a doctor? She hadn’t been gangbanged after all. Disappointment turned down her mouth. She scowled. “I don’t give a damn what you’re called.” She tried to sit up and make sense of her environment, but she was unable to move. “What’s going on?”


“I intended to introduce myself when you arrived, but it seems madam wasn’t feeling sociable,” he said with a sardonic smile and a tinge of sarcasm that Yoyin didn’t miss.


“Screw you!” She hissed. “Where the bloody hell am I?” She pulled at the restraints. Fury and frustration made her tremble and then hyperventilate. “Undo these restraints,” she demanded.


She heard voices. Movement. The clatter and clank of cutlery—chopping and pounding and scraping against plates. A dishwasher whirred. What the hell? She tried to yank her head in the direction of the clamor, but her neck was held in place by a brace—a vise of sorts. She bucked upward, trying to free her wrists and ankles, but her limbs were tightly secured. “Why am I being held captive? I’m pressing charges. My mother is a very important woman with lots of clout. She’ll have the entire British embassy involved in this abduction,” Yoyin snarled.


She was naked. And very cold. Her back, buttocks, and the soles of her feet were pressed against a smooth, chilled surface. Her legs, bent at the knees, were spread and held open by rope, exposing her splayed womanhood. She bucked and tried to close her legs but was deterred by the burn of the rope against her delicate skin. Pain that wasn’t connected to her genitalia was not enjoyable. She stopped struggling against the rope. She gave up and became still.


Trying to make sense of her environment, her eyes darted around the room. Pans hung overhead, rows of oversized stainless steel appliances, carts, industrial ovens, built-in wine racks, and pans as well as metal cooking utensils hung overhead. Large mixing bowls, vegetables, fruit, and containers of spices were scattered on countertops. She spotted giant mounds of every type of shellfish imaginable.


The scent of aromatic flavors did not soothe her; they assaulted her senses. She was in a large kitchen, she determined, and was being held captive by a crazed chef. Why?


“Where is Sebastian—I mean…” she stammered. “Where are those island guys—my escorts?” she said, adding a commanding snap to her voice.


“Michael and Greg?”


“Yes! I suppose those two are behind this kidnapping.”


“Kidnapping? I beg to differ, madam. This is your choosing, and your escorts are in the main dining area, mingling with your guests.”


“You’re insane.” She yanked at the restraints again. “I have no idea what you’re talking about. I’ve been abducted, beaten, and restrained. And you have the gall to say that I’ve chosen to be in this predicament? How absurd!” Her voice rang with revulsion. “I’m naked and cold…” Yoyin trembled. “I’m lying on some sort of slab…” She paused, trying to turn her head to find out what she was shackled to.


“You haven’t been beaten, madam. No harm will come to you in Ka-le’a. You’re lying on a tray. A large, silver platter,” the chef corrected. He smiled as if being shackled to a silver platter should fill Yoyin with pride.


“Are you insane? Undo these restraints before I scream. I didn’t come to Hawaii to lie naked on a silver platter. I was invited. I received an invitation that promised…” She clamped her mouth shut, too distraught to continue. She’d been duped. How foolish of her to allow her overactive libido to lure her into this uncivilized jungle!


“I can imagine that madam is feeling somewhat uncomfortable,” the chef said in a lilting tone. “But you’ll get used to the restraints. After a while, you’ll find that they heighten your arousal.”


She stared at him in utter horror and then opened her mouth wide, prepared to scream for help. The chef covered her mouth with his chubby hand.


“Ms. Ayikade,” he said, injecting patience in his tone. “My staff and I…” He gestured to the shadowy figures who chopped fruits, whisked liquids, stirred concoctions, and hovered over pots. “We’re preparing you,” he continued. “Tonight you will be served as the main course for ten distinguished and discriminating diners.”


Yoyin’s eyes flashed angrily. She screamed, but his large hand muffled the sound.


“Hear me out,” he said sternly, his expression grim. “I don’t want to gag you. It would be quite a waste of the very nice cherry topping I’ve prepared for your lips.” He stood back and eyed her, stroking his chin thoughtfully. “But if you insist on shouting, I’ll have to. Your open mouth will provide a wonderfully deep cavity for a soufflé.” His eyes twinkled in appreciation of his clever idea. “Tell me, madam, which do you prefer, the cherry topping or the soufflé?”


Yoyin gawked. The chef arched a brow. “The cherry spread?”


“I suppose,” she said reluctantly. Being at the mercy of a mad and infuriatingly pompous chef was beyond belief. Someone was going to have hell to pay. These people apparently had no idea who they were screwing with. Her mother, heiress to the Stafford tea fortune, would have top officials from London and the United States government uncovering this sex operation that preyed on wealthy heat seekers. Everyone knew the idle rich, plagued with boredom, would pay any amount for an adrenaline rush. Her lofty position in life made her a target. Life was so unfair. She gulped, trying to stem the flow of tears, but couldn’t. The bitter trail streamed down the side of her face, settling at the corners of her mouth, seeping inside and burning her tongue.


The chef looked at her closely. “Madam, there is absolutely no reason to cry.” He retrieved a crisp white tea towel from a nearby stand and gently wiped her tears. “I promise that you will reach sexual heights that you’ve never dreamed imaginable. Your lovely body will be topped and surrounded with delicacies prepared right here in my kitchen. All you’re required to do is lie still and enjoy being the center of attention.”


You are always the center of attention! The chef used the same attention-grabbing phrase printed on the invitation. Ha! What a laugh, she thought bitterly. She was clamped, tied, and splayed like a Thanksgiving turkey. She wanted to die from mortification, but her heart kept beating. Rapidly. Excitedly. Oh God! The depraved situation was stirring her to an uncomfortable state of arousal. She gave a tiny shudder. Perhaps, she’d go along with the chef’s rules. It would be interesting to see how her cunt reacted to being served as a side dish.


“Your body jewelry has been removed and placed in a vault for safekeeping.”


Yoyin blinked at him. “You took my jewelry?” Incredulous and horrified, an uncomprehending frown formed in the space between her brows. The outrageously expensive diamond choker was the least of her worries. It was her cunt and nipple bling that concerned her most. “I want you to replace my pussy trinkets and nipple rings. Immediately!” she screamed. “I came here for unbridled decadence and debauchery. How am I supposed to arrive at higher heights of sexual pleasure without my piercings in place?”


“Your trinkets were removed at Mr. Merrick’s request. His orders must be followed, explicitly.”


“Mr. Merrick?”


“Yes, Mr. Merrick is your host; he owns this magnificent island.”


“Not for long,” she murmured to herself. Yoyin thought the island was owned by a corporation; she had no idea that Merrick was an individual. A barbarous individual at that! Well, let Mr. Merrick have his sadistic fun while it lasted. After her mother’s legal team got through with him, his sex operation would be shut down and this luxurious island would become the property of Yoyin Ayikade!


“Mr. Merrick is very wise and he wants you to master the discipline of deriving sexual pleasure without the additional stimuli of glittery implements.”


Stunned speechless, Yoyin closed her eyes, shutting out the sight of the pompous brown man who held her captive. Was it possible to have him stripped of his chef status, and demoted to a short order cook or a dishwasher? Her mother’s legal team would have to look into that matter as well.


Breaking into her musings, the chef clapped. “Louis!” He looked down at Yoyin. “My assistant chef will prepare you.”


A man approached. Yoyin’s lashes fluttered in curiosity. He was Caucasian, medium height and build—fairly attractive, with earnest eyes. Louis held a bowl with what looked like the handle of a large paintbrush sticking out. He gave her a warm smile. “Good evening, madam.”


His voice was as soothing as a caress. His eyes, sparkling with kindness, had a calming effect that she wouldn’t allow herself to accept. She closed her eyes, declining his compassionate smile.


“Use generous amounts of olive oil,” the chef instructed.


“Yes, Chef.” Slathering Yoyin with olive oil, Louis began applying slow brush strokes starting at her shoulder, gliding down her arm, and ending at her fingertips.


She inhaled sharply, unwittingly enjoying the sensation as he coated her other arm, then her chest. As he stroked one breast and then the other with the oily bristles, her nipples plumped up, impudently demanding to be pinched or sucked. But Louis went about his task, smearing oil over her slender hips and tummy, causing her to shudder with every stroke of the tingly bristles.


Louis returned the brush to the oil-filled bowl and glanced at the chef. “Fine job,” the chef complimented. Louis smiled in appreciation.


“What about my cunt?” Yoyin snapped.


“Ah, madam is finally coming around? Are you beginning to enjoy yourself?” the chef asked.


“Not particularly.” Yoyin rolled her eyes. “My cunt is freezing cold.”


“Madam,” Louis interjected. “I’m going to apply a very high-quality olive oil. It is flavored with sun-dried pineapple and coconut. Those seasonings intermingled with your natural flavor will provide a superb treat for your guests, I assure you.” Louis eyed her gaping vagina, swiped a finger against her moist opening and then touched her creamy essence to his tongue. “Mmm. Yes, the combined flavors will be absolutely scrumptious.”


Yoyin let out an involuntary whimper, her bared mons thrusting upward in yearning. Louis whisked off to get the flavored oil. The chef, using a discerning eye, removed the excess oil, running plastic-covered hands over her body, giving Yoyin tiny shivers. He paid particular attention to her nipples, running his finger around the perimeters, until they became taut. He dabbed her flushed pearls with something pleasantly cool that instantly began to tighten around her nipples, sending a quiet thrill to her core.


The chef lowered his voice and confided, “I’ve just covered your areolas with a very rich Swiss chocolate.” His whispery words tickled her ear and stirred her.


“Lie very still now and allow it to harden. We don’t want it to slide off before your guests get their chocolate fix.”


Having dinner guests licking and tasting delicacies from her restrained body wasn’t a bad idea. Actually, it was brilliant. So deliciously decadent! Maybe she’d stay awhile. Perhaps, that Merrick chap knew his stuff after all.


Louis returned and the pleasant scent of coconut wafted up to her nostrils. Working with a smaller brush, he applied precise stokes as he covered her clean-shaven pubis with the coconut-flavored oil. The oil-slick brush glided over her shamelessly spread-open pussy, teasing her clit with the soft bristles. The chef hovered nearby, occasionally smoothing out dribbles of oil that pooled inside her open vagina. She fought to remain calm, but her breathing sharpened, her cunt ached with need.


“You must learn to trust Mr. Merrick. He’s a wise man,” the chef said as he deposited thick sauce in her open palms. He stood back and appraised her and then resumed running his skilled hands over her well-defined curves, smoothing out the oil coating on her small round hips and slim tapering thighs. “You must use all your inner strength and lie still while your guests dine. No talking, no wriggling about. I assure you, madam, you will experience the most thrilling sensations. Now, do I have your promise?” The chef leaned in closer, waiting for her response.


“Yes,” she murmured, panting and overly stimulated by the provocative image of her pussy on a platter and being served as a side dish.


“In addition,” the chef added, “you must exercise discipline and remain silent throughout the meal.”


“Why?”


“Mr. Merrick’s orders,” he said simply.


“That’s ridiculous. I refuse to be silent.” Her emerald eyes glinted in anger.


“You’ll have to hold your tongue and control your sexual urges—” Thoughtfully, the chef stroked his chin. “You’ll forfeit your first night of carnal pleasure if you don’t comply.”


“You’ve got to be kidding!”


“I’m serious,” he said sternly. “However, after your guests’ appetites have been satisfied, so shall your sexual desires…beyond your wildest fantasies.” There was a twinkle in the chef’s eyes as he dabbed a finger in various locations, taste-testing how the sauces intermingled with her bodily flavors. “You taste wonderful,” he chimed, sucking his finger. “Your guests will be pleased.”


Yoyin sucked her teeth. “Why didn’t this Mr. Merrick inform me of all these silly rules before I left Philadelphia? Had I known that there would be so many conditions—” She gasped suddenly, experiencing an onslaught of tiny tremors as Louis’s brush strokes and the chef’s roving hands, threatened to drive her over the edge before her guests were served.


“Do you agree to all the conditions?” the chef asked. “I must know before you’re taken to the dining room and presented.”


It was a tantalizing proposition. If she exercised discipline by remaining silent and controlling her insatiable libido, she’d be rewarded with hard-ramming, torturously good sex after the meal. “Okay,” she said, the word carried on a sigh of displeasure.


“Do you agree?” the chef inquired.


Annoyed, she glared at the chef. “I gave you my bloody okay, what more do want? Must I spell it out?”


Moments later, the chef’s staff held a huge mirror above her before she was taken into the dining area. The fabulous food art truly enhanced her beauty. She quelled the urge to beam with pride; the overbearing chef did not deserve her praise or approval.












CHAPTER 6





A convivial atmosphere filled the elaborately decorated dining room. Ten distinguished guests—six men and four women—sat at a formal table, sipping champagne, tropical island drinks, and other libations. They were an attractive, elegantly attired, and affluent bunch. They laughed gaily, conversed in crisp, self-assured tones, running the gamut from gossipy, “who’s getting divorced from whom” talk to more serious discussions of international politics and global warming.


But a hush fell over the room when the chef entered and cleared his throat. “This evening’s menu features several new additions to my regular fare.” He took in a large burst of air and exhaled and then proceeded in delivering a libretto, replete with sweeping hand gestures and extravagant posturing. “Tonight! I present with great pride, a feast fit for noblemen. I give you libido-lifting food—a medley of fresh seafood, fruits, vegetables, and culinary herbs and spices—a unique fusion of island cuisine and international flavors combined with…” he paused dramatically, “…the essence of woman. Tonight, I invite you to indulge your discriminating tastebuds, enhance your sex drive as you dine on delectable finger foods, savory sauces, and baguettes as well as the sumptuous natural seasonings of your delectable hostess, Yoyin Ayikade!”


The chef gave an extravagant wave of his hand. Michael and Greg, their bronzed chests bare, flaunting rippling muscles and wearing loin cloth, entered the room carrying Yoyin on an enormous silver platter.


It was a theatrical entrance, generating a lively buzz, gasps, and murmurs of approval followed by a thunderous applause.


“Magnificent! Outstanding! Beautiful!” some chorused as the chiseled men lowered the tray to the center of a long banquet table.


Yoyin, in naked splendor, was an exotic and delectable sight, with seaweed spiraling down her legs and up her arms. With her arms outstretched like a graceful ballerina, Yoyin was delicately posed with one palm cupping aioli dip and the other holding Asian sesame-ginger dip. Her lithe body, positioned provocatively with legs spread apart, presented the fleshy gates of her womanhood. Her mons was slathered with a creamy passion fruit spread.


Raw oysters and clams in shells, attractively arranged atop parsley and fresh basil garnish, decorated the outer circumference of the platter. Mounds of hibachi-grilled lobster, blackened mahi-mahi, curried salmon, and a medley of ginger sauce-basted tiger shrimp and large sea scallops were piled on a tray and placed between her spread legs in very close proximity to her opened vagina.


Freshly sliced exotic fruits were situated on both sides of her raised and secured arms, with a fragrant tahini-yogurt dip resting in the scooped pits of her arms.


A rich Cointreau-and-orange pâté and an apricot-and-lemon-grass pâté were spread on her thighs. Her tummy was decoratively covered with swirls of pâtés de fruit, and her navel was covered with a scoop of coconut and pineapple dip.


“Splendid!” Diners clamored, clapping their hands in appreciation of the display.


The enthusiastic response to her naked beauty sent a quiver of excitement passing through Yoyin. Lying perfectly still, she basked in the thrill of such unabashed admiration and high regard for her gorgeousness.


With the neck brace in place, she was unable to turn her head and view her appreciative guests, but their excited murmurs made her skin tingle. The dinner function was clever, indeed. Perhaps, she’d postpone calling the authorities and having Merrick’s sex operation shut down. It depended on the quantity and intensity of her orgasms. The jury was still out.


The guests were thoroughly captivated by her. Their murmurs and sighs of satisfaction enticed Yoyin. She longed to see the expressions on their faces, but was able to view only shadows from her peripheral vision; she had to rely on her other four senses.


Making the best of the temporary deficiencies, she closed her eyes and enjoyed the various sensations.


“The shrimp looks scrumptious,” a female voice said.


Yoyin frowned. Why would the woman make reference to shrimp when she could talk about the intricacies of Yoyin’s vagina? If the impudent chef had left her pussy jewelry in place, the conversation would undoubtedly be focused on her pussy and its glittering trinkets.


“I’m loading my plate with oysters. You know what they say about oysters and the male sex drive,” a man said, laughing.


Fuck oysters! Yoyin sighed in exasperation, but she perked up when the man pressed his hardening penis against her bound arm as he reached for the oysters. His cock grew rigid as he slurped the oyster from the shell. She shivered with excitement at his nearness. He pushed his thickness into her flesh and then dragged it back and forth across her bare arm, ratcheting up her desire. Aching to get laid, Yoyin whimpered softly.


Men and women hovered over her. Helping themselves to the shellfish nestled inside the space between her legs, their fingers tauntingly brushed her sex and provoked lust with every touch. Yoyin sighed in disappointment as their teasing fingers moved on to different territory.


Her spirits lifted when a full-breasted woman bent to swirl shrimp into one of the pungent sauces settled inside Yoyin’s armpit. The sensation—though ticklish—aroused her, warming her insides with sexual heat.


“Try this, honey.” Yoyin heard a man say as he swiped what felt like a type of bread against her pineapple oil-flavored cunt.


“Mmm. Delicious,” the woman replied and then bent down and boldly flicked her tongue against Yoyin’s silken smooth mons, inciting Yoyin’s clit to spring to life—exposing itself from beneath the concealing hood—elongated and quivering with desire. Had her hands been unlocked, she would not have been able to control the urge to grab the back of the woman’s head, forcing her greedy mouth onto her throbbing clit.


She tried to part her legs wider, inviting someone—anyone—to venture downward and sample the natural flavors of the passion juice that bubbled inside her hot cunt, but the thin rope that held her legs open did not allow movement.


No one seemed to notice. They were all too busy stuffing their mouths, eagerly dipping seafood into sauces instead of plunging cocks and fingers inside her hungry opening. She whimpered, distressed. But she had no choice. She had to control herself and endure this frustrating aspect of the dining experience.


The chef had promised that after the guests’ ravenous appetites were satisfied, he would unshackle her and allow her to join in the after-dinner orgy. Until then, she resolved to savor every brush against her skin, every tender caress, and every tongue flick.


Another man lewdly rubbed his crotch against the slab of her hip as he munched on lobster. His dick, long and impossibly thick, aroused her. Growing increasingly horny—almost drunk with sexual delirium, Yoyin was ready to demand that the stranger unsheathe his weapon and viciously plunge it inside her pussy.


But she didn’t. She dared not utter an audible word, lest she forfeit her first night of carnal pleasure. She’d committed to silence and to control her sexual impulses.


She was going to wait.


Be patient.


Practice some discipline.


She would wait to be cleansed and unbound. Then publicly, she would be gangbanged by every male diner. Her cunt would be savagely hammered until it was raw. She was particularly interested in test-riding the two men who had teased her with their hardened, zippered-in appendages.


After every morsel of food had been eaten, all the sauces and pates, swiped from her body surface and cavities, she felt lighter. And eager for the fun to commence.


“Guest number nine” she heard the chef call out. “Guest number nine has been randomly selected…”


“Number nine…That’s me!” an excited female voice exclaimed.


“As I said,” the chef said briskly, his voice filled with authority, “you’ve been randomly selected to enjoy the rich taste of imported oil, which is flavored with essence of orange and remains on your hostess’s outer vaginal regions. We ask at this time that you limit your tasting to her outer regions only. Remember, your aim is to taste the flavors, not to incite your hostess to orgasm.”


Disappointment turned down the corners of Yoyin’s lips. Why was the licking limited to her outer area? Her cunt was on fire. She couldn’t be held responsible if her pussy suddenly erupted with an outpour of tangy hot sauce.


Like a starving animal, guest number nine climbed on top of the table. Yoyin tensed with expectation as she felt long hair brush against her inner thighs. The woman stretched out her tongue, taste testing with tentative flicks, and then progressed to ardent licking. Using the full length of her tongue, she lathed one side of Yoyin’s pussy and then the other, carefully avoiding the moist and tasty center.


Unable to help herself, Yoyin murmured softly, writhed ever so gently, attempting to guide the woman’s mouth toward the gaping opening of her heated pussy. But guest number nine was an experienced diner, skillfully lapping at her outer pussy and avoiding all contact with Yoyin’s dripping core. The woman completely ignored her large, erect, and pleading-for-attention clit.


Damn you, bitch! Eat it, lick it, suck it! Sexual pain shafted through her, but amazingly, she was able to exercise restraint. Very soon, all her hedonistic desires would be fulfilled—pairs of lips would kiss her cherry-smeared mouth and suck her chocolate-covered tits. Multiple mouths would alternate nibbling and feasting between her legs. Cocks of various sizes would slide into her gaping hole and give her intense, multiple orgasms.


Or so, she hoped.












CHAPTER 7





A rush of staff emerged from the kitchen. A curtain was held up, obscuring Yoyin from view. The flock of adept workers spritzed her body with a lemony cleaner and busily began wiping off all residues of sauces and seafood.


Though she couldn’t see him, she recognized Michael’s voice on the other side of the curtain. “I am so pleased that all of you could be here to welcome our newest guest at the villa. Yoyin has traveled all the way from Philadelphia to grace us with her rare beauty,” he said. “Our dear hostess has allowed our eyes to behold the splendor of her feminine physique and to indulge your taste buds with her unique and mouthwatering body flavors. I make a toast to the exquisitely beautiful and delicious Yoyin!”


“To Yoyin!” the diners chorused.


“In a few moments, dessert will be served.”


Ice ran through Yoyin’s veins. Dessert! No! What in the hell was wrong with these gluttonous people? They had the appetites of voracious, ravenous beasts. She wanted to shout and scream at them. She could not bear another second of their greedy tasting, touching and groping for food. She was ready to scoot off the platter to demand a forceful fucking from that faceless man who had brushed his impossibly long cock against her hip. Where was he? She wanted to yank her head free and demand he reveal himself. She yearned to cry out in sexual agony as scorching waves of lust threatened to melt the chocolate that molded her pebbled flesh.


Noticing Yoyin’s distress, the chef hurried to her side and then spoke in a hushed tone. “Be patient. Let your guests enjoy dessert. Immeasurable satisfaction is only moments away,” he assured her with a cryptic smile.


His words did not calm her. But her silence assured him that she’d allow the gluttonous diners to have their freakin’ dessert.


The chef gave orders to the cooking staff as they hurriedly arranged pastries and other desserts. “Place the macadamia fudge tortes along the stretch of her arms. The pineapple cream cheese pies can outline her legs.” He leaned downward and spoke directly to Yoyin. The pûkini mai`a…” As he inhaled, he explained, “It’s a rich banana pudding…will be spread on your tummy. Finally, chocolate truffles and coconut shavings will be sprinkled over you from head to toe.”


“Madam,” Louis said gently. She felt the heat of his body as he bent over her. “I’m going to paint your beautiful lips with a cherry glaze.” Louis wasn’t strikingly handsome as Michael and Greg, but he had kind eyes. Unlike the chef, Louis had a calm, reassuring quality that she found comforting.


“Pucker up,” Louis said with a smile in his voice and then applied the cherry glaze to her mouth using a thin bristled paintbrush. Each stroke felt like he was swiping his tongue against her lips. Mmm. She would save Louis for last and fuck him after the orgy. He’d be her nightcap. He was easygoing, the type who would honor her desire to be fucked until she fell asleep. She surely couldn’t rely on the two Hawaiian eunuchs to provide a hard-fucking sleeping aid.


“Your palms will be lubricated with vanilla cream,” Louis told Yoyin, as he slowly, sensually squeezed the mixture from a tube into her open palm.


“Don’t dawdle with the cream, Louis. I need to prepare her for entry,” the chef said, his tone stern as he held a paper-lined cupcake between his thumb and forefinger.


Louis joined the chef and positioned himself between Yoyin’s thighs. He stroked her open wet slit, stuck two fingers inside her tunnel, pressing against the walls, probing as he tested her depth. Satisfied, he withdrew his fingers and caressed and then lubed her folds with his thumbs.


Yoyin, being slowly driven over the brink, undulated and gave a sigh of tortured pleasure.


“Be careful! Don’t arouse her,” the chef warned. “Too much vaginal moisture could ruin the texture of the cake.”


“Sorry, Chef.” Using both thumbs, Louis stretched her splayed cunt even wider, revealing the deep pink lining. The chef invaded her private space—twisting and pushing—forcing the pastry inside the clenched walls of her sex.


Louis spread icing on the cupcake that protruded from her cunt. He massaged the petals until they plumped up, wrapping tightly around the base of the cupcake. He carefully applied a coating of icing to her enveloping labia. Yoyin winced and gave a low, painful groan as a wildfire of sexual fever seemed to burn her alive.


Gingerly, Louis moisturized her bud, stroking it to tautness until it grew sturdy and protruded. Yoyin lifted her butt, urgently meeting his touch. Soothingly, Louis ran a gentle finger along her elongated clit. Splintering shockwaves rocked her body. “Fuck me,” she pleaded, unable to help herself.


“It won’t be much longer, madam,” Louis assured her as he squeezed a thin stream of icing along the sensitized flesh.


With eyes glassy and wide, she fought back a moan. She struggled against the overwhelming desire to buck and release an outburst of heated shrieks. Consumed with frustration and anger, she muttered curses.


“Be calm,” Louis whispered, brushing back a wayward strand of her hair. “You’ll soon be rewarded beyond your expectations, but you must exercise discipline.”


The prolonged wait had her on the brink of delirium. Never had she wanted to engage in hedonistic sex as badly as she wanted to right now. She wanted two, three cocks invading her secret places—all at once. She wanted to eat a succession of pussies, sampling a variety of tangy flavors, one right after the other.


Controlling herself, she bit the inside of her lip. A hot stream of lust wet the icing glazing the lips of her sex. Through sheer will, she forced herself to lay inert. She’d invested too much time to combust into self-induced orgasm.


“She’s ready,” Louis informed the top chef, patting Yoyin’s bound wrist.


With a grand flourish, the chef ripped away the handheld curtain. “Dessert is served.”


Yoyin lay in the center of a delectable arrangement of chocolate truffles, coconut shavings, cupcakes, and crème pies. The desserts were attractively arranged on and around her beautiful, slender body.


The guests, now intoxicated, wore lewd expressions. The sight of Yoyin in all her splendor brought out raucous drunken mutterings instead of hushed murmurs of awe and adoration. Though Yoyin couldn’t see them, she sensed their moods and appearances had changed also. Neckties and belts had been loosened, carefully coifed hair was mussed and tousled, lipstick and mascara smeared, clothing rumpled.


The ten diners with discriminating tastes swooped down like vultures, grabbing desserts and stuffing their mouths greedily. Crumbs fell from their lips, pudding gathered at the corners of their mouths. It was a repulsive and most undignified sight. Worse, they virtually ignored Yoyin, disregarding her as if she were as inanimate as the serving tray she lay upon. They moved about and came into view. She caught glimpses of their lewd expressions as they devoured crème pie. It was outrageous the way they were lusting after the dessert instead of her. She hated them, she decided, and she’d had enough of this farce.


“Unbind me,” she ordered Louis, who was in close proximity, soothing her by alternately stroking her hair and caressing the side of her face. His attentiveness reminded her of her attendants, but unlike Sebastian and Niklas, Louis could not cajole her into a better mood. “I said, unbind me!”


“Another moment,” he assured her, his voice filled with unspoken promises of hedonistic sex.


Hmph! He was nothing like Sebastian or Niklas. Her attendants would never be so obstinate as to refuse her direct command. She felt rage boiling. “I want to leave this horrible island at once.”


“Relax and close your eyes,” Louis whispered in a calm voice that stilled her. Something in his tone persuaded her to trust him. “I’m going to blindfold you to sharpen your senses.” Before she could protest, he placed a velvet mask over her eyes. In the next instant, she smelled female fragrance, and a mouth claimed her cherry-covered lips. It was a woman’s kiss—petal soft, whispery, lipstick flavored. Buoyant breasts pressed against her. Yoyin’s pussy contracted, but all she could do was squirm and whimper.


“Mmm. Her kiss is sweet—like cherries,” a woman said. “Try some, darling,” she encouraged. A man bent over Yoyin. She could feel the tickle of his mustache. He doled out thick tongue strokes, lapping at the cherry stickiness until her lips were licked clean. His tongue, sweet with a combination of champagne and cherries, explored Yoyin’s mouth, prodding like an erect dick and making her intimate parts prickle with anticipation.


She heard a rustling sound and could feel the man’s arm moving rhythmically, busy elsewhere. Frustration flooded her when she heard a woman’s moan. The man who was kissing her was obviously pleasuring the woman with his hand.


“Deeper!” the woman moaned.


Yoyin tore her mouth away and called for Louis. “Unmask me, please. I need to see what’s going on.”


“Two of your guests—a married couple are using you for their sexual pleasure,” Louis whispered.


Before Yoyin could object, a thick finger slipped between her lips. The finger, obviously male, was coated with something tart, and then she realized with horror that he was giving her a taste of his wife’s cunt. Before she could scream a litany of vile profanity, he replaced his finger with his tongue. His hand slipped beneath his wife’s dress as he finger-fucked her as hard as he tongue-fucked Yoyin’s mouth. It was oh, so decadent and perversely erotic.


“Excuse me,” Louis interrupted. “We have to move things along.”


“Yes, of course,” the woman said, her tone holding an embarrassed tinge.


“Would you care for chocolate?” Louis asked, running a tender hand on Yoyin’s firm breast.


“Oh, yes!” the woman responded eagerly.


“Help yourself to the chocolate tits, honey, I want to try something else.”


Yoyin sensed the presence of curious onlookers, who no doubt sipped drinks while inspecting her. She felt hot resentment, commingled with dripping desire. Her conflicting emotions confused and frustrated her.


“I’ll have a taste,” said another female, her voice slightly slurred. Soon, two pairs of feminine lips nibbled at the chocolate molding encasing Yoyin’s nipples. Unable to stop herself, Yoyin arched her back, offering her chocolate-covered peaks to two pairs of anonymous lips.


They munched until they’d nibbled down to the skin of her aching pearls. Soft, sweeping hair caressed her arms. She imagined one was a blonde and the other brunette. Their swirling tongues were driving her mad. One woman sucked her nipple while the other grazed her teeth across Yoyin’s pebbled flesh, taking her to a frenzied height.


The sudden feeling of a huge cock sliding inside her cream-filled palm jolted her like an electric shock. Yoyin gasped and trembled. Her fist anxiously closed around the girth of the naked cock, providing a slippery sleeve for the erect dick.


“Gentlemen, your hostess has an available palm. Hurry while the cream is soft and fluffy.” It was Michael’s voice. Ugh! She stiffened at the sound of it.


“Where’s Louis?” Her voice was gritty with annoyance. The audacity of that smug eunuch to invite someone to stick his cock inside her hand. She was extremely satisfied with the dick she was presently holding, convinced that it was the same cock that had rubbed against her hip before dessert was served. If her wrists were free, she’d gladly offer both for the monstrously large cock to use as a fuck-sleeve.


Suddenly, a coarse beard scraped against her inner thigh. “Oh!” she murmured. The rough texture insinuated vulgar, raunchy sex. The warmth of his breath as his lips drew near her cunt made her heart race. “Oh, yes,” she uttered, her voice raspy with desire. “Please take that pastry out of my cunt,” she pleaded, inching her buttocks upward.


The bearded man ignored her. He bit into the cupcake and began chewing. His rough beard bristled against her soft flesh, stoking her embers of desire. His jaw line pulsed against her shaved mons, notching up her burning need from embers to a raging fire.


The people around her buzzed with excitement. Some chanted, “Hurry! Enough already! Give that cunt some hard cock!”


Encouraging the slow-eating, bearded man to heed the good advice, Yoyin anxiously pushed her groin as close to his mouth as the ropes would allow. Caught in the frenzy, she shouted, “Eat the fucking cake!”


But the bearded man chewed and munched at a leisurely pace, his tongue darting, meticulously gathering crumbs. For added sweetness, his tongue scraped against Yoyin’s icing-covered labia and then sipped the moisture beads that seeped from her aroused slit.


Two sets of lips puckered around each tightly beaded nipple, a swollen dick pumped and shoved inside her curled fist, and the bearded man was crouched between her legs, munching cake. Flooded with multiple sensations, Yoyin lifted her ass, jutted out her groin trying to connect her heated flesh with his lips. The bearded man, content with eating cake, ignored her offer to munch on cunt. Frustrated, Yoyin was close to screaming for the authorities. The sex den deserved to be raided and shut down.


The two women, sufficiently aroused, abandoned Yoyin’s breasts and were now taking turns, giving each other head. Yoyin knew what they were doing because the guests went wild, cheering the women on, and even giving blow-by-blow descriptions.


“Look at that blonde go…that redhead’s cunt sure must be tasty; the blonde is gobbling it like she can’t get enough.”


Stirred by the crowd, the dick in Yoyin’s hand began to thump and then squirted a voluminous load of fluid. Yoyin yelped in disgust. Fixated on the horror of having a sticky glob of cum in her hand, she hadn’t realized that the bearded man had finally finished his dessert. Suddenly distracted by a tingling between her legs, she gritted her teeth in ecstasy as he slowly, deliberately, pulled the paper lining out of her hot cunt.


“Take off the blindfold,” Yoyin insisted and Michael did as he was told.


Her astonished eyes couldn’t believe what they saw. The man who she fully expected to fuck her hard and long, was being pulled away from Yoyin’s crotch by a woman with red lipstick smeared around her mouth. The woman with her smeared lips looked like a whore who sucked one too many dicks. Unfortunately, the bearded man found her appealing. The woman lifted her Versace dress, revealing the round of her hips, all the while moving backward and tugging the man along until she backed into a wall.


Yoyin had a clear visual of the bearded man now. He was a hideous sight with his scraggly beard, but his pompous saunter indicated that he was totally pleased with himself. Slowly, sensually, he unzipped his pants and presented a substantially sized appendage. Ah! So that was the reason for his high opinion of himself.


Smeared-Face used the wall for support, lifted a perfectly shaped leg, pulled off her thong and kicked it out of the way. She wrapped her leg around the bearded man’s waist, rotating her hips as she invited him to a slow screw against the wall. Yoyin couldn’t tear her eyes away. The man tested the moisture between her slit with the head of his dick and then rubbed its knob up and down. The woman’s pussy was juicy and succulent—gaping and greedily poised for entry.


Everyone except Yoyin was having a bawdy, good time. The scene had totally gotten out of hand. The guests were indulging their own carnal urges, instead of catering to Yoyin.


Someone needed to take charge and get these sordid people in line.


“Michael.” No answer. Her eyes scanned the fornicators who were in her direct line of vision.


“Michael!” Yoyin shouted. But Michael did not make his presence known. He and his sidekick, Greg, had no doubt joined in the orgy—fake dicks and all, she thought with a snort.


“Chef!” she yelled. No reply. “Louis!” she yelled through clenched teeth, her patience waning. Still, no response. Where did they all go? She had a long list of complaints—strongly worded criticism about the way the erotic feast had turned out. Someone in authority needed to be on hand to bring order to the chaos. These wanton diners needed to be reined in and veered back to Yoyin’s direction. They’d all been sufficiently fed, and it was her turn to get some attention—time for the diners to cater to her every deviant desire.


She gawked at the debauchery taking place right before her very eyes. The entire dinner party was engaged in one form or another of vulgar, deviant sex. The room was a shambles, with a few chairs overturned, articles of clothing strewn about the floor. Naked and half-naked guests copulated in corners; a naked woman sat astride a man whose pants gathered at his ankles. She rode his cock with wild abandon, screaming, “Fuck me the way you fuck your slut, you cheating bastard!” The man responded by digging his nails into her pink buttocks pulling her closer as he drove himself inside her, grunting and shuddering like he was going into cardiac arrest.


It was an exercise in vulgarity. And Yoyin was deprived of physical and sexual contact. She wanted more than anything to be an active participant—not an unwitting voyeur. Involuntary shivers rushed through her naked body. Her nipples tightened to hard knots, her pussy sobbed with yearning. And then her eyes beheld a glorious sight. An engorged dick was coming her way. The dick had to be the largest among the group. And that big dick had become bored with the lipstick lady. Still glistening with the shine of the lipstick lady’s juices, the swollen dick grew closer.


Giddy with the notion that the big cock would soon be burrowed inside the confines of her drooling cunt, a trace of a smile played at the corners of Yoyin’s lips.


Suddenly, the bearded man stopped, mid stride. He turned and looked down. Smiling, he spoke softly to someone out of Yoyin’s visual range. Bending at the waist, he obligingly guided his gleaming tool downward. Yoyin’s eyes followed his dick and bulged in amazement when her sight settled on a nude man, down on all fours.


The man’s face came into focus when he rose to a kneeling position. He stroked the big penis before drawing it inside his mouth. Greedily, he sucked the thrusts of thickness that pressed in and out of his mouth. He sucked until a gush of ejaculation sprayed inside his mouth.


Yoyin felt a hot flush of jealousy and could feel a full-fledged tantrum coming on. She’d fulfilled her part of the stupid bargain; now it was time to receive some sexual compensation. She’d been deceived, she concluded, and she didn’t like it one bit.


Louis appeared as if on cue. “How are you feeling? Are you okay?” Joined by the kitchen staff, Louis surveyed Yoyin with concern in his eyes. The rest of the staff went about their tasks, quietly and efficiently cleaning up the leftovers on the silver tray. The scraps—a mingling of crumbs, creams, and chocolate and fruit fillings bore little resemblance to the former artful elegance that had surrounded Yoyin at the beginning of dessert. Her naked body, now smeared with a variety of colorful gook, was a pitiful sight.


“No! I’m not all right. Unbind me and then order a private jet. I want to leave immediately. And don’t try to persuade me, otherwise. I’ve had enough of your trickery.”


“Of course, madam.” Louis immediately began to unclamp Yoyin’s wrists, ankles, and finally the neck brace, allowing her full view of the goings on around her. Finally able to get the total view of her surroundings, her eyes traveled the large dining room, taking in the disarray of carelessly flung garments, furnishings askew, and her guests, who were all naked now, their pubic hair presented in a rainbow of hues.


The man with the largest dick in the room was busy working on himself. With a foot placed on the back of a woman positioned on the floor and being utilized as his human foot stool, he stroked himself until his member was brought back to a full erection. Amazing, considering that it had ejaculated twice and in quick succession, Yoyin thought. Awe quickly turned to envy as she realized that the woman beneath the man’s foot would soon receive the mighty pounding that her own hot cunt yearned.


The room was full of activity with guests copulating in every imaginable position. Despite her anger, her body reacted to the wanton sex show. Strangers coupling in varied positions. It was a fuckfest unlike anything she’d ever seen.


Placating her, Louis applied soothing strokes to her neck. “We can arrange a flight first thing in the morning.”


“Tonight!”


“As you wish. However, I must advise you that Mr. Merrick would like to reward you for the show of discipline you displayed. He’s arranged a little surprise for madam.”


A hint of interest flickered in her eyes, but her mouth remained pursed in disapproval. “What type of surprise?”


“Something of a sensual nature.”


“I’m not in the mood for any more surprises. I should have never agreed to come to this bloody island. That meal was a disaster.”


“I beg to differ.” He gestured with his hand. “Look at your guests.”


Yoyin cast a glance at the lewd exhibit of lustful bodies sweating and grunting in sexual rapture. Though the display of debauchery was impressive, indeed, she resented being ignored.


“Your beauty…your willingness to allow your body to be a vessel to feed others has inspired this highly charged atmosphere. Your guests all consider themselves to be sexually repressed.”


Yoyin raised a dubious brow, then flicked a glance about the dining room. Naked bodies intertwined and bucked furiously. The sounds of sweaty flesh slapping together echoed throughout the room.


Louis nodded. “Yes, you stirred them to relinquish their sexual inhibitions and engage in this group ménage.”


Hmm. Yoyin gave a slight smile and then quickly erased the pleasant look from her face as she scowled at the congealed confections that covered her arms and the rest of her body.


“We’ll have you cleaned up in no time,” Louis assured her. “Will you accept the reward?”


She shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t like being in the midst of sexual gymnastics if I’m not an active participant.”


“You were the center of attention,” he reminded her.


She sucked her teeth. “If I agree to stay, you have to assure me, there’ll be no more tricks,” she said in irritation.


“Indeed not. No tricks,” Louis assured her.


“And get rid of Michael and Greg. I don’t want those smug eunuchs working for me in any capacity.”


“As you wish,” Louis replied. “Now, does madam accept the reward?” he repeated.


Her spirits improved drastically. Denoting her agreement, Yoyin exhaled audibly.












CHAPTER 8





Inside her personal quarters, two island women, Kina and Palila—replacements for Michael and Greg—bathed her, washed her hair, and brushed it to a glistening shine. Yoyin sat on the side of the bed as Palila knelt and applied a sweet-smelling cream to her feet and legs. Kina applied the same potion to her back, arms, and breasts. The two women, petite and strikingly beautiful, had delicate facial features and warm, dark-brown eyes.


They were barefoot and dressed in short sarongs, their tummies bare and only a tiny piece of fabric covering their pert breasts Their beautiful tiny waistlines, whittled from years of hula dancing, Yoyin suspected, looked to be about twenty inches, maybe less. Both women were blessed with heavy blankets of midnight-black hair that trailed down their backs to their tailbones.


On closer inspection, Kina and Palila looked like female replicas of Michael and Greg. Were all the inhabitants of Ka-le’a flawlessly beautiful? Yoyin wondered curiously, her eyebrows crinkled in concentration.


Palila held up a silk, floral-print nightgown for Yoyin’s approval. Yoyin wrinkled her nose. The exotic beauty opened a bureau drawer in search of more suitable evening wear.


Yoyin waved her hand. “Don’t bother. I prefer nudity. There’ll be no silk barriers between me and my lover.” She shook her head adamantly. “No pretenses of romance. I’ll greet him with my legs outstretched and my cunt open, wet and willing to be ravished.”


Without batting an eye, Palila gave a gracious nod. “As you wish, madam.”


Meanwhile, Kina glided over to a vase of flowers and took one from the bouquet. She separated the brilliant red flower from the stem. “This is for your hair. You’ll look lovely.”


Yoyin recoiled. “Don’t put that ridiculous flower in my hair!”


“It’s tradition,” Palila added, her pretty face alit with a sweet smile.


“Do you think I give a bloody hell about your primitive customs? I’ve had enough of your stupid mores and norms. I’m furious that I was conned into believing that hellish banquet was held in my honor. I was humiliated beyond belief. They treated me—” She paused and poked herself in the chest. “I’m the second in line to the Stafford tea fortune, yet I was regarded as if I had no more value than…garnish on a tray.” She paused for a beat and looked toward the ceiling. “I was treated with the same consideration given a bloody sprig of parsley.” Yoyin took in a heated burst of air. “Now, listen…” She pointed menacingly at the two women. “I’ve been fucking around on this island since early afternoon. That damned hibiscus is the last thing I care about. I want what Merrick promised—a fuck session with a big brute, someone hung like a stallion.”


“He’ll be arriving shortly.” A mysterious twinkle filled Kina’s eyes.


“Good! Now, I want to make myself abundantly clear. I don’t want to talk to either of you—or my fuck partner. No verbal pleasantries and no adornments.” Resolute, she folded her arms over her pert breasts.


Undeterred, Kina attached a hairpin to the flower. “Here in Ka-le’a, the hibiscus is known as pua aloalo. The flower has many properties, madam. You may find it interesting to know that it endows the wearer with enhanced feminine essence and allows you to reach unimaginable sexual heights.”


Yoyin considered Kina’s words. “Hmm. Sounds tempting. But I’m certain someone already made that promise while I was forced to lie inert on that hard, cold silver platter.”


Kina and Palila stroked Yoyin’s hair comfortingly. “Wearing this flower during the act of passion will produce the most intense orgasm you’ve ever experienced.”


Yoyin sucked her teeth. “Very well.” She unfolded her arms. “If you must be so bloody persistent, then go ahead and pin it on my hair.”


Kina upswept one side of Yoyin’s silken honey hair and attached the red flower.


“On second thought, there is something I’d like to wear. You!” She pointed to Palila. “You! Go and look inside my wardrobe. Get my gold, Gucci fuck-me-shoes.”


Palila bowed her head graciously and daintily padded toward the wardrobe.


Kina stood back and admired the pua aloalo. “There is one condition, madam.”


Exasperated, Yoyin sighed heavily. “What now!”


“Mr. Merrick has requested that you wear a blindfold.”


“I’ve done that already. I refuse.”


Kina parted her lips to speak, but Yoyin held up a hand. “The subject is not open for discussion. Merrick should mind his business. He’s such a bloody control freak. Why’s he so mysterious? I wish he’d pop over so I can tell him to his face that he’s a bloody louse. Get him on the phone and tell him that Yoyin Ayikade said to fuck off, go to hell, and kiss my ass!” Angrily, she shook the flower loose from her hair.


“The blindfold must be in place.” Kina pressed her small lips together determinedly. Her brilliant laughing eyes became hard and devoid of their former sparkle. “If you wish to leave this island, sexually deprived, your transportation will be arranged at once.” There was finality in Kina’s tone that Yoyin found unsettling.


“Oh, all right, I’ll stay,” Yoyin said. “But you don’t have to be so pushy.”


With the flower readjusted in her hair, Yoyin stood out on the balcony flanked by the two female assistants. Waiting for the arrival of her stud, Yoyin looked down at the tropical foliage and the unending stretch of pure white sand and begrudgingly admitted to herself that Ka-le’a was remarkably beautiful.


The three women waited in silence, listening to the sounds of the crashing ocean and the active sea birds that sang nocturnal mating calls. Washed in moonlight, she stood naked with a flower in her hair and a pair of Gucci heels on her feet. Her state of agitation had magically melted away.


Heavy footsteps announced arrival. He’s here! A relieved rush of air burst from her lungs. Kina held up the blindfold. Yoyin didn’t bristle. Feeling a flutter of excitement in the pit of her stomach, she gave a head nod and Kina placed the fabric over her eyes.


Yoyin shivered as she heard her lover’s footsteps grow near. She felt him approach from behind. He wrapped his arms around her, tightening his embrace as if she might attempt a sudden escape.


She had no intention of breaking free. This was what she’d been waiting for—anonymous, decadent, and dirty sex. Surprisingly, she was comforted by his embrace.


She felt a passion and connection with him. There was something very familiar about this man. She wondered if her stud was someone she’d already met?


Feeling uncharacteristically affectionate, she dropped her head, rubbed her cheek against the soft hairs on his arm, and then buried her face in the crook of his arm and deeply inhaled his aroma. His natural masculine scent aroused her passion unlike any expensive male fragrance ever had.


Yoyin was a towering figure in her stilettos, but the stranger, at least a head taller, bent over and pressed his bare chest against her back. Her heart thundered. Her lover did not have on clothing! He’d come to her—strode through her quarters—naked in the night. Oh, how incredibly sexy!


His penis, unrestrained and free to explore, twitched and poked into the crevice of her buttocks and then gently lifted, brushing and stroking up and down the crack of her ass. He moistened the split between her butt cheeks with pre-cum as his dick grew larger and more demanding by the second.


Overtaken by a fiery passion, Yoyin was quite willing to grant him access to her back passage.


Palila cleared her throat. “We’ll bid you good night, madam.”


“Call us if you need anything. We’re just down the hall,” Kina offered.


Caught up in the rapture of the stranger’s raw and unrestrained sensuality, Yoyin moaned. The two assistants, wearing satisfied smiles, turned away. Yoyin could hear Kina and Palila exit the master suite.


They were alone. For the first time, but not the last time.


The ridge of his shaft continued brushing against her ass cheek, warming it, lubricating her firm flesh, and creating an aching sensation between her legs.


She squirmed delightedly and tried to turn toward the mystery man, but he held her firmly in place, pressing her tummy against the balcony railing as he kissed the back of her neck, ran his tongue along the lobe of her ear and fondled her body shamelessly. He cupped her breasts, then ran his large hands from her tummy and down to the shaven mound of her pubis. His fingers trailed down to her labia, gently caressing and rubbing her moist petals until his finger became saturated with the stickiness of her passion. He nibbled and kissed her shoulder while teasing her plump pussy lips with his thick finger.


Yoyin gave a strangled cry and squirmed in heated urgency as the stranger parted the lips of her sex and inserted his finger, gently entering her warm canal.


“You don’t have to be gentle,” she said in a tortured whisper. But the mystery man continued his slow, sensual finger fuck.


She twisted her body, trying to face him, but his strong arms stilled her movement. “Please,” she gasped. “Remove your finger. Fuck me with your big cock.”


He ignored her. Sliding and rotating the finger that was snug and cushioned inside her tightness. Exploring her depth, he touched secret places, making her purr with pleasure.


“Take me now. Right here on the balcony,” she whispered, barely finding her voice.


He extracted his finger but paid no attention to her plea. Instead of giving her the dick she yearned for, he tenderly massaged her pussy lips and then delicately massaged her clit, causing it to stiffen and throb. Rubbing his own hardness against her firm ass, he used his thumb and index finger to stroke her lengthening clit.


“Please.” She squirmed, trying to break his embrace. “Let’s go inside. We’ll be more comfortable in bed.” Her voice was raspy with lust.


He didn’t speak. His ragged breathing and his dick strokes against Yoyin’s ass blended with the sounds of the night.


Yoyin lowered her head. She covered his arm with her lips, trying to soften his steely resolve with a torrent of tender kisses. At her show of tenderness, the mystery man’s dick began to rise, quivering against her buttocks until the moisture from the tip of his sex dribbled down the slim division between her cheeks.


She poked out her rump in offering. “This is torture. I’m desperate for your cock. Stick it in my ass, my cunt…wherever you desire,” she whimpered. “You’re strong and powerful—with the strength of a beast. Hurt me. Abuse me. Slap my breasts…spank my vagina. Sexual pain is my pleasure,” Yoyin babbled impulsively. Tears of frustration moistened the black satin that covered her eyes.


But rape and ravishment was not on the stranger’s agenda. He gave no response. He slowly reinserted his finger and rhythmically stroked the lining of her pussy, causing a flood of juicy nectar. His persistent finger thrusts made her hips jerk, prompting her to push out her protrusive bottom as far as she could and rotate frantically against his hard rod. She moaned an invitation for him to slide his cock inside her butt cheeks and urged him to use her anus as a pleasure hole.


His dick soared to an impossible height and impaled itself inside the narrow valley between her buttocks. With his finger deeply embedded in her tight cunt, he bent Yoyin at the waist. She took an anxious breath, waiting for the sweet pain.


But instead of sliding his giant pole inside her small opening, he gripped his dick tightly and controlled its direction. She heard his uneven breathing, felt his chest heave as he struggled to maintain composure. Methodically, he glided his mammoth cock up and down her back passageway, controlling the urge to stuff it inside her tight hole.


Suddenly, he released his hold on his shaft, allowing the knobbed head to meander upward until it located and connected with Yoyin’s engorged clit.


A shock of intense pleasure flooded her body and pulsated at the crown of her swelling bud. Her sex throbbed for the stranger. As if reading her mind, he slid his finger in deeper until wet warmth bubbled and sputtered, pouring from her clutching pussy.


He withdrew his finger—slowly, one inch at a time. She clamped her thighs tightly, her cunt puckered and gripped, struggling to retain his finger, and willing him to plunge savagely and abrade her flesh. But to Yoyin’s misery, he extracted his finger, then surprised her when he held it near her lips.


“Smell it.” His voice was without any detectable accent. Though he did not use a gruff tone, his voice was deep with authoritativeness. Yoyin bristled at being told what to do. Not since early childhood had anyone dared to try to give Yoyin an order. Her mother couldn’t control her wild behavior or her disrespectful tongue. Guilt-ridden and helpless to stand up to her wayward child, Yoyin’s wealthy mother allowed her to live her life on her own terms and financed and indulged her every whim. Mistakenly, this sex provider thought it was he who was calling the shots, so Yoyin kept her lips stubbornly sealed.


“Do you like the way you smell?” he whispered. The sound of his silken voice placed her womanhood in peril.


“Yes,” she whispered, sniffing his finger, her pussy pulsing out of control.


With the smear of her sex on his finger, he held it to her lips. “Lick it.” There was a commanding timbre in his voice. “Tell me if you enjoy your feminine flavor.”


She fought against his dominion, but overcome with lust, she obeyed, flicking out her tongue and licking his glistening finger. Oh! The tang of her sex and the texture of his thick finger made her inner walls quiver. Mounting excitement produced more nectar between her legs. She could smell the scent of her aroused pussy and wondered if he could, too.


“I love the smell of your sex,” he murmured, responding to her thoughts. “If I was blindfolded and you came in the room, I’d recognize you by your sweet scent.” He covered her hand with his and directed Yoyin’s hand downward, between her legs, using her slender to finger to extract more of her syrup.


“Taste it.” His voice was hypnotic. He released his grasp around her waist, confident that she would not make an attempt to get away. He was right. Yoyin couldn’t have fled if she wanted to. Her legs were wooden. Blindfolded and naked, Yoyin stood transfixed in her gold Gucci heels, completely captivated and under his spell.


He lifted her chin up and guided her pussy-coated finger to her lips. Obediently she parted her lips and licked cunt from her finger. Enjoying the taste of her slippery liquids, she sucked her finger, her slurping sounds audible in the quiet night.


The taste of her sex was tart when licked from her finger, but it was oh-so-sweet when her juices commingled with his manly flesh.


The desire to drop to her knees and suck his dick was dizzying; she twisted and groaned as her hot pussy dripped with desire.


“You’re beautiful, Yoyin.” His voice, thick with sensuality, caressed her ear. “Spread your legs for me. I want to fill you with love.”


“I don’t want love,” she blurted. “I want you to forcefully invade my cunt. Hurt me.”


“Never!” Disgust coated his tone.


“Please.”


“No,” he insisted. “Now spread your legs for me or ask your servants to order your plane,” he challenged.


Quickly, she separated her legs as he requested and allowed him to gently bend her over, pushing until her upper torso and head dangled perilously over the balcony railing.


Fear engulfed her. Afraid of tumbling to her death, her arms flailed. “Pull me up!” The words came out in terrified little squeaks.


“You must trust me.” He held her firmly by her thighs, bringing her ass and the open slit of her ripened fruit flush against his iron member. “I won’t hurt you, and I won’t let you fall,” he assured her as he eased his erection between her rosy pussy lips.


Her very life was in a stranger’s hands. Yet, the sense of danger served as an unusual aphrodisiac. He entered her wet and ready cunt. “Oh!” she cried. “Oh yes.” Her pussy clenched around his cock. Her body moved in small, involuntary undulations. Afraid of falling, she willed herself still. Moving even the tiniest muscle could cause a slip-up that could send her plummeting to a horrific death. “Ah!” she sighed, remaining still as if she were paralyzed. Possessing an unusual calm, she allowed the stranger to have his way with her. He punished her hot pussy with long, tender strokes.


“You’re very tight, but I won’t hurt you,” he assured her as he slid in another inch of dick.


“It’s so warm and moist, I could stay inside you forever,” he murmured as he eased his bulging erection deeper inside her moist walls. With slow, painstaking strokes, he glided in and out. Her pussy slurped and puckered in protest. This gentle fucking was driving her wild. And making her ferocious and angry. Yoyin wanted to shout at him, implore him to lash into her with his hardness, but the only sound she risked making was soft moans and gentle sighs.


Blood rushed to her head as he unhurriedly pushed his heated flesh inside her, giving her deliberate slow, rhythmic strokes. She screamed inside her head, mentally beseeching him to use his giant organ as a weapon of destruction. She craved brutality and desperately wanted her pussy pounded until the flesh was raw and swollen.


Under normal circumstances, she wouldn’t be able to tolerate such loving and tender strokes, but hanging in the balance and being only seconds away from a bone-crushing fatality, she bit her lip and endured the agony of an excruciatingly slow and amazingly sensual fuck.


His iron shaft increased its speed and length as it stretched inside her, pressing against her G-spot. Her cunt vibrated in response to the unexpected stimulation. She felt faint. A loud groan emanated from her lover’s throat, and at that exact moment, a rumbling sounded in the distance. Despite the blindfold that cut off her vision, Yoyin saw a flicker of fire. The light flashed so brightly that it seemed to cut through the satin fabric of her eye mask. The very heavens were ablaze as Yoyin, overly sensitive, teetered on the edge of a powerful release. The flaming sky and her lover’s roar were nearly concurrent. The volcanic eruption that occurred in the distance reverberated among the mountains and coincided with the explosion of semen that splashed inside her shuddering walls.


“I love you!” The words made her knees buckle. But the stranger hadn’t spoken. The only sound he emitted was a roar that accompanied her scream as they both released in passion. “I love you!” he insisted. She could feel herself becoming lightheaded. It was too much. The powerful orgasm and hearing him speak to her with his mind frightened and overwhelmed her. Feeling faint, she swayed. And then she collapsed in his arms.












CHAPTER 9





Lying in bed with Kina at her side, Yoyin bolted upright at the shock of cool water touching her loins. Palila, positioned at the foot of the bed, cleaned her semen-filled vagina with a cool towel. Soothingly, Kina swept strands of hair from Yoyin’s face.


Yoyin’s eyes shot to the satin blindfold on the bedside table. The red flower, taken from her hair, was placed next to the blindfold.


“What happened?”


“You fainted, madam. The pua aloalo was too strong for your system.”


Yoyin gawked at the woman and then shot a scornful glance at the flower. “That’s ridiculous. That flower didn’t cause me to pass out. My lover is responsible. He slaughtered me with his sex. Oh, he was magnificent.” Her eyes bounced around the room and then darted toward a long hall. “Where is he?” She smiled, envisioning her mystery man, his handsome face revealed, reclining on a mattress on the floor inside a crudely furnished room reserved for servants or other people of low status. She shivered, imagining the brute stroking his enormous manhood as he waited for her to recover and join him.


And join him, she would. She’d run to him and wallow with him in substandard conditions. How thrilling to allow the savage to degrade her. “Ah.” The sensual utterance escaped her lips. “Is he waiting for me in the servants’ quarters?”


“No, madam. He’s left the villa.” Palila spoke softly, her eyes filled with pity.


“He’s gone?” Yoyin screeched.


Palila nodded. “Yes.”


“Who gave him permission to leave? I’m not finished. I want more!” Yoyin’s voice escalated a higher pitch. Angrily, she jerked her body and slammed her opened legs closed, toppling the basin and sending soapy water splashing to the floor. “You’re such a clumsy oaf,” Yoyin exploded, accusing the petite and delicately beautiful Palila.


Unaffected by the undeserving criticism, Palila stood, her expression stoic and unflinching. “I’ll clean it at once.” Palila gave a quick head nod and exited the bedroom.


Yoyin glared at her departing shapely figure and rolled her eyes. She snatched her head toward Kina. “Who permitted him to leave?”


“Mr. Merrick granted permission, madam.” Kina cleared her throat. “Mr. Merrick has also arranged for your flight to leave in the morning.”


“Why would he be so presumptuous as to make return travel arrangements for me?” Yoyin asked sharply. “I want more time with my new plaything,” she said, child-like and sulking.


“It was at your insistence that I contacted Mr. Merrick and asked him to arrange your flight to Honolulu. Don’t you remember, madam?” Kina cut an eye at the red flower. “Perhaps the pua aloalo has affected your memory.”


Yoyin looked aghast. “How dare you suggest that there’s something wrong with my mind?” Yoyin stretched out a long arm and smacked the flower off the ornately designed table, sending it sailing. The flower landed in the puddle of spilled water. “Where is that impudent servant? I want her to clean my bedchamber immediately.”


Palila returned with a several dry cloths and a plastic bag. She knelt to the floor and picked up the red flower. With a look of reverence, she handed the pua aloalo and the plastic bag to Kina.


Kina placed the flower inside the plastic bag and set it on the nightstand. “I’ll discard it properly and return it to the earth,” Kina assured Palila.


Yoyin sighed heavily. “What’s the big deal about that bloody flower?”


“It’s our national flower.”


“So?”


“As our ancestors did, we too value and respect the Pua Aloalo. It is revered for its beauty and its many powers.”


Yoyin sucked her teeth and then laughed derisively. “Powers! What powers?” She shook her head, twisting her lips spitefully. “Rubbish! Every word you speak is pure rubbish.”


Kina looked down at Palila. The two women exchanged a meaningful glance, then Palila resumed wiping the floor until it glimmered with its original shine.


Kina grasped Yoyin’s hand. “I’m sorry, madam, but you must leave Ka-le’a in the morning. Mr. Merrick will join you on the tarmac to personally bid you a fond farewell.”


“Get that bastard on the phone. I want to have a word with him. Now!”


“It’s after midnight. Mr. Merrick cannot be disturbed.” Kina pursed her lips. “Palila and I have taken the liberty of packing your luggage. We’ll accompany you to Honolulu if you’d like.”


“Fuck you! Get out of my room. I don’t want your bloody companionship,” Yoyin spat. Refusing to look at her companions for another second, she pulled the duvet over her head and stayed beneath the covers until she heard their retreating footsteps. Barefoot bitches!


She tried to ignore the stab of hunger, but decided she couldn’t. Though it was three in the morning, she picked up the phone and pushed the button for the chef’s assistant.


“Greetings, madam,” Louis said pleasantly. He was lively and alert as if it were three in the afternoon.


“I’m hungry,” Yoyin stated.


“Would madam prefer a light breakfast or a heavier meal?”


Yoyin knitted her brows in thought. She’d been prepared to make a fuss and was thrown off kilter by Louis’ accommodating tone. “I don’t know what I prefer,” she said in a cross tone. “You’re the cook. Whip up something—I’m sure you have a specialty. Now, hurry! I’m famished.”


As she waited for her food, it occurred to her that though she was angry, she wasn’t experiencing the emptiness that usually followed a sexual encounter. She tilted her head to the side. How odd.


Two knocks sounded on her bedroom door interrupted her musing. “Enter,” Yoyin said, boredom shaping her tone.


Louis entered, rolling a serving cart replete with ample storage space for wine bottles, stemware, and accessories. His spun-gold curly hair looked a bit tousled, his boyish face matured by the weary look in his eyes and the stubble on his unshaven chin. Yoyin felt an uncommon stab of compassion, realizing she’d awakened Louis and that he’d jumped out of bed to prepare her meal. So what! That’s what he’s paid to do, she reminded herself, frowning. Still, her heart softened. He’s such an agreeable and cheerful chap. It’s a pity…Hey, what’s going on with me? Since when do I give a bloody crap about anyone’s feelings?


“You’re hired to serve me during this dreadful adventure,” she rationalized aloud.


“Absolutely,” he replied. “Did I offend you?”


She shrugged. “You took an awfully long time to bring my food.”


“I apologize, madam,” Louis said before rattling off what he was serving her and how it had been prepared.


There wasn’t a chance in hell she’d let him know that the salmon soufflé and sautéed vegetables looked and smelled absolutely scrumptious. Yoyin wrinkled her nose in distaste and then yawned at the end of his spiel. “Sounds very unappetizing. Take it away.” She waved her hand. “Go back to the kitchen and get me a bowl of cereal—something healthy with bran and several types of grain. And skim milk.”


“Right away.” Louis gave a tired smile, which filled Yoyin with uncharacteristic feelings of compassion.


Mustering inner steel, she added, “Make sure my cereal is topped with fresh strawberries.”


“Of course.” Louis reached for the cart.


“Leave it,” she said sharply.


The moment Louis closed the door; Yoyin pulled the cart closer, grabbed the heated plate, found a fork, and dug in. By the time Louis returned with her requested cereal, she had almost finished the soufflé. “Put it down,” she ordered him, closing her eyes dreamily as she chewed a mouthful of vegetables.


“Are you enjoying the meal?” Louis asked.


She stopped chewing and gave him a pointed look. “Whether or not I enjoy something is not your business.” She dropped the fork onto the ceramic plate, which created a loud clatter in the quiet villa. “Take it away. I’ve lost my appetite.”


“Forgive me, madam.” Louis covered the plate and prepared to leave Yoyin’s bedchamber.


“Louis,” she said softly.


He turned. “Yes?”


“Are you aware that I’m leaving the island in a few hours?”


“I am.”


She touched her chest. “Can you believe the gall of that Merrick guy?”


“It’s my understanding that madam requested to leave.”


“But I changed my mind. I told those servant girls to inform Merrick. They refused, claiming he can’t be disturbed after midnight.” Yoyin sighed. “Can you do something about this…misunderstanding?” A hint of a plea threaded through her question.


“Your travel arrangements have already been made.”


“So! Merrick’s the head honcho here—can’t he undo the damage?”


Fidgeting, Louis shifted from foot to foot. “It’s not likely.”


“What’s the big deal about canceling a bloody flight?”


Louis looked at her with sympathy. “Actually, madam, I’m quite sorry to inform you…” He looked toward the floor, swallowed and then raised his head. “Your presence is no longer welcome here.”


Yoyin choked. “You’re kidding. I’m not welcome here? You can’t be serious.” She patted her chest, eyes blinking rapidly in disbelief. “My presence is valued and highly regarded all over the world. Do you know who I am?” Green eyes aflame, she went on. “I’m the second in line to one of the largest fortunes in the world—the entire world!”


“We’re all aware of your status, madam. And perhaps it’s your sense of entitlement that has led you to disrespect our island, our customs, and our people.”


“Your island!” she scoffed. “You’re Caucasian. You’re not a native.”


“I was born and raised here.”


“Who cares? I’m not interested in your family history. Now, tell me, in what way did I disrespect your primitive customs?”


“We take great pride in our gloriously beautiful island. No other island can compare to Ka-le’a…”


She blew him off with a hand flip. “What’s so special about this…?” Trying to gather an arsenal of insulting words, she sneeringly looked toward the ceiling in thought, but could only come up with a few jumbled phrases. “This remote…this dinky, little swamp of a place?”


“If you find Ka-le’a so abhorrent, why do you want to stay?”


The room swayed slightly. Vertigo. The same dizzziness that occurred on the balcony. Louis rushed to her side. “Are you okay?”


Uncertainty shone in her wide eyes. “I’m not sure. I’m a little dizzy.”


Louis began pouring water from a pitcher on the cart. “Drink this, madam. It’s from our springs,” he informed, suggesting that the water had some sort of medicinal qualities.


Yoyin rolled her eyes at the implication but guzzled the water just the same, hoping to clear her mind and halt the onslaught of feelings, textures, sounds, smells, and flashes of light that had occurred while naked with the stranger. She relived the powerful climax that was synchronous to the mysterious volcanic eruption. That orgasm was the best and the most powerful she’d ever experienced. It was quite unbelievable, but she’d actually lost consciousness. Now, that was a bloody intense orgasm. Oh God, she could use another tryst with the stranger—one for the road. Given a chance, she was certain she could persuade the tall mystery man to dispense with the soft touches and gentle penile thrusts. She was certain she could convince him to give her the violent plundering she so desperately needed to feel fulfilled—to keep the emptiness at bay.


“I don’t want to leave,” Yoyin said with earnest. “Can you please speak to Merrick? Would you plead my case?”


“May I sit?” Yoyin gestured toward a nearby chair, which he pulled close to the bed. “What is the case you wish me to plead?”


Yoyin shrugged. “I don’t know. Make up something.”


Louis blushed. “I’m afraid I’m not a very good liar.”


“I noticed you weren’t so pious when you were slathering my cunt with cream and sauces.”


“I was doing my job—fulfilling your fantasy.”


“Why stop, now?” she asked petulantly. “I want another fantasy night with that tall, chiseled chap, but I refuse to wear a blindfold. I want to see his face.”


“Madam, you’ve shown nothing but disdain for everything and everyone from the moment you arrived on the island,” Louis said, his tone gentle. “How can you expect Mr. Merrick to grant your wish?”


Yoyin flung her hair over her shoulder and gave a smug smile. “How do you expect me to behave? I’m an heiress.”


“An ill-mannered, haughty heiress,” he said with a slight smile. “You must be respectful of our people and our customs.”


“Okay. I’ll keep that in mind. Now, hurry. Get him on the phone and cancel that plane.”


“Consider it done.” Louis bowed his head and rolled the cart out the door.


Smiling as she snuggled under the duvet, Yoyin fell fast asleep.












CHAPTER 10





Yoyin had to admit that Ka-le’a was really a lovely island. Perhaps the most beautiful place she’d ever seen. She was glad Merrick had agreed to let her stay. Basking in the sun, she lay in a hammock while Palila and Kina walked along the white sand, carrying wicker baskets and stopping along the way to stoop and collect seashells and other insignificant objects. They held each finding with wonder and admiration as if they’d unearthed chunks of gold. Silly nillies, Yoyin thought with the fondness one would bestow upon dull-witted children.


Yoyin watched the pretty women with interest and amusement. They were absolutely gorgeous; watching them in the sunlight was a delight to her eyes. Still, it was a pity that women with such striking good looks were nothing more than blithering idiots. Yoyin closed her eyes and enjoyed the sway of the hammock and imagined engaging in rough, wanton sex on the beach with her anonymous lover while the bright sun shone on their naked skin. Of course, Palila and Kina would be standing at attention, ready to serve her and the mystery man a cooling exotic drink


She dozed off—for no more than a few moments, she was certain. Yet the setting sun suggested otherwise. Clumsily, she sat upright in the wobbly hammock, her hand shielding her eyes as she searched the stretch of bright white sand for her companions. They were no where in sight, but a trail of their tiny footprints went on forever.


Curious, Yoyin eased out of the hammock, deciding to follow the footprints. Annoyance creased her brow. How dare the little minions run off without permission? Wearing a breezy cotton dress with a fitted bodice and a pair of white Burberry slide sandals, she plodded across the sand. She’d give those two a thorough tongue lashing for leaving her unattended. For such a grievous offense, perhaps a light paddling was in order. Hmm. Maybe not. She promised to be respectful and treat them with kindness. Damn, what a backward place this Ka-le’a was. She’d been allowed to paddle servants since her adolescence. Her overly indulgent and doting mother had provided her with her own small paddle to use on her nanny whenever the young woman got out of line. “Bend over, Nanny,” she remembered saying. Her red-faced nanny had no choice but to bare her bottom and receive a paddling from her young charge. Yes, I was a privileged child.


“Help!”


Dark memories resurfaced from out of the blue. Fleeing the frightful recollection and trying to escape the demons of her past, she began running along the beach, panting as she ran behind the footprints in the sand.


After what seemed like many miles of running, Yoyin stopped abruptly. Her companions’ tracks stopped at the mouth of a cave. A shudder went over her body. Had they gone inside the cave? Curious, she made faltering steps inside the cave. The waning sun provided a dim light.


“Palila! Kina!” she called. Her voice echoed. She took a few steps forward and heard a loud boom—like a falling rock or a boulder. She was instantly enveloped in pitch blackness. “Palila! Kina!” Yoyin shouted, terrified. She whirled around, tried to retrace her steps but couldn’t find the opening. Instinctively, she realized that the entryway was now blocked. Biting her lower lip, she looked around the darkness.


Having no other choice, she forged ahead, taking a direction inside the cave that led her down a narrow passageway. Frightened, she took timid steps, then steadied her gait by pressing her hip against a dank wall and running her hands along the great expanse of crumbling, rugged stone. She could feel her dress tearing as she squeezed through the narrow space. A sudden frightful noise made her flinch. The flapping of wings. Bats? Oh, God! For a horrible moment, she wanted to scream until her lungs were raw! But she kept her wits. Screaming might bring the winged beasts in her direction, so she yelled in her head and whispered, “Help!” She uttered the dreaded word unashamedly. “Somebody help me!” With her hands protecting her head, she hurried along, squeezing through the dark narrow passage.


After what seemed hours, she saw a flicker of light, and she moved at a faster pace. Finally, the narrow confines widened and Yoyin found herself in a more open space. She gave a whimper of glee.


Torches jutting out of walls lit a path, guiding her to the sounds of drums and music…And her companions’ tinkling laughter.


Yoyin picked up speed to a trot. Laughing and crying with joy, she ran toward the glowing light and the sounds of high-spirited merriment. As she grew closer, she was blinded by brilliant light. Rubbing her eyes, it took a few moments for her eyes to adjust to the light and for her heart to get acquainted with an overwhelming feeling of utter bliss. Inside the cave, a party was in full swing. Everyone wore masks as they danced, sang, and chatted.


“Greetings, madam,” Palila said and removed her mask.


“Welcome to the celebration. We’re so happy you joined us,” Kina said, revealing her face.


Yoyin beamed, but her smile slipped away when she took notice of her dirty hands and fingernails. To her horror, her dress was ragged and filthy. And her once white sandals were now as black as soot. I must look like a beggar. Embarrassment flushed her face. But no one was concerned about her haggard appearance; no one had judgment in their eyes as they met her humiliated gaze. In fact, only happiness filled the air. Men and women, scantily clad in traditional island clothing, milled about, laughing and talking and drinking from hollowed-out coconut shells. Two rows of musicians, clad in loincloth and wearing tribal masks, were playing a variety of percussion and stringed instruments. The musicians bowed their heads in greeting and continued playing a beautifully melodic tune.


Her companions wore short wrapped skirts and anklets made of whalebone. Their small breasts were bare. She couldn’t take her eyes off their high, perfectly formed breasts. This cavernous place was breathtakingly beautiful. Tiki torches illuminated the wondrous display of ancient rock art and the elegant arrangement of the masterful, handcrafted tropical wood furnishings were fit for a queen. There were abstract carvings and bronze sculptures—all with excessively erotic themes.


Awestruck by the majestic setting inside the cave, Yoyin looked at her companions in wonder. “I don’t understand. What are you celebrating?”


Kina, wearing a red flower on each side of her head, unpinned one of the flowers and attached it to Yoyin’s hair. “We’re celebrating alana,” she informed.


Just before she asked what alana meant, Palila approached with a cup for Yoyin. This was not an ordinary goblet; rather, it was a coconut shell that was carved in the shape of a goblet and high-polished to a magnificent shine. “For you,” Palila said with a warm smile.


Yoyin humbly accepted the fine goblet with her soiled hand. “Thank you,” she murmured, her voice cracking with emotion and shame. Surprised by her humility and her uncharacteristic good manners, she took a quick sip to clear her head. “Mmm. Delicious. What is this?” she asked her companions, feeling instantly invigorated and suddenly uncaring of her untidy appearance.


“Coconut milk, mango juice, and other blends of tropical fruit juices—and spirits,” Kina said.


Palila nodded. “It’s the elixir of alana.”


“Hmm.” Yoyin raised the goblet in good-natured jest. “A toast to alana!”


Hands suddenly slapped conga drums at a more enlivened pace. Fingers plucked various stringed instruments into a charming mix of a tuneful melody.


“Please sit down, madam.” Kina gestured toward a high-backed wicker chair. “In honor of alana, Palila and I would like to perform a sacred ritual dance.”


“What is alana?” Yoyin finally asked.


“Alana means awakening,” Kina whispered. “Tonight, we celebrate your awakening.”


My awakening? What had she awakened from—sleep? Yoyin shrugged. She was feeling pleasantly intoxicated and saw no reason to question her so-called “awakening.”


Cymbals crashed. Palila and Kina began moving their hips and their hands. They closed their eyes and softly swayed. With the delicate hand gestures, they communicated a sensual message.


The beat quickened. The masked musicians began chanting in an ancient language. The two women revolved their hips as rapid as the drummers could beat out time. Yoyin sat transfixed and mesmerized, her eyes wide and keen with excitement. A trail of perspiration trickled down her neck and pooled inside her cleavage. Palila and Kina perspired also as they danced. Faster and wilder, their feminine voices joining in on the chant. Covered with sweat, their breasts looked slippery. Wet. Yoyin resisted the urge to rise from her seat and dry off her companions’ lovely breasts.


Something—the sound of the drums—the chanting—or maybe the drink she sipped—had taken a hold of her. It lifted her up, causing her to kick off her dirty sandals. Moving her hips in time with the beat, she joined her companions in their ritual dance. Circling her pelvis, she moved her long arms in graceful gestures and spun around, dancing as if motivated by the very heartbeat of Ka-le’a.


At the end of the song, Palila motioned Yoyin to follow her and Kina. Gripping the handles of the wicker baskets they’d carried on the beach, the two women escorted Yoyin through winding, well-lit corridors. “Where are we going?” Yoyin asked out of curiosity, but she felt so lighthearted and happy that she didn’t care.


A sparkle lit Palila’s eyes. “We’re going to one of the smaller, adjacent caves for you to bathe. It has a glorious hot spring.”


“Sounds lovely.” Yoyin was being polite. Honestly she couldn’t imagine taking a decent bath inside a cave. Moments later, the three women arrived at the adjacent, horseshoe-shaped cave. She heard the sound of running water, and the air was thick with humidity. Yoyin clapped her hands at the sight of the heated spring, dimly lit by a few torches.


Kina made a grand motion toward the steamy shower of mineralized water that fell from the cave’s roof and formed a waist-deep pool. “For your pleasure, madam. We’ve prepared a rejuvenating natural steam bath.”


Yoyin yelped with glee and rushed ahead. Hurriedly, she pulled the tattered dress over her head and discarded it on the moist, stony pathway that led to nature’s bathtub. She stepped in the warm swirling water and closed her eyes. “Oh, this is heavenly. Absolutely divine.”


Kina and Palila stripped off their skirts. They waded into the warm water, holding the wicker baskets up over their heads. When they reached Yoyin, they placed the baskets on a stony ledge and began playing in the water. Their laughter echoed as they romped and splashed together in the steamy, swirling water.


After a while, the companions drifted over to the baskets and retrieved a small towel, a seashell, a stone, a loofah sponge and a bar of soap. “We collected these items from the beach and made the soap from fresh papaya,” said Palila.


Enormous shame washed over Yoyin. She stiffened as she recalled the haughty manner in which she’d scoffed at her companions’ treasure hunt in the sand.


“Relax while I wash your back, madam,” Palila cajoled and then soaped the back of Yoyin’s lean body, scrubbing her back and round buttocks with the loofah sponge.


Kina used the edge of a seashell to scrape out the dirt beneath Yoyin’s toenails. She used a roughened stone to scour and soften the heels and the soles of her feet.


Palila passed the bar of soap to Kina. Yoyin’s heartbeat quickened as Kina lathered her breasts. Her nipples, imprisoned between Kina’s pinched fingers, swelled in arousal. Yoyin moaned. Kina’s hand snaked downward as she smoothed papaya suds over her tummy and the small hump of her smooth mound. Kina stretched her fingers and delicately separated Yoyin’s feminine folds and began washing Yoyin’s pussy.


Behind her, Palila used three soapy fingers to clean the hidden area inside her buttocks, making Yoyin squirm and murmur softly.


Simultaneously, Kina and Palila slipped a finger into Yoyin’s front and back openings. Yoyin didn’t resist the intrusion. Rocking back and forth, she cried out, her naked body quivering from the dual stimulation. She bit her lip as she struggled to hold back the rush of pleasure spiraling through her body.


“Let it go,” Palila urged.


Yoyin shook her head stubbornly, her face set in a grimace as her companions skillfully tormented both orifices. “No. I must hold back. My lover is coming back to me. Tonight.”


Kina and Palila inserted their fingers so deeply, the tips of their fingers were separated only by a thin membrane of flesh. Yoyin whimpered and cried, her body shaking as she struggled to hold back the flood of ecstasy.


“Release it,” Kina cooed seductively. “It will be easier for you if you do.”


“What? What do you mean?”


“Don’t you want to remain conscious when you climax?”


“Oh yes! Yes!” she cried out, her body gyrating at the memory of his powerful penetration.


“Then allow us to assist you.”


Yoyin nodded in agreement. Both women withdrew their fingers. They guided Yoyin to a smooth ridge. Palila lay down on the stone.


Without a word, Kina guided Yoyin and assisted her into a squatting position over Palila’s lovely face. Palila captured Yoyin’s clit between her lips and sucked the distended flesh. In ecstasy, Yoyin squeezed her eyes tight and clenched her teeth.


Kina hovered closely, surprising Yoyin as she entered her warm tunnel with a dainty finger. The sensations were so overwhelming, so all encompassing. Yoyin’s body bucked. She was close, about to explode. She froze at the sound of approaching drums and stringed instruments playing melodies. The musicians played in time to Kina’s finger strokes and Palila’s rhythmic suctioning on her aching clit.


The musicians gathered in the entryway. In the throes of ecstasy, she stole a glance. The men moved closer, still playing music as they stepped into the shallow part of the spring. Though the tribal masks were in place, one man was familiar to her, standing out from the crowd.


The unusually tall conga player with a muscular, manly form. The rock-hard muscles of his biceps bulged as he beat the conga drum. His hair, a dense thatch of dark, wild ringlets, fell in his face, obscuring his eyes that peeked through the openings in the mask. As he pounded the drum, his groin thrust sharply, his hardened shaft jerking forward as if he were penetrating a woman. The drummer’s body, lit by the light of torches, was smooth and bronzed. Yoyin’s attention was drawn to his thick, muscular thighs and then quickly shifted to his shaft that rose to full attention under her heated gaze. His hard cock seemed capable of bursting though the fabric of the loincloth.


She licked her lips, an uncontrolled admission of her strong desire. The tall conga player brushed aside his ringlets and stared back at Yoyin. He seemed aware of her intense yearning. His eyes seemed to peer inside her soul as if he’d known her throughout eternity. The intensity of his gaze made her woozy, made her skin heat and perspire. He incited her to twist her waist and press her female appendage deeper inside Palila’s receptive and open mouth. “Suck it,” she said breathily and thrusting.


Palila worked her lips urgently.


As the tall masked man beat the conga, he began to chant a mantra; his rich voice was a perfect instrument that created an even stronger connectedness between him and Yoyin.


Palila’s and Kina’s mouths worked on Yoyin’s private places, their mouths and tongues tasting, licking, sucking, and slowly driving Yoyin out of her mind. The women hummed in time with the drummer’s beautiful chant, sending tickling breaths inside her vaginal canal. She writhed and pleaded for them to make it hurt, but they were persistent pleasure providers, giving her prolonged bliss that was soft and sensual, very different from the rough sex she preferred.


At first she thought she’d imagined that she could finally understand a part of the chant—the words that the drummer spoke over and over. Intellectually, she couldn’t make sense of the mantra. On an emotional level, she understood him with a sudden clarity that caused her to undulate while all eyes viewed her. She was without shame, beyond caring, as she bucked and splashed about in the heated water. Her sexual yearning on wanton display for the mask-wearing musicians; her lovely face twisted in agony with her need.


“Ka-le’a! Ka-le’a!” the tall drummer roared. Over and over in a booming, syncopated tone and the two women rhythmically repeated after him, sending their puffs of breath and sound inside Yoyin’s feminine chamber.


It was a love call—a building command that drove Yoyin to jut out her pelvis and gyrate against Palila’s mouth and Kina’s finger—until convulsions wracked her body and a loud wail of mindless ecstasy escaped her quivering lips.












CHAPTER 11





Yoyin opened her eyes and found herself looking into Kina’s concerned face. In a panic, she looked around and realized she was no longer in the cave but was back in the villa, lying in bed. “Did I faint again?”


Kina nodded.


“Oh, no.”


“It’s all right. You released.” She patted Yoyin’s hand. “You’ll be fully awake tonight.”


“How’d I get back here?”


“You were carried by the men.”


“Was he in the cave? Was my lover among the musicians?”


“Yes, madam. He was there. He played the drums and chanted a mating call.”


Yoyin’s eyelashes fluttered. “He’s very tall with tremendous musculature,” she whispered. Excited, she lifted her head from the fluffy pillow and sat up. “His hair…It’s wildly arranged. Dark ringlets hang almost to his shoulders. He’s a beautiful male specimen.”


“Indeed, he is handsome,” Kina said. “Well-built, strong, and in prime condition,” she added.


“Oh, Kina. Do you think he’ll return to me tonight?”


Kina’s eyes saddened. “It is doubtful.”


“Why?” Yoyin’s face darkened, and her temper flared.


“You’re exhausted. Mr. Merrick thinks it best that you rest tonight. Regain your strength.”


“I feel fine! Why is Merrick such a meddlesome…”


Kina cut Yoyin off with a sharp look.


“Where’s Palila?” Yoyin asked, taking heed and changing the subject.


“Mr. Merrick gave Palila the night off.”


“Oh.” Yoyin kept the profanity she wanted to spew trapped inside her mouth and kept her opinion of Merrick, the control freak, to herself. She shook her head. The man had the gall to take it upon himself to give her companion the night off. Still, she willed herself not to speak harshly of him. Not in front of Kina or any other islander. Here, Merrick was revered as if he were some sort of demigod. It made her sick to her stomach that he had such control over her joy.


“In the cave…everyone kept chanting ka-le’a. Why?” Yoyin’s eyes were bright with curiosity.


Something changed in Kina’s face, a sudden flash of surprise. “Why, madam, it’s the name of our wonderful island. You know that.” Unlike Greg and Michael, Kina and Palila spoke softly in a rhythmic island dialect Yoyin found pleasing and more in keeping with an authentic island experience.


Yoyin leaned forward. “But it seemed as if the name of the island took on another meaning. Does Ka-le’a represent something more?”


Kina arched a brow. She gave Yoyin the soft and mysterious smile that a teacher gives a wise pupil. She drew in a deep breath before responding. “Yes, ka-le’a means joy and happiness.” She paused for a beat and smiled. “It also means orgasm. Here, on our island, we love freely and joyously achieve the most powerful orgasms in the world. It is a gift we love to share with others—with people who can’t begin to understand what we know.” Without a hint of grandiosity, she continued, “We experience utter peace and fulfillment that is derived from sexual freedom.”


Yoyin took a sharp inhale and clasped her hand around Kina’s delicate wrist. “That’s what I’ve been looking for.”


“I know, madam.” She patted Yoyin’s shoulder. “But excessiveness could be dangerous.”


Yoyin shook her head at the folly of such a notion. “That’s ridiculous. I’m finally discovering my heart’s desire, and you’re trying to tell me to take it easy. I’ve led a life of sexual excessiveness, but I’ve never found what I was looking for. Until now. I’ve never reached such heights during an orgasm as I have here at Ka-le’a. And I want more. I must have more,” she said breathlessly. “I don’t see how a succession of earth-shattering orgasms could be harmful. This is an amazing place,” she exclaimed in a burst of joy. “I could stay here forever.” Then, Yoyin became pensive. “Kina,” she said, now grasping the woman’s small hands. “I’d give anything to be with him.” That irresistible thought put a broad smile on her face. “I’m in love with him. Kina, I’m in love! With a man whose face I’ve never seen. Oddly, I don’t care what he looks like. I feel as if I know him—like our hearts are joined. I’d do anything to be with him—I’d live in that cave with him if that’s what he desired.” Her heart pounded in excitement.


A worried look crossed Kina’s face. “Excessiveness could cause you to lapse into a deep sleep.” Kina pursed her lips, conveying the seriousness of her words.


“What do you mean? Too much sex could put me into a coma?” Yoyin laughed.


“It’s possible. After we left the cave, you were asleep for many hours.”


Yoyin shot a look at the clock and was amazed that it was past eleven in the evening. She was renewed, the way one felt first thing in the morning. “I’ve had enough rest. I want you to summon my lover. Please.”


“I can’t. Mr. Merrick gave those orders.”


Yoyin’s chest heaved in resignation. “You spoke of my awakening…”


“Yes.”


“In the cave, you said everyone was there to celebrate my awakening. What does that mean?”


“We were gathered to celebrate your sexual awakening.”


“Oh?” Yoyin eyed her quizzically.


Kina brushed Yoyin’s hair away from her face and looked deeply in her eyes. “I realize that you’re accustomed to wearing numerous piercings on your feminine area. You came here with jewelry attached to your genitals. When Palila and I bathed you, we noticed many scars.”


“Oh! Not to worry.” Yoyin waved her hand. “My jewelry often gets dislodged and ripped out during sex.” She shrugged. “I’m sure you already know about my penchant for rough sex. That’s why I accepted the invitation to Ka-le’a—to be the center of attention. I expected an abundance of the kind of sexual activity I thoroughly enjoy, but things didn’t go the way I planned.”


Kina chuckled. “You must admit—you’ve been the center of attention from the moment you arrived.”


Yoyin smiled slightly. “But I haven’t been indulged in the rough sex that I prefer.”


“Sexual violence is not something we find enjoyable. This is a peaceful place where beautiful orgasms abound. No physical pain or emotional suffering.” Kina allowed Yoyin to digest her words. “You’ve been awakened to the secret of orgasmic pleasure derived from loving warmth and tenderness.”


“It was enjoyable. But I honestly prefer a hard, rough ride. I’m hoping my lover will understand my dark desire.”


Kina gave a sympathetic smile. “He loves you. He would never hurt you.”


“I love him, too.” Her admission shocked her. “I feel it,” she explained, her eyes wide with incredulity as she touched her heart. “But I still want him to fill me with hot, hard-driving sex. Getting rammed until blood is drawn is so much more exhilarating than slow stroking penetration.”


“That pain you speak of brings only fleeting sensations. It doesn’t allow a feeling of total completion.”


Yoyin’s hand went to her stomach. Surprisingly, she didn’t feel that awful emptiness. Perhaps Kina was on to something. And even more incredible, she didn’t feel the deep yearning and sense of hopelessness that usually followed a bout of brutal sex. Instead, she felt hopeful, as if the path to true happiness was in the hands of the masked stranger. “My beloved,” she uttered softly, closing her eyes, imagining his massive arms tightening around her protectively, enveloping her with love. Love! She was behaving like a romantic fool, but the new sensation enlivened her, made her almost giddy with joy. The rush of love was suddenly so familiar, Yoyin trembled as a chill ran up her spine.


She returned her attention to Kina. “You’re right,” she admitted. “I’m usually left with a hollow emptiness. Like I’m starving for something…something I can’t quite identify.”


“And you try to fill that void with violent sex?”


“Yes.”


“You were pleasured by Palila and me. Do you feel empty?”


Yoyin shook her head. A shadow fell across her face. “No. In fact, I felt joyous for a few moments but now I’m sad.”


Kina tilted her head.


“I’m realizing something about myself. Some women and even girls…cut themselves. I guess they do that to distract themselves from the real source of their pain. I use hardcore brutal sex to take my mind off my problem.”


“That’s a beginning.”


“A beginning of what?”


“Healing.”


“But I have so far to go. Now, I’m confused because I’m feeling another emotion.”


“Hmm. What is it you’re feeling?”


“Love. But I can’t enjoy it.”


“Why not?”


“I’m ashamed. And guilt-ridden.”


Kina looked at her sadly. “Why?”


“Something horrible happened to me a long time ago.”


“Do you want to talk about it?”


“No, not really.” She covered her mouth. “I can’t.”


“Okay. Well, let’s talk about what’s happening right now.”


Yoyin looked at Kina with interest. She’d been so wrong about the woman whom only hours ago, she’d thought of as primitive and simple-minded. Intelligence and wisdom shone in Kina’s glistening dark eyes. Again, Yoyin felt ashamed of her bad behavior. “The conga player,” she said breathily. “When he made love to me, I felt angry at first, but he was persistent in his tenderness. And I grew to enjoy it.” Yoyin inhaled. “I want to be in his presence again. Touch his skin. I want to see his face.” She dropped her head. “But I can’t. Merrick won’t allow us to be together.”


“You’re right, madam. He won’t be coming to you this evening. I’m sorry.”


Yoyin moaned. It was a short, high-pitched and wretched sound of longing. “Then tell me all about him. What’s his name?” she whimpered.


“It’s not for me to say. Be patient. When he reveals himself, I’m sure he’ll tell you his name. He’ll tell you everything.”


“When is he coming back?” Yoyin wrung her hands fretfully. “We won’t have much time together. Tomorrow is my last night here.”


“Don’t be concerned with time,” Kina advised, sounding as if she possessed the wisdom of the ages.


“Why not?”


“It doesn’t exist. It’s just a figment of your imagination.”


Kina was speaking of mysticism. Something intangible that Yoyin had no patience for. “Time is not an illusion,” she said, exasperated. “That’s a ridiculous statement. The day after tomorrow, I’ll be boarding a plane, leaving the love of my life behind. I assure you, when that day comes, it won’t be a figment of my imagination.”


Kina chuckled indulgently.


“This is not a humorous situation,” Yoyin whined. “Seriously, Kina. I need to touch him. I want to see my beloved’s face. Will I be allowed to do that?”


“Yes.”


She glanced at the clock. Tomorrow was going to take forever to come. Tears formed in her eyes. Yoyin dropped her head, cupped her hands and wept.


Kina sank down on the bed next to her. She wrapped her small arms around Yoyin and stroked her honey-colored hair. With an arm around Yoyin, Kina arranged herself beneath the covers and nudged Yoyin’s lips to her bared breast. “Suckle, madam. You’ll feel better.”


Needing comfort, Yoyin parted her lush lips. They puckered and tugged on the hardened tip. Kina lovingly stroked her hair, moaning as Yoyin stimulated her sensitive flesh. Kina pulled Yoyin’s lips away and fed her the other nipple, which Yoyin suckled greedily.


Kina cradled Yoyin’s chin and pulled her rose-colored nipple from her lips. “I have something else to share with you.” Kina drew up her knees, placed both palms on Yoyin’s shoulders, nudging her downward until Yoyin’s mouth was close to her sex. Kina parted her legs wider and guided Yoyin’s mouth to the exact spot where warm moisture pooled. “Enjoy, madam,” Kina whispered.


Yoyin licked shyly at first and then opened her mouth and slurped hungrily at her companion’s moist opening. Kina had the sweetest pussy Yoyin had ever tasted. Clean and syrupy as if Kina subsisted on a strict diet of sweet passion fruit. Moaning, she took in the sugary liquid. Later, after she’d had her fill of Kina’s sweet moisture, she rested her head on her companion’s firm thigh with her eyes focused on Kina’s exquisitely beautiful pussy and its thick, dark pelt. Petting her companion’s thick thatch of silky pussy hair, she drifted off to sleep.


Throughout the night, awakened by unpleasant dreams or an occasional bout of restlessness, she’d reach out patting and searching for the comforting feel of the thick coat of soft hair that covered Kina’s mons. Then, rotating her head, nuzzling her nose between Kina’s thighs, she poked out her lips, making sucking motions until her mouth located and latched onto Kina’s clit. Urgently, she pulled the turgid nub into her mouth, nursing on its sweetness until she felt calm and pacified.


 


Disturbing, nightmarish images entered her sleep again. Yoyin and her sister being chased through the jungle by a man wielding a blood-encrusted knife. She could hear the sounds of their bare feet slapping against the earth. Two years older than Yoyin, her sister Amelia was stronger and could run much faster.


“Run, Yoyin. Hurry. Run,” Amelia called looking back. Desperate to catch up, Yoyin brought her knees up higher to increase her speed. She ran so fast, her heart thundered inside her chest as she raced to keep up with Amelia’s pace. But she stumbled over something and fell to the ground. Looking over her shoulder, she could see the wicked man getting closer. Desperately, she tried to get up, but couldn’t.


“Help,” she murmured in a weak voice, then dropped her head awaiting a violent end.


She felt her body being lifted. Amazingly, her sister carried her, running and then lifting upward—floating and then flying high in the air. Away from harm, Yoyin was carried in her sister’s arms.


The nightmare shifted to a sweet dream, and she awakened in the morning with a vague sense of well-being. She opened her eyes and was happy to see that Palila had returned. “Good morning,” Yoyin sang, feeling a shared bond with both women. Their sexual liaisons had formed a sisterhood between them that felt natural and warm.


“Good morning, madam. Did you sleep well?”


“Very well.”


“No bad dreams?” Palila inquired.


The smile vanished from Yoyin’s face and a long shudder went through her as she recalled the nightmare and the man with the bloody knife. “Why do you ask?”


“You screamed and cried as you slept,” Kina responded, as she carefully folded Yoyin’s grimy sundress. She placed the cruddy, scuffed sandals on top and placed the soiled items inside a beautiful golden box.


Yoyin frowned. “Why are you saving those filthy things? Throw them out.”


“They hold good memories and will remind you of your awakening.”


Yoyin thought about how kindly the people inside the cave had looked upon her. They’d welcomed and embraced her despite the filth that clung to her body and her clothing. Yes, she’d experienced a sexual awakening, but she’d also been enlightened in other ways.


“There are many activities planned for you today,” Kina said cheerfully. Jolted from her musings, Yoyin smiled agreeably, although she’d prefer to forego any planned activities. She wasn’t on a crass cruise after all. But she bit her tongue, resisting the urge to make a sarcastic remark. She promised herself to never speak another harsh word to her kind and wonderful companions. But it grieved her to have to go out and engage in frivolous activities when she’d much rather spend her time, relaxing in her quarters and waiting for her man to come to her.


“What’s on the itinerary?” she asked in a patient tone she wouldn’t have expected of herself, especially under these stressful circumstances. At any moment, her companions were apt to start rattling off a list of horrid activities such as volleyball, snorkeling, a booze cruise, a luau, hula dancing lessons, or perhaps something even worse—a limbo contest. Oh God, She didn’t want any part of such nonsense, but she denied herself a temper tantrum or even a scowl. Determinedly, she’d suffer through whatever plans they had for her. And she’d do it with a smile.













CHAPTER 12





It turned out to be a grand day filled with sunshine and laughter. Breakfast was divine. A walk along a stream and a visit to a breathtaking waterfall allowed Yoyin to bask in the beauty of the island, but left her with tired feet and aching muscles.


She lay on a massage table in a room without curtains or blinds. The sunny room was filled with flowers and foliage. It was a perfect depiction of tropical paradise.


She waited patiently while Palila and Kina gathered towels and special oils for her massage. Dreamily, she closed her eyes in anticipation of what she knew would be an impressive and relaxing full-body rubdown. Exactly what she needed before her big night with him!


A warm towel was draped across her shoulders and removed after a few moments. She recognized Palila’s hands as her fragrantly oiled clenched fists squeezed Yoyin’s shoulders, pressing down with the heels of her palms. Yoyin tried to identify the scent. She inhaled the lovely floral aroma. Then it came to her—the oil of hibiscus or pua aloalo, as it was called in Ka-le’a. Joy fluttered in her heart. She smiled in anticipation of the unexpected. Kina had said the flower was magical and it had most certainly been proven to her that anything was possible on the island of Ka-le’a. It was an enchanting place.


The sensation of warmth covered the back of her thighs as Kina placed a towel across her thighs and allowed the heat to warm her muscles before removing it and using her small and unusually strong hands to manipulate the muscles in each thigh. After pressing and kneading Yoyin’s muscles, she ran her fingers up and down both firm thighs in a most delightful way.


The room was quiet except for the sounds of their hand strokes. The women didn’t speak; they seemed to communicate telepathically as they pressed and prodded, focusing their concentration on the exact areas requiring attention.


Meanwhile, Palila’s hands moved upward from Yoyin’s shoulders to her neck. Attentively, she rubbed Yoyin’s long, graceful neck, tracing the sinewy tendons that stood out. She fondled the delicate skin for a moment, then glided her hands back down to her shoulder area, applying thumb pressure and a brisk chopping technique. She worked on Yoyin’s back, applying pressure and long strokes down each side of Yoyin’s spine.


Two pairs of hands massaged away all residual tension. Yoyin gave a blissful sigh as her muscles submitted to the relaxing technique. The disquieting nightmare she’d had was now a distant memory, and the anxiety she’d felt over her conga-playing lover diminished.


She still yearned for him, but knowing she’d be with him soon turned anxious longing into sweet anticipation. Yoyin was at peace, and the wafting scent of pua aloalo oil enhanced the feeling, soothed her in a way she couldn’t quite define.


Her buttocks, warmed with a heated towel, remained covered throughout the procedure and she imagined the women would get to her round rump after they finished manipulating her other body parts.


Kina moved down to Yoyin’s feet, pressing the sole of her foot. Palila, holding Yoyin’s hand, duplicated the technique in the exact manner, pressing the pads of her fingertips into Yoyin’s palm. Simultaneously, both women worked their fingers in and out of the areas between her toes and fingers.


The towel was lifted from her round derriere. Cool air replaced the soothing and pleasant heat. How can that be? Her mind tried to conduct a quick count of the hands caressing her. So many sensations, so many hands plying her. She counted two new hands. Large hands caressed her buttocks. It felt lovely. Then shockwaves went through her as the obviously male hands gripped her butt cheeks, squeezing and releasing her mounds of flesh in a way that sent shimmering ripples straight to her groin.


It’s him!


Her throat went rigid. She was unable to gasp. In a panicked state, the trapped bursts of air and tiny murmurs found escape only through her flaring nostrils.


She felt Kina’s hands release her feet and heard the rustle of her skirt as she moved to join Palila at the other end of the massage table. “Ki…na!” she managed to stutter. “Who is…?” Her quivering lips would not allow her to finish.


“Shh. Don’t attempt to speak. Relax, madam,” Kina whispered, her calming hand smoothed Yoyin’s hair.


“He’s here,” Palila added in a hushed tone. “Be calm. Lie still. He has much to show you, but do not turn over until he tells you to do so. Do you understand, madam?”


Yoyin gave a slight nod. She couldn’t make intelligible speech. Severe heart palpitations prevented her from expressing anything more than shivering gasps and incomprehensive utterances. All the while, his hot hands seemed to melt into her flesh.


Palila applied a few drops of hibiscus oil onto a piece of cotton. “Inhale this. It will help you stay calm.”


“Enjoy your massage.” Kina and Palila each kissed the side of Yoyin’s face and quickly departed.


She was alone with him—her mystery man. But instead of enjoying the fantasy come true, she was overcome with so many emotions that her body quaked atop the massage table. Following Palila’s instructions, she brought the cotton ball to her nostrils, taking in the scent, inhaling deeply until the intoxicating scent quieted her thumping heart and allowed her body to savor and completely absorb the magnificent sensation of her lover’s touch.


Her ass, in contrast to her long sleek physique, was voluptuous and roundly plump, yet his hands were so large they completely covered her lusciously ample cheeks, grasping each jutting oval, gently at first and then more firmly.


Hungry hands wandered, caressing and tracing her form. He placed his cupped palms over her hips, cradling them briefly before running his hands along her long tapering thighs with the concentration of a sculpture. Then, anxious to touch all of her, his fingers glided swiftly down her legs and then over her ass and up the middle of her back, the heels of his hands applying pressure.


His touch made her tingle with a fervor and created a flurry of sensation. But her bare ass yearned for his attention. In an instant, his stiffened finger glided along the seam between her poked-out buttocks, arousing her passion making her squirm as tiny sparks of desire shot between her tightly closed legs.


His fingertips provided amazing pleasure. Unconsciously, she grinded her pussy against the hardness of the massage table, creating friction between her clit and the nap of the terry towel. Upon that shameful discovery, she quickly brought the cotton ball to her nostrils and sniffed the hibiscus oil, desperate to get a hold of herself and to suppress the urge to flip over and spread her legs widely apart, granting her lover complete access to her drenched and splayed pussy. She inhaled the oiled cotton ball deeply and repeatedly until she was sufficiently lightheaded and the frantic hip rotations slowed to a gentle humping and then to a complete stop.


He didn’t use words to communicate with her, but she sensed, knew that he was relieved. Her ability to compose herself gave him permission to fondle and seduce her at his own leisurely pace.


At the hands of her seducer, she was pliant and helpless. He was a magician with lips and fingers that touched her everywhere, at once. It was dizzying, the way his lips heated her shoulder, sending more tingles as his mouth moved down along her spine. His sensual lips rested on one buttock and then settled on the other. Tongue flicks against the crack of her ass coaxed a deep purr from the back of her throat, driving her to arch her back—like a cat.


A strong stirring of passion whirled inside her. Her aroused nipples, like dart points, poked out as if they’d received a hard pinching. Her clit swelled against the towel beneath her. Her throbbing bud yearned for his sumptuous lips to curl around its girth and suck away some of the tension. But Yoyin resisted turning over. She bit her lip to keep from begging her anonymous lover to lick her pussy and suck her clit.


Trying to alleviate the mounting sexual tension, she rubbed her swollen clit against the towel, creating friction and escalating her passion.


She shifted her body to direct the motion of his hands. But he kept rubbing and touching seductively, nearly driving her over the brink of sanity.


No more foreplay! She was quite ready to pull herself up on her knees, and part her buttocks for her lover. Take me! Bury your cock up my ass! She shook her head at that notion. The painful ache that was driving her wild did not reside inside her anus.


It was her pussy that was throbbing and dripping cream, yearning for a long, hard fuck. A rush of shivers overtook her as she imagined herself sitting back on her haunches and wantonly displaying her ripened passion fruit, peeling open the slippery lips of her sex and flaunting her rigid female member. “Lick it, suck it, bite it!” She screamed the words inside her mind. Oh, the very thought of his teeth severing her skin, left her breathless and caused the eruption of a hot discharge.


He leaned down. His bare chest touched her back. The connection, much like an electrical jolt, made her jump. “Take me!” she demanded, no longer able to keep her fierce desire pent up inside.


His lips nibbled her ear. “Yoyin, my love. Turn over. Reveal your beauty.” He unpinned her hair, allowing it to cascade down her back. “Introduce me to your glorious womanhood.” The unexpected sound of his voice was startling. His use of language and his odd request, spoken in a sensual, low rumble, sent her in a frenzy of emotions.


Despite the brazen thoughts she’d entertained only moments ago, she was terrified of exposing herself. He hadn’t expressed an interest in her face or any of her numerous attributes; he’d specifically asked her to reveal her womanhood. He’d chosen fanciful words, but cutting to the chase, her mystery man wanted her to show him her pussy so he could become properly acquainted with her most vulnerable body part. Sexy! And frightening. It seemed like he’d read her mind. Can he actually hear my thoughts?


Suddenly, she felt extremely shy. Insecure and without a smidgen of her usual bravado. She shuddered at the thought of her innumerable sex partners and the scars left behind. She’d inflicted her own brand of pain and disfigurement. Her inner labia bore old scarring and were mangled from jewelry that had become dislodged or ripped out during acts of violent sex. And the repeated piercings through her clit made her bud look perpetually swollen—overly sensitive—and much larger than a normal female clitoris


Yoyin gnawed on her bottom lip. What if the appearance of her vagina repelled him? Could she bear it if even a flicker of a frown crossed his face? Yoyin swallowed.


“I can’t. I’m ashamed of…” she stammered, her words muffled by the towel.


He gathered her hair in his hands and brushed it aside, nuzzling the back of her neck until she had no will to resist. She turned her head and opened her mouth to his thickly passionate kiss. In her head, she heard the love mantra: “Ka-le’a! Ka-le’a!” Her heart danced, and responding to his mating call, her tongue moved in the rhythm of the chant.


With eyelids tightly closed, she reached up, marveling in the sheer joy of touching his coils of hair, tangling her fingers inside the jungle of wild ringlets. Like a person without sight, she studied his features with her fingertips. Growing more excited, her trembling finger smoothed each of his thick eyebrows. Steadying her finger, she caressed his heavy lashes, trailed down the bridge of his broad nose and traced his full, succulent lips. Aside from the differences in hair texture, they had similar African characteristics.


With every fiber of her being, she knew this stranger. Not by name, but on a soul level. Then, as if he had whispered it in her ear, his name—odd and foreign-sounding, suddenly popped into her mind and escaped her lips. “Hoku!” she whispered, stunned, yet emphatic.


“My love,” he responded, acknowledging his name.


She beamed, marveling over the fact that she had knowledge of his name. Her brows knit together in wonderment. How could I have known? Hoku is such an unusual name. It was a lucky guess, she resolved.


Yearning to see Hoku’s face and unable to bear another second of suspense, she raised her eyes and stared at him with astonished eyes. He was seriously good looking. Sun-bronzed, ruggedly handsome, and beautiful at once. In conflict with his strong masculine features, there was softness in his light-brown eyes and lusciousness in his full lips—a little yin intermingled with yang.


She gazed at him, awestruck. Her eyes roving wildly as she appraised his burnished complexion and his oiled, glowing skin.


A whirlwind swept through her and then settled down as if the interactive forces of harmony and balance had resolved all her internal conflicts. Yoyin was breathless. And unreasonably happy. Hoku lifted her torso, and time and space merged.


Hoku swooped her up in his arms, strode through the villa carrying her naked body upstairs to her private quarters. The room’s bamboo shades were closed, darkening her bedchamber and making it appear as if night had replaced day. The glow of candlelight illuminated a bouquet of red hibiscus on a table near the bed. She recalled Kina’s words, “The pua aloalo has many properties.”


Ka-le’a was magical indeed. A shadow of worry crossed her face. It was all so surreal. She wondered if the power of the pua aloalo oil compounded with the presence of the flowers had caused her to hallucinate. Was Hoku a living, breathing person? Was he actually with her inside her bedchamber, or was his very existence merely a figment of an overactive imagination?


She could feel the pulse points of his wrists pumping against her body as he lowered her onto the bed. “Am I intoxicated by the scent of the flowers?” She pointed to a vase. “Are you real?” she asked as he lay next to her.


He stared into her eyes. “Don’t you remember me?” His eyes beseeched her to consult her heart. He held up his hand with his palm faced outward, inviting her touch.


Feeling self-conscious, she bashfully placed her palm against his. Her lashes fluttered, and her heart thumped with emotion as the sudden sparks of memories and a montage of lifetimes she’d shared with Hoku flickered across her mind.


North America, 1630. Showing incredible bravery, her lover snatched her in the midst of the marriage ceremony. Fleeing an arranged marriage, she joined him on his horse, ran away with him. She grasped his waist, held on with all her might as he yelled commands and drove the horse down a dusty trail and around the bend of a mountain. Her love’s black braids blew in the wind, as the agile animal’s thundering hooves made the dangerous, sharp turn. Her breath came out in terrified pants and she murmured desperate prayers to the gods to grant them a successful escape.


They passed the mountain. Safety was within reach. She smiled with joy. But not for long. Looking over her shoulder, she saw her angry people and her dishonored mate suddenly erupt from hiding places atop the mountain. Split seconds later, a hail of arrows were sent flying.


Struck by a sharp sensation in the middle of her back, her hands unclasped. The horse continued to race toward freedom as her hands slipped from around her lover’s waist. Tumbling off the horse, she hit the ground, instinctively reaching behind, trying to pull the arrow out of her back. Her lover, with tears falling, bent over her, pulled out the arrow and pleaded to the gods to spare her life. His efforts were hopeless.


Brilliant blue skies and puffs of white clouds were too peaceful to resist. She held up a blood-stained palm. He cried out in anguish, shaking his head, refusing to let her go. Her hand trembled, and before her wrist went limp, he acquiesced and placed his palm against hers, demonstrating his love, moments before the sky beckoned her home.


 


Berlin, 1943. Standing on the platform, the train screeched to a stop. He was tall with pale blond hair. He looked dashing in his soldier’s uniform. He embraced her tightly, sad to leave her but excited to be on his way to war.


“All aboard!” The conductor’s word grieved her. She doubled over in pain.


“I’ll be back,” he promised, pride and honor glowing in his eyes as he offered his raised palm.


Backing away, tears flowing, she rejected his expression of love and devotion.


At the sound of the whistle’s blow, the train chugged slowly down the track. Having a sudden change of heart, she swirled around, frantic to touch the palm of the love of her life. Running fast, her heels pounding down on the wooden planks, her straining fingers, desperately pointed, trying to touch the outstretched hand he waved from an open window.


The train picked up speed. She dashed ahead, running and stumbling. Out of breath, she watched the fast-moving train disappear down the tracks.


A year later, standing in her doorway, clutching her stomach as she ripped open a telegram. Eyes widened. She gasped. Falling—fainting at the news of his death.


Her mind was filled with turgid memories of lifetimes spent with him. Images crisscrossed—exact dates and places became blurred, but clearly their hearts were linked. Connected by an eternal and timeless love.


She now looked at Hoku’s beautiful face through a veil of tears and then quickly glanced away, remembering…Yoyin recalled that night on the balcony in vivid detail, and an understanding came over her. She’d recognized his touch before she’d ever glimpsed his face. Her voice came out slow and serious, “I remember you.” She looped her arms around his neck. He kissed her forehead, his unruly curls fell upon her face.


Hoku shifted agitatedly. As if overcome by the anguished memories of their ill-fated love, he turned his head away.


She struggled to sit upright, to touch his oil-glistened skin. Stroking his bicep, she stared at him, her eyes bright with acceptance of the familiar images that had flitted across her mind. “I saw us together in a number of lifetimes.” Propped up by an elbow, she viewed his elegant profile and waited for him to respond.


“Yes,” he said, keeping his gaze averted. “I’ve seen the visions as well. Being without you…has been very painful.”


“I’ve been plagued with an emptiness that I couldn’t understand.” Stinging tears burned her eyes. “My heart having more knowledge than my mind realized that I was missing you.” She stared at Hoku while tears pooled inside her eyes. “That vacant space could not be filled…because I needed you.”


Hoku looked deeply into her tear-filled eyes. “You’re my other half, Yoyin. My soulmate. My one and only love.” His light-brown eyes shifted from her face to her breasts and down to her pressed-together thighs. He was unabashedly seeking the place where her lightly furred womanhood was tightly concealed. “You’re so beautiful,” he said breathily, sprinkling her face with a flurry of soft kisses.


His kisses were soft, loving, and so sexually stimulating, Yoyin released a blissful sigh.


“I’ve been dreaming of this moment,” he murmured, dipping his head and giving her another gentle kiss on her lips. This wasn’t what she wanted. Instead of kissing, she’d prefer a hard plunging dick between her legs. Despite her carnal desires, his tenderness stirred a deeper part of her. Her body trembled, her thoughts were scrambled and confused.


“I’ve been searching so long for you. I could feel you but I couldn’t find you.


“I prayed, ingested potions, engaged in prolonged chants and other rituals. I beat a lover’s plea on my drum, calling your name.” His intense eyes, softened by love, drifted up and down the length of her body. He caressed the satiny skin of her shoulders; his touch was light as if too much pressure might puncture her delicate skin.


Gently, his fingers wandered to her breasts. Her nipples stood erect, instantly responding to his touch. “So pretty,” he murmured, his lips nibbling her hard candies and then moving down and peppering small kisses over her taut stomach before gliding between the division of her thighs.


His voice caught. “I could feel it—the great pain you carry in your heart.”


“My pain?” Eyeing him questioningly, she touched her stomach. “How could you know?”


He gazed up into her eyes. “I know that you consider yourself to be a wildflower, but I see you as you really are—a tight bud, afraid of taking a risk and terrified of blossoming into a beautiful flower.”


His words were oddly familiar, but she didn’t agree. “That isn’t true,” she protested. “I’m fearless. I’ve lived my life to the fullest. I’ve experimented with and explored every aspect of sex—I’ve done it all.”


“Yes, you’ve been very active, but it hasn’t dulled your pain. The other pain…” His Adam’s apple bobbed. “The pain from your past—in this life. My love, I know about the pain that has nothing to do with you and me.”


She blinked, making no denial of his claim.


“Let me help you.” His eyes swept toward her concealed womanhood. “Show me your pain,” Hoku whispered. The way his dark sensual lips bunched together aroused her.


Moisture gathered in her core. It made no sense for her vagina to moisten in response to his unusual request, but it did. Oddly, the wetness that trickled out felt more like stinging tears than droplets of lust.


His lips ventured over her thighs. “Don’t cry, my love. I’m here.” His lips were close to her labia. He spoke directly to her pussy, and his warm breath tickled her center, making it drip with a thin mixture of pleasure and pain. Tenderly, he touched her mons. Smoothed his hand against the soft layer of honeyed hair that had recently begun to sprout. He looked up, his eyes sparkling with love. “Show me your pretty flower. Let me kiss it where it hurts,” he murmured, his voice a low and persistent groan that persuaded her to show him the place that had been violated, abused, and maltreated innumerable times at her own insistence.


Her reckless lifestyle, years of impulsive, mindless fucking, and the way she’d allowed both men and women to abuse her femininity filled her with remorse and shame. Her face flushed red beneath her copper skin tone. Tears welled as she slowly pulled her knees apart, delicately spreading the large lips of her well-used sex. She shuddered as she bared her most private part, her scarred genitalia.


Unable to bear even a flicker of a frown, she closed her eyes, expecting Hoku to give a sudden gasp of revulsion or sympathetic murmurs.


“You’re so beautiful.” Hoku brushed his fingertips against Yoyin’s exposed feminine flesh. He gently rubbed dew on each pierced petal, using her creamy moisture as if it were a balm that could heal old wounds. She shivered as a shock of pleasure went through her. She smelled her own scent and knew the fragrance of her ripened pussy wafted up to Hoku’s nostrils.


Hungrily, he drew his mouth down to her loins. With his lips, he widened the mouth of her sex. He tenderly kissed her soft pink skin, and then flicked his tongue, assuring her he could ease her pain.


Grasping the swell of her hips, he kissed her open slit, caressing and lathing the tender skin with his tongue until her pussy lips became puffy and plump. His agile tongue swept through her wet valley, slurping the sweet moisture. Hoku dragged his tongue upward and lashed the hard knot of her sex, jolting her with convulsions of pleasure.


He lapped her sweetness, licking her wounds until she gnashed her teeth, moaned and cried out, rolling her head back and forth in a frenzy. Bathing her cunt with his tongue, he seemed intent on slowly driving her senseless. Unable to bear any more of the agonizing pleasure, she suddenly went rigid. Her pussy, completely saturated, overflowed with honey. Hoku licked the spilled drippings from the inside of each tensed thigh before he stiffened his tongue and again plunged it inside her passion center.


She cried out in startled delight. Her long slender feet stretched out and then curled over. His oral skills were outstanding, and her juices spurted like hot lava. The pleasure he gave was immense, stirring an inner coiling that denoted the beginning of a strong, earth-shattering orgasm. Like tidal waves, strong rippling sensations coursed through her quickly. Too quickly.


“Stop, Hoku. Please,” she pleaded as she grasped a handful of his wild curls to pull his head away from her extremely sensitive spot.


“What’s wrong?”


“Nothing’s wrong,” she whispered. A tiny smile tugged at the corners of lips that were most often drawn in a sad, tight line. “I’m happy. Really happy. I can’t ever remember feeling like this.” She switched her position to a crouch and nudged Hoku, pressing her fingertips into his sun-browned chest.


Understanding the language of love, Hoku surrendered himself and lay on his back. She stared at him, taking in his heavily muscled masculinity. Her green eyes gleamed and caressed the breadth of his broad shoulders, lingered on his hard, hairless chest, and then swept down to his bulging biceps, his flat stomach, and thick, strong thighs.


A mere glimpse of his beautifully sculpted tool made her mouth water to such a degree she had to avert her gaze, take a deep breath, pat her chest, and swallow. His swelling meat summoned her touch. Delicately, she grasped his gorgeous dick. Her eyes widened in amazement as Hoku’s penis lengthened inside her loose fist.


It was a work of art. For the first time in her life, she wanted to give pleasure. She wanted to wrap her lips around the bone-hard shaft throbbing against her palm; she yearned to run her tongue over the tip of the large smooth helmet. Yoyin longed to suck out and ingest every single drop of sweetness that flowed from Hoku’s dick. But she gazed at the pulsing organ in worshipful admiration, totally captivated and powerless to move anything other than her tongue, which flicked out and moistened her yearning lips.


Unconsciously she tightened her grip around the base of his length. In a rush of sexual excitement, Hoku thrust upward, pumping his erection in and out of her closed fist. Yoyin kept a tight grip around his manhood as she buried her face in his tangle of sexual hair, deeply inhaling his musky, masculine scent. With her face buried in the dark forest of his crotch, she found herself intoxicated by his fragrance and on the verge of losing control. Mustering self-restraint, she stared up at him, her eyes asking for permission to fill her mouth with his thickness.


A quick frown flickered across his face. “No. I’ve waited so long to give you pleasure. Don’t deny me.” Pulling back, Hoku tried to resist her. But Yoyin was ravenous for him. She was hungry for him, and she wanted to lick, caress, and taste every part of his naked skin—his lips, his male nipples, his ass, and his balls. She decided to start with his gorgeous dick. She edged closer to him. Tightening her grip around the hard pulse of his arousal, she dipped her head and parted her lips, refusing to be denied the pleasure of his sweetness. Her tongue slathered the bulbous head of his dick, lingering over the tip, and making tiny circles. Hoku groaned as she lapped the bitter sweetness that dribbled out of the small hole. Then using the flat of her tongue, she massaged beneath the head, making him grimace in ecstasy.


Hoku groaned and muttered, releasing a rhythmic sound similar to the mating chant inside the cave. Flashes of him beating the drum gave Yoyin a rush, inciting her to give him even more pleasure. She palmed and stroked his taut scrotum, as her luscious full lips wrapped around the large head of his dick, sucking in the smooth rounded flesh along with several inches of rigid shaft inside her warm wetness, offering her mouth as an open and willing sex organ.


His gliding thrusts were slow and sensual. Hoku made love to her mouth with measured strokes. His penis tasted as delectable as it looked. Yoyin stretched into a more comfortable position, prepared to feast on his thrusting hardness for an eternity.


“So good,” Hoku uttered in a husky whisper. Pressing forward, he pushed in a few more thick inches. Yoyin’s cheeks, performing like the walls of her cunt, clenched around his deliciousness, provoking him to deliver driving thrusts. She deep-throated him until her eyes watered. Starving for his love, she opened her throat to receive even more of his plunging thickness.


Inviting her to milk him, Hoku pushed deeper and Yoyin prepared herself for the taste of his hot splashing lust.


But Hoku suddenly restrained himself. He cupped her head and slowly withdrew his glistening penis. Yoyin moaned in regret, her voluptuous lips puckering with need. He grasped beneath her armpits and pulled her up, repositioning her slender body to lie on top of him. Her breasts crushed against his chest, her mouth sought his kiss as she aligned her yearning sex with his. He ran his hand up her lean back, sending little chills over her with his touch.


At first, she slowly and sensuously rotated her hips, but soon she increased the tempo. Worked up and panting, her movement took on a thrashing motion that she was unable to restrain.


He clenched the ovals of her buttocks, containing her, holding her in place as she bucked and grinded, igniting a passion that spread like wildfire from her loins to his bulging cock. Her hips bucked uncontrollably, the sacredness of their love blurred by her raging need. Crazy with lust, she ranted and raved. Murmuring without sensibility, she clamped a hold on his cock and worked on his length with her inner muscles, trying to cajole his dick into giving her a forceful fucking that would hurt her hot pink pussy until it was raw and flaming red.


Determined to love her with tenderness, Hoku refused to rush his sex strokes.


Even in the midst of temporary insanity, she was keenly aware that Hoku was the only man on earth who could fill her empty space. Breathing hard, she groped for his rigid manhood and directed it toward her vacant center, yearning for him to flip her over and pounce on her with sexual fury.


“Fuck me, hard. I want to feel powerful thrusts.” Her harsh voice was ragged with urgency. “Take me! Hurt me!” A growl emanated from the back of her throat. She pushed down determinedly on his hot swollen flesh.


“I love you, Yoyin. I could never hurt you.”


“Hoku, please. Hurt me.” Frantic, she pulled her hair, her eyes were wild with raw lust. She humped on his engorged manhood, swiftly bounced up and down, trying to coerce him into matching her pace, trying to force him to violently invade her wet and ready cunt.


“Never!” Hoku insisted, becoming still and refusing to participate. Lacking the discipline of his spirit, his burgeoning manhood went against his will, pulsing and thumping against her feminine walls.


“If you love me, you’ll give me what I need.” She gave a desperate whimper and thrust out her pelvis, offering her pussy and pleading for him to give her sweet pain.


“I love you. With all my heart.” His voice broke.


“Then stop torturing me.”


“Just relax, my love. Let me show you how I feel.” He pressed down on her ass cheeks until their tummies pressed together. As if by a silent command, his straining masculinity widened and increased to an impossible size, filling her up.


She moaned as his erection bulged inside her tight space. Impaled and unable to move her body, her long fingers clasped the linen sheet.


“Is it good?”


“Yes.”


“Does it hurt?”


“No,” she whispered, awed. “It’s big,” she gasped. “Huge. It doesn’t hurt. So good.” She tried to rotate her hips, but his strong hands held her still.


“Love is beautiful,” he told her, his dick expanding even more. “I’ll never hurt you, Yoyin.”


“But…”


“Shh. No more pain. Only pleasure. I’m going to show you how love feels.” His whispered promise was hypnotic. With slow strokes, he eased himself in and out, stretching the moist walls of her core. Yoyin wrapped her legs around his back, as he sank his aching manhood inside her depth. Her channel enveloped and clung to him, tightening around his girth.


“I want you to feel all the love that’s stored inside,” he crooned in her ear. “Put your arms around me. Hold on, love. Don’t let go.”


“Oh,” she moaned in a higher pitch as Hoku glided in and out of her warm place, delivering unhurried, loving strokes. “I love you. Always loved you. You can’t leave me.”


“I won’t leave you.”


“Promise me you’ll love me forever.”


“I’ll love you throughout eternity,” he told her as the intensity increased.


Yoyin was shocked by her choice of words. She’d never spoken anything even remotely close to the romantic gibberish spilling from her lips.


With her arms and legs wrapped tightly around him, Yoyin allowed him to calm her into a soft, unbridled passion. She followed his lead, mimicked his slow and passionate thrusts, and glided with him at his pace until a demanding surge of lust shot through her. As he started an onslaught of sensual, slow, and deep penetration, she was skewered by his bronzed manhood. She moaned and bit down on her bottom lip. Hoku’s lovemaking gave her immeasurable pleasure. He satisfied her in every conceivable way.


She cried out as hot and unexpected spasms tore through her at that blinding moment of release. His dick strokes continued. Deliberate, torturous, and unrelenting, his hard cock insisted that she come for him over and over until finally he joined her with his own thundering orgasm.


 


In the aftermath of great sex, enveloped in Hoku’s arms, Yoyin lay with her head resting on his chest. He stroked her hair. “Confide in me. Tell me about your great pain.”


Yoyin inhaled sharply and then slowly exhaled. “I lost my sister, Amelia,” she began softly. “I blamed myself. Since her death, I’ve gone from cutting myself to unimaginable self-cruelty, trying to refocus.”


“What do you mean?” Hoku’s ministrations moved to her long neck. As he massaged her, his fingers encouraged her to speak her heart.


Yoyin sighed. “Being able to focus on physical pain distracts me. It’s more tolerable than emotional anguish.”


“Your suffering is over,” he said firmly.


Yoyin knit her brows together, considering his words. She wanted to believe him. Her thoughts strayed to the disquieting dream about her sister. “My sister came to me in a dream last night. She helped me,” Yoyin whispered. “In the dream, Amelia carried me to safety.” Yoyin sighed and shook her head. “In real life, I did the opposite. She needed me, but I did nothing to save her life. I stood by and let her die.”


“What happened?”


“We…my sister…” Her voice broke. Summoning the courage to tell the horror of her past, she cleared her throat. “My sister and I were on vacation in northern Ghana. We were visiting our father’s people,” Yoyin began. “My mother is white and from an extremely wealthy family. She inherited an immense fortune.” She paused for a moment. “I’m next in line.”


Hoku nodded.


“Though my parents were from different cultures, they fell in love. My father was a poor young man from Africa…Ghana. He became a football player, or soccer player as the Americans say. That’s how he met my mother. He’s considered an icon today.” Yoyin gave a wistful smile. “I’ve seen my father on television. His image is plastered on numerous products that he endorses, but I haven’t set eyes on him in person since I was a young child.”


“Why not?”


“My mother blames him for Amelia’s death. She stripped him of his custodial right and forbade him any visitation with me. It wasn’t his fault, but the courts agreed with my mum.”


“I see.”


Yoyin ran a hand through her hair. “Before the trip, my sister and I were never introduced to my father’s side of the family. We’d never visited Africa. He wanted that very badly, and we—Amelia and I—were eager for the adventure.”


“They need to know their heritage,” Yoyin’s father insisted.


“Why can’t they stay in the city in an air-conditioned hotel? The girls aren’t sturdy enough for rural life. All those bugs and that stifling heat will traumatize them for life.” Worriedly, her mother’s eyes darted around the room.


Her father laughed. “I grew up there, and it was good enough for me. Two weeks in the Motherland will give my daughters a taste of their African heritage.”


“Please, Mum!” Yoyin and her sister both squealed.


Yoyin shook her head, shaking away the horrific images before they appeared in her mind. “I don’t want to talk about it. It’s too horrible.” Tears spilled down her cheeks.


“You don’t have to speak.” Hoku reached for the pitcher beside the bed. He poured a cup for himself and Yoyin. “Drink, my love,” he said and then turned the cup to his lips.


Thinking the cup contained water, she took a generous sip. Startled by the tart taste, a puzzled look flashed in her eyes.


“The drink will put you in a relaxed state. The chef’s assistant prepared the elixir.”


“Louis?”


“Yes, his gifts exceed his culinary skills. He’s also a respected shaman.”


Awed and somewhat ashamed, Yoyin lowered her head. Despite her obnoxious behavior, Louis had treated her with tremendous kindness.


“Trust me, my love. Drink,” Hoku persuaded.


She drank the sharp-tasting liquid, emptying her cup. In an instant, Yoyin felt a woozy sensation. Somewhat dazed and a little frightened, she reached for Hoku.


“Lie down with me.” Circling his arms around her, he eased her head on his broad chest. “Close your eyes. Speak to me with your mind.”


“I don’t know how…”


“I’ll help you.” Hoku began a soft chant. The vibration of his voice guided her into an altered state, allowing her to revisit her father’s village. Her spirit lifted from her body, spiraling backward in time. She observed herself seated inside a hot, uncomfortable clinic.


She saw herself fidgeting and frowning. She was sitting on a hard bench next to her stone-faced auntie. The sight of her stern auntie made her recoil in terror. The next second, she heard Amelia screaming. Something was terribly wrong. Both sisters abhorred physical exams that required immunizations, but neither girl ever screamed with the volume and intensity that Amelia did.


Repeatedly, Yoyin beseeched her auntie to go look in on Amelia, to peek inside the unsophisticated cubicle serving as the doctor’s office. Growing more concerned, Yoyin stood up and yelled, “Stop! Amelia had a physical before we left England. We both did. Our inoculations are up to date. My mum said so!”


But her auntie scowled and yanked her down to her seat. “England is not Africa,” her auntie scoffed. “Your father has forgotten the ways of Africa. He’s raising you as Europeans. It’s my duty as your auntie to make sure that you and your sister know who you are. You’ll return to England as proper African girls.”


When her sister stopped screaming, a chilling fear washed over Yoyin. She tried to wrench her arm from her auntie’s grip.


“Stop acting like a baby. Behave yourself. Sit still and wait for the doctor to call your number,” her auntie chastised, clenching her arm. Her auntie’s fingernails dug angrily into Yoyin’s tender flesh.


Tears spilled. “I want to see Amelia. Something’s wrong. We have to help her!” Yoyin looked around at the other adults who were accompanied by innocent-faced, little black girls. Numerous pairs of dark eyes hardened and then glanced away from the obstinate child.


The silence on the other side of the cubicle frightened her even more than Amelia’s screams. Propelled by fear, she became much like a ferocious animal, scratching and growling at her auntie, trying to break her painful grasp.


“Amelia!” Yoyin shrieked and found the strength to yank her arm free. She raced to the quiet cubicle and ripped back the curtain. Horrified, she observed an elderly man with wrinkled, black leathery skin standing over Amelia’s still body and reciting mumbo jumbo. Yoyin’s seven-year-old ears realized that this was no ordinary doctor. His medical tools were blood-encrusted and crude implements—torture devices that had been used on her helpless sister.


Frozen with fear, Yoyin’s eyes shot to the blood that soaked through the white sheet covering Amelia. The blood stain grew wider and was located at the apex of her thighs. Amelia was mutilated. Her genitalia had been cut out and disposed inside a rusted metal bowl. And this was done at the request of her auntie who believed that she was helping Amelia change into a proud and clean young African woman.


Against her mother’s better judgment, Yoyin and her sister had traveled to their father’s country. Her mother, having never heard of the centuries-old custom of female genital mutilation, thought mosquitoes and tainted drinking water would be her privileged daughters’ greatest dangers.


The cruel practice was rampant and was conducted openly. The screaming girls were looked upon with the indifference of a child yelling while being given an inoculation.


The man with the crude blade and Yoyin’s auntie considered Amelia’s demise as an unfortunate accident. Yoyin was still expected to take her turn. It was their custom. But she broke free from her auntie and ran from the clinic. Yoyin ran and ran, leaving her sister, cold, alone, and mutilated on the table of a witch doctor.


Under the intoxicating influence of the elixir Hoku had given her, she traveled ahead in time and sadly watched her father being banished from the family mansion, witnessed her mother grieving for Amelia, and observed her mother’s eyes, perpetually swollen from endless crying and drunken binges. She saw the irrational indulgences that her mother lavished upon her surviving daughter, Yoyin. She saw her mother turning a blind eye to her bad behavior, even ignoring the self-inflicted cuts on Yoyin’s arms and legs and the reports of her daughter engaging in brutal sex.


Still, the pain was constant and unrelenting. She’d failed her sister and could not forgive herself.


Yoyin’s eyes popped open.


“I heard your thoughts. Saw the images of your past.”


Emotionally shaken, she edged closer to Hoku. “How?” She shot a nervous glance at their empty cups. She shook her head, her bewildered eyes traveled back to Hoku’s face.


“Yes, the elixir helped me see. I could also see fragments of the dream you had of your sister.”


She’d had the dream in bed with Kina. Yoyin felt a stab of guilt as if she’d been unfaithful to Hoku. She pushed the thought away.


“Spiritual lovemaking is healing, particularly after a powerful awakening,” Hoku said as if he’d once again read Yoyin’s mind. “The dream of your sister was part of your awakening. Your sister was trying to assist with your healing, to persuade you to let go of your painful past and to run toward happiness.”


“Do you think she forgives me?” Yoyin asked.


“She never blamed you for her destiny. But she wants you to stop hurting yourself—to forgive yourself.” He looked at her deeply. “Can you?”


Yoyin tilted her head. Can I? “If that’s what it takes to stop hurting, I can try, but I honestly don’t how to begin.”


“You could recite the forgiveness prayer. Repeat after me,” he instructed. “I, Yoyin…”


Feeling completely self-conscious, Yoyin repeated her name.


“I, Yoyin, lovingly forgive myself for all errors in the past that were made knowingly and unknowingly. I also forgive those whom I perceive to have injured or harmed me and my loved ones in any way.”


She spoke the words and hoped that her lack of enthusiasm didn’t stop the prayer from working. “How do you know so much about spirituality?” she asked, brow arched curiously. “Are you a shaman?”


“No.” Hoku chuckled. To Yoyin, the sound was musical. “I received a mysterious invitation that promised I’d be reunited with my soulmate. I’ve been here for nearly a year, participating in magic rituals, learning the chants, and calling you.”


Yoyin recalled the wording on her own invitation—where you’ll always be the center of attention. Had her invitation mentioned rejoining her soulmate, she would have deemed the lofty invitation as pure rubbish and would have never left Philadelphia. She brightened. Mr. Merrick was crafty. And she was glad he’d chosen the right words to lure her to Ka-le’a. “You’re not from here?”


“No. I’m from Malosai.”


“I’ve never heard of Malosai—where’s it located?”


“About 2,200 miles south of here. It’s an island in the South Pacific Ocean.”


“Oh.” Malosai didn’t sound very appealing, but with certainty, she knew that if Hoku invited her to share his life, she would move to his tiny country in a heartbeat. She reflected on an earlier conversation with Kina, when she’d vowed that she’d live with Hoku even if he dwelled inside a cave. Yoyin’s eyes lit up, and her lips spread into a sweet smile. And in one blazing second, she realized the process of self-forgiveness had already begun. Her willingness to love and be loved was proof.


 


Yoyin and Hoku stood on the tarmac together. They lowered their heads respectfully as Kina and Palila placed a garland of hibiscus around their necks.


Kina held a round wicker box. “This box contains your jewels. Will you be taking them on your flight or would you prefer that I bury them beside the pua aloalo that adorned your hair on the evening of your awakening.”


“Bury them,” Yoyin murmured. Mutilating devices were no longer necessary. She hugged Kina and then Palila and whispered, “Thank you.”


Michael and Greg came forward. “Aloha,” the two men said at the same time and smiled generously.


“Aloha.” Yoyin and Hoku said in unison and returned their gleaming smiles.


Looking past her former escorts, Yoyin noticed the two women who’d shared her arriving flight. She tossed a pleasant smile in their direction. The pretty blonde and gorgeous black woman waved at her and to cheerful throngs of islanders before boarding the plane. They appeared changed. Happier. Lighter. As if great weights had been lifted from their shoulders. The blonde had a glow. Her blue eyes sparkled with confidence. The faint smile on the tall black woman’s face was as mysterious as the Mona Lisa and hinted of a pleasant secret. Yoyin wondered briefly what the two women had discovered about themselves during their stay in Ka-le’a.


Adorned in a brilliant white suit, the man named Mr. Merrick came forward and shook Hoku’s hand. “Your journey is complete.”


“Yes, sir. It is,” Hoku responded respectfully, casting a warm glance at Yoyin and draping an arm around her shoulder.


“And you, madam? I understand you won’t be boarding my plane.”


“No, I’m going to Malosai with Hoku. We’re getting married.” Yoyin felt her cheeks flush with pride as she shared the happy news.


Merrick nodded knowingly, unsurprised by the information. His eyes sparkled with kindness and wisdom as he gave Hoku a fatherly smile. “No doubt, your people will be pleasantly surprised when they hear your good news.”


“Yes. It’s very likely that a great celebration is being prepared as we speak.”


“Really?” Yoyin asked wide-eyed. She smiled, imagining that Hoku’s people were primitive and that their version of a great celebration would be dancing around a fire or some custom she’d have to get used to.


Merrick caught Yoyin’s eye. “Be prepared. The good people of Malosai will undoubtedly roll out the red carpet for you.”


Yoyin nodded and lowered her head. She gawked at her ostentatious Christian Louboutin heels. Living in a place where the people were barefoot would have a positive effect on her shoe addiction. She smiled and shook her head at the irony.


“In Malosai, you’d better get used to always being the center of attention.” Merrick gave Yoyin a playful wink.


Yoyin considered the lifestyle she’d be sharing with Hoku. She’d agreed to marry him without a clue about his circumstances. She hadn’t had an opportunity to Google Malosai to learn about the country—its customs, its history, its resources. Oh well, it doesn’t matter. She loved Hoku and would help him milk cows, slice coconuts, or do whatever was required.


Pulling away from her musing, she met Merrick’s gaze. “A red carpet won’t be necessary. And I don’t need to be the center of attention.” She shook her head. “Not anymore. I have my true love. I’m complete.”


“You’ll always be the center of my world,” Hoku said, drawing Yoyin closer to plant a kiss on her cheek.


“We’re both truly grateful that you brought us together,” Yoyin said sincerely.


“I merely assisted,” Merrick replied. “Though separated by oceans, those who’ve known true love always manage to reunite. True love is eternal. Your hearts are bound. With or without my help, you would have found your way back to each other.” Merrick was briefly quiet. “If not in this lifetime, then in the next lifetime.”


Yoyin shuddered at the very thought of having to wait until her next lifetime to be with Hoku.


“It worked out for the best,” Merrick added, patting Yoyin on the shoulder.



 


Throughout the three-hour flight on a private jet, Hoku and Yoyin were treated like royalty. Apparently, Mr. Merrick extended his generosity to his guests even after they’d left Ka-le’a. After disembarking, the couple was quickly whisked away in an official state car. The long arm of Merrick was quite impressive. The luxury vehicle took her by surprise. She had imagined that in Malosai, people traveled by horseback or donkey.


She was particularly impressed by the courtesy and efficiency of the people who were hired to escort her and Hoku to his home. Yoyin looked out the back window and noticed a string of official cars behind them. Bloody, wow! They were really getting the royal treatment and it was being poured on thick.


“Welcome back, Your Majesty,” said the driver.


“Thank you,” Hoku replied.


Did I hear the driver correctly? Yoyin’s throat caught. “What…did he call…” she sputtered. “Am I still feeling the effects of that drink we had yesterday or did I hear your driver refer to you as…”


“Yes, my love. I forgot to mention that Malosai is a constitutional monarchy. I’m King.” He shrugged in apology.


“You’re what?” Yoyin was floored. She locked eyes with Hoku.


“I’m the king of Malosai, and after your coronation, you will be queen.” His tone was matter of fact.


Instant regret shot threw her. Her mouth pursed, and her face grew hot. “Hoku, how could you keep something so important from me?” She looked around the car in a panic, feeling trapped. The walls were closing in on her. “I’m unconventional, you know that. I don’t like living according to social standards. I can’t be queen. I’d break under the pressure of being scrutinized day in and day out. It was bad enough in England with the press covering my every move. The paparazzi harass celebrities in the United States, but they don’t give a bloody hoot about the fabulously wealthy. Hoku, I really can’t be queen! I mean…I love you, but I can’t…” Yoyin heard the fear and desperation in her tone. She’d resigned herself to life as a pauper but she had to put her foot down about being his queen. She hadn’t bargained for that type of responsibility.


Hoku cradled her chin between his thumb and forefinger. “Didn’t you tell Kina that you’d live with me anywhere? You said you’d be with me even if I lived in a cave.”


Yoyin nodded.


Hoku shook his head. “Then, why does living in a grand palace cause you such grief?”


She shrugged.


“Why would paparazzi come to Malosai? There’s no violence. There are no scandals. And now that I’ve found you, total bliss and happiness will prevail throughout the land.”


Yoyin squirmed. “Suppose your people hate me. I’m an acquired taste. People don’t typically take to me right off the bat. It takes a great deal of time.”


“They’ll adore you.”


“How do you know?”


“Because I adore you. You’ll see.” He sat back with his arm around her trembling frame.


 


As Merrick predicted, a red carpet was rolled out and there was a tremendous roar from the crowd of cheering onlookers.


“Welcome home, King Hoku,” the crowd shouted.


“We love you, Lady Yoyin!” people screamed.


Lady Yoyin! Hmm. Not bad.


“Long live the king and our future queen!”


The title of “queen” had a nice ring to it. Queen Yoyin—it was sounding better by the second. With her arm linked with Hoku’s, Yoyin waved to the adoring masses, walking proudly down the red carpet. The red soles of her exquisite Christian Louboutins matched the hue of the carpet.


“Welcome to Malosai,” the people roared. “Welcome home, Lady Yoyin!”


“Home!” Happiness swelled her heart.


She was home.


She thought of her attendants, waiting for her in the United States. She made a mental note to deposit a year’s salary into Sebastian’s and Niklas’ personal bank accounts. The two men had performed their duties superbly, but their services were no longer needed. She would never return to the United States or go back to Great Britain.


She’d found everything she could ever hope for in Hoku.


Before the adoring eyes of the cheering crowd, Hoku pulled her inside his massive arms and kissed her willing lips. “I’ve found my queen. I promise you,” he said earnestly. “With all my strength, with every breath that I breathe, there’ll be no distance between us. I’ll protect you. Take care of you. Give you comfort if I think you’re hurt. I’ll do whatever you need me to do. I refuse to allow anyone or anything to come between us. Not this time, my love.” Hoku held her in an unwavering gaze. He lifted his palm.


Slowly, she raised her arm, shaking as she brought her palm close to his. She took a deep breath. Now steady, she pressed her moist palm into his, declaring an undying and endless love. “Hoku,” Yoyin murmured with great emotion. “You’re my heart’s true desire and I’ll be proud to be your wife—to sit at your side as your queen for the rest of my life.”


Trumpets blared. A merry roar rose from the crowd and the doors to the castle swung open, welcoming home the king and his future queen.














ABOUT THE AUTHOR


Allison Hobbs is the national bestselling author of ten novels and novellas and is one of the contributing writers of Cinemax’s Zane’s Sex Chronicles.


Known for writing provocative, sensual, and controversial novels, Allison has taken erotica to a steamier level with her latest release, Disciplined, which is part of the trilogy, An Invitation Erotic Odyssey.


Her novel The Climax was nominated for the 2008 African American Literary Awards Show.


Allison received a bachelor of science degree from Temple University. She resides in Philadelphia, PA where she’s working on her next novel.


Visit the author at: www.allisonhobbs.com, www.blackplanet. com/allisonhobbs, or www.myspace.com/allisonhobbs





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 
   
     
	 
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    
  
   
     
  




OEBPS/Images/ia.jpg





OEBPS/Images/titlepage.jpg
DiscrpLINED

AN INVITATTON EROTIC ODYSSEY

A NOVEL

ArrisoN HoBss

8B

STrREBOR Books
New York LoNDON ToroNTO SYDNEY





OEBPS/Images/crlogo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
DISCIPLINED

AN INVITATTON EROTIC ODYSSEY

A NOVEL

ArrisoN HoBss

B

STREBOR Books

New York LoNDON TORONTO SYDNEY





OEBPS/Images/sign.jpg





OEBPS/page-map.xml
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 




