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 Chapter One: Awakening



She lay naked on a soft bed of furs. Spreadeagled, her limbs were stretched out in an X shape and tightly bound, leaving her unable to move. Despite her vulnerable state, she was not afraid. Far from it her body was positively humming with anticipation at what was to come.



Beyond the ring of torches that surrounded her, she sensed movement. A figure took shape and began approaching, the light from the torches reflecting off their tall and imposing body…



Edel’s eyes shot open, waking from the dream she had been immersed in just moments before. She was aware that she was panting and forced herself to take slow deep breaths as she collected herself. The same dream had come to her practically every night the past few weeks, always ending as it had just now with the strange, faceless figure just coming into view only for her to awake gasping for breath as if she had just run a mile. She was also aware of a wet aching feeling between her legs. That too had been a recurring effect of the dream.



Tossing aside her blankets and furs, Edel rose from her bed. Today was an important day and it would not do for her to dally. It was her Breaking Day, the twentieth anniversary of her birth and the day she would be recognised as a fully grown woman of her tribe. The dream that had come to her again and again these past few weeks was of the ceremony she would undergo tonight in the village square. The faceless figure was clearly the man who would be chosen to Break her, piercing her hymen and becoming her husband and the father of her future children. That would not be until sundown however. That was a long time from now and there would be other important preparations to undergo before then.



Edel discarded her shift and dipping a cloth into the wooden basin sitting on the small side table beside the bed she quickly washed her face, rubbing the sleep from her eyes and dried sweat from her skin. Taking up a comb from beside the basin she walked on bare feet across the floor of her bedroom to seat herself on the wooden stool before the tall mirror that hung on the wall and began brushing her long, fair locks.



Few women of the tribe owned such a luxury, but Edel was used to such things. Her father had been a warrior of great renown. Even as a young man his valour had been so great that he had been chosen to Break Edel’s mother who was a niece of the tribe’s chief. To be truthful, she did not remember him well. When she had been a young girl of ten years the southern empire had sent a mighty army across the great river that marked the edge of the territory of the tribes of the forest seeking to conquer all of it. Every tribe had sent warriors to face this invasion and in a great battle in the depths of the forest the empire’s army had been all but destroyed.



The southern empire never again dared to send another army across the great river, silently enduring the forest tribes raids into their land to take loot and slaves. It had been a mighty victory, sung of to this day, but Edel’s father had fallen in that same battle. His body had allegedly been found surrounded by no less than ten imperial soldiers, one of which was the enemy commander and brother of the southern emperor himself. For his sacrifice and his heroism, the tribe’s chief had vowed Edel and her mother would want for nothing for the rest of their lives. She supposed the fact that they were of his blood had also had something to do with the matter.



Putting down her comb, Edel looked at her reflection in the mirror. Her face had a soft and innocent look to it. She knew she was beautiful with her pale creamy skin and blue eyes. Everyone said so and she simply took it as a matter of fact. Her breasts were small, capped with puffy and elongated pink nipples, but she had been told they were perfectly proportionate to her slender frame. Standing, Edel turned and craned her neck to look over her shoulder. Her blonde hair spilled down to her mid back and from her narrow waist her heart shaped bottom flared out in a pair of plump cheeks. Truthfully, she sometimes worried that it was too big but her mother had often assured her this was not so, telling her she had hips meant for babies that no man could object to.



Turning again, her eyes went to the junction between her legs. Edel appraised the light down of hairs there, blonde like the ones on her head and so fair they were almost invisible. As she gazed upon it the ache she had woken with reemerged and almost of their own volition her hands drifted towards her virgin slit.



Edel knew what that ache entailed. Every man and woman of the tribe witnessed the Breaking of every woman that came of age except the very youngest and those of the immediate family of the woman and her appointed man. She had seen what occurred and heard the cries of pleasure that came from it. The tribe’s law was clear though. No woman should let a man touch her until that day. No woman should touch herself until that day. Edel had always followed that law, no matter how many times she had awoken in the dead of the night or early morning with that titillating feeling between her legs. To be found to break that law would be a dishonour and Edel would rather die than face shame such as that. Still, what would be the harm now? Her Breaking was tonight. Who could possibly ever know? Her hands drifted closer…



Her mother’s voice interrupted. “Edel! Are you going to lie in bed the whole day? They will be here soon girl!”



Edel’s hands, hovering just before the puffy lips of her vagina, shot away as if burned. Whatever had come over her just now? She thanked the Goddess for the timely intervention. No, it would not do at all to risk disgrace this close to her Breaking. What had she been thinking?



She dressed quickly, slipping into a wool tunic dyed with flowers along the neckline and hem that she belted around her waist. Edel stepped into a pair of leather shoes and took one last look at her reflection before exiting her bedchamber.



Entering into the main living area she saw her mother standing before the hearth. Fengild was ladling porridge into a bowl from a bubbling pot that hung there over the crackling fire. Another steaming bowl already sat upon the table. Edel seated herself in front of it and drizzled honey onto the dull grey contents from a small clay jar.



Fengild sat down across from her and once her daughter had finished with it, she too picked up the clay pot. Even in her middling years she was still a strikingly attractive woman. Edel had been told all her life she took after her in terms of looks. The fair blonde hair and blue eyes. The soft pale skin. More than once she had enviously wondered why the Goddess had not seen fit to also gift her the same generously sized bosom?



Edel spooned some porridge into her mouth and swallowed. It would have tasted better with more honey but she detested the idea of growing fat as so many women did as they aged and vigilantly monitored her diet.



She cocked an eyebrow at Fengild. “You should not have let me sleep so late. I imagine you’ve already finished all the morning’s work?” Despite her privileged status, Edel had never shied away from doing her share of duties around the family home. Afterall, the state of a woman’s household was a reflection of the woman. From tomorrow onwards that would be a duty Edel would have to fulfil and it would never do for her to not know how to do so.



Fengild laughed heartily. “I felt it was best to let you have your rest dearest. Afterall, a woman’s Breaking happens only once and you’ll need all your energy for tonight. The Goddess knows your father tested my endurance during mine.”



Her voice had the same slightly tender, slightly sad tone it always did when she spoke of Edel’s late father. Edel reflected for a moment as she ate some more porridge. “Was father the man you wanted to be chosen to Break you?” She felt her cheeks blush slightly as she asked the question.



Leaning forward, Fengild took both of Edel’s hands in hers. “I had hopes. The Goddess chooses a woman’s man for the good of the tribe but when I lay in the village square and the priestess said Thurvold’s name I admit I said a silent prayer of thanks to Her.”



“Of course,” Edel slipped her hands from her mother’s and spooned up another portion of porridge.”He was already a mighty warrior even then. I’ve heard the stories of how he was the first into the fight in every raid, of how no enemy could touch him in battle and that he had even saved the chief himself one time. You must have been delighted by the honour?”



Fengild leaned back with a smile. “I did not care for any of that, truth to be told.” At the dubious cocking of her daughter’s eyebrow she laughed and went on. “Oh fine, the fact he had made a name for himself and was handsome did not hurt but that could be said of more than one young man of age to be chosen for me. I had come to know Thurvold a bit by then. Nothing improper, his sense of honour was too great to try any of the things some young men do. He spoke to me sometimes though and showed parts of himself he often did not let others see. His kindness. His fears. And I felt safe to share parts of myself with him in return. There was no other man I would have asked to Break me.”



“Is that why you never remarried?” A woman could choose for herself who she wished as her husband if she was widowed and Fengild easily could have. Between Thurvold’s reputation and her blood connection to the chief there had been many men who had shown interest over the years.



Fengild smiled wistfully. “No other man could ever compare.” Her smile took on a mischievous look. “Why all these questions dear? Is there some young man you hope the priestess will name for you tonight?”



Edel huffed. “No mother. Who the man is does not concern me. All I ask of the Goddess is that he is a fitting match for me. Someone of reputation that is worthy of me and will bring me the prestige I deserve. I desire nothing else.”



There was a knock upon the door and as her mother rose to answer Edel quickly wolfed down the rest of her breakfast. She was certain who would be calling today at this hour.



Fengild opened the door and two young women entered. As Edel expected they were Mera and Eagyth. They were the next in age to be Broken after her, Mera in three months time and Eagyth in seven. By custom, the pair would assist her in preparing for her meeting with the village’s priestess later that day and would escort her to the village square afterwards where the rite itself would take place.



Both inclined their heads respectfully towards Fengild, as was her right as the woman of the house, Mera failing to stifle a gleeful laugh as she did so. Eagyth rolled her eyes in annoyance and spoke the ritual greeting. “Congratulations house mother. We have come for your daughter, Edel, on this most sacred day to escort her from your care to the man the Goddess will choose for her.”



Fengild bowed her head in return. “Thank you maidens. She is ready for you.”



Edel rose from her seat and walked towards the door. As she passed her mother Fengild grasped her arm, a look of wary consideration on her face as if had something to say but was not certain how to say it.



Biting at her lower lip, Fengild met her daughter’s eyes. “Soon you will meet with the priestess. Do you remember the rules?”



Edel rolled her eyes in annoyance. She dryly recited the well known words. “Yes mother. Do not speak unless I am spoken to. Do as I am told without question. Do not speak of what occurs to anyone.”



Fengild brushed a lock of fair hair behind her daughter’s ear. “Remember that darling. I can say no more.”



The three made their way out the door and began walking towards the village square. The dirt path was lined on each side with houses of rough hewn wood and thatched roofs nearly identical to the one they had just left. Edel led the way with Mera and Eagyth flanking her. The former immediately began chattering away.



“Oh what a day! Edel yours is the most anticipated Breaking I can remember. It was all my sisters and I could talk of last night. Are you nervous?”



The question rankled Edel slightly. Her nervous? The thought was insulting. She quelled the urge to issue some cutting remark however. She liked Mera well enough. The young woman was vapid and silly at times, but sweet in her own way. More importantly she never sought to challenge Edel, unlike Eagyth who she saw was silently eyeing her for any sign of unease. “Of course not. What should I be nervous of? I’ll save that for the man the priestess chooses for me tonight. Let him worry that he will prove to be worthy of me.”



Mera giggled. “Who do you think it will be? Yvir has always had his eye on you I think.”



That elicited a derisive snort.



“He’s handsome enough,” Eagyth broke her silence, her tone serious and considering as it always was, “and his father is one of the wealthiest in the village. That family is richer even than yours I would imagine.”



That was true enough. Yvir’s father was the tribe’s merchant, trading with other village tribes of the forest for goods that they could not easily acquire for themselves. He even ventured across the great river to visit the towns of the southern empire to find luxuries like the mirror that hung in Edel’s bedroom. Gold coins had never had much allure for her however.



“Wealth does not make a man worthy and anyway it comes to any man who has the strength and skill to make a name for himself.”



Mera’s eyes actually went round as if Edel had said some profound insight instead of merely an obvious fact. “That is so true. What of Wulf then? He certainly is handsome enough, as Eagyth would say, and he’s made something of a name for himself from what I hear.”



Edel pursed her pouty lips, actually considering this suggestion. Wulf had always struck her as something of a dullard, but that was the case for most men so she did not really hold it against him. He
 was
 handsome. At least all the young women her age seemed to think so, though Edel thought the moustache he had lately taken to wearing looked more ridiculous than manly. For a second she imagined him kissing her with that bushy thing and her insides shuddered. Still, he had certainly shown himself to be both brave and skillful in the raids. She had even heard some of the older men grudgingly acknowledge it. Yes, she supposed Wulf would do if it came to it.



Had that been a slightly wistful tone to Mera’s voice when she spoke of him? Edel appraised her subtly out of the corner of her eye and noted a hint of a blush about her pretty, round cheeks. Was it Wulf’s face she saw when she dreamed of her Breaking day? Were it some other girl who had spoken so, such as Eagyth, Edel might have taken the opportunity to taunt her for it. She rarely missed an opportunity to put another young woman of the same age as her in her proper place, which was of course below her own. She did consider Mera to be a friend of sorts, so instead she simply made a noncommittal hum and walked on.



A group of young men passed them by talking loudly among themselves as men tended to. Edel did not need to turn her head to know their eyes were all on her. She could almost feel their eyes staring at her body as she walked away. The other two young women were attractive, Mera cute with her curly brown hair and freckles and Eagyth striking with her shining black hair and the graceful curves of her body, but Edel was the one who would be Broken tonight. That thought was doubtlessly going through each of their minds.



Edel deliberately put a bit more sway into her step. Let them look. Let them hunger over the shape of her bottom as it swayed under the cloth of her tunic. Let them imagine her lying underneath them, naked and spreadeagled as she would be tonight in the village square. Only one of them would ever be able to do more than look and imagine. The envy the others would doubtlessly feel sent a thrill of pleasure through her.



They entered the village square, lined around its edges by the stalls of different craftsmen. It was bustling as it always was at midmorning. Women went about buying vegetables or salt or string or whatever it was they needed to keep the home, young children holding on to the hems of their tunics. The air was full of the sound of men’s voices haggling with the village smith or ferrier or tanner over the price of some service they had need of. Everyone respectfully made room for them to pass by without being asked.



At the centre of the square, several older women were already preparing the area for the ceremony that would take place that night. Furs were being unrolled and laid down on the ground between four short poles of wood driven deep into the earth, roughly forming the points of a square. An iron ring hung from each pole.



Passing by, Edel inclined her head in courtesy. Age commanded respect after all and she would never let herself be seen to publicly break custom. In response, the grey haired ladies actually giggled among themselves as if they were young girls. This irked Edel. Anything that she felt did not show her the respect that was only her due irked her. She kept any sign of it from her face. The thought that anyone might realise they had gotten under her skin would irk her even more.



Their destination was the largest stall in the square, owned by Yvir’s father. As usually was the case he wasn’t there himself and it was being tended to by Gela, one of the women he kept in his employ. She waved at the three young women as they approached. Their visit was an expected one.



“Edel! The Goddess’s blessing to you this day. You are right on time, but of course you would be. Ingel go fetch the satchel from inside and be quick about it. You know which one.”



Ingel, a shy girl of perhaps fifteen or sixteen who was Gela’s oldest daughter, dutifully disappeared through the doorway of the warehouse Yvir’s father stored his goods in.



“You must be so excited!” Gela gushed. “The night of a woman’s Breaking is the greatest of her life. Mine certainly was. I swear my husband and I made Ingel that night. Perhaps the Goddess will bless you the same?”



Now that thought disconcerted Edel. She had never given much consideration to children. Certainly she wasn’t
 opposed
 to having them. A woman’s offspring were an extension of her. A son’s deeds brought honour to his mother just as a daughter’s virtue reflected on her own. Nothing less would be expected of her than any other woman of the tribe.



Only she did hope the Goddess wouldn’t bless her with too many. Gela had seven of her own and she showed it. Despite only being in her mid thirties her weight hung heavily on her short frame, with meaty arms and large sagging breasts. The thought of that happening to her beautiful body made Edel’s insides quiver with terror.



An unsettling prickle sent down Edel’s spine and instinctively she looked over her shoulder. Back at the centre of the square the group of older women were all deeply bowing their heads to a new arrival. The woman paid them no heed. She stared only at Edel with an unreadable look upon her face.



It was Astra, the village priestess who would choose the man who would Break her this evening. At midday today, Edel’s two companions would escort her to the House of the Goddess which Astra tended as was her duty as the living embodiment of Her on earth. Until sundown the priestess would prepare her for the ceremony she was to undergo. No woman ever spoke of what that entailed. It was one of the three rules.



At thirty, Astra had served as the village priestess for the last ten years. She was a tall, imposing woman with fiery red hair tied back from her face in a long tight braid. A golden pendant, the symbol of her station, hung on a chain down the front of her black tunic and rested in the valley of her large breasts.



Everywhere Edel had gone of late Astra seemed to be there also, never saying a word but always looking at her with dark piercing eyes as she was doing now. It made Edel feel strange in a way she never had before, a swooping feeling in her stomach like she had experienced a sudden drop. The feeling unsettled her and she hated to feel unsettled. Reacting on instinct as she always did in these situations, Edel met the priestess’s gaze and cocked her eyebrow defiantly.



Astra’s full lips turned upwards in a smile that somehow looked neither friendly nor forbidding. The swooping sensation swept over Edel again, even stronger than before. She noticed a thumping sound in her ears that she realised was the beat of her heart and her breath actually caught in her throat. Wordlessly, the priestess turned and walked away. Edel found herself staring after her, watching her red braid sway in time with her hips. It was so long the tip of it reached the generous swell of her bottom.



Edel realised what she was doing and was furious with herself for letting Astra affect her so. Had someone noticed? That would not do. Trying to breath deep calming breaths without being too obvious about it she turned back towards the stall and saw Ingel reemerging with a leather satchel carried in her arms. This was passed to Eagyth who looped the strap over her shoulder and Edel counted out a number of coins from the small bag that hung from her belt and passed them to Gela.



“Thank you Edel.” Gela pocketed the coins without bothering to count them. “Blessings of the Goddess on you again for tonight. May it be all that you hope for.”



Edel bid Gela goodbye and with her two companions made her way from the square to a path leading into the woods that surrounded the tribe’s village. As they walked, Eagyth turned her face towards her with a slightly too innocent look upon it that contrasted sharply with the crafty look in her eyes.



“She was watching you - the priestess - back in the square. You must have seen.”



Her face remained as composed as ever, but Edel’s mind was frantically racing. Someone had noticed and of course it had to have been Eagyth. What to do? How could she explain something she herself did not understand. Perhaps the younger woman had only seen the priestess and not Edel’s strange reaction to her.



Rescue came in the unexpected form of Mera. “Of course Astra would be watching Edel. She is the priestess after all. It’s her task to choose the man for tonight. She was probably considering that very thing just now.”



Edel forced a laugh. “I do not envy her the responsibility, do you? She must be filled with worry that she will choose poorly.”



Mera joined in the laughter and Eagyth said nothing more. Edel made herself relax. So what if Eagyth had noticed how she reacted to Astra? So she had been a little unsettled. There was no shame to that. The priestess had made grown men who had been the veterans of countless raids quiver and gibber like scared boys when they had tempted her wrath. More than once she had even lashed out at the chief when he had done something she deemed ill considered or rash and even he had only hung his head like a naughty boy being berated by his mother. If anything Edel should take credit for how well she had held herself together.



The path led them to a stream which was an offshoot of the great river to the south. Edel undid her belt and laid it on the soft grass before kicking her shoes off next to it. Pulling her tunic over her head she folded it carefully and then walking to the edge of the stream she waded into the water.



At its deepest the water came up to her waist. Edel dunked herself below the surface. Coming back up again she shivered and felt goosebumps begin to break out over her pale skin. The water was cold even now towards the middle of this warm summer day. Brushing her wet hair away from her face she looked up and saw Mera and Eagyth undressing to join her.



Edel often would often find herself gazing at the bodies of other young women her age, whether it was washing in the stream as they were now or in the women’s sweat hut in the middle of winter. Why wouldn’t she? She could hardly judge her own beauty without measuring it against that of another woman after all.



Mera was slender like Edel but taller, with brown curls that fell down to below her shoulders. Her breasts and bum were both small but perky and she was dusted with freckles that were especially heavy above the V of her legs. Her hair there was also brown and curly, a thick bush that covered the entire area. Cute and sweet just like her personality.



Eagyth in contrast was the shorter of the two, similar in height to Edel. Her hair was black as the night sky and fell down to the small of her back. Edel begrudgingly had to admit that when paired with her dark eyes and pale skin this made her angular face captivating to look at. Her bottom rivalled Edel’s in size but she also had nicely plump, round breasts. Looking between the young woman’s legs, Edel realised there was only a small triangle of black hair right above the top of her slit. How did Eagyth manage that? Did she shave herself there? Everything was visible and she saw that Eagyth’s lips were plump and curvy like the rest of her.



Edel waded back towards the shore a bit, stopping when the water was at mid thigh and watched as the young women pulled a bar of soap and a washcloth from the satchel and stepped into the stream towards her.



As she watched the pair of nude young bodies approach her, Edel was suddenly conscious that the ache between her legs from that morning had returned. Her nipples, elongated to begin with, were stiff and jabbed out from her breasts like sharpened spear points. What was the matter with her today? The cold could explain the reaction of her nipples, but Edel had never found herself aching like this at the sight of either Mera or Eagyth or any woman’s naked body for that matter. At least not that she had ever admitted to herself.



Mera came up behind Edel and cupped some water from the stream in her hands and poured it over her friend’s head then began lathering her hair with the soap, nattering away with some bit of gossip or other as she usually did. Her words flew into one of Edel’s ears and out the other, suddenly conscious of nothing else than the caress of Mera’s fingers into her scalp and how close the two nude women were standing to her own very naked body.



Eagyth stood with her arms crossed under her chest, impatiently waiting for Mera to pass her the bar of soap to her so she could begin her part. Her large breasts were elevated by this and level with Edel’s smaller ones. The black haired woman’s dark and wide nipples were just inches away from her own. Almost of their own accord Edel’s eyes kept darting down to the small dark patch of hair on Eagyth’s pelvis above the plump lips of her slit then back to the pair of nipples that hovered so close to hers. What if they accidentally brushed against each other?



If Eagyth noticed the fugitive glances of Edel she made no indication it was so. Taking the bar of soap from Mera, who continued to lather the suds through Edel’s long fair hair, Eagyth bent over and worked the bar and washcloth together then rose to begin washing Edel’s arms.



It was at this moment out of nowhere a wild thought came into Edel’s mind. What did Astra’s naked body look like? Her stomach swooped like it never had before and she felt dizzy. Would the priestess’s large breasts look the same as Eagyth’s? Was the hair between her legs red like the hair of her head? Were the lips of her slit plump and curvy or hidden behind a curly bush like Mera’s was?



For the first time in her life Edel was grateful instead of annoyed by Mera’s ability to babble on endlessly talking of what seemed to be nothing if she wasn’t interrupted. She was not certain she could speak if her life depended on it. As Eagyth began soaping her shoulders and upper chest, Edel’s eyes stared blankly ahead. What
 was
 wrong with her today? She must have taken leave of her senses or been trapped in some dream she would shortly awaken from. Where had these thoughts of Astra of all people come from?



Suddenly Edel was startled out of her thoughts as Eagyth began washing her lower chest and the soapy washcloth briefly ran over her nipples. The contact lasted seconds if that, but the pink puffy tips of her breasts jolted as if lightning had struck them and heat flowed south to her clitoris which seemed to throb. As Eagyth knelt in the stream to lather up Edel’s stomach, only one thought ran through her mind. What if when the time came the washcloth accidentally brushed across her slit as it had just done across her nipples? No. She dared not risk it. Her control was hanging by a thread as it was. What if she shuddered or even worse moaned aloud from the pleasure? What would Mera think of her? What would Eagyth do if she realised?



But her slit ached as it never had before. Her insides burned but also felt so wet. It was as if her vagina was engulfed in liquid fire. What would it feel like to finally let someone touch her there even if the hands that did so were Eagyth’s?



What if the hands that did so were Astra’s?



Edel’s stomach swooped down and then up and then back down again at that thought. The thump of her heartbeat so loud it completely drowned out the background noise of Mera’s chattering. She trembled with the effort of keeping her breathing even and did her best to pass it off as shivers from the cold water. In truth she felt warm, almost feverish. Every brush of the washcloth, the wet and soapy texture cool against her skin, felt like relief as it ran up and down her thighs. So close to where she craved to be touched.



Her mind’s eye was filled with memories of the priestess. Edel remembered the tip of Astra’s long braid brushing against the upper swell of her plump bottom. The sway of Astra’s large, mature breasts as she walked. Astra’s full lips curving up into that strange smile. Astra’s eyes locked on hers as if staring into her soul. Astra walking towards her, her naked body illuminated by torchlight, as Edel lay naked on a bed of furs with all four of her limbs tightly bound -



“Deep breath!” Mera’s voice came out of nowhere and suddenly hands gripped her shoulders and plunged her into the stream. The cold encompassed her and her nostrils and throat stung as they were invaded by water. For a moment she was disoriented, almost scared, but as she felt hands running through her hair and across her scalp, rinsing the last of the soapy suds from them, she understood.



Rising up out of the water, she coughed and snorted water out from her nostrils but silently said a prayer of thanks to the Goddess for the timely intervention. It had at least broken her out of…whatever it was she had been in the grips of. She was Edel, daughter of Thurvold and Fengild, desired by every young man of the tribe and envied by every young woman. Whatever passing madness had taken hold of her then was simply that.



Eagyth took her by the arm and led her back to the shore, taking a folded towel from the satchel and tossing it to her. “Dry yourself off. We’ll need to give the sun time to dry your hair before we can braid it properly and judging by its position above we are running short on time.”



Running the coarse fabric of the towel against herself, Edel glanced up at the sky. Eagyth was right, the sun was rapidly approaching its apex. When it did it would be the appointed time for her to be escorted to the House of the Goddess. Her stomach did a small swoop at the thought despite her resolution not to as she realised what that meant.



Soon she would meet with Astra.










 Chapter Two: Preparing



Astra walked into her personal quarters, pulling the door closed behind her with so much force the sound of it banging shut echoed through the room.



Isnag and Freyda, her two attendants, sprung to their feet and began to bow their heads respectfully as custom dictated but Astra waved dismissively at them as she walked past. In public she had to demand every honour that her station accorded her be observed, whether it was from the lowliest servant or the tribe’s chief himself. Here at least, in the privacy of the one place that was hers alone, she could put that aside and relax just a little.



“Attend to me. I must begin preparing for her.”



Striding up to the long mirror that stood beside her dressing cabinet, Astra undid the belt around her waist and casually tossed it to the floor, glaring furiously at the eyes of her own reflection as she did so. Isnag stepped forward and scooped it up, along with her mistress's shoes when they too were promptly discarded.



Astra’s hands gripped the hem of her tunic and pulled it over her head then dropped it to the ground. This time it was Freyda who came forward, picking up the tunic and smoothing it out for folding even as she stepped away.



Naked except for her jewellery, Astra’s hands reached up to the roots of her long braid, beginning to tease it apart. Isnag returned to kneel down behind her and begin the same process from the bottom.



Having folded and put away the tunic, Freyda looked up from the ceremonial dress she was laying out upon the priestess’s bed. “Mistress, I take it you are still vexed by Fengild’s girl?”



Astra’s hands slipped away from her braid, tilting her head forward as her fingertips began to rub against her temples. She had overseen the Breaking of countless young women since she had assumed the title of priestess a decade ago. Not since her first few attempts, supervised carefully by the retiring priestess she had been chosen to replace, had she ever doubted her abilities as she did now.



Oh, the part she was preparing for now would be easy enough. Every woman was different but none were complicated. There were the nervous who needed reassurance. The naive who simply needed some enlightenment. The resentful who just required some gentle coaxing as to the true wonders of what was in store. Astra had initiated every kind over the years and never failed to impart what each individual woman needed to learn in preparation for her Breaking.



From what Astra had observed of her, Edel was no more complicated than any other young woman of her age. Beautiful certainly. Intelligent also, if perhaps not especially curious. Dutiful towards custom and tradition as well, the priestess also had to concede. She was also pampered, spoiled and quite full of herself. Astra knew what a woman like Edel needed to learn. Patience, a touch of humility, and above all a good dose of submission.



It was what would come afterwards, that evening when the rite itself was to take place, that presented the challenge. “I
 still
 cannot decide on who to name for her tonight.”



Normally it was an easy choice. If, as was often the case, the young woman clearly had her eyes on a young man who seemed to feel the same towards her the decision was practically automatic barring exceptional circumstances. If not, Astra would simply try to find a young man who seemed to possess qualities that would make the young woman happy. Some wanted a handsome face, some an agreeable personality, and some just a man who would be a good provider and father.



What vexed Astra was that none of that was easy in this particular case. To her knowledge, Edel had never shown the slightest interest in
 any
 young man of the tribe. Oh she took some delight in teasing them with her beauty. Astra recalled watching her sway her pretty backside at some passing men just earlier this morning, her eyes sparkling while doing so and those pouty lips of her upturned in a smug little smile. Beyond that however she had never shown the slightest hint of affection towards any man. She hardly seemed to show any affection towards women either, aside from a few sycophantic girls she surrounded herself with who kissed the ground she walked on.



And to make matters worse there were political considerations Astra had to keep in mind. Edel was the most desired woman to reach her Breaking Day within the priestess’s memory not just for her beauty. Oh she was that certainly enough, with that softly innocent face and creamy skin. But her ancestry was even more desirable for different reasons. Thurvold, her father, had been a warrior of legendary valour within not just the tribe, but the combined tribes of the great forest itself. His skill in battle had been admired by all and in death he had taken the brother of the southern emperor with him. It was the kind of feat that usually existed only in songs and epic poems.



If that were not enough, Edel’s mother Fengild was a blood relation of the chief. Any young man of reputation would see his standing in the eyes of the tribe enhanced by the association and if he were ambitious, or more likely his elder relatives were, he could easily become a threat to the chief himself. Other tribes had fallen into violence because some young challenger felt he was better suited to be lead, particularly when the chief was older in years as the current one was.



However, not choosing a man of suitable standing for Edel wasn’t really an option either. The chief would likely see it as an insult not just to his favourite grandniece but to his own person. Nevermind it would have been done for his own protection. Like most men, the chief was stubbornly arrogant and could not conceive that his own position might be threatened.



Isnag finished loosening the last strands of Astra’s hair. As she took up a comb and began brushing the long red mane, she bit her lip indecisively as she wondered whether to broach the subject again. “Mistress have you given second thought to -”



“No.”



“But it would -”



“I said no!” Astra’s tone made it clear to drop the matter.



Freyda stepped forward and picked up a brush to begin preparing the priestess’s face. Not much would be required as Astra’s pale skin was naturally luscious and contrasted beautifully with her red hair. Kohl for her eyelashes to enhance the naturally dark, foreboding look of her eyes and a bit of powder for her cheeks to emphasise her prominent high cheekbones.



The priestess wanted to look stern and imposing from the moment Edel set eyes upon her, to set the tenor for what was to follow. That spoiled attitude she exhibited would need to be corrected and that haughty spirit of her’s tamed without being broken. It was the very least that would be needed to make her ready for whatever man would ultimately be given to her as a future partner. Astra knew the young woman found her intimidating, remembering the cheeky cocked eyebrow Edel had thrown at her earlier in the square, a typical act of defiance from the young woman meant to cover her nerves. Hopefully that alone would be enough to hammer the coming lesson home.



If it was not then other measures would be needed. Astra’s eyes were drawn by the thought to a chest of dark wood seated in the corner










 Chapter Three: Initiating



The House of the Goddess loomed before Edel, set a bit away from the rest of the village on a hill overlooking the square. It was not as grand as a chief’s house, but certainly nicer than any other. The roof was even made of tiles instead of thatch!



After washing, Edel had laid out on the grass with Mera and Eagyth allowing the sun to dry their hair. There had been food for them in the satchel, a loaf of fresh bread with a wedge of soft goat cheese and a small bundle of berries. As they had eaten, Mera had continued to gossip over who would be granted the honour of being partnered with Edel until it seemed she had speculated on every untaken young man of the tribe.



She did her best to put out of mind what she had experienced washing in the stream. She must have just been anxious and excited in anticipation of tonight. There was nothing unreasonable about that. Of course the priestess had been part of those thoughts. Astra was the living embodiment of the Goddess who the rite tonight was in honour of.



But that dream though? The revelation that Astra had been the figure appearing to her in her recurring dream of her Breaking stubbornly refused to be so easily dismissed but for what Edel told herself would be the last time she resolved to do so. Who knew what caused dreams to manifest in the way that they did. Anyway only superstitious old fools put any real significance on them. That was what Edel told herself.



The priestess’s name was mentioned by Mera occasionally in her endless speculations. Whenever she did Edel noticed Eagyth’s eyes drifted towards her. The black haired woman’s face was not openly suspicious, but clearly there was something considering in her eyes like she had been presented a puzzle she could not quite figure out. Edel paid it no mind. Let the younger woman think whatever she wanted. By sunrise tomorrow she would be a full woman of the tribe, with a husband and home of her own. Let Eagyth seeth in envy over that.



When her hair was sufficiently dry, it was carefully braided into one braid of pale gold that dangled over her left shoulder. From the satchel the very last items were produced, the clothes she was wear to the ceremony tonight.



The tunic was pure white and when she carefully pulled it over herself the hem fell to her knees and had been cut to her measurements so precisely that even without a belt it clung to her every curve. The material was silkily soft but so sheer that the pink tone of her nipples could be seen through it as they pointed out against the fabric. Edel did not exactly feel bashful at the thought of walking through the village dressed this way, it was not like everyone wouldn’t see far more of her at the rite that very night, but she did not relish the idea either. Thankfully there also was a long hooded cloak of white that covered her head to toe.



Not a word was spoken as the three made their way back to the village and up the hill the House of the Goddess sat upon and anyone they passed did so in wordless silence. Custom dictated that. The entrance to the House itself was flanked on each side by the priestess’s two attendants, the features of their faces obscured by hooded robes similar to the one worn by Edel only the fabric was black.



Mera and Eagyth mirrored their positions on either side of Edel and said in practised unison “From our hands to the Goddess’s.”



The hooded pair answered back. “From yours to the Goddess’s hands.”



The one on the left pulled open the door. Edel’s cloak was unclasped and she kicked off both of her shoes to stand barefoot. As was allowed, Mera wrapped her arms around her in a quick squeeze of goodbye and to Edel’s great surprise so did Eagyth. Walking forward, she stepped across the threshold.



The door closed behind her with a thud.



The room she found herself had no windows and was only dimly lit by candle stands at each of its four corners. After Edel’s eyes adjusted to the light, she saw the far wall was dominated by a large woodcut depicting a woman, her naked body spread in a rigid X, and a man who knelt between her legs. Beneath it was a stone altar table. A figure stood before the altar, her back to Edel, placing what looked like a black chest on top of it. By the long red braid she was immediately recognisable as Astra.



The rest of the room was oddly furnished. To the left side stood two wooden posts parallel to one another, iron rings hanging near the top and bottom of both. To the right was a bed of furs, framed by four short wooden poles also adorned with iron rings. It was an exact replica of the site at the village square where the ceremony would take place that evening.



Astra turned and as her eyes met Edel’s the young woman felt her heart involuntarily leap in her chest. For a moment the two stood in silence, each taking in the other. The priestess’s hair was in its customary long braid and she was wearing her ceremonial tunic, black like all her others but lined with red at the hem and neckline. The latter plunged deep between her breasts to where her gold pendant, stamped with the same image depicted in the woodcut behind her, hung on its thick golden chain.



Her face as serene as ever, Astra walked forward towards Edel. The candlelight danced across her skin and unbidden Edel remembered her dream from the night before, her lying naked and bound as she would be at the rite that very night and the priestess walking towards her just like this only her body had also been naked and bathed in the light of burning torches. She shoved down the confusing mess of feelings the images brought. Now was the worst possible time to lose control of herself again.



The priestess walked around Edel slowly and she could almost feel her eyes upon her as Astra circled. Not wanting the intimidating feeling that fell upon her to show, she squared her shoulders and pushed her chest out proudly. This was a mistake as it brushed the soft material of her tunic over her puffy nipples. A bolt of pleasure at the silky feeling shot straight to her core and she only just caught a gasp before it escaped from her throat.



Astra stopped before her, so close she could easily reach out and touch her. She was tall. It made Edel feel short as she craned her head up slightly to meet her gaze. Those dark eyes were staring into her again. It made her want to fidget. What was she looking for?



Finally Astra spoke. “What you are about to undergo you will never speak a word of to anyone outside of this House. You will follow every order I give without hesitation. You will not say a word unless I speak to you. The only thing you are permitted to ask unprompted is to leave. Just say those words at any time and you will be allowed to. No one will stop you. You will face no consequences. Other than the shame of being the first woman in memory to do so, that is. By staying you consent to everything that is about to occur. Do you understand and consent?”



The words sounded ominous. What
 was
 about to occur? Edel had never given much thought to what went on in the House of the Goddess on the day of a woman’s Breaking, her mind always focused on the idea of the ceremony itself. She broke eye contact, her pupils darting quickly to bed of furs and the twin posts with dangling iron rings.



“Yes, I understand and consent.”



A smacking sound rang out and Edel gasped in pain as Astra slapped her across her cheek. Her hands flew up to the pale flesh that was now pink. No one had ever dared to strike her before, even as a little girl, and this shocked her. Even more shocking was that when she had felt the sting of pain from the slap another bolt of pleasure had flashed through her core. The ache there returned, very different from the one already vanishing from her check. What had caused
 that
 ?



“Yes,
 mistress
 ,” Astra emphasised the second word.”Under this roof you will refer to me as mistress. I ask you the same question again. Do you understand and consent?”



Edel straightened, her hands falling back to her sides. “Yes mistress, I understand and consent.”



“Take off your clothes.”



Her eyes blinked in confusion, stunned and certain she misheard. Did this count as being spoken to or if she asked for clarity would that be a violation of the third rule?



Astra's face displayed no anger but her voice grew harder. “I will not repeat an order again without consequences. Take off your clothes.”



Her hands went to the hem of her tunic and Edel pulled it over her head. She smoothed the material and folded it then glanced about for something to lay it on. Seeing nowhere she laid it carefully onto the floor and straightened herself again.



The priestess slowly looked her up and down, then began to circle her again. Edel’s hands twitched at her sides as she fought the urge to cover herself with them, certain that would provoke the threatened “consequences”. She didn’t understand why she suddenly felt so unbalanced. She had never been bothered by being naked around another woman before, in fact she quite enjoyed the feelings of envy she knew the beauty of her body inspired. Now, her heart pounded in her chest so she could hear the sound echo in her ears as clearly as she heard the sound of her own heavy breaths and the click of Astrid’s shoes on the floor.



Fingers touched her bum, ghosting lightly across the tops of both cheeks like feathers. The touch was so light it was barely perceptible but also somehow overwhelming. Edel could not stop the small hitch of breath from escaping her throat as her body quivered. Had she been able to see behind her, she would have caught Astra’s eyebrows shooting up in interest at such a strong reaction and the brief look of contemplation that appeared on her face.



As it was, the young woman had no warning at all when suddenly she felt the priestess press up against her. She felt Astra’s large mature breasts on her back, their nipples pressing into her shoulder blades, and her pelvis and wide hips mould themselves against her bottom. Hands teasingly traced around the sides of her ribcage to cup the undersides of her small breasts. She stifled the moan involuntarily welling up inside of her but couldn’t stop what came out like a series of soft hiccups from escaping.



Hot breath teasingly wafted over her right ear as Astra leaned her head down, her hands beginning soft caresses that drifted just up to Edel’s hard nipples only to pull away at the last moment. Her voice was almost a whisper. “You’re beautiful Edel. Any man would want to Break you. Have you allowed one to?”



Edel was so distracted by the sensations she was feeling she almost forgot to answer. “N-no mistress.”



Those skillful hands drifted down, running through the soft down of hair that surrounded her slit. Again they drifted so close to where Edel wanted them to go only to pull away at the last second. “The truth of that is easily tested. Have you let a man touch you though? Have you done so yourself? You must have been tempted.”



Defiance shot through the aroused haze she found herself in, indignant at the question even being asked. This time she did not stutter. “No mistress! I have been tempted to, but I haven’t. Not once. I would
 never
 dishonour myself that way.”



Suddenly as it had begun it all ended. Astra’s hands disappeared and she stepped back away from Edel’s shaking body. Her knees almost buckled and it took all her effort to steady herself at the sudden withdrawal of contact. Goosebumps broke out all across her skin but she didn’t feel at all cold. For a moment she thought she heard a sharp intake of breath behind her, but that must have been her imagination.



The clicking tread of Astra’s shoes alerted her that the priestess was circling back around and she frantically tried to regain control of herself. The priestess once again came into view and stopped in front of her, looking down with the now familiar piercing stare.



“Do you know the significance of the rite you will undertake tonight?”



Edel was now beyond disorientated. In the span of minutes, Astra had struck her, ordered her to strip naked, and then touched her more intimately than anyone had ever before. Now she was asking her to recite history? Hesitantly she answered. “Yes, mistress.”



Something in the priestess’s eyes made Edel realise more was expected than a simple affirmation. From long memorised practice she said, “Gaia is the Goddess of Earth. For time immemorial She walked alone in darkness. Then one day She caught the eye of Solis, the Lord of the Sun. Solis bound Her to him and from the joy of their coupling life came to Earth. Just as Solis lovingly comes to Gaia each night, so at sunset does a woman’s chosen man come to her, bound as Gaia was in honour of that first union.”



A moment passed and then the priestess nodded in approval. To her surprise, Edel felt a thrill of pleasure at the small gesture showing she had pleased her.



“Recited as well as I have ever heard,” Astra spoke the words almost grudgingly. The priestess stepped forward, so close now Edel had to crane her head back to keep eye contact. “But what the mind might understand the body does not necessarily know. That must be learned in its own way.”



She gestured towards the bed of furs. “Lie down and position yourself. You know how.”



Obediently, Edel walked over as her insides shook. She didn’t know what she found more unsettling, the dawning realisation of what was about to occur or how her body seemed to be responding to it with positive yearning. Lying down on the furs, the sensation of their coarse texture not unpleasant against her naked back, she stretched out her limbs in an X like fashion.



She heard the slow, measured click of Astra’s shoes against the floor and the priestess entered her field of vision, kneeling down and producing from somewhere lengths of rope which in turn she used to tie each of Edel’s ankles to the corresponding pole via its dangling iron ring. Rising, she circled around to Edel’s head and repeated the process with her arms.



“As Gaia was bound, so are you bound.”



Kneeling down just above where Edel’s head rested, she produced a long strip of silky, white cloth.



“As Gaia journeyed in darkness, so you shall journey in darkness.”



All of Edel’s other senses were immediately heightened as the length of cloth was secured over her eyes, cutting off her sight. It was like she could feel every bristle of the furs she was lying on. The tapping of the priestess’s shoes against the floor as she rose and began circling around her rang in her ears alongside the steady pounding of her own heartbeat. Instinctively she tugged at the ropes binding her limbs, testing their limits and finding practically none. Edel felt so vulnerable, yet to her confusion she wasn’t afraid but instead excited.



She heard the soft, brushing sound of Astra kneeling down between her legs, stretched out so wide her cheeks blushed as she realised how exposed she must be. The now familiar ache had returned to her pussy. She fought to keep her breathing even, but it proved to be in vain as the priestess began to touch her and a gasp slipped from her lips.



It began innocently enough with light caresses up and down her arms and along her stomach. Somehow this only made Edel more conscious of what was
 not
 being touched. The teasing fingertips drifted closer and closer to her breasts, starting to come just ever so close to the hard tips before pulling away at the last second.



Her breath hitched when finally the fingers began to play with her nipples. The touch was still maddeningly light, Astra alternating between little flicks back and forth with her fingernails and teasingly rolling them between her thumbs and forefingers. Growing desperate for more contact, Edel arched her back as much as the ropes binding her would allow but the skillful hands simply lifted away while never ceasing the teasing caresses for even a moment.



The fingers tormenting her right breast disappeared, their absence feeling almost painful in contrast to the ones that continued to maddeningly circle her left nipple. Then suddenly she felt a gust of hot breath that was followed seconds later by the moist, warm feeling of Astra’s tongue gliding across the whole of Edel’s puffy areola. A moan of pleasure slipped from her throat.



“Yes, that’s it. Sing for me girl. Sing for me like a woman.” Astra’s voice caressed her ears and the tongue returned, flicking up and down the hard bud of Edel’s nipple. She stifled another moan into a series of soft hitches.



The priestess alternated back and forth between Edel’s breasts, the teasing fingers ceaselessly tormenting one of her nipples with brief touches as the warm tongue soothed the other with soft, silky caresses. The latter was somehow worse, the pattern always changing without warning. Sometimes Astra’s tongue swirled around the nipple’s sides, sometimes fluttered lightly across the very tip, and sometimes engulfed all of it with side to side strokes with her tongue’s soft, wet underside.



She could no longer hold back the soft whimpers that the tortuous caresses invoked. Somehow it wasn’t enough. Edel’s body wanted more. Needed more. Every touch, every lick, seemed to shoot directly to her pussy. It no longer was aching, but throbbing as her clitoris seemingly pulsed in time with her heartbeat.



Feeling the hands and mouth move away from her breasts, Edel actually whined in protest before realising the direction they were headed. Featherlight caresses and soft kisses made their way across her trembling torso and stomach, drifting closer and closer with agonising slowness to where she desperately wanted them to be. Every second seemed to feel like an eternity.



Finally after what felt like hours, Astra’s teasing fingers reached the V between her legs only to skirt around her aching, leaking slit, coming ever so close without actually touching the one place Edel was desperate to be touched. She frantically rocked her hips from side to side, chasing the elusive touches as she panted openly with all thoughts of dignity forgotten. Skillfully as ever, Astra continued to avoid Edel’s every desperate effort to bring her pussy into contact with her teasing hands.



Just when Edel thought was on the verge of going mad, Astra relented. One single finger lightly traced its way from the bottom of her slit up almost to the very top, stopping just short of her throbbing clitoris before slowly sliding down again. Involuntarily her hips arched up, seeking more contact. Needing more contact. Astra’s other hand pushed down gently but forcefully on her torso, holding her down helplessly as she continued to slowly tease at the slit of Edel’s vagina.



The finger disappeared and was replaced by Astra’s tongue, the wet tip of it flicking up and down Edel’s slit in the same light, teasing way. The sensation was almost overwhelming and all the young woman could do was strain against the ropes binding her limbs as she tried to rock her hips in time with the warm, wet strokes of the tongue.



As the priestess continued to lick away, her hands reached behind Edel and gripped each plump cheek of her bum in a soft yet purposeful caress. The tongue lifted away from her slit and Edel heard a squeal of protest at the sudan absence that she realised had come from her. It was only momentary though, as she felt Astra’s full, soft lips fasten onto her clitoris.



All Edel could hear was the wet, slurping sound of those lips sucking away mercilessly at the bundle of nerves between her legs. Her head was tossing from side to side so frantically the blindfold threatened to slip from her eyes. She moaned wantonly, all sense of dignity long forgotten, and she did not care. It seemed Edel’s entire world had become the bud of her clit and the wet, silky feel of Astra’s mouth. It was like a wave was building inside her, cresting inexorably towards a final peak. Something was building. Something incredible. Something she had never experienced before.



And then it stopped.



The lips and tongue lifted away from between her legs and the hands ceased their caresses of her bum. She felt like she was teetering on an edge of unimaginable bliss, straining to fall over it but unable to.



Unthinkingly a desperate wail escaped her. “Nooooooo! Don’t stop mistress. Please don’t stop. Touch me. Lick me. Please mistress, please!”



For one poignant moment there was silence as Edel realised what she had done, the rule she had broken. Then there was a smacking sound accompanied almost instantly by a burst of pain between her legs that made her involuntarily jolt against the ropes binding her limbs. She wailed again, not from pleasure this time, and felt tears begin to pool in her eyes underneath the blindfold from the lingering sting engulfing her vagina.



The blindfold was ripped from her eyes and Edel blinked through her tears to see the furious face of Astra looking down at her.



“That was a mistake, you silly little fool. You think you’re ready for a man? You cannot even handle your own body it seems,” Astra gave one of Edel’s hard, puffy nipples a rough twist, eliciting another wail. “Yes, sing girl. I had hoped not to but I think I’ll have to make you sing a different tune to get the lesson through.”



Standing, the priestess clapped her hands twice. A door to the chamber opened and her two black cloaked attendants entered. They fell upon Edel, efficiently untying her and turning the protesting, thrashing young woman over before placing some kind of hard, wooden wedge under her stomach and hips. She bucked and kicked, but her two assailants were too strong and almost effortlessly resecured her bindings before wordlessly exiting again through the same door.



Edel huffed indignantly and struggled against the ropes tied to her wrists and ankles, but found herself tied just as securely as she had been before. How dare they manhandle her in this fashion. Yes she had broken one of the rules - she blushed as she remembered how wantonly she had pleaded for Astra to continue to touch her - but did that justify this? And what did the priestess mean about making her sing a different tune?



What
 had
 Astra meant? Edel now felt the indignation turn to apprehension as awareness spread through her at the position she found herself in. With her bum jutting up into the air and her legs spread wide she somehow felt even more exposed then she had before and her pale cheeks blushed red at the thought. Turning her head, she tossed her now very messy braid out of the way and craned her neck to look over her shoulder. Her breath hitched at what she saw.



Astra stood before the altar table, rummaging through the chest sitting atop of it. The priestess had discarded her dress and now wore nothing but her shift. The fabric clung to her body and was the same sheer, white material as Edel’s ceremonial tunic. As she turned to face the bound young woman, Astra’s heavy, dark nipples were visible and between her legs there was just a hint of her red pubic hair.



A smacking sound filled the air. Startled, Edel noticed for the first time that Astra was holding a wide wooden paddle that she had just swatted against her open palm. The priestess’s dark eyes looked over her in a predatory fashion that sent shivers down Edel’s spine but also somehow also sent a jolt of pleasure through her still very wet, very aroused cunt.



“You have a bottom fit to be spanked. It was practically made for it. Tell me girl, have you ever been spanked?”



Edel’s throat was suddenly so dry she struggled to get the words out. “N-no mistress.”



Astra’s smile was not a friendly one and sent a shiver down Edel’s spine. “More’s the pity. You clearly would have benefitted from it. Still, I’ll take some pleasure in being the one to rectify that.”



The priestess walked towards her, her heavy breasts swaying with each step. Edel was suddenly very aware that her earlier arousal had only receded and not disappeared. Her nipples were so hard it was almost painful and with every nervous shiver that went through her young body she felt them roughly brush against the coarse fur pelts she lay upon. She could feel the heat radiating off her wet pussy and blushed even deeper when she realised droplets of her juices were rolling down her inner thighs.



Astra knelt down beside her and raised the paddle. Edel instinctively flinched, but the priestess brought it down lightly and only rubbed it gently across her bottom. The wood felt cool against her skin.



“This ends whenever you wish it to. Just say the words.”



Edel only turned her head away and pressed it into the bed of furs, her breath a series of nervous hitches. She would not disgrace herself further.



The paddle lifted away and then hit her bum with a loud smack that echoed throughout the room. Edel yelped and involuntarily clenched her ass cheeks. Pain stung across her bottom. The paddle struck again and tears began to well up in her eyes as another pained cry escaped her lips.



Again and again the paddle came down upon her poor bottom, the cool feeling of the wood caressing her tormented flesh after each blow. Astra began alternating her blows, sometimes striking one plump cheek, sometimes the other, sometimes landing across both of them with the same strike. Soon her bum was glowing red, inflamed from the relentless assault on it. Edel was blubbering helplessly, tears leaking down her cheeks into the furs as the slapping sound of the paddle hitting her bottom rang in her ears, but she was also conscious of the increased flow of juices from her pussy. What was wrong with her? Was some part of her enjoying this humiliating treatment? What kind of unnatural freak did that make her?



The paddle struck her again, the blow harder than any before. Edel’s head shot up and this time she howled from the pain, her hands clenched into fists so tight she felt her nails digging into her palms. The pain radiated through her, but so did the pleasure as her pussy throbbed at the impact.



She braced herself for another blow but it didn’t come. She sagged back down into the furs and helplessly sobbed. Had she looked back she would have seen the considering look on Astra’s face as she stared at Edel’s trembling, red bottom and listened to the sound of the weeping gasps coming from the young woman. Her hands reached out and gently cupped both plump cheeks.



Edel instinctively flinched at the contact, expecting another painful blow from the paddle, but instead let out a soft gasp as Astra began rubbing small circles against the inflamed, angry red flesh, whispering soothingly as she did so. Her smooth, cool hands felt so good against the hot skin of her bum and Edel could not help but moan appreciatively as the sting began to recede.



Astra’s lips joined her hands, planting a trail of soft, wet kisses across her red cheeks. The gentle, rubbing caresses became firmer as her fingertips began to knead and massage the hot, inflamed flesh. Edel was still whimpering, but no longer from pain. Straining against the ropes binding her, she tried to arch her bum even further into air, desperate for more contact. Astra responded with further caresses, her palms gliding over her entire bottom as her fingers began brushing against her hips and inner thighs.



Stiffening, Edel realised she had soundlessly been mouthing Astra’s name into the furs. Shame flew through her. The priestess had beaten her like she was a naughty child. She should be furious at such treatment, not turned on. What would people think if they knew she was such a wanton slut? What would Astra think of her if she knew how she responded to her touch specifically because it was
 hers
 ? The priestess was another woman. It was unnatural. It was deviant. She had to stop this and regain control of herself somehow.



Edel raised her head and defiantly spat out, “how dare you mistreat me so!”



Astra instantly ceased her caresses and pulled away with a furious hiss. With a smack that rang through the chamber her hand spanked Edel’s still tender bottom. Edel welcomed the pain, trying to focus only on it and not the pulse of pleasure that seemed to radiate straight through her pussy alongside it.



The priestess spanked her a second time. “You spoiled little fool! How dare
 I
 mistreat you? Who do you think you are? I’ll show you mistreatment!”



The cheeks of Edel’s heart shaped bum were roughly pulled apart and she felt the tip of Astra’s tongue touch just above her slit and lick upwards to her asshole. She squealed at the feeling of the tongue licking around her hole then gliding across it as fingernails harshly dug into the soft flesh of her crack. One of the hands came away and Edel heard a sucking sound followed by a wet plop. Her squeal became a shriek as she felt a fingertip probing at the ring of her bum before pushing inside.



Instinctively Edel clenched around the finger, fruitlessly trying to expel the unwanted intruder. It hurt! The finger pulled back almost all the way out and then thrust back in even deeper this time. Again and again this repeated, then a second one joined it stretching her poor asshole even more painfully open.



All thought of decorum and rules escaped Edel as she cried out. “Please mistress, it hurts! It hurts!”



“Yes it does my sweet, really how dare I mistreat you so?” The words were cruel and taunting.



All Edel could do was press her face into the furs, now damp with the tears running down her cheeks. She tasted the salty flavour on her lips as her helpless sobs rang in her ears. The fingers did not relent, continuing to painfully thrust in and out. Her body seemed to grow more accommodating as it went on, however, and the pain began to lessen to a dull sting.



Feeling fingers begin to brush against the plump lips of her slit, Edel was astonished to realise she was wetter than ever. How was that possible? Was she actually enjoying this humiliating treatment Astra was inflicting on her? She
 was
 a freak.



The fingers glided across her labia folds, teasingly probing at the entrance to her vagina. Gathering up the juices leaking from Edel’s slit, Astra glided up to her clitoris and circled around the pulsing bud. They stroked across the sensitive bundle of nerves, pulling back the protective hood to brush it ever so lightly.



Shame, pain and pleasure all came together into one sensation. Edel’s sobs turned to moans as every glancing stroke shot through her like lightning. She strained against her bonds to rock her hips in time with the thrusts into her asshole and move her pussy with the teasing caresses. As her heart pounded in her throat she felt the same wave building again. She panted in anticipation. It built and built and began to crest.



Again everything cruelly stopped. Astra pulled her fingers out of Edel’s bottom and her hand flew away her hot, gushing pussy.



“No, no, no, no!” Edel could not stop the words from coming. “Please mistress, I’m so close! Don’t stop now! Mistress, please!” Frantically she pulled against her bonds, desperate to free her hands so she could touch herself and bring herself the release she was again denied. Her pussy rocked frantically against the empty air as she tried to bring it into contact with something,
 anything
 that could tip her over the edge.



Astra growled her displeasure. “You have the control of a child! Can nothing I do penetrate through that thick little head of yours?”



She heard the priestess clap her hands again and Edel looked over her shoulder to see the two black hooded attendants enter the chamber. Astra pointed towards the pair of wooden poles on the other side of the room.



“Secure her. I must compose myself if I am to continue, yet I wonder if I should even bother. This girl seems incapable of mastering her own body and she expects to share it with a man tonight? Better to call the whole thing off then let such a blasphemy against the Goddess go forward.”



Terror filled Edel at Astra’s words. Surely she could not mean them? No woman in the tribe’s living memory had ever been deemed unworthy of participating in her Breaking. How would she live with such humiliation?



As Astra looked down and shot her a look of contempt the fear melted away and was replaced with shame that she had caused her such disappointment. Somehow the judgement and mockery of the tribe paled in comparison to the thought that Astra herself was personally disappointed with her.



She watched as Astra stalked away and disappeared through the open door. The attendants came forward. Edel didn’t struggle as they untied her and dragged her over to the pair of wooden posts. She was knelt down and a length of rope was wordlessly looped around her wrists then was tied to one of the lower iron rings. Without a word the pair of attendants stood and followed Astra out of the chamber.



The door slammed shut and Edel was left very much alone.









 Chapter Four: Admitting



Astra lay upon her bed in her personal chamber, her hands clenched around the head of Isnag as her attendant lapped away at her pussy. Freyda lay beside her, caressing one breast as she sucked at the nipple of the other. The priestess’s throaty groans filled her bedchamber, their frequency rising until finally she shuddered in release and lay limply upon the soft furs of her bed.



She lay there for only a moment before rising and beginning to pace back and forth beside the bed in agitation. Isnag and Freyda exchanged glances, unhappy to see their mistress so distressed. Still they remained silent and waited for her to speak, knowing better than to offer their insights unbidden.



Astra huffed in exasperation. “I
 still
 cannot decide. Nothing I do seems to get through to that spoiled brat. I would probably need days to teach her what she needs to be taught and I have only hours until the rite is to take place. She needs to be taken in hand by someone, but who? Any man I choose will simply melt before her beauty and worship her as if she is the Goddess incarnate. That is the last thing that is called for. Unless I choose some total brute for her and that won’t do either. Spirit such as hers should be tamed, not completely broken!”



Isnag sat up on the bed and carefully spoke. “Mistress, there is a solution to this.”



“No!” Astra’s voice was almost frantic.



“Mistress, by the Goddess why not? You say she needs to be taken in hand. Who better to do so than you? We’ve both noticed how you look at her. You can hide it from anyone else, but it’s obvious to us that you want her. This isn’t the first time you’ve called on us to pleasure you in the aftermath of initiating a woman of the tribe, but it’s certainly the first time your thoughts have been on someone else as we’ve done so. Answer honestly.”



Astra froze. She couldn’t lie. Isnag’s mother had been a woman of the southern empire taken as a slave during one of the raids. She had caught the eye of Isnag’s father, a warrior of the tribe, and being an honourable man he had bought her freedom and wed her. As a result she had the olive skin and black hair so common among the southerners. But as Isnag had lapped away at her pussy just now, Astra’s mind had been filled with images of pale skin and fair hair.



Edel was bewitching. That was beyond denial. Those pouty lips. That round bottom, fit to be spanked indeed. More than that, Astra remembered how she had responded so strongly to even the slightest touch from her. How her blue eyes had followed her every movement as if mesmerised. How she had obviously relished the blows of the paddle against her luscious ass. Edel was everything Astra had ever dreamed of on many a lonely night she had lain alone in her bed.



Freyna now spoke. “It would solve the political issues as well, mistress. With you Edel would pose no threat to the chief. He certainly could not take it as an insult either. To be chosen by you is one of the highest honours that can be given to any woman of the tribe. You are the Goddess’s literal embodiment on earth. You would be seen to be honouring him and his bloodline.”



Astra squeezed her eyes shut at Freyna’s words, clearly wavering.



“No.” She spoke so softly it was almost a whisper.



“As priestess you are called on as the Goddess’s representative to make every decision with the good of the tribe first in mind. By Her will it seems this time that decision also seems to be the very thing you want for yourself as well. Mistress, why are you so resistant to making it?”



As if of their own accord, Astra’s feet lead her over to a small box sitting upon her dresser. Opening it she withdrew a collar of gold that had been handed down from priestess to priestess for one purpose. Unlatching it, she held the two half moons in her hands and stared down with open longing.



“I do want her. She seems to call out to every part of me. Everything in me is screaming at me to claim her as mine, but I cannot! I will not force such a thing on her. What if she dreams of a husband and children of her own? How can I in good conscience deny her that out of my own selfish desires?”



Isnag's exasperation was clear when she spoke. “Mistress, Edel is just beyond that door in the other room. If what she wants is of such concern to you then just go talk to her.”










 Chapter Five: Deciding



Edel lay against the post her wrists were bound to, struggling not to weep. Had it only been that very morning she had woken with such anticipation for today? It felt like a lifetime ago.



For all the priestess’s words had shook her, that was not what she found herself dwelling on. Again and again her thoughts came back to Astra herself. How Astra’s body had felt pressed up against hers. The touch of her hands caressing her body and the intense feelings they had awoken. The pain of the paddle she had wielded against her bottom and the corresponding pleasure that went with it. The torment of her fingers penetrating her still sore asshole and the shameful delight she had felt from it. Her hot pussy still throbbed at the memory of it all and more than once her hands had struggled against the rope binding them to the post as almost of their own volition they sought to touch it.



Freak. Freak. Unnatural freak.



With a creak, the door to the chamber opened and Edel sat up and desperately tried to compose herself. Astra entered, closing the door behind her. Edel could not help but stare as she walked over and sat down before her. She was wearing her ceremonial dress again, her beautiful face as imposingly unreadable as it ever had been, and she carried a plate and cup.



“You must be hungry. I’ve brought food.” Astra’s voice was calm with no sign of her previous anger.



“Thank you mistress,” Edel answered, keenly aware all of a sudden of how long ago the meal she had shared with Mera and Eagyth had been. The plate Astra held was laden with slices of cold chicken and bread, but Edel glanced at her bound wrists. How was she to eat?



Astra put the cup down and tore off a strip of the chicken, holding it up to Edel’s mouth. Dutifully Edel took the offered food and hungrily swallowed it down. As Astra fed her like this she stared at her, her dark eyes barely blinking, and Edel could not help but nervously shift under her gaze.



When the plate was empty Astra put it aside and raised the cup to Edel’s lips and she gulped down the water in it. Putting the cup aside in turn, the priestess continued to stare at her. If Edel didn’t know better she would have thought Astra almost seemed nervous.



Finally she spoke. “We do not have much time. Sundown will be soon and my attendants will need to prepare you for the ceremony.”



“I’m still to be Broken, mistress?” Edel gasped. Somehow the thought brought her no joy. Whatever it made her, she could not deny that she didn’t want a man to touch her. The thought was almost repellant. It was Astra’s touch she wanted. She could admit that to herself if no one else.



Astra looked at her in consideration, as if searching for the right words. “Yes, but first there are things I must ask you. What transpired between us earlier, how did it make you feel?”



Edel’s heart was suddenly pounding in her throat again. She didn’t know how to respond. She could not lie to Astra, she was the embodiment of the Goddess. That would be dishonourable. But how could she tell her the truth and admit to something just as dishonourable?



Astra seemed to sense her distress. “The only answer you should fear to give me is one that is not honest. I ask again. How did you feel?”



Somehow Edel made herself speak. “I enjoyed it, mistress. The touch of your hands and your lips and your tongue. Not only that, when you punished me I enjoyed that also. I’ve never felt anything like that before. Never imagined I could feel anything like that. And it’s not just that, I enjoyed that it was
 you
 doing it to me. I’ve..imagined you touching me before. I’ve dreamed of you. Something must be wrong with me, I know that, but please don’t hate me for it.” Edel closed her eyes in shame.



A long moment passed and Edel opened her eyes and tentatively looked up at Astra, ready for the look of revulsion that surely would be there from her confession. Instead, her normally impassive face looked at Edel tenderly.



Astra closed the distance between them, taking Edel’s face in both her hands and bringing her lips against hers in a kiss. Her first! For a second Edel was frozen, convinced this must be yet another dream or some hallucination, then she melted against Astra’s body and pressed herself as close against her as she could. She felt Astra’s tongue probing against hers, seeking entrance to her mouth, and Edel obligingly opened her lips and met it with her own. Her stomach swooped so frantically she felt as if she might faint.



Pulling away, Astra briefly rested her forehead against Edel as they both panted needily before sitting back, still cupping Edel’s face in her hands. “There is nothing wrong with you, dearest one. Nothing! You are as the Goddess made you and you are perfect.”



Astra stood, still breathing shakily. For her part Edel felt almost as if she was in a trance and could only stare up at her in longing.



“My attendants will prepare you for the ceremony. I am afraid I must make preparations of my own.”



Everything in Edel wanted to scream out that she didn’t want to go ahead with the rite. All she wanted was Astra, custom and tradition be damned. She kept silent though and only said tentatively. “Mistress…can I ask who it will be? Who will Break me?”



Astra smiled. “Dearest one, I will. I intend to claim you as my bound concubine.”










 Chapter Six: Claiming



Edel stood silently between the twin wooden posts, bound by her wrists and ankles to the iron rings hanging from them, as Astra’s two attendants worked away at her. She didn’t know their names and had been afraid to ask. She was uncertain if the rule that she was not to speak unless spoken to applied only to Astra herself or if it meant towards everyone so long as she was under the roof of the House of the Goddess, but she was determined to adhere to it going forward and therefore took no chances. For their part they remained silent aside from the occasional brief words of direction.



First they had opened a small wooden box and produced a collar of gold that had been placed around her neck. After it had been latched shut it had been secured not with a lock but instead a thin peg of gold that had to be hammered into place. The significance had been poignant as she realised what this meant. This collar was meant to never come off of her ever, forever signifying what was to be her new status.



Edel had at first bristled at the thought. Her, collared like a common slave? The idea mortified her. Then she remembered that the collar did not mark her as that, but instead as the bound concubine of the Goddess’s priestess. She admitted she was only vaguely aware of the details. Astra obviously had never chosen one. Not until now that is. Whether the previous priestess had was something that she had never even spared a thought on.



Similar gold bands had been latched around her wrists and ankles and likewise hammered closed. Each was adorned with a small gold ring, the purpose of which quickly became apparent as the two attendants had stood her between the wooden posts and tightly secured her four limbs with lengths of rope looped between the rings on the bands and the corresponding ones of iron hanging from each post. Edel found herself bound just as tightly as she had earlier. She was slightly disturbed to realise she was growing used to the feeling.



A tall mirror even larger than the one that hung on the wall of Edel’s bedchamber had been wheeled in and set up in front of her and the two attendants had silently gone to work.



Edel watched as her long blonde hair had been combed and then tied into a pair of braids that hung in front of her shoulders so they dangled beside her breasts. The attendant with darker, olive toned skin common among the southerners of the empire beyond the great river began applying different powders and creams to her face. Staring at her reflection in the mirror, Edel witnessed the transformation that took place.



Kohl and a pinkish powder made her blue eyes look larger and more alluring. Everytime she blinked it was somehow more noticeable, her eyelashes seeming to flutter skittishly. More of the pink powder was brushed onto her cheeks and gave the appearance that they were nervously blushing. Some kind of creamy pigment of a lighter shade of pink was applied to her lips. Already naturally pouty they now looked adorably perky and full as if begging to be kissed.



As this had gone on Astra’s other attendant had applied soapy foam to each of her armpits and carefully applied a shaving knife to each, scraping off the slight hairs that were there. She had then done the same to Edel’s shapely legs. Now kneeling before her, the attendant rubbed more foam into the soft down of her pubic hair.



Edel flinched and blanched away as the blade drew near her and was rewarded with a sharp slap to her inner thigh. “Keep still. This must be done and if you fidget you will only increase the odds that I’ll accidentally nick you. If I marr what’s soon to be hers mistress will punish both of us.”



The blade lightly glided in careful, measured strokes. Bit by bit all of her pubic hair was removed first from her lower pelvis area and then the outer lips of her vulva itself until it was shaved completely bare. Edel’s eyes were glued to the reflection of her now hairless pussy. It seemed so much more visible now, prominently on display in an almost wanton fashion.



The olive skinned attendant now picked up a jar and dipped her fingers into it. They came out glistening with oil. “The effects of this are very intense, so prepare yourself.”



Both of her nipples were liberally anointed with the oil, then more was gathered up from the jar and smeared all over her vagina, fingers even darting slightly inside to coat her inner lips. For a few moments nothing happened, then Edel gasped as a tingling sensation began.



Her nipples hardened like rocks. Already elongated, they lengthen even further and now jutted out from her areolas nearly an inch in length. They were so sensitive that Edel could almost feel the air itself caressing them. Her labia lips engorged and turned a dark shade of red that contrasted sharply with her pale skin. Her clitoris brazenly jutted out from its protective hood and visibility throbbed. All Edel could do was pant as she hung from her restraints and the overwhelming sensation flooded through her.



The attendant pursed her lips in a thin smile and nodded. “Now you are ready for her.”



Both women draped themselves in their long cloaks, pulling the black hoods up over their faces and untied Edel from the wooden posts. Each one grasped one of her arms, sandwiching her between them, and led her from the chamber. Outside it was twilight, the last traces of the sun beginning to slip below the horizon. Looking down at the village square, Edel saw that it was already lit up with torches.



Edel was led down to the square and she saw it was packed, the whole tribe gathered in a ring around the central area where the ceremony would soon begin. The crowd parted before them wordlessly. She gasped in surprise at the unexpected sight that met her eyes.



In the centre of the large bed of furs sat a wooden sawhorse, padded on top with soft kidskin and iron rings set at the bottom of each of its four legs. Off to one side sat the dark wooden chest she recognized had earlier sat on the altar table.



Astra’s attendants led her to the sawhorse and bent her over it, tightly securing all four limbs to the iron rigs. More rope was looped around her elbows and knees to each wooden leg. A final length of rope went around the small of her back and tied her to the kidskin covered top of the sawhorse. This effectively left Edel totally restrained and unable to move so much as an inch in any direction.



Edel looked around, seeing her peers looking confused at the strange position she found herself in while some of the elders exchanged knowing glances. Her cheeks felt hot as she blushed. She hadn’t expected to be embarrassed. She had known she would be naked before the whole tribe when her Breaking took place the same as every other woman that had come before her. She had expected to revel in it as everyone looked enviously at her beauty on proud display.



Instead she felt keenly aware of how she must look, trussed up like some broodmare. The front of the sawhorse ended at the middle of her rib cage leaving her breasts to hang loose, the slight breeze in the air teasing her so very sensitive nipples. Her legs were spread and bent at the knees due to how she was tied, arching her bum up into the air and leaving her pussy exposed for all to see. Edel lowered her head, unable to meet anyone’s eyes but also intensely aware at how her feeling of humiliation seemed to be fueling her growing arousal. Her clitoris was throbbing almost desperately and she felt a hot droplet of liquid gather at her slit then slide down one of her thighs.



She heard murmuring fill the air and her head shot back up. Beyond the square the entrance to the House of the Goddess opened and she saw the pale figure of Astra emerge. The crowd parted as she approached and all thoughts of embarrassment left Edel as the priestess walked towards her.



Astra’s long braid was intertwined with gold threads. Gold bracelets adorned her wrist, gold anklets her feet, and a gold armband each of her forearms. Aside from her pendant nothing else covered her naked body. Edel drank in the sight of her heavy breasts capped with hard dark nipples and watched them sway with each step she took. Her wide hips framed the neatly trimmed triangle of hair above her vulva, the red colour standing out in stark contrast to her pale skin. Beautiful did not begin to describe her. She looked every inch the living embodiment of the Goddess that she was.



Astra stopped beside Edel’s bound form and reached up to briefly caress her cheek, the touch light but somehow intense, and a hungry smile briefly appeared on her impassive face before it vanished. She turned and addressed the crowd.



“Tonight we gather to witness the Breaking of Edel, daughter of Thurvold and Fengild, in honour of Gaia the Goddess who created us all.”



The crowd’s cheers were cut short as Astra continued, reaching out to stroke her hand down Edel’s back possessively. “But that is not all that will occur tonight. There will be a Breaking but also a Claiming. As is my right as Gaia’s representative I have chosen to claim Edel as my bound concubine. What else would be fitting for a beauty such as her. What greater sign of honour could be given to her great-uncle, our tribe’s own chief!”



Turning to stand before Edel, Astra stepped closer till her pussy filled her whole vision. “Of course, first she must prove herself worthy of this honour.” Edel looked up, her eyes meeting Astra’s which looked down upon her commandingly. “I am the Goddess made flesh, dearest one, worship me.”



It took Edel a second to realise what she was being ordered to do. Once she did rebellion shot through her. All day she’d been teased to the brink of never before felt pleasure only to be cruelly denied at the last second. Now Astra wanted her to pleasure her. In front of the entire tribe! She turned her head away.



Astra hissed angrily. “Still stubbornly insolent I see. Perhaps you have forgotten I have ways of dealing with that. I fear I shall have to remind you.”



The priestess stepped away and despite her sullenness Edel’s eyes followed almost of their own volition as she walked over to the wooden chest. She couldn’t take them off the sight of Astra’s hard bottom and sculptured legs. When she bent over to lift the chest’s lid, the lips of her vulva came into view, peaking out tantalisingly. Edel breathing hitched at the sight.



When Astra stood and turned back to face her, her right hand held a short handle of wood attached to several long strips of leather of varying lengths that ended in tied knots. Her left held a length of chain with a clamp at each end. Edel could guess what the whip of leather strips was for but eyed the chain and clamps with apprehension. What did Astra intend to do to her with that?



She found out soon enough as Astra kneeled down beside her and grasped one of her breasts firmly. Holding the clamp open with the other, she placed it over Edel’s jutting nipple and let the two sides close around it. Edel hissed at the pain as the clamp cut into the soft, tender flesh and openly gasped as her other nipple was subjected to the same treatment. It hurt! Even the slightest twitch sent the chain connecting the two clamps together jingling which only intensified the pain. She fought to keep herself still.



The cool caress of leather was felt against her bottom as Astra drew the whip across both cheeks. Her voice was quiet so only Edel could hear. “The same rules I told you before apply now. If you wish this to stop, only say the word and it will.”



When only silence greeted her, Astra lifted the whip high and brought it down on Edel’s raised bottom with a crack.



Edel gritted her teeth and stifled the cry of agony in her throat, balling her hands up into tight fists. The leather strips were far worse than the paddle had been earlier, each one cutting across her skin like a thin line of fire while the knot at the end bit into her flesh even more painfully. Despite her best efforts, the impact of the blow sent her breasts swinging and needle-like pain bit into her nipples from the clamps.



CRACK! The whip hit her again, this time on the soft underside of her bum where it met the beginning of her thighs. One of the knots grazed against the slit of her vagina and Edel could not stop the abrupt shriek that ripped from her throat. Tears filled her eyes and dripped down onto the fur cover ground below.



CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! The whip seared across her bottom in rapid blows. Edel could only sob and endure the pain that followed them. Her bum and nipples hurt so much but she was also turned on more than ever. Every searing blow from the leather strips or pinching bite from the clamps on her nipples shot straight to her pussy which was quivering in pleasure, desperate for something,
 anything
 to touch it. Her inner thighs were now slick with the juices leaking from her slit.



After the tenth blow no more came. Her bum felt like it was on fire, heat radiating off it into the cool night air. That was nothing compared to the agony of her nipples. They were numb where the clamps bit into them and wracked with pain everywhere else. Edel fought to contain the sobs wracking her body, moving only made the pain worse.



She heard padding feet and Astra was looking down on her once again. “Have I tamed that insolent streak of yours, dearest one? Are you now willing to do as I have asked?”



“Yes mistress,” Edel sobbed. “I’ll do it mistress…please mistress…I’ll do anything…”



Instantly, Astra was kneeling, her face level with Edel’s. Her eyes wide with concern. “Do you wish to stop, dearest one?”



“No mistress…please mistress…please I’ll do it…please…”



“Edel!” Her words were sharp as they cut through the frantic babbling but Astra’s hands were gentle as they softly cupped her face. “I need you to talk to me. Do you want to continue? It’s fine if you don’t, I swear I won’t be angry or disappointed with you, dearest one. I just need to know you’re okay.”



Edel took deep breaths, fighting to regain her composure. “Yes mistress, I want to continue. But please mistress, my nipples...the clamps on them hurt so bad. Please take them off.”



Astra planted a soft kiss on her forehead, and murmured, “of course, dearest one. You only have to ask. If I ever do anything that is more than you can take, just tell me and I’ll stop.”



If the clamps had hurt going on it was nothing to them coming off. As the blood came rushing back into the numb sensitised flesh it felt like red-hot pins were being stuck into Edel’s poor nipples. She sobbed as wave after wave of prickling pain rolled through them. Astra immediately began sucking strongly on each one in turn and the pain quickly subsided and was overshadowed by the molten warmth of her mouth and the feel of her tongue gently caressing over the entire area soothingly.



Astra stood before Edel again, her vulva so close it was all she could see. “And now, dearest one, worship me.”



Edel hesitated. She wanted to but had no idea what she should do. Tentative, she poked out her tongue and ran it along the length of Astra’s slit. An appreciative hum followed and she licked the entire length again. The taste was pungent, intense and utterly bewitching. Soon she was lapping away at Astra’s pussy lips.



The priestess certainly seemed to be appreciating her ministrations, but they didn’t seem to be enough. Edel racked her mind, trying to remember what she had enjoyed most when Astra had touched her pussy. Recalling the intensity of the sensation whenever her clitoris had been touched she raised her head higher and carefully flicked her tongue against Astra’s bud.



Astra gasped in pleasure at this, her hands shooting out to grip Edel by her hair and grind herself against her face. Encouraged, she latched her lips around the clitoris and began to suck, her tongue flickering over the small bundle of nerves.



“Yes, dearest one, that’s it,” Astra groaned. “Keep doing that. You’re doing so well. I’m so proud of you.”



The priestess’s groans grew louder and more intense and then her whole body began to shudder. Her hands released themselves from Edel’s hair and instead cupped her own breasts as her head leaned back as she screamed her release. Edel continued to suck away as if her life depended on it.



Astra stilled then kneeled down once more and her lips met Edel’s in a passionate but brief kiss. Rising, she walked back over to the chest, opening it and searching inside once again. Edel’s eyes went wide at what emerged. Hanging from a leather harness was what looked like a man’s phallus carved from ivory. She didn’t really have a frame of reference but it seemed large and was capped with a mushroom shaped tip. With bated breath she watched as Astra stepped her legs into the harness and tightened the straps around her hips.



Stroking the length of the ivory phallus lewdly, Astra looked at her predatorily. “One last chance, dearest one. One last chance to tell me to stop before I claim what can never be unclaimed.”



Her throat was instantly dry. Somehow Edel made herself speak. “Please mistress. Claim me. Make me yours.”



Her words clearly had an effect on Astra. Her dark, hooded eyes narrowed and her lips hitched upward in a smirking grin. Walking up behind her, Edel felt the tip of the phallus probe at the entrance to her pussy. She shuddered nervously at the feeling, knowing what was coming but wanting it more than anything else she ever had in her entire life.



The tip began pushing itself into her and Edel couldn’t help but tense up as she felt the lips of her vulva stretch and the phallus push up against the barrier of her hymen. Astra ran her hands soothingly across her shaking back and quivering hips. “Breath, dearest one. This will hurt but the pain will be brief and only made worse if you don’t relax. I promise what follows afterwards will be worth it.”



Edel obligingly drew a few deep breaths and tried her best to calm herself as she felt a few more shallow, probing thrusts from the phallus. Then suddenly, Astra’s hands gripped her hips tightly and the priestess thrust deeply and Edel felt something rip and be accompanied by stinging pain. Forgetting the advice she had been given, her insides clenched around the intruder and her breath hitched at the pain.



Astra made no further movement beyond running her hands soothingly across Edel’s shaking thighs and bottom, giving her time to adjust. The stinging faded, leaving her with a stretched feeling unlike anything she had ever felt before. She was suddenly conscious of how the cool, ivory phallus was stuffed deeply inside of her and almost involuntarily she tentatively clenched her inner walls around it. The sensation this caused was difficult to describe but undeniably pleasurable.



She felt Astra pull her hips away and the phallus begin to slowly withdraw till only the very tip remained inside of her. Edel felt strangely empty and a tiny whine of protest escaped her lips which transformed into a gasp as Astra slammed her hips forward, slapping them against Edel’s bottom as the phallus buried itself back inside of her to the hilt. Now feeling suddenly full again, Edel once again clenched herself around the phallus and moaned aloud, savouring the delicious feeling.



Astra repeated the same action again and again, pulling out till only the mushroom shaped tip of carved ivory remained in Edel’s hot tunnel only to slam back in again as deep as she could, her steady thrusts in time with the rhythm of her deep breaths. The priestess’s hands gripped at the twin globes of Edel’s bum cheeks, possessively kneading them and occasionally spanking one with a loud slap. For her part, Edel could only pant aloud ever more loudly as the pleasure produced by that wonderful friction built and built ever higher.



Suddenly, Astra thrust deeply into her vulva and stilled herself entirely. Edel could only moan in protest as the peak she had been nearing began to recede. “No! No! Please mistress, don’t stop!”



She heard the priestess chuckle. “Stop? Dearest one I have only just begun. Prepare yourself, you have not even come close to proving yourself worthy of the reward you so desire.”



As suddenly as she had stopped, Astra resumed thrusting away at Edel from behind. The pace was quicker now and more frenzied, the priestess rocking her hips ceaselessly and her breath coming in pants that matched Edel’s own. The younger woman strained against her bonds, instinctively trying to arch back in time with Astra’s motions. It was futile though, bound as she was she could barely move an inch and all she could do was clench her inner walls tightly around the ivory phallus moaning in pleasure at the delightful sensations it produced.



Despite the cool night air, her body was soon sticky with perspiration and the wet slapping sound of Astra’s hips and pelvis pounding against her bottom and upper thighs with each thrust rang in her ears. Edel’s pants turned to moans as the pleasure built again. She could feel it peaking and strained harder than ever to thrust her hips back in time with the priestess’s own thrusts to maximise the delightful friction of the phallus sliding against her inner folds. She was so close.



Again Astra stopped, pressing her hips tight against Edel’s backside and grinded against it. Shrieking in frustration, she looked over her shoulder and saw the priestess shuddering in ecstasy, her hands pawing and caressing her own breasts frantically as she groaned in apparent climax. All she could do was stare enviously and seeth at the unfairness of it all. She would have stomped her foot like a petulant child if she could have.



Astra bent forward, pressing her breasts and stomach into Edel back as her hands came around to softly tease her nipples, pinching them half painfully. Pleasure mixed with the frustration as she revelled in the feeling of that soft naked skin against her own, the delightful touch of those hands on her breasts and the hot breath against her ear as the priestess leaned forward and whispered.



“This is your life now, dearest one. I’ve only begun to train you. Every night I’ll take you to my bed and bind you so you’re helpless and at my mercy. I’ll spank that bottom of yours as it was meant to be. I’ll tease you right up to the edge like I am right now and keep you there all night long. Every single night for the rest of your life. How does that make you feel, dearest one? Does it frighten you? Does it excite you?”



Those soft words made Edel tingle. She should have been horrified by them, but instead she could only moan pitifully. All she could seem to focus on was Astra. The feel of her hard nipples poking into her shoulder blades. The smell of her filling her nostrils. Her fingers ghosting over her own nipples as they ached for more. The throbbing need of her vulva, still clenched tight around the ivory phallus buried deep inside of her. “P-please mistress, please…I-I need…”



Her pleading only elicited laughter. “I know what you need, dearest one. I know it better than you do. This innocent young body of yours is just beginning to understand the pleasure I can elicit from it. Do you think you’ve earned it? Have you finally grasped the lesson I’ve been trying to teach you? Let’s see.”



Hands gripped both her braids, pulling Edel’s head up roughly so pain shot through her scalp and turned into the most exquisite pleasure in her cunt. Astra began pounding her furiously. There was no rhythm to her movements now, her hips thrusting just thrusting with an animalistic intensity. Edel could only lie there and take it, revelling in the feeling. The slapping sound of bare skin meeting bare skin filled her ears along with her frantic gasps for air.



Her pussy burned so hotly it was as if it was on fire. She could feel her juices leaking from her slit and sliding in droplets down her thighs mixing with the sweat of her perspiration. The now so familiar wave of pleasure was building again. It was all Edel could focus on as it began to crest with such momentum that she was certain this time it would finally crash over it. It was unstoppable. She moaned in anticipation.



Then for a third time Astra thrust deeply into her and stopped. Her moan turned into a shriek. “Noooo! Mistress please! Why? I’ll do anything! Please! Please! PLEEEAASE!”



Astra said nothing. Her hands released Edel’s braids and went between her legs, gently stroking at the went folds of her outer lips. Now free, her head fell forward and hung limply.



Between the valley of her dangling breasts Edel could see her poor, denied pussy, bright red in contrast with her pale skin, lips stretched wide open by the phallus still buried deep inside of it. The torchlight shone against her quivering inner thighs, wet with her own juices, sweat and streaks of blood from her pierced hymen. Astra’s skillful fingers were working away there, one hand lightly tracing up and down the lips of her slit while the other circled around her pulsing clitoris, occasionally ghosting over it with only the faintest of touches.



Edel sobbed in frustration at the teasing caresses, tears leaking out of her eyes and running down her face as she stared mesmerised by the lewd sight before her. Why did Astra keep touching her? Why could she not just let her rest if she was going to deny her? Instead the ceaseless soft touches continued, keeping her right at the very edge of the release she so desperately sought but not enough to tip her over so it remained just tantalising out of reach.



She desperately tried to keep herself still and quiet, hoping that maybe if she hid the signs of her arousal she could trick Astra into accidentally tipping her over that longed for edge. It did no good. The priestess somehow knew instinctively when Edel was at the point where one more brush against her clitoris, however faint, would push her past the point of no return and would then shift her focus elsewhere. She caressed Edel’s trembling inner thighs, lightly ran her fingertips along her quivering pelvis, traced a gentle finger along the soft flesh between her slit and asshole, and patiently waited for the young woman’s arousal to recede before relentlessly returning back to her desperate vagina and starting the whole process all over again.



“Please, please, please, please.” Edel realised she was tearily whispering the same word over and over again like a prayer. Astra answered by focusing all the attentions of her fingers onto Edel’s throbbing clitoris, her strokes now firmer and more purposeful, and beginning to slightly rock her hips back and forth again gliding the phallus ever so slightly along her vulva’s inner walls. In her desperate, pent up state, this was more than enough to have her tipping right at the very edge again. She could feel the pleasure begin cresting. Her inner walls instinctively began to clench in anticipation as she dared to let herself hope.



As Astra once again stopped something inside Edel snapped. She shrieked like a madwoman, mindlessly straining against her bonds as she thrashed and bucked trying to eke out even the slightest bit of movement available to her while rocking her pussy desperately to try and bring it into contact with anything that might give her just the slightest bit of pleasure. She was so close. She was certain even the faintest touch would be enough to give her the release that seemed just within her grasp.



It was fruitless and Edel collapsed against the sawhorse, her body shaking in frustration and half sobs, half moans escaping from her throat.



She felt Astra press up against her again, her lips kissing away the tears running freely down her face. One hand returned to her burning slit, the other cupping her breast. Edel wanted to hate her for the torment she had subjected her to, was continuing to subject her to, but she leaned into the contact instead despite knowing it was pointless. She would get no release until Astra decided to allow it and in that moment it seemed it would never come.



“Sssshhhh,” Astra soothingly whispered into her ear. “I know, dearest one, I know. You’ve taken so much for me. I’m so proud of you. Just listen to my voice and breath.”



Edel drew a halting deep breath. Then another and another. Each in time with Astra’s whispered command, “breath”. She felt herself begin to relax and melt into the feeling of the warm, comforting body surrounding her. The teasing caresses continued as before, but Edel let them wash over her. She was no longer standing at that edge, but floating on top of it.



She felt Astra smile against the side of her face. “Good, dearest one, now enjoy the reward you’ve earned.”



Astra once again began to thrust, gripping Edel’s hips and digging her fingernails into them. Edel lay there panting as the wave built again, not daring to let herself hope, waiting for it all to stop again. But this time it didn’t, the wave crested and then finally crashed over her. Pleasure like she had never felt before filled her entire body and she cried out. “Thank you, mistress, thank you!”



Astra wasn’t done however. She continued to thrust away, one of her hands coming away from Edel’s hips to cup one of the cheeks of her bum, the thumb sliding into her anus and thrusting in and out in time with the motion of her hips. It stung slightly but also felt so good and soon Edel felt the pleasure crash over her again even greater than before.



Still Astra didn’t relent, continuing to pound away with her ivory phallus. Edel could hear her grunting with the determined effort. Her other hand came around to cup the young woman’s vagina, fingers running along her slit as the thumb rubbed against her clitoris. Her vulva gushed as she came for a third time, juices squirting out from between the caressing fingers to splatter against her inner thighs and the bed of furs below. The feelings were so intense Edel thought she might faint as she reared her head up and howled in pleasure.



Edel collapsed again against the sawhorse, her entire body going limp. Astra stilled and pulled the phallus out with a wet plop. She almost wanted to whine in protest at the sudden absence, feeling so very empty, but found she didn’t have the energy to utter a sound. She felt drained and more exhausted than she ever had before in her life.



Edel heard a thudding sound as Astra unstrapped the phallus from his hips and let it drop to the ground, then the priestess was kneeling beside her untying the ropes binding her arms. She was vaguely aware of the two attendants behind her doing the same to the ones on her legs. Her muscles felt cramped after being tied so tightly for so long and when Astra helped her off the sawhorse and onto her feet her legs buckled. Astra caught her, letting her steady herself against her body. That felt so good to Edel and she savoured the feel of the priestess’s naked skin against her own.



She became aware suddenly of the sound of cheering and voices and where she was came back to her. Edel had forgotten that she was surrounded by practically the entire tribe who ringed the circle of torches marking out where the ceremony - she wasn’t sure if she should call it her Breaking or her Claiming - had taken place just moments before. Looking out at the sea of faces she felt so self conscious and wanted nothing more in that moment then to disappear.



Edel turned away, burying her face between Astra’s breasts. That felt good. Safe. As if she was hidden away somewhere. Astra seemed to sense her distress and wrapped her strong arms around her, one hand soothingly stroking up and down her back while the other did the same over her neck. She wrapped her own arms around the priestess’s body and clung to her for dear life, melting into her.



Astra pressed a kiss onto the top of her head. “It’s over now, dearest one. You did so well. I’m so proud of you. You’re mine now. My bound concubine. Come with me. Let’s go home.”



The words, spoken with such care and affection, made Edel feel all warm inside and she let Astra guide her, arms still wrapped tightly around her. The crowd parted for them as they approached, heads bowing respectfully to the priestess as they passed. More than one person called out “Blessed of the Goddess” and she realised they were bowing to both of them. Showing respect to Astra, the Goddess’s priestess, but also to her, the priestess’s bound concubine. The realisation made her raise her head up from Astra’s body with something of her usual proud demeanour.



As they made their way up the hill Edel leaned back into Astra, half being carried by her strong arms as she focused on just putting one foot in front of the other. She felt the cold of the night air and clung even more tightly to the warmth of Astra’s body.



There was the sound of a door opening and they both stepped over the threshold into a warm room. As she was being gently laid down on a bed Edel realised she must be in Astra’s bedchamber. No, their bedchamber. The House of the Goddess was now her home.



Astra lay beside her and began unbraiding her hair, working the tresses free. When she was finished she rose up and Edel whined a little in protest. “Just a moment, dearest one. I need to fetch a few things. Let me take care of you.”



As exhausted as she was, Edel could only lie there on the bed staring at the ceiling and appreciate the feeling of the soft furs beneath her. A few moments later Astra returned and lay back down beside her. Raising a damp cloth, she gently brushed it across Edel’s face, wiping away the sweat, tears and by now very smeared makeup. Edel actually blushed in embarrassment when she thought of how her face must look.



Apparently satisfied that Edel’s face was sufficiently clean, Astra then proceeded to dip the cloth into an earthen jug. It came out wet with some oily substance. With a careful, soft touch Astra dabbed it onto Edel’s aching nipples and pussy, then gently turned her over to do the same to her raw asshole and bum, still an angry red from the earlier whipping it had received. Whatever the substance was it had an almost instant soothing effect.



“Oil of lavender and poppy,” Edel heard Astra speaking as she continued to gently dab at the welts streaked across the globes of her bum. “When made into a tincture it can help alleviate pain when applied directly to the skin. It can also be swallowed to provide more general relief.”



She’s teaching me. Edel realised that when Astra had spoken of training her it likely meant more than just the things she had taunted her with down in the village square. The knowledge filled her with pride, but this wasn’t what she wanted right now. Tentatively she spoke. “Mistress…”



“Astra, dearest one. Here, when we’re alone, you can call me Astra. What is it? What do you need?”



Edel swallowed and looked up at her from over her shoulder. “Mi - Astra, please will you just hold me?”



Astra immediately put aside the cloth and lay down alongside Edel, gesturing to her. Edel snuggled up on top of her, cushioning her head comfortably on her breasts. Astra wrapped her arms tightly around her.



“Astra…I love you.”



Astra planted a soft kiss on top of Edel’s head. “And I love you, dearest one.”
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