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    Chapter One: Stealing Her Fire 
 
    Choosing her steps with great care, Saba made her way down the dark tunnel. The disused floor was uneven, its ancient tiled surface broken here and there by great roots that had worked their way to the surface over time, and even with the light of the lamp she carried to illuminate the path before her she placed her sandaled foot with careful consideration lest she trip. Time was of the essence if she was to complete the illicit task she had set for herself, but it would not do to fall flat on her face. Worse if she were to lose her grip on the lamp its flame might be snuffed out in the fall, leaving her in pitched darkness. However would she find her way back to the temple grounds then? 
 
    The unused network of tunnels spread out for miles underneath the complex of the temple dedicated to Solara, Goddess of the Sun. Their original purpose was a mystery to Saba as they seemed unknown to any of her fellow novices and even the priestesses too from what she could tell.  
 
    Saba had discovered them months ago when Cyrena, the Mistress of Novices, had tasked her with cleaning part of the temple as penance for some mischief she had gotten up to. Cyrena had declared she was too old for a strapping and set her to work before going off on other business, leaving the young woman unsupervised. To her joy, Saba had found an entrance to the tunnels hidden behind a beautifully embroidered carpet that hung on one of the temple walls. She had devoted every moment she could spare since then to exploring them, certain the knowledge would come in useful one day. 
 
    Thinking of Cyrena brought the Mistress of Novices to the front of Saba’s mind. The priestess hailed from the southeastern edges of the vast empire of the King of Kings and had the dusky skin colour the people native to that region were known for. It gave Cyrena an exotic look that went well with her lovely black hair, which hung down to the priestess's generously sized bum and always shone with a lustre brought on by the finest oils.  
 
    Saba admitted to being jealous. Her own hair was a simple, plain brown that was always tied back in a tight braid that marked her as a novice, though she was at least allowed to grow it long so it fell to the small of her back. And while Cyrena was tall with wide hips and large breasts that gave her a figure wasted on a Priestess of Solara sworn to a life of chastity, Saba was short and slender, though her breasts and bum were at least large enough to give her body the appearance of feminine curves through the white novice robes she wore.  
 
    For a moment Saba pictured Cyrena in her mind, the Mistress of Novices standing imposingly in the reddish gold robes that identified her as a Priestess of Solara. One hand rested on a cocked hip while the other fingered the strap that always hung from the belt cinched around her narrow waist. A tingling sensation filled her body at the image, as it always did of late when she thought of the older woman.  
 
    A pout came to her pretty lips as Saba remembered Cyrena declaring she was too old for a strapping. Part of her had felt strangely dismayed by the news. Oh, a strapping at Cyrena’s hands always had been painful, but it had also invoked another strange sensation similar to the tingling she now felt throughout her body. Saba remembered how each flash of fiery hot pain had seemed to be accompanied by a flare of pleasure within her nether regions.  
 
    Memories of Cyrena wielding her strap against her poor bum only intensified the tingling sensation, particularly between her legs and Saba was suddenly conscious of the fact that her pussy felt so incredibly hot and wet. 
 
    Caught up in her thoughts, one sandaled foot caught on a tree root and with a cry of surprise Saba stumbled, almost falling. Shaking her head, she banished all thoughts of Cyrena from her mind and the mess of confusing sensations she lately seemed to invoke in her. The task she was undertaking was too important, and the consequences should she be discovered too dire, for her to allow herself to be distracted. 
 
    Saba recognized from her surroundings that she was reaching her destination and felt a tinge of triumph as the tunnel exit came into view. Reaching it, she carefully peered through the layer of bushes and brush that obscured it from the outside world, checking to make certain no one was visibly in sight, not that she could see much beyond the illumination provided by her lamp. 
 
    Feeling it was safe, Saba stepped out from the tunnel entrance. She was now safely outside the temple walls midway down the tall hill it was built upon. The capital of the empire housed many temples dedicated to the various gods and goddesses but of all of them Solara the Sun Goddess was the greatest and so her temple was the grandest and situated above the mighty metropolis that was Ashkad, capital city of the King of Kings. It looked down even on the vast royal palace, which was built on a smaller hill on the other side of the city. 
 
    None of this was really visible to Saba due to the dark of the night. Only the lights of the city, spreading out in all directions before her, hinted at the immense grandeur of the capital.  
 
    The night air was cold and Saba’s bare arms broke out in goosebumps. She wrapped her simply embroidered novice’s shawl more tightly around her shoulders and carefully began making her way down the side of the hill. The stoney ground was almost as treacherous as the root blighted floor of the tunnels had just transversed and her progress was slow as a result. She cursed every precious minute that was wasted making her descent, periodically checking the position of the moon above to get some estimate of how long remained until daybreak. It was less than she wished it to be. 
 
    Finally reaching the bottom of the hill she found herself among the grand houses of the Ashkad’s wealthy elite who could afford to live in such blessed proximity to the temple of Solara. The streets were empty at this time of night, but Saba kept to the edges of them nevertheless, her eyes warily scanning around her for any sign of life. 
 
    The sound of footsteps on stone pavement reached her ears and Saba quickly darted down an alleyway as a pair of men came into view. By their looks both were unmistakably Maanons, tribesmen from the hilly region to the north. The first King of Kings had hailed from there and carved out what would become the empire at the back of an army of his fellow tribesmen. To this day a garrison of Maanon tribesmen were kept in the capital as the King of Kings most trusted guards.  
 
    Saba knelt behind a large wooden water barrel, shielding her lamp under the cover of her shawl as best as she could while watching the two Maanons pass by with baited breath. One bore a lit torch, the light reflected dully off the shirts of bronze scales both men wore, and the other carried a spear. A short sword hung from each man’s belt. Dark curly hair spouted out from the metal caps atop their heads, and their beards were wild and untamed without a touch of the oils typically used to keep a man’s beard fashionably sleek and smooth.  
 
    Her heart pounding in her chest, Saba prayed to Solara for the pair of guards to pass her by unnoticed. She did not fear any physical harm. Her robes clearly marked her as a temple virgin of Solara and it was death for any man to so much as lay a finger upon her, and a slow torturous one at that. Still, her presence unaccompanied outside the temple at this time of night would surely raise questions as would the lamp she carried. All it would take was for one of them to see her and report her general description back to the temple and the consequences would be both swift and severe. 
 
    Luck was with her and the two guards passed by without noticing her. Saba waited for what felt like an eternity to give them time to round a corner out of sight then stole out of her hiding place, continuing on to her destination. 
 
    Eventually, Saba found herself in one of the poorer districts that ringed the outskirts of Ashkad. The roads here were simple dirt, unlike the ones of tiled stone she had walked through earlier, and muddy in places. At times Saba’s sandalled feet squelched as she walked. The houses lined to each side of the roads were mere ramshackled shacks made from crude mud bricks with roofs of dried palm leaves. 
 
    Picking up the pace, Saba walked confidently now, certain she need not fear guards coming upon her here. The King of Kings certainly wouldn’t waste his precious men patrolling a neighbourhood such as this one. Crime did not matter so long as it was kept to the lowly and poor peasants who populated slums such as these.  
 
    Saba herself had been born in one of these slums. When her parents died of sweating sickness when she was just a baby she had been given to the temple of Solara to be raised as a novice. Were it not for that good fortune she would have grown up to be just another poor wretch eking out a meagre existence, assuming she had even survived childhood and reached adulthood to begin with. 
 
    Saba glanced down at the burning lamp she held before her. The flame contained within it was a tiny thing that danced and wiggled from its wick within the oil filled basin, but the power it represented defied its meagre size. Fire was life. It could give warmth to ward off the cold. It could be used to prepare sustenance needed to keep the body alive. It could provide protection against wild animals. That was what was taught in the temple and why a great flame was kept burning at all times in the central chamber of it, in honour of Solara who gave light and life to every man, woman and creature that roamed the earth.  
 
    For as long as could be remembered any man or woman, be they noble or peasant, could come to a temple of Solara and be given fire from that flame to take home at no cost. That all had changed just months ago when the King of Kings had declared a fire toll that must be paid by any supplicant seeking fire from Solara’s temples.  
 
    The rumours Saba had heard whispered were that his latest campaign against the Hyllencene free cities along the coast had gone poorly. Officially the story was the King of Kings had grown tired and deemed the uncouth coastal barbarians too much bother to bring into the fold of his empire. The truth seemed to be that his mighty army had suffered a crushing defeat and the fire toll was an attempt by him to raise the money needed to pay the debts incurred by the failed campaign.  
 
    Many of the peasants who lived in slums such as this one couldn’t afford to pay the new fire toll and with winter fast approaching that would mean misery and death for many of them. Saba doubted the King of Kings cared. Fewer poor peasants meant fewer mouths to feed and people to control. The injustice of it irked her, as did the meek submission shown by the priestesses of the temple to the King of Kings’ decree. Solara’s fire was meant to be her gift to all people, that was what she had been taught since her first days as a novice. Yet no one from the High Priestess herself down to the newest acolytes most recently granted Solara’s red robes had given so much as a word of protest. 
 
    Saba recognised the house she had been seeking. In truth it was little more than a hovel, made of crude mud bricks with a patchwork roof of dried palm leaves just as all the others around it were. She knocked on the door of rotten wood and, when there was no answer, knocked again more insistently. 
 
    She heard movement inside and the door opened a crack. The person inside must have recognised her temple virgin’s robes and realised she posed no threat and the door opened fully.  
 
    Her lamp cast illumination into the room inside. A man dressed in a threadbare tunic stood in the doorway and further inside was a woman surrounded by young children hanging onto the hem of her skirt as they cowered behind her. The house seemed to consist of only one room filled with shabby furniture; the small hearth was black and cold. Saba admitted that in spite of everything the space was a good deal cleaner than she had expected. 
 
    Priestesses of the various temples often went out to minister to the people of the capital, tending to the sick and distributing the free grain dole that was often all that stood between the poorest and outright starvation. Older novices such as Saba would accompany them and a few days ago the man standing in the doorway had approached the priestess she was with. He had openly gotten onto his knees and begged for fire, pleading that he had no money to pay the fire toll. The priestess had sympathetically but firmly refused and Saba had been infuriated as she watched what little hope that had been inside the man die and resolved that she must do something.  
 
    “Take it!” Saba practically forced the lamp into the man’s trembling hands, a look of amazement on his face. “Do not let the flame go out under any circumstances.” 
 
    Holding the lamp with awe, the man actually fell to his knees before her. The woman behind him did so as well and beckoned for the children to do likewise. “Solara is blessed to be served by one such as you. May Her blessing always be upon you.” 
 
    Saba felt a touch of pride go through her at the man’s praise but instantly tried to quell it. Such thoughts were arrogant and not befitting a proper servant of Solara. She had done what she had done because it was as the Sun Goddess had decreed it should be, not for praise.  “Only promise me that you will share the flame with as many others as you can.” 
 
    The man wordlessly nodded in agreement and Saba turned and hurried away without looking back. Time was passing fast and if she did not get back to the temple soon she would need all of Solara’s blessings and then some. 
 
    The dawning light that heralded the coming sunrise was both a blessing and a curse. Without the light provided by the lamp, Saba was certain she would have become hopelessly lost trying to find her way back to the temple. However it also meant daybreak was fast approaching and with it the risk of discovery. Even without the incriminating lamp it was a severe infraction for a novice to leave the temple grounds without permission and the accompanying presence of a priestess. Cyrena might decide Saba was not too old for a strapping after all if she was caught and to her surprise the thought of that was not entirely unpleasant.  
 
    Practically running now as she made her way through the wealthy neighbourhood that ringed the temple complex, Saba gave no thought to keeping herself hidden. If a patrol of Maanon guards spotted her, so be it. Let them try and catch her!  
 
    As the first rays of the sun began to peak over the horizon, Saba scrambled up the slope of the hill the temple sat upon to the entrance back into the tunnels, relief surging through her. The tunnels were dark, the light from outside only faintly penetrating into them, so she had to rely on memory as she groped along the walls as quickly as she could. Let her trip on a stray root if she must. Better a bruised knee than the alternative. 
 
    Reaching the entrance back into the temple proper, Saba peaked past the carpet that hid it from view and upon confirming no one was in sight she slipped past. Knowing that morning prayers would be starting within minutes, she hurriedly made her way towards the central chamber of the temple.  
 
    Hearing the sound of chanting coming through the arched entrance to the chamber, Saba cursed her luck. She had taken longer than she thought and the morning rite had begun. It can’t have been going on for long so hopefully she could slip in unnoticed. 
 
    Saba peaked through the entrance. The central chamber was a large, circular room with a tall domed roof. The walls were set with tall marble columns and decorated with frescos of Solara in the spaces between. The Sun Goddess was always depicted as a beautiful woman with fiery red hair and totally nude, her dignity shielded only by twisted flames that enveloped her. 
 
    In the centre of the chamber sat a large pyre with a tall flame burning from it brightly. The pyre was ringed by the kneeling women of the temple as they prayed, the most senior priestesses the closest, followed by the more junior ones with the novices at the very outskirts of the circle. 
 
    As quietly she could, Saba darted to the outer ranks of the kneeling novices and wiggled her way in. One novice looked over in surprise but on seeing Saba simply rolled her eyes and moved over to make room for her. It irked her slightly that the other novice seemed completely unsurprised to find Saba late to morning prayers, but she was thankful that the young woman had remained silent and not sought to draw attention to the fact. 
 
    Bowing her head, Saba joined in the chorus of prayers, giving a little one of her own in thanks that she seemed to have escaped detection.

  

 
   
    Chapter Two: The Kindling Of An Idea 
 
    High Priestess Bessida stood before the temple flame, arms stretched out wide and grey head bowed as she led the morning prayers. The chamber echoed with the sound of hundreds of women and girls praying for the blessing of Solara and thanking the Sun Goddess for her continued generosity in sharing her light and warmth with humanity. The chorus was almost deafening. It was also the perfect cover for an illicit conversation. 
 
    “Pah!” Nocri spat from her place to Cyrena’s left. “We all agree that this fire toll is an affront to Solara, if not an outright heresy. But have you considered the risk we run should the King of Kings learn of our continued efforts to circumvent it?” She was an old woman, even older than the High Priestess. She had been Mistress of Novices when Cyrena had been just a girl and a novice herself, and had been old even then. At times Cyrena idly wondered how many years the woman had seen. 
 
    “Some risks are worth taking,” Argued Ayabit from Cyrena’s right. She was closer in years to Cyrena than Nocri and only had a touch of grey hair about her temples. “What will the King of Kings even do, should he learn? Send soldiers to storm the temple itself? Even those vile hill barbarians he surrounds himself with would blanch at such a sacrilege and if they did obey it would turn every other temple in the empire against him. How comfortably will he sit on that giant throne of his with all the priestesses and priests in the land interpreting every omen as a sign that he has angered the Gods and Goddesses and brought ill favour on his dynasty?” 
 
    “Pah!” Nocri spat again. “He’s a man like any other and in my experience there is nothing too foolish that they will not consider, especially when they feel their pride is being challenged. Such stupid and stubborn creatures. I have often wondered why the Gods created them in the first place?” 
 
    “They have their uses,” Cyrena said simply from her place between the two bickering priestesses. “Not that I have any first hand experience, mind you, but to hear the Priestesses of Serpria’s Temple talk there is at least one thing they are quite desirable for.” 
 
    For a moment neither woman spoke and then Ayabit pressed a hand against her mouth to stifle a giggle and even Nocri smiled.  
 
    Her usual role as peacemaker served, Cyrena now spoke. “Whatever the risks may be and whatever the King of Kings will or will not do, the fact remains that our duties as Priestesses of Solara come before all else. Her flame was given freely for all people to benefit from, not just those who can afford to pay some arbitrary sum decreed by a mortal man. That is what She decreed and it was long before the first King of Kings climbed down from the hills to subjugate this entire continent!” 
 
    A brief silence followed and then Nocri nodded grudgingly in agreement. “You speak the truth. It seems I managed to teach you a thing or two after all. Lessons that perhaps I should be more mindful of myself. The fact remains however that we will do neither Solara or the people any good if we are either dead or imprisoned.” 
 
    Nocri sighed and went on. “It’s getting out of the temple that is the problem. There’s no shortage of priestesses we can trust to discreetly deliver fire to the poor who cannot afford the toll, but there is no way they can take it outside the temple grounds except through the main entrance and that is always guarded.” 
 
    Ayabit nodded. “She’s right. The temple guards are sworn to our service but they are men at the end of the day. Sooner or later one of them will surely be tempted to tell the King of Kings either out of hope of reward or to curry his royal favour. If only there was a way to smuggle fire out undetected.” 
 
    Cyrena simply continued to stare ahead at the flame, watching it writhe and flicker. “There is no use wishing for things. If the Solara wills that we should find such a way we shall, if She does not then we will simply have to continue on as we have and trust that She will see us delivered from the dangers it presents.” 
 
    Nocri looked like she would like to say move but something suddenly seemed to distract her and she gently elbowed Cyrena and nodded her head towards the side of the chamber where the entrance sat. 
 
    Turning her eyes in that direction, Cyrena cocked her eyebrow to see the slight figure of Saba trying to discreetly slip into the chamber unnoticed. The young woman quickly elbowed her way into the rear rank of novices and bowed her head in prayer. 
 
    “Well well, it seems someone is late to morning prayer. I wonder what mischief your favourite has been up to this time?” 
 
    Cyrena turned her gaze back to the flame. “I have no favourites,” She serenely said to Nocri. 
 
    “Pah! That girl is willful, stubborn and always up to her neck to some trouble or other. And you do favour her or else she would have been turned out of the temple years ago for her transgressions.” 
 
    Cyrena simply smiled. “I remember you saying much the same thing about me in my days as a novice. As for favouring her, Saba has felt my strap against that perky little bum of hers more times than any other novice in the temple.” 
 
    “You were spirited enough, I grant you, but that’s where the comparison ends from what I can see,” Nocri said ruefully. Her distaste for Saba was somewhat personal, having been on the receiving end of more than one youthful prank by the novice over the years. “Still, I did not enjoy having another priestess question my business back in my day, so I will not do you the disrespect of doing so now.” 
 
    That was the end of the conversation and all three women joined in the chorus of prayers. As she did so, however, Cyrena kept a discreet gaze on Saba out of the corner of her eye. It was certainly an appealing sight. The novice was a pretty little thing who had grown into a beautiful young woman. Short and slender, she still had enough womanly curves to be appealing with a cute round face that ended in an utterly adorable pointed little chin. Whenever she smiled and her eyes sparkled she was truly breathtaking.  
 
    Still, as pretty as Saba might be, something would have to be done about this latest infraction of hers. Cyrena had already told the young woman she was too old for a strapping given she was approaching her twentieth year. She admitted it had been a decision she had made with some regret. As Saba had grown into her womanhood the Mistress of Novices had come to appreciate the sight of her perky, bare bum vulnerable and exposed with her novice robes flipped up. It jiggled so deliciously at each blow from her strap. Just the memory was enough to set Cyrena’s pulse soaring and send a delightful tingling feeling coursing through her vagina. 
 
    A delightfully wicked thought suddenly occurred to Cyrena. If Saba was too old for a strapping she was unquestionably old enough for other things. Priestesses of Solara were sworn to chastity, and relations with men were absolutely forbidden, but in practice a blind eye was turned to the women of the temple finding pleasure with each other. The thought of initiating Saba into those pleasures under the guise of disciplining her was just too tempting to turn down. Provided the young woman was willing, of course, but judging by the lingering gazes Saba gave her whenever she thought the older woman wasn’t looking Cyrena doubted there would be any obstacle on that front. 
 
    Licking her lips in anticipation of what was to come, Cyrena let her mind drift to all the various things she could do to Saba. She saw the girl lying on her bed, tightly bound and restrained, her eyes shining with tears as she begged and pleaded for sexual release only for Cyrena to cruelly deny her. She could almost hear Saba’s squeals of delight mixed with frustrated moans and sobs. She imagined the feeling of Saba’s lips on her pussy. She contemplated how Saba’s own pussy might taste as she feasted on it with her own lips and tongue. A shiver of delight ran down her spine at the lewd fantasy and determined then and there she would have to make it a reality. 
 
    Oh yes, morning prayers could not end soon enough.

  

 
   
    Chapter Three: The Burning Truth 
 
    As the last chorus of chants ended Saba rose to her feet only to feel a light but insistent tap on her shoulder. With trepidation she turned and her heart sank to see herself confronted by three priestesses, their faces stern and disapproving. 
 
    “Late to morning prayers I see. Such impertinence,” Nocri said admonishingly.  
 
    Saba felt fear rising within her. Clearly her tardiness had not gone unnoticed as she had hoped it would. She fidgeted under Nocri’s glare and figured it would just be her luck that the old woman had been one of the ones to notice. She was a sour and stooped thing, barely any taller than Saba despite her own short stature. 
 
    “I overslept, Priestess. I beg your forgiveness.” Her eyes shot to Ayabit, the second of the three confronting her. Saba knew her to have a kindly nature. There was no sign of that in her stern face at that moment and the disapproval in her eyes as she looked upon the novice was just as great as Nocri’s was. 
 
    The third priestess was Cyrena and Saba was doing everything she could to not meet her intense gaze, even as she felt the older woman stare unblinkingly at her. The same tingly sensation that seemed to come over her whenever she thought of the Mistress of Novices or was in her presence was making itself felt. She resolutely kept her eyes on the woman’s sandaled feet only to find herself admiring her pretty toes, the nails painted bright red with lacquer. The Sun Goddess help her, even Cyrena’s feet were captivating it seemed. 
 
    The Mistress of Novices turned slightly to face Nocri. “Thank you Priestess for bringing this to my attention. I can handle the matter from here.” 
 
    With one last sour look, Nocri turned and followed the last few stragglers leaving the chamber, Ayabit at her heels. Soon Saba realised she was very much alone with Cyrena. The thought was both intimidating and exciting, and the young woman fought to keep her breathing even and her face composed even as her heart beat wildly within her chest. 
 
    Saba continued to fidget as Cyrena did not speak. Glancing up she met the priestess’s gaze and immediately found herself entranced. Cyrena’s dark eyes were lined with kohl, making her stare even more intense and penetrating as she looked the novice up and down. The tingling sensation only got stronger and Saba’s eyes widened slightly as she felt her nipples harden under her robes. That had never happened before. Why was she reacting so intensely to Cyrena’s presence? 
 
    Cyrena shook her head ruefully and a slight smile appeared on her face. “So Saba, you overslept?” 
 
    Trying to look as innocent as possible, Saba looked up at Cyrena with doe eyed meekness. “Yes mistress, I did. I promise it will not happen again.” 
 
    Eyes gleaming in a way that made Saba shiver, Cyrena pointedly looked down. “Perhaps you can then explain how you managed to muddy your robes while oversleeping?” 
 
    Saba’s eyes shot downward and she felt a sinking feeling as she saw the hem of her robes were indeed streaked with brown mud, as were her feet and sandals. It was from the dirty roads of the slums and in her rushed state to get back she had failed to notice. Oh no. What to do? 
 
    As Saba’s mind raced trying to think of an explanation that was remotely plausible, Cyrena leaned forward and took a long sniff. “And you smell of smoke and lamp oil, little one. I can only wonder how that happened? Surely I would have heard of it if a fire broke out last night in the novices’ quarters.” 
 
    Terror cold as ice water raced through Saba’s body. Cyrena knew. Or at very least strongly suspected. Suddenly she could not breathe and her slender body was trembling. Her instincts told her to run. If she could get away from Cyrena she could easily escape from the temple grounds via the hidden tunnels only she knew about. What she would do then was beyond her but it was better than the alternative. Saba had no idea what the punishment for stealing fire from the temple was but she had no wish to find out. 
 
    Just as she was about to bolt, Saba felt Cyrena’s hand gently rest itself on her bare shoulder. The touch was comforting and she instantly found herself calming even as the tingling sensation grew stronger than ever and seemed to concentrate itself between her legs. Looking up to meet Cyrena’s eyes, Saba saw they had softened and the Mistress of Novices’ smile had turned reassuring. Suddenly despite the seriousness of her situation Saba felt safe. 
 
    “Come with me.” Cyrena commanded, leading her from the chamber.  
 
    Saba wordlessly let Cyrena guide her by the shoulder as they made their way through the temple. Her eyebrows shot up in surprise when she realised they were headed in the direction of the priestesses’ quarters. Novices were not allowed entry and even Saba had never dared to break that rule. 
 
    The staircase leading up to the priestesses’ quarters was watched by a pair of temple guards, big men with well oiled beards dressed in tunics of bronze scales. They made no effort to stop the pair of them as they ascended up the steps, only bowing their heads respectfully as Cyrena passed them. 
 
    Reaching the top, Saba found herself at the start of a long corridor which branched off in various places. As they made their way down it, the hand Cyrena was using to guide her slowly slipped down her back till it came to rest on one of the cheeks of Saba’s bum, cupping it almost possessively. Even through the fabric of her novice robe the touch felt electric and Saba fought to suppress a gasp. 
 
    The corridor was filled with different priestesses going about their business. Saba noticed more than a few surprised glances and even the occasional strange knowing look directed at them as they passed, but no one tried to stop them or remarked at her presence.  
 
    Coming to a stop before one door, Cyrena pulled it open and gestured for Saba to step inside. The Mistress of Novices followed her in and closed the door behind them with a forbidding thump. 
 
    Saba found herself in a windowless room that was nevertheless well lit by a fire burning away in a hearth set into one of the walls. The stone tiled floor was covered by finely embroidered carpets and there was a dresser and chest of drawers made of elaborately carved wood. The room was dominated by a large bed, adorned with silks and plush pillows. Her eyes widened in surprise as she realised this must be Cyrena’s bedchamber. Whyever would she have brought her here? 
 
    Cyrena gestured to one of the padded chairs set before the hearth and Saba obediently sat. The older woman declined to take one. Even standing, the top of Saba’s head barely reached the height of Cyrena’s shoulders. Seated as she was, the Mistress of Novices loomed over her and made her feel so very small. Saba felt herself trembling slightly as Cyrena’s face grew stern once again. 
 
    “I will give you one chance and one chance only to tell me the truth of why you were late to morning prayers, little one. You had better be honest with me this time or you will not like the consequences.” 
 
    Cyrena was fingering the strap hanging from her belt as she said this. The implication was clear. 
 
    Squaring her shoulders defiantly, Saba looked Cyrena directly in the eyes. “I took fire from the temple last night, mistress. That was why there was mud on my skirts. That is why I smelt of smoke. That is why I was late for morning prayers.” 
 
    For all the brave front she was putting on, Saba’s insides squirmed nervously as Cyrena’s lips thinned. “Stealing fire from the temple is a grave offence. Tell me why you did this?” 
 
    “I did not steal!” Saba’s frustrations at the temple’s seeming passivity in the face of the injustice caused by the King of Kings’ tolls boiled over. “A few days ago I accompanied Priestess Lilli on her rounds in the capital slums. A man approached her and begged for fire to keep his family alive as he had no money to pay the fire toll. She refused him. I brought him fire from the temple last night so they might live.” 
 
    Cyrena’s stern expression did not slacken. “I fail to see how taking what does not belong to you is not stealing, Saba?” 
 
    “Solara’s flame belongs to no one! She freely shared it so all might have it when they had need! You taught me that, mistress, years ago when I was just a girl. How can you and the others stand by and do nothing while the King of King’s tolls deny the people what the Sun Goddess decreed was theirs by right?” 
 
    To Saba’s surprise her words brought a small smile of satisfaction to Cyrena’s face before it turned suspicious. “And how did you leave the temple grounds? The guards would never have allowed a mere novice to do so unaccompanied. What favours did you promise them to give you free passage and not report this transgression.” 
 
    “None!” Saba was surprised by the vehemence with which she spoke. For some reason she did not like the idea of Cyrena thinking she had offered ‘favours’ to the temple guards. “Months ago I discovered a network of secret tunnels underneath the temple. It was that day you set me to cleaning saying I was too old for a strapping. I used them to leave the temple and return unobserved.” 
 
    That got a reaction out of Cyrena, whose eyes widened in surprise. “Are you lying to me about this, Saba? I warn you the consequences will be very severe if you are.” 
 
    “By the Sun Goddess Herself I swear I am not.” 
 
    Cyrena was silent for a long moment as Saba waited with baited breath, willing the priestess to believe her. Then to her relief Cyrena smiled at her ruefully.  
 
    “Brazen and reckless, but exactly what I would expect from a novice who put poison ivy in Madai’s sheets.” 
 
    Saba sputtered in confusion. The incident Cyrena spoke of had happened years ago when she had still been a girl. “She deserved it. She had been bullying Kasha.” 
 
    “And left a snake in Fata’s trunk?” 
 
    “It was only a garden snake, it just frightened her. She lied about not being involved in Anaz stealing food from the kitchens. It had been her idea and Anaz only went along with it to try and impress her.” 
 
    “And put mustard root in Nocri’s tea?” 
 
    “That sour old thing was treating Behia awfully in class. She is not stupid, she just gets flustered when put on the spot, which Nocri did to her all the time!” 
 
    “The point Saba,” Cyrena said, with a nod of approval, “Is that while you can be wilful, stubborn and have a certain disregard for the rules, you also have a good heart and a sense of justice.” 
 
    Saba felt a surge of pleasure shoot through her at Cyrena’s words of praise. Oh those tingles were back with a vengeance now, leaving her speechless. 
 
    Cyrena looked at her long and hard, clearly trying to come to a decision about something. The scrutiny made Saba blush and wiggle in her seat. “I’m going to share something with you that is vitally important that you do not share with another soul. Swear it by the Sun Goddess.” 
 
    “I swear it, mistress.” 
 
    Another long, scrutinising look from Cyrena made Saba’s pussy tingle so hard that it ached and she had to squeeze her legs closely together to stifle a moan. 
 
    “You are not alone in objecting to the King of Kings’ heresy. Myself, Ayabit and Nocri - yes sour old Nocri,” Cyrena added at the incredulous look on Saba’s face, “Have been coordinating the efforts to discreetly bring fire to the people who cannot afford to pay the tolls, much the same as you have been doing it seems.” 
 
    Saba made herself speak despite her shock. “But you all have voiced no word of objection?” 
 
    “Of course not,” Cyrena chided gently, “That would only invite the King of Kings’ wrath. A man may openly shake his fist in defiance, but a woman’s way is the one of cunning and it is the wiser one by far.” 
 
    Saba considered for a moment and then nodded. 
 
    “These tunnels you have spoken of could be invaluable to our efforts. I’ve never heard so much as a rumour of them. You must show them to me.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Saba eagerly replied. 
 
    Cyrena’s smile suddenly grew wicked, the sight for some reason provoking yet another flare of pleasure through Saba’s cunt. “Of course, first we must attend to the matter of your punishment.”

  

 
   
    Chapter Four: Lighting Her Fire 
 
    Once again Saba was shocked into speechlessness. Her throat felt suddenly dry but somehow she found a way to force words from it. “M-my punishment, mistress?” 
 
    Cyrena nodded, looking so stern and imposing that Saba suddenly felt so very small and helpless before her. Why did that make a delightful shiver run down her back? 
 
    “Your motivations were just, little one, but you still took fire from the temple and left its grounds without permission. Not only that, but if you had been caught you could have brought serious repercussions down on the entire temple. You are still just a novice and cannot act with such recklessness without consequence.” 
 
    Saba’s eyes went once again to the strap hanging from Cyrena’s belt. Did the Mistress of Novices mean to strap her here in her bedchamber? Her bum ached at the thought but not in an altogether unpleasant way. In fact she realised she almost seemed to be thinking of the idea with something approaching longing. 
 
    Smoothing her robes, Cyrena gestured with one hand. “Stand up.” 
 
    Obediently, Saba rose from her chair and the priestess came up to her and grasped her firmly by both hips. Her grip was tight and possessive as she guided Saba towards her bed. The young woman felt her heart begin pounding in her chest. Whatever did Cyrena mean to do to her? 
 
    As if sensing the question, Cyrena bent over. Hot breath careessed Saba’s ear as the older woman whispered, “You have no idea how long I have wanted to do this to you, little one.” 
 
    The softly spoken words made Saba’s pussy throb deliciously. “D-d-do what t-to me, mistress?” She asked in a quivering voice. 
 
    Hands pushed at Saba’s back and she suddenly was bent over, face down on the silky covers of Cyrena’s bed. The priestess grasped the hem of the novice’s robe and began pulling it up her legs. “Punish you properly, as the woman you have grown into needs to be punished.” 
 
    The skirts of her robes were lifted up and thrown over Saba’s back, leaving her small but perky bum on full display. The lips of her little pussy peaked out teasingly into view. Looking over her shoulder, she saw Cyrena hungrily drinking in the sight, her dark piercing eyes hooded with a look in them that could almost be described as predatory. The sight sent a bolt of delight through her aching vagina and Saba’s mouth opened in surprise when she felt her juices pool at her slit and a hot droplet run down her inner thigh. 
 
    Her touch light and teasing, Cyrena ran her fingers down one of Saba’s bum cheeks and then extending one finger traced it lightly along the younger woman’s slit. Saba squeaked at the contact. It was feathery light but it made her entire body tremble as a feeling of pleasure unlike anything she had ever experienced before shot through her. 
 
    “Such a pretty pussy,” Cyrena crooned gently as she ran her finger back down Saba’s slit, which was now leaking profusely, causing the young woman to bite down on her bottom lip to smother another squeak. Cyrena’s other hand came to rest reassuringly on the small of Saba’s back, just above her bum. “So soft and so wet. Tell me, Saba, has anyone ever touched you here before?” 
 
    “N-no mistress, no! I’m a virgin of the temple, no man has ever touched me before!” 
 
    Cyrena leaned down, even as her finger continued to stroking with almost unbearable lightness up and down Saba’s quivering slit. A second one joined the first, pushing her outer lips apart slightly to gently stroke at her soft inner folds. Her face was now just inches from Saba’s. “What about another woman, little one? I remember the games you novices play with one another in the middle of the night. Has a friend ever slipped into your bed when you thought no one was looking and explored what is between your legs? You’re a beautiful woman Saba, surely there must have been plenty who wanted too.” 
 
    Saba’s face burned as she blushed. Technically what Cyrena spoke of was against the rules, but neither novices or priestess ever seemed to make any effort to enforce them. Saba had witnessed many of her fellow novices creep into another’s bed over the years, heard them russling together under the blankets and listened to the stifled moans that everyone else pretended not to hear. She had never partaken herself, however. Her fellow novices were pretty enough, she supposed, but her thoughts had always been captivated by someone else. 
 
    “N-no!” She gasped. “No man…no woman…none has ever touched me.” 
 
    Her heated confession brought a look of hungry intensity to Cyrena’s dark eyes. Suddenly, she felt the priestess’s lips, plump and soft, pressed against her own. The kiss was quick but intense and Saba gave a protesting groan when it ended. 
 
    “I am the first?” Cyrena’s words were silky as they washed over her, even as she felt the caresses of the priestess’s fingers grow firmer and more intent, circling around the little bud of her clitoris which almost seemed to be crying out to be touched. “Oh Saba, that pleases me so. It will make your punishment all the more memorable. Neither of us shall forget it.” 
 
    If this was supposed to be a punishment, Saba would gladly break every rule of the temple to see herself punished like this again. Not that she was thinking of much at that moment other than the delicious feeling of Cyrena’s fingers on her slit, the inebriating tone of her voice, and the predatory look in her eyes like she was about to devour her whole. She gasped and panted for breath, her pounding heart ringing in her ears, as she began involuntarily rocking her hips in time with the strokes of the Mistress of Novices’ fingers. She felt something overwhelming begin to build inside of her like nothing she had ever felt before in her young life. 
 
    Then suddenly those fingers were gone. “Too much! Too much too soon for you, little one.” 
 
    As Cyrena actually put both of her fingers, wet with Saba’s juices, into her mouth and sucked lewdly at them as the girl whimpered unhappily at their sudden absence. Without thinking she arched her hips down and began rubbing herself against the silky coverings of the priestess’s bed, smearing her juices over it. The cool material did not feel nearly as good against her vagina as Cyrena’s skillful fingers had, but it was better than nothing. 
 
    “None of that!” Cyrena’s tone was sharp as one hand seized Saba by her inner thigh, red lacquered nails biting into the soft flesh as she forced the young woman up off of the bed. “From now on nothing touches you there other than myself unless I give express permission. Do you understand me, Saba?” 
 
    The Mistress of Novices stared down at her with such harsh sternness it made Saba feel like she was a young girl again caught stealing sweets from the temple kitchens. The feeling only seemed to make her vulva cry out for contact again all the more. “Yes mistress, I’m sorry, but please touch me there again. What you were doing felt so good.” 
 
    Darkly chuckling, Cyrena shook her head, sternness melting away to a look of fondness. “So eager, little one. No worries, soon I’ll be touching you as much as you might wish. First though, I think it is time to reacquaint you with this.”  
 
    As Cyrena unclipped the strap from her belt Saba’s eyes widened. “I thought you said I was too old for a strapping, Mistress Cyrena?” 
 
    Another chuckle. “Oh you are indeed. You’re well past your nineteenth year after all. This isn’t your punishment, that will come afterwards. This is for my own enjoyment as well as yours I suspect. Eyes forward now and arch your back for me. Display that cute little bum for yours properly.” 
 
    Obediently, Saba turned her head away and stared at the carved wood headboard of Cyrena’s bend, arching up her bottom as she did so. She felt so vulnerable like this, totally exposed and unprotected, but also so very aroused. 
 
    For a few long moments nothing happened, then she heard the sharp hissing sound of the strap cutting through air and Saba involuntarily clenched her bum cheeks in anticipation. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    The leather strap struck across both her bum cheeks and Saba bit her bottom lip to stifle a whimper as fiery pain cut into her tender flesh. An intense feeling of pleasure surged through her cunt at the same time. Had she always felt this way when being strapped and just not recognised it for what it was until now?  
 
    CRACK! The strap struck again. Again the flesh of pain cut into her bum as a pulse of pleasure shot through her pussy. A welp escaped her lips this time, half in pain and half in delight, but involuntarily she arched her bum out even further to leave it even more exposed to further blows. 
 
    “Oh, are you possibly enjoying this, little one? It’s been too long since your naughty little behind has felt the taste of my strap. Have you missed the feel of it as much as I have missed administering it?” 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! Cyrena hit Saba’s bum again and again with her strap and the girl clenched her hands around the silky material of the priestess’s bedding, tears beginning to well up in her eyes even as she felt her juices begin to leak from her aching slit and slide down her inner thighs. The Mistress of Novices began to vary her strikes, sometimes bringing the strap down across both quickly reddening cheeks, sometimes hitting only one, and other times bringing the leather down with a sharp crack on where Saba’s bum met the tops of her thighs. There was no pattern to the blows, leaving the young woman unprepared for wherever the next strike of the strap was to land. 
 
    Saba pressed her face into Cyrena’s bed, crying and sobbing into the silky coverings as the priestess steadied her trembling body by placing her free hand onto the small of her trembling back. The touch was light but reassuring and felt comforting, even as the strap continued its merciless abuse of her bum.  
 
    The young woman’s entire bottom was bright red now, the flesh angry and inflamed, and heat radiated off it in waves. Saba was also so very aroused, her nipples hard little pebbles and her vulva wet and congested as her clit seemed to throb in time with each new blow. Oh how Saba wanted to reach down and touch it. Mindful of Cyrena’s earlier order, however, she only clenched her fists tighter to resist the urge. 
 
    Suddenly it all stopped. Saba’s bum cheeks clenched tight in preparation for a blow that never came. The young woman relaxed and unclenched her fists even as she continued to sob snottily, her poor abused bum hurting so much from the long and merciless strapping while her pussy practically cried out to be touched. The two different sensations were tangled together in a strange, confusing mess that Saba could not even begin to understand. 
 
    When she felt Cyrena’s fingers slide down her back to cup one of her bum cheeks Saba instinctively flinched away. The Mistress of Novices persisted, whispering at her soothingly as she began to lightly rub her hand along the tender red flesh. “Hush now, little one. This part is over now. Such a strong young woman you are, Saba, taking my strap so bravely the way you did.” 
 
    Cyrena’s light caresses on her bottom felt so good compared to the strapping and Saba’s sobs abated as she continued to lightly rub her sore rear. Suddenly feeling soft, plump lips against one of her cheeks, she gasped in pleasure as the priestess kissed her there and then gave a long, wet lick of her silky tongue across the angry flesh.  
 
    Cyrena knelt down behind the bent over Saba and hungrily gazed between her legs. The novice’s pussy was so engorged it had turned dark red in such a beautiful contrast to her pale inner thighs which were glistening with her juices. Gripping Saba’s hip with one hand to hold her in place she reached out and ran one finger along the silky folds that elicited a groan of delight as the girl wiggled at the touch. Saba tried to arch her pussy back, chasing the finger as it drew away, but Cyrena held her firmly in place and chuckled in amusement at the effort. 
 
    “You’re so wet, Saba, and so sensitive. So delightfully responsive to my touch. Do you like that?” 
 
    “Yes mistress,” Saba whimpered. “Please…more…more!” 
 
    Saba felt Cyrena’s hands grip her firmly and flip her around so she was seated on the bed, her sore bum soothed by the cool silky bedding underneath her. Blinking, she looked up at the taller figure of Cyrena who looked down on her with what looked like pride. For some reason it made her shudder with joy at the thought she had pleased the Mistress of Novices.  
 
    “Arms up!” Cyrena ordered as she gripped the hem of Saba’s robes that had pooled around her hips. The novice obeyed and her robes were quickly pulled up and over her head leaving her completely naked. Her breasts were small, but perky and well suited to her petite frame, and capped with cute puffy nipples circled by large areolas. The cute, round cheeks of her pretty face were blushing as she nibbled nervously at her bottom lip and squirmed at the intense look in Cyrena’s eyes as slowly looked up and down her naked body, clearly relishing the sight.  
 
    Cyrena suddenly swooped down on her and Saba’s eyes widened in shock as the priestess pressed her lips to hers in a kiss. Feeling Cyrena’s hands cup her breasts, fingers teasing her nipples, she gasped and the Mistress of Novices seized the opportunity to slide her tongue between Saba’s open lips into her mouth.  
 
    As the kiss deepened Saba began to feel light headed and her pussy ached so badly she wiggled in frustration. Lathing her tongue against Cyrena’s own, Saba arched her back trying to bring more of her breasts into contact with the older woman’s teasing fingers. Without warning, Cyrena suddenly dug her long lacquered nails into the tender flesh of her nipples, pinching them cruelly. Saba’s shriek was muffled against Cyrena’s mouth. It hurt! But her clitoris also throbbed as the pain seemed to shoot a jolt of pleasure right through it. 
 
    Breaking the kiss, Saba panted openly with desire and even Cyrena breathed heavily as she reached out and brushed a wisp of brown hair that had come loose from her novice’s braid away from her face. “You are truly beautiful, Saba, a genuine gem. I can’t tell you how happy I am to finally get my hands on you.” 
 
    Saba beamed at the praise but then caught a hitch in her throat as the warm look in Cyrena’s eyes became predatory again as she smiled wickedly. “But as much as we have both been enjoying ourselves, my little one, I think the time has come to begin your punishment.”

  

 
   
    Chapter Five: Feeding The Flames 
 
    Heart pounding in her chest, Saba did not resist as Cyrena grasped her by both shoulders and scooted her back up the bed. Her mind was racing though as she considered Cyrena’s words. The lingering pain in her bum from the cruel if also enjoyable strapping left her at the loss as to how the Mistress of Novices planned to punish her if that had not been it. What did she intend? The mystery of what was to come left her feeling equally fearful and eager at the same time. 
 
    Lying Saba back on the bed, resting her head on one of the plush pillows, Cyrena sat herself down on her midriff. The young woman’s mouth opened into an O as she felt the priestess’s smooth bare pussy come into contact with the skin of her stomach. It was so hot and wet. Evidently the strapping had been as arousing for Cyrena as it had been for her. The realisation that the Mistress of Novices had evidently joyed inflicting abuse on her poor bum with her strap just as much as Saba had joyed receiving it was simultaneously both strange and delightful.  
 
    Cyrena grasped one of Saba’s slender wrists and lifted it up to place it next to one of the carved wooden stokes of the headboard. From somewhere she produced a length of silky rope and before Saba realised what was happening Cyrena had securely tied her wrist tightly in a series of intricate knots. 
 
    Her eyes wide, Saba tugged her bonds, finding no give in them at all. “What? Why, Mistress Cyrena?” 
 
    “This must be done, little one.” Cyrena said firmly, taking her other wrist and binding it to another wooden stoke just as quickly and efficiently as the first had been. “I cannot have you interfering in what I am about to do.” 
 
    The ominous words made Saba realise just how vulnerable she now was, naked and bound to Cyrena’s bed with her entire body unprotected and vulnerable to whatever it was the Mistress of Novices had planned for her. The feeling was arousing but also frightening. The tugging at her bonds only intensified. 
 
    Sensing her growing distress, Cyrena gently cupped the side of Saba’s head with one hand, the sternness leaving her face to be replaced with a look of soft reassurance. “Do you wish to put a stop to this, Saba? Only say so now or at any time and this all ends, I promise. I won’t be angry with you. I’ll release you and we can take the matter of your transgressions to the High Priestess. That is not a threat,” She added emphatically. “Your motives were just, and the knowledge you have shared of these secret tunnels will be of great value. High Priestess Bessia is a fair woman and will take both matters into consideration, I promise you. I’ll even speak to her on your behalf.” 
 
    Saba was torn. She had never felt so vulnerable before in her young life as she did now but she was beginning to realise that intense feeling of vulnerability was only feeding her arousal. It was a part of herself she was only just now starting to discover, something new that had been awakened that she could not deny wanting to explore. 
 
    Seeing Saba was still undecided, Cyrena bent forward. Her long black hair fell around Saba’s face like a curtain and when the priestess spoke her voice was a soft whisper that almost seemed to be caressing her. “Saba, do you trust me? Do you believe I would ever do anything to you that is more than I know you are capable of taking? Do you think I would ever let any real harm come to you, my little one?” 
 
    For all being bound as she was left her feeling unsettled, Saba realised that she did trust Cyrena. As vulnerable as she felt, exposed the way she was, she also felt safe with her. She wanted the priestess to touch her, to explore with her this new part of herself she had only just discovered. Cyrena wouldn’t hurt her, at least not in any way that the priestess didn’t seem to somehow know Saba would also enjoy. Taking a deep breath she gave a tentative nod of her head. 
 
    “I need to hear you say it, Saba. Do you wish for me to continue or shall I let you go and take you to the High Priestess.” 
 
    Saying it aloud felt so significant but Saba made herself speak even as she felt her face burn bright red. “Yes, Mistress Cyrena. Yes I want to continue. Please, punish me. I want you to.” 
 
    Smiling with joy, Cyrena sat back up and swept her long, shining black hair over her shoulders. Seizing the hem of her robes, she pulled them over her head and threw them aside. Saba let out a little gasp as she saw the Mistress of Novices naked for the first time.  
 
    Her tanned, dusky skin, such a contrast with Saba’s own pale colouring, was exotic to behold. Her large breasts hung heavily from her chest and were capped with dark brown nipples that were hard as gemstones. A fine gold chain decorated her narrow waist, a large pearl hanging from it right next to her vagina, the plump pussy lips of which were glistening with her juices. The young woman found herself tugged at her bonds again, this time not in fear but out of desire to reach out and touch the beautiful sight before her eyes. 
 
    Sitting up onto her knees, Cyrena’s dark eyes gleamed as her hand raised one heavy breast and caressed it as the other hand slowly slid down her taut stomach to cup her vulva. “Do you want to touch me, little one? Run your hands across my soft skin? Well you cannot. That is part of your punishment. I decide if and when you may touch me, just as I decide if and when I shall touch you.” 
 
    As she caressed herself, Cyrena began to sway her wide hips and undulate her body like she was a Priestess of Serpria, the Goddess of Fertility, whose acolytes danced naked every evening in the temple courtyard before the Goddess’s snakes, charming them with the sight of their bare bodies before choosing a man out from the assembled supplicants to copulate with. Saba was mesmerised by the sight just as surely as those snakes were, watching as Cyrena’s heavy breasts bounced and jiggled, her toned belly rippled, her hips gyrated and bare mound glistened. Futilely she strained at her bonds with all the strength her slight body could muster, whimpering at the teasing sight before her as tears of frustration welled up in her eyes. 
 
    Cyrena leaned her body back, bracing herself with one hand as the other went to her pussy, two fingers stretching her lips open to reveal the pink inner folds as a third began thrusting itself in and out, the wet, squelchy sound drowning out everything else in Saba’s ears. “What would you give to touch my pussy, little one? To feel how wet and hot it is? What would you give to taste it, I wonder?” 
 
    “Anything, mistress! Anything!” Saba’s voice was almost shrill as she continued to thrash against the silky ropes that restrained her. She sobbed as Cyrena continued to perch out of reach, caressing her beautiful pussy in an almost taunting manner. “Please, mistress, please!”  
 
    The priestess leaned forward once more, swaying her upper body so her large breasts swung back and forth before Saba’s face. “What about my breasts? Perhaps, just perhaps, I’ll allow you the smallest taste of them. Do you want that, Saba?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes, Mistress Cyrena!” Saba had never wanted anything more in her life. “Please, let me taste them!” 
 
    Satisfaction radiating off her face, Cyrena raised one breast in cupped hands and slowly bent forward. “Very well, suckle away.” 
 
    Saba needed no urging. She craned her head off the pillow and fastened her lips around the offered nipple, frantically sucking at it. She revelled in the tangy, salty taste of the older woman’s skin, and her tongue lathed itself across the hard nubbin. She was rewarded by a moan of pleasure from Cyrena which only spurred her on. After a few moments the nipple was pulled away with a wet plop as it left Saba’s mouth shining with saliva and she whined in displeasure at first only to realise the other one was now being presented to her. Eagerly, she latched on to the new offering and suckled just as vigorously as before. 
 
    After too short a time, Cyrena pulled her other nipple from Saba’s flipped herself around so she was on all fours with her pussy hovering above the young woman’s face. “You did so well sucking on my nipples that maybe you’ve earned yourself a taste of my pussy as well. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress!” Saba cried and reached her head up towards Cyrena’s dripping pussy. At the last second though the older woman pulled her hips away so it was just out of reach. Saba pulled against her bonds with all that she had, stretching her range of motion to the fullest extent she could, but Cyrena continued to keep herself just inches away from the younger woman’s straining lips.  
 
    Cyrena laughed tauntingly “I thought you wanted to taste my pussy, little one? Why aren’t you?” 
 
    “I do, mistress!” Saba was almost crying with desperation as she strained against the ropes binding her wrists to the bed. “I can’t reach. Please, let me taste you!” 
 
    Another laugh. “If you can’t reach it, you must not want it enough. Perhaps I was wrong to allow you this.” 
 
    “Nooooo! No, mistress, no! Please!” 
 
    Finally, Cyrena relented and leaned herself back enough to allow Saba to shoot out her tongue and lick at the slit of her vagina. The taste was tangy and pungent, almost peppery, and more delicious than anything she had ever tasted before. Hungrily she lapped away and was rewarded by the sound of Cyrena moaning in pleasure. The priestess leaned even further back, allowing Saba to begin using her lips as well as her tongue to further her efforts. 
 
    As she happily sucked away Saba suddenly felt the light touch of the tips of Cyrena’s fingernails tracing themselves up and down her inner thighs. Her own arousal sprang back to the forefront of her mind as with agonising slowness they crept up towards the juncture of her legs only to stop just before her pussy and begin just as slowly making their way back down again. She groaned in displeasure, the sound muffled against Cyrena’s cunt. 
 
    This continued for a little while and then suddenly a jolt shot through Saba as she felt a gust of hot breath on her vagina followed by the touch of Cyrena’s tongue as it softly began to lick at the very outer edge of the lips of her slit. The touch was so faint it was barely perceptible but also overwhelming and her entire body shuddered as she flopped her head back onto the pillows and cried out in delight. 
 
    Immediately the ministrations ceased as Cyrena withdrew both her tongue and fingers with a furious hiss. “Why did you stop! You were doing such a good job I thought to let you have a little reward, Saba. If it’s going to distract you from your task perhaps I was mistaken.” 
 
    Saba’s head shot off the pillows and she immediately latched her mouth back on to Cyrena’s pussy, sucking away with renewed effort. After a few moments this seemed to satisfy the priestess, who once again resumed her own caresses. Her fingernails raked themselves across Saba’s inner thighs as her hot tongue continued to ever so lightly stroke along the edge of one labia lip and then the other. It was wonderful and not enough both at the same time, fuelling her arousal but not satisfying it.  
 
    As her frustration grew Saba began sucking almost desperately, hoping that Cyrena might reward her further for her efforts. The lewd, slurping sound of her lips on the older woman’s cunt rang in her ears along with the pounding of her own heart. Her efforts were in vain, however, as the priestess continued to torment her pussy with only the lightest and faintest caresses of her tongue. Her clit throbbed in protest at the neglect and Saba tried to arch herself up to further the contact. Cyrena responded by firmly pushing her pelvis back down with one hand even as the other continued to teasingly stroke away at her thighs. 
 
    Cyrena pressed herself down onto Saba, forcing her head down onto the pillow as she began grinding herself against the girl’s mouth in evident pleasure, her moans vibrating against Saba’s own pussy adding a new level of frustrating stimulation. With her head now gripped between Cyrena’s strong thighs like a vise, she was completely enveloped by the priestess. Her entire world seemed to have been reduced to the delicious taste of her cunt and the heady scent of it that filled her nostrils. That and the ever so frustrated teasing tongue that was continuing to torment her own pussy. 
 
    Suddenly Cyrena’s thighs clenched around her tighter than ever and her head lifted away from Saba’s vulva as she cried out in pleasure. Her entire body shuddered as she ground herself even more furiously against Saba’s face and the novice could only lie there and take it. She could barely breathe but her only thought was that if she was smothered to death it was a price worth paying. 
 
    Finally the priestess went limp and then climbed off of Saba’s face, swinging around to capture the young woman’s lips in a kiss. As Cyrena’s tongue forced its way into her mouth, Saba could taste her own juices on it. The flavour was sweeter than the Mistress of Novice’s and the realisation she was tasting herself felt so perverse that it made her quiver in delight even as her face blushed so hotly she thought she might burst into flames. 
 
    Cyrena broke the kiss, her breathing heavy and uneven. “That was wonderful, Saba. I almost wonder if you were lying to me earlier when you claimed this was your first time.” 
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” Saba beamed with happiness at the praise. 
 
    The Mistress of Novices’ eyes shifted from warm to wicked again and Saba felt a delightful shiver run down her spine at the sight. Cyrena bent forward so her lips were mere inches from the younger woman and whispered. “As delightful as that was, I think it’s time we proceed with your punishment.”

  

 
   
    Chapter Six: The Fires Of Passion 
 
    Despite the ominous tone, Saba felt her pussy throb in anticipation at the priestess’s words. She was keenly feeling the absence of Cyrena’s caresses from her nether regions and could only hope this meant it would soon be rectified. If this was supposed to be punishment she would surely have to give Cyrena cause to discipline her more often.  
 
    Cyrena pressed her lips to Saba’s neck, suckling at the pulse point there. She softly kissed her way down Saba’s collarbone towards her breasts. Once there she cupped each small mound with one of her hands, lightly licking around each large areola with her tongue while avoiding the nipples themselves with rigid discipline.  
 
    Saba groaned in frustration at the teasing then hissed in pain as suddenly Cyrena took one of the hardened nubs between her teeth and bit down sharply. The priestess took turns, gnawing and biting at each nipple in turn with practised skill. She bit down so hard Saba thought she would bleed, but Cyrena was too experienced to make that mistake and continued to bite at the hard little points with her sharp teeth without breaking the skin. 
 
    Tears of pain welled up in Saba’s eyes at the assault on her sensitive nipples and a pained wail escaped her lips. It hurt so bad! Her pussy also pulsed in pleasure, juices leaking from it more than ever as the pain sent ripples of pleasure through her. Saba was beginning to understand that somehow pain seemed to be accompanied by corresponding pleasure, and almost was anticipating it.  
 
    Cyrena abandoned Saba’s breasts, leaving the sore, tormented nipples to begin kissing her way down the young woman’s quivering belly, tongue lightly caressing her pale skin as her fingers traced feathery caresses. Inch by agonising inch, the priestess drew closer to Saba’s aching vulva. She was openly panting in anticipation now, the sound of her beating heart ringing loudly in her ears like a drum.  
 
    Reaching the apex of Saba’s legs, Cyrena paused for a long moment. Saba stared down between the valley of her breasts and watched as the priestess hovered just inches above her, looking down on her aching and congested pussy serenely. She bit her bottom lip in frustration, she wanted Cyrena to touch her there so badly. Even the faint, teasing caresses of her hot breath against her pussy were enough to make her shudder in delight. 
 
    Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Cyrena shot out her pink little tongue and ran it slowly up Saba’s pussy from bottom to top. The delicious silky wet feeling made her squeal in pleasure and Cyrena looked up and locked eyes with her.  
 
    “Did you enjoy that, my little one?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Cyrena!” Saba babbled. “More, please, more!” 
 
    Again, Cyrena licked her tongue along Saba’s slit, then again and again in a slow but steady rhythm. Her fingers pulled apart the lips of Saba’s outer labia, allowing her tongue access to her pink, inner folds. Gradually the strokes of her tongue grew firmer and their pace quickened and Saba could only wiggle and moan in delight as the pleasure built inside of her. Cyrena kept her eyes locked on the younger woman the entire time, her unblinking stare intense, and Saba found herself staring back entranced even as her small breasts heaved and her body shuddered at the sensations coursing through it. 
 
    Cyrena’s tongue now focused its attentions on Saba’s clit, slathering at the little bud as one of her fingers began to firmly stroke up and down the slit of her vulva. Saba cried out in pleasure, never having felt anything so delightful before in her young life. Her body shook and quaked of its own volition as she felt a wave begin to build inside of her. Her heart pounded in her ears, almost drowning out the sound of her moans of delight. Cyrena’s eyes remained fixed on her own throughout, her gaze sultry. 
 
    Then suddenly, just as Saba began to feel at the very peak of the pleasurable wave that had built inside of her, a cruel gleam filled Cyrena’s eyes and she lifted her head up from Saba’s throbbing pussy and withdrew her finger.  
 
    For a moment Saba was too shocked to do anything but shriek unhappily as the wave began to recede. Then, with frustrated tears welling up in her eyes, she wailed. “Noooooo! Please don’t stop mistress! Why did you stop?” 
 
    Her tearful protests brought a smug smile to Cyrena’s face. “This is your punishment, little one, or have you forgotten? The pleasure I give you is very much a part of it but so is my denial of it.” 
 
    The implication of Cyrena’s words crashed down on Saba. Did the Mistress of Novices mean to continue to tease her to the edge only to deny her release as she had just now? For how long? Would she allow her release at all? Helplessly bound as she was there was nothing Saba could do to stop her. Even as she was gripped by fright at the thought she also felt her arousal spike to new heights. The idea was terrifying and exciting at the same time. 
 
    One of Cyrena’s hands pressed down firmly on Saba’s wiggling abdomen, holding the young woman firmly in place as the fingers of her other hand began caressing her inner thighs with feathery light touches. Pursing her lips, the priestess blew a gust of hot hair onto Saba’s throbbing clitoris. The sensation made her moan half in delight and half in frustration, the sensation wickedly pleasurable and also not nearly enough at the same time. 
 
    “Please, Mistress Cyrena, please touch me again!” She tearily pleaded. 
 
    Cyrena smiled even more smugly at the words and she bent forward to latch her lips around Saba’s clitoris, sucking away at it once more. Her fingers drifted up from Saba’s inner thighs to once again caress at the slit of her vagina. Just as before, her eyes still remained locked onto Saba’s who found she could not look away from the Mistress of Novices’ bewitching stare even as she continued to suck and slurp away at her clit. Her eyes looked possessive, almost predatory, as she watched Saba pant and moan in pleasure as her body shuddered and convulsed against her bonds. Before long Saba found herself right at the edge once again. 
 
    Agan Cyrena seemed to sense it and immediately ceased her ministrations on Saba’s pussy, shifting aside to kiss and lick at the soft juncture of her pelvis and thigh. Another cry of dismay escaped Saba lips as her body quivered with frustration as tears ran freely down her cheeks. She had been so close. Involuntarily she tried to jerk her vulva towards Cyrena’s teasing lips, their soft caresses so close to where she desperately wanted them, but the priestess’s hands gripped her firmly by the hips and held her fast. 
 
    “Pleeease!” Saba wailed. 
 
    The cruel look in Cyrena’s eyes only deepened at the young woman’s tearful cry and she continued to tongue at the soft, sweaty flesh of Saba’s lower pelvis. Her skillful tongue licked slowly and lightly back towards the young woman’s poor, denied pussy, each delicate silky stroke followed by a faint kiss from her plump lips.  
 
    Finally reaching Saba’s vagina again, Cyrena paused to hover her head over it and met the novice’s eyes, a wicked smile on her face. “Do you want to feel my mouth on you again, little one? My moist tongue to glide along that slit of yours? My soft lips to capture that little bud of yours between them and suck it?” 
 
    “YES! Yes, Mistress Cyrena…please let me feel your lips…please don’t deny me again...by the Goddess I’ll go mad if you do…” Saba frantically sobbed, hot little tears running freely down her cheeks as she fought with all her strength to buck her hips up. It was futile though as Cyrena’s iron grip held her firmly in place, her red lacquered fingernails digging painfully into the soft flesh. The pain only seemed to make Saba even more aware of the desperate throbbing of her clit as even it seemed to strain upwards to towards Cyrena’s plump lips. 
 
    Cyrena’s tongue shot out and glided its soft, wet underside across Saba’s clit and the younger woman gasped in gratitude. “Thank you…thank you, mistress…more…more, please…” 
 
    Again Cyrena slid the underside of her tongue over Saba’s little bud, one finger reaching to pull back its protective hood leaving it fully exposed to her ministrations. She slowly repeated the action, back and forth, again and again. Saba moaned and gasped at the sensation. It felt so good. As the priestess slowly increased the tempo of her tongue’s silky caresses the young woman’s cries only grew louder. Her clit seemed to be throbbing in time with the frantic pounding of her heart and she gasped desperately for breath between ever more frantic moans and cries. 
 
    As delicious as the feeling was, it only seemed to remind Saba of hints of true bliss that Cyrena had brought her to the brink of again and again only to cruelly deny her. Would she finally be allowed to tip over that delightful edge this time or would she once again be met with only frustration? As she felt the now very familiar wave building within her the question ran through her mind. As the wave began to crest Saba struggled against Cyrena’s grip to grind herself as much as she could against the older woman’s tongue, the terror that she might be denied release yet again only feeding her arousal till it reached the point it seemed to consume her very being. 
 
    Her fears were justified again as when her inner walls began to involuntarily clench in preparation as the crest of pleasure seemed about to finally crash over her Cyrena withdrew her tongue. She smirked cruelly as Saba cried out in frustration as her clit throbbed rapidly in protest at the sudden end of the delightful caresses and gripped her hips with hands that seemed to be made of iron, holding her in place as she thrashed and bucked trying to bring her pussy into contact with anything. 
 
    “You sound distressed? Is it too much for you, my little one? Do you wish me to stop?”  
 
    The mock concern in Cyrena’s voice was taunting and Saba would have been infuriated had she not been so frantic. Instead she only babbled. “N-no, mistress…don’t stop…p-please…touch me…” 
 
    “I have been touching you, Saba?” Cyrena’s eyes gleamed as she bent forward and Saba almost shrieked as she felt the priestess’s tongue lightly lick up her slit in one quick stroke. “There, is that better?” 
 
    “N-no…please, I need more…please I need…” 
 
    “What do you need, Saba?” Cyrena feigned a look of confusion, belied by the continued cruel look in her eyes.  
 
    Saba felt her face blush red as she realised what Cyrena wanted her to say. Somehow she forced the words out, skin burning at the lewdness of it. “Please Mistress Cyrena, I need to cum. Please let me cum. Please!” 
 
    “You think you’ve earned this?” At Saba’s frantic nod, Cyrena rose up and lay on her side beside the girl’s slight body. Holding up two fingers, she almost daintily placed them at the top of Saba’s slit. “Very well then, if you feel you deserve release then take it if you want it enough.” 
 
    Needing no urging, Saba immediately began rocking her hips to rub her clit and labia lips against the pair of fingers. The movement was awkward, bound as she was, and while Cyrena made no attempt to stop her she made no effort to assist either. The priestess simply lay there, head propped up by her free hand, serenely watching as Saba struggled to masturbate herself against the older woman’s two fingers. 
 
    The sensation was nowhere near as good as Cyrena’s tongue and lips but as pent up as Saba was it was enough and soon the wave of pleasure was building again as she moaned happily. The moan turned to a frustrated hiss though as she felt Cyrena’s fingers suddenly lift away and looking down she saw the priestess holding them just slightly above her aching pussy. 
 
    “Please, mistress, you said I could cum? Please, I need your fingers.” Saba protested. 
 
    “And they’re right here, Saba. If you want to cum badly enough all you have to do is reach up and touch them.” 
 
    Placing her small feet underneath herself, Saba pushed herself up off of the bed and arched her hips up. Smug satisfaction shot through her as her pussy once again came into contact with Cyrena’s fingers and she began rubbing against them once again. She concentrated to keep her clitoris touching the pair of digits as much as possible and rocked with all the effort she could muster, trying desperately to bring herself to climax before the priestess could pull another devious trick. 
 
    The nature of the new game soon became apparent, much to Saba’s distress. Even as she felt her climax draw nearer, Cyrena’s fingers rose higher and higher forcing Saba to arch her hips and then her back ever more awkwardly to chase after them. Soon her hips were fully off the bed as she thrusted with her legs to continue rubbing her pussy against the priestess’s fingers.  
 
    Saba panted from the exertion, sweat now running down her face to join the tears staining her cheeks, and willed herself to keep going. She was close, so close. She felt a gust of hot breath against her ear as Cyrena leaned forward. 
 
    “I can tell you wish to cum, little one, but I fear your legs will fail you. Which will win out, your desire for release or the exhaustion of your limbs?” 
 
    Letting out a little wail at the priestess’s taunting words, Saba redoubled her efforts. Even as her muscles screamed in protest she jackhammered her legs desperately. They felt like they were burning from the effort they were exerting. Her efforts were proving diminishing returns however. Her clit was throbbing, practically calling out to be touched, but at this awkward angle it was all she could do to just rub Cyrena’s fingers along her slit, feeding her arousal but not bringing her any closer to climax. Whenever one of those fingers randomly brushed against the little bundle of nerves of her clit a flare of pleasure shot through her and she forced herself to keep going, but it wasn’t enough. 
 
    Finally Saba felt one of her thighs clench and she collapsed back down onto the bed with a howl of dismay, losing contact with Cyrena’s fingers altogether. Fresh tears poured down her cheeks as she lay there limply, her legs burning from exhaustion even as her pussy throbbed hotly with unfulfilled arousal, so wet and congested it almost felt like it was immersed in liquid fire. 
 
    As Saba bitterly sobbed and moaned she suddenly felt a hand softly brushing against her hair and blinking through the haze of tears she saw Cyrena’s face looming over her, her face was bereft of all signs of cruelty and instead was now soft and caring. As the priestess leaned forward, kissing away the tears from her face and gently shushing her, Saba found herself pressing into her embrace. Despite everything that Cyrena had put her through, Saba still felt safe around her. The older woman was a bastion of stability in the confusing inferno that had engulfed her young body that she clung to with everything she had. 
 
    Shushing her one last time with a soft kiss to her forehead, Cyrena met Saba’s eyes with a stare that was both intense and reassuring at the same time. “Do you want to cum, Saba?” 
 
    Saba’s tear and sweat stained cheeks blushed, the words still sounding so lewd despite everything she had just gone through. Her voice was little more than a whisper as she answered, “Yes, Mistress Cyrena.”  
 
    Cyrena’s eyes glinted. “Do you think you deserve to cum, Saba?” Her voice so deep and sensuous it felt like a caress. 
 
    Saba didn’t know how to answer. “Please, Mistress Cyrena,” She whimpered, “Please, I need -” 
 
    Saba was cut off as Cyrena shushed her again. “I know what you need, Saba. I know better than you do what this delightful young body of yours needs, what it can take, and how best to give it to you. Do you trust that I know this?” 
 
    She knew the answer without being asked but Cyrena’s unblinking stare, intense and possessive and loving all at the same time, left Saba frozen for a moment. Forcing herself to take a deep breath she spoke. “Yes, Mistress Cyrena.” 
 
    Cyrena smiled so warmly that Saba felt herself tingle from head to toe. The Mistress of Novices slid on top of her and Saba gasped at the feeling of naked skin on naked skin. Cyrena ground her breasts into Saba’s, hard nipples flicking against her own, and when she felt the priestess’s hot and wet pussy begin rubbing against hers she moaned aloud. The hard nub of Cyrena’s clit pressed against Saba’s, and the younger woman rocked and arched her hips as best as she could to match the other woman’s movements. 
 
    That now familiar wave quickly built again and Saba found herself holding her breath as it began to crest, not daring to believe she would not once more be denied release at the last second. Cyrena did not relent this time and as the wave finally crashed over her body Saba came, crying and wailing as the pleasure shot through her. Her cries of joy were quickly stifled as Cyrena took her head in both hands and kissed her passionately, still grinding herself against Saba as the aftershocks of her powerful orgasm rode through her. Saba eagerly returned the kiss. 
 
    Finally Saba lay limp, spent by what had just occurred. Cyrena rolled off of her and quickly undid the silky bonds securing her wrists. For a few moments they both just lay side by side, Saba panting for breath and trying to adjust. She had never experienced anything like that in her entire young life. Cyrena for her part lay on her side, looking down at Saba with a smug expression. 
 
    Realising she terribly missed the feel of Cyrena’s body against her own, Saba snuggled up against her and the older woman wrapped her arms around her in a warm and comforting embrace. “Thank you, mistress.” Saba said, suddenly feeling exhausted. The prior night without sleep combined with the very vigorous activities they had just undertaken overcame her and a loud yawn escaped her throat. 
 
    Cyrena’s laughter filled the room. “That is hardly the reaction I had been hoping for. Did my attentions bore you so much?” 
 
    “Oh no, mistress,” Saba was mortified that she might have offended Cyrena. “It was like nothing I’d ever experienced before-” Despite herself, another yawn somehow escaped. 
 
    Cyrena shushed her, embracing her even more tightly and planting a soft kiss on her forehead. “I only jest, little one. Sleep if you need it.” 
 
    Saba lay her head against Cyrena’s chest, it really did make for a wonderful pillow, and within moments was asleep. How long she slumbered for she wasn’t certain. When she woke she found herself in much the same position, wrapped up against Cyrena with her head cushioned against her large breasts. 
 
    A thought occurred to Saba and she looked up to eye Cyrena’s face. The priestess’s eyes were closed but Saba sensed that she was not asleep but merely dozing. 
 
    “Mistress Cyrena?” She asked tentatively. 
 
    “Yes, little one?” Cyrena answered drowsily. 
 
    “Is this how I will always be punished from now on?” 
 
    Cyrena’s eyes shot open and there was a wicked gleam in them as she looked down at Saba, who schooled her face into a look of utter innocence. 
 
    A heavy moment passed before Cyrena almost growled. “You saucy little minx!” 
 
    Flipping Saba over onto her back, she grasped both of her wrists above her head and pressed her into the bedding. Saba’s giggles of delight quickly turned into a cry of pleasure that rang throughout the room.

  

 
   
    The End? 
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