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Chapter One - The Duties of a Princess

PRINCESS PSIPHIA SUPPRESSED a yawn with difficulty. The urge to do so had come upon her almost as soon as she had seated herself upon her wooden stool at the commencement of the day’s lessons and it had only grown stronger as the morning had gone on.

Hemonos’s lectures were boring affairs at the best of times. The pedagogue to the King of Anens’ daughters hailed from Iacus, a city renowned along the entirety of the Hyllencene coast for its scholars and philosophers. To be fair he certainly looked the part. He was a stooped old man, entirely bald aside from a few wispy white strands of hair on the sides of his head with a beard that had only a few lingering traces of colour in it. Unfortunately he also fit the other stereotype common among Iacusi scholars of being as dull as an old knife to listen to, with a raspy voice to boot!

“So it was Eurysos who observed, quite rightly I will add, that man must be master of himself before all else or otherwise be a slave. That is the first principle that we peoples of the free cities of Hyllencene have used to organise ourselves since the days before the Gods granted us writing and with it recorded history.”

Another yawn threatened to emerge as Phia longing looked out the gaping windows of the room, the warmth of the morning sun outside spilling into the stone chamber along with its light. It was a truly beautiful day, not a cloud in the sky, which did nothing to make Hemonos any less dull than he naturally was. The royal palace of Anens was set atop a tall hill that the city was built upon, as most Hyllencene cities were, and from where she was seated Phia could look down at the city spilling out below her towards the coast, where the water seemed to be an almost taunting blue colour. Today would be a perfect day to spend at the beach, swimming in the sea and sunning herself with her half-sisters upon the sand.

“Of course, Eurysos understood this to not only be true in the literal sense that a man must be his own master,” Hemonos droned on and on, “but also in that a man must be master of himself. Master of his mind, which he must educate, master of his body, which he must train, and master of his spirit, which he must discipline. The last arguably is the most important of all, especially when we look in contrast to the Sumuabuid Empire to the south. The peoples of the King of Kings’ are notoriously addicted to their senses to the neglect of their spirits, leaving them a weak willed and decadent sort.”

“They cannot be that weak willed,” Phia quipped, her eyes still idly gazing at the sea. “The King of Kings became king of all those other kings for a reason after all.”

“Phia,” her half-sister Thara muttered warningly from beside her. They both favoured their father in looks, with olive toned skin and long, dark hair that shone with a natural lustre even without the aid of oil. Thara was taller and slender, however, in contrast to Phia who was short with curves that Thara often admitted to being envious of. She was also of a much more scholarly bent than Phia and likely thought the latter taunting Hemonos to be most improper. Hermaia, her other half-sister who favoured her mother’s looks and had the same blonde hair as her, smiled cheekily, clearly amused.

As always, Hemonos seemed oblivious to subtlety and seemed to take Phia’s quip as a genuine question. He paused for a moment, eyes blinking as he pondered his answer.

“Princess Psiphia makes an acute observation,” Hemonos answered to Phia’s bafflement and mild amusement. “The Sumuabuid serve as a cautionary example. When Sumuabu the Breaker of Spears first led his fellow tribesmen down from their hilltop lands to conquer all before them, they were indeed prime examples of the principles Eurysos espoused. Well, perhaps not of mastery of the mind, by all accounts Sumuabu himself could not even read, but of the body and the spirit certainly. And so eventually he and his descendants became masters of practically all the peoples to the south between the Great Westerly Ocean and the Jade Mountains. But his later descendents fell victim to this very success, becoming soft and decadent and unable to contain their appetites and desires, which I feel your father certainly counted as a blessing when he eventually met their armies on the battlefield.”

Hemonos cleared his throat. “But that is a topic better suited to history and not philosophy. Where was I? Ah yes, Eurysos. After Eurysos the next great discovery came from one of his disciples, Phiosilo, who -”

Interruption came again, this time in the form of the sound of sandalled feet clapping against tiled floor, followed shortly by the figure of a young man wearing a servant’s tunic who walked through the arched entrance to the chamber the princesses’ daily lessons were taught in.

“Yes,” Hemonos said, his voice now growing a tad annoyed at having his train of thought now be derailed twice in short order.

“Apologies, Hemonos,” the servant bowed respectfully to the pedagogue, “but I have a message from King Lycusandr. He wishes to speak with his daughter, Princess Psiphia, and asks that she be excused early from her lessons today.”

Lycusandr might be the King of Anens and Hemonos only the tutor of his daughters, but from his scowl at the news one might have been forgiven for thinking it was otherwise. With visible distaste he nodded. “As the King wishes.”

Phia, delighted for her part to be spared any more of Hemonos’s musings on Eurysos and Phiosilo and whatever other long dead philosophers he might fancy prattling on about, rose from her stool and suppressed the smile that threatened to appear on her pouty lips with the greatest of difficulty.

“I will come find you afterwards, in case you wish to talk,” Thara whispered as she walked passed, to which Phia subtly nodded in reply.

On sandalled feet, Phia walked across the mosaic covered floor out into the hallway beyond. It was a tall, broad space, the plastered walls decorated with frescoes and interspaced with marbled columns. Few people were about this time of day, this section of the palace being dedicated to the women of the royal family, and it was empty aside from a pair of kneeling servants busily scrubbing the floor with coarse sponges.

The servant ostentatiously led the way, even though Phia knew very well her father would be in his solarium at this time of day as he always was. It did not bother her, the princess’s mind being on other matters. What would her father want with her? It must be some important matter for him to summon her in the middle of her lessons. She had an inkling of an idea of what that could be. Could this finally be the day - no, there was no point in speculating. She would find out the truth soon enough.

Once they had left the women’s quarters of the palace it became busier, servants and bureaucrats and functionaries all going about their business, along with the occasional patrolling guard in iron breastplate and helmet. All respectfully made way for Phia when they recognised her; she might only be half of royal blood but that half was the same as Lycusandr’s, the King, and in Anens that was what mattered.

As expected, Lycusandr was in his personal solarium, the vast open windows of which had the finest view of the sea in Phia’s opinion which she suspected was why it was his preferred place from which to work. The King was seated on a low couch of carved wood, reading from some scroll. He wore none of the ornate jewellery or fancy diadems favoured by the kings of the south, but his tunic was of the finest linen and dyed black with purple edging.

“Father,” Phia said in greeting, bending her knee to curtesy. “You summoned me.”

“Ah, Psiphia,” Lycusandr looked up from the scroll and set it aside. He gestured to the couch opposite from him. “My apologies for interrupting your studies. Please sit.”

Personally, Phia thought no apology was needed but she dutifully sat across from him. Folding her hands together in her lap, she waited patiently for him to speak.

Lycusandr ran a hand through his dark, oiled curls, lately streaked with a growing amount of grey. Even in his forties, he had the look of a warrior about him, lean and chiselled, with the broad shoulders and wrists that only a lifetime of training with the spear and shield could create. He certainly had earned the reputation of one over his two decades on the throne. Yet for all that he now seemed uncertain, as if he wished to pick his words with great care; it was one of the things Phia loved him as a father for, he truly did care for his children.

“As you know, Psiphia,” he finally spoke, his voice sounding as if the words had long been rehearsed, “to be of royal blood is to have duties.”

Phia nodded serenely, even as a feeling of resignation filled her. It was to be one of those talks. Indeed she was now almost certain it was to be the talk. Oh well, it was not as if it was not long overdue.

Lycusandr went on, still sounding as if this was a speech long practised. It probably was. “Mine is to rule for the good of Anens and indeed of all Hyllencene. Your half brother, Meneson, is to prepare himself for the day when that duty shall fall to him. Yours and your half sisters -”

“Is to marry,” Phia said simply. It seemed a shame to interrupt her father when he clearly had put so much preparation into what he was about to say, but part of her wished to simply come to the point. As a royal princess, she had grown up with the knowledge that her marriage would be an arranged one, decided on strategically for the good of Anens, and being only a few months away from her twentieth year she was already passed the age when women of her station usually had been married and often birthed their first children.

She was honestly surprised the decision had been this long in coming, given the situation her father found himself in. As King of Anens, Lycusandr also held the title of leader of the League of Pollis, the defensive pact of the free Hyllencene cities founded over two and a half centuries ago in response to an attempted invasion by the Sumuabuid Empire to the south. Almost two decades ago, as a young man who had only just ascended to the throne, he had become the League’s first wartime leader since its origin when the King of Kings had attempted to complete the conquest his ancestor had failed at.

According to the ballads still sung to this day, it had been a bitter, desperate affair. Some cities had defied the League, keeping their armies at home out of fear. Others had openly sided with the invaders, swayed by the King of King’s offers of gold and reward once he had triumphed. Miraculously however, the triumph had proven to be Lycusandr’s in the end. Despite being vastly outnumbered the combined forces of the Hyllencene cities had routed the Sumuabuid armies along with their turncoat allies.

The campaign had been notable for Lycusandr not just for securing his place, along with the city of Anens, as the first among equals of the various kings and princes and other rulers of the Hyllencene coast. It had also led to him meeting Phia’s mother, Basine. At the time she had been the mistress of a warrior who had fought on the side of the King of Kings, an honest Hyllencene mercenary who had been a commander of some note and had fallen in the fighting. This unfortunate turn of events had turned to Basine’s advantage when she had caught the eye of the victorious young king, or as she told it he had caught her’s.

Whichever version was true, Basine had returned to Anens as Lycusandr’s official mistress, already pregnant with Phia. In the years that followed he had remained ever vigilant to the possibility that the King of Kings and his armies would come again, but as the years had passed and those armies failed to materialise Lycusandr had instead turned his mind turned away from defence. Instead, he had begun urging his fellow rulers to take the initiative and attack; Phia suspected partly this was a desire to strike a crushing blow against the Sumuabuids to ensure her brother Meneson would not face the challenge Lycusandr had when his time came to ascend to the throne.

The audacity of the idea had proven difficult to sell to the other members of the League and to that end Lycusandr had traded on every tool at his disposal from his earned reputation as a warrior, to his own bribes of gold, and eventually the oldest and most reliable form of diplomacy, the hands of his own children in marriage. Thara had been betrothed to the son of the senior of martial Naxos’s joint kings. Hermaia’s hand had been promised to the King of Lisia, the island city state renowned for both its ships and the wealth they drew through commerce. Phia was honestly surprised it had taken as long as it had for her father to find an opportunistic enough match for her.

“Do not keep me in suspense, father,” Phia said simply, “who is it to be?”

Lycusandr nodded, clearly relieved that the conversation was going smoothly. “Sidur, the Queen of Scythebe.”

Phia blinked. Of all the names she had expected to hear, that had not been one of them. “Queen Sidur?”

It was now Lycusandr’s turn to blink, his eyes suddenly looking away from Phia’s. “It is an…unconventional choice I know, but a necessary one. The Scythebeans’ reputation for martial prowess rivals that of Naxos and adding their warriors to ours in the coming campaign may make all the difference. Queen Sidur’s price for such an alliance was quite clear, a princess of my line for as consort, and you are the only one who remains unbetrothed.”

Her initial shock subsiding, Phia made herself use her mind and consider the matter and had to concede her father’s words had some truth to them. Other than the cities of the Hyllencene’s coast and islands, the Scythebeans were the only people west of the Jade Mountains yet to have been crushed underneath the unrelenting tide that were the King of King’s wars of conquest, aside from the savage nomads of the Ghaybi desert to their immediate south and they hardly counted. She knew little of them, Thara was the scholarly one not her, other than they lived in the foothills in the shadow of the Jade Mountains’ themselves and were known to be a fiercely matriarchal people; ruled by a Queen who led a warband of female warriors reputed to be fierce fighters who shunned the company of men in marriage or even the act of procreation.

Her father went on. “And the fact Sidur is a woman also settles other tricky questions, most of all what a divided succession would mean.”

“Father,” Phia protested, “you cannot think I would ever -”

Lycusandr raised his hand to gently cut her off. “I do not, Psiphia, please believe me when I say that. I know the love you and your half-siblings have for each other and that knowledge has brought me nothing but joy. But I also know that other men of less virtuous dispositions will always be there looking to advance themselves by backing a rival claimant to the throne, which any son you bore would be.”

He spoke with some experience on the matter. Like Phia, Lycusandr had not been born to Anens’s Queen but instead to the mistress of the prior King. Despite his illegitimate birth he had grown up to be a strong man and a capable warrior, very much in contrast to his older half-brother who by all accounts had been a feeble minded simpleton barely capable of dressing himself without assistance. When their father had died, Lycusandr had quickly found supporters who preferred him as King to his legitimately born sibling and seized the throne for himself.

Phia rose from her seat. “Father, I of course will consent to your will on this matter and will do my duty as your daughter and a Princess of Anens. May I ask when we may expect Queen Sidur to grace us with her presence?”

“Within a fortnight,” Lycusandr answered, holding up the scroll he had been reading when Phia arrived. “This arrived this morning with her final approval of the terms of our alliance along with her stated intent to depart by ship at her earliest convenience. She is apparently quite eager to see the matter concluded.”

Which of course would coincidentally see the alliance finalised before the start of prime campaigning season and nothing to delay the onset of Lycusandr’s long planned war of revenge against the Sumuabuids.

Phia bowed her head respectfully to her father. “May I have your leave to depart, Father, and to be dismissed from the remainder of the day’s lessons? I feel I would not be able to grant my honoured pedagogue, Hemonos, the attention he rightfully deserves.”

“Of course,” Lycusandr clearly was relieved to have the conversation come to an end and likely pleased that his daughter had taken the news of his decision as well as she had. He also rose from his seat and Phia bowed again, more formally and turned and left.

As she left her father’s solarium, Phia’s mind was racing as the need to maintain a proper decorum before her father ended and the full impact of what she had just learned fully set in. She barely noticed passersby who stepped aside as she walked through the palace corridors, bowing respectfully as she walked past them.

Her feet seemed to be leading themselves and before Phia knew it she found herself walking through a large arched doorway into the fresh air of outside. Like all Hyllencene homes, the royal palace had a central courtyard area open to the sky above. Usually it was tiled, perhaps with a small pool or fountain in its centre, but the palace’s one was actually a garden with trees and shrubs and winding little stone paths for those who wished to take a break from the cares or responsibilities for the day.

Phia was not surprised to find herself here, the palace gardens being a place she often visited when seeking solitude and a chance to collect her thoughts. Finding a stone bench just off an otherwise empty path, the young woman seated herself and made herself concentrate her thoughts.

Was this news really different than what she had expected? Phia had known her entire life that who her hand would go to in marriage would have little to do with her own wishes and everything to do with the interests of Anens and above all its king. Her father might be a loving one, but his goal for a Hyllencene united against its southern enemy came before all else, whether it was his children’s happiness or even his own.

And was the fate she now faced truly that bad? She might have just learned that she was to be married to some ugly old man. Queen Sidur was several years older than her, from what Phia understood, but she was still very much in her prime and while she had never heard the queen’s beauty spoken of she had at least never heard that it was lacking in any way. Were Queen Sidur a man and not a woman, Phia had to honestly conclude she would likely be celebrating her good fortune at this very moment.

The sound of sandalled feet on stone tiles filled Phia’s ears and she looked up to see both Thara and Hermaia walking towards her. It seems she had been lost in her thoughts for longer than she had been aware of and Hemonos must have ended his morning lecture.

“So sister,” Hermaia said, seating herself beside Phia on the stone bench she was perched upon as Thara did the same on her other side, “did father summon you to have the talk we have all been expecting?”

Phia nodded. “He did indeed.”

“Well do not keep us waiting. Which king or prince is the one father has decided shall have the honour of your hand?” Thara’s voice was light and almost teasing, but her perceptive elder sister had a note of concern in her eyes at Phia’s silence.”

An ironic giggle actually escaped Phia’s lips as she realised what she would now be saying aloud. “None. I am to be married to Queen Sidur of Scythebe.”

A long moment of stunned silence followed.

“Queen Sidur?” Thara finally said, as if Phia had not spoken that exact name moments before.

“But she is a woman,” Hermaia blurted out the obvious.

“Really, I had not realised,” Phia said tartly.

“It is not entirely unheard of,” Thara said, her voice now filled with the considering tone it always did when her scholarly nature asserted itself. “We have all heard of the rumours of the initiation rites maidens of Naxos undergo when they reach womanhood.”

“After which they marry Naxian men,” Phia replied. She regretted her irritable tone as soon as the words left her mouth, Thara was only trying to be consoling. The problem was Phia still wasn’t even certain she wished to be consoled; her feelings still seemed a mystery even to herself it appeared.

“Not always…” Thara continued.

“And it does not matter,” Hermaia cut Thara off. “Who the women of Naxos marry is irrelevant. Phia is the one who is marrying Queen Sidur and what matters is now how she feels about this news and whether it is something she wants.”

Phia blinked and then answered truthfully. “I don’t know. I…I have never given much thought as to what it is I want in this regard.” Brought up with the knowledge that her future husband would be one chosen by her father with the good of the kingdom in mind, Phia had never really given much thought as to what she would want if the choice had been her own. It had seemed so pointless. Her eyes shifted to meet Thara’s. “You are the scholar, sister dearest. Do you know anything of Queen Sidur?”

“Some,” Thara said, the considering tone returning. “She is thirty years of age and has been Queen of Scythebe for eight years. The Scythebean warband elects a new Queen upon the death of the current one and by all accounts the vote in her favour was unanimous. She has a reputation as a fierce and cunning warrior who has won every battle she has ever fought, though she also is known for her hot temper and volatile nature.”

A faint blush appeared upon Thara’s cheeks as she added. “She is also reputed to be quite beautiful.”

Phia nodded thoughtfully, reassured by what she had heard. She doubted she had much to worry about in regards to Sidur’s hot temper or lethality as a warrior, it was not as if she would be facing her on the battlefield. If she was beautiful then perhaps things would augur well when they met in the bedroom. She felt her cheeks grow hot from the thought.

Seeing her sister’s blush and guessing where her mind had just gone, Thara actually gave a little giggle. “Who knows, Queen Sidur might surprise you. I would suggest you keep an open mind.”

Thara had some experience with what she was talking about. When the news had been broken to her that she was to be betrothed to Prince Lephesus of Naxos she had practically burst into Phia’s chambers and immediately thrown herself upon the nearest couch and began crying. Naxians had a reputation as a martial people where boys and girls alike grew up learning the art of war so as men they could wage it abroad and as women they could protect their city in their men’s absence. The thought of being married to what would surely be “some empty headed, heavy handed brute who likely cannot even read” as Thara had put it had seemed worse than death to the studious, book loving princess.

Only when Prince Lephesus himself had arrived in Anens for the official betrothal ceremonies Thara had found him surprising. Tall and lean, with a headful of blonde curls, Phia could tell from the moment Thara set her eyes on him that she found him handsome. After the formal introductions, she had played chaperone and accompanied the pair on a walk through the palace gardens. Thara made a few failed attempts at conversation before her irritation got to her at Prince Lephesus’s string of one word responses and somewhat snottily asked if there was anything he wished to talk about. The prince had blinked and then responded in a tone of utter sincerity without a trace of mockery to it “Whatever you would wish to talk about, Princess Thara.”

Off put by such an unexpected answer, Thara had stuttered for a moment and then begun reciting the latest treatise of some young philosopher in Iacus who of late had been all the rage. Prince Lephesus had listened with fascination, not interrupting her once, and when she was finished had said “I have never met anyone so intelligent as you, Princess Thara”. It had taken everything Phia had not to burst into laughter at how Thara’s face had immediately gone crimson even as her eyes had glittered with delight. By the time Prince Lephesus had left at the conclusion of the betrothal ceremonies, Phia’s elder sister had been beyond smitten.

Her recollections were disturbed by the sound of loud voices and suddenly a group of young men came into sight, her brother Prince Meneson among them. They had clearly come from the training square where young noblemen of Anens learned the way of the spear and the shield; tunics drenched with sweat and their skin glistening with it in the midday sun.

Seeing them, Meneson bid goodbye to his fellows and walked over to join them. “What’s this, sisters? Conspiring in the gardens are you?”

“Father has finally decided who Phia will be married to.” Hermaia said as he came to a stop before them.

“Ah,” Meneson said evenly. He took after their father in looks, though he kept his beard cut short so it was little more than a dark shadow over his jawline and did not need any oil to keep smooth. “So our dear Phia joins the rest of us in our miseries and high time it is.”

Phia did not take offence. Meneson too was betrothed and of all of them was likely the least enthused. Princess Briatha, from the northern Kingdom of the Trygoni across the Narrow Sea, was by all account beautiful and her betrothal to Meneson had brought a dowry of two thousand sturdy horses from the Trygoni’s fertile grasslands, but King Lycusandr was far more delighted in the latter than Meneson was in the former. Her half-brother’s tastes ran towards young men his own age, quite often the ones he sparred with in the training square.

“So who is the lucky man?” Meneson asked.

“Queen Sidur of Scythebe,” Phia answered.

“Really?” Meneson said after a moment passed and the surprise had faded from his face. He then gave a low whistle as a look of contemplation came upon his face. “I don’t suppose father could arrange for us to swap? I think I would prefer Queen Sidur, at least she would be some fitting competition in the training square.”

Phia laughed at that and Thara and Hermaia joined in, the latter of whom replied between giggles, “unfortunately, I do not think she would prefer you, dear brother!”

Now Meneson joined in the laughter and for a moment Phia put aside the subject of Queen Sidur and weddings and what it was that she wanted and instead simply enjoyed being with her siblings.

When the laughter finally faded, Meneson shook his head ruefully. “It will not work of course.”

“What, brother, your suggestion to swap betrotheds with Phia?” Thara asked.

“No, father’s plan in general,” Meneson said, clearly being serious. “His design to stitch together one united Hyllencene, ruled by him of course, with a marriage here and a treaty there and a gift of gold somewhere else.”

“It seems to have worked so far,” Phia countered. “It looks all but certain that before the year is out the combined armies of the cities will be marching south, with the Scythebeans too it now seems.”

“That is only because for the moment they fear the threat of the King of Kings. Nothing unifies the many into one like fear.” Meneson closed his fingers together into a fist for emphasis. “Only father seems to think once the immediate threat has passed the renown he will have won will be enough to stop one from falling back into many, I imagine Kings Eukos and Phasenus of Naxos thought the same when they defeated the first invasion by the Sumuabuids all those centuries ago. How did it work out for them again?”

“Eukos fell in battle against the city of Oepis six months later. Phasenus was poisoned shortly afterwards. No one knows by whom but likely a rival king who feared the acclaim and standing he had acquired amongst the other cities.” Thara answered the rhetorical question. Meneson nodded in vindication.

“So what would you do, brother?” Hermaia chimed in cheekily. “Please, share the great wisdom you seem to possess that has evaded our father.”

Meneson again brought his fingers together into a fist. “Force them to be one the only way that they ever will, by beating them on the battlefield and turning the League of Pollis into the Kingdom of Hyllencene. Do that and you will have the one, united front needed to end the threat of the Sumuabuid Empire for good.”

“So to preserve the liberty of the free cities you must first enslave them under your personal rule, for their own good of course? How generous of you, brother.” Phia said. It was not the first time Meneson had spoken on this topic, but he had never before been this explicit. From the set of his face she could tell he was not japing and instead being quite serious.

“I simply take the lesson of Sumuabu the Breaker of Spears,” Meneson said. “He began as little more than a chieftain of hillsmen and by the time of his death he ruled an empire. He did not acquire it by marrying his foes or by flattering them or by giving them gifts of gold. He did so by breaking the spears of their warriors with his own until all bowed before him.”

“And now you see yourself as the next Breaker of Spears,” Hermaia teased. “Truly we are in such exalted company.”

Phia knew what they were all doing. Talking about anything except the subject that had all brought them together and hoping by doing so Phia would be distracted from thinking of it. It reminded her how much she loved the lot of them. Thara, studious and wise and caring. Hermaia, cheeky and playful and empathetic. Even Meneson, with his grand plans and some would say undeserved ego.

But despite their efforts Phia could not completely put aside that in just a fortnight Queen Sidur would be arriving, to marry her and take her as a bride. Feeling a faint breeze brush itself against her skin, she could not help but think that perhaps the same wind that had created it was even now filling the sails of the Queen’s ship, speeding it towards Anens even as she sat here in the palace gardens with her siblings.

Despite having no idea what Sidur looked like, for a moment Phia tried to imagine her standing on the prow of her ship, eyes staring ahead towards the horizon waiting to catch her first sight of the Hyllencene coast and the city of Anens itself. Her tall, strong, toned body outlined against the sky. Her long hair flying in the wind behind her. Her face stern and domineering. Ruthless. Deadly. Merciless. The image sent a shiver down Phia’s spine and invoked a strange ache between her legs. Despite being only distantly familiar with it, being a proper and virtuous princess of Anens, she immediately recognised it for what it was.

Arousal.


Chapter Two - Meeting the Queen

THE DAY QUEEN SIDUR arrived was a hot one.

There was not a cloud in the sky and the sun was blazing down mercilessly on the assembled greeting party waiting at the carved marble steps leading up to the entrance to the royal palace. Phia would have much preferred to have waited inside the cool, shaded interior of the palace itself, but custom dictated that guests of this stature must be greeted outside the palace so the proper protocols and greetings could be exchanged. So they stood outside and baked in the heat.

She had not slept well the previous night, tossing and turning at the knowledge of what the next morning would bring. The two weeks since her father had announced her marriage to Queen Sidur had seemed to fly by, not the least because the entire palace had suddenly been consumed with preparing a royal wedding in what was likely a record short amount of time. The knowledge that in just a few short hours the sun would rise and she would finally be meeting Sidur herself had kept her awake.

As had the other strange reaction that thinking of Sidur seemed to invoke in Phia’s young body. It was something new that confused the girl to no end. She had never met Sidur and for all she knew the image of her she had concocted in her mind’s eye had no basis in reality. Yet whenever she pictured the Queen of Scythebe, tall and imposing, her body toned from countless battles, her eyes cold and stern and with a hint of cruelness to them for some reason, an aching feeling would suddenly begin deep within her vagina, somehow both delicious yet also frustrating at the same time.

Phia’s fingers had twitched with a burning need to reach down between her legs and soothe that aching feeling by touching herself. She might be a virgin but she knew what the ache meant, her mother had explained that quite clearly when she had begun becoming a woman years ago. She had also made very clear that as a princess of Anens, she must be virtuous and resist the temptation to act on those feelings, with either another man or even herself so that she remained untouched until her marriage. That was what it meant to be a woman of royal blood.

Until now it had not been particularly difficult. There had been moments when she had been curious to experiment with herself, only to know what it would be like, but she had easily resisted. She had certainly never felt much temptation towards any of the young men who frequented the palace. She had recognised some of them as handsome in an objective sort of way, but none had ever invoked the reaction that Sidur’s mere spectre seemed to have awakened in Phia.

All night long her body had seemed to be crying out for Phia to touch it as the princess had lain in her bed whimpering from the effort to not do so. She tried not to think how in only a few short hours Sidur would be arriving which meant the day afterwards they would be married and it would be the Queen of Scythebe who would be touching her. That only seemed to make things worse.

It seemed Phia had only just succeeded in drifting off to sleep when she was awoken by the arrival of her handmaidens, her mother Basine at their head, to begin preparing her for the day ahead.

Tossing aside her nightshift, Phia had stood nude as fresh water was poured from an amphora over her hair so it could be washed as scented oil was spread over her body. A specially curved knife was then scraped over her skin, simultaneously cleaning away any lingering dirt while also shaving all traces of the fine hairs on her arms and shapely legs.

She studied her reflection in a mirror of polished bronze hanging on one of the walls as this went on. Phia knew that she was beautiful. She had inherited a full, luscious figure from her mother with heavy, perky breasts capped with puffy, dark nipples and a wide set of hips and plump, round bum. It was the kind of body artists tried to carve from marble when they made statues depicting Lectra, the Goddess of Love and Fertility; the kind of body all men found attractive. But would that be the case with Sidur? Would find her desirable or would she find her soft, pampered and weak, the exact opposite of the warrior women of Scythebe?

Once clean, Phia was dressed in a long tunic of gold linen that was belted at the waist and a pair of leather sandals. A pink pearl nearly the size of a strawberry, encased in gold wire and hanging from a fine gold chain, was placed around her neck so it perched just above the valley of her cleavage, and a strings of more pearls, smaller and white, soon were dangling from her ears. Twisted gold arm-rings were fitted to both of her biceps to complete the ensemble.

At this point Basine shooed the other women away, insisting she would see to her daughter’s hair and cosmetics herself. As she began on the latter, applying creams and powders to her face before moving on to lining her long eyelashes with kohl, it occurred to Phia this might be the most privacy she could hope to expect for the next few days.

“Did you know what father’s decision was?” Phia asked even though she knew the answer almost certainly would be yes. Basine might have been born a subject of the King of Kings, but when she had met Lycusandr and come with him to Anens her loyalty to her new home had been complete, or at least her loyalty to its king. She often served as an advisor of sorts to Lycusandr on his dealings with Anens southern enemy and almost certainly would have been consulted on this latest alliance.

“Tisk,” Basine chided softly. “Do not surprise me like that, unless you wish to have kohl all over your forehead. And of course I knew, as it was my idea to begin with.”

That was an answer Phia had not expected and it was only with great difficulty that she kept herself from blinking in surprise, mindful of her mother’s just spoken warning. “It was your suggestion that I marry Queen Sidur?”

“Scythebean aid may very well make the difference between victory and defeat in this upcoming campaign against the Sumuabuids,” Basine said simply. “That is your father’s dream, to see the cities of Hyllencene safe from the threat of the King of Kings’ endless ambitions once and for all and for them to be united together as one towards that end. That dream is what first attracted me to him when we met. I could have had my choice of handsome, skilled warriors, but he was also a man of vision. I have helped him since that day to see that vision come to fruition and this marriage is yet another step towards that.”

Basine studied Phia’s face closely and then, apparently satisfied with the state of it, walked around behind her to begin braiding her long, black hair. “It also happens that thankfully this also looks to be for the good of yourself as well as Anens.”

“Good for me?” Phia said in bafflement. She might, to her surprise, find that the idea of being taken to Sidur’s bed had some appeal to it, but there was no way that her mother could be aware of this.

“Think of the betrothals already arranged for your siblings, my daughter,” Basine replied evenly, now beginning to gather her daughter’s black braids together in an intricate bun at the base of her neck. “They each share something in common other than securing something necessary for Lycusandr’s war. Can you tell me what it is?”

Phia paused, considering. At first glance the various matches Lycusandr had arranged for his children had nothing in common aside from binding various members of the League more closely to him. Then the beginnings of an idea began taking shape. “Thara is intelligent and has always had the mind of a scholar, precisely the kind of person to teach a Prince of Naxos that his head can be used for something other than a helmet stand, which Prince Lephesus seemed surprisingly pleased by.”

“It’s hardly surprising,” Basine answered. “In my experience men such as him are always amazed to discover that women also have a mind, particularly when they don’t have a habit of using their own, and there is nothing a man finds more intriguing than some new discovery that he thinks he is the first to explore.”

“Hermaia is fun and charming and empathetic,” Phia went on, “exactly the kind of woman suited to captivate the merchants and money lenders that King Egon of Lisia must deal with on a daily basis, making it all the easier to ensure it is he who swindles them and not the other way round.”

“Both of your half-sisters bring something to the table which strengthens the position of their husbands. Something that gives them a purpose.” Basine said as she began putting the finishing touches on Phia’s hair. “And I can tell you purpose is the one thing each person should have in their life.”

“I’m not certain what purpose Meneson has for Princess Briatha,” Phia said.

This actually made Basine laugh. “Prince Meneson already has a purpose, which is to rule Anens after his father’s time comes to an end. It is Princess Briatha who shall hopefully aid him in that endeavour.”

Phia’s eyes narrowed as she began to understand. “There is no dishonour in a Hyllencene warrior enjoying the company of his spear brothers, but a king must father children, sons to follow after him and daughters to marry to his allies and rivals.”

“Precisely, my daughter,” Basine finally seemed to be finished with Phia’s hair and produced a thin circuit of gold capped with a pink gemstone that she placed upon her head as a final touch. “Briatha is an interesting woman by all accounts. She rides and hunts and is said to be intensely competitive. Exactly the kind of woman who might strike Prince Meneson’s interest.”

That left Phia with one final question she could not seem to find an answer for no matter how she pondered it. “And what of me, mother? What purpose do I serve for Queen Sidur?”

“You, my daughter, are clever,” Basine answered as she planted a soft kiss upon Phia’s head and reassuringly patted her on her shoulders, “as you have demonstrated quite marvellously just now. You see the world as it is and have an understanding of the workings of it. I like to think you get that from me. Queen Sidur is a warrior second to none, but even the deadliest blade needs guidance sometimes.”

Not for the first time, Phia found herself pondering those words, if only to distract herself from the heat of the day and her ever present nerves over finally meeting Sidur. There was some truth to them. She had always thought of herself as rational and intelligent, if in a more practical way than her scholarly older sister. Were those qualities someone like Sidur would value?

Lycusandr exhaled in irritation, flanked on one side by his mistress, Basine, and the other his blonde queen, Aessas. You would expect some frostiness between the two women given the circumstances, but by all accounts they got on quite well. Indeed, Phia had heard it whispered around the palace more than once that it had been them who decided they would share Lycusandr and not the other way round.

“What is taking so long?” The King muttered. “I thought the Queen’s ship docked an hour ago.”

“Apologies, my king,” one of Lycusandr’s courtiers replied. “Apparently there was some difficulty disembarking the Queen’s chariot.”

“We stand here roasting because of her chariot?” Lycusandr normally was even tempered but clearly the heat was getting to him.

“To be a charioteer is a position of the highest honour among the Scythebean warband. I imagine Queen Sidur wishes to make an appropriate entrance.” Thara chimed in. She was off to one side standing beside Prince Lephesus. Given the short amount of notice, not every Hyllencene city had been able to send a delegation to honour Phia’s nuptials, but Naxos had been one and to Thara’s delight the prince had been among them. The two had been practically inseparable.

Lisia had also been among those able to attend. King Egon was noticeably older than Hermaia, in his late thirties, but undeniably still an attractive man even so. Hermaia certainly seemed to have no complaints for her part. As for Egon, he had clearly been entranced by Hermaia from the moment he had set eyes upon her and the younger woman was eating up his appreciative rapture with relish. It seemed the prospects for her younger sister’s marriage were also auspicious.

The question of whether her own would also be continued to torment Phia. Would Sidur look at her the way Lephesus and Egon looked upon her sisters or would she be disappointed? Would Phia be pleased with what she saw when she finally set eyes upon Sidur? She was beginning to comprehend that the fact Sidur was another woman was not something she would find objectionable. But what if the real Sidur proved to be nothing like the imaginary one that Phia kept picturing, who made her heart race and her cunt ache? Lycusandr was not the only one impatient waiting for the Queen’s arrival.

Thankfully it seemed she would not have to wait much longer as the courtier spoke again. “I believe that is her now!”

Focusing on the long road leading up the hill which led to the Anens royal palace, Phia did indeed see what appeared to be a chariot driving up it carrying the unmistakable figure of a woman. As it drew closer she suddenly became aware of a thumping sound ringing in her ears and she realised it was her own heartbeat.

In what seemed no time at all the chariot, pulled by a pair of white stallions, was bursting through the stone gateway of the palace’s outer walls. Jogging in its wake was a mass of women clad in armour, long braided hair streaming out underneath gleaming helmets, but Phia barely noticed, her eyes glued on the chariot’s rider.

Queen Sidur seemed to expertly drive her chariot almost as if it was an extension of her, one hand gripping the reins while the other held a short, ivory handled whip which she alternately swatted at one stallion then the other. She was a tall woman, her body rippling with taunt muscle while still looking not the least unfeminine. An almost scandalous amount of it was on display. For a warrior her armour was quite light, Thara had told her Scythebeans favoured agility and freedom of movement over protection in their fighting style. Her breasts were encased in iron cups moulded to fit them almost like a second skin that were even tipped with round buds in an imitation of nipples and were secured in place with leather strips that looped around behind her back. Draped around her waist was a leather belt decorated with iron disks from which a short sword hung at each hip; from the centre dangled a number of leather thongs also inlaid with metal disks that covered her pelvis but left both her thighs and hips bare. Other than that the Queen wore nothing aside from iron gauntlets and vambraces and an iron helmet, eyes glinting through the eyeslits and long, braided hair flying out behind her that was the colour of copper, along with a leather belt which crossed over her front and carried a longsword across her back.

Reining up her chariot in front of the royal delegation of Anens waiting to greet her, Sidur tossed the reins to one of her warriors, all dressed in armour identical in design to their queen, and almost leapt from it to the ground to land on her sandalled feet. Passing her ivory handled whip to another Scythebean warrior, she reached up with both hands to pull off her helmet, shaking her hair loose as she did so.

Phia felt her heart leap in her throat and heard a little gasp escape her lips as she took in Sidur properly. Her diamond shaped face, framed by her long, coppery hair, was undeniably shapely in a domineering way, with a well defined jawline and pointed chin and sharp cheekbones. Her lips had a haughty look to them and were coloured bright red, which contrasted drastically with her olive skin. Suddenly her fears that Sidur would not live up to the imaginary image the young woman had fantasied over the past weeks slipped away; if anything the Queen of Scythebe exceeded them.

With a catlike grace, Sidur approached across the dusty ground of the outer courtyard. Phia’s eyes were glued to the older woman, noting that she had large breasts and wide hips that rivalled the Anens princess’s own. Underneath the linen material of her tunic, the young woman felt her nipples suddenly grow hard and her vagina clench in an indescribably delicious way at the sight. She forced herself to take slow, deep breaths as she did her utmost best to keep any sign of the tumultuous pleasure raging through her innocent young body from becoming visible. That would not do at all.

“Queen Sidur of Scythebe,” Lycusandr nodded his head respectfully to his fellow monarch as she came to a stop before him. She was almost as tall as he was. Tossing one side of the linen cloak he wore, dyed royal purple and secured at his throat by a gold clasp, over his shoulder the King reached behind himself with one hand and was passed a ceramic platter upon which lay a small piece on unleavened flatbread the top of which was littered with coarse, flaky salt. “I bid you welcome to Anens and offer you bread and salt in a sign of friendship.”

Pulling off her gauntlets and tossing them dismissively over her shoulder where they were deftly caught by another of her warriors, Sidur completed the ancient rite of hospitality and snatched up the piece of bread, tearing off half of it with her sharp teeth, as she wolfed it down in mere seconds.

“Thank you, King Lycusandr of Anens.” Sidur spoke for the first time, her voice cool yet also commanding; the voice of someone used to being obeyed and who was secure in her own authority. “I bid you welcome on behalf of the Scythebeans and express our joy at the coming comingling of our two peoples.”

Rite of hospitality concluded, Lycusandr returned the ceramic platter to its previous holder and held out his arm towards Phia. “May I introduce to you my daughter, Princess Psiphia of Anens, who you have graciously offered to take as your consort.”

Sidur immediately turned away from Lycusandr and as she stepped towards Phia the young woman felt trepidation begin clashing with desire. As reassuring as it was that Sidur was even more alluring than Phia had imagined her to be, she suddenly felt paralysed by fear that the other woman would not return the appreciation. Before the wonder of strength and vigour that was the Queen of Scythebe, Phia felt so tiny and weak, like a soft, pampered housecat before a lioness.

This feeling was only amplified as Sidur came to a halt before Phia, towering over her; the princess’s head barely reaching the older woman’s shoulders. She was so tall. It made Phia feel short. She could feel Sidur’s eyes on her, almost as if their gaze was burning into her skin.

“I bid you welcome, Queen Sidur of Scythebe,” Phia put everything she had into not stuttering, trying to speak with the same cool imperviousness that Sidur had just moments before. “And I thank you for the honour you have shown Anens by accepting me as your consort.”

The second of silence that followed seemed to last an eternity, Phia staring resolutely ahead; the effort to maintain her calm exterior second only to what it took for her to resist the powerful urge her eyes suddenly felt to dip down and ogle Sidur’s generous cleavage which was hovering mere inches before her. Then she felt a finger hook itself under her chin and force her face up so her eyes met Sidur’s own.

Those dark eyes were almost burning with a look of intensity that was at odds with Sidur’s otherwise impassive face. Phia felt almost naked before the Queen of Scythebe’s stare, as if she was staring into her very soul. What was she looking for? Fighting to ignore the tingling sensation that ran down her spine, the young woman met Sidur’s eyes almost defiantly, determined not to look weak before her.

But then she suddenly felt Sidur’s thumb run itself over her chin. It was a tiny caress, lasting only a moment, but to Phia it felt as if lighting had struck her body only instead of pain it brought pleasure. Her eyes widened and her nostrils flared as she only barely caught a little hitch of breath in her throat. She prayed to the gods that Sidur would not notice, what on earth would the older woman think of her if she did?

Her prayers were in vain but Sidur’s reaction surprised her. The queen’s haughty lips curled up in the smallest of smiles but there was a hungry look to it that made the lighting flooding Phia’s body shoot directly to her clitoris, which tightened in a way she could never recall happening before but that was both pleasurable and painful and the young woman found herself relishing. Then suddenly the older woman’s hand was gone from her chin as she took a step back, her face once again inscrutable.

“Your daughter is truly beautiful, King Lycusandr,” Sidur said and Phia felt delight surge through her at those words. “Your gods themselves must have crafted her, for I can think of no other explanation for such perfection.”

A murmur of approval rippled through the assembled Hyllencene notables, clearly pleased at such a gratifying compliment, and Phia’s father clapped his hand onto Sidur’s shoulder. “You do me honour, Queen Sidur. Speaking of the Gods, I must ask you to come with me to the palace temple. I know you have just finished a long journey but there are certain rites we must fulfil before the wedding tomorrow. I promise that afterwards you and your attendants will have ample time to rest before the feast that has been prepared to celebrate your arrival and this momentous occasion.”

Sidur held her eyes, still smouldering in contrast to her otherwise impassive face, with Phia’s for one moment longer and then turned away, allowing Lycusander to guide her up the marbled steps leading into the palace itself. Phia let out a breath she had not been aware she had been holding and followed in their wake.

“If you will allow some practical matters to briefly intrude on this momentous occasion,” Lycusandr said, so quietly that Phia barely heard him, “what are your thoughts on what I proposed in my last letter?”

“The warband of Scythebe will be with you when you march south to meet the Sumuabuids,” Sidur muttered back. “Along with all those levies, such as they are worth, that I can spare from guarding our own borders. Where you mean to meet them in battle is of little concern to me.”

Phia was only half listening, her eyes glued to the sight before her. Much like her front, Sidur’s rear had a number of leather thongs hanging from her belt, just barely covering the cleft of her hard bum while leaving both cheeks and her sculpted thighs on full display. The sight was truly mesmerising to the young woman and she found she simply could not look away.

“Do you see something you like, sister?” Thara’s voice, uncharacteristically teasing if also very quiet, shook Phia out of her captivated state as her older sister slipped in beside her, leaving Prince Lephesus’s side for the first time that day.

Feeling her cheeks grow hot Phia suppressed her urge to blush with a truly heroic effort. “Perhaps I am simply taking your advice to keep an open mind?”

“Well I for one cannot help but consider that Meneson’s proposal that the two of you switch betrotheds has some merit,” Hermaia said as she too slided up to Phia, also being careful to keep her voice barely above a whisper. “What with all those muscles Meneson might actually be able to pretend Sidur is a man.”

A mad urge to laugh suddenly filled Phia and only the knowledge of how mortifying it would be if she did so on such a solemn occasion gave her the strength to resist it. “I find I disagree. I find I am rather satisfied with the one I have for the moment. How about you, Thara?” Phia eyed her older sister. “You seem to be enjoying Prince Lephesus’s company.”

“Oh Phia,” Thara gushed very uncharacteristically, making sure to keep her voice low so as to be unheard by any of those around them. “Did I tell you he read Polido’s treatise on ethics so we could discuss it together? I mean he only seemed to understand half of it and I shall have to explain it to him properly, but he did it just for me! He said I was so intelligent and knowledgeable that he was worried I might be bored by him and hoped this would please me.”

“I am sure you will be delighted teaching him the true meaning of Polido’s ethics,” Phia replied, her eyes now going to Hermaia. “What of you, little sister? What’s your impression of King Egon now that you have finally met him?”

“He’ll do,” Hermaia said simply, though her short response was accompanied by a happy smile as her hands fingered a necklace of gemstones that looked to be new. “He brought this for me as a gift and said it paled in comparison to my beauty. He’s a widower apparently, his first wife died in childbirth a number of years ago, and he said seeing me made him want to smile again. Yes, I think he will do very well.”

“It seems both of you have reason to be happy,” Phia replied, remembering her conversation with Basine earlier that morning. It seemed her mother’s predictions had been accurate.

“And what of you, Phia, do you think you will be happy with Queen Sidur? You certainly seemed to like the look of her from what I saw just now.” Thara asked, eyes narrowing inquisitively.

Phia hesitated and contemplated her answer. She certainly couldn’t deny that she did like the look of Sidur. Even now she found her eyes dipping down once again to appreciatively take in her round, hard bum as it swayed back and forth with each step. Moreover she remembered how Sidur had made her feel back on the palace steps when their eyes had met for the first time. How she had felt small and weak before the domineering older woman, but how strangely that had not sparked fear within her but excitement. How even the brief caress of Sidur’s hand on her chin had had this strange possessiveness to it that even the memory of made Phia want to shiver. How that hungry look in the queen’s smile had seemed almost predatory and Phia in that moment had actually found herself wanting to be Sidur’s prey. In her innocence she did not entirely understand these newfound feelings of arousal that the Queen of Scythebe seemed to have awoken in her, but Phia could not deny that she enjoyed them.

“Perhaps I will be,” Phia answered simply.

THE ROYAL PALACE of Anens had a temple of its own built into it. It was a grand sight, with its high domed ceiling and marble columns built into its walls. In the centre of the circular space sat a square altar table of stone upon which a bowl of smouldering ashes was being tended by robed priests and priestesses, stoking them to keep them from going out while periodically tossing handfuls of incense upon it so the entire space was filled with its pungent smell.

Phia and Sidur stood side by side before that altar, ringed on all sides by the assembled notables of Anens and the dignitaries of the other Hyllencene cities. In front of them a priestess of Lectra, easily identifiable by her saffron coloured robe, recited the customary hymns and prayers formalising their betrothal before the eyes of the Gods and Goddesses; she had been just a tad off balance at first on how to proceed but quickly had come to the conclusion that Phia should fulfil the function of bride in the ceremony and Sidur that of the ‘groom’. Phia could not truly fault her for the decision.

As oil was smeared across first both of their foreheads and then their upper chests above each of their hearts, Phia could feel Sidur’s eyes upon her, the Scythebean queen evidently far more interested in her than the rite they were undergoing. Phia found it rather flattering, truth be told. Her eyes kept darting over to look at the older woman’s and then darting away when she saw the smouldering look in them, her stomach swooshing up and down in the strangest way.

The priestess recited the final set of prayers and bowed respectfully before stepping aside. As she did so the crowd parted to allow the passage of a pair of priests guiding the sacrificial offering to conclude the ceremony and ask for the Gods blessing, which turned out to be a white bull; Phia’s eyes widened a little in surprise at the sight. Her father must have truly deemed the occasion to be of the utmost importance to have gone to such expense.

“You bring animals into your holy places?” Phia heard Sidur mutter from beside her in bafflement.

“It’s an offering to the Gods,” Phia whispered back. “To ask for their blessing and for the priests to try and divine if we have won their favour,” she suddenly remembered something Thara had told her earlier. “You have your own Gods in Scythebe, though.”

“One,” Sidur answered, still eyeing the bull with curiosity as it was led towards the altar, held firmly by the horns by the priests guiding it. “Scythe, patroness of the warband and the land it protects.”

“And do you not honour her with sacrifices?” Phia asked, suddenly curious.

At that Sidur’s lips quirked upwards in amusement. “In a way. Yes, you could call our manner of honouring her a sacrifice in its own fashion. We offer her gifts, the most consequential ones in blood.”

Phia’s eyebrows shot up in curiosity. “Blood spilled in battle?”

“Oh no,” Sidur looked away from the bull to meet Phia’s eyes, amusement still in her own ones along with a strange look that made her stomach swoosh again almost as if it was doing a backflip. “A fallen opponent is a common gift offered in honour to Scythe, but we offer her blood in a different manner. How, you will learn soon enough.”

Before Phia could contemplate those strange last words a loud bellow filled the temple and she looked up and saw the priests suddenly straining to hold the bull steady. The priests would have drugged it before bringing it to the temple to keep it docile for the offering, but when the head priest had approached holding aloft the sacrificial knife to slit its throat and spill its blood across the altar, it seems that the bull’s survival instincts had kicked in.

With another bellow the bull bucked against the priests holding its horns, throwing both of them off. Cries of alarm and dismay rang through the temple and Phia was certain her father was wishing he had gone with a more common offering such as fowl or a goat; there was no way the priests could interpret this as anything other than an ill omen. Then the bull twisted its head in her direction, clomping its hooves in clear preparation of an oncoming charge, and she suddenly found herself incapable of thought altogether as fear took over.

But then suddenly, Sidur’s tall form was sprinting across the temple’s marbled floor towards the bull, her hands reaching up to rip the long sword she carried strapped to her back from its scabbard. With a nimbleness that was almost mesmerising to behold, she dodged around the bull’s horns as it strived to gorge her with them, and then with a deafening warcry swung her sword in an arch to bring it down across the animal's neck.

Phia watched in amazement as Sidur cut clean through the bull’s neck, completely severing its head from its shoulders. The head fell onto the altar table, sizzling against the embers, and from the bull’s body a torrent of blood gushed out and splattered across the entire surface before collapsing to the floor below.

The cries of dismay became cheers and Phia heard her father’s voice. “Do you think this sign bodes well, priest?”

“Very well, my king!” The head priest replied, his eyes narrow as they scrutinised the bull’s corpse lying on the marble floor. “In fact I think we can take this a clear portent from the Gods that Hyllencene and Scythebe united together, symbolised by how your daughter, Psiphia, and their Queen, Sidur, are to be united in matrimony, will be able to defeat the mutual threat posed to both by the King of Kings. Indeed, is his royal standard not emblazoned with a bull?”

Gasps filled the chamber at these words but Sidur herself seemed unaffected, seemingly absorbed in cleaning the blood from her sword while seeming to be not at all bothered by the large amount of it that had splattered over her person. As much as Phia found the sight appealing, which brought on an entirely new level of confusion she did not even wish to begin contemplating, she forced her eyes to look away and instead focus on her father, Lycusandr. They narrowed in scrutiny.

Her mother might like to think that Phia’s cleverness came from her, but the truth was that her father also could take some credit for that. Lycusandr was as shrewd at statecraft as he was deadly on the battlefield and Phia could not help but consider how fortuitous the events that had just played out were. This was the first time she could recall one of the sacrificial offerings not being suitably subdued by the drugs used by the priests. Not only that, but a white bull was an offering normally only selected for the most important of ceremonies; her brother Meneson was the literal heir to the throne and during his betrothal rite, the role of Princess Briatha filled by the Trygoni emissary which had caused no small amount of amusement to Phia and her sisters, the Gods had been sacrificed a mere horned ram.

Had this entire scene that had just played out been deliberately engineered by her father? That she was even considering him capable of such sacrilege was shocking, let alone the sheer recklessness of letting a bull potentially rampage through the temple; Lycusandr would have had no way of knowing for certain that Sidur would so deftly have dealt with the threat and had she not the entire affair would likely have been seen as the grimmest of signs. But Sidur had and now her father could not have asked for a more auspicious portent for his coming campaign, the kind one normally heard only in ancient ballads and epic poems featuring the heroes of old.

Phia was shaken from her musings as Sidur walked back over to where she stood, once again sheathing her long sword behind her back as she did so. “Are you unharmed, Princess Psiphia?”

“Yes,” Phia said, her throat suddenly feeling very dry as Sidur once again towered over her, the queen’s blood splattered form looking even more imposing than usual. For some reason that sent the most delicious shiver running down the young woman’s spine. “And you may call me Phia, all those close to me do.”

“Very well, Phia,” the way Sidur said her name sent another shiver running down Phia’s back even as her stomach swooshed harder than ever, almost as if she had experienced a sudden fall from a great height. “Are you certain you are fine? You seem a bit…unsettled.”

Sidur’s haughty lips turned up in a smug little smile as she spoke and Phia realised the queen had noticed the effect she was having on her. Noting that she seemed pleased by it, Phia impulsively gave a coquettish flutter of her eyelashes and displayed just the faintest pout to her lips. “Now that you ask, perhaps I do feel a little overwhelmed from the excitement.”

She was rewarded as the same hungry look as earlier flashed across Sidur’s face. Even as the older woman’s reaction once again made Phia’s clit throb almost joyfully she found herself considering that perhaps she had been wrong to worry that Sidur would be displeased by the fact her bride was some soft, pampered princess. It very much seemed that the Scythebean queen liked that she was weaker and smaller and more than a bit intimidated by her, just as Phia was coming to terms with the fact she was aroused by the fact that Sidur was strong and domineering and more than a little frightening. As confusing and unsettling as this unexpected reality was, the young princess could not deny that it was also intriguingly exciting.

The smile on her haughty lips now taking on an almost satisfied quality, Sidur reached across Phia’s back with one arm to lightly place her hand on her shoulder, her other hand grasping her by the elbow and turning her so the pair could join the others who had begun filing out through the grand arch that was the temple’s entrance. “Oh dear, my princess. That will not do at all. I believe your father mentioned there would be time for us to relax before the betrothal feast begins. I think it best we use it for you to rest a bit?”

My princess. The possessive way Sidur had referred to her just now, combined with the way she almost seemed to now be guiding her like a pet being led by its owner, made her vagina’s inner walls clench in pleasure. Continuing to meet Sidur’s eyes with her own as they walked, Phia answered with deliberate meekness. “If it pleases you, my queen.”

A wicked look filled Sidur’s eyes. “Oh it does, my princess. After all, tomorrow is our wedding. You will need to be well rested for it. Well rested indeed. Especially for what I have planned for the night that comes after.”


Chapter Three - Consort and Concubine

THE CLASH OF IRON rang through the air as Meneson deflected the thrust of a spear with his painted, ovular shield then punched forward with it so it clashed against his opponent’s. Taking advantage of the opportunity, he made an overhead thrust with his own spear, slipping it over top of the other warrior’s shield and stopping the thrust a mere inch before the bit of exposed flesh of the man’s neck between his helmet and chestplate.

“Kill!” He yelled in triumph and applause filled the training square.

Phia politely joined in, half sitting, half reclining on a couch that had been brought to the edge of the training square for her to ‘rest’ upon. Sitting next to her on it was Sidur, the older woman watching the ongoing proceedings with far more interest. When the Queen of Scythebe had earlier said the two of them would take some time to relax before the betrothal feast, Phia had pictured that they might take the opportunity to spend some time alone together, or at least as alone as could be permitted without violating custom and tradition; Thara or Hermaia would likely have been expected to observe as chaperone but Phia suspected either would have been more than willing to allow them a bit of privacy.

Instead Sidur had overheard Meneson’s intention to head to the training square for a bit of afternoon practice with some of his favourites and immediately decided that she wished to observe. Servants had been sent to fetch a couch for the two to sit upon and she had diligently watched as Meneson and the other young warriors had paired off against one another in one bout after another.

Most of her honour guard had also joined them, the warrior women lining the edges of the square and chattering away with one another in their native language; Phia had been trying to learn it ever since the fateful day she had been informed of her impending betrothal to Sidur, but she had only grasp a few words so far and could not really understand what was being said. Judging by their tone, however, the women of the Scythebean warband seemed to be almost amused by the sight before them.

Lycusandr had also joined them and had spent much of the time trying to engage Sidur in discussion of his plans for the upcoming campaign, not that the queen seemed to be giving him much heed to his growing irritation.

“As I was saying, Queen Sidur,” the King said, trying once again to get her attention. “I feel the Sibis River would be the most logical place for our two forces to meet, where it enters the Kemarq valley. It offers the easiest passage across the Ghaybi desert to both of our armies and the area itself is fertile with ample foraging. If our mere presence alone is not enough to provoke the King of Kings to march against us then we can easily march on the cities of Eshnuk or Karkaad, which he cannot allow to go unanswered.”

“Yes, that is as good a place as any other,” Sidur replied dismissively, leaning forward with interest as a new warrior stepped forward to challenge Meneson. “This is not the manner in which the Hyllencene normally fight if I understand it correctly?”

Lycusandr blinked. “No, on the battlefield we fight in a spearwall, each warrior standing shoulder to shoulder with his spear and shield. The latter is used to protect himself and the exposed side of the man to his immediate left, allowing both to thrust at the enemy with his spear without fear of being attacked himself.”

“Then why do you practise this way?” Sidur asked.

Phia had to suppress a giggle at the obvious consternation in Lycusandr’s face and she decided to interject. “If a warrior becomes separated from his comrades he must be able to fight alone, unaided, or else he will be easy prey for his enemies.”

At this Sidur snorted. “You will be easy prey anyway, from what I can see here. I begin to grasp how this fighting style of yours works in this spearwall your father speaks of, but you fight one another one on one in the same fashion and that is a very different business.”

Meneson turned away from the warrior he had been about to begin a fresh bout with, clearly overhearing her words and vexed by them. “Perhaps Queen Sidur would like to step onto the training square herself then and show us the proper way it is done?”

Silence filled the air, the assembled warriors of Hyllencene and Scythebe suddenly all looking at Sidur. The queen pursed her lips in consideration and then rose from the couch she was sitting upon and clapped her hands together. One of her warriors stepped forward with her helmet. Another with her gauntlets.

Placing her helm over her head, Sidur’s smile was barely visible through the narrow gap between the two chinguards but was menacing all the same. As she pulled on her gauntlets she said. “Perhaps I do, Prince of Anens.”

With her typical feline grace, Sidur walked out into the square, drawing the twin short swords hanging by her hips as she did so. “I shall let you choose two others to join you, to keep this fair.”

Meneson’s face darkened at Sidur’s taunting words and for a second Phia thought he was about to refuse the offer, but then he took a breath and considered; her half-brother had an arrogant side, but for all his weaknesses being a fool was not one of them and turning down an advantage offered by an opponent was something only a very foolish warrior did.

“Pthisos! Dymedo!” Two men walked out to join him in the square. Phia recognised both of them as being among her brother’s closest lackeys and in Dymedo’s case one of the ones she was certain shared his bed at times. The pair split off and took up positions to either side of Meneson, forming a three pointed ring around Sidur. Phia sat up, her interest piqued. Normally she had as much interest in watching warriors spar as Meneson would have for practising sewing, but the sight of Sidur’s lean and deadly figure was suddenly something she could not look away from.

A smirk appeared on the queen’s face. “And already you have lost. Had you stood together I would have had to break your spearwall and I admit you might have possibly overwhelmed me before I could do so.”

And then without warning Sidur let out a wild warcry and ran on sandalled feet towards Dymedo. For a moment the man stood in shock, clearly having not expected the Scythebean queen to attack but his warrior instincts kicked in and he just barely managed to parry a blow from one of her short swords with his shield. He countered with a thrust of his spear, but Sidur dodged around it with seeming ease, coming at him on his vulnerable right side that presently had no fellow warrior to guard for him.

CRACK!

The sound of iron striking iron rang through the square as Sidur punched Dymedo full on in the face with a gauntleted fist clasped tight around one sword. Dazed, Dymedo could do nothing as the queen then headbutted him with the forehead of her helmet and the man immediately crumbled to the floor.

Sidur thrust down with her other sword, the tip ending inches from the exposed gap between the chinguards of his helmet. “Kill!”

Even as her warriors let loose wild cheers of celebration, Sidur spun herself around to face her remaining two opponents. It had only been moments and neither had moved from their initial places, both clearly stunned with the speed by which the woman had taken down their fellow. Meneson and Pthisos had both been training in the square since they had been old enough to lift a shield and spear, however, and it took more than a flash of skill by an opponent to daunt them. Even as Dymendo shakily crawled off of the square and was helped to his feet by his comrades, Meneson gave a little gesture of his head to Pthisos and the other man immediately picked up on the prince’s signal and began cautiously circling around to position himself on Sidur’s other side so the woman was pincered between them.

Sidur made no effort to interfere, clearly sensing that this time the two men would be on the lookout for her to attack, expecting it even. Raising her two swords in parallel, so one pointed towards each of them, she turned her head back and forth to try and keep an eye on both warriors and waited for them to make the next move.

She did not have to wait long. It was Pthisos who pressed the advance, moving with caution but purposefully, his shield raised before him and his spear ready to strike; forcing Sidur to turn her attention to him as he tried to create an opening for Meneson to attack.

Letting out another warcry, Sidur rushed forward to meet him. Parrying Pthisos’s spear thrust with one of her swords, she darted her other one forward but it was batted aside by the man’s shield. Meneson seized the moment to press his own attack, but Sidur deftly twisted to avoid the stabbing tip of his spear before parrying another thrust from Pthisos’s.

A pounding sound in her ears that Phia was vaguely aware was the frantic beat of her heart, her unblinking eyes took in the fight unfolding before her and realised she was holding her breath. Sidur’s tall, lean form twisting and dodging was a sight to behold. Her coppery braids swirling through the air as she parried thrust after stab after slash from her opponents spears while still managing to counter with attacks of her own that they barely managed to deflect with their shields.

Phia’s eyes went wide as she suddenly realised just how wet her pussy had become from watching Sidur in all her lethal glory. Pressing her legs together she discovered the skin of her thighs were slick with her juices. The feeling was strange but also exciting and the princess actually had to suppress a whimper.

Suddenly, Sidur dropped to the tiled floor of the square and sent one of her legs shooting out in a spinning kick that caught Pthisos at the heels, sending him toppling to the floor. Leaping from her prone position, Sidur jumped onto the fallen warrior, straddling his chest and brought one of her swords down in an overhand stab to again stop an inch before his face. “Kill!”

Again the Scythebean warrior women whooped and shouted in triumph. Their celebrations were cut short however as Meneson seized upon the chance he had been waiting for and thrust his spear at Sidur’s exposed back. While perhaps not as fast as the queen, Phia’s brother was very quick for a man of his size and as the tip of his spear cut through the air Sidur had to spin herself off of Pthisos to avoid it, landing prone on the floor beside him.

Meneson pressed the attack, stabbing again and again with his spear forcing Sidur to scuttle backwards across the floor, only barely avoiding his blows. A slashing strike with his spear sent one of Sidur’s short swords flying from her hand as she brought it up to deflect the oncoming blow and now it was the Hyllencene warriors shouting in triumph as it seemed the tables had now turned and it was their prince who now held the upper hand.

But when Meneson went to stab again with his spear, Sidur arched her hips off of the floor and with an act of astonishing nimbleness scissored her legs around the wooden shaft.

CRACK!

With a twist of her powerful thighs, Sidur broke the shaft in two. Shocked gasps rang through the square at such display of lower body strength. Phia’s own were among them, even as she felt her cunt clench in the most delicious fashion as she found herself wondering what other ways Sidur could put those sculpted thighs to use.

Meneson cursed as he tossed the now useless shaft of wood he was left holding aside and went to draw his sword. It gave Sidur enough time to spring back to her feet, however. Tossing aside her remaining short sword, the Queen of Scythebe drew the long sword from her back and held it up before her in a two handed grip.

The sword wielded by Phia’s brother was the standard one carried by Hyllencene warriors, of a similar size to the short swords favoured by Sidur but curved to better allow for quick slashes and cutting chops. The sword Sidur now wielded was almost three feet in length and sharpened on both sides, ending in a narrow, pointed tip; clearly meant to either slash or stab depending on the need.

Being no fool, Meneson recognised that it was Sidur who now had the greater reach and he squared his stance, shield held up defensively before himself, waiting for her to make the next move. Sidur herself gave a smile that looked more like a snarl and once again went on the attack.

Sidur struck a two handed blow straight at Meneson, which he blocked with his shield. Undeterred, the queen struck again and again, using the greater length of her sword to slash at him with impunity knowing she was safely outside the reach of his shorter blade. She seemed completely undeterred as Meneson continued to block each strike with his shield, content to keep hammering away at him while forcing him to give ground, tiring him out while she waited until the prince eventually ran out of ground to give.

Meneson seemed to realise that he could not simply continue to act like a peg to Sidur’s hammer and suddenly punched forward with his shield. Hyllencene shields were heavy things, covered on the front with bronze with an iron cone in the centre, meant to be used for offence as well as defence under the right circumstances. Sidur only narrowly avoided being struck full on by the blow and had to dart back. Meneson punched with his shield again, herding the queen before him, the tables now seeming to have turned once again in his favour.

As the Hycellene warriors once again began cheering, Meneson let out a bellowing warcry of his own and ran forward, clearly planning to use his shield to simply bull his opponent over using his superior strength and the momentum of his charge.

For a few moments this seemed to work as Sidur fell back before him, seeming to stumble from the effort, but then once Meneson was fully committed she suddenly as if out of nowhere found her footing. With astonishing nimbleness she spun herself around the prince’s charging form; the thin skirt of leather thongs flying up as she did so, giving Phia a glimpse of toned inner thighs and just the briefest flash of the olive skin of her pelvis as she did so which nevertheless made the young woman’s stomach not so much swoosh as do an entire backflip. Her sword whistled through the air and then stopped just before the back of Meneson’s neck.

“Kill!”

Stunned silence followed the queen’s declaration and then the square filled with roars of victory from her Scythebean women as even the Hyllencene warriors pounded their gauntlets against their breastplates in respect for such a display of martial prowess.

Sidur resheathed her sword and as Meneson turned around to face her she held out one gauntleted hand. “Well fought, Prince of Anens, you almost had me at one point. I will be proud to stand beside you on the battlefield in the war to come.”

For a second Meneson said nothing, then he sheathed his own sword and met Sidur’s hand with his own. “And I with you, Queen of Scythebe.” An amused smile appeared on his face. “Though should I call you sister instead?”

Sidur tossed her head back and laughed at that. Retrieving her twin short swords, she walked back towards the couch where she had left Phia and Lycusandr.

“I have rarely seen such a skillful display,” Lycusandr said as the older woman approached, undoing her gauntlets to toss them to one of her warriors. “You make for a lethal enemy, Queen Sidur, and I count myself lucky to have you as an ally instead.”

“Indeed,” Sidur replied as she pulled off her helmet, the skin of her face shining with sweat and flushed from the rush of combat. Tossing her helmet to another of her warriors, she all but ignored Lycusandr and instead looked at Phia, her eyes gleaming with the rush of adrenaline. “Did I impress you as well, Princess Phia?”

“For the love I hold for my brother, I am grateful that he met you on the training square and not on the battlefield, my queen,” Phia tried to keep her voice cool, but she felt her insides twist in the most delightful fashion at the intensity in Sidur’s eyes as she looked at her.

From the little smile of triumph that appeared on her lips, it seemed the older woman was fully aware of the effect she was having on the young princess. A wicked look appeared in Sidur’s eyes. “In Scythebe, my princess, when a warrior wins a bout she has the right to claim a prize.”

“Oh,” Phia said simply, even as she felt her skin grow hot as her mind suddenly raced with the implications of what Sidur was saying. “And what prize would you claim, my queen?”

Sidur knelt before Phia, still taller than her despite this so she had to bend forward slightly so their faces were level. “A kiss.”

Phia fought down the blush that threatened to break out on her face, suddenly keenly aware that her father was standing just to one side. “A bold request.”

“I am a bold woman,” Sidur replied, her eyes dipping down from Phia’s to look at her lips and almost of their own volition the princess’s own looked down on the queen’s; had they always looked so plump and inviting?

Phia hesitated for a moment. What Sidur was asking was brazen but not completely outside the bounds of propriety. They were betrothed, even though it had only been for a few hours at this time.

Her eyes dipped down again to look at Sidur’s lips, full and shining and coloured bright red with powdered rogue, and suddenly let herself imagine what they would feel like against her own. Like any young woman she had imagined what her first kiss would be like, something gentle and romantic like what the bards sang of in the epic ballads. For some reason she doubted that a kiss from Sidur would be anything remotely like that. Her mind suddenly went back to the queen just moments ago on in the training square, fast and graceful and lethal, her tall, taunt body twisting and twirling in the grips of combat; at the memory of the so very brief flash of toned inner thighs and pelvis as her skirt of leather thongs had flipped up as she struck the winning blow a blush actually did break out on Phia’s cheeks. Her decision was made.

Remembering what Sidur had seemed to like before, Phia bowed her head slightly so she was looking up at the older woman from under her long, dark lashes and actually jutted her bottom lip out slightly in a pout. “Perhaps boldness deserves a prize all of its own, my queen.”

Sidur needed no further invitation. Eyes burning so hotly that Phia was surprised she wasn’t scorched by it, the older woman swooped down on her, her hands lightly clasping the princess by her shoulders as her lips closed the distance with her’s.

The moment Phia felt their lips touch the young woman immediately forgot all about the crowd of people watching them, her father and brother among them; she forgot practically everything as suddenly she was overwhelmed by the feeling of Sidur’s lips, warm and moist, pressed against her own. The kiss was surprisingly gentle at first, the Queen of Scythebe only applying the slightest of pressure, almost as if she was teasing Phia. Nevertheless the young woman’s entire body seemed to tingle and she almost felt light headed, as if all of the blood in her body had shot straight to her cunt, which suddenly felt hot and engorged in a way she had never experienced before.

Hungry for more, Phia found herself returning just the faintest bit of pressure against Sidur’s lips and tried to lean forward to deepen the kiss. This earned a growl from Sidur, so faint that Phia was certain she was only aware of it because she felt it vibrating against her lips, and the older woman’s hands tightened their grip on her shoulders, holding her in place. The queen’s hands were rough and calloused, but Phia found she quite liked the feel of them on her soft skin. To her great surprise, she found she also liked the feeling of being restrained that came from the way Sidur was holding her in place, frustrating her efforts to bring her body closer to the older woman’s.

Phia felt her bottom lip being pulled between both of Sidur’s and the queen lightly sucked on it. The young woman struggled to suppress a moan at the lovely feeling then her eyes widened in shock when Sidur lightly nipped at her lip with her sharp teeth. It was more surprising than painful and immediately afterwards the older woman soothingly ran her tongue over the area she had just bitten, but Phia felt her nipples tighten underneath her dress almost painfully.

Then suddenly the kiss ended. Sidur released Phia’s shoulders and drew back. The young woman almost whined in protest, stopping herself with only the greatest difficulty, and realised she was suddenly breathless. Taking deep, measured breaths she looked up at Sidur as the older woman once again stood up to her full height, towering over her. The Queen of Scythebe seemed unaffected, but on a closer look Phia saw that her eyes were gleaming with a hungry intensity that made the young princess want to shudder.

“A kiss from you, my princess, is a prize for which I would gladly single handedly face all the armies of the King of Kings’ to win again,” Sidur said and Phia felt herself blushing.

A cough interrupted the moment and when Phia realised it had come from Lycusandr her blush only deepened; she had completely forgotten he was there.

“Praiseworthy words indeed,” Lycusandr said awkwardly, clearly embarrassed as well. “But as much as I hate to infringe upon your time, Queen Sidur, there are matters that I must discuss with you so if you are sufficiently…um…rested may I ask that you join me in my solarium?”

Irritation flared momentarily in Sidur’s eyes, but it was quickly replaced by resignation. “If my princess will permit me to be parted from her?”

“I shall be quite fine on my own in my own palace,” Phia replied. As much as she found herself wishing not to be parted from Sidur after what had just occurred, she knew Lycusandr had been trying to engage Sidur in discussion practically since she had arrived. Whatever it was might as well be gotten out of the way now. “I shall see you at the betrothal feast later.

“You shall, my princess,” Sidur said, her words heavy with promise. “You shall.”

HYLLENCENE CULTURE did not lend itself to elaborate dinners. Meals were usually simple affairs, keeping with the Hyllencene custom of simplicity and frugalness in contrast to the decadent hedonism of the Sumuabuid Empire to the south.

On occasions which called for celebration, however, this was more than made up for. The feast hall of the royal palace was ringed with couches upon which the assembled guests sat or reclined and before those sat low tables laden with food. There were platters laden with fish and clams and oysters and various mollusks, all caught fresh that very day. Bowls of pickled vegetables and olives and grapes and figs were everywhere, along with stacks of freshly baked unleavened bread. The hilly terrain of the Hyllencene cities was not well suited to husbandry, but there was roasted fowl and lamb along with stewed mutton and goat. Most prominent of all was the carcass of the sacrificed bull from earlier in the day, which was roasting on a spit over an open fire in the centre of the hall.

Servants darted about, bringing plates of food to waiting guests or refilling their cups with wine from ceramic amphoras. Poets and storytellers tried to catch the attention of the feasting occupants of the hall and mostly failed. The sound of laughter and conversation rang throughout.

Phia lay on her stomach on one couch, a plate of oysters liberally covered in fermented fish sauce before her. Sidur reclined next to her, accepting a plate piled high with strips of roasted meat freshly carved from the bull just minutes before. The older woman began tearing off pieces of the juicy, slightly pink meat, eating them with obvious relish.

The young princess only picked at her food, herself, unable to look away from Sidur. She knew she was staring and each time the Scythebean queen shot her a little glance and caught her doing so she felt her cheeks grow hot. Phia made no attempt to hide her blush, however, noticing that Sidur seemed pleased by the sight, her eyes filling with a truly wicked look whenever she saw Phia’s cheeks go red with embarrassment at being caught staring. The burning look in the other woman’s eyes, as if Phia was a delicacy she wished to gobble up as she was now doing with the roasted beef before her, made the young woman want to shudder.

But along with arousal, confusion also wracked Phia's young body. She could not deny that she was attracted to Sidur, deeply attracted at that, and that Sidur seemed to undoubtedly return the feeling. She should be overjoyed by the knowledge, as this was more than most young women of royal blood could hope for when they were first introduced to their betrothed. The way in which she seemed to be attracted to Sidur was unexpected however. She was clearly aroused by the older woman’s dominant personality; Phia’s cunt ached at the memory of her rough hands gripping her shoulders and how she had clearly been the one in control when they had kissed earlier. Did this mean Sidur would be equally controlling in the bedchamber when they retired there the following evening for their wedding night?

That was another source of confusion as well, Phia had to admit. Hyllencene culture might be accepting of the idea that women might find pleasure with other women in certain contexts, just as men might in some circumstances do the same with other men, but Phia, certain that her future betrothal would be to a prince or king, had never bothered to think much on the how of the details of it all actually worked in those circumstances. As a royal princess she had received a basic education on the nature of the body including the carnal relations that occurred between men and women, but she was at a bit of a loss over how exactly two women could do the same to one another. She suspected Sidur likely was more experienced in that area, but being in the dark herself left her feeling at a disadvantage which was unsettling.

Still, Phia realised she would achieve nothing by simply lying there agonising over the unknown. And it occurred to her that Sidur was right there next to her. She might as well try talking with the woman who tomorrow she would become the consort of. As the Scythebean queen was showing no inclination at the moment to initiate conversation she cast her mind about for a way to do so herself.

“Did your meeting with my father go well?” Phia ventured and then instantly cursed herself for choosing such a lame question.

That did seem to get Sidur’s attention, however. “Well enough. As I expected he wished to discuss his planned upcoming campaign. I swear your father is obsessed with the topic.”

Phia noted the other woman grimaced and took a long drink from her winecup. “You do not share his enthusiasm?”

A resigned look came over Sidur’s face. “Scythebe has been fighting the King of Kings’ for as long as I can remember. I see no reason not to fight him with your people as allies and whether it is on our land or yours or the King of Kings’ own makes little difference to me. It is his optimism for the outcome that I do not share.”

That surprised Phia. She had always taken her father’s belief that his planned path was the best one at face value. The fact that Sidur, who seemed so outwardly confident, had doubts was something she had not expected. “Our people have defeated him before. As yours also must have.”

At that Sidur snorted. “Only with the greatest of difficulty and it shall only be greater this time. The King of Kings is no fool. He will know the implications of being defeated on his own lands just as well as your father does and will bring all the might of his empire to bear. Wild tribesmen from the Maanon hills. Slave soldiers drafted from every corner of his lands. Levies called upon from every satrapy and client kingdom that owes him fealty. Mercenaries hired from across the Jade Mountains. Perhaps even these massive war beasts I hear talk of from the farthest reaches of the south that stand twice as high as a man and have mighty tusks of ivory. We will be outnumbered five, maybe even ten to one.”

“Numbers alone do not decide a battle!” Phia heard her brother Meneson’s voice interrupt pompously. Looking over she saw him leaning over from the couch he was reclining on, clearly well into his cups. She could slap him for intruding.

“We were outnumbered the last time we met his armies in battle.” Meneson went on, seemingly not noticing the glare Phia shot at him. “His vast host of bits and bobs crashed against our spearwall like water against a stone dyke. You yourself, Queen Sidur, acknowledged earlier you would face a challenge breaking it.”

Phia’s eyes narrowed in interest and she turned back to look at Sidur. “How would you break a spearwall?”

“One of three men that I would have faced back in the square with your brother or as a commander on the battlefield?” When Phia rolled her eyes at her quip Sidur’s face grew contemplative and she took a measured sip from her winecup. “Head on would likely be a fool’s endeavour, I will grant you that. I would pin you in place with those warriors I would not care to lose, slave soldiers and mercenaries if I were the King of Kings. Then I would come round your flanks where you are weakest and hit you in your rear.”

“As if that is not something we would anticipate,” Meneson scoffed. “We would have warriors of our own there, slingers and skirmishers and chariots and horsemen agile enough to manoeuvre as necessary to keep you off our flanks while our spearwall does the job. Perhaps even your famed warband as well.”

“The King of Kings will have chariots and horsemen of his own and in far greater numbers.” Sidur responded. “My warriors are valiant but quantity is a quality all of its own at the end of the day. If they are overcome then your position remains what it was before, pinned before the enemy to your front with even more in your rear.”

“Then why wait to be pinned?” Phia ventured, an idea beginning to come to her. “I am no warrior brother, but even I know the spearwall is just as deadly in attack as it is in defence. Why not press the attack against the King of Kings with it before he can bring his full might to bear on the flanks of your line?”

At this, Meneson blinked. “A bold idea, sister.” His eyes then turned dismissive. “But Queen Sidur’s point on the size of the King of Kings’ army is a true one. He can simply give ground before us, stretching his line out longer and longer as he does so, forcing our spearwall to stretch and then separate as those we have shattered before us in our attack regroup and come at us from behind till we are but a bunch of disparate groups fighting off enemies on all sides.”

“And what if a second line followed behind the first,” Phia went on, her eyes now turning pointedly to Sidur. “One made up of warriors who excel in fighting as individuals who can sweep up those shattered enemies and when the time comes plug any gaps that might form in the spearwall as it extends itself to meet the King of Kings’ host?”

That shut Meneson up, if only for a moment. “My sister fancies herself to be a general…and perhaps not a bad one at that. I had never considered such a course of action.”

As he always did when confronted with an idea he had not encountered before, Meneson went quiet. Happy to have distracted him, Phia turned around to look at Sidur once again. To her surprise she saw the older woman looking at her with new eyes.

“You have a good mind, my princess,” Sidur said consideringly. “It seems my consort has a brain behind her pretty face.”

Phia felt a rush of pleasure go through her at Sidur’s praise. Teasingly, she answered, “Is that why you want me as your consort, my queen? For my mind?”

A little laugh escaped Sidur and then her eyes suddenly grew hot again and she leaned forward so she could whisper to Phia, “Oh never fear, my princess. That clever mind of yours is an unexpected bonus, but I would want you as my consort even without it.”

Phia suddenly felt Sidur’s hand upon her back through the thin linen fabric of her tunic. As her fingers slowly began tracing their way down towards her bottom, the young woman frantically began looking around, certain that someone would notice. It seemed not to be the case, however. The couch reserved for the betrothed was set a bit away from all the others by custom to allow for a bit of privacy and everyone seemed fully immersed in the revelry of the feast.

Sidur’s breath was hot against Phia’s ear as she went on. “You are so different from the women of my homeland. Soft and pampered and innocent. Ever since I laid eyes on you this morning before the palace, I have been able to think of little else than the things I wish to do to this pretty young body of yours. The things I will do once I have marked you as a warrior’s concubine.”

At those strange last words, Phia felt the fingers of Sidur’s other hand brush over her bare throat. Her touch was light but Phia shuddered all the same and despite her best efforts a strangled gasp escaped her throat. “W-what will you do to me?”

A wicked smile appeared on Sidur’s face and her eyes turned predatory. “Oh you are such an innocent thing, Phia. That excites me, I will not lie, my princess. That you do not know just what I will do to you once I have you helpless and completely at my mercy.”

Sidur’s other hand continued to trail down Phia back as she spoke until it came into contact with her bum, cupping one cheek almost possessively. The young woman’s face burned so hot she feared it would burst into flames, certain that everyone must be watching what was going on, but she could not look away from the older woman’s dark eyes as they burned with an intensity that almost paralyzed her.

“You have no idea the things I will do to you, Phia,” Sidur leaned closer so she could whisper hotly in the princess’s ear. “The feelings I will unlock in this young body of yours. The pleasure I will give you, along with other things but I suspect that will only add to the former if I am judging you correctly.”

Even as Phia’s mind spun as she tried to decipher Sidur’s cryptic words through the lustful haze that had overtaken her, she felt the woman’s hand move once again, fingers ghosting over the swell of her bum to come to rest on her thigh, just inches from where it met her pelvis. Those skillful fingers teasingly danced over the area and Phia realised she was panting breathlessly. Sidur’s touch was intoxicating but also so very frustrating. Her pussy was aching almost to the point of pain as she suddenly imagined what it would be like for those fingers to touch her there, for someone to finally touch her there.

Then suddenly Phia felt something hot and wet against her ear and realised it was Sidur’s tongue given a quick little lick along the outside of it. “I have honoured the Goddess Scythe with many gifts over the years. Or sacrifices as your people refer to them. I actually find it a more apt term now that I consider it. The sacrifice I shall offer her with you, Phia, is one I anticipate more than any of them.”

Even as Phia’s sex burned with a need for Sidur to touch it, her cryptic words were creating just the tiniest note of apprehension in the young woman, even as she noted to her surprise that it seemed to be adding to her arousal. “What sacrifice will that be?”

Then suddenly those wonderful fingers were gone and Sidur pulled back, reclining on her side as she looked at Phia with hooded eyes. “Hmm, perhaps I can arrange a little demonstration for you, my princess.”

Rolling back onto her stomach, Sidur returned to her food. “My people find nothing goes so well after a feast than a long, hot steam in the baths. If you wish, you can join me there. I think you will find it quite the educational experience, if you do.”


Chapter Four - A Warrior’s Submission

PHIA PACED within her bed chamber, mind racing with indecision. Upon retiring to her quarter’s following the conclusion of the betrothal feast she had shooed her handmaidens away the moment they had finished washing her face clean of creams and powders and unbraiding her hair for bed. She had been pacing back and forth ever since.

As she paced, Sidur’s words from earlier rang in her ears; the crooning invitation to join her in the baths afterwards. Part of Phia was surprised that she felt so torn over what to do. It should be an easy decision. Granting Sidur a kiss in the training square as a ‘prize’ for her victory was one thing. Royal blood might demand a certain amount of propriety be maintained, but it was understood that a betrothed pair might wish to show a certain amount of affection for one another. Thara almost certainly had engaged in more than one game of kissy with Prince Lephesus since their betrothal had been formalised and judging by how Hermaia had been hanging off of King Egon since meeting him she suspected her far more impulsive little sister had without question done the same by now as well.

Understanding had limits however. Phia was not entirely certain what Sidur meant by arranging ‘a demonstration’ for her, but she suspected it might very well involve more than merely kissing. Their wedding might only be tomorrow, but as far as propriety was concerned that might as well be a year. Did she dare risk the potential for disgrace should she be discovered?

Part of her very much did indeed wish to dare the risk. Whenever she remembered how Sidur’s lips had felt against her own, as brief a moment as it had been, Phia’s body seemed to burn, her sex most of all. When she recalled the touch of Sidur’s hands on her body, as light and technically speaking not even improper as they were, the inner walls of her cunt positively clenched. Sidur had said she would gladly face the entirety of the King of Kings’ armies on the battlefield to win another kiss from her as a prize and Phia in that moment found herself feeling that she would gladly risk any amount of disgrace to feel the older woman’s hands on her again.

And it wasn’t even as if she was committing herself to any improper course of action, Phia found herself justifying. She was only going down to the baths. She had been there with other women, completely naked at that, many times before and there had been nothing scandalous about it. Why shouldn’t she do the same now? She wasn’t committing herself to anything. What she did or did not do once she was there was entirely within her own agency to decide.

At that Phia narrowed her eyes, irritated with herself, and made herself think rationally. If she was already making excuses for herself then it would seem her decision was made and it was obvious what it was. She wanted to go down to the baths and meet with Sidur, even if it was potentially scandalous. And so what if it was? Her father was hardly going to call off the wedding at this point, not with everything that was riding upon the alliance that it secured.

Realising there was no point sitting in her bedchamber agonising over a choice she had already decided upon, Phia snatched up a shawl of silk imported from beyond the Jade Mountains. She settled it over her shoulders which were left bare by the thin linen nightshift she was wearing. Gathering her courage before it deserted her, she opened her bedchamber doorway and stepped out into the corridor beyond.

At this time of night it was largely deserted. The distant sound of laughter could be heard coming from some few souls still up and continuing the revelry of the feast but it was for the most part quiet. Oil lamps set into occasional alcove in the walls provided some dim illumination, casting long shadows against the stone walls and tiled floor.

Her heart pounding in her chest, Phia began making her way in the direction of the baths, forcing herself to keep any sign of her nerves away from her face. It was unlikely anyone would be up and about at this hour but if she did encounter someone, perhaps a pair of guards making their nightly rounds or servants on some business or other, there was no reason for them to question her. Even if they did she could say she simply wished to relax with a steam to help her sleep before retiring to her bed in the evening; no one would question such a logical story. That was what Phia told herself as she jumped at every sound, expecting it to herald the entire royal court coming upon her with disproving looks on their faces and stern admonishments.

Phia’s fears proved to be baseless and she encountered no one. Reaching the archway leading into the outer chamber of the women’s baths however, she was surprised to hear the sound of voices and raucous laughter from within. That was unexpected. Had some group of late night revellers decided to indulge in a steam? That was highly unlikely and the boisterous voices sounded nothing like the ones she would have expected from the normally reserved women of the royal court.

Deciding there was no point loitering outside, Phia stepped into the outer chamber. The lamps were all unlit, the only source of illumination coming from the light spewing into it from the far doorway that led into the inner chamber of the baths proper. Her bare feet padded across the stone tiles, slightly warm from the heat coming from the next room, and she stepped through the doorway to the room within; her eyebrows shot up in surprise at what she saw.

The bath was a circular stone chamber lit only by a brazier in its centre filled with stones kept piping hot by burning coals; water could be poured over the stones periodically to keep the room filled with warm steam. The room was ringed by stone benches that allowed its occupants to lounge and enjoy the heat and the steam at their leisure, sweating away the dirt and stress of the day as they did so.

The benches were occupied by dozens of naked women, all Scythebeans judging by their toned, athletic builds. The young princess paid them no heed, her eyes glued to the figure seated on the far side of the chamber, commanding a bench all to herself. It was Sidur, completely naked like all the rest. Even in the shadowy illumination of the bath, her body was clearly visible as she lounged against the wall, totally at ease.

Phia felt her cheeks grow hot even as she found herself drinking in the sight. It wasn’t as if the Queen of Scythebe was showing off much more of her body than her skimpy armour normally left uncovered, but the young woman’s eyes still flickered from her large breasts, capped with hard, dark nipples, down to the soft mound of her sex, fully visible between her spread legs and covered by a thick bush of hairs the same coppery red as her hair.

“Princess Phia,” Sidur’s voice shook Phia out of the mesmerised state she had been in and the girl blushed even harder as she realised she had been openly ogling the other woman. “You honour us with your presence. Come, sit by me.”

It was phrased as a request, but something in the manner that Sidur said the words made them sound like an order. For some reason Phia felt a little shiver of delight run down her spine at the strict tone in the other woman’s voice. Almost of their own volition, the princess found her feet carrying her across the room towards Sidur.

As she drew close, it was Sidur who now openly ogled Phia, her hooded eyes gleaming on her otherwise impassive face as she looked the girl up and down. There was an almost predatory aspect to her gaze, like she was a lioness and Phia a gazelle she intended to devour. Another pleasurable shiver ran down Phia’s spine, why she still did not understand but no longer to her surprise.

“You look a tad overdressed, my princess,” Sidur’s voice was almost a croon. “Or is it the custom of you Hyllencene to bathe fully clothed?”

The look in the queen’s eyes made the command clear, but Phia hesitated for a second. Nudity was not considered especially taboo in Hyllencene culture. She had sat fully naked in the baths with other women on many occasions and never thought the least thing of it. Yet this time she suddenly was very conscious of all the eyes that were on her, she could almost feel them burning into her skin. It made her feel surprisingly vulnerable.

Yet that feeling of vulnerability seemed to be adding to the nascent arousal coursing through her body. Moreover, Phia found herself instinctively wanting to follow Sidur’s orders. The other woman had always been domineering, but this new level of more overt command she was displaying towards her was exciting in a way she could not really explain but also could not deny.

“As you wish, my queen,” Phia said in the meek, submissive voice she was growing used to using in Sidur’s presence. She was rewarded with a flash of pleasure in the older woman’s dark eyes at her words that then turned hungry as the girl tossed aside the silk shawl from her shoulders and then pulled down the top of her nightshift so it could slide down her body and pool on the tiled floor around her ankles.

Phia wore nothing underneath and she felt her cheeks begin to burn again as the surrounding women began to hoot and cheer, some of them shouting out in their native language; the girl had no idea what they were saying but it sounded lewd. Sidur’s eyes darted away from Phia and at a glare from their queen the Scythebean women immediately went silent. Gratitude flooded through Phia and when Sidur patted the space on the bench beside her she obediently walked over and seated herself beside the older woman.

Sidur immediately slung one arm across Phia’s shoulders in a half embrace, tugging the girl closer to her so she was pressed up against her side. Her eyes widened slightly as she felt the other woman’s naked skin, hot and sweaty, against her own. The princess’s body was rapidly beginning to feel hot as well at the contact, in a way that had nothing to do with the heat radiating from the brazier or the steamy air of the baths.

“You will please forgive my warriors, my princess,” Sidur leaned forward and half whispered into Phia’s ear as the assembled women began chattering away with each other once again, her hot breath almost ticklish. “They forget that as of tomorrow while you will be a warrior’s concubine, as one to their queen you will also be my consort. Should any of them forget again and show you disrespect you need only tell me and I shall see to it.”

As distracting as Phia found the feeling of Sidur’s body against her own, the young woman noted that this was not the first time the older woman had spoken of how she would soon be both her consort and her concubine. Before she had always assumed the two titles were one and the same. From the way Sidur was speaking, however, it sounded as if that was not the case.

“Is there a difference?” Phia asked, her curiosity piqued.

A familiar hungry smile appeared on Sidur’s face, which incited a predictable ache in Phia’s cunt. “Any warrior of the warband may claim a concubine for herself, in recompense for how we forswear all company from men when we pledge ourselves to the Goddess Scythe. The act of taking one is a gift in her honour, a sacrifice as your people call it, especially prized when the one taken as a concubine is a maiden so the sacrifice may also be one of blood.”

As Sidur’s smile suddenly turned wicked she reached over with her other hand and lay it on Phia’s abdomen, rubbing her palm lightly over the skin just above her sex. Phia’s eyes went wide at the touch, faint but somehow overwhelming at the same time, and she almost squealed. “Do not mistake me, Phia. You will be my concubine in the bedchamber, but in public you will also be my consort by your association with myself, Scythebe’s Queen. You will submit to me in private, but in public, while you will remain below me, you will be above all others, my warriors included.”

What Sidur said made a certain amount of sense. The wife of a ruler of course had standing above those over whom the ruler ruled. Phia found herself not dwelling on that and not just because the feeling of Sidur’s hand teasingly running itself just above her soaking pussy was so very distracting. Instead she found herself wondering precisely what the older woman meant by the first part of her statement. Sidur once again seemed to be hinting that she intended something more from Phia than what she understood to normally occur in the marital bed, if that could even entirely be applied to what two women would do in such a situation; she once again cursed her virginal innocence for leaving her in the dark on that question. While she found the unknownness of it all exciting, Phia could not help but also feel the slightest bit of apprehension.

“And what does that mean?” Phia asked. “To submit to you in private? To be your concubine in the bedchamber?”

“Oh, you are an eager one aren’t you, my princess,” Sidur’s haughty lips smirked. “Though I confess I am just as eager to show you precisely how I shall honour Scythe with you. However, I did promise earlier that I would arrange a little demonstration for you to give you an idea of what is in store.”

With that Sidur turned cast her gaze around the room, a considering look in her eyes as if she was sizing up the assembled warrior women before her. After a few moments she seemed to come to some decision and clapped her hands together twice.

The baths immediately fell silent.

“ Xue Xue! Ankherit! Step forward.”

Two women rose from their seats and stepped over into the centre of the round chamber. While most of the Scythebean women seemed not so very different in appearance to Hyllencene ones, that was not the case with these two. The first was clearly an Easterling from beyond the Jade Mountains, with golden skin and jet black hair and eyes the shape of almonds. The second was even more unfamiliar to Phia. Even taller than Sidur, she had skin the colour of ebony and curly black hair that hung down her back to her large bum in tight braids. She had heard of such people, from a land far to the south of even the King of Kings’ vast empire, but never seen one in the flesh before.

“Your warband consists of warriors from beyond Scythebe’s borders I see, my queen,” Phia stated, curious how both women had come to be among the ranks of Sidur’s warriors.

“We have women from every corner of the earth,” Sidur said, a note of pride in her voice. “Any woman can ask to join Scythe’s warband and, should she pass the tests, be initiated into its ranks. Now hush, my princess, and watch.”

“We shall speak in the language of Princess Phia,” Sidur now addressed the two women standing before her. “Neither have ever known defeat, correct?”

Both women shook their heads in affirmation, slyly eyeing one another as if sizing the other up.

“Then for the entertainment of my betrothed I think I shall pair the two of you off against one another in a match. The loser shall submit herself to the winner and surrender in defeat that one part as yet never surrendered as a gift to Scythe’s honour.”

Whoops and cheers filled the chamber from the remaining women at these words. Clearly whatever it was that Sidur was alluding to was something considered great sport by the Scythebean warrior women. Phia was so absorbed wondering precisely what that was that she was taken completely by surprise when the older woman seized her underneath her shoulders and hoisted her up onto her lap.

“So you may have a better view, my princess,” Sidur said tauntingly. For her part Phia nearly squeaked as she felt the queen’s hard nipples pressed up against her back. Sidur wrapped both of her hands around Phia’s front, resting them on her stomach, and snuggled her even more tightly against her; the girl’s eyes went wide as she felt the bush of the other woman’s pubic hair against her bottom and realised it was slick with her juices. It seems Sidur was just as aroused by Phia’s presence as she was by her. The thought filled her with an odd sense of pride.

The two women were facing off against one another, flexing and stretching as they bounced from one foot to the other. Phia could not help but think that the pairing was not a particularly fair one. The Easterling woman, Xue Xue, was tall and as toned as any of the other warrior women but Ankherit must have been at least six feet tall and her body so ripped with muscles that were it not for her massive breasts and obvious lack of a penis Phia might have mistaken her for a man.

“Begin!” Sidur shouted out.

Instantly, Ankherit rushed forward at Xue Xue, clearly looking to bull over the smaller woman and finish the fight quickly. The Easterling woman seemed to have anticipated this, however, and nimbly stepped aside to avoid the stream of punches the ebony skinned woman threw her way. Landing a quick blow to Ankherit’s side she shot out one foot and caught her across her ankles, sending the bigger woman tumbling to the floor.

Even as the baths filled with cheers, Ankherit somersaulted across the tiled ground as she landed, rolling away from Xue Xue as she tried to kick at her and seamlessly coming back up onto her feet. The two women circled each other cautiously, both clearly having gotten a feel for the other and now more wary.

As the two opponents continued to circle, trading feinting punches, Phia suddenly felt Sidur shift underneath her. The older woman’s legs hooked themselves over the girl’s, pulling them apart and holding them in place. As Phia instinctively wiggled Sidur tightened her grip with one arm over the younger woman’s abdomen even as she reached down with the other to run her hand over the princess’s inner thigh, a gasp escaping her throat as she felt teasing fingers run themselves across it. “Sidur! What are you…please, you musn’t!”

A taunting chuckle rang in Phia’s ear. “Do not distress yourself, my princess. I will do nothing to you that will sully your virtue before tomorrow. It would never do to spoil the gift I shall present to Scythe on our wedding night. But by all means, struggle if you feel you must for the sake of honour. The feeling of you wiggling against me is most delicious.”

Even as she spoke, Sidur’s hand ran itself up Phia’s trembling thigh, fingers seeming to burn against her skin. They came to within an inch of the girl’s burning sex and suddenly all she could think of was what it would feel like for them to go just a bit further and touch it, but then they suddenly retreated and began sliding back down the smooth, satin skin.

As this occurred the fight went on. Ankherit tried to grab at Xue Xue, trying to grapple with the Easterling woman, but almost like smoke she managed to evade her efforts. Somehow, Xue Xue, managed to twist herself around so her legs were gripped around the other woman’s hips and she was straddling her back. One hand fisted itself around Ankherit’s braids, roughly pulling to force her head back, as her other arm shot across her neck in a chokehold.

For a few moments it seemed that the fight was practically over, as the Easterling woman kept an almost iron-like grip around Ankherit’s hips with her legs, defying all attempts by the other woman to buck her off. The ebony skinned woman’s face began turning red as she desperately gasped for air. Cheers once again filled the air.

Then, suddenly Ankherit ceased her struggles and unexpectedly tipped back. Xue Xue let out a cry of alarm and tried to twist aside, but the other woman grabbed at the legs circled around her waist and held her in place so she took the full impact of the weight of her larger body as they both crashed onto the floor below.

Xue Xue’s arms and legs loosened their grip on Ankherit, clearly stunned by the fall, and that was all the opening the ebony woman needed. Breaking free of the Easterling woman’s hold on her, Ankherit twisted around so her legs were firmly straddling the other woman’s hips, her arms grappling with Xue Xue’s as she finally seemed able to bring her greater strength to bear. The golden skinned woman struggled ferociously, but she was unable to stop one of her arms from being forced to the ground as Ankherit pinned her other by the shoulder so she could bring her forearm across her throat, pressing down with ruthless force.

Still the other woman continued to fight back, punching with her free arm into the side of Ankherit’s face and stomach as she kicked up with her knees against the backs of the ebony woman’s legs. Ankherit might have been made from stone for all the effect this seemed to have on her. Soon it was Xue Xue who was frantically gasping for breath, her struggles growing weaker with each passing moment.

And then finally, the Easterling woman dropped her free arm onto the ground and tapped her fingers against the stone tiles. Ankherit immediately released her from the chokehold she had her in, rising to her feet with her arms raised in triumph as the entire chamber roared with cheers and applause. For her part, Xue Xue remained prone on the floor, looking bitterly up at the ebony woman, though Phia could not help but notice something else in the golden skinned woman’s eyes that looked like excitement.

“A clear winner!” Sidur proclaimed. “Ankherit, fetch your Spear of Scythe. Xue Xue, you know the position to assume.”

As the ebony woman practically strutted away, Xue Xue rolled over onto her front, propping herself onto her knees so her hard bum was jutting up into the air as she knelt face down on the floor; both of her arms reached back so she could grip her ankles with her hands. Phia was only half paying attention, very distracted by the feeling of Sidur’s hands as they continued to teasingly caress her the soft skin of her inner thighs. The older woman’s fingers ghosted themselves up her legs till they were just inches from her pelvis, so close to Phia’s burning sex that it would ache with a desire for Sidur to go further and touch her there, propriety be damned, and then just as slowly begin sliding back down towards her knees.

Then Phia’s eyes widened as she saw Ankherit pick up a satchel sitting on one of the benches. From it she pulled a strange leather harness from which dangled a shaft of irony carved in the unmistakable shape of a man’s erect phallus. Was that what Sidur had meant by the woman’s ‘Spear of Scythe’?

Ankherit stepped into the harness and buckled it tightly around her hips. As she walked back towards the bent over Xue Xue. Kneeling down behind the golden skinned woman, her hands went to the sculpted cheeks of her bottom and pried them apart. Phia’s cheeks went red as Ankherit bent her head down and slathered her tongue over the other woman’s anus, shocked at the lewdness of what she was seeing. Why on earth was the ebony woman licking her there?

Sitting back up on her knees, Ankherit spat into her hands and then ran them up and down the ivory shaft of her cock, coating it with her saliva. She then gripped it firmly with one hand while the other gripped Xue Xue’s hip and she began shuffling forward, pressing the tip of her ivory phallus between the golden cheeks of the woman’s bum. Phia’s eyes went wide as she suddenly realised what it was the ebony skinned woman intended. She was not entirely shocked, her brother Meneson had occasionally lewdly boasted of his own exploits when he was deep in his cups, but she had never imagined that a woman would do such a thing to another woman.

Pressing the tip of her cock against Xue Xue’s anus, Ankherit paused for a moment. The chattering and jeers of the assembled warrior women of Scythebe stopped, the baths falling silent. “I offer these spoils as a gift to the honour of Scythe!” Her voice was gruff but laced with eagerness as it rang through the chamber.

“I submit this gift to the honour of Scythe!” Xue Xue’s face was sullen as she spoke, but there was an eagerness to her voice as well as she spoke.

With that Ankherit thrust forward with her hips, forcing her cock into the bum hole of Xue Xue. Cheers and lewd catcalls filled the air as she did this and while the golden skinned woman gritted her teeth at the intrusion, she made no effort to resist.

Phia watched with wide eyes as Ankherit continued to push her cock inside Xue Xue’s rear, even as she continued to be distracted by Sidur’s skilled fingers as they caressed her own inner thighs and the burning ache in her cunt that they inspired. When Ankherit gave another powerful thrust with her hips, however, the young woman stiffed at the pained cry that escaped the other woman’s lips. “She’s hurting her!”

“Yes, Phia, she is,” Sidur’s hot breath caressed her ear as she whispered into it. “That is the warrior’s sacrifice she honours Scythe with for her defeat and it is a great one given she has never known it until now and therefore never surrendered her bum to fellow warrior’s Spear. Do not be dismayed, though. The most terrible pain can inspire the most wonderful pleasure, as you will soon learn yourself.”

A rush of trepidation shot through Phia at Sidur’s ominous words but she almost immediately forgot it as the other woman’s fingers once again trailed up her thighs and this time went further, caressing their way across her pelvis till they were just inches away from her cunt, the inner walls of which clenched deliciously in response. A squeal flew from the girl’s lips and her entire body shuddered.

A grunt of pleasure came from Sidur at her movement, the first time Phia could recall the older woman’s composure breaking even in the slightest, and the princess’s eye narrowed in consideration. Deliberately, she wiggled her hips again, rubbing the cheeks of her bum against the tangled bush of Sidur’s pubic hair and the burning hot sex underneath. This time the other woman outright groaned and a delightful rush of satisfaction surged through Phia’s young body at the sound, even as it warred with the building frustration invoked by Sidur’s fingers as they continued to stroke and touch around the very edges of her virginal vagina while refusing to allow any contact with it.

Even as she continued to grind her round bum against Sidur’s sex, her body burning hot from the older woman’s teasing caresses, Phia continued to watch the scene playing out before her. Ankherit continued to thrust her ivory shaft deeper into Xue Xue’s bum without mercy, a smirk on her face, clearly relishing the act of dominating the other woman. For her part, the golden skinned woman made no effort to resist even as her body trembled visibly from the pain of the large cock ravaging her bottom and gasps and cries slipped past her clenched teeth, a look of fierce determination on her face.

With one final, ruthless thrust, Ankherit buried her cock into the other woman’s bottom to the very hilt, her hips pressed up against Xue Xue’s golden bum cheeks. Even as she smiled in triumph at the pained howl that came from the woman kneeling beneath her, the ebony woman’s hands left the other’s hips and almost tenderly ran them up and down her trembling back in a comforting gesture. When she rocked her hips back till only the tip of her ivory phallus remained sheathed in Xue Xue’s bum only thrust forward again to ram it back to the hilt inside of her, the golden skinned woman gave another howl but this time there was an unmistakable note of pleasure mixed in with the pain. Phia’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. Was Xue Xue actually excited by the pain Ankherit was inflicting on her, even gaining pleasure from it? As baffling as this seemed to her innocent mind it indisputably seemed to be the case.

Ankherit began pumping her hips back and forth with increasing speed, her hands gripping the other woman’s hips while occasionally shifting to palm the cheeks of her bum and once or twice even delivering a heavy smack across them that rang through the air. While Xue Xue continued to pliantly accept the assault on her bottom, face down on the floor and hands lying motionless by her ankles, she began rocking her own hips back to meet the ever more powerful thrusts of the ebony woman’s phallus; the ever more vocal cries spilling from her lips were now ones of pure pleasure.

Even as she stared mesmerised at the sight of the two women coupling, Phia continued to wiggle and squirm in Sidur’s lap. The older woman continued to run her fingers in an infuriatingly teasing fashion across her pelvis and lower abdomen, coming right up to the very edge of the engorged lips of her slit without ever touching them. The excitement built up in her body to ever new heights, second only to the utterly maddening feeling of frustration.

“Please,” Phia was shocked to hear herself whimper. “Sidur, please…I want…I need…”

She felt something hot and wet envelope one of her earlobes as Sidur captured it between her lips and sucked upon it, before suddenly delivering a sharp nip with her teeth that made her groan hotly. “Yes Phia, beg for me. It is such a beautiful thing to hear. I shall relish listening to you do so for hours tomorrow night, I promise you my princess.”

Phia in her innocence could not even begin to understand the meaning behind Sidur’s words and frankly she did not care. All she could think of was the fiery ache deep within her still untouched vagina, growing ever worse from the ceaseless touch of Sidur’s fingers over her soft skin. Channelling her frustration into the only outlet available to her, she ground her bum against the Scythebean queen almost desperately. It was now Sidur who groaned frantically in response; the curly bush of her sex was positively soaked at this point and Phia felt the juices of the other woman’s cunt smearing themselves over the skin of her bum cheeks.

Even as this went on, Phia continued to watch the two Scythebean women before her. Her eyes were especially drawn to the form of Ankherit as she ruthlessly continued to fuck the other woman’s bum, there was really no other word to describe it. The woman’s massive breasts jiggled with each powerful thrust of her hips, her muscled abdomen rippling and hard bottom clenching as she did so. Her ebony skin shone with perspiration from her efforts, her cheeks flushed, and her breath was coming in almost frantic grunts.

Then suddenly Ankherit’s hands left Xue Xue’s hips and seized the golden skinned woman’s wrists. Wrenching Xue Xue’s arms back so her body was lifted up off the ground, Ankherit redoubled her rutting of the other woman’s bum, hips thrusting away like an animal. Then the ebony woman’s body went rigid for a moment and she tipped her head back with a roar and began to grind her pelvis against the base of her ivory cock, hands dropping Xue Xue’s wrists so she could palm and knead at her own breasts. Even as Ankherit revelled in her obvious climax, Xue Xue braced her freed hands on the ground and began frantically pumping her bum onto the penis of carved ivory still lodged inside of it. Moments later she let loose a wild howl of her own as she achieved her own release. For a few long moments this continued and then both women collapsed to the ground in a sweaty heap.

Phia could only watch enviously, her own body almost aching with unfulfilled desire of its own that seemed to grow only stronger with each teasing touch of Sidur’s fingers on her body. Her pussy was a burning mess at this point, juices freely leaking from it to mix with the sweat glistening on her thighs from the heat of the baths even as she felt feverish in a way that had absolutely nothing to do with it. Phia had never felt this way before in the entirety of her young life. Part of her wanted to beg Sidur to stop teasing her while another wanted her to keep touching her forever.

Ankherit lay atop of Xue Xue, kissing the side of her neck almost tenderly, even as she panted heavily in the aftermath of her climax. Xue Xue seemed to lie pliantly beneath her, then without warning bucked back with her hips, tossing the ebony woman off of her. Ankherit was taken completely off guard and landed on her back with a thud. Xue Xue immediately leapt on top of the ebony woman, straddling her hips and slamming her hands down onto her shoulders when she tried to rise up. Positioning herself over the ivory phallus now jutting up into the air from Ankherit’s pelvis, the golden skinned woman plunged herself down onto it, burying in her cunt to the very hilt.

The ebony woman bucked and fought, grunting as she tried to throw the other woman off or flip her back underneath her, but Xue Xue was now in a position where her superior dexterity overcame Ankherit’s greater strength. She began rocking her hips, riding the other woman’s ivory cock. After a few moments of continued struggling, the ebony women went still. Now it was Xue Xue who smirked in triumph as her hands ran themselves down from the other woman’s shoulders to begin teasingly caressing her heaving breasts.

Even as the erotic sight continued to play out before her, Phia felt Sidur’s hands stop their caresses and instead grip her hips. She let out a little whine of dismay but then felt the older woman begin to rub herself against her bum with almost frantic energy. Instinctively, Phia began to grind back in response and a thrill of delight filled her as she heard Sidur actually gasp in pleasure as she did so. Sidur’s gasps and groans became louder and more frequent and then suddenly Phia felt the queen’s body stiffen for a moment before she began rubbing her cunt against the young woman’s bottom almost as if in a frenzy. She actually growled as her body spasmed and then she went still.

While Phia could not deny the feeling of happiness that went through her at the obvious pleasure she had given Sidur, it paled in comparison at the raging frustration that had overcome her body from the unsated arousal that had consumed it. Her nipples were rock hard and her pussy so wet that the fine down of hairs that covered it felt like it was plastered to the burning skin of her labia. All thought of propriety forgotten by the lustful haze she was lost in, Phia whimpered, “Please…Sidur please…touch me…touch me properly…I want you too so badly….”

A sharp intake of breath came from the other woman, then Phia felt herself being almost shoved off of Sidur’s lap. “Go to bed, princess.”

Barely landing on her feet, Phia felt a sting of rejection go through her. Had she done something wrong? Had Sidur not enjoyed herself as much as Phia had thought she had and instead been disappointed?

The hurt must have shown on her face, because Sidur immediately rose to her feet and cupped Phia’s cheek almost tenderly. For the first time she could recall, there was a look of vulnerability on the other woman’s face. “Please, Phia. I swore I would not sully your virtue before tomorrow. If you remain….I fear I will be unable to keep my promise to you, my princess.”

Now understanding, Phia felt the hurt be replaced with a rush of delight along with a strange feeling of power. The young woman began to get an inkling that for all Sidur might be domineering and powerful, Phia by submitting to her held a power of her own over the other woman that in some ways might be even stronger.

Knowing it would please the older woman, Phia bowed her head meekly and made her eyes go wide as she looked up at Sidur from underneath her long, dark lashes. “If my queen wishes it.” Turning her face into the hand cupping her cheek, she planted a soft kiss onto Sidur’s inner wrist, her lips parting for just a moment so her tongue could briefly run itself over her skin.

She was rewarded by a hot gleam that filled Sidur’s eyes which made Phia’s entire body tingle in satisfaction. Bending down to collect her clothes from where they lay discarded on the floor, the girl could not help but arch her back as she did so to jut out her bum so it was better displayed.

SLAP!

Phia’s eyes widened a little in shock as Sidur spanked one of her plump bum cheeks and the accompanying sting of pain seemed to fly through her body to her cunt which pulsed in pleasure. Now that was surprising.

“Go to your bed, my princess,” Sidur’s voice was once again stern, but almost in a teasing way, “and do not think that when I take you to mine tomorrow I will not punish you for being a teasing little minx just now.”

“If my queen wishes it, it shall be my pleasure to submit to any correction you deem fitting,” Phia straightened and answered in the meek, little voice that was quickly becoming almost second nature.

Xue Xue and Ankherit were still copulating as Phia walked past them, the latter once again bucking and fighting to regain the dominant position as the former, with a fierce look on her face, easily stopped her, all the while continuing to ride the other woman’s Spear of Scythe while ceaselessly caressing her hands over her body in a teasing fashion that only made the ebony skinned woman struggle more desperately. They were no longer alone in this, other Scythebean women having joined them on the floor to wrestle for dominance, sometimes playfully and sometimes seriously, even as they fucked one another.

Phia paid it little attention. She could feel Sidur’s eyes on her, their gaze almost seeming to burn against her skin, and she put extra sway into her hips as she walked to better emphasise her large, round bum. If Sidur was going to tease her then two could play at that same game, she decided. The threat the other woman had made to punish her tomorrow for doing so only seemed to add to the excited thrill she felt.

Tomorrow, when Sidur would take her as both her consort and her concubine. Oh it could not come soon enough.


Chapter Five - The Queen’s Bride

IF SLEEP HAD been slow in coming the night before meeting Sidur, it seemed to be taking an eternity on the night before Phia’s marriage to her.

Phia tossed and turned on her bed. As desperate as she was for sleep it seemed her body was desperate for something else and in her aroused state it seemed sleep simply would not come. Her vagina was so hot and wet it seemed like it was engulfed in liquid fire and was aching to be touched. The knowledge that in only hours Sidur herself would likely be doing just that only made matters worse and Phia lay in her bed almost whimpering from the thought.

Out of desperation, Phia ran trembling hands up and down her inner thighs then over her stomach from just above her pussy to right below the swell of her breasts. She told herself that if she had allowed Sidur to touch these parts of her there was no shame in her doing the same. It brought the girl no relief. As wonderful as her fingers felt against her skin, it only built her arousal even higher and made her even more conscious of those parts of herself she could not touch. Phia could only imagine how it would feel for those parts of her innocent young body she had never been brazen enough to caress to finally be allowed that pleasure. How it would feel for Sidur to be the one to do so. She fantasised about the queen’s rough hands on the plump flesh of her breasts, her fingers touching her hard nipples, and most of all her caressing her virginal vagina.

Again and again memories of what had played out in the baths flashed through the young woman’s mind. Ankherit fucking Xue Xue’s bum with her ivory Spear of Scythe. Images of the former were the most prominent. The ebony woman’s toned thighs and hard bum rippling and clenching as she powerfully thrust away with her hips. Her massive breasts bouncing and jiggling from the effort. The cruel look in her eyes as she savoured the pained cries of Xue Xue.

And then Ankherit would transform into Sidur and the woman kneeling face down before her became Phia herself. As the girl imagined the older woman plunging her ivory phallus deep within the hot, wet folds of her sex, holding her wrists in an iron grip as she did so, she groaned aloud. The little bud of her clitoris actually throbbed at the lurid fantasy.

Even sleep when it finally came offered no respite. Phia’s dreams were filled with lurid memories of Sidur. The sight of her naked body. The feel of her bare skin against Phia’s own. The taste of her lips. The light, teasing caress of her fingers. The look of hungry desire in her eyes when she looked upon Phia. Again and again throughout the night she would awake breathless, her body covered in cold sweat, and her fingers twitching with a need to reach down and touch her hot engorged cunt that she resisted only with the greatest of difficulty.

In the end Phia felt relief as the light of daylight filled her bedchamber, heralding the dawn of her wedding day. As was traditional she broke her fast in her room, accompanied by her mother and sisters. Even though it felt as if a flock of butterflies had taken up residence in her stomach, the young woman forced herself to eat. Tearing off pieces of freshly baked, unleavened bread, she dipped them in olive oil mixed with wine and forced them down her throat, followed by long sips of hot tea.

Phia barely heard what her mother and sisters spoke of while they ate, able to think of little else than what lay ahead of her that day. However, when she overheard Basine mention that half the palace seemed to be gossiping that morning over what the Scythebean delegation had gotten up to the previous night in the baths her heart leapt in her throat and she fought down a blush with only the greatest difficulty. Holding her breath, she half expected to be met with condemning looks of disapproval but no one looked her way. When Hermaia just giggled, Phia let out a breath of relief. Clearly no word of her own part in what had gone on in the baths had been spoken.

When the meal was done the dishes were cleared away by Phia’s handmaidens who began preparing her for the day ahead. Stripping off her nightshift, her body was coated with oil which was carefully scraped off of her skin as her long hair was first brushed and then in turn made to shine with still more scented oil. When prompted, she raised her arms so the hair on her armpits could be oil and then carefully shaved off. To her surprise, however, the same was then done to the fine down of hairs covering her vagina.

Seeing the look of surprise that flashed across her face from where she was laying out the clothes Phia was to wear with the assistance of her sisters, her mother Basine said, “The Scythebeans have certain marriage customs of their own that the queen has asked to be included in the ceremony.”

If this was a Scythebean wedding custom it was an odd one indeed, Phia thought to herself. Though when she discreetly glanced down to look upon her bare sex once the last of her pubic hair had been shaved off, she had to concede it made for a pretty, if lewd, sight. The lips of her slit were fully on display for anyone to see, puffy and pink in a way that she had never noticed before. Phia found herself wondering if Sidur would like the sight. Her mind’s eye was suddenly filled with the thought of Sidur’s eyes wickedly gleaming as they hungrily stared at her now bald cunt. A delightful tingling feeling ran through her entire body and Phia immediately tried to think of something else, worried she might lewdly moan aloud for all to hear if she did not.

Cleaned and shaved, Phia’s handmaidens were shooed away so Basine and her sisters could take care of the final preparations. Her long black hair, shining with the finest of oils, was coiled into a bun at the nape of her neck. A string of pearls was hung from each of her earlobes, and gold bracelets and anklets placed at her wrists and ankles, along with gold armbands on each of her forearms. Nothing adorned her neck, which she found a tad strange.

After her face was decorated with creams and rogue and kohl, Phia was dressed in a linen tunic the colour of saffron, the traditional colour a Hyllencene woman wore at her wedding. A saffron veil was draped over her head which was then crowned with a garland of flowers, completing the ensemble.

The veil was thankfully opaque and she could easily see through it. Phia took a quick glance at herself in a mirror of polished brass hanging on the wall and could find nothing she might consider lacking.

She felt arms embracing her and realised it was Basine giving her a tight hug followed by a pick kiss on the top of her garland crowned head. “You have never looked more beautiful, Psiphia.”

“Yes, Phia, you are stunning,” Thara said, joining Basine in embracing her, followed quickly by Hermaia.

“Thank you,” Phia answered. She allowed herself to savour the moment, suddenly struck by the bittersweet realisation that this might be the last time all four of them would be together like this for quite some time. In just a few hours she would be the wife of Sidur and the consort of the ruler of another land altogether. Although she eagerly longed for that, probably more than she ever had anything else to her surprise, Phia also could not help but feel just a touch of sadness that it would mean leaving her old home for a new one.

The moment passed and Phia withdrew from her family’s embrace. The time had come for her to go to the palace temple for her wedding. For her to become Sidur’s bride. To become Sidur’s consort. To become Sidur’s concubine.

AS TRADITION DICTATED Phia waited outside the entrance to the chamber until the time would finally come for her to be presented to Sidur. Her father, Lycusandr, was with her, as it would be his role to present her to the Scythebean queen, ceremonially handing her over from his family to Sidur as her bride.

As they waited, Phia watched him out of the corner of her eye. Lycusandr certainly had dressed for the occasion, wearing a tunic wholly dyed royal purple. Even more brazenly, Phia noted he was wearing a thin circuit of gold around the top of his head. While not quite a crown or even a diadem, wearing it still was a statement by him, especially before the assembled kings and royals of the other Hyllencene cities who were gathered here today. Lycusandr certainly seemed to be styling himself in both appearance and deed as a ruler not just of Anens but Hyllencene as a whole, forging an alliance between all of the free cities and a foreign power by marrying his daughter to its monarch.

Phia wasn’t certain why the thought seemed to weigh on her. It was not like her father had ever hidden his ambitions for a united Hyllencene, naturally with Anens as its principal city and himself as its ruler. Still, she continued thinking back to what had occurred just the other day when she had last been at the palace temple. The oh so conveniently auspicious portend that had occurred when the white bull offered as a sacrifice had nearly gone on a rampage only to be slain by Sidur.

Judging by the chanted hymns and prayers coming from within the temple itself, there were still a few minutes before the time would come for their entrance. There was no reason she should not make sure of it. “Father?”

“Yes, Psiphia,” Lycusander turned to look at her. “Not nervous I hope?”

“No,” Phia answered. “No more so than any woman on her wedding day is at least.”

“You sound troubled though. I hope it is not because you have apprehensions about Queen Sidur -”

“I have none,” Phia was surprised by the firmness in her voice but realised the words were the truth. She might find Sidur to be domineering, intimidating, and the still unknown details of what exactly she intended to do with her when she took her to her bed that evening were daunting in their own way, but Phia could not deny that when she considered those things what she felt was not apprehension but instead eager excitement.

“Then what troubles you?” Lycusandr asked with genuine concern.

“It occurs to me that what happened yesterday with the sacrifice offered for my betrothal ceremony was a rather fortuitous act of chance.” Phia said, her eyes watching Lycusandr carefully.

“Indeed,” Lycusander’s voice was even enough as he replied, but Phia noted his eyes narrowed in consideration as he regarded her.

“Was it an act of chance?”

For one long moment Lycusandr said nothing and then a sly smile appeared on his face. “You always were the clever one among all your siblings, Psiphia. I like to think you get that from me.”

Phia actually had to suppress a mad urge to giggle at the last part, almost word for word what Basine had said to her only yesterday. An even greater part of her was shocked however at such an open admission by her father. “You arranged the whole thing?”

Lycusandr shrugged nonchalantly. “I had words with the high priest concerning the animal I wished to have presented for the ceremony and that I would prefer he not administer the usual drug to keep it docile.”

Now it was Phia’s eyes that narrowed in consideration. “Sidur did not know.” It was a statement not a question. If the complete naivety she had shown towards the details of the ceremony the other day had been an act then the Queen of Scythebe had missed her true calling in life for truthfully she had been meant to be an actress and not a warrior.

“Her contribution was an unexpected but welcome addition.” Lycusandr responded. “I had intended to do the deed myself and even had one of my attendants waiting with my spear. I cannot deny that Queen Sidur’s intercession proved to be far better though, as was the interpretation the high priest made of it.”

Phia still found herself struggling with the shock of learning Lycusandr had not only been so brazen but was openly admitting it to her. “You seem very unconcerned about the wrath of the Gods that you risk with such sacrilege? Are you not worried that such a fraudulent show of imitating their favour will lose you it in reality?”

At that her father actually scoffed. “I will worry about losing the Gods’ favour when they attain mortal armies at their command. Whatever superstitious old fools think, it seems the all powerful deities have fallen out of the habit of exercising their power on this earth. Did the Gods place me on the throne of Anens? No, I did so myself. Did the Gods save Hyllencene from the last invasion of the King of Kings? No, Hyllencene warriors did. And once word of that fraudulent show you speak of spreads to each corner of the coast every single one of them who marches south with me will do so believing they have the favour of the Gods with them. It is the belief that counts, my daughter.”

Lycusandr’s eyes narrowed. “Do you intend to reveal what I have just shared with you, Psiphia?”

There was a note of warning in his voice, one Phia had never heard directed at her from him before. “No father, I will not. I may not approve of what you have done, but I remain your loyal daughter. I will share what you have said with no one.” Not the least because it might reflect poorly on her marriage to Sidur. Whatever reasons her father had had for what he had done, the other woman had had no part in it, and she intended to be a loyal consort to her as well as a loyal daughter to her father.

And with that Lycusandr was all smiles again. “Good, forgive me for doubting you for a second, my daughter. You are right, you have always been a loyal and dutiful princess of Anens.” He cocked his head towards the temple entrance. “Unless I am mistaken, the moment has come for our entrance. It would not do to keep the queen waiting.”

Phia still had some lingering apprehensions over what her father had just disclosed to her, but when she stepped into the temple proper they were immediately forgotten as she set eyes on Sidur. The Queen of Scythebe looked little different than she always did, dressed in her armour with her coppery red hair falling in long braids down her back. The smouldering look in her eyes when they fell upon Phia, however, sent a shiver of delight down the young woman’s spine.

His hand lightly holding her by her elbow, Lycusandr led Phia towards the smouldering altar that Sidur was standing before, ringed by the temple’s most senior priests who were chanting together in unison. He extended Phia’s hand towards the queen, as was custom, and when Sidur took it in her own Phia had to suppress a gasp at the feeling of her rough fingertips on her soft skin. Memories flooded through her of what Sidur had done with those hands on her body just the other night even as her mind began imagining what she hoped Sidur would be doing with them to her in just a few short hours.

The rest of the ceremony flew by for Phia. She barely paid attention as a smouldering palm branch was lifted off of the altar and used to waft smoke over the pair of them. Holy oils were smeared upon both her and Sidur’s foreheads. A golden cup filled with a mixture of wine and blood gathered from the white bull sacrificed yesterday was handed to Sidur who drank from it, after which it was passed to Phia who also drank, somewhat awkwardly as she had to slip it underneath her veil to do so; she did her best not to gag at the taste as it was really quite vile even with the copious amount of wine that had been added.

And then with a last few chanted prayers it was done. Phia was now wife, consort, and concubine to Sidur. Happiness flooded through her at the thought. Sidur stepped forward and seized the hem of the girl’s veil, lifting it up off of her face to symbolically unveil her, but then surprisingly she paused and gestured for one of the women of her entourage to step forward.

The woman held a padded cushion and when Phia saw what lay upon it her eyes went and she almost gasped in shock as a few of those assembled actually did. Lying on it was a collar. It was made of pure gold and set with small gemstones around its exterior, but it was a collar all the same.

As Sidur lifted up the collar and unlatched it, Phia suddenly remembered her mother’s earlier comment that the Scythebeans had marriage customs of their own and began to understand why her neck had been left strangely unadorned by any jewellery. Her mind flew back to the previous evening when Sidur had said how she could not wait to see her marked as a warrior’s concubine, fingers stroking the hollow of her throat as she did so, her words now far less mysterious than they had been at the time.

When she felt the cool metal against her skin, Phia could not help but bristle. Collars were for slaves, a practice unheard of in the Hyllencene free cities unlike the Sumuabuid Empire to the south where it was rife. But when she saw the hot look of desire in Sidur’s eyes at the sight of her wearing the gold band around her neck, Phia felt her irritation slip away as the inner walls of her cunt clenched in delight. She reminded herself that the collar did not mark her as a slave but as Sidur’s, the Queen of Scythebe’s consort and concubine. To her surprise the thought of being marked so blatantly as Sidur’s was not remotely unpleasant. In fact the more she pondered it, she felt her nipples grow hard against the fabric of her bridal tunic and her pussy become so wet that she feared the evidence of it might begin dripping down her thighs onto the tiled floor below.

The collar now shut, Sidur picked up a small gold peg and slotted it into the junction where the collar’s two parts came together. She then picked up a small hammer and began carefully pounding it securely into place. Phia felt as if her heart was leaping in her chest with each clang that rang through the temple chamber as the permeance of it began to seep in; once on this collar would never come off of her.

She forced herself to meet Sidur’s eyes the entire time, relishing in the hungry, almost predatory, gleam in them as the collar was hammered shut. Knowing it would please the older woman, Phia widened her eyes into a look of doe eyed timidness and then on impulse pouted her lips, letting the bottom quiver just slightly as she did so. She was rewarded by Sidur’s own eyes darkening, her lips turning up in a smirk that was almost cruel and made Phia’s little bud throb in response. She ignored the confused feelings her reaction brought on. She had come to terms with the fact that she was excited by the fact Sidur was domineering and controlling and even a little cruel. All her mind could think of was how soon she would be experiencing it fully.

Sidur gave one final strike with the hammer, completely locking the collar in place around Phia’s neck, and then handed it back to her attendant. For one long moment she looked down upon the sight of her new bride, now clearly marked as a warrior’s concubine, and then suddenly swooped down and captured the girl’s lips in a kiss. It was more passionate than the first one they had shared, though Phia could sense that Sidur was still holding back, and her entire body shuddered as she felt the older woman’s lips roughly mould themselves against her own. She felt Sidur’s hard, firm hands grip her shoulders tightly, and at that Phia entirely forgot where she was and the assembled notables surrounding her and began to kiss back.

And then just like that the kiss ended. Phia tried her best not to pant for breath as Sidur released her shoulders and looked down on her, her face as impassive as ever; the only sign that Phia had affected her in any way was the continued dark gleam in her eyes.

Phia had no time to recover her wits, for the next moment Sidur let out what sounded almost like a warcry and scooped the young woman up so she was cradled in her strong arms. “I feel my new bride and I are in need of rest, King Lycusandr,” the older woman declared. “You will forgive us if we forgo the celebratory feast and retire to our quarters.”

Whatever answer Lycusandr might have given was drowned out by almost deafening whoops and cheers of the assembled Scythebean warrior women. As Sidur carried her towards the temple entrance Phia felt her cheeks burn hot with embarrassment, which she almost immediately forgot as she felt one of Sidur’s hands squeeze the round cheek of her bum. Judging by the look in the queen’s eyes as she stared down at Phia, the young woman guessed that whatever it was Sidur had planned for them, rest was certainly not part of it.

As a thrill of excitement rushed down her spine, Phia found herself not at all minding that she would not have to undergo sitting in frustration through the feast, waiting impatiently for what was to come next. Truthfully she could hardly wait.


Chapter Six - A Concubine’s Correction

SIDUR CARRIED A GIGGLING Phia through the door of the bridal chamber, kicking it shut behind her before setting the young woman down on her feet. The girl almost felt disappointed. She had barely noticed the odd looks from servants and other passersby as they had made their way through the corridors of the palace, relishing the possessive way Sidur was carrying her as she was held in her arms, her head resting lightly on the queen’s ample breasts; they truly had made for a wonderful pillow in Phia’s opinion.

Taking a deep breath to collect herself, Phia turned away from Sidur. “Would you care for a cup of wine, my queen, before we take our rest. I am certain there must be -”

As she took in the room Phia’s eyes went wide in shock and her words abruptly ended. The bridal chamber was dominated by a large bed, as was to be expected, but the rest of its contents took the girl by surprise. Before the bed sat a low, wooden bench, a chained shackle attached to each of its four legs. Hanging from the ceiling was another length of chain, another pair of shackles dangling from its end. Against one wall there was a table upon which sat the amphora of wine and cups Phia had initially been looking for, but sitting next to it was a phallus of carved ivory attached to a leather harness, almost identical to the one she had watch Ankherit use on Xue Xue in the baths the previous night. That did not entirely surprise the young women, but next to it was a coil of rope and beside it, most ominous of all, was a short handled whip that Phia recognised as the one Sidur had used to guide the stallions pulling her chariot on the day she had arrived.

“Sidur, what is -”

SLAP!

Again Phia was cut off as she turned back to face Sidur only to be greeted by a sharp slap across her cheek. A whimper escaped her lips as a bolt of stinging pain shot through her, but to her immense surprise she felt it accompanied by a flash of pleasure through her vagina which ached in the most delicious way in response.

Sidur looked down on Phia, her taller body towering over her and a cruel look in her eyes that made the young woman shiver, partly in sudden apprehension but even more so in excitement. “The first rule you are to learn is here, when we are alone, you will refer to me as Domina. Is that understood, Phia?”

“Domina?” Phia said in confusion. It was the title a slave addressed their master by. Why on earth would Sidur want her to call her that?

“Yes, Phia. Domina. As I have said before, in public you are my consort, second only to me. But in private you are my concubine and as such you will submit yourself to me as a slave does to her mistress and I expect you to refer to me as such. Do you understand me?”

For a moment there was a long pause which Sidur did not interrupt, letting Phia have time to absorb the words she had just spoken to her.

“Yes, Domina,” Phia answered and to her surprise she felt another flash of pleasure surge through her cunt as she said the words. Still, the feeling of apprehension lingered, and she glanced behind her again to scan the contents of the bridal chamber. “Domina, what do you mean by me submitting to you? What…what are you going to do to me?”

Sidur’s face softened slightly and she reached up with one hand to cup Phia’s cheek, her fingers soothing the reddening skin marking the area she had just slapped. The girl instinctively snuggled the side of her face against the rough surface of the older woman’s hand. “The next rule is very important so heed my words. If I do anything to you in what is to come that you truly do not like you must tell me and I will stop. If at any point you feel overwhelmed by what I am about to do to you, tell me and I will stop. Nothing shall happen that you do not consent to, Phia. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Domina,” Phia nodded her head, her apprehension lessening if not altogether disappearing. As intimidating as the unknown prospect of what Sidur intended was, the girl realised she trusted her. She knew Sidur was domineering, commanding and even a touch cruel, and she could not lie and say she was not excited by those aspects of the queen, but she knew she was also kind and clearly cared for her. She believed her when she said that if Phia told her to stop she would do so, that she would do nothing to her that she did not consent to, and that knowledge was reassuring.

“Then let us begin, my dearest concubine. We have both waited long enough.”

The words had barely left Sidur’s mouth when the older woman’s hands grasped Phia’s tunic and ripped it apart down the middle. The torn linen slid down the young woman’s body to pool on the floor around her feet, leaving her naked aside from her jewellery and the ring of garlands that crowned her head, along with the gold collar newly fastened around her neck of course.

Phia was hardly self-conscious when it came to nudity, but as Sidur hungrily looked her uncovered body up and down she suddenly felt naked in a way she never had before. Even as it made her pussy ache harder than ever her fingers also twitched with a desire to cover herself. The girl resisted the urge, however, even as she felt her cheeks grow hot with embarrassment. She made no effort to hide her blush, somehow knowing the sight would please Sidur. Oh how she wanted to please her. The strength of that desire shocked Phia.

It seemed her instincts were correct, as Sidur’s dark eyes gleamed with even more intensity at the sight of Phia’s cheeks burning red. Reaching out with her hands, she began undoing the bun her hair was braided back into at the base of Phia’s neck, freeing the long black tresses so they tumbled loose down her back; the girl could feel the tips of them tickling the top of the swell of her bum. “You have a beautiful body, Phia. I cannot tell you how pleased I am that it is now mine. Mine to do with as I please. Does that knowledge please you also, my concubine?”

A gasp escaped her lips as Phia felt Sidur’s fingers teasingly ghost their way down her back then across the sides of her ribcage till they were lightly stroking the soft undersides of her breasts. “Oh yes, Domina.”

When Phia tried to arch her chest down to bring more of her breasts into contact with Sidur’s hands, however, the older woman’s eyes went cold and she suddenly raked her nails across the tender flesh, leaving stinging pain in their way. “Ah, none of that! The next rule, my concubine, is that as this body of yours is mine and you do nothing with it unless I give my permission. You do not touch it unless I say so. You do not move it unless I say so. Do you understand?”

“Yes Domina!” Phia said frantically, trying her best not to cry out from the pain of Sidur’s nails cutting into the soft, plump undersides of her breasts. To her confusion the pain seemed to be shooting directly to her cunt and only seemed to be amplified by the cold, cruel look in Sidur’s eyes as she stared down at her. Was she actually enjoying this rough treatment? It seemed that she was.

And then once again Sidur’s expression softened and she ceased her assault on Phia’s breasts, her fingers now slowly trailing their way down the young woman’s trembling ribcage and stomach. Phia struggled to keep herself still under the onslaught of infuriatingly light caresses down her body, mindful of the rule Sidur had just told her, as they agonisingly slowly yet steadily made their way ever closer to where Phia desperately wanted them. “Good girl! Your obedience pleases me, my concubine, but this is just the beginning. You have no idea what I am going to do to you, my sweet innocent princess. The pleasure I will awaken in you. The pain I will inflict. I wonder which one you will savour the most?”

Phia was beyond the capacity to ponder Sidur’s ominous words, seemingly unable to focus on anything but the older woman’s fingers as they slid deliciously down her stomach and pelvis towards her vagina. Was she going to touch her there? Oh how the young woman wanted her to finally touch her there? She would have not thought it possible but her pussy burnt even hotter and grew even more wet at just the thought.

And then those skillful fingers were there, right at the very edge of Phia’s slit, now very pink and puffy with arousal. The girl gasped as she felt the pads of Sidur’s fingers trace their way around the glistening lips of her slit, almost touching them but not quite. It took everything she had not to wiggle her hips to try and bring her nearly throbbing pussy into contact with those teasing fingers, mindful of Sidur’s order that she was not to move without permission, and breathlessly she panted, “Please…please Domina…touch me there…please Domina, I want you to touch me so badly…”

She deliberately used the meek, submissive voice that she knew would please Sidur and the older woman’s hooded eyes darkened as her haughty lips turned upwards in a predatory smile. “You beg so prettily, my concubine.” Her fingers ever so lightly ran themselves over the very edge of the young woman’s puffy slit, teasingly wafting over the engorged lips, and Phia moaned aloud before whining in dismay as moments later those fingers vanished. “But before I give you further pleasure, I fear I must see to the matter of your punishment.”

Suddenly Phia felt one of Sidur’s hands fist themselves around her hair and she found herself being half dragged towards the low wooden bench she had noted earlier. The older woman’s other hand settled on the small of Phia’s back and forced her down so she was bent over with her stomach pressed against the cool wood of the bench. Her large breasts jutted over the front of the bench and hung heavily in the air while her round bum arched up behind her.

Sidur’s hands left her body and a rattling sound rang in Phia ears and then she gasped at the feel of cold metal against her ankles as the shackles were locked around them. “Domina, what is the meaning of this? Why do you wish to punish me?”

A cold chuckle was her answer as Sidur walked around to the front of the bench and then knelt down to shackle Phia’s wrists as she had just done with her ankles. “You do remember me telling you I would punish you for teasing me the other evening in the baths, Phia? I recall you saying you would willingly submit yourself to my correction and I intend for you to do so now. Not that I need a reason to punish you, my concubine. If I decide to punish you simply because I feel you are in need of it, then I shall do so and I expect you to willingly submit to it. Indeed, I suspect that as my concubine you shall need regular disciplining at my hands and I so look forward to administering it.”

As Sidur spoke these last words the shackles closed around Phia’s wrists with a click. The chains attached to them clanged and rattled as the girl tested the limits of movement her bonds allowed her and found there was almost none. The feeling of being restrained was a new one to Phia and while she could not deny that she found it exciting it also made her feel immensely vulnerable. She was very aware of just how exposed she was, with her hands and ankles bound; her legs forcibly pulled apart and unable to be closed due to the chains holding them open so both her bum and vagina were entirely accessible to whatever Sidur intended to do next. She felt her heart beating frantically against her ribcage and a little whimper escaped her lips.

“Phia!” Sidur’s voice cut through the young woman’s rising distress and she felt the older woman’s hands gently cupping her face. When she met her eyes she found they were uncharacteristically soft and reassuring. “You remember what I told you, that if at any point you wish for things to stop you need only say so? Do you wish to stop now? Only answer truthfully, my concubine, and I swear I will not be angry with you no matter what that answer is.”

Her throat suddenly so very dry, Phia shook her head. No, she did not wish to stop. While she could not deny the intense feeling of vulnerability and just the smallest amount of fear at being bound as she was, it was dwarfed by the arousal coursing through her body. The thought of Sidur punishing her was daunting but also exciting and Phia could not deny that she wanted it.

“I need you to talk to me, Phia,” Sidur responded, her voice soft but insistent.

Swallowing, Phia made herself speak. “No, Domina. I do not wish to stop, Domina. Punish your concubine as she deserves to be punished. Please, I want you to.”

As she said the words, Phia made her voice meek and timid in the manner she was now more than used to and delight flashed through Sidur’s eyes before her face once again grew stern. Standing once again, the older woman reached behind her back and loosened the leather straps holding in place the skimpy iron breastplate she wore, if it even could be called that. The twin iron cups fell to the floor with a thumb, freeing her large breasts. They stood tall and hard on her toned body without the faintest hint of sagging, with dark nipples that jutted out like knife points. Phia found she could not look away from Sidur’s bare breasts and her pussy actually pulsed at the sight.

Haughty lips smirking as she noticed where the bound young woman was looking, Sidur turned and began walking towards the low table set against the wall. Phia’s eyes immediately switched their focus to Sidur’s bum, hardly covered by the narrow strip of leather thongs that hung from her belt, watching the hard cheeks roll and sway as she walked.

Coming to a stop before the table, Sidur snatched up the short handled whip and turned to once again face Phia.

CRACK!

The older woman cut through the air with her whip in a demonstrative crack and as the sound rang through the bridal chamber Phia’s eyes widened in surprise as she felt her clitoris tighten in the most delicious way at the sound as her mind immediately imagined the same whip cutting across her bum with something almost like longing. She did not even try to ponder why this was, knowing it would only confuse her, and instead embraced that this was just another part of herself she was only just discovering to be explored with Sidur.

Sidur walked back towards Phia, passing her to take up position behind her. She ran her fingers down the girl’s trembling back as she did so and then ghosted them lightly over her bottom, smiling at the gasp even this light touch elicited. “You have a lovely bum, my concubine. Have I mentioned it before? I have wanted to take my whip to it from the moment I set eyes on it.”

Tossing aside her black tresses, Phia looked over her shoulder and watched as Sidur came to a stop behind her bound body. The older woman began rotating her hand holding the whip, clearly limbering herself up in preparation. It was a short, cruel looking thing consisting of a length of corded leather that extended from the ivory handle to end in a knotted tip. Even as Phia’s body shook in apprehension at the prospect of the pain that whip could inflict on her, the girl’s pussy seemed to be aching with pleasure at the same thought; she could feel her hot juices leaking from the puffy lips of her slit and dripping down her thighs.

“I won’t ask if this lovely bum of yours has ever had a whip taken to it before,” Sidur said, her eye gleaming hotly in a way that could only be described as predatory. “Though it is almost a crime that it has not. I may be biassed, my concubine, but I cannot recall ever seeing one more suited to a whipping than yours. That shall be rectified going forward and I shall see to it that your luscious bum is whipped on a regular basis, starting now. Take a deep breath and prepare yourself. This shall hurt, but you know that already, and if I judge you correctly I suspect there will ultimately be pleasure as well for both of us.”

Phia turned her head away to look forward and obediently inhaled. Each second that passed seemed to last an eternity.

Then Phia heard the whistling sound of the whip cutting through the air and her bum cheeks involuntarily clenched.

CRACK!

The young woman felt sharp pain in her right bum cheek as the knotted tip of the whip hit it, which then radiated outward through the tender flesh. Phia clenched her teeth to stifle the pained cry welling up in her throat but otherwise did not react.

CRACK!

The whip struck again, this time the length of it slashing across the surface of Phia’s left bum cheek, leaving a stinging red line against her soft skin in its wake. The pain was less intense than the first blow, but spread out over the entire length of her bum cheek and left a lingering burning feel in its wake. Again Phia did not cry out, her dainty little hands clenching into fists from the effort, but she made a sharp hiss as she exhaled through her flared nostrils. Her eyes felt hot as tears began to well up in them.

The girl heard a dark chuckle behind her from Sidur. “Oh, do you feel the need to put on a brave front for me, my innocent princess? If I wanted that I could easily have chosen a concubine from my own people. No, what I wanted was you. Soft, pampered, weak and above all so innocent. Ripe to be trained, disciplined and punished as I see fit. No need to hold back, Phia. Every cry, wail and tear I wring from your body is a gift to Scythe’s honour, after all.”

CRACK! CRACK!

Sidur struck with her whip twice in rapid succession, striking first one of Phia’s bum cheeks and then the other. This time Phia made no effort to hold back the cry of pain that burst from her throat as the fiery pain of the whip exploded through her bottom. Even as the sound of her own wail rang in her ears along with the steady drumming of her own frantic heartbeat, Phia heard a sharp intake of breath from behind her that must have come from Sidur; the older woman clearly had been affected by Phia’s visible reaction. Emboldened by this, as hot tears ran down both her cheeks the girl gave a pained sob that might have been just the tiniest bit exaggerated.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

With a predatory growl, Sidur began lashing away at Phia’s bum with her whip, now seemingly holding nothing back. Again and again the knotted tip cut into the plump cheeks of her bottom as it slashed across her soft skin. It hurt terribly, but even as the girl sobbed and wailed and cried out in agony she was aware that she was arching her bum out to better expose it to the ongoing abuse from the queen’s whip. The flash of pain from each new strike was accompanied by a pulse of pleasure through her cunt, which was aching desperately to be touched. Sidur showed no signs of doing so anytime soon, however, and bound securely as she was, the young woman could do nothing herself. The shackles binding her wrists rattled and clanged as she desperately tugged at them, almost frantic with the need to reach between her legs and soothe the burning need that was growing in her sex to be touched, but of course her efforts proved futile.

“Domina, please!” Phia begged snottily, tears dripping down her cheeks onto the floor below.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“What is it, my concubine?” Sidur answered even as she continued to mercilessly flay Phia’s poor bum with her whip. By now both cheeks were bright red and decorated with numerous welts and angry lines as a testament to the ferocity of her blows. “Are you not enjoying the attentions of my whip? Do you wish for me to stop? You need only say so.”

“No, Domina!” Phia babbled. “It hurts…it hurts so terribly…but please…my…I want…I need…please…”

“I am afraid you are making no sense, my sweet princess. You will need to be more specific.”

CRACK!

Again Sidur’s whip lashed itself across Phia’s bottom and as the pain seemed to shoot directly to her clitoris, which throbbed in pleasure almost desperately, she snapped. “Pleeeeaaaase Domina! Touch me! Touch my pussy! Please please please!”

Phia’s body tensed in anticipation of another strike from Sidur’s whip but it did not come. As she lay bent over the bench, tearfully sobbing and panting for breath, she heard the older woman’s sandalled feet padding across the floor and then let out a squeal as she felt her hands run themselves soothingly over the inflamed, angry skin of her abused bum.

“So my concubine, have you enjoyed the feel of my whip on your bum? I suspected you would and am so pleased that is the case. Has it excited you, Phia? Is that why you want me to touch your wet, little pussy?”

SIdur’s hands ran themselves down Phia’s bum as she spoke to begin caressing her trembling inner thighs, which by now were slick with the juices that had leaked from her cunt. “Why my concubine, you are soaking? All this and I have barely touched you. Clearly you did enjoy my whip on your bum!”

Phia moaned aloud as Sidur’s hands drew closer to where she desperately wanted them, the inner walls of her cunt clenching as she felt the older woman’s fingertips draw right up to the edge of her puffy slit. “Domina please!”

Sidur laughed tauntingly, her fingers lightly running up and down along the edges of Phia’s engorged labia lips without quite touching them. “So eager! You beg so prettily, my concubine, it makes me want to prolong your denial all the more so I can continue to hear your lovely pleas. Still, you have been a good girl for me, taking your whipping so bravely, that perhaps you have earned some reward.”

And then suddenly Sidur’s fingers ran themselves properly over Phia’s dripping sex. The touch was still infuriatingly light but Phia still felt pleasure unlike anything she had ever felt before surge through her vagina and cried out in delight. “Oh thank you, Domina!”

When she tried to arch her hips down for greater contact Sidur’s hand pulled away to easily evade her efforts, all the while continuing to softly trace her fingertips over the girl’s hot slit, and Phia heard an irritated hiss from the older woman.

SLAP!

Pain radiated through Phia’s bum once again as Sidur spanked her with her other hand and when the older woman spoke her voice was cold. “You forget the rules, my concubine. Did I tell you to move?”

Obediently, Phia made herself be still and made no further effort to interfere with Sidur’s continued caresses of her vagina. It felt so good to finally have someone touch her there but the older woman’s touch remained infuriatingly light. Her fingers stroked themselves over the girl’s wet folds in feathery caresses, teasing her puffy lips and running up and down the cleft of her slit. Her other hand began to palm and rub at the cheeks of Phia’s bum, still hot and angry from the earlier whipping, soothing the welts and red lines that decorated their soft skin. Soon Phia’s body was shaking from the effort of not moving as she lay there whimpering, hot tears once again running down her cheeks only now out of frustration and not pain.

“Good girl,” Sidur crooned hotly. “So obedient for me. Do you enjoy my touch on your innocent cunt, Phia? I think you do. It is so wet. So juicy. So eager for my fingers to caress it, to explore its moist folds for the first time.”

Phia felt one of Sidur’s fingers part the silken lips of her slit and push inside the hot tunnel beyond. Eyes going wide, the young woman squealed in delight at feeling something inside her virgin pussy for the first time and she clenched her inner walls around the probing finger. “Oh! Thank you, Domina! Do not stop, it feels so good!”

“Oh I have no intention of stopping, Phia,” Sidur’s voice was low and guttural as she continued to thrust her finger in and out of the princess’s tight hole, her efforts firm yet careful, wary of breaking her hymen prematurely. “Not yet, at any rate. You have much to learn, my concubine, about the pleasure I can inspire in this innocent body of yours. I have only just begun.”

The older woman’s words flew in one of Phia’s ears and out the other, so little heed was she paying to them. All she could think of was that delightful finger thrusting through her wet folds. A second one soon joined it, stretching the lips of her slit but in a way that felt so wonderful. Heart pounding in her throat, Phia panted breathlessly as waves of pleasure seemed to course through her body with every pump of those fingers into her cunt. Her body ached with a desire to thrust back in time with Sidur’s efforts but she resisted, her young body trembling from the effort it took, mindful that she must remain still and not move unless the older woman told her to.

Then suddenly those fingers pulled free of her cunt and Phia moaned in dismay. Before she could protest further, however, she felt them rub over the little bud of her clitoris. Sidur’s previous ministrations paled in comparison and the girl’s head tipped back as she actually howled in delight. “Oh…oh thank you…thank you Domina…oh what you are doing…it feels…oh do not stop!”

Sidur showed no signs of doing so, rubbing her fingers over Phia’s clitoris as it throbbed away madly underneath them. Her other hand abandoned its caresses of the girl’s bum to reach down between her legs to touch her pulsing slit, running up and down the engorged lips. The older woman’s touch was still soft at first, almost ghosting over the desperately clenching little bundle of nerves that was Phia’s clit. As her efforts continued, however, her caresses became firmer and faster as she continued to ruthlessly rub away, giving the princess no respite.

Phia for her part panted desperately for air between moans of pleasure that sprung from her parted lips. She could feel something building inside of her cunt, a delicious pressure like nothing she had ever felt before. She felt so close, to what the girl was not entirely certain, but whatever it was would surely be wonderful beyond imagination. Phia’s hands balled up into fists, clenching them so tight her knuckles went white, as she fought against the urge to grind herself against Sidur’s caressing fingers. Oh how she wanted to move, it took all her effort not to, keeping her shaking body still so as to not give Sidur any reason to stop what she was doing.

But then as Phia felt her inner walls begin to clench, on the cusp of pleasure so great she could almost taste it, Sidur did just that. Her fingers vanished from Phia’s hot slit and clitoris, which throbbed in dismay at the sudden absence. For a moment Phia was too caught up on the delightful edge she felt herself teetering on, but then she felt the pleasure that had been bubbling up inside of her begin to recede and be replaced by the most tortuous feeling of frustration, so strong that it almost hurt.

A howl of dismay flew from her lips. “No! Domina, please why did you stop…I was going to…I almost…I was so close…”

Even as she babbled away and was wracked by bitter sobs, Phia kept herself still as she had been told to. Her body shuddered despite its frustrated denial as she felt Sidur’s fingers, slick with her vaginal juices, run up her spine as she walked around to face the bound girl. The queen looked down on her with hooded eyes, clearly relishing the anguished frustration coursing through Phia’s young body.

“The word you are looking for, Phia, is to orgasm,” Sidur said with a taunting smirk. “To climax. To cum. The next rule you are to learn is that as my concubine, you receive sexual release only when I decide you deserve it. I fear that time is still a long time in coming, my sweet princess, and certainly will not be before I have had my own.”

At those words, Sidur’s hands went to the belt at her waist and unbuckled it so it slid down her wide hips to land on the floor, leaving her fully naked. Phia almost forgot the state of frustrated denial she was in as her tear filled eyes immediately fixed themselves on the older woman’s vagina, almost hidden by the thick bush of coppery hair that covered it.

“On that note,” Sidur said as she stepped closer, one hand going between her legs to part the lips of her slit, revealing the pink wet folds that lay beyond, “I feel it is high time you fulfilled your duty as my concubine and pleasured me as your Domina deserves to be pleasured. Do your duty well enough and I may even have a reward for you.”

Sidur now was so close her pussy filled nearly all of Phia’s vision. Her tear stained cheeks went red as she suddenly realised what it was the older woman wanted her to do. Even as embarrassment rushed through her at the lewdness of it there was also desire and suddenly she felt an overwhelming urge to taste the queen’s cunt. Leaning forward, she closed the remaining distance and ran her tongue over Sidur’s glistening slit.

Pride filled her at the groan of pleasure that escaped Sidur’s lips in response. Phia licked her tongue over the older woman’s pussy again, savouring the pungent flavour of her juices that was unlike anything she had ever tasted before yet somehow more delicious than the finest of wines. Soon she was eagerly lapping away at the older woman’s cunt, tongue gliding over her slit and even pushing past to probe the hot wet folds beyond. As Sidur’s increasingly louder groans rang in her ears, Phia felt almost like she was intoxicated, her tongue savouring the taste of the queen’s juices and her nostrils filled with the bewitching scent of her cunt.

CRACK!

Pain cut into one of Phia’s bum cheeks as Sidur unexpectedly slashed her whip across it. “Use your lips also, my concubine. Suck on my pussy with them!” She commanded in a rough, strained voice.

Obediently, Phia pressed her lips against Sidur’s vagina and then parted them so she could begin to suck, still slathering away with her tongue at the hot folds of her vulva. Sidur gave a delighted growl in response and began grinding herself against the girl’s mouth.

CRACK!

Her whip struck again, cutting into Phia’s other bum cheek. “Harder! Suck harder, my princess. Oh by Scythe I am so close!”

CRACK! CRACK!

Sidur continued to flay Phia’s bum with her whip as she ground herself against the young woman’s sucking lips with ever greater ferocity, spurring her efforts on. Each cutting blow hurt terribly as it struck the girl’s still sore bottom, but her clitoris seemed to throb in time with each one, her own unfulfilled arousal suddenly returning to the forefront of her mind. Her poor vagina felt so hot and wet, juices leaking from her slit to drip down her thighs almost as if it was crying from frustration. She began sucking away almost frantically at Sidur’s cunt, hoping that if she pleased the queen she would earn the hinted at reward which hopefully would be an orgasm of her own.

Remember how she had enjoyed Sidur touching her clitoris most of all, Phia focused her efforts there. Capturing the little bud between her lips, the girl sucked so it was pulled fully from its protective hood into the hot, moist interior of her mouth. When she ran her tongue over the throbbing little bundle of nerves, Sidur actually cried out in delight, her normally impassive exterior cracking for the first time.

Then suddenly Phia felt Sidur’s hands fist themselves in her black tresses, grinding herself almost frantically against the young woman’s face. “YES! Good girl! Do not stop, my concubine. Don’t you dare stop! I’m about to cum!”

Stopping was the last thing Phia intended as she desperately continued to suck at Sidur’s cunt. Then suddenly she felt the queen’s entire body begin to shudder. Phia’s eyes shot upwards and she saw Sidur’s head tip back as a powerful roar escaped her lips. Her hands flew from Phia’s hair to palm and knead at her large breasts, fingers pinching at her nipples. All Phia could do was watch enviously as what seemed to be a truly massive orgasm exploded through Sidur’s body.

And then just as suddenly as it had begun, Sidur’s climax seemed to end and the queen’s body went limp. She quickly knelt down and captured Phia’s face with both hands, bringing her lips to the girl’s in a passionate kiss. The princess obediently parted her lips to grant entry to Sidur’s tongue, meekly allowing it to ravage the interior of her mouth. Even as she shuddered in delight and kissed the older woman back, Phia’s vagina was aching with unfulfilled arousal made all the worse for having just witnessed first hand the sheer ecstasy Sidur had revelled in during her own climax. Oh how the young woman wanted to experience one of her own.

Breaking the kiss for air, Sidur looked at Phia with burning eyes that made the girl’s entire body tingle. “Good girl. You have pleased me, Phia.”

Even as Sidur’s words filled Phia with happiness at having pleased the older woman, her cunt’s inner walls clenched almost painfully. “Thank you, Domina…please, Domina…” She made her voice sound as meek as possible, submissively returning the queen’s gaze from beneath her long lashes, knowing Sidur would be excited by her show of timid submissiveness which by now was practically second nature.

“Ssshhhhh,” Sidur’s eyes darkened and Phia knew she had hit the mark. She shuddered as she felt the older woman’s fingers reassuringly caress the side of her face. “I know, Phia. You wish to be rewarded. Would you like that, my concubine?”

“Oh yes, Domina…thank you, Domina!”

And suddenly Sidur’s eyes turned wicked and a cruel smile appeared on her face that made the girl’s clitoris tighten deliciously even as a tinge of fear joined the arousal burning through her body. “Very well, my concubine. Since you enjoyed my whip upon your naughty little bum so much, as a reward I think I shall now let you experience it on the rest of you.”


Chapter Seven - Rewarded with a Whipping

PHIA’S HEART POUNDED as Sidur undid the shackles binding her wrists and ankles and then stood her upright from the low bench, mind racing at what she had just heard. She was to be whipped again? When Sidur had spoken of rewarding her she had imagined the queen would touch her on her hot, aroused pussy again, perhaps even pleasure her there with her lips and tongue as she had just done to the older woman. Above all she had hoped she would be allowed an orgasm. Instead she was to feel Sidur’s cruel whip on the rest of her body.

Yet not a word of protest slipped from Phia lips and she did not struggle as Sidur grasped her by the shoulders and led her towards the pair of shackles dangling from a chain attached to the ceiling. As painful as being whipped on her bum had been, Phia could not deny that it had also been pleasurable in a way she could not even begin to describe. The young woman did not remotely understand why she seemed to enjoy Sidur hurting her but the fact remained that she clearly did. Her clitoris throbbed at the thought of Sidur whipping the rest of her body even as her mind frantically wondered where precisely the older woman meant to do so.

Standing Phia underneath the dangling chain, Sidur raised up both of the young woman’s wrists and secured them to the shackles above her head. Due to the height at which the shackles hung, Phia had to stand up on tiptoe and found herself swaying slightly to try and keep her balance.

Sidur looked down on the once again bound girl with hungry eyes, clearly relishing the sight. Phia felt her cheeks grow hot at the intensity of the predatory look on the queen’s face but made no effort to hide her blush, knowing the sight would give the older woman pleasure. Sidur’s haughty lips smiled wickedly, which made Phia blush all the harder, and the girl gasped as she felt the queen run her fingers lightly down her bound arms and over her chest and begin caressing her nipples.

The older woman swooped down and kissed Phia as she did so and the princess moaned in pleasure against Sidur’s lips. Sidur continued to touch the young woman’s nipples as the kiss deepened, though her caresses were infuriatingly light. Her nails flicked themselves over the little tips and her fingertips softly ran over the rock hard points before teasingly circling around them with agonising flowness. Even as Phia continued to moan in pleasure her vagina ached with frustration. Almost without thinking, the young woman arched her shoulders forward to try and bring more of her breasts into contact with Sidur’s teasing fingers.

Immediately Sidur broke the kiss with an angry hiss. Phia’s moans became shrieks as she felt stinging pain replace the pleasure in her nipples as the older woman began cruelly pinching them, nails digging into the little nubbins.

“You forget the rules again, Phia,” Sidur said coldly, mercilessly pinching the girl’s nipples even harder. “Did I tell you to move? Give you permission to? You forget, my concubine, that you are to be still unless I expressly say otherwise.”

“Yes Domina!” Phia pleaded between pained sobs, tears welling up in her eyes from the pain. “I am sorry, Domina…please, I didn't mean to be a bad girl…Domina, I am sorry…”

Phia made herself be as still as possible as she balanced on her tiptoes even as Sidur continued pinching her nipples with her sharp nails and her body shook from the pain. This seemed to please the older woman and after a few moments more her stern face softened and she ceased her abuse of the girl’s poor little nubbins.

As her fingers now soothingly ran over Phia’s nipples, Sidur bent forward so her forehead rested against the young woman’s and their eyes were level. “Ssshhhhh, it is alright Phia.”

“I’m sorry, Domina,” Phia sobbed. “Please, I didn’t mean to be bad.”

“Hush,” Sidur said softly, her reassuring voice wafting over Phia like an embrace. “I know, Phia. If I am harsh with you sometimes it is because I must be and not because I am heartless. It is my duty as your Domina to teach you, to train you, and to show you how to be my concubine, even if it is painful at times. Everything I do is for your own good, my princess. Do you believe me?”

“Yes, Domina,” Phia nodded frantically, a moan threatening to slip from her lips as Sidur continued to caress her nipples, her touch once again becoming frustratingly light and teasing.

“Do you wish to continue, Phia?”

“Yes, Domina,” Phia answered, her voice now hot.

Sidur smiled wickedly. “Good, then it is time for my good girl to have her reward.”

Retrieving her whip, Sidur cracked it in the air a few times, more putting on a show than limbering herself up. Phia flinched a little as the crack of the whip rang in her ears, remembering the biting pain of it cutting into her bum, even as her vagina grew wet at the memory of the pleasure that had also come with it.

CRACK!

Then without warning Sidur struck with her whip and Phia felt fiery pain across her stomach as it lashed across her abdomen. The girl did not even try to stop the pained shriek that flew from her throat, knowing that Sidur would be pleased by the sound; her queen had made it clear she enjoyed Phia playing the role of soft, pampered princess suffering under her hand and she wished to please the older woman.

CRACK!

Sidur struck again, her whip now lashing higher across Phia’s ribcage so it was just below her breasts. Again Phia shrieked with pain, tears once more welling up in her eyes, but also in pleasure as the fiery pain seemed to shoot straight to her cunt with pulsed in the most delightful.

CRACK! CRACK!

Now Sidur targeted Phia’s thighs, her whip coiling around each of them one after the other. As the fiery pain of the whip surged through her body so very close to her cunt, Phia instinctively wanted to flinch away but the young woman resisted the urge. Her body trembled from the effort Phia remembered Sidur’s order not to move and was determined to follow it, to please the older woman. Oh how she wanted to please her.

It seems she succeeded as Sidur’s eyes gleamed proudly and her smile turned approving at Phia’s actions. Pleasure filled the young woman at the simple gesture, different from the kind Sidur inspired in her body from her hands or her whip but just as powerful. Wanting to please the older woman further, Phia made her eyes go wide and timid, tears freely tumbling down from then and running down her cheeks, and jutted out her bottom lip so it quivered; the very picture of a soft and innocent princess being disciplined by a cruel, domineering queen.

Sidur actually let out a predatory growl at the show. She raised her whip once more.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The whip lashed itself across Phia’s body again and again, Sidur clearly no longer holding anything back. It struck her stomach and thighs, even her chest so the edges and undersides of her breasts felt the slashing sting of the whip and its knotted tip biting into their plump flesh. Pain radiated through the girl’s body with each blow and she made no effort to stem the shrieks and sobs each one elicited; truthfully she might even have been exaggerating them just a bit. Sidur did not seem to be deterred in the least by Phia’s pained cries. Indeed, they only seemed to spur her efforts on, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction with each fresh howl that rang through the bridal chamber.

Sidur was not the only one appreciating the view before her. Even as Phia sobbed and wailed from the continued flaying of the older woman’s whip upon her body, the young woman’s eyes stared unblinkingly at her. She felt mesmerised by the sight of Sidur wielding her whip, in a different way just as deadly and lethal as she had appeared in the training square with her swords. Her massive breasts bounced and jiggled as she let loose each new strike, the muscles of her toned body rippling from the effort. Her face, framed so beautifully by her long flying coppery braids, was cold and stern, only the intense gleam of her dark, hooded eyes hinting at the excitement she was deriving from the ongoing proceedings.

As for Phia, she was beyond excited at this point. Her body felt hot in a way that had nothing to do with the red, inflamed welts the whip had left in its wake, her nipples little points that had grown so hard they almost hurt and her cunt a hot, needy mess that ached so badly it almost overwhelmed the continued fiery pain of the whip. As Phia hung from her bonds panting and sobbing, the thundering pounding of her heart in her ears almost drowning out the relentless crack of Sidur’s whip, all she could think of was hot desperately she wanted to be touched there again. Above all she desperately wanted to cum.

CRACK!

The next blow of the whip cut fully across the surface of one of Phia’s breasts, the length of corded leather burning into the tender flesh and cutting across her nipple. Phia shrieked louder than ever, her body shuddering as it was wracked by teary sobs as she fought to remain still.

CRACK!

The whip struck again, this time targeting Phia’s other breast. The knotted time dug into the soft, tender area of her areola and the terrible pain elicited another shriek from the young woman, her dainty little hands balling into fists so tight her fingernails cut into her palms as she fought to keep still. In the moments that followed, no other blows followed and Phia let her head tip forward limply, chin cheating against the top of her chest, as she breathlessly sobbed in pain.

As the moments stretched by and no further blows followed, Phia looked up from underneath her long lashes. Sidur’s eyes had a considering look to them as they stared unblinkingly between the bound woman’s legs even as a cruel tinge appeared in the hungry smile slowly appearing on her face. She began lightly flicking her whip onto Phia’s lower stomach and pelvis, not really putting any force into it, almost in a teasing fashion.

Phia’s eyes went wide as fear began warring with the pleasure pain that had consumed her body as she suddenly realised what the older woman was considering. Was she really going to strike her with her whip there, between her legs upon her virgin pussy? As desperately as Phia had just moments ago been wishing for something to touch her there that was not at all what she had in mind. For the first time since Sidur had brought her to the bridal chamber and made it clear just how she expected Phia to submit to her as her concubine, the girl was actually considering crying out for the older woman to stop.

A little hitch of breath escaped her lips and somehow Sidur seemed to hear. Instantly her eyes shot up to meet Phia’s and seeing the growing apprehension in them they immediately softened, her face turning reassuring. Immediately, Phia felt herself calming, a sense of safety coming over her as she somehow understood what Sidur was wordlessly communicating to her. If she did not want this, all she had to say was ‘Stop’ and the older woman would. Sidur wouldn’t do anything to her she did not consent to. The knowledge made her heart suddenly seem to jump in an indescribable way even as it filled her body with a sense of power as she realised that for all she was submitting herself to Sidur’s domination, the act of doing so somehow gave her a power all of her own.

But did Phia want Sidur to stop? The young woman made her consider the question calmly and the more she did the more she realised that she did not. The knowledge surprised her but she could not deny that it was true. Oh she was certain the pain would be terrible, but as the young woman had recently discovered pain was something she seemed to quite enjoy. As she imagined the fiery pain of the whip cutting across her vagina her clitoris actually throbbed in approval.

Realising that Sidur would need visual proof of her consent in this instance, Phia met her eyes and gave a small but firm nod of her head. The older woman’s eyes burned with delight for a moment and then again dipped down to stare at the princess’s bare sex. As she began rotating the wrist of her hand holding the whip, clearly limbering herself up, the young woman took a deep breath.

CRACK!

The whip slashed itself across Phia’s puffy slit, the knotted end biting into one of her labia lips. As pain every bit as terrible as she had imagined flooded through her cunt, the young woman’s head tipped back in an anguished scream, the crown of garlands that somehow so far had remained perched atop her head almost tipping off of it. Her entire body tensed and wet rigid as she fought not to move, somehow still consciously trying to obey Sidur’s commands even as pain radiated through her body in waves. Her clitoris pulsed and throbbed in delight, however, as her vagina’s inner walls clenched delicious, pleasure combining with the pain in an overwhelming sensation.

“Good girl!” Sidur’s voice cut through the haze of pleasure pain Phia was lost in and the young woman thought it held almost a note of awe to it. Those two little words made her entire body tingle in delight. Oh how happy it made her that she had pleased Sidur.

Panting, Phia met Sidur’s eyes which once again had a considering look to them for a moment before they turned wicked as the older woman came to some decision. “I have decided you have my permission to move, my concubine. Try to evade the strikes of my whip, if you can, and test my skill. If you really want to evade them, that is?”

CRACK!

Without warning Sidur struck with her whip and before Phia could even think to react it cut across one of her breasts, fiery pain left in its wake. Even as she howled in pain, Phia twisting on her tiptoes to try and evade the next blow that followed a moment later, the knotted tip digging into the soft flesh of her pelvis but just missing her pussy.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK

Ruthlessly Sidur struck with her whip at Phia’s twisting body, smiling tauntingly at the girl’s attempts to evade her blows in this new game the two were playing. Beads of sweat broke out on Phia’s skin from her efforts, mixing with the tears staining her cheeks and the juices of her cunt that were sleek along her inner thighs, but the queen’s skill with her whip was something to behold indeed. No matter how Phia twisted and contorted herself, stretching the confines of her bonds to their fullest extent, more often than not Sidur still managed to land her whip on her nipples and vagina. She seemed to focus her attentions on the latter more and more as things went on, till her whip seemed to be cracking itself between Phia’s legs to the exclusion of everywhere else.

Panting for air between cries and sobs of pain along with moans of pleasure, Phia twisted and rocked her hips, no longer certain if she was even trying to evade Sidur’s whip anymore or simply moving because the older woman had ordered her to. Under the ruthless, repeated strikes of the queen’s whip, her vagina had gone from a light, blushing pink to a dark, engorged red and now was an almost mottled dark purple colour. It ached torturously, Phia could no longer tell whether in pain or in pleasure or some twisted combination of the two. As her arousal grew stronger with each blow, the pleasure bubbling up inside her body like a wave about to crest, the girl found herself wonderful if she would climax just from being whipped alone.

Then the knotted tip of Sidur’s whip grazed against her clit and Phia let loose a wild howl as pain unlike anything she had experienced before exploded through her body, dancing madly on the tips of her toes as she thrashed and jerked from the shackles she dangled from. Her hands tugged desperately at the rings of iron they were restrained by, trying to bring them down between her legs, whether to shield her cunt from further blows or soothe the pain or rub at her clitoris to finally bring herself release Phia was not certain of in that moment.

No more blows of the whip followed and moments later Phia felt something warm and taunt but also soft pressed up against her body and even as strong arms encircled her in a tight embrace and hot breath wafted over one of her ears. “Ssshhhhh, Phia. It’s alright. I have you. Sssshhhhh, my dear concubine, you have made me so proud. What a good girl you are. So strong. So brave. Everything I hoped for and then more. Sssshhhh, just relax, my sweet princess. I have you.”

Phia felt herself melt against Sidur’s strong body, arms now straining against her iron shackles to try and return her embrace but unable to. Thwarted by her bonds, she did the next best thing snuggled her face into the crook of the older woman’s neck, still sobbing softly into the thick, coppery mane of her hair. Sidur simply held her even more tightly in her embrace, one hand lightly stroking the black tresses of her hair as the other slipped down to cup one cheek of her bum in a lovingly, almost possessive fashion.

“Hush now, Phia,” Sidur continued to softly whisper in the young woman’s ear. “Good girl. I have honoured Scythe with many gifts over the years, but none hold a candle to you. So soft and sweet and innocent but with a spine of iron underneath. I cannot wait to worship Her with you. Would you like that, my concubine?”

The older woman’s words barely registered with Phia. As the pain had receded and calm had returned to her, her continued state of frustrated arousal had become all the more apparent and harder to ignore. Her vagina felt like it had been immersed in liquid fire, it was so hot and engorged. She could feel the heat of Sidur’s skin just inches away and had to fight with everything she had not to hump herself against the other woman’s body, certain that would be a violation of some rule. All she could think of was how desperate she was to have the other woman touch her, to finally give her release.

“Thank you, Domina,” Phia whimpered pitifully. “Please, Domina…I want to cum…I wanna cum so badly…please, Domina, make me cum…”

She heard a tisking sound in her ear and when Sidur spoke her voice was gentle yet firm. “No, my concubine, I cannot. Not yet. Still, you deserve a proper reward I think. Yes, Scythe can wait to be worshipped a bit longer while I treat you to the pleasures of my mouth.”

All Phia heard were the last words, her heart leaping in her throat at the thought of Sidur’s mouth on her cunt. Feeling the older woman’s hot, moist lips against her throat and then upper chest, made the girl’s mind run wild as she imagined what they would feel like against the lips of her slit. Her pussy ached desperately from just the thought.

As eager as Phia was to feel Sidur’s mouth, the older woman was taking her sweet time about it. She slowly kissed her way down the valley of Phia’s large breasts, tonguing her cleavage, before quickly circling her silky tongue around both of the young woman’s nipples without letting it touch them, eliciting a frustrated little whine from her; Sidur’s only reaction was a brief, dark chuckle.

Slowly, Sidur continued making her way down Phia’s body. Her tongue licking and lips kissing a trail down the girl’s quivering stomach as her teeth nibbled at her soft skin. It did not seem to matter how desperate Phia’s whimpers and moans grew as she drew closer and closer to where the princess desperately wanted to feel the touch of the queen’s lips and the caress of her tongue, nothing seemed motivate her to quicken her pace; indeed if anything it seemed the greater Phia’s desperation the slower her progress.

But finally, Sidur was kneeling before Phia, her lips kissing the young woman’s pelvis just above her so very aroused pussy. Pulling her head back, her face hovered just before Phia’s soft, bare mound, gazing at it almost serenely even as Phia herself whimpered tearfully, staring unblinkingly down at the queen. Oh how she wanted her to just lean forward and place her mouth upon her cunt. Why did she not do so?

Then Phia’s heart leapt in her throat as Sidur pursed her lips. The older woman did not close the distance separating her from the bound princess’s straining cunt, however, and instead she blew a waft of hot breath over it.

Feeling the gust of hot, moist air tease her vagina, Phia sobbed in desperation and instinctively pressed her hips forward. “Domina, please!”

Sidur’s hands caught her hips, however, holding them firm. Her eyes shot up to meet Phia’s, the warning in them clear. “You no longer have my permission to move, my concubine. I expect you to be a good girl for me and remain still while I do this. Should I feel you move as much as an inch, I will stop. Do you understand me?”

Phia frantically nodded and ceased her attempts to move her hips forward and bring her pussy into contact with Sidur’s lips. For one long moment, Sidur continued to stare up at the bound princess; it seemed to last an eternity. Then, her dark eyes still locked with Phia’s, the queen slowly began inching her head forward.

Her tongue shot out from between her full, haughty lips and slowly ran itself along the length of the girl’s mottled, engorged slit. A squeal of delight came from Phia at the feeling of Sidur’s hot, silky tongue on her vagina, unlike anything she had ever felt before and more pleasurable than she could describe. “Thank you! Oh Domina, thank you! More please!”

Just as slowly as before, Sidur ran her tongue up one of the puffy lips of Phia’s slit. She did the same to the other one. Then, she darted out with her tongue’s pointed tip and teased it slowly around the little bud that was Phia’s clitoris. The girl groaned in frustration, desperate to feel the queen’s tongue on her clit; the little bundle of nerves was so hard it almost hurt and a dark purple colour, like a ripe grape, jutting out from its protective hood and straining desperately towards the silky, wet muscle that was slowly trailing around it while avoiding contact with rigid discipline. Phia fought the urge to wiggle her hips to try and bring her little bud into contact with Sidur’s tongue, mindful of the older woman’s command that she was not to move and fearful of her warning that if the young woman did so she would stop.

“Please,” Phia begged as tears of frustration once again welled up in her eyes and began spilling down her cheeks. “Please, Domina…please let me feel your tongue…”

“But are you not, Phia?” Sidur replied in a tone of faux confusion. For emphasis she licked her tongue up the cleft of the girl’s puffy slit; Phia let out a hot moan of pleasure as she felt the pointed tip push through her silken entrance into the hot, wet folds beyond, but it turned into a groan of disappointment when once again it stopped just short of her desperate little bud.

Phia knew what Sidur wanted to hear. The part of her that was still an innocent princess baulked at saying something so lewd. The greater part of her that was embracing her new role as Sidur’s concubine, relishing it even, honestly could not care. All she could think of was the desperate, burning desire coursing through her veins.

“Please, Domina,” Phia pleaded, tearful eyes wide and meek and her face the perfect picture of submissive timidity. “Please, lick my clitoris. Let me feel your tongue on it. Please, Domina, please!”

Sidur’s eyes gleamed hungrily at Phia’s words but still she lingered, tongue lightly stroking its pointed tip just below the young woman’s throbbing clit, so close to where she wanted it but not quite there. Then suddenly the older woman closed the distance, lathing her silky tongue over the little bundle of nerves. Phia sobbed with joy as she felt the hot, wet sensation of Sidur’s tongue on her clitoris, which clenched in the most delicious way in response to the silky caress. It felt so good!

The caresses lasted only for a few moments and then Sidur retreated her tongue, once more alternately lapping up and down the cleft of the young woman’s slit and her engorged labia lips. As wonderful as it felt, it paled in comparison to the near bliss that Phia had just felt from Sidur’s tongue upon her clitoris. Even as she moaned tearfully in pleasure as the older woman continued to slather away, her little bud throbbed and quivered in protest at the neglect.

And then, just as suddenly as it had before, Sidur’s tongue shifted back to Phia’s straining clit. She lathed the entire moist length over the hard little bud in light, fluttering flicks as the princess cried out her appreciation, young body shaking from the effort it took not to grind herself against the older woman; as wonderful as the teasingly light caresses felt, they just weren’t enough. Then without warning Sidur again relented, switching her focus back to tormenting the girl’s slit with the same soft, teasing licks while once again ignoring her desperate clitoris.

This deviant pattern continued, with Sidur briefly slathering attention on Phia’s clitoris with her skilled tongue, building the young woman’s passion higher before ruthlessly moving away to tongue and lick at her labia lips and slit, keeping her in a state of ever greater burning arousal but doing nothing to slake it. The caresses of her tongue remained infuriating light and Phia’s frustration reached new heights. Soon she was babbling and pleading frantically, “Domina, please…oh it feels so good…more, please…no don’t stop, Domina…please do not tease me…oh Domina, please…”

For once Phia’s tear stricken pleading seemed to have an effect and Sidur’s skilled tongue began lingering longer and longer upon the girl’s throbbing little bud, as the time spent elsewhere became less and less. Soon, she was focusing her effort solely on the little bundle of nerves, much to Phia’s delight. As her tongue flicked and licked and lathed itself over the hard little nub, the queen’s hands left the young woman’s hip and her fingers began stroking themselves over the engorged, puffy lips of her slit.

Sweating pouring down her cheeks from the effort of keeping still, mingling with the tears already staining the hot cheeks, Phia dangled panting from her shackles as she moaned appreciatively as Sidur’s tongue began stroking itself over her clit ever more forcefully and faster. Then when she felt the queen’s plump, moist lips capture her clitoris and begin sucking away at it, she actually cried out in delight.

Phia felt a familiar pressure building within her cunt like it had before, her inner walls beginning to clench in anticipation as the pleasure pulsing through it became stronger and stronger. “Domina, please…what you are doing feels so good…I’m going to…I’m going to cum…oh, please Domina may I cum…”

Immediately Sidur’s lips and tongue vanished from Phia’s clitoris and all caresses of her burning cunt ended. As she felt her arousal begin to recede, leaving her poor vagina more frustrated than ever, she let out a tearful howl. “Nooooooo! Domina, no please. I was about to cum. Please let me cum please!”

As always, Sidur seemed heedless to Phia’s tears, nuzzling her face into the cleft where the girl’s pelvis met her upper thigh as her hands went around to teasingly run themselves over the quivering cheeks of her bum. “No, my concubine, I cannot allow it. It is too soon. Scythe must be given Her due first and I am afraid you have only just begun that task. Till that time comes you must simply be patient.”

The bound princess very much wanted to say to hell with Scythe, but she suspected such sacrilegious words would only raise Sidur’s ire. So instead she simply hung from her bonds, softly weeping bitter tears, as she endured the infuriatingly light, teasing caresses of the older woman on her body even as her cunt clenched and spasmed in protest as the orgasm she had just been on the precipice of slipped away.

And then Sidur began again. There was no teasing buildup this time, her lips and tongue immediately focusing their efforts on Phia’s hard little clit. The queen held nothing back, pleasuring the bound young woman with all of her considerable skill. Except in one way. She utterly refused to let Phia cum. Within minutes of returning her attentions to Phia’s little bud, the young woman found herself teetering right on the brink of release once more, babbling desperately for Sidur’s permission to tip over into climax. Sidur immediately moved away as she had before, letting Phia’s passion subside till it was safe for her to once again resume.

This deviant little game played out again and again. With her silky tongue and plump lips and skilled fingers Sidur would lick and kiss and caress Phia’s pussy, playing it as skillfully as a bard strumming at a harp, until the girl was right at the brink of what always felt to be an explosive orgasm only to stop at what seemed the very last moment and deny her ultimate release while waiting for her passion to safely abate before resuming.

Not that Sidur would stop touching her in the meantime. No, as Phia slowly slid back from the edge, the devious older woman would continue caressing other parts of her body. She would kiss the girl’s trembling inner thighs and lightly lick her pelvis and stomach. Her fingers lightly ran themselves over Phia round bum and teasingly caressed her heaving breasts, always avoiding her rock hard nipples with ruthless discipline. The queen never stopped for so much as a moment, never letting the princess have any respite from her wicked caresses for an instant, keeping her in a constant state of frustration.

Even as Phia’s pent up arousal built to the point where she feared she would go made, she still remained mindful of Sidur’s orders and kept her shaking body still despite the burning desire within in to grind herself against the older woman’s mouth, to chase her teasing fingers and tongue, or even just thrash against her bonds in protest of the cruel denial she continued to be subjected to. Good girl, she told herself. Good girl. Be a good girl for Sidur and make her proud. Be a good girl and she would be rewarded. Those words rang through her head almost like a mantra.

As for the countlessly time Sidur brought her lips away from Phia straining clitoris just before she could tip over into climax, the young woman bawled mindlessly, eyes blinded by tears as she pleaded, “Domina…p-please…let me…let me…lemme cum…I w-wanna cum…Domina…please…”

“I said no Phia,” Sidur’s voice was soft but firm as she ran her fingers up and down the girl’s shaking inner thighs. “Your begging will not change that, my concubine, but by all means continue doing so, you beg so prettily.”

Then after only a few minutes of this, Sidur leaned her head forward again and captured Phia’s throbbing clitoris between her lips once again, sucking strongly. Pent up as she was, it seemed only moments later Phia was once again standing on the very brink of climax, whimpering as she almost tasted the unimaginable bliss that seemed to be there, just tantalisingly out of reach.

“Domina pleeeeeease!” She howled.

And this time Sidur did not stop, continuing to suck away just as strongly and showing no signs of pulling away. For a few seconds Phia held her breath and dared let herself hope. Then just as her cunt’s inner walls began to clench and the first flares of pleasure began stirring within it, Sidur once again released the young woman’s little bud from her lips and leaned back, fingers immediately beginning to lightly trace the very edges of her puffy slit.

“Noooooooooooo!” Phia wailed. Her entire body clenched as she continued to hover right on that delicious yet diabolical edge, desperately straining with everything she had to tip herself over it. It was futile and seconds like she felt the familiar frustration begin welling up inside of her as her orgasm once again began to slip from her grasp. Her young body went limp, knees buckling so she hung from the shackles attached to her wrists; Phia’s head fell to her chest and she wept bitter tears.

“Hush, Phia,” the weeping girl felt the reassuring, soft warmth of Sidur’s body against her own; her strong arms came around to cuddle her head against her large breasts. “ I know. Calm yourself, my concubine, I have you. It’s alright.”

“P-please Domina,” Phia was almost blubbering. “P-please lemme cum…I wanna cum…”

“I know, Phia,” Sidur whispered softly, hot breath tickling her ear. One of her hands slid down Phia’s belly, the soft skin trembling under her fingers, and then cupped the young woman’s pussy. The princess whimpered at the touch, disappointment flooding through her when the queen made no other effort to caress it. Everything in her was screaming for Phia to grind herself against Sidur’s hand, she was so close she surely could achieve release in only a few moments if she did. She resisted the urge. She was a good girl. She would not move unless her Domina gave her permission.

Phia felt Sidur’s lips quirk up in a smile. “Good girl. I have only just begun training you, my concubine, and already you are so obedient. I had feared you would possess some spoiled nature I would need to break, but you seem to be a natural submissive, born to please her Domina.”

“Domina, p-please…” Phia continued whimpering, the feeling of Sidur’s hand as it palmed her soft mound a taunting reminder of her continued denial.

“I know, Phia,” Sidur repeated again. “I know you wish to cum, my concubine. This innocent pussy of yours is desperate for it. Well, perhaps not so innocent anymore, though it still is in the one way that matters. Perhaps it is time to rectify that?”

The young woman did not quite understand what Sidur meant, but her words filled her with hope all the same. Phia raised her head to meet the older woman’s eyes and the wicked look in them made her stomach flutter. “Domina?”

“Yes,” Sidur went on, bringing up her hand to stroke it lovingly down the side of Phia’s face. “It would not do to keep Scythe waiting any longer, my concubine, the time has come for us to worship Her together.”


Chapter Eight - A Sacrifice of Blood

AS PHIA CONTINUED to dangle from her restraints, Sidur stepped away and began walking back towards the low table. The young woman’s body seemed to cry out unhappily, dearly missing the feeling of the older woman’s naked body pressed up against her own. As Sidur stopped before the table and picked up the leather harness attached to the phallus of carved ivory, however, she straightened and her eyes went wide as she began to understand what it was that the queen intended.

Her body hummed with excitement as Sidur stepped into the harness and fastened it around her hips and buckled it tight, even as Phia’s mind raced. As much as her heart pounded eagerly at the thought of the older woman taking her ivory penis and burying it deep within her virginal vagina, she could not help but feel the slightest bit of apprehension. She knew the first time would be painful, it always was, but how painful would it be? As Sidur began walking back to her, tall and proud like a lioness stalking towards its prey, her nervousness only grew as she eyed the Spear of Scythe hanging between her legs. It was big, bigger even than the one she had seen Ankherit wield just the other night. Would she even be able to accommodate it inside of her?

Stopping in front of Phia, Sidur placed both of her hands underneath the young woman’s round bum and lifted her up. “Wrap both of your legs around my lips, my concubine.”

Phia did so and then whimpered as she felt the bulbed tip of Sidur’s cock glide up and down her slit, her body shivering at the feeling. When the older woman grasped the base of her phallus, pushing the tip against her entrance, she could not help but tense a little as she felt her labia lips stretch a little to accommodate it.

“Relax, Phia,” Sidur said, her voice firm but also gentle, the hand still cupping her bum giving a reassuring squeeze. “This will hurt at first, my concubine, but I will make the pain as brief as I can. Be a good, brave girl for me and I promise what comes after will be pleasurable.”

Taking a deep breath, Phia willed her body to unclench despite the alien feeling of the tip of Sidur’s Spear of Scythe pressing at the entrance of her vaginal tunnel; it was not exactly painful, just strange in a way she had never experienced before. Looking up to meet Sidur’s eyes, the young woman felt her heart flutter at the look of intense determination she saw in them. As ready as she ever would be, Phia gave a slight nod of her head.

Sidur smiled predatorily for a moment but then her face grew serious. “This is important, Phia. Repeat these words after me. I submit this gift of blood to the honour of Scythe.”

Phia blinked, suddenly remembering the exchange she had heard the other night between Ankherit and Xue Xue. “I submit this gift of blood to the honour of Scythe.”

SIdur’s eyes gleamed with lustful intent but her words were solemn as she spoke. “I offer this gift of blood for the honour of Scythe.”

For a long moment there was silence and then with a look of resolve in Sidur’s face she gripped the girl’s bum tightly with her hands and gave a powerful thrust forward with her hips, driving her ivory penis deep into Phia’s vagina. The young woman felt her vaginal walls stretch painfully and then something ripped and she cried out as pain unlike anything she had ever felt before rushed through her.

Sidur’s cock buried inside of her to the hilt, Phia pressed her head into the valley of the older woman’s large breasts and sobbed into her cleavage. Sidur made no further attempts to move, planting soft kisses on the top of Phia’s hair as she let the girl adjust. “Sssshhhh, Phia. The worst part is over. Good girl. So brave. So strong you are, my concubine. Just breathe and the pain will soon pass. Then the pleasure can begin.”

The older woman’s voice was hot with promises and Phia obediently took deep breaths, tears leaking out of her clenched eyes onto the soft skin of Sidur’s bosom. Her cunt still felt painfully stretched but it was already beginning to abate to be replaced with a strange feeling of fullness. When she experimentally clenched her inner walls around the ivory shaft a rippling of pleasure was the result and she moaned aloud.

When Phia lifted her head, Sidur immediately swooped down on her and captured her lips with her own in a hot and passionate kiss. The young woman groaned happily in response but when she only slightly twitched her hips, trying to better grip herself around Sidur’s cock, the queen immediately broke the kiss and looked at her with stern eyes.

“You do not have permission to move, Phia,” Sidur said in an ice cold voice that allowed for no argument. “Be a good girl and keep your legs around my hips. I shall do the rest.”

Sidur began pulling back her hips, her phallus pulling out from Phia’s pussy. The friction of the shaft against her inner walls created the most delicious pleasure, but the young woman did not like the empty feeling left in its wake. She tried to lock her legs behind Sidur to stop what she was doing but the older woman only chuckled darkly and gripped the girl’s hips tightly to hold her in place and continued to pull out till only the tip of her ivory penis remained in her cunt.

Eyes glinting almost ferally, Sidur began rocking her hips forward again, slowly but steady pushing her cock back in. Phia moaned slowly as she felt the shaft once again gliding against her vaginal tunnel, squeezing herself tightly around it, savouring the pleasure it invoked. She kept her eyes locked with Sidur’s as it happened, relishing the possessive look in the other woman’s dark orbs.

Again Sidur repeated the same motion, then again and again. Her thrusts became faster and stronger, her powerful hips putting more force into them. All Phia could do was hang from her shackles and take it, her legs gripped around the other woman like a vice. It felt so good. Moaning hotly, she panted for breath, her cunt dripping wet and pleasure rushing through it with each new thrust. She could feel the pleasure building inside of her like a wave cresting towards a beautiful peak.

But then without warning Sidur thrust her cock fully inside of Phia and then stopped. Frustration once again surged through Phia and she whined in dismay. “No! Please Domina, no! Don’t stop!”

Sidur laughed tauntingly. “I have no intention of stopping, Phia. This last part has only just begun. I would not get too eager though, my concubine, the end you long for is not coming soon.”

Phia’s apprehension at Sidur’s words was quickly forgotten as the older woman once again began thrusting her hips, gliding her Spear of Scythe in and out of her cunt. Her pace was faster this time, if still measured, taking deep, disciplined breaths of air through flared nostrils as she grunted slightly from the effort. Phia felt that her body desperately wanted to rock her hips back in time with the other woman’s motions, somehow knowing it would only build her own pleasure more quickly. Oh how she wanted to move. She resisted the urge though. She would be a good girl for Sidur. A properly submissive and obedient concubine. Sidur would reward her for it. Surely she would.

As the young woman moaned aloud while Sidur continued to pound away at her with her ivory penis, she gripped her cunt around the shaft, savouring the friction of its motions. The queen seemed to notice this but did not chide her, evidently this was one kind of movement she was allowed. Instead she leaned forward, her breath hot in Phia’s ear as she whispered lustfully. “What a wanton little thing you are, Phia. Gripping my Spear like it is some new toy you do not wish to give up.”

“I-I’m sorry, Domina,” Phia squealed as she felt Sidur’s hot tongue lick over the edge of her ear.

“Oh do not apologise,” Sidur crooned. “A concubine should be a wanton one, always eager to please her warrior whenever she wishes. In whatever way she wishes.”

The fingers of one of Sidur’s hands ran themselves over one cheek of Phia’s bum and into its cleft, caressing the soft skin within. Feeling one finger rub itself over the puckered ring of her bum hole, Phia gave a shriek of surprise and just a little panic.

“Relax, my concubine,” Sidur shushed her, “I will not be taking you there tonight. But you will surrender your innocent bum to me eventually, just as I am now taking your sweet, tight pussy. Perhaps eventually it will please me to have both taken at the same time. Imagine it, Phia. You hanging helplessly as you are now, my Spear buried deep within your cunt and the Spear of one of my warriors buried just as deep up that tight little bumhole of yours?”

Phia’s cheeks reddened at such lewd talk, but her mind suddenly began to picture just such a deviant scene. Sidur thrusting her ivory penis into her pussy as she was doing now with Ankherit behind her bound body, rutting her bum just as she had Xue Xue’s the other night in the baths. She could not even begin to imagine how that would feel, how utterly filled she would be. The very thought still made her clitoris throb, however, in the most delicious fashion and a hot moan escaped her lips. Sidur smiled triumphantly, clearly pleased by the effect her words had had on the bound princess.

The lewd fantasy Sidur had planted in Phia’s mind only seemed to add fuel to the fire burning between her legs and pent up as she was it was enough for the girl to once again find herself on the brink. “Oh Domina please…” she panted, desperate for release but terrified she would only be denied again, “please may I cum…please, I’ve been a good girl Domina…please let me cum…”

“No!” Sidur's voice was hard as iron as she spoke, confirming Phia’s fears. This time she rocked her hips back so she withdrew her cock altogether from the young woman’s pussy. Phia tried to stop her, locking her legs behind Sidur’s back, and even clenching her inner walls around her cock in an entirely futile gesture. The older woman was far too strong, however, and her hands gripped Phia’s hips like a vice as she ripped her phallus out of the young woman and broke free from her legs.

Sidur stepped back and smirked, her ivory penis hanging between her legs glistening with Phia’s pussy juices and streaked with blood from her recently pierced hymen. Hooded eyes watched as the girl danced on her tiptoes, trying to find her footing, all the while wailing her dismay as her orgasm once again began to pull back from the delicious brink she had just been at.

“No! Domina please…please let me cum…lemme cum!”

But after a few moments when Sidur stepped forward again, her hands were gentle as they steadied Phia. The young woman blinked away her tears, calming at the other woman’s touch as she always did. “Domina -”

“Silence!” Sidur’s voice was hard as ever and Phia obediently did not speak. To her surprise the older woman reached up and began releasing her wrists from her shackles. Surely Sidur did not intend to just stop at this point? Phia’s poor pussy ached in protest at the very thought.

Relief surged through her as Sidur instead grabbed her by the shoulder and began half leading, half dragging her towards the bed. “I think it is time we changed positions. It is our wedding night after all, my concubine, and I now intend to have you in our bridal bed.”

Reaching the bed, Sidur roughly shoved Phia so she landed on it face first. “On your back now, my princess, and place your hands by your ankles.”

Obediently, Phia rolled over so she lay on her back, pulling her feet up so they pressed against her round bum and her wrists could lie beside her ankles as instructed. Arched her head up off of the blankets, she stared down the valley of her breasts to look at Sidur. The older woman ripped two strips of linen from Phia’s torn bridal tunic and then straightened. Phia felt the cool fabric as it was twisted around her wrists and ankles and then knotted tight. Tentatively she tugged at the new restraints and found she was bound just as securely as before. Sidur evidently knew her craft well.

Grabbing Phia by her hips, Sidur easily flipped the girl over. “Face down like a good girl and arch your back for me. Display that lovely bum of yours.”

Phia did as ordered and jutted her bum up into the air. Her cheeks grew hot at how exposed she was, her bum and pussy vulnerable to whatever it was Sidur chose to do next to them, but the vulnerability also fed her excitement. She liked being vulnerable to Sidur, and moreover she realised that she trusted her, despite all the frustrating torment she had subjected her to so far.

And then Phia felt the tip of Sidur’s ivory phallus probing at her slit. “Prepare yourself, Phia. You may be a princess, but now I intend to take you like a bitch in heat being mounted by a hound.”

Perhaps Phia should have bristled at the comparison, but instead she only arched her bum higher into the air to better expose her pussy, it was aching from the absence of Sidur’s cock and desperately wanted to feel her inside of it once again.

Sidur’s hands once again took Phia by the hips and without further hesitation rammed her phallus back inside of the girl’s tight cunt. Phia cried out in delight slightly muffled by the bedding her face was pressed into as she once again felt the other woman’s cock sheathed inside of her to the very hilt, savouring how full she felt and clenching her inner walls around the ivory shaft. She almost involuntarily let out a little whine as she felt the cock retreat till only the very tip remained, but it became a pleasurable groan as almost immediately the queen thrust forward once again, her hips slapping against Phia’s bum cheeks; the sound ringing throughout the bridal chamber.

At this new angle, Sidur could penetrate Phia even more deeply than before; she could feel the phallus’s tip pounding against her cervix with each powerful thrust. The older woman rutted away at the young woman like an animal, no rhythm to her movements now, grunting from the effort as she fucked her with wild abandon. There really was no other way to describe it. Phia’s body seemed to be crying out in delight. Fuck me. Fuck your good girl. Fuck your concubine as she should be fucked. Fuck me and make me cum. Oh please make me cum!

One of Sidur’s hands fisted itself around Phia’s hair, yanking her head up off of the blankets roughly. Pain shot through her scalp but it seemed to shoot straight to her vagina, which clenched itself tightly around the ivory penis thrusting relentlessly in and out of her hot, tight tunnel. Sidur’s other hand reached between the young woman’s legs, seeking out the princess’s straining little clit and caressing it with her fingers as the little bud throbbed frantically at the attention. Phia almost screamed as pleasure flooded her vagina, the very familiar pressure building once again as it heralded her coming orgasm. Surely she would come this time. The momentum of it seemed unstoppable. Panting with anticipation she arched her back to better expose her cunt to Sidur’s thrusts as the wave within her once more began to crest.

Then again Sidur gave one final thrust and stopped, fingers leaving the girl’s clit to instead teasingly ghost themselves over her slit’s puffy lips. Phia screamed once again, this time in horror as her orgasm again began slipping away. Something in her snapped. Sobbing in desperation, she began rocking her hips back against Sidur’s cock. She was close. So close. Just a little more was all she would need to achieve release.

“Do not move!” Sidur said fiercely, her hands flying to grab Phia by her hips and hold her in place.

Beyond reason, Phia continued to struggle, desperate to finally cum even as she felt her orgasm slipping further and further away. “P-please D-domina…I’m so close…please I can’t…I need…”

SLAP!

Pain radiated through one of Phia’s bum cheeks as Sidur spanked her. “I said do not move! You will be still, my concubine!”

Sidur spanked once more, on the other cheek this time for good measure, and after another moment of futile struggling Phia stilled herself. Her head flopped down onto the bed, sobbing as the last traces of her impending orgasm slipped away, her cunt burning with frustration and unfulfilled arousal. Tears leaked from her eyes into the bedding beneath her face. Oh why did Sidur keep denying her? Would she ever let her have release?

The older woman’s hands left Phia hips and began running them up and down the young woman’s trembling back in a soothing, almost loving fashion. Despite everything Sidur had put her through, Phia immediately felt herself calming under her touch as she always did. She found it confusing, how Sidur somehow always managed to quiet the frustrated tempest wracking her young body when it was she who had built it up to begin with, but she could not deny the truth of it.

“I know, Phia,” Sidur said softly, her voice tender. “You want to cum so badly. I cannot let you, my concubine, not yet. This is what it means to worship Scythe as a warrior’s concubine. With every pained cry, every frustrated tear, every moan of unfulfilled passion you honour Her. The first time is always the hardest, but you are doing so well. I am so proud of you. My good girl. My strong girl.”

And then Phia felt the length of Sidur’s body pressed up against her back, her hard nipples poking themselves into her shoulders as her lips kissed the side of her face. Her hands cupped the girl’s quivering breasts, lightly stroking her nipples. “You had best get used to it, Phia. I wanted to worship Scythe with you from the moment I laid eyes upon you standing on the palace steps. It took all my willpower not to take you then and there. Now that you are mine I intend to do so every single night. I have only just begun training you to be my concubine. I’ll spank you and whip you. Tease your body to the very brink with the most delicious pleasure and then deny you. Push you to the very edge and keep you there all night long. What you have experienced so far is just a taste of the life ahead of you, my princess.”

Phia’s mind told her she should be horrified by Sidur’s words, but her body practically hummed with excitement from them and her heart seemed to sing at the loving way the older woman said them. What kind of freak was she, to be aroused by such a prospect. But she could not deny that aroused was exactly what she was and furthermore this new part of her that Sidur had awoken did not care in the slightest.

Sidur rose to her full height and began thrusting with her hips once again, quickly resuming her previous frenzied pace. Beads of sweat broke out on her toned body from her effort, running down her skin as she grunted almost ferally. The sound rang in Phia’s ears along with the sound of naked, sweaty skin slapping against naked, sweaty skin. Her own arousal quickly came roaring back and soon her own moans of pleasure joined the chorus.

They were not alone, however. Between animalistic grunts the young woman could hear Sidur beginning to groan in delight as she ground her cunt against the base of her ivory cock at the apex of every thrust. Twisting her head around so she could look at Sidur, she saw the queen’s eyes were staring down at where her penis was pounding in and out of Phia’s cunt, glued unblinkingly at the sight and burning with a predatory passion. Her massive breasts bounced and jiggled as her body rocked back and forth with her thrusts, dark nipples as hard as gemstones. Phia could not look away from the sight, the glorious image of Sidur only building her arousal to new heights.

Then suddenly Sidur thrust her cock into Phia’s vagina to the fullest and the older woman’s head tipped back as she let out a triumphant roar. Grinding her cunt against the ivory base of her cock, her hands shot up to paw and knead at her breasts, her fingers twisting and caressing her nipples. Phia could only watch enviously as Sidur rode out what looked to be a truly massive climax, desperately wishing she could experience one of her own as she frantically imagined what it would be like to finally cum. Her pussy quivered at the sight, turned on by the erotic act playing out before her eyes as she could only lie there pliantly. Her hands balled up into fists as she fought the urge to move, to rock back against Sidur’s cock, knowing it was not allowed.

Sidur left out a deep breath, the last traces of her climax leaving her body, and pulled her hips back to withdraw her cock from Phia. The girl whined a little in protest, her poor denied cunt clenching itself futilely around the shaft as she felt it withdraw from her tight tunnel. Sidur paid her no heed, hands reaching down to flip the young woman over onto her back and then cupping her bum to push. Obediently, Phia wiggled up on the bed making room before her for Sidur to climb up onto it so she knelt between the girl’s spread legs.

Looking down with hooded eyes, Sidur drank in the sight of Phia lying before her. Her eyes wide and pleading. Her cheeks red with arousal and stained with sweat and frustrated tears. Her beautiful face, framed so prettily by her long, black hair; the crown of garlands miraculously still perched atop her head, though now just a bit askew. Her luscious body all open and exposed, large breasts and trembling stomach decorated with welts and red lines from her whip. Above all her delicious cunt, puffy labia lids engorged and an enticing dark red colour with her round clitoris jutting out from its protective hood and frantically throbbing with need.

Grasping her ivory cock with one hand, Sidur glided it up and down the bound girl’s slit, teasing her with its length. Phia moaned aloud in pleasure but also frustration, clearly wanting more. She did not move an inch, however, taking Sidur’s teasing like a good girl. Her eyes shone with a desperation to cum. Part of Sidur very much wanted to allow her to do just that, but she resisted. The time wasn’t quite right, not yet. And another, even greater part of the queen wanted to keep the princess waiting just a bit longer. Wanted to push her to the very edge of what she could take.

So instead, Sidur lined her penis up at Phia’s entrance and with a thrust of her hips rammed it home. The girl’s recently deflowered vagina easily accommodated the full length of it and Phia groaned at the pleasure that flowed through her in response.

Sidur lay her body atop of Phia’s as she began rocking her hips, the intensity of her thrusts growing with each new one. The young woman gasped as she felt Sidur’s large breasts mash themselves against her own, her hard nipples grinding themselves into hers. Sidur took the opportunity to bring her lips down to meet Phia’s in a kiss, her tongue ruthlessly thrusting itself into the princess’s mouth. Phia raised her own tongue up to meet the queen’s, moaning blissfully as they lathed together.

Breaking the kiss, Sidur reared up, bracing her hands on either side of Phia’s face for support as she continued to pound away with an animalistic intensity. The girl moaned in delight as she felt her pleasure begin to build again for the countless time, even as the frustration within her reached new heights. Her young body shook with the effort it took not to move. Oh how she wanted to move. But she wouldn’t. Not without her Domina’s permission. So instead Phia simply lay pliantly, as Sidur continued to rut away, cunt clenched tight around the older woman’s ivory penis.

As she moaned and shuddered underneath Sidur, Phia tried to keep her eyes locked with the queen’s, drawing strength from the look of desire and also approval in them as she gazed hotly down at the young woman. She realised she would do anything, endure anything, to have Sidur look at her that way. It made her entire body seem to tingle and her heart ache in the most delicious way even as it seemed to flutter and leap about in her chest.

Pent up as she was, it did not take long for Phia to once again find herself on the brink. Her cunt ached with a desperation to cum. Oh how she wanted to finally experience release. Surely Sidur would allow her to this time?

“Domina…please…” Phia pleaded, keeping her voice as meek as possible and making her eyes go wide and timid, knowing this would please Sidur. “Please…I wanna cum…please Domina, I’ve been a good girl…please make I cum?”

Sidur continued to thrust away and Phia began to hope, her pussy’s inner walls already starting to contract in anticipation.

But then Sidur’s smile turned cruel and Phia’s heart sank.

“No,” Sidur said the word softly but to Phia it was almost deafening. As the older woman once again stilled her hips Phia did not even bother protesting or begging for her not to stop, simply wailing her in dismay as she found herself once again teetering on that taunting edge but unable to tip over, tears running down her cheeks as she sobbed in despair. Would Sidur ever let her cum? It felt as if she would be kept in denial forever.

And then Phia felt Sidur’s warm, hard body atop of hers again and her soft, moist lips kissing away the tears from her face. “Hush Phia, I know. I know you want to cum. You want it more than anything you have ever wanted in your life, don’t you? You’ve been such a good girl for me. I’m so proud of you. Just a little more, I swear it, Phia. Be a brave, strong girl for me just a bit longer, my concubine.”

Phia’s sobbing lessened, Sidur calming her as she always did. The older woman pulled back so she was fully upright and then grasped Phia’s legs, pulling her body forward so she could throw her legs over her shoulders; even the subtle movement of the queen’s cock inside her cunt caused by this was enough to make the princess squeal in pleasure.

Sidur gripped Phia’s legs and once again began thrusting away at the girl with abandon, her hips pistoning madly. Her face was flushed from the effort as she panted almost as desperately as the bound princess, beads from sweat running down her forehead and cheeks. There was a look of intense determination in her eyes that made Phia shudder, as if the woman was somehow looking through her into her very soul.

At this new angle, Sidur’s cock could penetrate Phia’s cunt deeper than ever. As the girl lay before the older woman, panting and moaning from her ruthless assault on her cunt, her mind raced with Sidur’s last words and the tantalising promise in them. She did not dare let herself hope, though, her body writhing at the memory of the countless times before she had been brought right to the very edge of what had promised to be ecstasy only to be cruelly denied at the last possible moment. Surely this time would be no different.

But her body did not seem to care, her arousal building higher and higher with each new thrust of Sidur’s ivory phallus into her vagina; it felt so hot and wet, burning with an intense need for release that it could sense growing ever closer whatever Phia’s mind said. When Sidur reached down with her hands and began teasingly running her fingers over the young woman’s nipples, Phia gave a strangled cry at the frustratingly light sensation. She desperately wanted to arch her chest up so her breasts could be more fully caressed by she did not move so much as an inch, allowing Sidur to continue tormenting her heaving breasts with the softest and faintest of touches which nevertheless seemed to shoot straight to her cunt.

“My concubine,” Sidur said between her own increasingly frequent groans of pleasure, her voice hot with lust, “when you cum…you have my permission to move…only then…do you understand?”

“Yes Domina!” Phia cried out, hope suddenly flaring back alive within her. “Domina, please -

“No, Phia,” Sidur said firmly, her voice now noticeably strained. “Not yet…soon, I promise…just a little bit more…”

The task seemed almost impossible, Phia’s body having immediately gone right to the brink the moment Sidur had made clear she did in fact intend to finally allow the young woman release. Her nipples were hard as jewels even as Sidur continued to subject them to anguishing featherlight touches and her vagina an inferno as it clenched itself around the other woman’s penis, desperate to finally take the last little step and tip over into climax. Phia resisted with everything she had, straining desperately not to cum just as mightily as she had strained to do so before. Her body clenched and shook from the effort, her dainty hands balling up into fists and tears leaking freely from her eyes. Each second seemed to be an eternity.

And then Sidur’s hips began rocking in a crazed frenzy as she grunted and groaned with abandon, before she thrust them forward to grind herself against the base of her phallus and cried out, “Cum with me, Phia! Cum with me now!” Her head then tipped back as she roared in triumph.

Phia could not have held back another moment. Pleasure beyond description burst from her cunt and flooded every inch of her body. Screaming in delight she began to wildly canter her hips, pumping herself along the ivory shaft of Sidur’s cock, greedily chasing even more pleasure as her orgasm raced through her. Her body writhed and bucked, revelling in her climax but also the fact she was finally free to move in reaction to it.

Sidur’s hands left Phia’s breasts and shot straight to her clit, rubbing frantically at the little bud that was clenched in orgasm. Phia moaned aloud, arching her pelvis up to give the older woman better access even as she continued to shake in the aftermath of her long awaited release. Then suddenly out of nowhere she was cumming for a second time as another wave crested and crashed over her body. The girl just howled mindlessly, her entire world becoming nothing more than the pleasure flooded through her body only to seemingly rebound back onto her throbbing clitoris. It was almost overwhelming in its intensity.

Finally, Phia collapsed and went limp, feeling utterly drained in the most delicious way possible. Sidur lay atop of her, her weight wonderful in a way the young woman couldn’t even begin to describe. For a few moments the two women just panted for breath, both of them able to feel the others’ heart pounding frantically. Then after a few moments Sidur lifted herself up. Phia whined unhappily, already missing the feeling of the older woman’s skin against her own, but when she felt the linen bindings at her wrists and ankles loosen she realised the queen was only untying her.

Phia stretched her limbs gingerly; they were sore and stiff after being bound for so long. When she felt Sidur’s body against her own again, she immediately wrapped her arms around the older woman in a tight embrace, legs locking themselves around her waist at the same time even as her ivory cock remained buried deep within her cunt. Sidur chuckled happily and rolled the two of them over so they could both lay comfortably on their sides, both their foreheads casually resting against the other.

Sidur’s eyes seemed to glow happily. “Oh Phia, you were wonderful. Beyond anything I could ever have imagined. You have pleased me greatly, my concubine.”

“Thank you, Domina,” Phia’s cheeks blushed at the other woman’s praise and did not even attempt to hide it, savouring the hungry little smile that appeared on Sidur’s face in response.

“I hope it was as good for you as it was for me.”

“Oh Domina, I never imagined I could feel such a way,” Phia gushed.

Sidur smirked. “Good. I meant what I said before. I intend to worship Scythe with you as we have just now practically every night circumstances permitting.”

“Is that a promise?” Phia said teasingly.

Sidur only chuckled and leaned forward to nuzzle her nose against Phia’s. It was such a small, simple gesture, but it made the young woman feel as if her heart was doing backflips. Suddenly there was something Phia felt she simply must say, the urge overwhelming. “Domina…”

She trailed off. As desperately as she wanted to say the words, referring to Sidur by that title when she said it felt wrong.

The queen blinked. “You have my permission to use my name, Phia, if you feel you must for what you want to say.”

Relief filled her. “Thank you. Sidur…I love you.”

Happiness immediately flooded Sidur’s eyes. “Oh Phia, I love you also my princess. I will from today until my last.”

With that Sidur kissed Phia passionately, the young woman’s heart seeming to sing as she did so. When she finally broke the kiss for air, a wicked look appeared in Sidur’s eyes and the older woman suddenly shifted so she was lying on her back with Phia straddling her hips, ivory phallus still deep within her cunt.

“And now, my beloved concubine,” Sidur said hotly as she took one of the lengths of saffron linen and used it to tie Phia’s hands behind her back. “It is time you learned how to ride my Spear. Once you have properly mastered this new skill, I may even allow you to cum again.”

Phia’s pussy pulsed in pleasure at Sidur’s lewd words and she obediently began to lift her hips up and down.


Epilogue

PHIA STOOD SWELTERING under the hot sun somewhere in the Kemarq valley, eyes glued to the battlefield before her. Not that she could see much. It was little more than a swirling ball of dust, only the faint sound of weapons clashing against weapons and men dying giving a hint of the true nature of what was going on within. When the battle had begun hours before the view had been better, the line of Hyllencene warriors formed up in their traditional spearwall stretched across the plain, the second line of Scythebean warrior women, their formation much looser in comparison, somewhat behind the first. At the far side of the plain had been the vast, seething mass of the King of Kings’ mighty host, drawn from every corner of his vast empire.

Then the air had filled with the sound of trumpets and drums and war horns, signalling the advance and the Hyllencene and Scythebean lines had begun to roll forward. Within minutes the field had been obscured by a swirling mass of dust kicked up by the combined efforts of tens of thousands of sandalled feet marching across the dry soil. It had remained so since.

It seemed like an eternity had passed in that time, the day progressing at a snail's pace as Phia had waited with the other women at the Hyllencene camp perched on the edge of whatever godforsaken place the two armies had come together at. Phia had not bothered to learn its name, but as the day had lagged on she had found herself wondering over it again and again. She should know the name of this place. It was where her family’s fate would be decided after all.

At least she had the comforting presence of her family. When the Scythebean warband had marched south, Phia had accompanied it as was her duty as both a warrior’s concubine and its queen’s consort. To her delight, when the Scythebeans had merged with the assembled host of the Hyllencene free cities weeks later, she had found her mother and siblings had likewise come along for the campaign. She had missed them all dreadfully in the months since they had parted.

Basine and Queen Aessas stood to Phia’s left, arms wrapped around the other for comfort as they stared unblinkingly at the battle before them much like Phia had been doing. To her right was Thara, her eyes torn between the dust shrouded field before them and the newborn baby boy she cradled in her arms. Hermaia, who stood just next to her, held twins, a boy and girl, which seemed to take all of her attention, though the tense air that hung about her made clear where her mind was. Phia admitted she had relished the time she had been able to spend her her nephews and niece so far. She was keenly aware she would have no children of her own and while she would not change her marriage for the world at this point, that fact did sometimes feel a tad bittersweet.

A little away from the rest of them stood Princess Briatha of the Trygoni, her brother Meneson’s wife. More handsome than beautiful, her face was still striking, and she was tall and slender in build, though with enough breasts and hips to still give her womanly curves. Her hands were cupped protectively over her swollen belly.

Phia remembered how when the time had come for the warriors to depart camp, Thara and Hermaia had clung to their prospective husbands, tearfully begging them to return alive from the coming battle and swearing to all the Gods that if they did not they would die of grief. Meneson and Briatha, in contrast, had stood silently before one another, eyes locked together with a look of such mutual fierceness in them that each had almost seemed to be glaring at the opposite. Then Meneson had huffed, almost as if he had lost some unspoken contest, and shot his arms forward to grab Briatha in a tight, almost desperate embrace. The Trygoni princess’s lips had turned upwards in an almost oddly victorious little smile, but barely a second later she was returning Meneson’s embrace almost more frantically if that was possible.

“Come back to me,” Phia had barely heard the tall woman whisper.

“I will,” Meneson had replied just as quietly, her forehead briefly touching her’s.

The brief exchange had somehow struck Phia as more intimate and touching than all the flowery oaths sworn by Thara and Hermaia combined. It seemed her mother, Basine, had been correct in her prediction and Briatha had indeed somehow caught Meneson’s interest and very possibly his heart along with it.

Phia had exchanged no words of goodbye with Sidur, either flowery or fierce, simply watching silently as the queen had mounted her chariot, the two silently holding the other’s gaze for a few long moments before she had turned away and whipped her horses towards the battlefield. They had said their goodbyes earlier that morning in their shared tent.

She had woken in the early twilight to the feeling of Sidur’s hands on her body, flipping her over so she lay on her stomach as her own were tightly bound behind her back, after which her queen had given her bum a quick but thorough spanking that had left it burning with pain even as her cunt had burned with arousal. Once this was done, Sidur had lain down upon her back and commanded Phia to ride her Spear of Scythe.

The princess had had ample opportunity to practise this particular act since she had first attempted it on her wedding night to Sidur and she had skillfully pumped her hips up and down, her cunt tightly clenched around the older woman’s ivory penis and her body shuddering as Sidur’s hands had teasingly caressed her heaving breasts and rock hard nipples. Coyly, she had looked down on Sidur with meek, pleading eyes as she had repeatedly begged to be allowed to cum and then whimpered theatrically when her queen had denied her, savouring the excitement she saw building within the older woman in time with her own. Finally, Sidur had relented as she began frantically rocking her own hips up to meet Phia’s gyrations, grinding her cunt against her phallus’s base in release and roaring out permission for the girl to experience her own, which she eagerly had before collapsing limp atop of her queen, panting for breath in the aftermath.

Once this was done, Phia had helped Sidur dress in her armour, the solemnity of what lay before both of them that day hanging heavily in the air.

“Pray I come back victorious at the end of this day,” Sidur had asked.

“I will pray you come back, whether in victory or defeat,” Phia had answered before rising up on her tiptoes to bestow a quick kiss upon Sidur’s lips. A naughty thought suddenly struck her and a teasing smile appeared on her lips as she took a step back. “Though should you return in victory I think I shall have no choice but to offer Scythe a gift in thanks.”

“Oh?” Sidur had said, her eyes glinting wickedly at the clear implication in Phia’s voice.

“Yes,” Phia said, turning to begin walking over to where her own clothes lay folded beside the bed, swaying her bum in an exaggerated fashion as she did so. “I believe there is still one part of me that you have yet asserted your warrior’s right to spoil, Domina. Come back to me victorious, I think you will simply have to offer it as a gift to Scythe’s honour.” As she bent forward to pick up her clothes at these last words, Phia had jutted her bum out far more than necessary, the point she was making quite evident, and savoured the hot hiss of excitement the act incited from Sidur.

All that felt like an eternity ago. For what felt like the countless time that day Phia wordlessly prayed to Scythe, swearing that if she only saw Sidur return to her unharmed she would worship the Goddess with her queen every single night for the rest of her mortal existence.

“There, I think I see something,” Thara shouted from beside her.

A distant outline formed amid the swirling dust and the seconds that followed as it solidified could have been an entire lifetime; whatever emerged would almost certainly be a portend for the outcome of the battle. A frantically fleeing warrior, one of the first to break ranks and flee for their own cowardly life, meant that fate had turned against the allied Hyllencene and Scythebean forces. A messenger carrying news of triumph would signal the opposite.

What emerged however was neither, but instead a chariot carrying a figure Phia quickly recognised as her father, Lycusandr. As he drew nearer the young woman could begin to make out a look of smug triumph on his blood splattered face and her heart leapt for joy in her chest as she realised the news would be good; it leapt even higher when moments later a second chariot emerged from the dust obscured battlefield carrying the tall figure of Sidur. Other chariots followed quickly afterward along with warriors on foot, but Phia had eyes only for her queen, covered in blood and dust but very much alive.

A horsemen emerged from the dust and quickly outpaced the men on foot and even the chariots as it darted towards the camp. Phia recognised its rider as Meneson. Horseback riding was another new interest that Princess Briatha had inspired in her brother and quite unusually he had asked to command one of the wings of cavalry during the battle, eschewing the traditional place of honour favoured by royalty among the charioteers.

“Victory!” Her brother practically screamed the moment he was close enough to make his voice heard. “We have victory! We pushed their lines back till they collapsed in on themselves and broke! It was a slaughter! I swear I cut down so many with my spear Melusius himself could not have done better!”

His almost blasphemous comparison of himself to the God of War did not dampen the cheers that swept through the assembled onlookers gathered around the edge of the camp. Meneson paid them little heed as he galloped on and then reigned up his horse before Briatha. Leaping from the saddle, he scooped the tall woman up in his arms to twirl her through the air. The Trygoni princess grabbed his face between both her hands and showered it with kisses as he continued to boast of his exploits on the battlefield.

Phia paid the pair no mind, her eyes fixed on the chariots approaching in her brother’s wake, the one carrying Sidur most of all. When they halted and their riders dismounted Thara and Hermaia rushed to their husbands in a most unroyal fashion, not that it mattered as Basine and Aessas did the same with Lycusandr. Phia realised she was also dashing towards Sidur and suddenly her arms were wrapped around the taller woman and joy filled her at the reassuring feeling of her body against her own, heedless of the blood and dirt of the battlefield that she was smearing over herself as she did so. It was alright. Sidur was alive. She was right here before her. She had survived and come back to her.

Then suddenly Phia felt her feet leave the ground as Sidur’s own arms wrapped around her and began twirling her through the air just as Meneson had done with his wife moments before. “Your plan worked better than even I could have imagined, my clever concubine! We rolled over the King of Kings’ host like millstone grinding over wheat. For a moment I even had him in my sights, but the cursed dog slipped away and fled! Never have I witnessed such a victory before!”

The words barely registered in Phia’s ears as she buried her face into the valley of Sidur’s large breasts, letting her nostrils fill with the smell of the older women and for a moment there was nothing in the world but the two of them. The brief moment of bliss was shattered seconds later however when Phia felt something hot and wet against her side. Looking down, horror filled Phia as she realised not all the blood covering her queen’s body was from her enemies.

“You’re wounded!” Phia exclaimed, immediately trying to wiggle free from the other woman’s embrace so she could get a better look.

“It’s nothing, Phia,” Sidur tried to reassure her. “When the enemy realised we had almost reached the King of Kings they set a charge of Maanon hill tribesmen on us to give him time to flee. I was so intent on trying to cut my way through to his chariot that one of them came upon me unawares. Ankherit diverted the thrust of his spear and it only grazed me.”

Sidur’s words did nothing to lessen Phia’s attempts to break free and with some reluctance the older woman released her and allowed the girl to kneel down and examine her wound. She made no further attempts to interfere. One of the duties of a Scythebean concubine was to tend the wounds of her warrior and as much as Sidur blanched at being coddled she ultimately would not deny Phia in this area.

Phia felt reassured when she saw the wound was indeed a shallow one and did not look to need stitching. Without a moment of hesitation, Phia tore a strip of fabric off of the hem of her linen tunic, heedless of its finery, and began carefully wiping away the blood and dirt and grit of the battlefield from the area around the wound. When this was done, she firmly pressed the cloth against the wound itself, which thankfully did not seem to be bleeding too badly. Sidur hissed in pain at the contact, but when Phia shot her a stern look that rivalled the queen’s own at her fiercest she made no other protest.

The older woman actually chuckled. “It seems I now find myself submitting to you, my princess. I shall have to correct you for that later unless you forget your place.”

Phia felt her cheeks grow hot as she blushed a little but her body grew hot in other places at Sidur’s words. “Promises promises, my queen. Now be still and let me make certain you are able to fulfil them.”

Looking over her shoulder, Phia cried out for a surgeon to bring bandages.

THE CELEBRATION THAT NIGHT would likely go down in history as the most jubilant one ever witnessed by the Hyllencene people. The camp was lit up with countless bonfires and roared with the sound of drunken revellers. To the delight of all, the King of Kings’ baggage train had been captured in the chaos following the battlefield and had proven to be laden with rich provisions and ample amphoras of wine, which after weeks of little other than army rations supplemented with what could be foraged from the local area delighted the celebrants almost as much as the victory that had been won earlier that day.

Phia found herself sitting before one of the bonfires, nestled between Sidur’s legs and leaning against her chest as she watched it crackle and burn away. They were surrounded by the other women of the Scythebean warband, all seated on the ground much the same as them. On campaign there was little luxury afforded to rank and Phia considered it lucky that they had a tent all to their own.

Sipping from her winecup, Phia shuddered as she felt Sidur nuzzle her face into the crook of her neck, lips sucking away at a pulse point she found there. When the older woman’s hand slipped underneath the hem of her tunic and her fingers began teasingly running themselves up her inner thigh, the young woman gave a heated moan even as she blushed. She made no move to hide it, knowing Sidur enjoyed it when she played the part of bashful, innocent princess and she wanted to please her queen. She wasn’t truthfully embarrassed, having grown used to the fact that the Scythebeans had a much looser sense of propriety than her own people did; many of the warrior women around them were snuggled up with their own concubines and some doing far more than that.

As Sidur’s fingers grew closer to her sex, Phia moaned all the more hotly then mewed unhappily when they stopped just short of her vagina, teasingly running themselves just along the very edge of her slit without quite touching them. In frustration, she arched her back to grind her round bum against Sidur’s pelvis and this time it was the older woman who groaned lustfully at her efforts.

“You are playing with fire, my concubine,” Sidur whispered lustfully in the young woman’s ear. “If you continue on in such a fashion I may have to bend you over right here before my warband and flip up your tunic so I can spank you for your wantonness. Perhaps I shall even sheath my Spear inside your naughty cunt before all of them.”

Phia’s cheeks genuinely blushed at those words, but her cunt ached as well. It was not the first time Sidur had taunted her with the prospect of publicly coupling with her before her warriors, whispering lewdly how she would have her ride her phallus as she sat upon her throne holding court or mount her like a bitch in the palace training square in celebration of her victory in some training bout. Her insides twisted at the idea, but her pussy burned with arousal the more she considered the prospect and a part of her very much did not dislike the idea of her queen finally making it a reality.

“If it pleases you, my queen,” Phia said, her voice meek and obedient as she twisted around to look the other woman in the eye even as she ground her bum even more wickedly against her pelvis. “Or is it time that I should address you as Domina?”

Even as Sidur’s eyes darkened with excitement at Phia’s actions, the older woman kept her face impervious as she lifted her own winecup to her lips and drained it. “Perhaps it pleases me to make you wait then, my concubine. To let all my warriors see what an impatient little slut their queen’s consort is, desperate for her touch.”

One of Sidur’s fingers lightly traced itself up the length of Phia’s slit as she spoke, brushing briefly over her little clit which throbbed in response. Phia squealed in delight then whimpered when the older woman resumed her previous teasing, stroking around the exterior of the girl’s vagina while denying it further contact.

Sidur bent over to refill her cup and then tisked in disapproval when she found the amphora beside them was empty. “It seems we are out of wine.”

“I shall fetch some more,” Phia said but when she began to rise Sidur’s arm wrapped itself around her waist and tried to stop her.

“There is no need, my princess,” Sidur whispered hotly in her ear, “I can have someone else do so.”

“I insist, my queen,” Phia wiggled free of Sidur’s arm and stood. “After all, what concubine would I be to let my warrior’s cup go empty. It seems you are the one who will have to wait for my return.”

Sidur growled playfully. “Oh, you are in a feisty mood tonight it seems. I do believe you have earned yourself a spanking, Phia, which I shall happily administer once you bring me more wine.”

“Whatever my queen wishes,” Phia said demurely, her bum wiggling in a teasing fashion as she walked away.

The princess made her way through the warband, heading in the direction of the captured wagons laden with amphoras of wine. She passed many warriors drinking and carousing and yes, some openly copulating with their concubines or one another heedless of those around them.

She eyed one pair as she walked past, one a young woman, clearly a concubine by the iron collar around her slender neck, with exotically pale skin and hair the colour of butter kneeling face down in the dirt as another woman who was clearly her warrior mounted her from behind with her Spear of Scythe. A blindfold covered the concubine’s eyes and a gag similar to a horse’s bit was strapped between her lips and her slender body trembled as she moaned around it. The Scythebean warrior thrust her phallus slowly in and out of her concubine, clearly tormenting her with an agonisingly slow pace, then suddenly began rutting at her with abandon for a few quick moments before resuming the previous, torturously slow rhythm. The blonde babbled, her words indecipherable through her gag but clearly begging, and tears leaked out from underneath her blindfold, but she obediently remained still and made no attempt to move.

As Phia walked on her mind raced as she imagined herself in the place of the blonde woman, bent over face down with her body naked and exposed for all of the warband to see as they watched Sidur mount her like a dog. She did not know what burned hotter, her cheeks from embarrassment or her pussy with excitement. She found herself hoping that Sidur would indeed choose to ‘punish’ her when she returned.

Reaching the wagons she noted that only a few amphoras remained and resignedly she climbed up into the bed of one of them. Hearing voices that she recognised but could not place, she curiously peered over the edge of the wagon.

She saw it was King Egon of Lisia and another man who she knew to be King Pelagor of Oepis.

“Surely you must see my point, Egon,” Pelagor said. He was an old man, stooped with age and almost bald save for a few white wisps of hair around the sides of his scalp.

“I am not certain that I do,” Egon replied evenly. “Lycusandr has fulfilled his role well as the leader of the League of Pollis, he has won us a great victory today. Do you deny it?”

“Of course I do not,” Pelagor waved dismissively. “I am not so foolish to do that. It is what comes tomorrow that concerns me. We all know that at tomorrow’s war council he intends to push that we pursue the King of Kings’ further south as he retreats and carry this war deeper into the Sumuabuid’s empire.”

“Some would say there is sense in that,” Egon answered, his voice still giving nothing away. “The King of Kings’ suffered a great defeat today. Why not press the advantage while we have it?”

“To what end?” Pelagor shot back. “After a defeat of this magnitude the King of Kings will almost certainly be facing rebellions from every client kingdom and satrapy that has only been waiting for a chance to throw off the Sumuabuid yoke. He will be lucky to keep his throne when this is over, let alone dream of mounting another invasion.”

“Perhaps not tomorrow. That was also the case centuries ago when we defeated their first invasion of our soil yet here we are again having had to see them off once again. It is a poor ruler who does not look to the good of those who will come in the future and not just those alive in his time.”

Phia listened with wide eyes as Pelagor leaned closer, his voice so low it was barely perceptible to her ears. “That future can be threatened from within as well as without. We both know Lycusandr does not wish to pursue this war further to secure the safety of the free cities, that matter is settled beyond question. It is to pursue his own ambitions. What point is there in seeing off some foreign King of Kings only to see one of our own take that role for himself. You’ve seen how he’s taken to prancing around with that gold circuit atop his head. Next it will be a proper crown and he’ll be styling himself as the king of all of us. That does not even mention the talk of that bit of mummery he pulled at his daughter’s betrothal ceremony.”

“Yes, if true that was sacrilege, though perhaps a necessary one,” Egon said contemplatively, his voice still betraying nothing.

For a few moments there was silence and then Egon looked carefully around. Phia ducked low in the wagon and thankfully did not appear to be seen.

Egon faced Pelagor once more. “I cannot stand against Lycusandr, you must know that. My Hermaia would never forgive me if I did and I confess she has…captured my heart in a way I never thought would be possible again after my first wife’s death.” His voice softened noticeably as he said the last words.

“I am not asking you to,” Pelagor said eagerly, clearly sensing he had won. “I only ask that you do not stand against us. The Naxians will support Lycusandr, those brutes will always choose the path of war, but Iacus, Mantea, Pollis, Argos, Delis, and all the other cities of note will stand with me.” He paused for a moment, his voice now the one turning contemplative. “I only worry that the Scythebeans will also stand with Lycusandr. Without them we would never have had victory today and some of the other kings might baulk at not supporting an ally who has done us such service.”

“You might consider speaking to Princess Psiphia,” Egon broached gently.

“That half-foreign brat? I’m surprised the Queen of Scythebe didn’t take offence at being only offered one of Lycusandr’s bastards.”

“You would be wise not to speak ill of my sister-in-law in front of me,” Egon’s voice had a note of warning to it. “According to my Hermaia, Psiphia is a clever one and the kind of woman who can be persuaded by a well reasoned argument. And you will find that no one has the ear of a monarch more than the one who shares their bed each night.”

“Of course, King Egon,” Pelagor said, clearly wishing to mollify the other man. “I meant no offence.”

Phia had heard enough, sensing the conversation was over. Taking care to be silent, not wishing to give away her presence, she picked up one of the remaining amphora and climbed down from the wagon to begin making her way back to where the Scythebean warband and Sidur waited for her.

Her mind went over what she had just heard. It seemed for all her father’s cleverness, her brother Meneson had been the one to have a better grasp of politics after all. Fear of the Sumuabuid Empire had indeed allowed Lycusandr to bind the many into one, but now that the threat was passed the one was falling back into many and quickly at that. She had warned her father that he had been daring in risking the Gods wrath with his sacrilege and it seemed that he had brought it down on himself in the most ironic fashion, with his greatest triumph now threatening to be his ultimate downfall.

Phia found herself torn over what she should do with this knowledge or if she should even do anything at all. The part of her that had long been a loyal daughter felt she very much should, but the newer part of her that was a loyal consort to Sidur was not so certain. Surely that was where her loyalties should now lie and what were Sidur’s interests in this matter?

Quickly finding herself back among the warband, Phia made her way to Sidur, finding the older woman where she had left her. The queen looked at her with hooded eyes as she approached, a wicked smile on her lips. “Ah, my concubine returns with wine! Pour me a cup, Phia, and then perhaps I shall see to the punishment I have promised you.”

Something in Phia’s eyes must have given away her inner conflict. “Is something wrong, Phia?”

Phia said nothing, depositing the amphora onto the ground and sitting down in front of Sidur. She felt the older woman’s hands come to rest reassuringly on her shoulders. “Phia, what is the matter? Has something happened? Please talk to me, my princess.”

“Nothing has happened, my queen,” Phia answered but when she sensed that Sidur did not believe her she went on. “There is to be a war council tomorrow, I believe?”

“Yes, your father intends to put forward his plan to continue to campaign further south.”

“He may find that it does not receive the reception he feels it will,” Phia said.

For a moment there was silence. “I see. I will not pretend to understand the politics of your people, Phia. Would you have me stand with your father on this matter?”

“No,” Phia answered immediately. She was surprised by how quickly she had answered and how firmly she said the word, but knew it was the right one the moment it left her mouth. “I am your consort, Sidur. I stand for your interests now and the interests of Scythebe. Your warband marched south to see our homeland kept safe from the threat of the King of Kings’ and that threat has been dealt with. As for my father’s interests…he will have to see to them himself.”

With that Phia settled herself back against Sidur’s body, wanting to put the matter behind her. When she heard a hiss of pain she immediately twisted around, her eyes dipping down to the bandaged wound she had accidentally brushed up again. “Are you in any pain?”

“No it is fine,” Sidur said dismissively but at Phia’s narrowed eyes she went on. “It only hurts a little. It would have been far worse I fear if not for Ankherit’s intervention. She likely saved my life today. I shall have to think of a proper reward for her valour.”

At those words a sudden thought entered Phia’s head as out of nowhere she remembered something Sidur had teasingly whispered into her ear on their wedding night as she had dangling from her bonds, the queen’s ivory penis buried in her cunt. Welcoming the distraction she let her body shudder at the memory and the thought of making that lurid fantasy a reality suddenly seemed too tempting. “I can think of how you might do so.”

“Oh?” Sidur’s eyes turned contemplative but when Phia leaned forward and whispered hotly in her ear they flashed with sudden excitement. “Are you sure, Phia? I will not lie, this is something I have fantasied about more than once, but I would not ask anything of you that you do not wish for yourself.”

“I am certain, my queen,” Phia said, her voice turning meek in the way she knew never failed to excite the other woman. “As your consort it is my duty to see my queen’s warriors rewarded for their fealty…and as your concubine it is my duty to submit myself to your pleasures, whatever they might be.”

A wicked smile flashed across Sidur’s face then she turned to look to the far side of the crackling bonfire. “Ankherit! Attend me.”

The tall woman rose from where she was sandwiched between two other warriors and walked over to kneel before the pair of them, the firelight glistening across her armour and ebony skin. “How may I serve you, Queen Sidur?”

“It seems you already have in battle today,” Sidur answered. “Were it not for you, the warband might be voting on my successor as we speak.”

“I only did my duty, my queen,” Ankherit said humbly.

“And a loyal subject should always be rewarded for their duty by a wise queen,” Sidur replied, her voice turning low and a touch sensuous. “My beloved consort, Phia, feels the same as it turns out. It is my intention to offer a gift to Scythe in honour of the victory She bestowed to us today, a sacrifice my consort has yet to submit to Her.” Sidur’s hand cupped Phia’s bum for emphasis as she said this. “Would you like to worship the Goddess with us this evening?”

Ankherit’s eyes immediately looked over Phia, the hunger in them evident. Phia simply sat there demurely, fluttering her eyelashes in a teasing fashion. “Yes, my queen, I would like that very much.”

“Good,” Sidur stood up and then helped Phia to rise. “Accompany us to our tent.”

A FEELING OF deja vu swept over Phia as she dangled by shackles attached to a long chain that hung from the domed centre of the royal tent, just barely balancing herself on her tiptoes. Other than the gold, bejewelled collar that adorned her neck she was completely naked. Sidur and Ankherit looked over her almost predatorily as they discarded their armour and strapped the harnesses of their Spears of Scythe around their hips, buckling them firmly in place; the girl shuddered with anticipation at the feeling of their eyes upon her.

Sidur stepped forward to stand before Phia as Ankherit walked around her to stand behind her. Phia could almost feel the heat of the ebony woman’s skin against her own, she was so close.

Reached forward, Sidur cupped Phia bum and lifted her up off the ground. “Wrap your legs around me, my concubine.”

Phia obediently did so and Sidur thrust forward with her hips, sheathing her ivory phallus inside her cunt to the very hilt. The young woman moaned in pleasure at the feeling of fullness that overtook her.

As wonderful as it felt, when Phia felt the older woman pry apart the cheeks of her bum and the tip of Ankherit’s cock prob at her bumhole she let out a little whimper.

“Phia,” Sidur’s voice was gentle and reassuring. “Take a deep breath. Let us know when you are ready. Ankherit, be gentle with her.”

Obediently Phia took a deep breath and made herself speak before her courage failed her. “I submit this gift to the honour of Scythe!”

“I offer this gift to the honour of Scythe!” Ankherit said, her voice gruff but clearly hungry with anticipation.

And with that the ebony woman gripped Phia by the shoulders and began pressing her ivory phallus against the puckered ring of the princess’s anus.

Phia let out a pained whimper and tears almost immediately began welling up in her eyes. It hurt! Her cunt clenched itself tightly around Sidur’s cock, however, as she felt the pain seem to shoot directly to her clitoris which throbbed in delight.

Ankherit went slowly, thrusting her ivory penis a bit deeper into Phia’s bum and then pausing to allow her to adjust before thrusting forward once again. Sidur remained still, making no effort to begin thrusting with her own cock, instead kneading and rubbing her hands over Phia bum cheeks, kissing away the girl’s tears and reminding her to breathe. Phia nuzzled her face against the older woman’s, clinging to her strength even as she sobbed and whimpered from the pain. Her arousal only spiked higher, however, the deeper Ankherit buried her Spear into her anal tunnel.

Then finally she felt Ankherit’s thighs press up against her round bum and Phia realised the other woman’s cock was fully sheathed inside of her bottom. She had never felt so completely filled before. The inner walls of her vagina clenched themselves around Sidur’s penis even as her annal tunnel did the same around Ankherit’s and the moan that escaped her lips this time was one of pleasure.

As if by unspoken agreement, both women began to move at the same time, pulling back with their hips and then slowly but steadily thrusting home. Their pace rapidly increased, Phia growing used to the feeling of the ebony woman’s phallus in her bum surprisingly quickly and soon she was moaning with abandon as she felt the pleasure building inside of her. There was no need for Phia to fight to keep herself from moving, her body so torn between the desire to thrust forward to meet Sidur’s cock or arch back to meet Ankherit’s that she just hung sandwiched between the two women as they rutted away at her.

Then just as the wave of pleasure began to peak Ankherit thrust her phallus into Phia’s bum to the very hilt and stopped, Sidur doing the same.

“No Domina, please!” Phia begged, frustrated tears once again welling up in her eyes and leaking down her cheeks. She knew it was futile. Sidur never let her have release the first time, always making her wait for it, but she knew her pleading pleased the older woman and as always she wished to please her. “Please let me cum…please, Domina, let me cum!”

Sidur chuckled darkly. “This is Ankherit’s reward, Phia. I believe she is the one you should be begging for release, don’t you?”

An unexpected feeling of defiance filled Phia and she met the older woman’s eyes and shook her head. “I am your concubine, Domina. And I am your consort. I beg you and no one else.”

Sidur chuckled again. “Well Ankherit, it seems you have a challenge?”

“Yes my queen,” Ankherit answered gruffly, her voice deep with lust.

Again they both began thrusting into Phia, the sound of skin slapping against naked skin ringing through the tent. There was no slow build up this time, both of them pounding away at the bound girl ruthlessly. Phia panted and moaned, her body shuddering from pleasure and the sheer lewdness of what was happening. Within minutes she was once again teetering on the very brink.

“Domina,” Phia said the word forcefully. “Please may I cum?”

Both women instantly stopped and Phia wailed in dismay as she hung on the edge of release once again before it began slipping away. Her body was almost screaming with a need to climax but she did not beg. At the glimmer of pride that filled Sidur’s eyes a rush of delight filled Phia.

Again and again this repeated. Both women rutted away at Phia like animals, grunting from the effort as they pounded her cunt and her bum with their ivory cocks. Sidur matched her motions to Ankherit’s, thrusting when she thrust, stopping when she stopped, letting the ebony skinned woman set the pace. Ankherit seemed determined to make Phia beg, pushing her to the brink again and again and then denying her, teasingly running her fingers over her breasts and painfully pinching her nipples in the pauses between when she let the young woman’s arousal recede until it was safe for her to resume. Phia moaned in pleasure as her orgasm built and then wailed in dismay as time after time it was denied, but even as she sobbed in ever greater desperation she did not beg. Not once. The growing pride she saw in Sidur’s eyes somehow gave her the strength to go on.

And she could not help but notice that she was not the only one whose frustration seemed to be building as things went on. Ankherit began grunting and groaning with increasing franticness, her own pleasure building with Phia but then slipping away when she inevitably had to stop lest the princess finally achieve her release. Phia began twisting her head around to almost tauntingly look at the ebony woman as this occurred, defiantly staring back at her as she refused to beg, watching her dark eyes glare back at her even as a growing need to achieve her own orgasm built within them. Phia felt a new sense of power at this as she reminded herself that she was Sidur’s consort, that she still stood above the warrior even if she willingly submitted herself to the Scythebean queen. Ankherit only had the pleasure of burying her cock into her round, supple bum because she had deigned to allow it.

This silent contest went on between the two women for some time, both of their arousals building higher and higher along with a desperate need to cum. Then suddenly it seemed Ankherit finally snapped, and the warrior thrust herself fully into Phia and began grinding her cunt against the base of her cock, roaring as her climax surged through her. Sidur seemed to have been waiting for this and did the same, crying out as her own release overtook her, but one of her hands left Phia’s bum and reached between her legs as she did so, fingers seeking out her throbbing clit and rubbing away at it. It was all that Phia needed to finally tip over into her own climax and she howled as pleasure exploded through her body. “Thank you! Thank you, Domina!”

Phia went limp as the last traces of her climax shuddered through her. Sidur quickly reached up and released the young woman’s wrists from her shackles, armed wrapping themselves around her to cradle her to her body. Ankherit’s cock pulled itself from Phia bum with a plop, and Sidur carried her over to their bed so they could both lay down upon it.

Nestling her face into Sidur’s breasts, Phia heard the older woman say, “I trust you have enjoyed your reward Ankherit. You may now leave us.”

Phia was dimly aware of the padding of feet on the floor signalling that Ankherit had obediently left the tent, but it did not really register. She was used to this feeling that seemed to come over her in the aftermath of ‘worshipping the Goddess’ with Sidur, as the older woman referred to it, particularly after especially intense occasions which this one certainly had been. Sidur always seemed to know what she needed and held her tightly in her arms, kissing the top of her head softly and murmuring reassuringly. “Good girl. You are such a good girl, Phia. So strong. So brave. A true and worthy consort to me. I love you so much, my beautiful concubine.”

Slowly, Phia felt herself calm and come back from whatever had taken over her and she lifted her head up off of Sidur’s breasts, albeit with some reluctance as they made for a delightfully wonderful pillow. Sidur kissed her gently and then touched her forehead against the princess’s. “Was it alright, Phia? It wasn’t too much for you?”

“Oh no, Domina,” Phia answered eagerly. “I never felt anything like that before.”

“Good,” Sidur smiled and one hand slid down Phia’s back to cum one of her bum cheeks. “I will admit to feeling a bit jealous of Ankherit as I had hoped to be the one to take that lovely bottom of yours for the first time myself, but she did save my life and if that does not earn a reward such as that I cannot think of what else would. Still, I look forward to taking it for myself soon enough.”

Feeling one of Sidur’s fingers slip between the cleft of her bum cheeks and lightly trace itself over her still somewhat sore puckered bumhole, Phia moaned aloud. Sidur’s smile turned wicked and, her cock still buried in the young woman’s cunt, rolled them over so the young woman was now on her back with Sidur atop of her.

“So, my concubine, you beg only for me?” Sidur said teasingly.

“Yes, Domina,” Phia answered, another moan escaping her lips as Sidur twitched her hips teasingly.

“Well then, I think I would like to hear you beg me,” Sidur said challengingly.

Phia met her eyes defiantly. “Then it seems you have a challenge before you, Domina.”

Sidur’s eyes darkened. “It seems I do.”

Phia cried out in delight as the older woman began to thrust.


The End?
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