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             An erotic novel involving zoophilia in 





  its most erotic expression.



   "No matter how young and innocent, all young women have night-



    mares of being possessed by the gigantic member of a wild beast".
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The ship for Labête

The private carriage of the Binoche family drew up at wharf 23 at Greenwich Docks. The large chestnut horses clattered their clumsy hooves against the grey paving stones. In the dull light the carriage door creaked open and out stepped a tearful elderly lady followed by a stern white-haired gentleman. No sooner had he descended than he swivelled round to aid the descent of a third person from the carriage. After a pause, a young woman appeared at the carriage door. She raised her head and looked over at the ship by the wharf. 

Her beauty, even in the dull damp light of the Thames estuary, was clearly startling. She had smooth skin and pinkish cheeks beneath beautiful contoured eyes. Her moist mouth and tenderly curved lips were of the kind that sow unrest and passion in menfolk. Her hair was of a deep chestnut colour which, oddly enough, fully matched the rich hue of the steaming horses. 

But despite her gentle air, the old man's attitude towards her seemed all but gentlemanly. He muttered something to her and holding her elbow at an almost awkward angle bade her down the carriage steps onto the cold paving stones. He then guided her across the wharf towards HMS Offering, the old cutter that lay gently creaking at the quay. The elderly lady was now openly dabbing at the corners of her eyes with a hankerchief as the coachman brought down the young woman's small trunk from the carriage roof rack.

"Well my dear" said the old man coldly. "The Hermanas did so insist on your retreat being most secluded and far from this world that so much harm has done to you".

The girl's eyes looked across at the "Offering" which lay gently motionless by the quay. She had a mysterious air about her that revealed spiritual unrest. It gave her that sort of bewitching secrecy that arouses curiosity and attraction in those who capture it; even that kind of feeling that may become irresistible, obsessive. Her beautiful eyes, though proud, betrayed a moist glow of reluctance and foreboding.

A gold-buttoned sea officer and some ill-dressed deck hands stood waiting alongside some crates at the step of the gangway. The officer seemed to be awaiting their arrival. As the man led the girl up to him, he spoke up in a strong Scottish accent:

"We very much appreciated the cable Lord Binoche. But as I say, Sir, this isn't a normal passenger ship. We do take the occasional novice over to the Caribbean islands. But our trade is more in the animal line, Sir," he said. "You know, black slaves and race stallions for the New Orleans races. Not much company for your niece, I'm afraid Sir."

"My niece, Officer, needs no company. It is in her interest to be left well alone and to go about her days aboard alone and in meditation".

"I understand Sir. We've had such passengers before. Girls for the islands - for Lacalle convent. Quite a sanctuary it seems Sir".

Meanwhile, the elderly lady had been nervously arranging her niece's creased lace neck collar with spindly wrinkled fingers. The girl's hazzel-brown eyes shone briefly as a beam of weak sunshine broke timidly through the galloping clouds over Greenwich. The woman's cracked voice whispered:

"There now my dear. Captain Bracesmith will see to your needs... and...." she proceeded almost whimpering "do remember to return to Christ's exemplary path. You'll be in our prayers. We do so much think a few years with the Hermanas will do you a world of good - be it taking vows or nay, at God's will!"

"A nun's life is a Godsend is what I say" added the silver-haired man.

Just as they were parting, and as the officer was ordering a sailor to carry her oak trunk up the steep gangway, another carriage suddenly appeared at the corner of Greenwich Lane. It clattered swiftly across the wharf towards the "Offering". It drew up and an elderly nun slunk out of the side-door and walked over to the group. 

"Ah, Lord Binoche" she said as she came across to the group. "I was afraid not to arrive in time to see your foster niece off". She spoke with a foreign accent, difficult to pin down to any particular country, indeed to any continent. Her features were again distinctly foreign, though hard to define.

"Really, Mother Superior. You needn't have come". Retorted Lord Binoche.

"Sister Rebecca insisted that I came to see your foster niece with my own eyes" answered the nun, looking fixedly - as if searching for something - into the beautiful girl's forlorn face. "Sister Rebecca told me of her case, and many other things about her". She suddenly spoke more quietly now, possibly to avoid the seamen eavesdropping: "I'm sure that despite your young foster niece's unfortunate incident with Lord Ascott and the tainting of her reputation here in England, she will make a fine novice. I can see her now in her habits once we've opened up her vocation. I'm sure benefit and enrichment will pour down upon her thick and fast. She must be ready for her sacrifice and her dedication to the Order. Every autumn a new novice is sent out and our yearly token to the Lord is made, so help us God!".

"Yes, we're pleased she can part immediately. In the Caribbean she will at least evade the frightful London smogs." said the woman. 

"Yes, and get a little colour back into these cheeks" added the nun gliding the back of her small gloved hand against "V's" smooth cheek, observing her closely, as if to see what her reaction would be at being touched so.

Suddenly the ship's siren hooted out into the gloomy Thames sky. But oddly enough no passenges appeared on deck. Indeed, the ship seemed practically abandoned.

"Ah. Before you leave, my pet..." broke in the nun. "Um. Sister Rebecca has spoken of you to me with ...er... such praise that I felt I had to come down from Lambeth myself to see you with my own eyes. And to be sure, you are not a normal novice, to be sure. You're a very special girl...or should I say young lady? A member of one of London's choice Catholic families at that. Of French aristocratic blood no less! Sister Rebecca told me you were extremely attractive and I see that she was quite right. Your beauty is daunting and we must make that of your soul match it!" She then turned to Lord and Lady Binoche, who were ever so slightly taken aback by the nun's words. 

"Fear not, the island awaiting her is a perfect haven, a safe paradise of meditation and mystical rapture to be sure. As I told you, Lord Binoche, no men are permitted within the reef barriers. No disease fouls neither mind nor body there."

She then turned to Belle and said in a lower, more confiding tone:

"What I have come for is to give you a token that our Order always bestows upon our yearly novice. It is an age-old tradition. Take this case and place the silver ring it contains on the second finger of your left hand on reaching Labête"...

"Labête did you say?"

"Oh....didn't sister Rebecca inform you, my dear?" she said suddenly lowering her eyes. "How very forgetful of her. You are finally to go to the... er... Labête Islands and not bother yourself with the sweltering heat of Lacalle."

Out of the corner of her eye Belle noticed the head of the officer turn cautiously towards her but when she looked round his eyes avoided an encounter with hers. Had she noticed a trace of surprise in his reaction on hearing the nun's words? Belle and her relatives were indeed surprised at the novelties. The old nun, as if to break the awkward silence continued:

"Oh! Let's see. Let's see. My dear, you are to leave Lacalle port on our Order's ship. It will be waiting for you there. You will sail on to Labête, one of the Zoof Isle group. Em... "Zoof Isle" in Caribbean dialect means ...something like "island of animals". A Franciscan haven to be sure..." she laughed with just a trace of nervousness. "It is a five-day voyage west of Dominicana. Only our very best novices have the honour of going there. The Zenobe Superior has zealously selected you out of a thousand European novices for your Mission on Labête. There is only one ship to Labête every six months and you are to be just in time for it my dear!"

Though Lady Binche did not seem to see any rason for concern, Lord Binoche was indeed puzzled by this sudden change in the plans. Admittedly he had had no doubts about putting his young foster niece's future into this credited Order's hands. But this turn of events he had not bargained for. Why this sudden change? The frown on his forehead gave away the fact that he obviously could not place these isles - the "Zoof Isles" - on any map he knew of. Nor indeed had be heard of "Labête".

The old lady was the first to break the awkward silence: "Really mother, is it such a special convent? Why had you not spoken to us about it before?" she einquired somewhat disturbed by the frown on her distinguished husband's brow.

"Oh yes dear" proceded the nun avoiding meeting the elder couple and indeed Belle's eyes as best she could: "It is so much healthier than Lacalle, and more protected. It is a secluded haven that not even the post may contaminate with the ills of this world. Only our most select novices have the honour of being sent there. She will be treated like a princess".

The Captain, apparently concerned about the flow of the tide, suddenly spoke up. He insisted that if Belle was to take the ship, she must take leave of her loved ones now and board the ship. There were more tears from her foster aunt, a rather perfunctory kiss from her stern foster uncle and the sad girl, accompanied by the Officer, started up the gangway. As she climbed slowly up, Belle glanced around briefly for a last look at her only living relatives. 

Between index finger and thumb she held the small satin case.

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

When she reached her cabin she sat down on the edge of her cabin bed. She looked around the austere oakwood cabin with its simple white curtains and solitary oil lamp. She took the small black satin box which she had left on the bedside table and placed it on her lap. In the swaying light, she sat for a long while fascinated by the notion that it might contain some age-old mystery. She felt the movement of the ship as it edged away from the wharf, and the churring judder of the engines as the ship made off down the Thames. Then, after a good while, she slowly eased the box open. 

Inside there lay a silver ring, dull in age. A strangely cut letter "A" stood out beside a reclining figure - possibly femenine - though the design was so eroded that it was impossible to say. The figure appeared in a reclining position beneath some kind of pole on which there was encrusted a small shiny ruby. But it was before the pole that Belle's eyes were attracted. Here there stood what looked like a rearing animal with... well, yes, what for a second she tookk to be... an erect member... emerging from between its rear legs! It couldn't be!

Belle opened her lovely eyes in awe, unable to tear herself away from the contemplation of the ring. The figure it portrayed was as unfathomable as it was disturbing. Its dull silver design concealed a secret she was unable to grasp. Just as she was in the most profound of her thoughts she heard the call for dinner. Belle started in surpise as if shocked by her sudden awareness of reality, as if caught red-handed in some illicit antic. Why had the contemplation of a simple ring made her heart palpitate so? What secret did its dull metal and strange forms hide?

