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      Mary

      

      I looked at Professor Hallstrom with what I hoped came across as academic interest, but feared looked more like undisguised lust. His steel-blue eyes seemed to travel right through mine, into my mind, as he spoke, his deep voice resonating with authority and passion for the subject. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, acutely aware of the heat spreading through my body.

      “The Icelandic sagas,” Professor Hallstrom continued, “offer us a unique window into Norse culture. They are not just historical records, but complex narratives filled with intrigue, violence, and yes, even explicit sexuality.”

      At the mention of sexuality, I felt my cheeks flush hot. I tried to focus on taking notes, but my mind kept wandering to inappropriate places. What would those large, scholarly, but surely very strong hands feel like on my skin? How would his beard scratch against my neck if he…

      I shook my head, trying to dispel the thoughts. This was ridiculous. I had made it through my freshman year at Selecta East without feeling anything like a schoolgirl crush. Here in my study abroad semester in Rouen, though, when I should have known so much better, I couldn’t stop thinking about a professor almost, I felt certain, twice my age. Something about Sven Hallstrom, though… it called to a part of me I couldn’t, or maybe didn’t want to, put my finger on.

      It must just be how simply cool it felt to be here in Rouen, with my French good enough to understand every word of Professor Hallstrom’s lecture—even to the point that I could tell he had a slight, delightfully exotic Scandinavian accent. My own American accent still gave me away, of course, and every time I tried to follow my new friends’ conversations I tended to get lost after the second sentence. The sheer joy of being able to understand and to communicate complex ideas in the classroom, though, had probably caused me to think I had a crush on this admittedly gorgeous man.

      As the lecture continued, I found myself hanging onto his every word, not just for the fascinating content, but for the rich timbre of his voice. When he described the brutal raids of the Vikings, I felt a forbidden thrill run through me. It was so very on the nose, but… what would it be like to be a captured young woman, at the mercy of such a powerful warrior?

      A virgin, taken in a Viking raid. I shifted in my seat. I didn’t feel particularly happy about my virgin status, but the Selecta university system, with its return to traditional gender roles, hadn’t made it easy even for an eighteen-year-old like me to do much about it.

      The class ended far too soon. As the other students filed out, I lingered, gathering my courage. My heart pounded as I approached his desk.

      “Professor Hallstrom?” I managed, my voice sounding breathier than I intended. “I was wondering if I could speak with you about a potential topic for my final paper.”

      He looked up at me, those piercing eyes seeming to see right through my flimsy excuse. “Miss O’Toole, is it? Of course. My office hours are tomorrow afternoon.”

      “I was hoping…” I swallowed hard, hardly believing my own boldness. “I was hoping we could discuss it sooner. Perhaps… this evening?”

      Something flashed in his eyes—surprise? Interest?—before his expression settled into careful neutrality. “I’ll be working late tonight. If you’d like to stop by my office around seven, we can discuss your ideas then.”

      I nodded, trying to ignore the way my pulse raced at the thought of being alone with him. “Thank you, Professor. I’ll see you then.”
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        * * *

      

      The hallway was eerily quiet as I approached Professor Hallstrom’s office, my footsteps echoing off the polished floors. A single beam of light spilled from beneath his door, a beacon in the darkness. My heart raced, a mix of anticipation and nerves whirling inside me. I raised my hand to knock, but before my knuckles could make contact, the door swung open.

      In an instant, everything changed. Strong hands gripped my arms, yanking me inside. I caught a glimpse of bookshelves, chairs, an old desk, but I barely had time to gasp at the terrifying feeling of capture before something was shoved into my mouth—firm, chewy, filling my oral cavity. A gag, made of leather. Panic surged through me as I tried to cry out, but only muffled whimpers escaped.

      “Shh, lille en.” Professor Hallstrom’s voice, usually so controlled, now held a dangerous edge. “Be still.”

      My arms were wrenched behind my back, rough rope biting into my wrists as he bound them tight. I struggled, more out of instinct than any real hope of escape. His grip was like iron, implacable and unyielding.

      Darkness descended as a hood was pulled over my head, cutting off my vision entirely. The fabric was thick, smelling faintly of leather and some musky scent I couldn’t place. My other senses heightened in compensation—I could hear the rustle of clothing, feel the warmth radiating from his body as he maneuvered me across the room.

      He pushed me down onto what felt like a chair, his large hand on my shoulder keeping me in place. I trembled, fear and confusion warring with an unwelcome thrill of arousal. What was happening? Why was he doing this?

      The sound of a phone being dialed cut through the silence. Then, Professor Hallstrom’s voice, but not in any language I recognized. The words flowed like water, lilting and musical despite the gravity in his tone. Norwegian? Swedish? I couldn’t be sure, but the Scandinavian quality seemed unmistakable.

      I strained to make out individual words, to glean some understanding of what was happening, but it was useless. The conversation continued, terse and clipped. I caught what sounded like my name—‘Mary’—amidst the foreign syllables, sending a fresh surge of fear through me.

      What had I gotten myself into? And why, even in my terror, did a part of me feel a perverse excitement at being so utterly at his mercy?

      My muscles tensed as I gathered my courage, preparing to make a desperate attempt at escape. With a sudden burst of energy, I lurched upward from the chair, my bound hands scrabbling uselessly behind my back. For a fleeting moment, I thought I might succeed in breaking free.

      That hope was swiftly extinguished as Professor Hallstrom’s iron grip clamped down on my shoulder, forcing me back into the seat with effortless strength. His fingers dug into my flesh, and even through the fabric of my blouse, I could feel the heat of his skin.

      “Obey me, Miss O’Toole,” he growled in English, his voice low and dangerous. “If you know what’s good for you, you’ll sit still and do exactly as I say.”

      A shiver ran through me at his words. To my horror, it didn’t come from fear alone. My body betrayed me, a rush of warmth flooding between my legs despite the panic in my belly. I squirmed in the chair, confused and ashamed at my reaction.

      “P-please,” I tried to whimper through the gag, the word coming out as little more than a muffled cry. “Let me go…”

      Instead of answering, Professor Hallstrom yanked me up by my arm. In one fluid motion, he sat down and pulled me across his lap. I found myself bent over his knees, my bottom raised vulnerably in the air. My skirt had ridden up, leaving me mortifyingly exposed in only my thin cotton panties.

      “You need to learn your place, lille en,” he said, his accent thicker now, almost guttural. “Consider this a quick introduction to how the Vikings handled the girls they captured for use on the rowing benches.”

      Before I could process his words, his hand came down hard on my upturned bottom. The sharp crack of flesh meeting flesh echoed in the quiet office. I yelped into the gag, more from surprise than pain. But then he struck again and again, each spank harder than the last.

      The sting built rapidly, spreading across my buttocks and down my thighs. Tears pricked at my eyes, soaking into the fabric of the hood. I squirmed and bucked, trying to escape the relentless assault, but his other arm held me firmly in place.

      “This is nothing compared to what those fierce Norsemen would have done,” Professor Hallstrom lectured, punctuating his words with stinging slaps. “They took what they wanted, claimed the spoils of their raids. Pretty little things like you were prizes to be won and enjoyed.”

      To my horror, I felt myself growing wetter with each strike. The pain blurred into a hazy pleasure, igniting nerve endings I didn’t know I had. My hips began to move of their own accord, no longer trying to escape, but almost… seeking out his punishing hand.

      “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble. “Show me what kind of thrall you’re going to be.”

      The spanking continued, each strike sending shockwaves of pain and shameful pleasure through my body. I lost track of time, rapt into a haze of sensation. My bottom burned, the sting spreading across my skin like wildfire. Tears streamed down my face, soaking the fabric of the hood as I screamed into the gag. The sounds were muffled, but the raw emotion behind them seemed all the greater because this man had stopped my voice.

      Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, when the pain had overwhelmed any trace of arousal, Professor Hallstrom’s hand stilled. I lay there, panting and trembling, my body taut with anticipation. What would he do next?

      I felt his fingers at the waistband of my panties, and a fresh thrill of panic washed over me. Surely he wouldn’t… Then I felt the cool air on my heated skin as he slowly, deliberately pulled them down. I squirmed, trying to press my thighs together, but his strong hands easily parted them.

      “My, my,” he murmured, his voice rich with amusement and something darker, like hunger, that sent a shudder through me. “What do we have here?”

      I felt his fingers ghost over my private lips. I felt my face turn red as a beet, and I had an absurd feeling of gratitude that he couldn’t see my blush. Despite my fear, despite the pain, my body responded traitorously to his touch. I was mortified to realize how wet I had become.

      “Such a pretty little fisse,” Professor Hallstrom continued, his fingers exploring with maddening slowness. “And look at this adorable red hair. It matches the pink of your hind cheeks perfectly.”

      I whimpered into the gag, equal parts humiliation and arousal coursing through me. His fingers found my clit, circling it with expert precision, and I couldn’t help but buck against his hand.

      “We’ll have to shave this, of course,” he said matter-of-factly, as if discussing the weather rather than the violation of my body. “It’s an important lesson in submission. To put your body under my command… before remolding you into what I desire.”

      His words should have terrified me, should have made me fight harder. Instead, I felt a perverse thrill at the idea of being shaped by his will. What was wrong with me?

      “You like this, don’t you, lille en?” Professor Hallstrom’s voice was knowing, almost smug. “I’d wager you play with yourself quite frequently. Is that right, Mary? Do you touch yourself in the shower, imagining scenarios like this?”

      I shook my head frantically, denying it even as my hips betrayed me, grinding shamelessly against his hand. But he was right. Every morning in the shower, I would let my hands wander, imagining strong arms around me, a deep voice commanding me… I had never put a face to those fantasies before, and my mind resisted doing it even now, but his voice fit, to my dismay.

      “Don’t lie to me,” he growled. “A Celtic girl like you, forbidden by her upbringing to seek her own pleasure… I know the truth. You’re going to come for me now, so you can start to learn about your needs.”
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      Mary

      

      His words cut through me like a knife, exposing truths I had tried hard to bury. As his fingers worked their magic on my pussy—my fisse, had he called it? It sounded so dirty in my mind’s ear—memories flooded back unbidden. Yes, with the steam rising around me, I touched myself every morning. The hot water cascading over my body became the caress of imaginary lovers. My fingers would circle my breasts, teasing my nipples to hardness before trailing lower, lower…

      I always felt so guilty afterwards. My strict Irish Catholic upbringing warred with my body’s natural urges. I’d scrub myself furiously, as if I could wash away the shame along with the evidence of my arousal. But the next day, the cycle would begin anew.

      Now, bent over Professor Hallstrom’s lap, I couldn’t deny the truth any longer. My body sang under his expert touch, responding in ways I had only dreamed of. His fingers danced over my clit, applying just the right amount of pressure to send sparks of pleasure shooting through me.

      Then, to my shock and helpless delight, I felt him exploring lower. The pad of his thumb circled my anus, applying gentle but insistent pressure. I had never dared to touch myself there, even in my most fevered moments of self-exploration. The sensation seemed foreign, taboo, and utterly intoxicating.

      “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through my entire being. “Let go, lille en. Show me the wanton little slut hiding beneath that prim exterior.”

      His crude words should have offended me, but instead they only stoked the fire building within my body. I ground shamelessly against his hand, chasing the pleasure that seemed just out of reach. The gag muffled my moans, but I could hear myself making desperate, needy sounds I had never imagined I was capable of.

      The dual stimulation of his fingers on my clit and the teasing pressure against my anus quickly became too much to bear. The tension coiled tighter and tighter, like a spring wound to its breaking point. And then, with a particularly clever twist of his fingers, everything shattered.

      The orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave, more intense than anything I had ever experienced, alone in the shower. My body convulsed, muscles clenching and unclenching as surges of pleasure radiated outward from my core. I screamed into the gag, tears of ecstasy mingling with those of shame and confusion.

      Through it all, Professor Hallstrom’s fingers never stopped their relentless assault. He worked me through the peak of my pleasure and beyond, until I was a trembling, oversensitive mess across his lap. Only then did his touch gentle, becoming almost soothing as he stroked my quivering flesh.

      “Good girl,” he murmured, and despite everything, I felt a surge of pride at his praise. “That’s only the beginning of what you’re going to experience as my thrall.”

      As the aftershocks of my climax faded, my body still trembling with residual pleasure, I heard a sharp knock at the door. Before I could process what was happening, even as far as to remember what a thrall was, I felt Professor Hallstrom’s strong hands grip my waist. With shocking ease, he lifted me as if I weighed no more than a feather, tossing me over his broad shoulder in one fluid motion.

      To my absolute horror and my burning shame I felt a fresh surge of arousal course through me at being so effortlessly manhandled. My still-sensitive pussy throbbed, pressed against his muscular shoulder. I could feel the warmth of his body through my thin blouse, smell the intoxicating mix of his cologne and the musky scent of his skin. It was primal, animalistic, and it spoke to some deep, hidden part of me I had never known existed.

      I heard the door open, the creak of hinges impossibly loud in the tension-filled silence. Then Professor Hallstrom’s voice rang out, but not in English. The words flowed like honey, lilting and musical even with the authoritative tone. It was the same language he had used on the phone earlier—Icelandic? Danish? I had no idea.

      Two male voices responded, their tones equally confident and casual, as if finding a bound and gagged girl slung over their colleague’s shoulder represented an everyday occurrence. I strained to make out individual words, to glean some understanding of what was happening, but it was useless. The unfamiliar syllables washed over me, beautiful but incomprehensible.

      I felt utterly helpless, completely at the mercy of these men. The rational part of my mind screamed in terror, urging me to fight, to struggle, to do something. But my traitorous body had other ideas. Each shift of Professor Hallstrom’s shoulder sent little jolts of pleasure rocketing through my womb to my overstimulated clit. The sheer strength he displayed in holding me so effortlessly made me feel small, feminine—and mortifyingly needy.

      The conversation continued, the three men speaking in that mysterious Scandinavian tongue. I caught what sounded like my name, again—‘Mary,’ accented in a way that to my distress felt swoon-worthy—amidst the foreign words several times, sending fresh thrills of fear and excitement through me. What had they said about me? What plans had they made for my future?

      I felt Professor Hallstrom’s hand come to rest on my bottom, which was still stinging from the spanking he had delivered. His touch was possessive but also almost casual, as if I were nothing more than a piece of property to be discussed and handled at will. And despite my fear and confusion, I found myself helplessly arching into his touch, seeking more of that forbidden contact—as if this all constituted some kind of game, rather than the dangerous, even maybe deadly reality of a kidnapping.

      Professor Hallstrom carried me swiftly down the hallway. I could feel how his long strides ate up the distance, and I heard the sounds of his feet, and those of his companions, come faintly through the fabric of the hood. The fabric of his shirt rubbed against my bare thighs, a constant reminder of my exposed state. My heart pounded in my chest, a mix of fear and unwanted arousal making me dizzy.

      As we emerged from the building, the cool night air hit my skin, raising goosebumps across my exposed flesh. The sounds of the city assaulted my ears—distant traffic, the rustle of leaves, the echo of footsteps on pavement. I prayed desperately that someone, anyone would notice my plight.

      With renewed determination, I screamed into the gag. The sound came out muffled and weak, barely audible even to my own ears. Still, I tried again and again, my throat growing raw with the effort. Surely someone would hear, would realize something was wrong?

      But no rescue came. Instead, I heard the distinctive sound of a van door sliding open. Before I could process what was happening, I felt myself lifted off Professor Hallstrom’s shoulder. For a brief, terrifying moment, I was suspended in midair. Then I landed hard on what felt like the metal floor of a vehicle, the impact knocking the breath from my lungs.

      I lay there, stunned and aching, as I heard the men climbing into the van around me. Their voices were low, still speaking that incomprehensible Scandinavian language. The door slammed shut with a finality that made my stomach lurch.

      The engine roared to life, and I felt the vehicle lurch forward. As we drove away from the university—away from safety, away from everything I knew—I couldn’t help but imagine what might lie ahead. My mind conjured images of Viking longships, of fierce warriors carrying off captured women. It was like something out of the very sagas Professor Hallstrom had lectured about, come to terrifying life.

      The van’s movement jostled me, and I struggled to find purchase on the smooth metal floor. Every bump and turn sent me sliding, helpless to control my own body. The hood over my head seemed to grow tighter, making it hard to breathe. Panic clawed at my throat, threatening to overwhelm me.

      Over the top of the fear and to my humiliated mystification, the wayward, fantasizing part of me—a voice in my mind that refused to shut up—thrilled at the danger, at the feeling of being utterly powerless. As the van carried me away into the unknown, I found myself slipping helplessly into a fantasy. In my mind’s eye, I was no longer Mary O’Toole, Selecta scholarship student. I became an Irish maiden from centuries past, captured in a Viking raid, being carried off to a new life of abject servitude—as if that debased existence… that sexual servitude… represented some kind of lunatic adventure.

      The rational part of my mind screamed at me to fight, to resist. But as the van drove on into the night, I only found myself sinking deeper into the insane fantasy.

      “Mary.” Professor Hallstrom’s voice cut through my reverie, startling me back to the present. “It will probably run counter to, shall we say, your modern values, but it’s important for you to understand that you should feel honored to belong to a warrior, as you now belong to me.”

      For a moment, I struggled to reconcile his words with reality. It took long seconds for me even to realize that he’d spoken in English. My mind had been so deeply entrenched in the fantasy of being a medieval captive that hearing him speak of the modern world seemed jarring. I blinked beneath the hood, trying to orient myself.

      “You are part of a long tradition,” he continued, his accented English sending shivers down my spine. “For centuries, young women like you have been chosen, taken, enjoyed—and thus also molded into something greater than they ever imagined.”

      His hand found my leg, fingers tracing patterns on my bare skin. I shuddered at his touch, the too-familiar mixture of fear and desire swirling inside me.

      “Soon, lille en, you will learn a very great deal about what it means to belong to a Viking.” The professor’s voice was low, almost hypnotic. “The old ways are not dead. They have merely seemed so to the great mass of people, as beyond their sight the true Vikings preserved our culture.”

      As he spoke, I felt the van slow and then come to a stop. The engine cut off, leaving us in eerie silence. My heart pounded so loudly I felt sure everyone could hear it.

      Strong arms encircled me, lifting me effortlessly. Again I smelled his scent. Sven. I couldn’t think of him as Professor Hallstrom anymore, could I?

      I felt myself being carried, the motion making me dizzy inside the confining hood. The air changed, becoming cooler and damper. The echoes of our footsteps suggested we were in some sort of large, open space.

      Voices drifted to me—men speaking that same Scandinavian language, their tones confident and casual. But there were other voices too, female ones, speaking rapid French. They sounded my age, scared, like me. My blood ran cold as I realized there were other girls here, other victims like me.

      My heart raced as I tried to make sense of the cacophony of words around me. The cool, damp air felt clammy on my skin, and I shivered involuntarily. Suddenly, a man’s voice cut through the din, speaking in accented French.

      “Take off your clothes. All of them. Now.”

      His tone sounded as cold as the temperature. I heard a young woman’s voice respond, pleading in rapid, native French.

      “Please, monsieur, I beg you. Let me keep my underwear on. Please, I’m not… I’ve never…”

      Her voice cracked with fear and shame. I could almost feel her terror, mirroring my own. The man’s response was swift and merciless.

      “You’ll do as you’re told, girl, or you’ll feel the bite of the whip. Your modesty means nothing here. Strip. Now.”

      I heard a choked sob, then the rustle of fabric. My imagination painted a vivid picture of the scene—a terrified young woman, probably no older than me, forced to expose herself to these strange, dangerous men. I trembled, terrified I would soon face the same fate.

      Suddenly, I felt Sven’s hands on my shoulders, firmly planting me on my feet. The world spun for a moment as I struggled to find my balance after being carried for so long. As I steadied myself, I became more acutely aware of the presence of the other young women around me. I could feel the warmth radiating from nearby bodies, hear the soft sounds of breathing and muffled whimpers.

      Without warning, Sven’s hands moved to my head. In one swift motion, he yanked the hood off. The sudden influx of light, though dim, was blinding. I blinked rapidly, my eyes watering as they struggled to adjust. I felt his strong hands behind me, loosening the rope that bound my hands. Then he deftly untied the leather gag and pulled it from between my teeth.

      As my vision cleared, I found myself standing in what appeared to be a makeshift corral. Thick ropes, the kind you might find on a ship, formed a circular enclosure around us, suspended from wooden posts. The space beyond was shadowy, but I could make out the vague outlines of stone walls. We seemed to be in some sort of underground chamber or cavern.

      The sight within the corral shocked me. Five other young women stood there, looking just as terrified and confused as I felt. Four of them were already completely naked, their arms crossed futilely over their bodies in a desperate attempt at modesty. The fifth—a petite brunette with tear-streaked cheeks—was in the process of removing her bra, her fingers trembling as she fumbled with the clasp.

      I couldn’t help but stare, my face burning with a mixture of shame and unwanted arousal. These women were beautiful, their bodies pale and vulnerable in the dim light. I saw the goosebumps on their skin, the way their nipples had hardened in the cool air. My gaze was drawn to the triangles of hair between their thighs, though my face got very hot at the naughty sight.

      I heard Sven’s voice, then, and I knew what he would say before he said it.

      “Mary, you too. Like your new sisters. Everything off.”
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      Mary

      

      I turned to face Sven, hoping against hope that I would see some flicker of mercy in his eyes. When I met his gaze, though, I found only stern determination. His jaw was set, his steel-blue eyes hard and unyielding. He bore only a passing resemblance to the charming professor who had captivated me with his lectures. I saw a warrior, a conqueror, a man accustomed to being obeyed without question.

      “I won’t tell you again, Mary,” he said, his voice a low growl. “Strip. Now.”

      My hands shook as I reached for the buttons of the cute blue blouse I had worn with the vague thought of seducing him. My cheeks filled with heat at the very thought of my foolishness. My fingers fumbled, clumsy with fear and adrenaline. The fabric slid from my shoulders, pooling at my feet. I shivered in the subterranean air.

      Around me, I could hear the other girls speaking in rapid French. Their voices were hushed, urgent, filled with fear and confusion.

      “Does anyone know who these men are?” one asked, her voice trembling.

      “Why have they taken us? What do they want?” another chimed in.

      “I was just walking home from the library,” a third girl whimpered. “How did they find me?”

      I strained to follow their conversation, but my French comprehension, while good enough for academic discussions, struggled to keep up with their rapid, emotional speech. I caught fragments, pieces of their terror and confusion that mirrored my own.

      As I reached behind my back to unhook my bra, I heard one girl ask, “Are they going to kill us?”

      The question sent a chill down my spine. I hadn’t even considered that possibility. My mind had been so focused on the immediate humiliation of stripping, on the confusing mix of fear and arousal, that I hadn’t thought about what might come after.

      It’s just some twisted game, I told myself, swallowing hard. Plus, they’ve gone through so much trouble to bring us here… why would they harm us?

      My bra fell away, and I instinctively crossed my arms over my chest. I could feel Sven’s eyes on me, appraising, hungry. I wanted to cover myself, to hide from his gaze, but his face—and the lingering pain in my backside—made clear that concealment wasn’t an option.

      With trembling hands, I pushed down my skirt and panties in one motion, stepping out of them quickly. I stood there, utterly naked, feeling more exposed and vulnerable than I ever had in my life. The air felt thick around me, heavy with the scent of fear and an ancient, dark aroma I associated with the dungeons of medieval castles—the sensory indication of an unseen, underground world.

      I heard gasps and whispers from the other girls. I realized they were looking at me, at my red hair—the hair that marked me as different, as exotic to them. I felt my face flush hot with shame, the blush spreading down my neck to my chest.

      “Look at me, Mary,” Sven commanded.

      Slowly, reluctantly, I looked up at him, my cheeks burning as his eyes roamed over my naked body. His gaze seemed hungry, possessive, making me feel like a piece of meat on display. Beneath the shame and fear, though, to my dismay, I felt again that forbidden thrill; something about being naked in front of him brought a stirring below my belly that I would much rather not have felt.

      One of the other girls whispered something, too soft and too fast for me to understand.

      “Silence!” Sven suddenly barked in French, his voice echoing off the stone walls. “Unless you want to feel the bite of the whip, you will keep your mouths shut.”

      The girl who had whispered fell quiet immediately, her terrified words cut off. In the tense silence that followed, I could hear the rapid breathing of the girls around me, smell the acrid fear radiating from their trembling bodies.

      Sven gestured, and several men entered the corral—one for each of the other girls. My eyes widened as I recognized one of them as a staff member at the university. What kind of… of… organization… conspiracy… was this?

      Sven’s rough hands reached out and grabbed my wrists, pulling them in front of me. Coarse rope bit into my skin as he bound my arms tightly. Another of the men attached a long rope to the bindings, connecting me to the other girls. We were being strung together like animals.

      The petite brunette was at the front of the line. I found myself at the very end. The girl just in front of me was taller than the rest of us, athletic, with short dark hair and defiant eyes. I admired her bravery even as I trembled.

      “C’est Camille,” she whispered to me, turning her head over her shoulder. “Et tu?”

      “Mary,” I whispered back, trying to take some courage from her example.

      “T’es Américaine?” she asked, her eyes wide.

      Then she cried out, I heard a sharp crack, and I saw something fast and thin and made of leather strike Camille right on her bottom. I cried out too, in surprise and fear and, worst of all, arousal at my jumbled impressions of the lash—the sight and the sound of it… the vivid red mark that now bloomed on the other girl’s pert little bottom.

      “Silence!” Sven repeated.

      Camille’s eyes had become bright with tears, but I thought I could still see resistance there, and I tried again to embrace that idea despite everything.

      These horrible men clearly want us alive. That gives us some small bit of leverage, doesn’t it?

      To my dismay, part of me refused to see Sven as horrible, and I felt disgusted with myself for it. On the other hand, I had no problem labeling the other five ‘warriors’ as assholes.

      The assholes began to lead us out of the corral, tugging on the rope to keep us moving. We stumbled along, our bare feet slapping against the cold stone floor. The underground chamber opened up into winding tunnels lit by flickering torches. The dancing shadows made everything seem surreal, dreamlike.

      As we walked, I tried to take in my surroundings, to look for any chance of escape. But the tunnels all looked the same—roughhewn limestone walls, damp with moisture, leading ever deeper underground. I quickly lost all sense of direction.

      Finally, the tunnel opened up into a vast cavern. My breath caught in my throat as I took in the sight before me. In the center of the space sat an enormous wooden longship, its dragon-headed prow looming ominously in the torchlight. The silence felt oppressive, broken only by our ragged breathing and the soft padding of our feet.

      We were led up a ramp and onto the deck of the ship. As the first girl’s foot touched the wooden planks, Sven began to speak. His voice took on a rhythmic, chanting quality that reminded me of the ancient Norse poetry he had taught us about.

      “You stand now upon sacred ground,” he intoned in French, as he stood by the tiller at the stern of the longship, on a raised platform that the helmsman must have used at sea. “From this moment forward, you belong to the Sons of Odin. You are bed thralls, as countless women have been before you throughout the ages.”

      My mind reeled, struggling to process his words. Bed thralls? Sons of Odin? This couldn’t be real, could it?

      As Sven spoke, his words seemed to reverberate through my very bones. The ancient ship creaked beneath our feet, as if awakening from a long slumber. The flickering torchlight cast eerie shadows across the carved wooden planks, making the intricate knot work designs seem to writhe and dance.

      “From this moment,” Sven continued, his voice taking on an almost hypnotic cadence, “you will serve the Sons of Odin with your bodies. You will learn the old ways, the true ways of womanhood that your modern world has forgotten.”

      My heart pounded in my chest, a mix of fear and helpless, forbidden excitement surging through my veins. Bed thralls. The term conjured images of Viking warriors claiming trembling maidens, of rough hands on soft flesh. I felt my cheeks burn with shame at the way my body responded to the thoughts.

      “Should you bear children during your time of service,” Sven went on, as the other men led us between the rowing benches until as the last in line I stood next to the stern-most bench, the one nearest to Sven; I couldn’t tear my gaze away from him as his eyes swept over our naked forms, “know that they will be well cared for, by you and by us. The Sons of Odin value the fruit of strong bloodlines.”

      Children? The idea sent a jolt of panic through me. I was only eighteen, still a virgin. The thought of becoming pregnant, of bearing a child for these strange, dangerous men, seemed terrifying. And yet, some basic, biological part of me thrilled at the idea of being claimed so thoroughly, of my body being used for its most basic purpose.

      Suddenly, Sven stepped down from the platform. His hand closed around my upper arm. With a swift, powerful motion, he pulled me away from the line of girls. I stumbled, my bound hands making it difficult to keep my balance on the gently rocking ship. He pulled me toward the nearest rowing bench.

      As we moved, I saw the other men doing the same with their chosen thralls. The petite brunette who had been at the front of our line was being roughly manhandled by a burly man with a thick red beard. Camille, the brave girl who had been in front of me, was being led by the university staff member I had recognized earlier. Her eyes met mine for a brief moment, filled with a mixture of fear and determination.

      We reached the rowing bench, and Sven’s grip on my arm tightened. He spoke then, but not in French or English. The words that poured from his lips were harsh and guttural, full of hard consonants and rolling Rs. It was the language I had heard him use on the phone, the one that had sounded so beautiful and mysterious then. Now, it filled me with a sense of otherness, of being completely out of my depth.

      The other men responded in kind, their voices creating a cacophony of foreign sounds that echoed off the cavern walls. I didn’t understand the words, but the tone was clear—this was a command, an order to be followed without question.

      With a rough shove, Sven pushed me down onto the rowing bench. I felt the rough wood beneath me as his huge hands forced me onto my belly, my bound hands stretched out in front of me.

      He gripped my shoulders, positioning me with an authority that made me shudder. I could feel the heat radiating from his massive body as he loomed over me, his presence overwhelming my senses.

      “Spread your legs,” he commanded gruffly in English. When I hesitated, frozen with fear and shame, he growled, “Now, Mary. Don’t make me force you.”

      Trembling, I complied, letting my knees fall to either side of the narrow bench. The position left me terribly revealed, my pussy and even my anus on full display. I felt the cool air on my private lips, making me acutely aware of how wet I had become, even as terrified as I was. My face burned with humiliation.

      Sven’s hands moved to my wrists, guiding them even further forward. I felt the brush of metal against my skin—an iron ring, I realized, set into the end of the bench. With swift, practiced motions, he began to bind me to it using leather thongs. The material was supple, but strong, and I knew instinctively that there would be no escape from these bonds.

      As he worked, I became aware of the sounds around me. The cavern echoed with whimpers, sobs, and occasionally a sharp cry of fear or pain. I turned my head, catching glimpses of the other girls being similarly restrained. The petite brunette was weeping openly, her body shaking with each sob as the red-bearded man roughly positioned her. Camille, in contrast, was eerily silent, her jaw clenched tight as she glared defiantly at her captor.

      A particularly loud wail drew my attention. One of the other girls—a willowy blonde—was struggling against her bonds, crying out in rapid French. Her captor responded with a sharp slap to her bottom that echoed through the chamber. The girl’s cries turned to hiccupping sobs.

      I felt a perverse sense of pride that I hadn’t cried out like that, even as tears streamed silently down my face. But then Sven’s hands were on my hips, lifting them slightly, and I couldn’t hold back a whimper of my own.

      “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine. “Arch your back. Offer yourself up to your master.”

      My body responded to his command before my mind could process it. I found myself bending my limbs, tilting my hips up and back. The position thrust my bottom further up into the air, my pussy even more exposed and vulnerable. I could feel my labia parting slightly, knew that Sven could see everything.

      “Good girl,” he praised, and, despite everything, I felt a mortifying rush of pleasure at his words.
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      I tied Mary in place, hardly thinking about the practiced movements of my hands as my fingers worked the leather thongs with ease. Her lovely, pale flesh quivered beneath my touch as I secured her knees apart, spreading her vulnerable sex. I took a moment to admire the view—her rounded backside lifted high, the pink folds of her sweet pussy glistening with arousal.

      As I moved to securing her knees in place with the fittings set into the bench, I reflected on my decision to claim Mary as my bed thrall. Erik had found another girl for me, of course. He always did his due diligence, verifying the submissive nature of potential thralls through the Sons of Odin’s time-honored methods. But Mary had caught my eye in class, her eager mind and barely concealed lust sparking my interest.

      I’d had the brothers in our tech division run her through our algorithms—the ones we’d ‘borrowed’ from the Institute. The results confirmed what I’d suspected: Mary was a natural submissive, ripe for training. I’d planned to wait, to see how she came along over the next year. But when she’d come to my office with the clear intent to seduce me tonight, I’d known the time had come to claim her.

      My hands ghosted over the curve of her hip as I finished the last knot. Mary whimpered softly, her body trembling. I could smell her arousal, see the way her thighs quivered as she fought against her own desires. Such a good girl, I thought. So ready to serve, even if she doesn’t know it yet.

      Around me, I heard the other warriors finishing their preparations. The cavern echoed with soft cries and the rustle of rope against skin. I straightened, surveying the scene before me. Six young women, bound and displayed on the ancient rowing benches of our longship. It was a sight to stir the blood of any true Son of Odin.

      I moved to stand again at the stern, my voice ringing out clear and strong as I addressed my brothers and our new thralls. “True Viking warriors never take by force that which is best and most lovely,” I proclaimed. “We will only use their cunts and mouths and bottoms when they are ready for fucking.”

      A ripple of anticipation ran through the group. I gave another command, and watched as my brothers set to work, their skilled hands bringing pleasure to our captives’ bodies. Mary’s soft moans reached my ears as I caressed her pussy, my fingers dancing over her sensitive flesh. I leaned close, murmuring in my native tongue, “Sådan en sød lille jomfru fisse du har, Mary. Så klar til at kneppe din herres store pik.”

      Mary shuddered she heard her name, and I even thought she might already have learned the meaning of the terribly naughty word fisse. With my mouth right against her ear, I repeated the words in English even more softly, savoring her whimper of fear. “Such a sweet little virgin cunt you have, Mary. So ready for your master’s big cock to fuck.”

      As I straightened, I caught the defiant gaze of the girl Erik had chosen—the lovely, athletic Camille. Her eyes blazed with anger even as her body betrayed her, responding to Erik’s touch with an unmistakably randy jerk of her hips.

      I spoke to them all again.

      “Fear not, girls, that your new sisters are any less whorish than you yourself are. You all need fucking, and tonight you shall all get as much of it as your sweet bodies require.”
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      Mary

      

      The rational part of my brain kept repeating variations of the same theme.

      What the fuck is he talking about?

      That’s bullshit.

      That’s some crazy-ass bullshit, right there, that is.

      What does he even mean?

      Another part of me, though… another part, further down, deeper in… even that merely positional metaphor of depth made my face burn hotter than the blazing torches placed around this huge sanctuary to some ancient god.

      Odin. He already told you. Sven… your… your…

      My master. Sven, the warrior who owns me… whose skillful hand spanked me so hard, and probed me so deep… the way he’s doing now…

      “Oh, God…” I moaned. “Oh… my…”

      “Herra,” Sven growled in my ear. “That is your word for your lord and master.”

      A sob of utter confusion—arousal and fear and mortification and… and… elation—burst from my chest. My hips jerked backwards hard. For the first time in my life, even with all the illicit self-stimulation in the shower, my pussy felt truly needy.

      Not even needy… my pussy… my fisse… it feels… greedy.

      A new flush of heat came into my cheeks as I truly understood, at that lowest level, that I was a captive virgin who needed her master’s cock inside her. The noises coming from the girls tied to the other rowing benches only made it worse; I could hear for myself the truth of what Sven had just told us. All of us needed this crazy, perverted scene, as shameful and forceful as it might look to any given outside observer.

      If I had heard a single one of the other girls—Camille, above all—truly protesting, it might have turned me away from the deep, biological need Sven had awakened in me. Instead, their soft cries, even the many times I heard, “Non… s’il vous plait… oh, non… monsieur…” only seemed to make my breath come more raggedly, my aching vagina clench harder.

      Sven’s fingers stilled, then withdrew from my desperately needy pussy. I cried out in frustration, my hips pressing backwards instinctively, seeking his touch. “No… please… Herra…” I whimpered, shame flooding through me at how helpless I sounded.

      Around me, I heard similar cries of dismay from the other girls. Camille’s voice rang out clearly, a stream of French that, while I couldn’t understand the words, carried a tone of desperate arousal that matched my own feelings.

      Then Sven’s voice boomed out, speaking that harsh, guttural version of his language again. Though I couldn’t comprehend the words, the authoritative tone sent shivers down my spine.

      A chorus of zippers being lowered filled the air, followed by the rustle of fabric. My breath caught in my throat as I realized what was happening. They were undressing. All of them.

      I strained against my bonds, trying to crane my neck to see. But the way Sven had tied me left me frustratingly blind to what was happening behind me. All I could see was the rough wood of the ship’s deck, my own bound hands, and glimpses of the other girls similarly restrained on their benches.

      I could hear what I thought was the petite brunette toward the bow weeping softly, her body trembling. But even as I heard her tears flow, I heard something different, too, in her noises. I couldn’t help picturing it—the way her hips must be moving in the same small, involuntary circles mine were. To my right, Camille had managed to turn her head slightly. Her eyes were wide, her lips parted as she stared at something—or someone—behind her.

      The sounds of clothing hitting the deck echoed through the cavern. My imagination ran wild, conjuring images of the muscular, masculine bodies being revealed. I thought of Sven’s broad chest in his Oxford shirt, the powerful arms that had so easily manhandled me. What did he look like with none of that veneer of civilization?

      A warm flush spread through my body at the thought, pooling low in my belly. My pussy clenched around emptiness, the dull ache building even further between my legs. I had never seen a naked man in person before. The idea of being surrounded by them now, while I lay bound and naked, sent conflicting waves of terror and arousal surging through me.

      I heard heavy footsteps approaching, and then Sven’s commanding presence loomed over me once more. His large hand came to rest on the small of my back, his touch scorching against my skin.

      “Soon, lille en,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through my entire body. “Soon you will know what it truly means to belong to a Son of Odin.”

      I trembled as Sven’s footsteps circled around the bench. My heart pounded, a mix of fear and shameful anticipation traveling through my body. When his feet came into view, I couldn’t help but stare. They were large and masculine, dusted with golden hair. My gaze traveled upward, taking in his muscular calves, his powerful thighs.

      And then I saw it.

      His cock jutted out proudly, impossibly large and thick. It was fully erect, the head swollen and purple, a bead of moisture glistening at the tip. I gasped, my eyes widening in shock and awe. I had seen diagrams in biology textbooks, of course, but nothing could have prepared me for the reality of a man’s aroused member mere inches from my face.

      “Behold your master, Mary,” Sven’s deep voice rumbled above me. “This is the cock that will claim you, that will reshape your virgin cunt to fit me perfectly.”

      I whimpered, unable to tear my gaze away from his imposing manhood. It looked impossibly large—how could something like that possibly find room inside me? And yet, my traitorous body clenched with need at the very thought.

      Sven’s hand came to rest on my head, his fingers tangling in my red hair. “Sons of Odin,” he called out, his voice echoing through the cavern. “The time has come to proclaim our ownership of these thralls. Let them confess their need and pledge their bodies to our service.”

      I heard movement around me, the sound of the other men positioning themselves before their chosen girls. Sven’s hand tightened in my hair, tilting my head back slightly so I was forced to look up at him. His steel-blue eyes bored into mine, filled with a primal hunger that made me shudder.

      I felt his other hand reach over my back, his fingers finding my wet folds once more. I gasped as he began to stroke my sensitive inner lips, his touch expert and maddening. As Sven worked his magic on my aching pussy, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from his massive cock. To my utter mortification, I felt my mouth begin to water at the sight. What was wrong with me? How could I be reacting this way to my own kidnapping, to this bizarre ritual?

      But his manhood looked so powerful, so virile. The thick vein running along its length pulsed visibly. The head glistened, a bead of clear fluid forming at the tip. I found myself wondering what it would taste like, what it would feel like on my tongue…

      I shook my head, trying to dispel these shameful thoughts. But Sven’s expert touch between my legs made it impossible to think clearly.

      Suddenly, a man’s voice rang out from further down the ship. “I, Henrik, claim this thrall, Amélie, as my own. She belongs to me, body and soul.”

      There was a pause, filled only with the sound of soft weeping. Then a girl’s voice—Amélie, I assumed—spoke in trembling French. It was too soft and too complex for me to follow, but her tone of desperate need was unmistakable.

      Sven leaned down and whispered a translation in my ear, his hot breath making me shiver. “She says: ‘I need to serve you, Master Henrik. I pledge to please you with my body. I am yours to use as you will.’”

      A piercing scream cut through the air, making me flinch. It was a cry of pain, yes, but mixed with so much more… pleasure… surrender. I heard the rhythmic movement of a man’s forceful thrusts, punctuated by Amélie’s sobs and moans.

      “He’s taken her virginity,” Sven murmured, his fingers never ceasing their maddening dance on my clit. “His cock is in her little fisse now. He’s claiming her fully as his thrall. Soon, lille en, it will be your turn.”

      I whimpered, my hips pressing back against his hand of their own accord. The sounds of Amélie’s defloration filled the cavern, and I found myself growing even wetter. My nipples tightened almost painfully, scraping against the rough wood of the bench.

      I should have been horrified, should have been fighting against my bonds with every ounce of strength. Instead, I felt myself surrendering to the sensations, to the dark desires Sven had awakened within me. As Amélie’s cries of pain gave way to unmistakable moans of pleasure, I trembled in anticipation of my own claiming.
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      Three more times I heard the ritual repeated, each man proclaiming ownership of his chosen thrall. The girls’ responses blurred together, a chorus of need and surrender in rapid French. With each defloration, the cavern filled again with cries of pain and pleasure. The air grew thick with the scent of sex and sweat.

      My entire body trembled as I waited for my turn, Sven’s fingers never ceasing their torturous dance on my most sensitive flesh. I was so wet now that I could feel my arousal dripping down my inner thighs. My nipples ached, rubbed raw against the bench.

      Then I heard Erik’s voice, strong and clear. “I, Erik, claim this thrall, Camille, as my own. She belongs to me, body and soul.”

      There was a moment of tense silence. I strained to turn my head, catching a glimpse of Camille’s face. Her jaw was clenched, her eyes blazing with defiance. For a heart-stopping moment, I thought she might refuse.

      But then Camille spoke, her voice low and husky. “J’ai besoin de vous servir, maître Erik. Je m’engage à vous faire plaisir avec mon corps. Je suis à vous pour m’utiliser comme vous le voulez.”

      I didn’t need Sven’s translation to understand the meaning behind her words. Camille’s tone dripped with need, with surrender. A shudder ran through me as I realized how close I was to uttering those same words.

      Erik’s grunt of satisfaction was followed by Camille’s sharp cry. I heard the wet sound of his cock entering her, claiming her. Camille’s defiant facade crumbled as Erik began to thrust. Her cries of pleasure echoed off the cavern walls, together with the obscene, rhythmic sounds of energetic fucking.

      My head spun, overwhelmed by the sounds and scents of sex all around me. I was trembling uncontrollably now, my hips pressing back desperately against Sven’s hand. I felt like I might combust if he didn’t claim me soon.

      As if reading my thoughts, Sven’s fingers withdrew from my aching pussy. I whimpered at the loss, but then I felt him move behind me. His large hands gripped my hips, lifting them slightly. I let out a soft cry as I felt the head of his cock pressed against my entrance, hot and insistent.

      “I, Sven Hallstrom,” his voice boomed out, filling the cavern, “claim this thrall, Mary, as my own. She belongs to me, body and soul.”

      My heart raced. This was it. The moment of truth. I knew what I had to say, what I desperately wanted to say. But the words caught in my throat, choking me with their enormity.

      “Speak, lille en,” Sven growled, his cock pressing more firmly against me. “Confess your need. Tell me how desperately you need to serve your master.”

      I bit my lip, shame and arousal warring within me. But the emptiness of my aching pussy, the need to have it filled at last, took away my ability to resist.

      “I… I need to serve you, Herra,” I whimpered, the words spilling out of me. “Please… I need you to use me, to… to fuck me.” My face burned as I said the crude word, but Sven’s approving rumble sent a shiver of pleasure through me. When he spoke, though, his voice was still stern.

      “You are an intelligent girl, Mary,” he said, his hand gripping my back with a little warning squeeze. “Make the pledge you heard your sisters make.”

      My tummy flipped, and a little sob emerged from my throat.

      “I… I pledge… to give you pleasure with my body, and…” I couldn’t believe the words that came from my mouth, but I also couldn’t deny how my body demanded they be said, “…and I belong to you, to use as you wish.”

      Sven’s grip on my hips tightened, and I felt the head of his manhood, soft but somehow hard, too, press more insistently against the virgin opening. I held my breath, my entire body taut with anticipation and fear. Then, with a powerful thrust, he surged forward.

      I screamed as he tore through the barrier of my hymen, my maidenhead, my maidenhood, a searing pain radiating from my core. Tears sprang to my eyes, and I buried my face against my bound arms, trying to muffle my cries. Sven was huge, stretching me beyond anything I had ever imagined. I felt impossibly full, split open on his massive cock.

      “That’s it, lille en,” Sven growled, his voice thick with lust. “Take your master’s pik. This sweet little fisse belongs to me now.”

      He began to move, withdrawing slightly before slamming back in. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pain and pleasure coursing through my body. The initial agony began to fade, replaced by a burning stretch that walked the knife’s edge between discomfort and ecstasy.

      Around me, I could hear the other girls crying out as their own masters continued their rough claiming. The cavern echoed with the lewd sounds of fucking: creaking wood, grunts and moans of pleasure. I caught snippets of French—pleas for more, cries of “oui, maître!”, desperate whimpers of need.

      Sven’s pace quickened, his hips snapping against my upturned bottom with bruising force. The bench creaked beneath us, the ancient wood protesting the vigorous use. My body rocked with each powerful thrust, my breasts dragging painfully against the rough planks.

      As Sven rode me hard, seeking his pleasure, my senses seemed to heighten. The flickering torchlight cast dancing shadows across the cavern walls, and suddenly I noticed something I hadn’t seen before. The stone was covered in intricate carvings—runes and symbols etched deep into the rock face.

      My eyes widened as I took in the images surrounding us. There were scenes of epic battles, longships crashing through stormy seas, and fierce warriors brandishing axes and swords. Interspersed among the martial imagery were more intimate scenes—men taking women in various positions, some tender, others rough.

      I blinked rapidly, wondering if I had begun to hallucinate. Was there something in the smoke from the torches? The carvings seemed to move and shift in the flickering light, coming alive before my eyes. I could almost hear the clash of steel, the roar of the ocean, the cries of pleasure from the carved figures.

      One image in particular caught my attention—a young woman bent over a rowing bench, her face a mask of ecstasy as a powerful warrior claimed her from behind. With a jolt, I realized the woman had long, flowing hair that looked startlingly red in the torchlight. Was I seeing myself?

      Sven’s hand suddenly tangled in my own hair. The flash of arousal from the little act of mastery brought on a sudden orgasm of a kind I’d never imagined. I reared back and screamed in helpless ecstasy and I realized that despite the shame of it I, Mary, was the one bound to the bench with her new Herra’s cock in her no-longer-virgin fisse. A Viking warrior was using me for his lustful enjoyment—like the girl in the image, long ages after… more than a millennium since the Northmen had terrorized my Irish ancestors.

      The images of Odin and Thor, of Viking raids and voyages, seemed to take me to another world, though. As Sven’s powerful thrusts rocked my body, I noticed a carving high up, of Odin on his fabulous six-legged horse Sleipnir. The thought of my Herra riding me seemed to become much more than a metaphor… I was traveling through the heavens above a snow-covered land, above seas full of ice floes.

      I saw my master’s ships, their dragon-headed prows cutting through the heavy swells. Fierce warriors with braided beards and gleaming axes leapt from the ships onto foreign shores. Villages burned, people fled screaming, and amidst the chaos, from high above, I saw women carried off—some fighting, others going willingly into the arms of their captors.

      The bench creaked under me with each of Sven’s powerful thrusts. The ancient wood groaned in protest, the sound echoing off the cavern walls. I could hear similar creaks and groans from the other benches, a cacophony of straining wood that blended with the cries of pleasure and discomfort from the other couplings.

      To my right, I heard Camille’s voice rise in a keening wail of ecstasy. The defiant girl seemed to have fully surrendered to the pleasure Erik gave her. Farther away, Amélie’s sobs had given way to breathy moans and pleas for more.

      My own cries joined the chorus as Sven’s cock hit a spot deep inside me that made me feel my body might come apart. The pain of my defloration had faded, replaced by surges of pleasure unlike anything I had ever experienced. My hips moved of their own accord, pressing back to meet each of Sven’s thrusts.

      Suddenly, Sven’s voice boomed out, giving another command in that Northern language, this time somehow both lilting and guttural. I could hardly understand what was happening. The other men responded, their voices a chorus of agreement.

      I felt Sven’s cock withdraw from me, leaving me feeling achingly empty. I whimpered in confusion and loss, trying to crane my neck to see what was happening. I could see nothing, though, bound in place to the bench as I was.

      I heard movement around me, the sound of bodies shifting position. The other girls made noises of surprise and dismay, echoing my own confusion. What was happening? Why had Sven stopped?

      Then I felt a large hand on my bottom, and I knew with certainty that it wasn’t Sven’s. My body tensed, a fresh wave of fear washing over me. Whose hand was this? What was going to happen to me?

      Sven’s voice cut through my rising panic. He spoke in French, his words clear and commanding. “As Vikings, we are generous with our warrior brothers. We will each know the pleasure of all our thralls before the night is through.”

      My eyes widened in shock as I processed his words. Did he mean…? Surely not…

      But then I heard Sven issue another command, and my face burned as I realized how quickly I had begun to learn his tongue. “Kneppe!”

      Fuck. Sven had just told his ‘brothers’ to fuck. Oh, no…

      I gasped as I felt a new cock thrust inside me, thicker than Sven’s but not quite as long. My body tensed at the unfamiliar intrusion, but the wetness Sven had created allowed this new man to slide in smoothly.

      “I am Erik, Sven’s shield-brother,” a deep voice murmured in my ear, his accent even thicker than Sven’s. “Your little fisse is almost as sweet as my Camille’s.”

      His words sent a shiver through me—both from the crudeness and the realization that this man had just been inside Camille. Now he was fucking me, using my body for his pleasure because my own master was so generous. I should have felt violated, should have protested. Instead, I found myself pressing back against him, seeking more.

      As Erik began to move inside me, the strange visions returned. I was no longer bound to a bench in an underground cavern. Instead, for a moment I seemed caught in the branches of a vast tree, and then a rushing wind seemed to blow me farther, farther, until I found myself on another longship, the salt spray stinging my face as we crashed through the ocean swells. The wooden deck rocked beneath me, matching the rhythm of Erik’s thrusts.

      I could see other ships around us, their own dragons’ heads slicing through the choppy sea. Warriors lined the rails, their beards whipping in the wind, axes and swords glinting in the pale northern sun. Among them, I saw the women again—some cowering in fear, others standing proudly beside their captors.

      The scene shifted, and suddenly I was in a great hall. Fires roared in massive hearths, casting flickering shadows on the wooden walls. I saw myself there, dressed in a simple linen shift, moving among the feasting warriors. My arms were laden with platters of meat and horns of ale. As I bent to serve a group of men, I felt rough hands grab my hips.

      In an instant, my shift was pushed up, and I was bent over the table. Plates and cups clattered to the floor as a burly warrior thrust into me from behind. The other men cheered and laughed, calling out lewd encouragement. To my shame, I heard my own voice joining their cries, begging for more.

      The fantasy blurred and shifted again. Now I was in a small hut, lying on a bed of furs. A group of women surrounded me, their hands gentle as they bathed my swollen belly with warm cloths. I looked down in wonder at my rounded stomach, feeling the strong kicks of the child growing within me. A warrior’s child. My master’s heir.
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      Mary

      

      I heard Sven’s voice ring out again. Erik buried himself inside me with a final thrust, and then withdrew. It only seemed another moment before I had a different rigid penis, a third one, in my little fisse. I could feel myself getting sore. I realized I wouldn’t walk comfortably when my master loosed my bonds and let me up from the bench where he had made a woman of me, but that idea only made me cry out anew, and come again, under Henrik’s huge manhood.

      As the night wore on, my whole body began to ache from the relentless fucking. Each Viking warrior took his turn with me, using my ravaged body for his pleasure. The growing sense that Sven had been right about me, that somehow—alongside the abject humiliation it stirred in me—I needed this, warred against the shame of having lost my virginity in this shameful way.

      Six men, well-endowed and brutal in their ‘lovemaking’—if I could even call it that. My professor, the forbidden fruit of my sophomore fantasies. Five of his hulking, rough friends, men I had never met. All of them turning the tender moment of my defloration into a forceful gangbang where I had just become a woman alongside five other girls. All of us made to pledge our complete sexual service to our terrifying, lustful masters. I should have felt used, violated, but instead, I found that part of me shamelessly reveled in the attention.

      With each new penetration, my embarrassment seemed to lessen, and a strange sense of… of belonging to increase. Belonging to Sven, and his brothers—and belonging to something bigger than myself. These men were my masters now, and it was my duty to please them. I was their thrall, theirs to do with as they willed. The very thought sent a shiver down my spine and made me wetter than ever.

      Finally, Sven’s turn in my pussy came round again. His blond head appeared above me as he positioned himself behind me. “Mary,” he whispered in my ear, his voice a soothing balm to my senses, “this time will be different.”

      He entered me slowly, his cock sliding in with ease thanks to the generous lubrication provided by his brothers. But this time, there was no pounding or roughness. Instead, he moved in and out with a tenderness I never thought possible from such a large man. His hands caressed my breasts gently, thumbs flicking my nipples to hard points.

      “Oh… God…” I moaned loudly as he hit an especially sensitive spot deep inside me. My back arched involuntarily as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. The pain of taking his enormous manhood seemed only to build my need higher.

      “That’s it,” Sven murmured in my ear, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Feel how well we fit together.”

      I closed my eyes, lost in the terribly ambiguous sensations whirling inside my body. I sobbed at even these gentle thrusts, unable to discover how Sven’s cock could feel so good inside me, so right, and yet could hurt so much. Each slow stroke was a painful, ecstatic declaration of ownership, a reminder that I belonged to him now, and only him. I would take what he gave me, even when he had to punish me. He would choose where to put his hard penis, when to whip me, spank me, fuck me.

      I cried out as a final orgasm shook me, and I felt Sven go still as his hardness pulsed out his seed. His hands tightened on my waist, and he shouted in his pleasure. As if they had waited for their leader, I heard the triumphant cries of the other Sons of Odin, mingled with the moans and sobs of the girls they had taken as bed thralls.

      My face burned like the sun, and yet the warmth in my chest represented a very different sort of response. A man had just come in my no-longer-virgin pussy. My fisse belonged to him, and he, my Herra, would plant a baby in me if he wished and the gods allowed the seed to blossom.

      I felt Sven’s cock twitch inside me one final time before he slowly withdrew. The loss of his presence left me feeling strangely empty, and I whimpered softly at the sensation. My entire body ached, muscles I didn’t even know I had protesting from the hours of vigorous use.

      Sven’s hand came to rest on the small of my back, his touch surprisingly gentle. When he spoke, his voice carried clearly through the cavern, the French words rolling off his tongue with the lilting Scandinavian accent I recognized more clearly than I had before.

      “Bed thralls,” he began, “you have sailed into the shallows, on your voyage into servitude. Your bodies have been claimed, your virginities offered up to your masters. But this is only the beginning. There is deep water to cross, on our longship.”

      I shivered at his words, my mind reeling as I tried to process everything that had happened. The sensations in my body were overwhelming—the soreness between my legs, the ache in my muscles, the sticky wetness of semen and my own arousal coating my thighs.

      Sven continued, his voice taking on a more authoritative tone. “You will remain here, bound to these benches, available for your masters’ use until we reach our destination. Remember that your bodies are no longer your own—they belong to us, to use as we see fit.”

      A chorus of soft whimpers and muffled sobs echoed through the cavern at his pronouncement. I felt my own eyes prick with tears, a confusing mix of emotions swirling within me. The logical part of me demanded that I protest, to fight against this insanity. It screamed its anger at that other part that to my confusion seemed to be growing stronger with each passing moment—the unnamable, archaic part that felt a thrill of helpless excitement at the idea of being so utterly possessed.

      I heard the rustle of clothing as Sven and the other Sons of Odin dressed themselves. Their footsteps echoed off the stone walls as they moved about the cavern, gathering their things. I strained my neck, trying to catch a glimpse of what was happening, but the way I was bound made it impossible to see much beyond the rough wood of the bench beneath me.

      Finally, I heard Sven’s voice once more, speaking in that rough but also graceful language to his brothers. Their responding grunts of assent sent a shiver down my spine. Then, with a final caress of my bottom that made me gasp, Sven moved away.

      The sound of heavy footsteps receded, followed by the creak and thud of a massive door closing. Silence fell over the cavern, broken only by the soft sobs and ragged breathing of the other girls.

      For a long moment, no one spoke. I lay there, my cheek pressed against the bench, listening to the sounds of the other thralls around me. The air felt thick with the scent of sex and sweat, and I could hear the occasional drip of fluid hitting the stone floor beneath us.

      Finally, a tentative whisper broke the silence. The words were in French, too soft and rapid for me to make out. I strained to grasp a thread, but the words went beyond my limited comprehension of my peers’ daily speech. Frustration welled up inside me. I needed to understand, to connect with these other girls who had shared this bizarre, terrifying experience with me.

      Gathering my courage, I cleared my throat and spoke up in my halting college French. “S’il vous plaît… parlez plus lentement et clairement. Je ne comprends pas bien.”

      There was a moment of stunned silence. Then Camille’s voice rang out, sharp with anger. She spoke in heavily accented English, but much more fluidly than I could manage in her French. “You! You dare to speak to us? You, who clearly knows our captor?”

      I flinched at the venom in her tone. “Non, je⁠—”

      “Don’t lie!” Camille spat, sticking to English as if to shame me. “We all saw how he looked at you, how he spoke to you. You’re in league with them, aren’t you? Some kind of… of collaborator!”

      Tears sprang to my eyes at her accusation. “Non, c’est pas vrai! Je vous jure… je ne…”

      “Camille, arrête!” Another voice cut in—softer, gentler. Amélie. She spoke in slow French. “Be kinder. Can’t you see she’s as frightened as we are?”

      I heard Camille scoff, but she fell silent. Amélie’s voice came again, slower and clearer this time. “We were discussing the Vikings, Mary. Their connection to this… this madness.”

      “Merci, Amélie,” I said gratefully. “I… I don’t understand what’s happening. Please, tell me what you were saying.”

      Amélie’s voice sounded thoughtful as she explained. “We were talking about Normandy’s Viking heritage. How this might be connected to that somehow.”

      The words struck a chord in me, tickling at some half-remembered lesson. “Viking heritage?” I repeated, struggling to piece together the fragments of knowledge floating in my mind.

      Camille’s voice came again, dripping with scorn. Again she spoke in her heavily accented English, even more clearly meant to mock my incomprehension because of how slowly she uttered the words. “It’s in the name, you ignorant American. Norman. North-man. Don’t they teach you anything in your schools?”

      I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment, but Amélie spoke up again before I could respond. “The Normans were originally Danish Vikings,” she explained patiently. “They sacked Paris, attacked Chartres. Eventually, in 911, Charles the Simple gave them the land that became Normandy to stop their raids.”

      As Amélie spoke, the pieces began to fall into place in my mind. Sven’s lectures on Norse culture, the ancient ship we were bound to, the talk of thralls and Odin… A chill ran down my spine as a terrifying thought occurred to me.

      “Do you think…” I began hesitantly, “do you think they’ve been doing this for… for centuries? Kidnapping girls and… and… you know…?”

      “Fucking them?” Camille said, as if disgusted that I couldn’t say the word, or maybe didn’t know it in French.

      “But,” I protested, my mind reeling at the implications, “they couldn’t get away with it, could they? Not for centuries. Someone would notice, would stop them.”

      Camille let out a harsh laugh. When she spoke again, her English was even more deliberate, each word dripping with disdain for my apparent naivety.

      “Not unless they are very powerful,” she said. “We are all girls from the bourgeoisie, but they set it up to look like we drowned and got swept out to sea. To do that, they have to control the government in this department at least.”

      Her words sent a chill through me. I remembered the university staff member I had recognized among our captors. How deep did this conspiracy go? How many people were involved in this… this cult?

      “But surely someone would notice,” I argued weakly. “Our families, our friends…”

      “Think about it,” Camille snapped, lapsing back into French. To my relief I found I could understand her, now that I had a context for her words. “How many girls disappear every year? How many bodies are never found? It would be easy to fake our deaths, to make it look like a tragic accident.”

      As much as I wanted to deny it, I knew she was right. The pieces continued falling into place, forming a picture too terrifying to contemplate. I thought about my own situation—a foreign exchange student, far from home. How long would it take for anyone to realize I was truly missing, not just out of contact?

      “But why?” Amélie’s soft voice broke through my spiraling thoughts. “Why go to all this trouble? Why us?”

      “Power,” Camille said grimly. “Control. The same reasons men have always sought to dominate women.”

      I shuddered, remembering the way Sven had looked at me, the possessive gleam in his eyes as he claimed me as his thrall. There had been something ancient in that gaze, something that spoke of centuries of tradition and ritual.

      “And the… the sexual stuff,” I said hesitantly, my face burning. “That’s part of it too, right?”

      “Of course,” Camille replied, her tone bitter. “What better way to assert dominance than to control our bodies, our pleasure?”

      I squirmed uncomfortably on the bench, acutely aware of the ache between my legs, the sticky evidence of my own unwilling arousal. Shame washed over me as I remembered how my body had responded to Sven’s touch, how I had begged for more even as my mind recoiled in horror.

      “But it’s more than that,” Amélie mused. “Did you see the carvings on the walls? The rituals, the chanting… This isn’t just about sex. It’s about… about…”

      “Power,” I finished for her, the realization dawning. “They believe they’re tapping into some kind of ancient power.”

      “Absolutely,” Amélie agreed. “Masculine power. Like… like they’re keeping faith with the old ways, the old gods, to ensure their masculinity doesn’t fade, as it has in so many places.”

      To my distress, I heard admiration in Amélie’s voice. My brow creased as I tried to decide how I felt about that, given that the same feeling seemed to lurk in me, deep down, in my heart and my body.

      “Bah,” Camille said. “You are worse than Mary, Amélie.”

      Another girl, the one on the other side of Camille, spoke. Sophie, maybe? Yes, and she belonged to the warrior named Aksel, I remembered.

      “Don’t pretend you didn’t come as hard as the rest of us, Camille,” she said with a quiet authority that made my eyes go wide. “All you’ll get for your defiance is a whipping from your Herra.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 7

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Sven

      

      The bathing hall echoed with the playful boasts of my Viking brothers. Pride filled my chest at the mixture of warrior dominance—arrogance, even—and tenderness for their new bed thralls that I heard.

      Steam rose from the large saltwater pool as we lowered ourselves into its warm embrace, muscles relaxing after our vigorous claiming of our new bed thralls. The scent of sea salt filled the air, bringing to my mind long voyages across stormy seas.

      “By Odin’s beard, did you hear the sounds my little Amélie made?” Henrik boasted, his voice carrying over the gentle lapping of water. “She must have thought I’d split her in two when I first entered her, but by the end, she was begging for more!”

      Laughter erupted around the pool, a chorus of deep, masculine voices reveling in our shared conquest. I smiled, remembering the sweet cries of my own Mary as I’d claimed her virgin body. Her red hair had gleamed like fire in the torchlight, her pale skin flushed with an arousal that didn’t come entirely from her fear.

      “And what of your Camille, Erik?” I asked, turning to my shield-brother. “Did that defiant spirit of hers hold out?”

      Erik’s grin was wolfish as he replied, “Oh, she pretended to fight me at first, cursing in that lovely French of hers. But by the second time I fucked her, she was moaning my name like a prayer.”

      More laughter filled the hall, along with good-natured jeers and jests. We passed around horns of mead, toasting to our success and to the blessings of Odin.

      As the initial excitement settled, our talk turned to the metaphorical voyage that lay ahead. The ritual cleansing complete, we would soon return to our thralls for the next phase of their training.

      “I can’t wait to feel those soft lips around my cock,” Aksel mused, his eyes glazed with lust. “Sophie’s mouth looks made for sucking.”

      Murmurs of agreement rippled through the group. I nodded, picturing Mary’s full, pouty lips and imagining how they would look stretched around my manhood.

      “Remember, brothers,” I cautioned, my voice taking on the authoritative tone of a leader, “this is about more than just our pleasure. We must train them not just in providing enjoyment, but in the mental process that accompanies their obedience to our wishes: it is their minds, as much as their bodies, that will send them to Yggdrasil.”

      The other men nodded solemnly, understanding the weight of our responsibility. We were not simply using our new bed thralls’ pussies, mouths, and—when the time came—backsides. These intimate acts, for all their lewdness, represented an ancient tradition that would make the young women whom we had bound to the rowing benches into something much greater.

      “We’ll use the straps if needed,” Erik added, his voice hard. “They must learn to suppress their gag reflexes, to take us deep into their throats, if they are to reach the necessary state of perception.”

      I felt my cock stir at the thought, imagining Mary’s eyes watering as she struggled to accommodate my full length. Yes, I would train her well, mold her into a skillful bed thrall—and, I hoped, much more.

      As we climbed out of the pool, water streaming down our muscular bodies, I noticed a faint red glow coming from the far corner of the bathing hall. My brow furrowed as I realized it was the warning light on our lone concession to modern technology here in the ritual caverns—the control panel that connected our most ancient sanctuary to the outside world.

      “Brothers,” I called out, my voice echoing off the stone walls. “Continue with your preparations. I must attend to something.”

      They nodded their ingrained understanding of the importance of my hereditary role as leader. I strode across the damp floor, my wet footprints leaving a trail behind me. As I approached the control panel, I felt a sense of unease settle in my stomach. We rarely received communications through this channel—it was meant for emergencies only.

      I entered the access code and the screen flickered to life. My eyes widened as I saw the source of the alert: Groupe Synergistique. Our supposed allies in the corporate world, though I had always been wary of their true motivations.

      The message was brief, but concerning:

      

      Urgent: Detected major Pretorian Guard construction activity near Arctic Circle. Possible threat to our mutual interests. Immediate discussion required.

      

      I frowned, running a hand through my damp hair. The Pretorian Guard had long been a thorn in our side, their pseudo-Roman ideology clashing with our Norse traditions, making it difficult at times to gather necessary intelligence without revealing ourselves. We had managed to keep ourselves hidden from them, though, even as they worked against our allies. What could they be planning that would draw the attention of Groupe Synergistique?

      I glanced back at my brothers, still laughing and preparing for the next phase of our ritual. They deserved this night of triumph, this celebration of our ancient ways. But duty called, and as their leader, I could not ignore it.

      With a heavy sigh, I typed out a brief response:

      

      Acknowledged. Will make contact within twenty-four hours to discuss.

      

      I shut down the terminal, my mind already racing with possibilities. Whatever the Pretorian Guard was up to, it could not be good for the Sons of Odin. We would need to tread carefully in the days ahead.

      For now, though, I pushed those concerns to the back of my mind. Tonight was about claiming our thralls, about continuing the traditions that had sustained us for over a thousand years. Tomorrow would bring its own challenges.

      I turned back to my brothers, forcing a smile onto my face. “Come,” I called out. “Our new bed thralls await us. Let us show them the pleasure and pain of serving the Sons of Odin.”
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      Mary

      

      I strained my ears, trying to make sense of the muffled shouts coming from the adjoining chamber. The words were indistinct, but the tone was unmistakable—boisterous, triumphant, masculine. My cheeks burned as I imagined what the Sons of Odin might be discussing; boasting, perhaps, about their conquest of their new bed thralls.

      A faint splashing sound reached my ears, and I furrowed my brow in confusion. Were they… bathing? The thought of those powerful bodies submerged in water, droplets cascading down muscled chests… I shook my head, trying to dispel the unwelcome image.

      “This is all so strange,” I murmured, more to myself than the others. “Like something out of a fever dream.”

      “I have to pee,” Amélie’s soft voice broke through my musings. “Oh, God, I have to pee so badly.”

      I suddenly became acutely aware of my own bladder, uncomfortably full. How long had we been bound here? Hours? It felt like an eternity.

      “Be quiet,” Camille hissed. “Don’t give them any more reason to come back and… and…”

      She trailed off, but we all knew what she meant. My body ached from the rough claiming, and I wasn’t sure I could endure another round so soon.

      “Please,” Amélie whimpered, her voice rising in pitch. “I can’t hold it much longer. Herra! Please, I need to use the toilet!”

      “Tais-toi!” Camille snapped. “They’re not going to⁠—”

      But Amélie was beyond reason now. “Herra!” she wailed. “Maître, please, let me go to the toilet! I’m begging you!”

      My heart raced as I waited for a response, terrified of what punishment her outburst might bring. But only silence answered her pleas.

      Sophie’s calm voice cut through the tension. “I don’t think the Vikings are going to let us go to the toilet,” she said matter-of-factly. “Amélie, you should accept your situation and let go.”

      I shuddered at her words, my own bladder painfully full. The thought of wetting myself like a child filled me with shame, but Sophie’s tone left little room for argument. She sounded so certain, so resigned to our fate.

      “Non, je ne peux pas!” Amélie wailed, her voice thick with tears. “I can’t! It’s too… too…”

      I could hear her struggling against her bonds, the wooden bench creaking with her efforts. My heart ached for her, even as my own discomfort grew. How long could any of us hold out?

      Suddenly, the sound of heavy footsteps echoed through the chamber. My breath caught in my throat as I realized the Sons of Odin were returning. The massive door swung open with a groan, and the scent of saltwater and male sweat filled the air.

      “Herra!” Amélie cried out, her voice desperate and pleading. “Please, Master Henrik, I beg you! Let me use the toilet!”

      For a moment, there was only silence. Then Henrik’s voice rang out, cold and stern. “Be silent, thrall. Make your water on the bench. Do it now. Here, I’ll help you.”

      The sharp crack of a whip filled the air, followed by Amélie’s agonized scream. I flinched at the sound, my body tensing in anticipation of my own punishment. Would Sven whip me too? The thought sent a confusing mix of fear and shameful excitement through me.

      “You will learn obedience,” Henrik growled, punctuating each word with another lash. Amélie’s cries grew more frantic, a stream of French pleas and apologies pouring from her lips.

      As the whipping continued, I became aware of a new sensation. My bladder, already painfully full, spasmed with each crack of the whip. I bit my lip, trying desperately to hold on, but I could feel my control slipping.

      At the third lash, I heard a sudden change in Amélie’s cries. There was a moment of shocked silence, and then the unmistakable sound of liquid hitting the wooden floor of the longship. She had lost control, unable to hold back any longer.

      The realization was too much for my overtaxed body. With a sob of shame and relief, I felt my own bladder release. Warm urine flowed down my thighs, pooling beneath me on the bench. I couldn’t stop it, couldn’t control the flood of relief that washed over me even as tears of humiliation streamed down my face.

      “Oh, God,” I whimpered, my cheeks burning with embarrassment. “I’m so sorry, I couldn’t… I didn’t mean to…”

      But then I felt a large, warm hand on my bottom, and Sven’s deep voice rumbled above me. “Good girl, Mary,” he said, his tone surprisingly gentle. “You’ve done well.”

      I whimpered in confusion and shame as he began to rub my little cheeks in soothing circles. How could he praise me for this? I had just wet myself like a child, unable to control my own body. And yet… his touch felt so comforting, so right.

      “This is part of your voyage, lille en,” Sven continued, his hand never ceasing its gentle ministrations. “You must learn the ways of your masters, and this is but one brief tack on that journey.”

      I felt his other hand come to rest on my lower back, warm and reassuring. Despite my embarrassment, I found myself relaxing into his touch, grateful for the comfort he offered.

      “Warriors returning from a long voyage,” Sven’s voice took on a storytelling quality, rich and mesmerizing, “would reward well the service provided by their new bed thralls. Those women who pleased their masters most skillfully often found themselves elevated to positions of honor within the clan.”

      His words brought back the carvings to my mind, their vivid pictures of men’s bravery and women’s subservience.

      “You must learn to perform this service now,” Sven said, his voice growing firmer. “To give your bodies over even more fully to our use and our pleasure.”

      His hand moved from my bottom to my thigh, and I gasped as I felt his fingers play with my still-sensitive folds. Even in the shame of my accident and feeling the ache from my earlier defloration, I sensed a new warmth building low in my belly.

      “Remember that your bodies are no longer your own,” Sven continued, his touch growing more insistent. “Do not forget that all of you belong to us now, to use exactly as we see fit. Whether for our pleasure, or to tend our hearth fires, to craft the things we need.”

      I blinked at his words, wondering at their implications. Surely, like this ‘voyage,’ the ‘hearth fires’ my master meant were a metaphor, but for what? Sven must intend for me to understand that I would serve the Sons of Odin in some more practical way, and my mind searched for what exactly that might imply.

      Disquieting though my Herra’s words were, I found myself pressing back against Sven’s hand, seeking more of his touch. My breath came in short gasps as his fingers explored me, expertly stoking the fire of my arousal.

      “That’s it, lille en,” Sven murmured approvingly. “Embrace your new role. Let go of your shame and your fear. There is only service now, only devotion to your master. In a few moments, you will have my pik in your little mouth, until you learn to make the seed come and fill your little belly. Prepare yourself for that new duty.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 8

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Mary

      

      As if his words had broken some final barrier, I felt a tide of surrender wash over me. My body relaxed, yielding completely to Sven’s probing caress. Next to me, I heard Camille let out a muffled moan, as if she had tried as hard as she could to resist the pleasure, and had finally failed.

      “Let go, Camille, you naughty girl. Pee over my hand to show your submission, or I’ll whip your bottom for you,” Erik growled, close enough for me to hear the shameful command.

      My face burned with secondhand embarrassment. Camille’s response came immediately, her voice trembling with a mixture of defiance and fear.

      “Non! Jamais! I won’t do it, you can’t make me!” she cried out. But beneath her words, I detected a note of desperate arousal that made my own body clench in response.

      Erik’s low chuckle sent shivers down my spine. “Oh, ma petite rebelle,” he purred, his accent thick with amusement and lust. “You will learn.”

      The sharp crack of a whip cut through the air, followed by Camille’s agonized scream. I flinched at the sound, my body tensing in sympathetic pain. Another lash fell, and another. Camille’s cries grew more frantic with each strike, a stream of French pleas and curses pouring from her lips.

      “Please, maître!” she sobbed, her voice breaking. “I can’t… I won’t…”

      But even as she protested, I could hear the change in her tone. The defiance was crumbling, replaced by a desperate need to submit, to please. I knew that feeling all too well now, the conflicting desires warring within her just as they had within me.

      “Let go, Camille,” Erik commanded, his voice a low growl. “Show me your submission.”

      There was a moment of tense silence, broken only by Camille’s ragged breathing. Then I heard it—the soft patter of liquid hitting skin, followed by Erik’s grunt of approval.

      “Good girl,” he murmured, and I could practically hear the smirk in his voice. “Now, let’s see how well you respond to reward.”

      Camille’s gasp of shock quickly turned into a moan of pleasure. I could imagine Erik’s large hand cupping the little fisse he had opened on his hardness, his fingers expertly stroking and teasing as she continued to relieve herself. The wet sounds of his ministrations filled the air, mingling with Camille’s increasingly desperate whimpers.

      “Oh… oh, God,” she panted, her voice thick with shame and arousal. “Please… I can’t… it’s too…”

      But Erik was relentless. “You can, and you will,” he growled. “Come for me, lille en. Show everyone how much you love being my dirty little slut.”

      Camille’s cries reached a fever pitch, her body clearly teetering on the edge of release. I felt my own arousal building in response, my hips grinding shamelessly against the bench beneath me.

      With a final, keening wail, Camille came. Her screams of ecstasy echoed off the stone walls, sending shockwaves of secondhand pleasure through my body. I could hear the wet sounds of Erik’s fingers working her through her orgasm, prolonging her pleasure until her cries turned to whimpers.

      The cavern filled with a cacophony of sounds—the sharp crack of whips, the desperate cries of the other girls, and the low grunts of the men as they doled out punishment and pleasure in what seemed equal measure. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to block out the overwhelming sensations, but it only seemed to heighten my other senses.

      The wooden bench beneath me creaked and groaned with each movement, and suddenly I felt as though we truly were at sea. In my mind’s eye, I could see the waves around us and ahead of us, feel the salt spray stinging my skin as we sailed into the unknown. The rocking motion seemed to intensify, and I found myself swaying with it, my body moving of its own accord.

      I became acutely aware of every point of contact between my skin and the rough wood. The grain pressed patterns into my flesh, marking me as surely as any brand. My nipples, already tender and swollen, scraped against the bench with each roll of my hips, sending jolts of pleasure-pain through my body.

      Sven’s hand never left my pussy, his fingers working me with maddening skill. I felt myself growing wetter by the moment, my arousal mixing with the remnants of my earlier shame. The scent of sex and sweat hung heavy in the air, mingling with the imagined brine of a stormy sea.

      Through the haze of sensation, I vaguely registered that Sven was moving. His touch remained constant between my thighs, but I could sense him circling around the bench. My breath caught in my throat as I realized he was coming to stand in front of me.

      I wanted desperately to open my eyes, to see what he was doing, but fear kept them tightly shut. What if I saw something I couldn’t unsee? What if looking made this all too real?

      But even with my eyes closed, I could feel Sven’s presence looming over me. The heat of his body radiated against my face, and I caught the musky scent of his skin—clean from the bath, but with an underlying note of pure masculinity that made my insides clench with need.

      His free hand came to rest on the back of my head, fingers tangling in my hair. The gentle pressure was at odds with the continued assault of his other hand between my legs. I whimpered, torn between pressing back against his skilled fingers and leaning into the comforting touch on my scalp.

      “Open your eyes, Mary,” Sven commanded, his voice low and husky. “Look upon your master.”

      I trembled, caught between obedience and terror. What would I see when I opened my eyes? The kind professor I had admired from afar? Or the Viking warrior who had claimed my body so thoroughly?

      As I hesitated, the sounds of the cavern seemed to swell around me. I could hear Camille’s muffled sobs as Erik continued to work her body, pushing her toward another peak. Amélie moaned as Henrik evidently alternated lashes with the probing of thick, but deft warrior fingers.

      Slowly, hesitantly, I opened my eyes. My gaze traveled up Sven’s powerful legs, over his muscular torso, until finally meeting his steel-blue eyes. The intensity of his stare made me shiver, a mixture of fear and arousal coursing through me.

      But it was what stood proudly between us that truly captured my attention. Sven’s cock jutted out mere inches from my face, thick and hard, the head glistening with a bead of moisture. I gasped, my eyes widening at the sight. Even after feeling him inside me, seeing his manhood up close was overwhelming.

      “This is your new deity, Mary,” Sven said, his voice low and commanding. “You will worship it with your mouth, your hands, your entire being.”

      I whimpered, unable to tear my gaze away from his impressive length. Part of me recoiled at the idea, at the sheer blasphemy of his words. But another part, a part that seemed to be growing stronger with each passing moment, longed to obey.

      Sven’s hand tightened in my hair, tilting my head back slightly. “Open your mouth, lille en,” he ordered. “Show your master how eager you are to please him.”

      I shook my head, a sudden surge of defiance rising within me. Camille’s earlier resistance echoed in my mind, inspiring me to make one last stand against the madness that surrounded us. “No,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. “I won’t… I can’t…”

      Sven’s eyes flashed dangerously, his grip in my hair tightening. “You dare defy me, lille en?” he growled menacingly.

      Before I could respond, his hand left my pussy. I had only a moment to register the loss before a searing pain exploded across my bottom. Sven had produced a whip from somewhere, and now it cracked against my exposed flesh with brutal efficiency.

      I cried out, my body jerking against my bonds. The pain was like nothing I had ever experienced before—a fiery line of agony that seemed to sear itself into my very soul. Tears sprang to my eyes as Sven brought the whip down again and again, each lash sending shockwaves of pain through my body.

      Through the haze of my own suffering, I became aware of new sounds from nearby. Camille’s defiant sobs had transformed into something else entirely. I heard the wet sounds of sex, mingled with muffled moans of pleasure.

      “That’s it, ma petite rebelle,” Erik’s voice rang out, thick with satisfaction. “Take your master’s cock. Just like that.”

      I turned my head slightly, straining to see through my tears. To my shock, I saw Camille with her mouth wrapped around Erik’s enormous member, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him desperately. Erik’s arm stretched over her back, and his hand moved rhythmically between her legs, working her pussy with skilled fingers as she pleasured him orally.

      The sight sent a jolt of confused arousal through me, mingling with the pain of my whipping in a way that made my head spin. Camille’s eyes were closed in ecstasy, her body trembling as Erik brought her closer and closer to the edge.

      With a muffled cry, Camille’s body went rigid. I watched in awe as she orgasmed again, her climax washing over her in visible surges. Erik grunted his approval, his hips thrusting faster as he fucked her mouth through her climax.

      The whipping suddenly stopped, and I became acutely aware of my own ragged breathing. My bottom felt as though it were on fire, each slight movement sending fresh sparks of pain through me. And yet, to my shame, I could feel how wet I had become, my arousal coating my inner thighs.

      Sven’s hand returned to my hair, yanking my head back to face him once more. His cock loomed before me, somehow even larger and more intimidating than before. “Open. Your. Mouth.” he commanded, each word dripping with authority.

      This time, I didn’t hesitate. My lips parted. I opened my mouth, my tongue darting out to tentatively taste the tip of Sven’s cock. The salty flavor exploded across my taste buds, reminding me of the sea air I’d only imagined earlier. As I took him deeper into my mouth, I couldn’t help but think of the source of the Vikings’ power: their dominance of the waves, their dragon ships carrying fierce warriors to distant shores. Surely they had tasted of the sea too, those ancient conquerors. Surely they had demanded this same act of worship from the women they claimed.

      Sven’s groan of pleasure sent a shiver down my spine. His hand in my hair loosened, becoming almost gentle as he guided me. “That’s it, lille en,” he murmured. “Show me you can obey me properly.”

      I worked my lips, suckling desperately as I tried to take more of him. The pain in my bottom seemed to fade, replaced by a burning need to prove myself, to earn his approval. My tongue swirled around his shaft, tracing the thick vein that ran along its length.

      To my relief—and, dismayingly, a little to my disappointment—Sven set aside the whip. His now-free hand returned to my pussy, fingers dancing over my swollen folds. I moaned around his cock, the vibrations making him hiss in pleasure.

      “Good girl,” Sven praised, his voice husky with arousal. “Worship your master’s cock. Show proper respect for the instrument of your pleasure and pain.”

      His words sent a jolt of confused arousal through me. The never-ending round of questions returned: How could I feel this way? How could I want this so badly? And yet, I couldn’t deny the wetness between my legs, the way my body responded to his touch and his commands.

      Sven’s fingers found my clit, circling it with maddening precision. I whimpered, my hips bucking against my bonds. The dual sensations of his cock in my mouth and his fingers on my most sensitive spot were overwhelming.

      Suddenly, Sven withdrew from my mouth. I gasped for air, my lips feeling swollen and tender. Before I could catch my breath, he spoke again, his tone commanding.

      “Now, lille en, you will learn to properly worship all of me,” he said. “You will lick the stones that hold your Herra’s seed. Devote yourself to your master’s pleasure.”
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      Mary

      

      I hesitated for a moment, uncertainty flickering through me. But Sven’s hand tightened in my hair, a silent warning. Slowly, I extended my tongue, lapping at the heavy sac beneath his cock.

      The taste was even saltier here, muskier. It filled my senses, drowning out everything else. I licked and sucked, driven by an instinctive sense of how to please him. Sven’s appreciative groans spurred me on, making me bolder in my explorations.

      I felt Sven’s hand grip my hair tightly as he guided his massive cock back to my lips. My jaw ached from the unfamiliar stretch, but I opened obediently, desperate to please him. As the thick head slid past my lips, I was once again overwhelmed by his size and taste.

      “Relax your throat, lille en,” Sven commanded. “You will learn to take all of my pik.”

      I tried to obey, focusing on breathing through my nose as he pushed deeper. Tears sprang to my eyes as I fought against my gag reflex. Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, Sven pulled back, allowing me a brief moment of relief before thrusting forward again.

      The pace quickened, and soon Sven was fucking my face in earnest. His hips snapped forward rhythmically, driving his cock deeper with each thrust. I struggled to keep up, my tongue working frantically along his shaft as he used my mouth for his pleasure.

      Suddenly, I felt Sven’s hand between my legs again. His fingers found my clit, circling and teasing the sensitive bud. I moaned around his cock, the vibrations making him groan in approval. The dual sensations of his manhood in my mouth and his skilled fingers on my pussy were overwhelming.

      Just as I was starting to lose myself in the pleasure, a sharp crack echoed through the air. Pain bloomed across my bottom as Sven brought the whip down. I cried out, the sound muffled by his thick member.

      “Focus, Mary,” Sven growled. “Your pleasure is secondary to mine. Serve your master as a bed thrall should.”

      The whip fell again and again. Each lash sent spasms of pain through my body, mingling with the pleasure in a confusing maelstrom of sensation. I redoubled my efforts, trying to take him deeper despite the discomfort.

      Sven alternated between pleasuring my pussy and punishing my bottom, never letting me settle into a rhythm. One moment I was soaring on waves of ecstasy as his fingers worked their magic, the next I was gasping in pain as the whip found its mark.

      Through it all, Sven’s cock never left my mouth. He thrust relentlessly, pushing me to my limits and beyond. My jaw ached, my throat burned, and still I craved more. I wanted to please my Herra, to prove my worth as his thrall.

      Around me, I could hear the sounds of the other girls being used similarly. Camille’s muffled cries of pleasure mixed with Sophie’s whimpers of pain. Amélie’s voice rose in a keening wail, signaling her climax even as Henrik grunted his approval.

      A primal energy seemed to fill the cavern as the Sons of Odin neared their climaxes. My world had narrowed to the huge hardness in my mouth and the sensations swirling through my body—pain from the whip, pleasure from Sven’s skilled fingers, and a deep, burning need to please my master as insane as the tiny remaining voice of reason in my head found it.

      Suddenly, I heard Henrik let out a guttural roar. “Take it, thrall!” he bellowed. “Swallow every drop of your master’s seed!”

      Amélie’s muffled cries grew more frantic, and I could picture her struggling to obey, to take all of Henrik’s release. The wet sounds of her swallowing filled the air, punctuated by Henrik’s groans of satisfaction.

      Next came Aksel’s voice, thick with lust. “That’s it, Sophie,” he growled. “Drink deeply of your reward.” Sophie whimpered, but I heard no protest—only the rhythmic gulping as she obeyed her master’s command.

      One by one, the Sons of Odin reached their peak. The cavern filled with their triumphant cries, a chorus of masculine pleasure that seemed to resonate in my very bones. With each climax, I felt Sven’s cock twitch in my mouth, growing somehow even harder.

      Erik was the last before Sven. “Merde!” he swore, his accent thick with arousal. “Swallow it all, ma petite rebelle. Show your master how grateful you are.”

      Camille gagged and sputtered, clearly struggling with the volume of Erik’s release. But soon her protests faded, replaced by the unmistakable sounds of swallowing.

      Finally, it was Sven’s turn. His hand tightened in my hair, holding me in place as his hips began to move more erratically. The pain in my scalp mingled with the burning in my throat and the ache in my jaw, creating a mix of sensation that left me dizzy.

      “Prepare yourself, lille en,” Sven growled, his voice deeper and rougher than I’d ever heard it. “You will take every drop of your master’s seed. This is your baptism into your new life, your rebirth as my thrall.”

      With a final, powerful thrust, Sven buried himself to the hilt in my throat. I felt his cock pulse, and suddenly my mouth was flooded with his release. It was hot and thick, with a salty, bitter flavor that overwhelmed my senses.

      “Swallow,” Sven commanded sternly. “Be grateful for this gift, Mary. The seed of a Son of Odin is sacred.”

      I struggled to obey, my throat working frantically to keep up with the seemingly endless flow. Some of it escaped, trickling from the corners of my mouth. I felt Sven’s thumb smear it across my cheek, and I lifted my eyes to see a smile on his face that went all the way to his eyes. My face burned, even as a distressing tendril of gratitude crept into my chest.

      “Good girl,” Sven murmured. “I can’t wait to have you in my bed, and at my hearth.”

      He stepped back, and to my blushing dismay I felt a pang of loss not to have his manhood between my lips anymore. The idea, as crazy as the me of yesterday would have found it, that I could, in this terribly servile way, please such an intelligent, powerful man with my body, and that he had enjoyed himself so thoroughly in using me, brought a warmth to my chest that I didn’t seem able to explain away.

      No, I told myself, maybe you can’t explain it—but you can resist it, can’t you? Or try, at least?

      Sven caressed my shoulder, still looking down into my face with a smile. Then, abruptly, he moved away, toward the stern of the boat, taking up the role of the helmsman once more. I could just barely see him, craning my face over my shoulder, but the ache it brought to my neck couldn’t stop me from watching: my master, huge and muscular, naked and dominant, clearly preparing to address his Viking band.

      He spoke in his own language, the rough music of its rise and fall suddenly seeming familiar to me, though I recognized only a word here and there. Then he translated, into clear French that made me blush.

      “Girls, I have just told my brothers that our homeland is in sight, across the waters. We have fucked you hard, and trained your cunts and your mouths to receive us as they should. May the gods bless your wombs, and grant growth in them, if such is their will. When we reach the shore, we will lead you to our houses, and teach you of your duties there. Before you sleep, you will each have your Herra’s seed up your bottom, when he has made his final possession and you your final submission.”

      I heard gasps from the other girls. To my right, Camille made a retching sound in her throat.

      “Don’t pretend you don’t need it, girl,” Erik growled. I heard his hand come down on Camille’s backside, then the wet sound of her master working her pussy. Camille moaned, and then the moan became a little wail, and I felt certain Erik had put a finger in her smallest place, to teach his bed thrall of her new duty. My hips jerked against the bench, and I couldn’t suppress my own whimper, just at the shameful idea of it.

      “Mary,” I heard Sven say from in front of me. I realized he must have returned from the stern while my attention had been fixed on Camille. I looked up at him, my face burning with mortification and arousal. His blue eyes bored into mine as he spoke.

      “Mary, I can’t wait to fuck your bottom,” he said, his voice low and husky. “To claim that last virginity and make you truly mine.”

      I whimpered, unable to look away from his intense gaze. Part of me wanted to protest, to beg him not to carry out that final, degrading act. The sounds coming from the bench next to mine, though, stirred a very different part.

      Sven’s large hand came to rest on my lower back, rubbing soothing circles as he spoke. “Relax, lille en. You’re going to have me there, so there’s no need to wonder; simply make up your mind to submit, because you have no choice.”

      I felt his other hand move lower, fingers trailing down the cleft of my bottom. When they reached my puckered hole, I couldn’t help but clench in fear and anticipation.

      “Shh,” Sven murmured. “Breathe deeply. Let your body open for me.”

      His finger circled my anus, applying gentle pressure. I tried to obey, to relax as he’d commanded, but it was so difficult. This was wrong, wasn’t it? So terribly wrong…

      And yet, as Sven’s finger penetrated me, sliding slowly into my bottom, I couldn’t deny the jolt of pleasure that shot through me. I gasped, my hips jerking involuntarily against the bench.

      “That’s it,” Sven praised. “Feel how your body welcomes me, even here.”

      To my right, I heard Erik’s voice, stern and commanding. “Tell me what you need, Camille. Say the words.”

      Camille’s response came as a sob. “Please… I can’t…”

      The sharp crack of a hand on flesh made me flinch. “You can, and you will,” Erik growled. “Say it!”

      “I… I need…” Camille’s voice broke, thick with shame and desire. “I need your cock in my bottom, Herra. Please!”

      Erik’s grunt of satisfaction was followed by Camille’s cry—of pain or pleasure, I couldn’t tell—as he opened her further with his hand.

      All around me, I could hear the other men working their girls’ bodies, preparing them for this final claiming. Amélie’s breathy moans mingled with Sophie’s whimpers and the quiet encouragement of their masters.

      Sven added a second finger, stretching me further. The burning sensation made me gasp, but it wasn’t entirely unpleasant. As he worked me open, his other hand snaked around to my front, fingers finding my clit with unerring accuracy.

      “Oh, God,” I moaned, my hips bucking against his touch. The dual sensations were overwhelming—the stretch and burn in my bottom, the jolts of pleasure from my clit.

      “That’s it, lille en,” Sven murmured.

      I couldn’t hold back any longer. My hips bucked wildly against the bench as thrills of intense pleasure crashed over me. I cried out, my voice echoing off the stone walls as I climaxed hard, whimpering my submission.

      “Oh God, oh God,” I moaned, my body shuddering uncontrollably. Sven’s fingers never stopped moving, drawing out my orgasm until I thought I might shatter into a million pieces.

      As the last tremors subsided, I collapsed against the bench, panting heavily. My mind reeled, trying to process what had just happened. How could something so wrong feel so incredibly good?

      Sven’s deep chuckle brought me back to reality. “Good girl,” he crooned, his hand stroking my back soothingly. “You’ve pleased your master well.”

      Before I could respond, Sven’s voice rang out, addressing the other Sons of Odin in that harsh, beautiful language. Then he translated for us thralls:

      “Brothers, the time has come. Unbind your women and bring them to our houses. There, we will complete their training and truly make them ours.”

      I heard the rustle of movement around me as the men began to free the other girls from their bonds. Sven’s large hands worked quickly, untying the leather straps that had held me in place for so long. As the last knot came undone, I tried to push myself up, but my arms trembled with weakness.

      Sven didn’t hesitate. In one fluid motion, he scooped me into his arms as if I weighed nothing at all. I gasped, instinctively wrapping my arms around his neck for support. My naked body pressed against his chest, and I could feel the steady beat of his heart.

      As Sven carried me away from the bench, I caught glimpses of the other girls being lifted by their masters. Camille struggled weakly in Erik’s arms, but her resistance seemed half-hearted at best. Amélie clung to Henrik, her face buried in his shoulder. Sophie appeared almost serene in Aksel’s embrace.

      We left the ritual sanctuary, entering a long corridor carved directly into the rock. Torches flickered along the walls, casting dancing shadows that seemed to come alive in the dim light. The air grew cooler as we descended deeper into the earth, and I shivered, pressing closer to Sven’s warmth.

      The corridor branched off into smaller passages, each leading to a heavy wooden door. As we reached one such door, Sven paused, shifting me in his arms to free one hand. He pushed the door open, revealing a chamber beyond.

      “Welcome to my house, lille en,” Sven murmured as he carried me inside.
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      Sven

      

      I carried Mary over the threshold of my house, carved into the limestone beneath Rouen. I could feel her small body tremble against my chest. As I stepped inside, I savored the familiar scent of oak and leather permeating the air. The flickering light from the hearth cast dancing shadows across the stone walls, illuminating the intricate tapestries depicting scenes from our proud Norse history.

      My eyes fell upon the bride saddle—its sturdy wooden frame adorned with soft leather straps. It stood in the center of the room, a symbol of my dominance and Mary’s newfound submission. Without hesitation, I strode toward it, Mary still cradled in my arms.

      “This will be your place of training, lille en,” I murmured as I carefully positioned her on the saddle.

      Mary whimpered softly as I began securing her to the frame. The leather straps whispered against her pale skin as I tightened them, ensuring she was spread open and vulnerable before me. Her emerald eyes, wide with a mixture of fear and arousal, never left my face as I worked.

      Once she was bound to my satisfaction, I moved to sit in the ornate chair that faced the bride saddle. The ancient wood creaked slightly under my weight, evoking for me the generations of Sons of Odin who had sat here before me, training their own thralls.

      “Come, Mary,” I commanded, gesturing for her to lean forward. “Show your master how eager you are to please him.”

      Hesitantly, she stretched her neck, bringing her face close to my masculine lap. I could feel her warm breath ghosting over my cock, already half-hard with anticipation.

      “That’s it,” I encouraged, running my fingers through her fiery hair. “Nuzzle me. Worship your master with your mouth. Prepare me for your bottom and show me what you learned on your voyage.”

      Mary’s tongue darted out, licking deliciously along my swelling shaft, then tentatively lapping at my balls. I groaned in approval, feeling myself harden fully under her ministrations. As she grew bolder, taking one testicle into her mouth and suckling gently, I began to speak.

      “You may think, lille en, that you and the other girls have been brought here merely to satisfy our carnal desires,” I said, my voice low and steady despite the pleasure rocketing through me. “But the Sons of Odin have a far greater purpose.”

      Mary’s eyes flicked up to meet mine, curiosity mingling with the helpless arousal in her gaze. I smiled, continuing my explanation as she moved her attention back to my now-rigid penis, her small pink tongue tracing the thick vein along its length.

      “From our very beginnings, more than a thousand years ago, we have worked to save civilization,” I told her, my fingers tightening slightly in her hair. “Originally, that meant preserving our Viking ways as we became the Normans. But over the millennium since, men like myself have sought to find the perfect balance between the warrior nature of men’s biology and the noble impulse to do better, to be better—the synergy that comes from our dominance and our bed thralls’ submission.”

      I paused, savoring the sensation as Mary, blushing as if at her own boldness, took me into her mouth fully, making the warm cavity plush and welcoming for her master’s manhood.

      “Such a good girl,” I murmured, caressing the back of her neck as I held her to her lewd task. “You’re learning so quickly. You feel like velvet on my pik.”

      I reached out with my other hand, all the way over her back so I could fondle her sweet little bottom, still rather pink from the whipping I had given her over the rowing bench of the ritual ship. I put my finger on her tiny, cringing anus to remind her of the difficult duty that awaited her, and Mary responded with a submissive, fearful whimper around my cock that made its length jump between her lips.

      “Yes, lille en,” I told her sternly. “I’ll be in here very soon. You will be mine in every way.”
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      Mary

      

      I could barely follow the meaning of Sven’s words, so aroused had it gotten me to be bound over the obscene saddle, to be made to tend to his enormous, rigid penis so tenderly—to be praised so humiliatingly for my growing skill.

      I felt Sven rise from his chair, his cock slipping from between my lips as he stood. My face burned with shame as I heard his footsteps moving around behind me. I knew exactly what he would see—my most intimate parts exposed and vulnerable, still glistening with arousal from his own earlier pleasures.

      A shock of mortification washed over me as I imagined Sven’s eyes roaming over my spread pussy and cringing anus. And yet, mingled with that shame was a surge of helpless affection. How could I feel this way about my captor? The man who had taken my virginity and was about to claim my final innocence? It made no sense, and yet I couldn’t deny the warmth blooming in my chest.

      “Oh, Mary,” Sven’s deep voice rumbled from behind me. “You are so beautiful like this. Your little fisse is perfect—pink and glistening, begging for my touch.”

      I whimpered softly, my pussy clenching at his words.

      “And your sweet little rosebud,” he continued, his finger gently pressing at the exposed aperture. “So tiny and untouched. It makes my cock throb just looking at it, knowing I’ll be the first man ever to possess you here.”

      My whole body flushed hot at his lewd praise. I squeezed my eyes shut, overwhelmed by the conflicting emotions traveling through me—shame and arousal and that damnable affection that refused to be silenced.

      “You’re trembling, lille en,” Sven murmured, his large hand coming to rest on the small of my back. “Are you afraid?”

      “Y-yes,” I admitted in a tiny voice.

      “Good,” he replied, and I could hear the smile in his voice. “A little fear is natural. Bottom-fucking will hurt, especially this first time. But know that I will take care of you, Mary. You are mine now, to protect as well as to use. It will help you to know that you have no choice; you will have your Herra’s manhood in your bottom whenever I choose.”

      His words sent another surge of confused emotion through me. How could he speak of protection when he was about to violate me in the most intimate way? And yet… I couldn’t deny the sense of safety I felt in his presence, even bound and helpless as I was.

      I felt Sven’s hand caress my bottom gently, his touch both soothing and electrifying. When he spoke again, his voice was softer, filled with an emotion I couldn’t quite place.

      “Mary, my sweet lille en,” he murmured, “I want you to know that you’ve already exceeded my expectations. Your submission, your eagerness to please, they are both very satisfying.”

      I flushed with pride at his words, even as a part of me recoiled at how easily I was accepting his praise.

      “I knew from the moment I saw you in my lecture hall that you were special,” Sven continued. “But I wasn’t certain you would fit into our world, into our mission.”

      His hand moved up my back, fingers tracing my spine in a way that made me shiver. “You’re not just going to be an excellent bed thrall, Mary. I believe you have the potential to be so much more. A völva of the Sons of Odin.”

      My breath caught in my throat. “Völva?” I whispered, confusion and curiosity warring within me. “What do you mean?”

      Sven chuckled softly. “Ah, always so inquisitive. It’s one of the things I admire about you.” His hand returned to my bottom, kneading the flesh gently. “A völva is a kind of operative, a special bed thrall who helps work toward our goals, lille en. Someone who helps us in our mission to save civilization.”

      Save civilization? The words echoed in my mind, stirring up a whirlwind of questions. What did he mean? How could kidnapping and… and violating young women possibly help save civilization?

      Before I could voice any of these thoughts, I heard Sven spit. The wet sound made me tense, knowing what was coming.

      “Relax, Mary,” Sven murmured, his voice low and soothing. “This will be uncomfortable, but I promise you’ll learn to enjoy being fully mastered.”

      I heard the slick sounds of Sven coating his massive cock with saliva. My heart raced, a mixture of fear and shameful anticipation coursing through me.

      “Remember,” Sven said, positioning himself behind me, “you’re mine now. In every way. This is just the final step in claiming you completely.”

      I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my virgin anus, and I couldn’t hold back a whimper of fear.

      “Ask for it, Mary,” Sven commanded, his voice low and stern. “Beg your Herra to claim your bottom.”

      I whimpered, shame and arousal warring within me. How could he expect me to ask for this? It was too degrading, too obscene. And yet… I found myself wanting to please him, to prove my submission.

      “Please,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

      “Louder,” Sven growled, increasing the pressure against my resistant opening. “Tell me exactly what you want.”

      I squeezed my eyes shut, gathering what little courage I had left. “Please, Herra,” I said, my voice shaking. “Please… take my bottom. Make me yours completely.”

      “Good girl,” Sven purred, pushing even harder, forcing his way against my body’s reluctance.

      As he stretched me in this shameful way I’d only ever imagined in tiny, mortifying flashes of taboo fantasy, I found myself clinging to his earlier words about saving civilization. Whatever he meant by that, whatever role he saw for me in this madness, I desperately hoped it would give some meaning to what was happening to me. Some purpose beyond just being a plaything for these Viking warriors.

      “Shh,” Sven soothed, his free hand stroking my back. “Your body knows how.”

      I trembled as I felt him increase the pressure again. My body tensed instinctively, resisting the intrusion. Then I cried out as the head of his cock breached my tight ring of muscle. The burning stretch was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. Tears sprang to my eyes as Sven continued to press deeper, filling me impossibly full.

      “Oh, God,” I sobbed, my fingers gripping the leather straps that bound me to the saddle. “It’s too much, I can’t…”

      “Shh,” Sven said again, his hand stroking my lower back. “Breathe, lille en. Your body was made for this.”

      I tried to focus on my breathing, willing my muscles to relax. Sven moved slowly, giving me time to adjust to each new inch. The pain was intense, but underneath it was a strange fullness that sent sparks of confused pleasure through my body.

      Finally, after what felt like an eternity, I felt Sven’s hips press against my bottom. He was fully seated inside me, stretching me to my limits.

      “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. “You’ve taken all of me, Mary. Such a good girl.”

      I whimpered at his praise, feeling a surge of pride even with the discomfort. I had pleased my Herra. I had submitted completely.

      I sensed Sven’s hands finding the handles built into the sides of the bride saddle. I felt him gripping them tightly, using them for leverage as he slowly withdrew. The sensation of his cock dragging against my inner walls made me gasp.

      “By Odin,” Sven groaned as he thrust back in. “You’re so tight, lille en. Such a perfect little ass.”

      He began to move more steadily, building a rhythm. Each thrust sent spasms of sensation through my body—pain and pleasure intertwined so closely I could no longer tell them apart.

      “Oh!” I cried out, my back arching involuntarily. “Herra, please!”

      “That’s it,” Sven growled. “Take me like a good bed thrall.”

      As Sven’s thrusts grew more forceful, I suddenly became aware of a new sensation. There was something pressing against my clit—a small, firm protrusion I hadn’t noticed before. With each of Sven’s powerful movements, my body rocked forward, causing this little knob to rub deliciously against my most sensitive spot.

      “Oh!” I gasped, my hips instinctively shifting to increase the friction.

      The dual sensations were overwhelming—Sven’s massive cock stretching my virgin bottom beyond what I thought possible, and this unexpected stimulation to my clit. Despite the lingering discomfort, I felt my arousal building rapidly.

      I ground myself shamelessly against the saddle, chasing the pleasure that was quickly overtaking the pain. My pussy clenched and fluttered, desperate for stimulation. I could feel myself getting wetter by the second, my arousal coating the leather beneath me.

      “That’s it, lille en,” Sven growled approvingly. “You have found the bride’s consolation. Feel how it helps your body welcome me, even in your smallest hole.”

      His words sent another surge of confused desire through me. I whimpered, torn between shame and desperate need. The little nub seemed perfectly positioned to drive me wild, and I found myself rocking back to meet Sven’s thrusts, then forward to grind against it.

      “Oh, God,” I moaned, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “Oh, please, Herra…”

      I felt myself spiraling higher and higher, the pleasure building to an almost unbearable peak. My inner walls clenched rhythmically around Sven’s invading cock, intensifying every sensation. I was so close, teetering on the edge of what promised to be an earth-shattering orgasm. At the same time, the experience I had had tied to the rowing bench returned—of my submission somehow transporting me elsewhere. Again I thought I could see an immense tree, and hear the rushing winds in its branches.

      “Mary.” Sven’s stern voice cut through the haze of my arousal. “Do not come until I give you permission. Show me you can control yourself for your master.”

      I sobbed in frustration, my hips still moving of their own accord. “Please,” I begged, beyond shame now. “Please, Herra, I need to come. I can’t… I can’t hold back…”

      Sven’s hand came down hard on my bottom, the sharp sting momentarily distracting me from the building pleasure. “You will wait,” he commanded. “Prove to me that you’re worthy of being more than just a bed thrall.”

      I bit my lip hard, focusing all my willpower on holding back my impending climax. It was the most exquisite torture I’d ever experienced—caught between the relentless stimulation and the need to obey my master, the strange vision beckoning to me even as the tension seemed to hold me back, hovering apart from the enormous tree.

      Tears streamed down my face as I fought against my body’s demands. “Please,” I whimpered. “Please, Herra, I’ll do anything. Just let me come. I need it so badly.”

      Sven’s thrusts grew even more powerful, driving me harder against the saddle. I sobbed with the need, and the effort to hold it back.

      Then, at last, “Come for me, lille en,” Sven growled, his voice thick with lust. “Show me how much you love taking your Herra’s cock in your tight little bottom.”

      His words broke the last of my resistance. With a keening wail, I let myself fall over the edge into blinding ecstasy. The surging pleasure crashed over me, more intense than anything I’d ever experienced before. My whole body convulsed, muscles I didn’t even know I had clenching and releasing in rapid succession.

      I felt my bottom clamp down hard around Sven’s massive cock, gripping him like a vise. The added friction seemed to push him over the edge as well. With a roar that sounded more animal than human, Sven slammed into me one final time.

      “Mary!” he bellowed, his hips jerking erratically against my bottom. “Take your master’s seed, lille en!”

      I gasped as I felt his cock pulse inside me, flooding my most intimate place with his hot release. The sensation triggered another peak, sending me spiraling even higher. My vision went white, and for a moment I thought I might pass out from the sheer intensity of it all. For an instant I felt as if I were caught in the vast tree’s network of branches, confusing images somehow caught in and among them and the wind forcing me down along them. I tried to hold onto the vision, to ride it or to stay inside it, but it vanished from my mental sight, replaced by the warm light of my new Herra’s hearth.

      As the aftershocks rolled through me, I became aware of Sven’s weight pressing me into the saddle. His chest heaved against my back, his breath hot on my neck. I could feel his heart hammering, matching the frantic pace of my own.

      “Such a good girl,” Sven murmured, his lips brushing my ear. “You’ve pleased your Herra well.”
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      I awoke in my master’s arms, nestled against his broad chest. The furs covering Sven’s bed felt soft against my skin. I snuggled deeper as I recalled the rough wood of the bench where he had opened my pussy, and the scarcely less rigid leather-covered bride saddle where he had claimed my anus. My body ached, a deep soreness radiating from between my legs and my thoroughly used bottom. Yet the discomfort didn’t keep me from feeling a strange sense of contentment.

      Sven’s hand rested possessively on my hip, his fingers splayed across my skin. As I stirred, his grip tightened, pulling me closer. I could feel the heat of his body, the steady rise and fall of his chest against my back. His masculine scent enveloped me—a heady mixture of salt and leather and something I already knew as my Herra’s own particular smell.

      I lay still for a moment, letting my eyes adjust to the dim light filtering through the room. Intricate tapestries adorned the walls, depicting scenes of Viking conquest and Norse mythology. The flickering light from the dying embers in the hearth cast dancing shadows across the woven images, bringing them to life in a mesmerizing display.

      Sven’s hand began to move, sliding down my hip and between my thighs. I gasped as his fingers found my sensitive flesh, still tender from the night before. He growled low in his throat, the sound reverberating through his chest and into my body.

      “I know you’re sore, lille en,” Sven murmured, his voice rough with sleep and arousal. “But my cock is hard, and I need to fuck.”

      His words sent a jolt of confused desire through me. I should have recoiled, should have protested. But to my shame, I felt a gush of wetness coat Sven’s probing fingers. My body, it seemed, had already accepted its new reality, even if my mind still struggled.

      With surprising gentleness, Sven rolled me onto my back. His blue eyes, dark with lust, bored into mine as he grasped my legs, bending my knees back toward my chest. The position left me completely exposed, utterly vulnerable to his gaze and his touch.

      “Look at me, Mary,” Sven commanded softly. “I want to see your eyes as I take you.”

      I whimpered, unable to look away as I felt the blunt head of his cock press against the entrance to my sheath. Despite my body’s eagerness, I tensed, anticipating pain. Sven held still, his gaze never leaving mine.

      “Make up your mind to please me, girl. You have no choice. This little fisse is mine to fill.”

      Then I cried out as he thrust hard into my pussy and began to fuck, his huge shaft driving in and out so that I sobbed in discomfort—but also with helpless desire.

      Sven’s eyes locked onto mine, his gaze intense and unwavering as he thrust into me again and again. Each powerful thrust sent shockwaves through my body, a mixture of pain and pleasure that left me gasping. I could see the muscles in his arms and chest rippling with effort, his skin glistening with a fine sheen of sweat in the dim light.

      The bed creaked rhythmically with Sven’s movements, the sound echoing off the stone walls of his chamber. I was acutely aware of every sensation—the stretch of my overused vagina around his thick shaft, the slight burn as he bottomed out inside me, the warmth of his breath on my face as he exhaled, only very slightly labored with his brutal exertions.

      The soreness felt terribly present, but still I found myself arching into his thrusts, my body instinctively seeking more though I knew I couldn’t come, the discomfort being so great. I watched the play of emotions across Sven’s face—concentration, pleasure, and another sentiment that I didn’t want to acknowledge, because it messed with me so deeply: tenderness. His brow furrowed slightly, and I knew he was close to his release.

      With a final, powerful drive, Sven buried himself fully inside me. I felt his cock pulse as he came, flooding my insides with his hot seed. He grunted deeply, the sound rumbling through his chest and into mine where our bodies pressed together.

      I felt a surge of insane pride at having pleased my Herra. I had taken him without complaint, despite my soreness. I had been a good thrall, a worthy vessel for his pleasure. Perhaps my master would even reward me, I reflected.

      As his breathing slowed, Sven carefully lowered my legs and gathered me into his arms. He nuzzled my neck, his beard tickling my sensitive skin. “Thank you, lille en,” he murmured. “You’ve served me well this morning.”

      I blushed at his praise, a warm glow spreading through my chest. To my dismay, I realized that the feeling wasn’t just pride or satisfaction at a job well done. No, this was something deeper, more profound. With a jolt of shock, I recognized it for what it was—love. Somehow, against all reason, I had begun to fall in love with my captor, my master, my Herra.

      Sven’s hand stroked my hair gently as he began to speak. “Now that you’ve been properly claimed, Mary, your real training will begin.” His voice took on a more serious tone. “You’ll learn the ways of our people, the sacred traditions we’ve kept alive for over a thousand years.”

      I felt my cheeks grow hot as he continued, detailing the lessons that lay ahead. “You’ll study our language, our history, our customs. You’ll learn to please me in ways you’ve never imagined.” His hand trailed down my spine, making me shiver. “And you’ll discover the power that comes from true submission.”

      I felt my face grow hot as Sven explained the first task that awaited me and the other new bed thralls.

      “You will bathe together,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “And then you will shave one another’s cunts.”

      My eyes widened in shock. “Shave… each other?” I stammered, unable to keep the tremor from my voice.

      Sven’s hand cupped my chin, forcing me to meet his intense gaze. “Yes, lille en. It is an important ritual, a sign of your new status as our cherished servants.”

      I swallowed hard, trying to wrap my mind around this latest demand. “But… why?” I asked hesitantly.

      A small smile played at the corners of Sven’s mouth. “It is a reminder, Mary. Every time you look upon your bare fisse, every time you feel its smoothness, you will remember that you belong to me now.” His fingers trailed down my neck, across my collarbone. “Your body is mine to use as I see fit. Your cunt, above all, is reserved for my pleasure and the pleasure of those to whom I may give you.”

      I gasped at his words, a confusing mixture of arousal and fear whirling inside me. “Give me to others?” I whispered, my voice barely audible. I supposed I shouldn’t have been so surprised, given that I had been fucked by all six of the Sons of Odin on the ‘voyage.’ That had seemed like a special ritual, though—perhaps not to be repeated.

      Sven’s hand tightened slightly on my throat, not enough to cut off my air, but a clear reminder of his dominance. “Yes, Mary. When I choose, and only then. But know this—here in our halls, no one but me is permitted to come in your sweet cunt. And no one but me may fuck your bottom. Those pleasures are mine alone, here.”

      I trembled beneath him, overwhelmed by the possessiveness in his voice. Part of me wanted to protest, to assert some small measure of control over my own body. But a larger part, a part that seemed to be growing stronger with each passing moment, reveled in his words. I belonged to him, wholly and completely. The thought sent a shameful thrill through me.

      Desperate to change the subject, to give my racing mind a moment to process, I asked, “What… what will happen after the bath?”

      Sven’s eyes gleamed with something I couldn’t quite identify. “Ah, curious as always, my little scholar. After the bath, you will have your first class.”

      I blinked in surprise, certain I must have misheard. “Class?” I repeated incredulously. “You must be teasing me.”

      But Sven’s expression remained serious. “I do not tease about such matters, lille en. This class is the first step in your becoming a völva of the Sons of Odin.”

      Völva. He had said that before, without explaining it. I opened my mouth to ask, but Sven placed a finger against my lips, silencing me.

      “All will be explained in time,” he said. “For now, you must attend the morning bath with your new sisters. After that, and your first class, we will break our fast.”

      Sven turned away, and I realized he had picked up his handheld, the shiny device seeming very out of place in his primitive subterranean ‘house.’

      “I’m calling Mor Astrid to come collect you,” he told me, glancing back over his shoulder.

      “Mor Astrid?” I asked, apprehension crawling through my belly. “Who is… who’s that?”

      “Mor Astrid is the crone who supervises our bed thralls. You will obey her as you would me.”

      I felt my forehead crease hard, my lips parted with unspoken questions. Before I could form any of them into words, though, a sharp knock sounded at the wooden door.

      “Herra Sven?” I heard a woman’s voice say. “Is your little thrall ready?”

      I swallowed hard, looking at Sven’s handsome face. Surely he would say no, that I would be allowed to put some clothes on, or go to the toilet, or…

      “Yes, Mor,” Sven said. “You may come in and get her.”

      I gasped as the door swung open, instinctively pulling the furs up to cover my naked body. An older woman entered, her steel-gray hair pulled back in a severe braid. She wore a long, dark dress with intricate Norse embroidery along the hem and sleeves. The contrast between her conservative attire and my own nudity made my cheeks burn with shame.

      “Herra,” I whispered, turning to Sven with pleading eyes. “May I… may I at least put on a robe?”

      Before Sven could answer, the woman—Mor Astrid, I assumed—clicked her tongue disapprovingly. “Don’t be foolish, girl,” she said, her voice stern, but not unkind. “You have no need for such modesty now. Your body belongs to your Herra and to the Sons of Odin.”

      I felt my face grow even hotter, if that were possible. My gaze dropped to the floor, unable to meet either Sven’s or Mor Astrid’s eyes. As I did so, I noticed something that made my breath catch in my throat—a long, supple leather strap hanging from Mor Astrid’s belt. The sight of it sent a shiver of fear through me, memories of the whipping I’d received on the longship still fresh in my mind.

      “Come now,” Mor Astrid said, her tone brooking no argument. “Get up and follow me. The others are already bathing.”

      Reluctantly, I pushed back the furs and stood, acutely aware of my nakedness. Goosebumps prickled across my skin in the cool air of the chamber. I crossed my arms over my chest, trying to preserve some small measure of modesty.

      Mor Astrid’s eyes raked over my body, assessing. “Hmm,” she murmured, almost to herself. “A bit scrawny, but we’ll soon fix that. You’ll need more meat on your bones to please your Herra properly and bear strong children.”

      I felt my eyes widen at her words, my mind reeling at the implications. Mor Astrid turned to Sven, her weathered face softening slightly as she addressed him. “Herra Sven, did your little thrall please you as she should?”

      I felt my face burn even hotter, if that were possible. My eyes darted to Sven’s face, watching his expression intently. To my dismay, a surge of pride and affection swelled in my chest as a satisfied smile spread across his handsome features.

      “Indeed she did, Mor Astrid,” Sven replied, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine. “I found her cunt, mouth, and anus very enjoyable. She takes instruction well and shows great promise.”

      My heart swelled at his praise, even as a part of me recoiled at my own reaction. How could I feel proud of being used in such a way? And yet, I couldn’t deny the warmth that spread through my chest at Sven’s words, the desire to please him that seemed to grow stronger with each passing moment.

      Mor Astrid nodded approvingly, her eyes once again scanning my naked form. “Good, good,” she murmured. “But there is always room for improvement.” She turned back to Sven, a glint in her eye that made me tremble. “I will make certain her body becomes even more pleasurable for you, Herra.”

      My humiliation deepened as I imagined what that ‘improvement’ might entail. Would there be more whippings? More degrading acts I would be forced to perform? And how could that thought send a confusing thrill of anticipation through me?

      Mor Astrid’s hand closed around my upper arm, her grip firm, but not painful. “Come along now, girl,” she said, tugging me toward the door. “It’s time for your bath.”

      I cast one last glance at Sven as I was led away. His blue eyes met mine, filled with a mixture of possession and the other thing that looked almost like tenderness. Whatever it was, it made my heart ache.

      As we stepped out into the cool, damp corridor, I heard the sound of splashing water and feminine voices echoing from somewhere ahead. My stomach churned with a mixture of apprehension and curiosity.

      Mor Astrid’s voice cut through my swirling thoughts. “Remember, Mary,” she said, her tone stern. “This is your new life now. Embrace it, and you will find great joy in your service.”
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      Mary

      

      The sounds of splashing and female voices grew louder, and then the corridor opened up into a large, circular chamber dominated by a steaming pool of water. The air was thick with moisture, carrying the scent of herbs and salt.

      My fellow bed thralls were already in the water, their naked bodies glistening in the flickering torchlight. I felt a rush of heat to my cheeks as I took in the scene before me. The pool was larger than I had expected, carved directly into the stone floor and filled with steaming water that gave off a faint herbal scent. Other pools, baths, and sinks lay around the central lagoon, some of them steaming and others apparently cool, or empty.

      Around the walls of the cavern, I could see the same kind of ornate carvings that seemed to run throughout the underground complex: the gods above, and the men crouched over prostrate naked women, enjoying their possessions in poses that made me blush even harder.

      As Mor Astrid urged me forward, I caught sight of Camille, her dark hair slicked back from her face as she scrubbed at her arms with a rough-looking cloth. Our eyes met for a brief moment, and I saw a paradoxical mixture of defiance and resignation in her gaze. Amélie was nearby, her pale skin flushed pink from the heat of the water. She seemed lost in thought, mechanically washing herself as if on autopilot. Sophie stood waist-deep in the water, her blonde hair piled atop her head as she massaged some kind of oil into her skin.

      “In you go,” Mor Astrid said, giving me a gentle but firm push toward the edge of the pool. “Make sure to wash thoroughly. Your masters expect cleanliness from their thralls.”

      I hesitated for just a moment, my last shred of modesty making me want to cover myself. But a sharp look from Mor Astrid had me quickly stepping into the water. The heat enveloped me, soothing my aching muscles and washing away the evidence of the night’s activities. I couldn’t help but let out a small sigh of relief as I sank deeper into the pool.

      “Here,” Sophie said quietly, holding out a small pottery jar. “It’s a special soap. Use it everywhere.”

      I took the jar with a murmured thank you, dipping my fingers into the creamy substance inside. It smelled of lavender and other fragrant plants, earthier and more primal. As I began to lather it over my skin, I was surprised by how silky it felt, almost as if it were melting into my pores.

      “Make sure you get every crevice,” Mor Astrid called out, her voice echoing off the stone walls. “Your masters will inspect you thoroughly this evening.”

      I felt my face flame at her words, remembering Sven’s large hands exploring every inch of my body. Unbidden, a shiver of arousal ran through me, and I ducked my head under the water to hide my reaction.

      When I surfaced, gasping slightly, I found Camille had moved closer to me. Her dark eyes were intense as she leaned in to whisper, “We need to talk. All of us. But not here, not now. Just… be prepared.”

      I nodded slightly to acknowledge Camille’s whispered words, my mind racing. What could she be planning? Before I could dwell on it further, Mor Astrid’s stern voice cut through my thoughts.

      “Girls, hark closely now,” she commanded. “It is time you learned to think properly about your conjugal duties. Sit, and soak, and learn.”

      Two feet or so below the surface, the makers of the bath had carved a broad step, that I understood, as I watched my new ‘sisters’ settle onto it, worked also as a seat. I followed suit, all of us turning toward the lined, serious face of Mor Astrid. I felt my cheeks grow hot as she began to speak, her words graphic and uncompromising.

      “You should understand by this point that your bodies belong to your masters,” she said, her eyes moving from girl to girl. “But I am also certain that you have not fully understood, at the level that you must, if you are to serve the Sons of Odin as they deserve. Every hole, every curve, every inch of skin is theirs to use as they see fit. You must make up your mind to learn your place ever more completely. You must resolve to take pleasure in their pleasure, to crave their touch and their command.”

      I squirmed uncomfortably, acutely aware of my nakedness and the lingering ache between my legs—how the soothing, warm water seemed to increase the reawakened need down there. Mor Astrid continued, her words growing even more explicit.

      “Your fisse,” she said, using the crude Norse term that made me blush even harder, “is the sacred vessel of your master’s seed. You will keep it clean, smooth, and ready for his use at all times. When he enters you, you will welcome him with eager wetness, no matter how sore or tired you may be.”

      I heard Amélie whimper softly beside me, and I reached out to squeeze her hand under the water. Mor Astrid’s gaze fixed on her, her expression stern, but not unkind.

      “And your røvhul,” she continued, making me gasp at the very sound, knowing somehow how obscene it was, “is a special gift to your master. It will hurt at first, yes, but you will learn to find pleasure in the pain, in the utter submission of offering up your most private place for his use.”

      I felt my face burning, remembering the intense sensations of Sven claiming my bottom the night before. To my dismay, I felt a twinge of arousal at the memory, my body responding even as my mind recoiled.

      “Your mouth, of course, is your Herra’s upon his command. You will kneel and you will receive his upstanding pik there. You have not, though, understood the further meaning of the act. The next time your master fucks your lovely face, think on how he has taken your voice away, and turned your lips into a second fisse for his use.”

      I swallowed hard as her penetrating gaze went around us again. The sheer ambiguity of my thoughts and feelings, along with the warm steam, made me feel slightly dizzy.

      “Now,” she said, clapping her hands sharply. “It’s time for you girls to prepare yourselves properly for your warriors’ use. You will work in pairs.”

      I looked around nervously, unsure of what to do. To my relief, Sophie moved closer to me, giving me a small, reassuring smile.

      “Sophie,” Mor Astrid called, “with Amélie. Yvette with Fleur.”

      I saw the two girls whose names I hadn’t yet known move toward each other, Yvette with short-cropped dark hair and Fleur with auburn.

      “Mary and Camille,” our mistress said, “you are together as the bed thralls of our Overherra and his shield-brother.”

      I felt my face flame anew as Mor Astrid gestured to a row of shelves along the wall. There, I saw an array of items that made my stomach churn with apprehension—above all the rubber enema bulbs and shallow enameled metal basins.

      “Now, girls,” Mor Astrid said, her voice firm, “you will cleanse one another thoroughly. Use the enema bulbs and basins you see there. The floor sinks are for disposing of the waste.”

      I looked at Camille, seeing my own shock and reluctance mirrored in her dark eyes. We hesitated, neither of us moving toward the shelves, even as the four other bed thralls had stepped out of the pool to comply.

      Mor Astrid’s eyes narrowed. “Do not test my patience. This is not a request.”

      Still, we remained frozen in place. I couldn’t bring myself even to think about it, let alone to move to do something so intimate, so humiliating, to another person—far less to allow it to be done to me.

      “Very well,” Mor Astrid said, her voice cold. “If you insist on defiance, you will face the consequences.”

      She barked out orders to the other girls, who moved with a dismaying efficiency that belied the distress evident on their faces. Before I could fully process what was happening, hands gripped my arms with an unexpected strength, as if Mor Astrid’s threats had frightened my ‘sisters’ into forcefulness.

      Sophie and Amélie pulled me out of the water. They forced me to my knees at the edge of the pool. I felt myself being bent forward, my bottom raised high and exposed. To my left, I saw Camille being positioned similarly by Yvette and Fleur.

      “It is customary that the most spirited girls go to the Overherra and his shield-brother, but it is also customary that they be thoroughly broken to their masters’ hands,” Mor Astrid said coldly. “Since you refuse to learn willingly, perhaps pain will be a better teacher.”

      I heard the whistle of the leather strap cutting through the air a split second before white-hot pain exploded across my bottom. I cried out, my body jerking against the hands that held me in place.

      The strap fell again and again, alternating between Camille and me. Each lash sent shockwaves of agony through my body, the sting amplified by my wet skin. Tears streamed down my face as I sobbed, all thoughts of dignity or resistance driven from my mind by the relentless punishment.

      “Please,” I finally choked out between sobs. “Please, I’ll obey. I’ll do it.”

      Beside me, I heard Camille’s voice, thick with tears but still somehow defiant. “Yes, we will comply. Just… just stop.”

      The whipping ceased, and I sagged against the cool stone, my bottom feeling as though it were on fire. Mor Astrid’s voice cut through the haze of pain.

      “Stand up, both of you. Go to the shelves and gather what you need. You will clean each other out, thoroughly and without complaint. Is that understood?”

      “Yes, Mor Astrid,” I whispered, my voice hoarse from crying.

      As we shakily got to our feet, I caught Camille’s eye. The fire of rebellion still smoldered there, but it was tempered now by resignation. We both knew that further resistance would only draw more punishment.

      With trembling hands, I filled the enema bulb with warm water from one of the smaller pools. Camille knelt before me, her whipped bottom raised and exposed. I hesitated, my face burning with shame.

      “Go on,” Mor Astrid commanded. “You must learn to help your sisters be pleasing to their masters, as they will help you be the kneppetøj your Herra merits.”

      “Kneppetøj, Mor?” Sophie asked, ever the eager pupil it seemed.

      “Yes, girl,” the crone replied. “It is perhaps a bit vulgar, but it is highly accurate nonetheless. It means piece for fucking—or perhaps, fuck toy.”

      I couldn’t suppress a little whimper at the wave of shame that traveled through my body to hear the older woman’s mature voice say such things about my new life. I turned my burning face toward my even more embarrassing task, and saw Camille’s pussy and anus revealed and offered.

      Taking a deep breath, I pressed the tip of the rubber nozzle against the tiny pink opening of Camille’s anus, and pushed it in as gently as I could. She tensed at the contact, a small whimper escaping her lips. Slowly, I squeezed the bulb, watching as the water disappeared into her body. Camille gasped, her fingers gripping the edge of the pool.

      “That’s it,” Mor Astrid encouraged. “Fill her completely.”

      I continued until the bulb was empty, then carefully withdrew it. Camille’s body shuddered, and I could see her struggling to hold the liquid inside. Mor Astrid directed her to one of the floor sinks, where she released the water with a sob of humiliation.

      We repeated the process several times, until the water ran clear. By the third round, I was horrified to realize that my body was responding to the intimate act. A familiar warmth pooled between my thighs, and I shifted uncomfortably, trying to ignore the growing arousal.

      When it was my turn, Camille’s touch was surprisingly gentle. As the warm water filled me in a way I’d never imagined, I couldn’t hold back a moan. The fullness, the vulnerability, the sheer intimacy of the act brought on an impossibly complicated multiplicity of sensation, emotion, and thought. When I finally released the water, I felt a confusing mixture of relief and shame.

      “Very good,” Mor Astrid said, her tone softening slightly. “Now, it’s time to prepare your fisser for your masters’ pleasure.”

      She gestured to the shelf, where several razors lay. My eyes widened as I remembered what Sven had told me—the reminder a bare pussy would provide of my submission to him.

      I watched with a mixture of fascination and apprehension as Mor Astrid instructed Amélie and Sophie to demonstrate the shaving ritual. Amélie stepped into the pool, her pale skin glistening with droplets of water. She bent over, placing her face on a folded towel at the edge of the pool, her bottom raised high in the air.

      Sophie knelt behind her, razor in hand. Mor Astrid’s voice was calm and clinical as she guided Sophie through the process. “Start at the top of her mound,” she instructed. “Use gentle, downward strokes. Be careful around the labia—they’re very sensitive.”

      I couldn’t tear my eyes away as Sophie began to shave Amélie’s pussy. The soft scraping sound of the razor against skin seemed impossibly loud in the steamy chamber. Amélie whimpered softly as the blade glided over her most intimate areas, removing every trace of hair.

      “Now for the bottom,” Mor Astrid continued. “Amélie, reach back and spread those little cheeks. Sophie, you must remove every hair from the cleft of her backside.”

      I felt my face grow hot as Amélie complied, exposing her most private place. The razor moved carefully between her buttocks, and I saw Amélie’s fingers tremble as she held the tiny globes open.

      “Very good,” Mor Astrid nodded approvingly. “Now rinse her clean and apply the soothing oil.”

      As Sophie finished, Mor Astrid turned to the rest of us. “Your turn, girls. Get to work.”

      With trembling hands, I picked up a razor and moved behind Camille. She was already in position, her dark hair falling forward to obscure her face. I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself.

      As I began to shave Camille’s mound, I was struck by how intimate this act was. My fingers brushed against her soft skin as I stretched it taut for the razor. I could feel the heat radiating from her body, smell the cleanliness of her skin mingled with the muskier, headier scent of her vagina.

      To my horror, I felt the too-familiar warmth building between my own thighs once again. How could this be arousing? And yet, as I carefully removed every trace of hair from Camille’s pussy, I couldn’t deny the effect it was having on me.

      When it came time to shave between her buttocks, I hesitated.

      “Go on,” Camille whispered, her voice barely audible. “Let’s just get this over with.”

      She reached back and spread her punished cheeks, exposing the tiny hole I knew her master had opened last night, just as Sven had opened mine. The razor trembled slightly in my hand as I worked, hyperaware of every tiny movement, every soft gasp from Camille.

      As I finished and began to apply the soothing oil, I noticed that Camille’s pussy glistened with more than just water. A peek at her face revealed flushed cheeks and slightly parted lips. It seemed I wasn’t the only one affected by this strange ritual.

      I had barely finished applying the soothing oil to Camille’s freshly shaved skin when Mor Astrid’s voice rang out again.

      “Well done, girls,” she said, her tone surprisingly warm. “You’ve shown great improvement in your obedience. Now, it’s time for your reward.”

      I looked up in confusion, meeting Camille’s equally perplexed gaze. Reward? After all we had just endured?

      “Lie down on your towels,” Mor Astrid instructed. “Head to tail, in pairs.”

      Hesitantly, we complied. I found myself lying next to Camille, her feet near my head and vice versa. The plush towel beneath me was a stark contrast to the hard stone floor, and I couldn’t help but sigh at the small comfort it provided.

      “Now,” Mor Astrid continued, her voice taking on an almost mischievous tone, “you will kiss each other’s fisse. Use your tongues to bring pleasure to your sisters, just as you will use them to please your masters.”

      My eyes widened in shock. Surely she couldn’t mean… But as I looked around, I saw the other girls already moving into position, their faces flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and anticipation.

      “Go on,” Mor Astrid urged. “You may not stop until you’ve all found your release.”

      With trembling hands, I reached out to part Camille’s thighs. Her newly bare pussy glistened before me, pink and perfect. I felt her warm breath on my own sex and shivered involuntarily.

      My whole body seemed to blush, but somehow I knew that even the lingering soreness from the crone’s strap only represented a flimsy excuse. I wanted to do this for Camille—and, even more, I wanted her to do it for me.

      Slowly, hesitantly, I leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to Camille’s outer lips. She gasped, her hips jerking slightly at the contact. Emboldened by her reaction, I let my tongue dart out, tasting another girl for the first time.

      The flavor was intoxicating—musky and sweet, with a hint of the herbal soap and the soothing oil we’d used earlier. I found myself lapping at her folds with increasing enthusiasm, driven by an instinctive desire to please.

      Suddenly, I felt Camille’s mouth on me, her tongue exploring my most intimate places. I moaned against her pussy, the vibrations causing her to whimper in response. It was a feedback loop of pleasure, each of us spurred on by the other’s reactions.

      Around us, I could hear the sounds of the other girls engaged in similar activities. Soft moans and whimpers filled the air, together with the occasional gasp or cry of pleasure. The steam from the bath seemed to intensify everything, creating a dreamlike atmosphere that made it all feel somehow unreal.

      I lost myself in the sensations, my world narrowing to the taste of Camille on my tongue and the exquisite feeling of her mouth on my sex. My hips began to move of their own accord, grinding against her face as I sought more friction.

      To my shock and a bit to my dismay, I felt my climax building rapidly. The dual sensations of pleasuring Camille and being pleasured by her were overwhelming. My legs began to tremble as the pressure built, a familiar tightening in my lower belly signaling my impending release.

      I redoubled my efforts on Camille’s pussy, determined to bring her over the edge with me. My tongue found her clit, circling and flicking the sensitive bud as I slipped two fingers inside her. She cried out against my folds, her hips bucking wildly.

      “That’s it, girls.” Mor Astrid’s voice cut through the haze of arousal. “Let go. Show your sisters how beautifully you can come.”

      Her words seemed to break the last of my restraint. With a muffled cry, I tumbled over the edge into ecstasy. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me as I shuddered against Camille’s mouth. Almost immediately, I felt her tense and then cry out, her inner walls clenching around my fingers as she found her own release.

      As the aftershocks rolled through me, I became aware of the sounds of the other girls reaching their peaks. Soft cries and whimpers filled the steamy air.

      Slowly, reluctantly, I disentangled myself from Camille. As I sat up, I caught sight of Mor Astrid watching us with an approving smile.

      I felt my face burn with shame and lingering arousal. How could I have enjoyed that so much? How could I be filled with such pride at Mor Astrid’s praise? And yet, I couldn’t deny the warm glow of satisfaction that spread through my body.

      “Now,” Mor Astrid continued, clapping her hands sharply. “It’s time for your first classroom lesson. Dry yourselves and follow me.”
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      Sven

      

      As Mor Astrid led the bed thralls into the classroom, I took my eyes’ fill of their sweet, newly bare fisser. This group of girls displayed exceptional beauty, but I couldn’t help finding Mary the most stunning, especially with her nether hair removed and a little hint of her pink inner lips peeking out from the pale cleft between her thighs.

      “Sit, girls,” I told them. “All of you but Mary. Mary, come here, please, so I can take a look at your cunt and your bottom.”

      “I had to punish her, Herra,” Astrid told me, as Mary came forward to my handsome oak desk, blushing furiously. “And Camille. You’ll see the marks, I imagine. But she and Camille responded well to the strap. You can see the girls’ reward drying on your kneppetøj’s face. She and Camille both came very sweetly.”

      “That’s very nice to hear, Mor,” I told her, nodding. “Thank you as always for all you do for these young women. We will see you in the mead hall?”

      “Yes, Herra,” Astrid answered, bowing her head. “Goodbye, girls. I shall see you soon.”

      Mary had come to stand uncertainly before my desk. I saw her hands tremble against her sides as she met my eyes, clearly wishing she could cover her delectable, firm breasts and her adorable fisse. I stood, and watched the other girls’ eyes go nearly as wide as Mary’s own as they rediscovered the difference between their feminine smallness, as well as their enforced nudity, and their masters’ size and right to clothing.

      I wore my belted Viking shirt and trousers, a mode of dress the girls hadn’t seen before. I glimpsed in Mary’s eyes, as well as the gazes of her new sisters, that the effect desired by those who had forged our customs had been achieved. These lovely, naked young women felt themselves as inhabiting a sort of timeless, magical, mythic space where the masculine domination they needed felt entirely natural—where they could truly enjoy the submission they had always craved.

      I came around my desk slowly, reaching a hand out so that I could place it on Mary’s back and begin to urge her forward over my desk for her inspection.

      “Down, lille en,” I growled. “Show me.”

      My swiftly hardening cock made it easy to concentrate on the here and now, despite the troubling demands of other, more worldly duties. At the back of my mind, though, I had the quick emergency conference call I had just conducted with the leaders of the Groupe Synergistique.

      As I pressed Mary’s lovely breasts against the polished wood of my desk, I replayed the decisions we’d made, wondering whether I truly had in Mary O’Toole the kind of operative, the kind of völva-in-training, I needed for the assignment. I had asserted that to my brothers and to the French and Belgian magnates at the other end of the encrypted connection, certainly.

      Indeed, Mary’s dossier left me in little doubt: her naughty initiative, the vague attempt to seduce her professor that had come from the restlessness of her unfulfilled submissive sexuality—they had placed her in precisely the right place at precisely the right time. From the perspective of the Sons of Odin, at least—and perhaps from the standpoint of saving civilization. If whatever the Pretorian Guard, with the corporate-governmental might of Selecta behind them, were doing in the Arctic posed the sort of threat I suspected… well, the mission on which I meant to send Mary might prove one of the most important things a Viking woman had accomplished in centuries.

      One step at a time—though these steps would have to go much more quickly than I would have preferred.

      “Reach back and spread your bottom cheeks, Mary,” I said sternly. “I told you to show me.”
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      Mary

      

      With a little whimper in my throat, I obeyed my Herra. My face burning with shame, I reached back and spread the little peaches for Sven’s inspection. I could feel his eyes there, an almost-physical pressure like a ghostly version of his fingertip, going over every detail of my freshly shaved pussy and bottom crack—along with the marks left by Mor Astrid’s strap.

      “Very good, lille en,” Sven murmured, his voice low and approving. “Your fisse looks perfect like this—smooth and bare, just as it should be.” His large hand came to rest on my lower back, the heat of his palm searing my skin. “And your little rosebud… still a bit red from last night, I see, and from the cleaning. But it will learn to welcome me more easily with time and training.”

      I shuddered at his words, a confusing mixture of arousal and embarrassment flooding through me. How could I feel this way? How could his praise make me feel so… proud?

      A shudder went through me as I felt Sven’s fingers trail down the cleft of my bottom, pausing to press gently against my tender anus. My embarrassment couldn’t keep me from pushing back slightly against his touch, my body betraying my growing need.

      “Still sensitive, I see,” Sven murmured. “But eager, too. You’re learning well, lille en.”

      His hand moved lower, cupping my bare pussy. I gasped as he slid a finger between my folds, finding me already slick with arousal.

      “My, my,” he chuckled. “It seems the morning’s activities have left you quite worked up. Did you enjoy tasting your sister’s cunt, Mary? Did it excite you to have Camille’s tongue on your little fisse?”

      I whimpered, unable to form words. How could I admit that yes, I had enjoyed it? That the taste of Camille on my tongue and the feel of her mouth on me had driven me to heights of pleasure I’d never imagined?

      “Answer me, Mary,” Sven commanded, his voice stern.

      “Y-yes, Herra,” I whispered, my face burning with shame. “I… I liked it.”

      “Good girl,” Sven praised, his finger circling my clit teasingly. “Honesty is important. You must never lie to your master.”

      I moaned softly as he continued to work me, my hips moving of their own accord to seek more friction. Behind me, I could hear the other girls shifting in their seats, their breathing quickening as they watched my degradation.

      Suddenly, Sven withdrew his hand. “Stand up and turn around,” he ordered.

      I obeyed, my legs shaky as I faced him. Sven’s blue eyes bored into mine, dark with lust.

      “You’ve pleased me this morning, Mary,” he said. “But now it’s time for your first lesson. Take your seat with the others.”

      On unsteady legs, I made my way back to the empty chair, acutely aware of my nakedness and the wetness between my thighs. As I sat down, I couldn’t help but notice the other girls’ flushed faces and wide eyes. They had watched everything, seen my submission and my shameful arousal.

      Sven moved to stand at the front of the small classroom. His presence seemed to fill the space, commanding our attention completely.

      “Girls,” he began, his deep voice resonating through the room. “Welcome to your first lesson as operatives of the Sons of Odin. Today, we will begin to explore the rich history and mythology that forms the foundation of our order.”

      I blinked in surprise. This wasn’t what I had expected at all. As Sven began his lecture on Norse mythology, I found myself drawn in despite my confusion and lingering arousal. His words painted vivid pictures of gods and giants, of cosmic trees and epic battles. I listened, captivated, as he spoke of Odin’s sacrifice, hanging himself from Yggdrasil to gain the wisdom of the runes. I thought of the flashes of the enormous tree that I’d had when Sven had forced my orgasms upon me, and wondered: surely a connection existed. Had I somehow seen the world tree itself?

      “The runes,” Sven said, his blue eyes intense as they swept over us, “are not just an alphabet. They are a system of magic, a way of understanding and influencing the very fabric of reality.”

      I blinked, looking around the room at my new sisters. I saw a wide variety of reactions: Camille seemed just as skeptical as I would have expected, while Sophie had a smile on her face that seemed to say she had known all along… all the young-adult novels of magic and mystery she, just like me, must have read had just come to life.

      Sven turned to the blackboard behind him, picking up a piece of chalk. With quick, sure strokes, he drew a series of angular symbols.

      “These,” he continued, “are the Elder Futhark runes. Each has a name, a sound, and a meaning. But more than that, each represents a concept, a force in the universe that can be harnessed by those who understand its true nature.”

      I leaned forward, involuntarily fascinated. This was so far beyond anything I had learned in Sven’s university classes. My master’s lesson for his and his brothers’ bed thralls seemed to go deeper, to touch on something primal and powerful.

      “Now don’t mistake me, girls,” my Herra said. “I’m not talking about wizardry and witchcraft.”

      I glanced again at the rest of the class. Camille and Sophie had practically changed faces: the former now wore an interested—fascinated, almost—expression, while the latter seemed dissatisfied, as if hoping Sven would reveal that the magic he meant was even better than wizardry and witchcraft—sorcery, perhaps.

      “The magic I mean,” he continued, though, “is something that happens in the spirit, with long study. The runes do not bend reality; it is you, girls, who will bend reality in the world, through the skills you gain, both mental and physical.

      “For example,” Sven said, pointing to one of the symbols, “this is Uruz. It represents the aurochs, the wild ox. But it also embodies strength, untamed potential, and the masculine principle.” His gaze lingered on me as he spoke, and I felt a shiver run down my spine. “In our work, we often use Uruz to invoke the raw, primal energy of masculinity. You may find it surprising, but this we includes you, girls. At moments when you need more strength, Uruz will be your guide.”

      He moved to the next symbol. “And this is Berkana. The birch tree. It represents fertility, new beginnings, and the feminine principle. Together, Uruz and Berkana form a powerful combination—the union of masculine and feminine energies. In the field, to invoke these runes can clear the mind for a new beginning, a new solution to a problem.”

      In the field—as the strange kind of operative my master had mentioned? Völva—was that the word? As Sven continued his lecture, I found myself hanging on every word. Despite the strangeness of the situation—my nakedness, the lingering ache between my legs, the memory of what had transpired in the bathing chamber—I found myself genuinely engrossed in the lesson.

      Sven’s voice took on a more serious tone as he moved on to discuss the role of women in Viking society. “Contrary to popular belief,” he said, “women in Norse culture held significant power and respect. They were the keepers of the household, yes, but also of sacred knowledge. The völva, or seeress, was a figure of great importance, consulted by kings and commoners alike.”

      He paused, his gaze sweeping over us once more. “You girls,” he said softly, “have the potential to become modern-day völur. Through your submission, through the sacred union of masculine and feminine, and through your diligent study, you will gain access to knowledge and even to your own kind of power.”

      I felt a thrill run through me at his words. Was this what he had meant by becoming an operative? Was there truly some greater purpose to all this?

      “Yggdrasil,” Sven said, his voice taking on a reverent tone, “is the cosmic tree that connects the nine worlds of Norse cosmology. Its roots delve deep into the underworld, while its branches reach up to the heavens. But more than just a mythological construct, Yggdrasil represents the interconnectedness of all things—all life, all culture, all of humanity.”

      He turned to the blackboard once more, sketching out a simple yet evocative image of a great tree. As he drew, he continued speaking, his words painting vivid pictures in my mind.

      “Imagine, if you will, the trunk of Yggdrasil as the core of human civilization. The roots represent our past, our history, the foundations upon which we’ve built our world. The branches are the various cultures, belief systems, and ways of life that have sprung from that common source, and the futures we shape together as a species.”

      Sven’s hand moved deftly across the board, adding detail to his drawing. I watched, mesmerized, as the tree took shape before my eyes. He added small figures at various points—some climbing the trunk, others perched on branches, still others tending to the roots.

      “Now, girls,” he said, turning back to face us, “I want you to understand your role in this grand cosmic drama. As völur and operatives of the Sons of Odin, you are the caretakers of Yggdrasil. It is your sacred duty to water this tree, to prune its branches when necessary, and to ensure its continued growth and health, even as at times you may, in your prophetic minds, travel its branches.”

      I felt a shiver run through me at his words. The weight of responsibility they implied was both terrifying and exhilarating.

      “But Herra,” I heard myself say, surprising even myself with my boldness, “how can we possibly do that? We’re just… we’re just… you know… girls.”

      Sven’s blue eyes fixed on me, and I felt the full force of his attention like a physical touch. “Ah, Mary,” he said, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth, “you are far more than ‘just girls.’ None of you was chosen at random.”

      He began to pace slowly in front of us, his powerful presence filling the room. “You see, civilization as we know it is in a state of collapse. The old structures are crumbling, the old ways failing. But in this chaos, there is opportunity. An opportunity to guide the course of human development, to shape the future of our species. That opportunity belongs to you as much as it does to us, your masters.”
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      Mary

      

      Half an hour later, Sven led us from the classroom to what I knew immediately as the mead hall. I could see the contrast between how the vast cavern of the ritual chamber, with its ship, might embody the sea, while this one—not as big, but more ornately crafted—surely represented the world of the Vikings ashore.

      As soon as we entered, a voice rang out from a door at the side.

      “Come, you lazy girls! Enough of your pleasures; it is time to serve your men!”

      “That’s Mor Inge,” Sven told us. “Hurry up and get into the kitchen. Mor Inge can be even stricter than Mor Astrid, with naughty girls.”

      My eyes hardly had time to take in the grand space as I scurried in the direction of the scolding voice. I saw a high vaulted ceiling supported by massive wooden beams, and I thought I could make out upon them the same sorts of carving I had seen in so many other places. For the first time, I noticed what must be some of the very runes Sven had lectured us about, alongside the stylized pictures of gods, heroes, and women at the feet of both. Tapestries adorned the walls here as well, as in my master’s house, seeming to depict a single battle in different phases: longships full of warriors, Vikings storming a beach, a melee with armored knights, a final scene of bloody triumph as the Norsemen carried away their human plunder.

      The closer I got to the kitchen, though, the more I found myself distracted by the scent in the air, of wood smoke and roasted meat. My mouth began to water; my apprehension couldn’t stop my hunger.

      Mor Inge, a stern-faced woman with steel-gray hair pulled back in a severe braid, stood by a large hearth. The flames cast dancing shadows across her weathered features as she fixed us with a disapproving glare. “Hurry now, girls,” she barked. “You must learn to wait upon your masters at table.”

      We shuffled forward. I couldn’t help but feel yet again acutely aware of my nakedness in this grand setting. Mor Inge led us to a row of wooden tables laden with steaming pots and bowls. The rich aroma of stewed meat mingled with the earthy scent of freshly baked bread and the sweetness of ripe apples and plums.

      “Pay attention,” Mor Inge commanded, her voice sharp. She lifted the lid from one of the pots, releasing a cloud of fragrant steam. “This is your masters’ breakfast. You will serve them with grace and efficiency.”

      She demonstrated how to ladle the thick stew onto wooden trenchers, arranging slices of dark bread and chunks of apple alongside it. “Take care not to spill,” she warned. “Your masters expect perfection.”

      With trembling hands, I picked up a trencher and began to fill it, trying to mimic Mor Inge’s precise movements. The weight of the wooden plate felt strange in my hands, so different from the modern dishes I was used to. I arranged the food carefully, acutely aware of Mor Inge’s critical gaze.

      As I worked, I couldn’t help but marvel at the ingredients before me. The stew was rich with chunks of meat and root vegetables, seasoned with herbs I didn’t recognize. The bread was hearty and dense, still warm from the oven. The apples glistened in wooden bowls, their skins perfectly smooth and unblemished.

      “Hurry now,” Mor Inge urged, her voice tinged with impatience. “Your masters await. When you have brought their trenchers, you will return for their mead.”

      I glanced nervously at the other girls, seeing my own uncertainty reflected in their eyes. Camille’s jaw was set in a determined line, while Sophie’s fingers trembled slightly as she arranged fruit on her trencher. Together, we made our way back into the main hall, each carrying a loaded plate.

      As we entered the main hall with our full trenchers, I let out a soft gasp at the sight before me. The Sons of Odin sat at a long wooden table, its surface polished to a high sheen. Each Viking warrior had a high-backed chair, ornately carved with more of the runes and symbols I now recognized from Sven’s lesson.

      But what made my heart race was the sight of the low, padded stools placed beside each chair. These, I realized with a mixture of apprehension and excitement, were meant for us.

      I approached Sven hesitantly, my eyes fixed on the rough surface of his trencher to avoid spilling its contents. As I set it before him, I caught a glimpse of his face—his blue eyes sparkled with approval, and the corner of his mouth quirked up in a small smile. That tiny gesture of praise sent a shiver of pleasure through me.

      I turned and hurried back to the hearth-kitchen, where with a long finger and a stern expression Mor Inge indicated a keg. Below it, on a shelf, sat six carved wooden goblets, the meaning of the runes on them obscure to me. I reached out, my lower lip caught between my teeth, only to have Mor Inge’s voice ring out and confirm that I had done it wrong.

      “Not that one, little whore,” she said scornfully. “That’s Aksel’s goblet. Do you not even know your master’s name, and he the Overherra?”

      “I… I…” I stammered, much too aware that Mor Inge had a strap hanging at her waist just like Mor Astrid’s.

      “It’s that one,” she said, pointing. “Sven, Erik, Henrik, Aksel, Lars, Jens.” She went rapidly through the cups, so quickly that I felt lucky to have grasped which one belonged to my own Herra. I did my best to memorize the four runes on the cup as I held it in both shaking hands while Mor Inge opened the tap to let the golden fluid flow.

      I turned back toward the table and began to carry the goblet, suddenly conscious of a strange feeling of importance. Cupbearers. They were important, weren’t they? Behind me I heard the other girls whispering about whose drinking vessel belonged to whom, and then Mor Inge, her tone exasperated, repeating the list minus my master’s name. I concentrated on not spilling a drop of mead as I crossed the floor until at last I could set Sven’s goblet before him.

      “Kneel, lille en,” my master murmured, his voice low enough that only I could hear. I sank to my knees on the padded stool beside him, acutely aware of my nakedness in contrast to the Vikings’ rich attire. The soft cushion was a small mercy against the hard stone floor, but the position left me feeling utterly abased.

      As I should be, whispered a voice in my head. I belong to the Overherra, and I have pledged to serve him.

      No, another said, remembering what Camille had said in the bath. Wait.

      Around me, I could hear the soft rustle of movement as the other girls took their places beside their masters. Camille’s face was a mask of forced neutrality as she knelt beside Erik, while Sophie seemed almost eager to assume her position at Aksel’s feet.

      Once we were all in place, Sven rose to his feet, his powerful presence commanding immediate attention. He raised his ornate goblet, its surface polished with much use. The hall fell silent, every eye fixed on our leader.

      “Brothers,” Sven’s voice rang out, deep and resonant. “And you, our newly claimed thralls. Let us remember the lessons of this morning.”

      His gaze swept over us girls, and I felt a flush creep up my neck under his scrutiny.

      “Recall the world tree, Yggdrasil,” he continued. “Its roots delve deep into the past, while its branches reach toward the future. We, the Sons of Odin, are the guardians of this cosmic tree. And you, our völur in training, are now part of this sacred duty.”

      I shivered at his words, remembering the weight of responsibility he had placed upon us in our lesson.

      “As you kneel here,” Sven’s voice grew softer, more intimate, “remember the runes we discussed. Uruz, the primal masculine force. Berkana, the nurturing feminine principle. Here at this table, you embody the union of these forces. The feminine serving the masculine, and the masculine replying with grace and mercy.”

      Sven raised the goblet to his lips and took a long sip, his throat working as he swallowed the golden mead. He sat back down into his chair, looking around the table with clear approval of what he saw. Then, to my surprise, he lowered the cup to my mouth.

      “Drink, lille en,” he murmured.

      I parted my lips, allowing him to tip the goblet slightly. The sweet, honeyed liquid flowed over my tongue, its taste unlike anything I’d experienced before. It was rich and complex, with hints of fruit and spices I couldn’t identify. The alcohol burned pleasantly as I swallowed, warmth spreading through my chest.

      Sven set the goblet down and turned his attention to the trencher before him. He tore off a chunk of the dense, dark bread and dipped it into the savory stew. The aroma made my mouth water as he brought the morsel to his lips and took a bite. Then, to my astonishment, he held out the remaining piece to me.

      “Open,” he commanded softly.

      I obeyed without hesitation, allowing him to place the bread on my tongue. The flavors were very welcome in my mouth after such a long fast: the earthy richness of the bread, the complex spices of the stew, all mingling together in a symphony of taste. As I chewed, I felt a wave of emotion wash over me.

      This act of being fed by my master’s hand was profoundly intimate. It emphasized my dependence on him, my subservience, in a way that even the sexual acts we’d shared hadn’t quite managed. And yet, instead of feeling demeaned or angry, I felt… cherished. Protected. Cared for.

      I glanced around the table, wondering if the other girls were experiencing similar emotions. My eyes landed on Camille, kneeling beside Erik. Her face was flushed, her breathing slightly uneven as Erik held a piece of fruit to her lips. Despite the troubled furrow of her brow, I could see the way her body leaned toward him, the unconscious tilt of her head as she accepted the morsel from his fingers.

      Even Camille, fierce and defiant Camille, seemed affected by this ritual. I watched as she swallowed, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment as if savoring not just the taste, but the entire experience.

      Amélie, Sophie, Yvette, and Fleur all seemed to be in various states of blissful surrender. Sophie’s eyes shone with adoration as she gazed up at Aksel, while Amélie’s cheeks were pink with what looked like pleasure and embarrassment in equal measure.

      I turned back to Sven, finding his intense blue eyes fixed on me. He smiled, a small, private expression that made my heart race.

      “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice pitched low.

      As the meal progressed, I found myself falling into a rhythm with Sven. When his goblet ran low, I would rise gracefully to my feet, go to the keg, and carefully refill his cup under Mor Inge’s watchful eye. Each time I did so, he would reward me with a gentle caress or a morsel of food from his own hand.

      The fare was simpler than what I was accustomed to, but hearty and satisfying. The stew’s meat, slightly chewy, had a flavor I’d never known—venison, I thought, perhaps—and the root vegetables nearly melted on my tongue. The bread was as dense as it looked, and chewy, with a slightly sour taste that complemented the savory stew perfectly.

      Sven alternated between feeding me bites from his own trencher and allowing me small sips of mead from his goblet. The sweet, honeyed alcohol warmed me from the inside out, making my head spin pleasantly. I found myself leaning ever further into his touch, craving his approval with an intensity that both thrilled and frightened me.

      The meal seemed to stretch on for hours, yet I found myself wishing it would never end. I found something profoundly satisfying about serving my master in this way, about being fed and cared for like a cherished pet. The voice of resistance had not faded entirely, but the good food and drink, and the care the Sons of Odin showed for their bed thralls, lulled it to a drowse, if not asleep.

      Finally, as the last of the food disappeared from the trenchers and the mead ran low in the goblets, Sven pushed back his chair and stood. The other Vikings followed suit, their powerful bodies looming over us kneeling girls.

      “Brothers,” Sven’s voice rang out, “I believe it’s time for our thralls to have their dessert.”

      A ripple of anticipation ran through me at his words. Sven’s large hand cupped my chin, tilting my face up to meet his gaze. His eyes were dark with desire, and I felt an answering heat pool low in my belly.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 15

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Mary

      

      As Sven turned his chair to face me, I felt my heart begin to race. His powerful hands moved to the laces of his trousers, and I watched with a mixture of anticipation and nervousness as he slowly undid them. The rough fabric parted, revealing his massive cock, already half-hard and growing rapidly.

      “Open your mouth, lille en,” Sven commanded softly.

      My face burned, but I obeyed without hesitation, my lips parting as I tilted my head back slightly. Sven’s hand came to rest on the back of my head, guiding me forward until the tip of his cock brushed against my lips. The musky scent of him filled my nostrils, and I felt a rush of heat between my thighs.

      “That’s it,” Sven murmured as I took him into my mouth. “Use your tongue, just like I taught you.”

      I swirled my tongue around the head of his cock, savoring the salty taste of him. As I began to bob my head, taking him deeper with each movement, I heard similar sounds from around the table. The other girls had begun to pleasure their masters in the same way, the air filled with soft grunts and growled encouragements.

      Sven’s hand tightened in my hair as he began to thrust urgently into my mouth. I relaxed my muscles, trying to take him as deep as I could. My eyes watered slightly as he hit the back of my throat, but I was determined to please him.

      “Good girl,” Sven groaned, his voice thick with pleasure. “You’re learning so quickly. Take the pik now.”

      His praise sent a thrill through me, and I redoubled my efforts to make my mouth enjoyable. His fingers twined in my hair to keep my face in place for his fucking. I could feel Sven’s thighs tensing beneath me; a sign, I thought, that he was close to his release. His breathing grew ragged, and his hips began to move more insistently. Suddenly, his hand clamped down on the back of my head, holding me in place as he thrust deep into my throat.

      “Swallow it all, lille en,” he growled.

      Hot spurts of his seed flooded my mouth, and I swallowed reflexively, trying to take it all as he had commanded. Some escaped, trickling down my chin, but I continued to suck and lick until Sven’s grip on my hair loosened and he gently pulled me off his softening cock.

      As I caught my breath, I became aware of the sounds around me. Grunts and moans of pleasure filled the air as the other Vikings found their release in their thralls’ mouths. I glanced to my side and saw Camille, her eyes closed in concentration as Erik’s hips jerked erratically. Sophie made soft, whimpering noises around Aksel’s thick shaft.

      Then I gasped as Sven pulled me up into his lap, his strong arms encircling me. My bare skin tingled where it pressed against the rough fabric of his clothing. His large hand cupped my breast, thumb brushing over my nipple and sending jolts of pleasure through me.

      “Such a good girl,” Sven murmured in my ear, his beard tickling my neck. “You pleased me so well. Now it’s time for your second dessert.”

      His other hand slid down my belly to cup my freshly shaved mound. I whimpered as his fingers parted my folds, finding me already slick with arousal. Sven chuckled softly.

      “So wet for me already,” he said. “Your little fisse knows who it belongs to, doesn’t it?”

      “Yes, Herra,” I breathed, my hips rocking against his hand instinctively.

      Sven’s fingers moved with such skill that it made me feel faint. He circled my clit until I sobbed before he dipped two digits inside me, as if to remind me that his massive manhood had been the one to open my pussy for men to take their pleasure there. I moaned, my head falling back against his broad chest as waves of delicious warmth washed over me.

      Around the table, I could hear similar sounds: every bed thrall, it seemed, had earned a reward. Camille’s breathy cries rang out as Erik’s fingers worked between her thighs. Yvette was practically purring under Lars’ attentions, while Amélie whimpered and squirmed in Henrik’s lap. The air was thick with the scent of arousal and the sounds of ecstasy.

      Sven’s fingers moved faster, his thumb pressing against my clit as two thick digits pumped in and out of me. The sheer sensory stimulation overwhelmed my mind. The need inside me built rapidly, alongside the pleasure that answered it. My thighs began to tremble as I approached my peak.

      “Come for me, lille en,” Sven growled in my ear. “Let everyone hear how well your Herra pleases you.”

      His words pushed me over the edge. I cried out, my back arching as intense waves of pleasure crashed over me. My slick sheath clenched rhythmically around Sven’s fingers as he continued to stroke me through my orgasm.

      And my inner senses… the sound of the wind again, and the sight of tangled branches… I tried not to draw back, as I realized I had done before, confronted by the strange vision. For a moment, I seemed to hover, then to move forward, propelled by some unseen power. I could almost see, as if each leaf of the tree embodied a tiny picture of a thing that might happen—minuscule, but if I could zoom in, magnify it, I knew it would show me as much detail as my mind could handle… perhaps even more…

      And then it was all gone and I was back in my Herra’s lap, tightly held and gently kissed.

      As I came down from that strange high, I became aware of the other girls reaching their own orgasms. Camille’s voice rang out in a strangled cry of pleasure, while Sophie’s climax was marked by a series of high-pitched whimpers. Fleur let out a long, low moan as she shuddered in Jens’ arms.

      For several moments, the hall was filled with the sound of heavy breathing as we all recovered. I felt boneless and satiated in Sven’s lap, his arms still wrapped securely around me. He pressed another gentle kiss to my temple before he drew his head back to address the whole table.

      “Well done, girls,” Sven’s voice rang out. “You’ve pleased us greatly this morning. Now, you will clean up the hall, and then you will have an hour of free time before your next lesson.”

      As we began to clear the table, I caught Camille’s eye. A silent understanding passed between us—we would find a way to talk during our free time. My heart raced with nervous anticipation as I gathered the empty trenchers, careful not to let my expression betray my thoughts.

      The cleanup process was efficient, but thorough. We scrubbed the long wooden table until it gleamed, the intricate carvings along its edge coming to life under our ministrations. The scent of lemon and herbs filled the air as we worked, replacing the lingering aromas of our masters’ breakfast. By the time we received Mor Inge’s grudging approval, it almost began to seem normal for six naked girls to clean up a subterranean Viking mead hall.

      As we finished our tasks, Mor Astrid had appeared in the doorway. Her stern gaze swept over us now that Mor Inge had proclaimed herself satisfied, assessing our work with a critical eye. Mor Astrid nodded curtly. “Come along, girls,” she commanded. “It’s time for your rest period. Thank Mor Inge for teaching you how to serve your masters.”

      I blushed as I thought of what Mor Inge had seen as the other girls and I had taken the cocks of the Sons of Odin between our lips and then screamed out our pleasure. I couldn’t meet the older woman’s eye as I murmured, like my new sisters, “Thank you, Mor.”

      We followed Mor Astrid through winding stone corridors, our bare feet quiet on the cool floor. The flickering torches cast dancing shadows on the roughhewn walls of the passageway. I tried to memorize our route, noting each turn and landmark, but the underground complex seemed to shift and change with every step.

      Finally, we arrived at a heavy wooden door. Mor Astrid pushed it open, revealing a cozy chamber beyond. “Welcome to the Hall of Rest,” she announced. “You will spend your free time here.”

      The room was unexpectedly inviting. Plush rugs covered the stone floor, their intricate patterns reminiscent of the knot work I’d seen throughout the complex. Comfortable-looking chairs and low couches were arranged in small groupings, perfect for quiet conversation or solitary reflection. Bookshelves lined one wall, filled with an eclectic mix of ancient tomes and modern paperbacks.

      In one corner, a chess table stood ready, its carved pieces glinting in the warm light of oil lamps. Near the opposite wall, I spotted a shelf filled with board games and puzzles. It was a strange juxtaposition—this cozy, almost normal-seeming space existing within the heart of our captors’ underground lair.

      Mor Astrid made her way to a desk in the corner, and settled herself there, her sharp eyes never leaving us as we hesitantly explored the room.

      “You may read, play games, or engage in quiet conversation,” she informed us. “But remember, girls—I will tolerate no talk of discontent.”

      I caught Camille’s eye and nodded subtly toward the chess table. We made our way over, trying to appear casual as we settled into the chairs on either side of the board. I picked up a white pawn, turning it over in my fingers as I considered how to begin our conversation without arousing Mor Astrid’s suspicion.

      “So,” I said, pitching my voice just loud enough to be heard across the table, “do you want to be white or black?”

      Camille shrugged, her dark eyes darting briefly to Mor Astrid before meeting mine again. “White, I suppose,” she murmured.

      I set up the pieces, my hands trembling slightly as I arranged the delicate carved figures on the board. The pieces were beautifully made, each one a miniature work of art. The kings bore a striking resemblance to Sven and Erik, while the queens had an otherworldly, Valkyrie-like quality to them.

      As Camille made her opening move, she leaned in slightly. “I think I could find my way back to where we came in,” she whispered, her lips barely moving.

      My heart raced at her words. I moved a pawn forward, trying to keep my face neutral. “Are you sure?” I breathed, not daring to look up from the board.

      Camille nodded almost imperceptibly as she considered her next move. “I’ve been paying attention to the layout,” she murmured. “I’m pretty sure I could retrace our steps.”

      I felt a surge of hope, quickly tempered by caution. “But then what?” I whispered, moving my knight. “Do you know how to get out from there?”

      Camille’s face fell slightly as she captured one of my pawns. “No,” she admitted softly. “They brought me in a van, just like you. I was wearing a hood the whole time.”

      I bit my lip, considering our options. The chess game provided a perfect cover for our whispered conversation, the soft click of pieces on the board masking our hushed voices.

      “Even if we could get out,” I murmured, “where would we go? We don’t even know where we are.”

      Camille’s brow furrowed as she contemplated her next move, both on the board and in our potential escape plan. “I’m not sure,” she admitted. “But anywhere has to be better than here, right?”

      I found myself hesitating, memories of Sven’s gentle touches and proud smiles flashing through my mind. “I… I don’t know,” I whispered, shocked at my own uncertainty.

      Camille looked up sharply, her dark eyes searching my face. “Mary,” she hissed, “don’t tell me you’re starting to believe their nonsense about saving civilization.”

      I felt my cheeks flush with shame. “No, of course not,” I said quickly, though a small part of me wondered if that was entirely true.

      Camille’s face suddenly changed, her brow furrowing as she stared down at the chessboard. I could see the internal struggle playing out in her eyes, her defiance of the moment before weakened by my revelation that I had doubts, too.

      “Mary,” she whispered, her voice barely audible, “I… I suppose… I’m not sure, either. That I want to run away, anyway. I’m sure I don’t want to just… give in, though.”

      I felt my cheeks flush hot with a mixture of relief and shame. “Me neither,” I admitted, my voice equally soft.

      Camille looked up at me, her dark eyes filled with confusion and a hint of fear. “What’s happening to us?” she murmured. “Yesterday, all I wanted was to escape. But now…”

      She trailed off, glancing around the cozy room. I followed her gaze, taking in the warm glow of the oil lamps, the inviting softness of the rugs beneath our feet. Naked and captive though we were, I couldn’t deny the strange sense of comfort I felt here.

      “I know,” I whispered back. “It’s like… like I’m starting to forget what life was like before. Like this is becoming normal somehow.”

      Camille nodded, her fingers absently tracing the intricate carving on her queen piece. “And the way they treat us,” she continued, her voice thick with emotion. “It’s not what I expected. They’re cruel sometimes, yes, but also…”

      “Tender,” I finished for her, remembering the gentle way Sven had fed me at breakfast, the pride in his eyes when I pleased him.

      We sat in silence for a moment, the weight of our confessions hanging heavy between us. Then Camille’s eyes hardened slightly, a flash of her old defiance returning.

      “It must be Stockholm Syndrome,” she said firmly, though I could hear the doubt in her voice. “That has to be it. We’re starting to identify with our captors, to see them as protectors instead of abusers.”

      I nodded eagerly, grasping at this explanation like a lifeline. “Yes, that makes sense,” I agreed. “We can’t trust our feelings right now. They’re… they’re not real.”

      But even as I said the words, I felt a pang in my chest. The warmth that spread through me when Sven praised me, the sense of belonging I felt kneeling at his feet—could that all be just a psychological response to trauma?

      “You’re right,” I said, trying to inject conviction into my voice. “We need to stay alert, to be ready to resist when the time is right.”

      Camille leaned in closer, her eyes intense. “Exactly,” she whispered. “We can’t let ourselves be lulled into complacency. We have to remember who we really are, what our lives were like before all this.”

      I nodded, but found myself struggling to recall the details of my old life. The memory of my dorm room, my classes, my friends—it all seemed hazy and distant, like a dream.
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      Sven

      

      I stood before the girls, their naked forms presenting a highly enjoyable contrast to the ancient stone walls of our classroom. As I began my lecture, I couldn’t help but let my gaze linger on Mary. Her emerald eyes were wide with curiosity, her red hair cascading over her pale shoulders. A swell of affection rose in my chest, along with the pressing question of whether she might be one of the girls we must send on the crucial mission to the Arctic that had begun to take shape over the last few hours.

      “This afternoon,” I began, my voice echoing in the chamber, “we will discuss the true purpose of the Sons of Odin. But first, we must understand the forces we stand against.” I paused, watching their reactions carefully. “Let us speak of Selecta.”

      Mary’s head snapped up, her brow furrowing in confusion. I knew this would catch her off guard, coming from a Selecta college as she did. The other girls leaned forward, equally intrigued.

      “You surely know Selecta,” I continued, pacing slowly before them, “as one of the two or three most powerful and influential megacorps on the planet. Mary, as an American—and a student at a Selecta college—you know them as the maker of everything from your textbooks to your toothbrush. Even the rest of you, often without knowing, have sent your hard-earned euros to Selecta’s less-visible European subsidiaries.”

      I could see I had their attention, if only because none of them had expected their first lessons in the nature of their new life would involve a lecture about corporate domination. I paused, unable to stifle my professor’s love of a dramatic intellectual revelation.

      “What you don’t know, girls, is that Selecta was founded by the Institute, an organization dedicated to training young, submissive women as concubines for the wealthy and powerful.” I watched as shock and disbelief flickered across their faces. “Nor do you know that Selecta’s true purpose runs far deeper. They are, in fact, closely tied to another group—a secret society known as the Pretorian Guard that is also the most powerful extra-governmental intelligence agency in the world.”

      I moved to the blackboard and picked up a piece of chalk. On the slate I put Institute at the top, and then Selecta below. To the right side I wrote Pretorian Guard. I drew double-tipped arrows among the three entities. “The Pretorian Guard, as far as we can tell, claims to share our ideals, to be dedicated to preserving civilization. But their methods and their goals are far more… insidious even than those of the Institute and Selecta.”

      I turned back to face the girls, my eyes seeking out Mary’s. Her gaze was intense, a mixture of confusion and dawning comprehension. “You see, the Guard’s true aim is to dominate the world’s energy markets. They seek not preservation, but control.”

      A little murmur rippled through the group. Camille’s eyes narrowed skeptically, while Sophie nodded as if she’d suspected something like this all along. Mary, my clever Mary, seemed to be piecing things together in her mind.

      “How do we know this?” I asked rhetorically, a small smile playing at the corners of my mouth. “Thanks to our partners, the Groupe Synergistique.” I let that sink in for a moment before continuing. “They are a loose network of wealthy men, all of them French or francophone—Belgians, Luxembourgers, Swiss. They have aligned themselves with us through the shared desire to be left alone. Unlike the Guard, they, and we of the Sons of Odin, have no desire to dominate beyond our own sphere. Our goal is simply to preserve our civilization for ourselves and our descendants, without imposing it on others.”

      I moved closer to the girls, my voice dropping to a more intimate tone. “But the Guard’s aggressive tactics have forced our hand. We’ve had to develop matching capabilities—including our partnership with the Groupe, but also including our own assets. And that, my dear potential völur, is where you come in.”

      Mary’s eyes widened, a flash of understanding crossing her face. I felt a surge of pride at her quick mind.

      “You were chosen not just for your beauty and your submissive nature, girls, but also for your innate mental ability. This is what we mean when we say you will be our operatives, as well as our bed thralls and our völur.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Mary

      

      I felt my heart begin to race as I listened to Sven’s words, an inextricable mix of apprehension, pride, and affection swirling within me. His storm-blue eyes seemed to see right through me, and I couldn’t help but feel a thrill of excitement at the idea that I had been chosen not just for my body, but for my mind as well.

      My Herra’s deep voice resonated through the chamber as he continued, “There’s another aspect of the screening we conducted when we chose you, my dear völur.” He paused, his gaze sweeping over each of us. “We verified that your needs include being used by strangers.”

      I felt my face flush hot with shame and arousal at his words. How could he know such a thing? And yet, as I thought back to the night of our ‘ritual voyage,’ I couldn’t deny the truth of his statement.

      “You only need to think back to your body’s responses during your voyage last night,” Sven said, as if reading my thoughts. “Remember how it felt to be fucked by six different men on that rowing bench.”

      The memory flooded my senses, so vivid I could almost feel the rough wood against my skin, smell the musky scent of sweat and arousal, hear the grunts and moans of pleasure. I recalled how, despite my fear and confusion, my body had responded with undeniable enthusiasm to each new cock that filled me.

      I glanced around at the other girls, seeing similar expressions of shock and embarrassment on their faces. Camille’s jaw was clenched tight, but I could see a telltale flush creeping down her neck. Sophie’s eyes were glazed over, lost in the memory.

      I… I can’t argue with that. To my dismay, even the voice of reason brought itself into line with Sven’s words. The internal admission sent a jolt of arousal through me, making my nipples tighten and my pussy throb with need.

      But… The rational corner of my brain whispered an urgent contradiction. I can decide what to do about it, can’t I? Do needs have to be met?

      Sven’s eyes locked onto mine, a knowing smile playing at the corners of his mouth, before he turned to address all of us. “Your bodies know what they need, even if your minds struggle to accept it.”

      He began to pace again, his powerful presence commanding our full attention. “Some of you will soon be sent into the field,” he continued. “Part of your mission will involve the seduction of dominant men. We have told you that you belong to each of us, and that here in our halls your individual masters retain certain essential rights—the sole right to your bottom holes, and the sole right to come in your fisse. When you go into the field, however, other men will of necessity trespass on those rights, as you perform your missions of seduction.”

      My breath caught in my throat at his words. Seduction? Of strangers? The idea both terrified and, distressingly, excited me. The thought that Sven would let men I didn’t know use me in contravention of his ownership, for the sake of saving the world, made my heart skip a beat. I couldn’t discover, in my mind and my heart, whether I detested the idea or loved it despite myself.

      “The Pretorian Guard, like the Institute and Selecta, is organized around the same patriarchal, traditional gender roles as the Sons of Odin,” Sven explained. “The girls sent into the field will attempt to become the fuck toys of Pretorian Guard agents in order to gather intelligence. As I said, they will use you in every way, and before you leave on a mission you will receive time-release birth control medication.”

      I swallowed hard, my mind reeling with the implications. My cheeks burned as vivid fantasies flooded my mind unbidden. I imagined myself on my knees before a stern-faced man in an expensive suit, his hand fisted in my hair as he guided my mouth onto his cock. In another flash, I saw myself bent over a desk, skirt hiked up around my waist as a different man pounded into me from behind. My body responded helplessly to these images, a rush of wetness suddenly threatening to coat my inner thighs.

      Ashamed and aroused in equal measure, I snuck a glance at Camille. Her face was flushed, her breathing slightly uneven. Our eyes met for a brief moment, and I saw my own inner conflict reflected in her dark gaze. It helped, if only a little, to see that she too had to grapple with unwanted desires—that her body, like mine, betrayed her mind’s resistance.

      Sven’s deep voice drew my attention back to the front of the room. “Those of you not immediately sent into the field will learn to assist us with data analysis of signals intelligence,” he explained.

      I blinked, trying to focus on his words rather than the lingering fantasies. Data analysis? It seemed so mundane compared to the seduction missions he had just described. And yet, a small part of me felt relieved at the thought of a less dangerous assignment. Surely I would be a data analyst—my Herra wouldn’t part with me, would he?

      “You will be trained in advanced cryptography, pattern recognition, and data mining techniques,” Sven continued. “Your natural intelligence, combined with our training, will make you invaluable assets in our fight against the Pretorian Guard.”

      I found myself leaning forward slightly, intrigued. This sounded more like the academic pursuits I had always excelled at. My thoughts were interrupted as Sven’s tone grew more serious. “Usually, we take more time to determine which operatives are assigned to which duties,” he said, his blue eyes scanning our faces. “But an urgent mission is waiting, and two of you will have to go into the field in the next few days.”

      I felt my heart begin to race, a mixture of excitement and fear coursing through me. Would I be chosen, despite my belonging to the Overherra? Did I want to be chosen? Contradictory emotions left me feeling dizzy and unsettled.

      “So now, girls, you will be taken to the training hall,” Sven announced. “There, we will conduct a trial to determine which of you are ready to be sent into the field.”

      I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. Whatever this trial entailed, I felt sure it would push us to our limits—both physically and mentally. As I rose to follow Sven out of the classroom, I caught Camille’s eye once more. The determined set of her jaw told me she was steeling herself for whatever lay ahead. I took a deep breath, trying to summon the same resolve.

      Mor Astrid appeared at the back of the classroom, her stern presence immediately commanding our attention. Without a word, she gestured for us to follow her. My heart raced as we filed out of the room and back into the stone corridors of our strange new world.

      As we made our way through the winding passages, the air grew cooler and damper. I realized we had descended deeper into the complex, and a shiver went down my spine.

      Finally, we arrived at a massive wooden door, its surface etched with runes I recognized as the same kind as those from Sven’s morning lesson. Mor Astrid pushed it open with surprising strength, revealing the training hall beyond.

      Yet another vast chamber opened to our view. High vaulted ceilings disappeared into shadows above, while torches along the walls cast a warm, dancing light across the space. The air was thick with the scent of leather, sweat, and the unmistakable, cheek-reddening aroma of sex—too similar in quality to the way my master’s chamber had smelled that morning for me to keep from biting my lip.

      But it was the equipment scattered throughout the room that truly caught my attention. Racks of whips and floggers lined one wall, their leather tails gleaming ominously. Strange contraptions of wood and metal stood at intervals, their purpose a mystery that both frightened and intrigued me.

      And then I saw the bride saddles. Six of them, in a semicircle around a throne-like wooden chair, in the center of the hall. My breath caught in my throat as memories of the previous night came flooding back. I heard the other girls gasp and whisper as they too recognized the ornate wooden structures.

      “Oh, God,” I heard Sophie murmur. “Those are the things where…”

      “Where they took our asses,” Camille finished, her voice a mix of defiance and a hint of helpless arousal.

      I nodded mutely, unable to tear my eyes away from the saddles. They seemed both familiar and alien in the light of day. The polished wood gleamed, the leather straps hanging ready. I could almost feel the ghost of those straps against my skin, holding me in place as Sven had claimed my virgin bottom.

      An intense flash of heat washed over me at the memory. The initial pain, yes, but also the overwhelming fullness, the exquisite pleasure that had followed. I shifted uncomfortably, acutely aware of the wetness gathering between my thighs.

      “Girls.” Mor Astrid’s sharp voice cut through my reverie. “Your attention, please.”

      I tore my gaze away from the saddles, forcing myself to focus on the older woman. She stood beside a row of what looked like ordinary exercise equipment—treadmills, stationary bikes, and weight machines.

      “Before your trial begins, you must warm up,” Mor Astrid continued. “This test involves much more than physical fitness, but the physical element represents an essential component of it.”

      She moved to a large wicker basket near the exercise equipment. She reached in and pulled out a handful of wide strips of fabric, about the breadth of her hand, colored a natural homespun beige. The strips stretched down into the basket, and as I peered into it I could see they must be about six feet long.

      “These are breast bands,” she announced, holding them up for us to see. “They’re made of linen, and they’re to be tucked around your bosoms. This is the traditional Norse way to support your brjóst. You will help each other put them on before your warmup.”
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      Mary

      

      I felt a flutter of nervous excitement in my stomach. On one hand, the thought of having even this small bit of covering was a relief after hours of complete nudity. But the idea of touching the other girls so intimately, of having them touch me, sent a confusing thrill through my body.

      “Come now, don’t be shy,” Mor Astrid chided, her stern voice brooking no argument. “You’ve all been far more intimate with each other already.”

      My cheeks burned as I remembered the events in the bathing chamber, the way Camille’s tongue had felt against my moist pussy. I glanced at her, seeing a similar blush creeping up her neck.

      Hesitantly, we approached the basket. I reached in and pulled out one of the breast bands, frowning a bit at the softness of the linen. I wondered how many young women had worn it, how many times it had been washed over the years for it to reach such a texture.

      “Into your training pairs,” Mor Astrid instructed. “Mary and Camille, Sophie and Amélie, Yvette and Fleur.”

      I turned to face Camille, the breast band clutched in my trembling hands. Her dark eyes met mine, a mixture of defiance and vulnerability in their depths.

      “Let’s just get this over with,” she muttered, lifting her arms above her head.

      I stepped closer, my heart racing. The scent of her skin filled my nostrils—a mixture of the herbal soap from our bath and something uniquely Camille.

      “Maybe… hold it up?” I said uncertainly. “Or…”

      I reached out and pressed one end of the band to the center of Camille’s chest, suddenly very shy and trying not to touch anything too sensitive. My fingers brushed against the soft swell of her flesh, though, and I heard her sharp intake of breath.

      I bit my lip, and walked around her as she stood with her arms raised, winding the band all the way to the front again.

      “D’accord,” Camille said. “I think that’s it.”

      The fabric was long enough to go around her chest twice and then to be tucked under her arm.

      “Nice and tight, now,” instructed Mor Astrid. “It will be a bit uncomfortable, yes—but much better than having your brjóst bouncing as you run.”

      Camille gasped a little, in what I could tell must be a mixture of discomfort and arousal, as I tried to secure the band. Over to our right, Yvette’s first attempt fell from Fleur’s chest and she had to start again, with a mild curse under her breath.

      I stepped back to survey my work. I couldn’t help but notice how it accentuated the shape of Camille’s breasts, making them look even more enticing than they had when bare.

      “Is it… is it bearable?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

      Camille nodded, not meeting my eyes. “It’s fine,” she said. “Your turn.” She reached for another band from the basket.

      I raised my arms, mimicking her earlier pose. Camille’s hands were surprisingly gentle as she wound the band around my B-cup breasts. I shivered as her fingers skimmed along my sides, tucking the linen in under my arm, and then I gasped as she tightened the bind. The material felt cool against my skin at first, but quickly warmed to my body temperature.

      “There,” Camille said, stepping back. “All done.”

      I looked down at myself, chewing on the inside of my cheek as I saw the effect—how it conveyed a subtle hint of… well, of binding.

      Of bondage. My breasts, bound, because I must serve my master and his brothers.

      “Alright,” Mor Astrid said, clapping her hands. “On to the treadmills.”

      As I stepped onto the treadmill, I felt a mixture of pride and apprehension. My years of playing lacrosse had kept me in excellent shape, and I knew my endurance was strong. But Mor Astrid’s words about this being more than just a physical test sent a shiver down my spine.

      The cool rubber of the treadmill belt felt strange against my bare feet as I began to walk, gradually increasing my pace to a steady jog. The whir of the machines filled the air, punctuated by the soft pants and occasional grunts of exertion from the other girls.

      “As I said before, girls,” Mor Astrid’s voice rang out over the noise, “this warmup is not merely about your physical fitness. It is about your sexual relationship with your bodies.”

      I felt my cheeks flush at her words, my mind racing with possibilities of what that could mean. The breast band suddenly felt tighter, more constricting, as if emphasizing my new status as a bed thrall.

      “The equipment in this training hall,” Mor Astrid continued, her tone matter-of-fact, “can sense a broad range of biometrics. Your heart rate, of course, but also your body temperature, the dilation of your blood vessels, even the minute changes in your skin’s electrical conductivity that indicate arousal.”

      My breath caught in my throat. Could the machine really detect such things? I became hyperaware of my body—the sweat beginning to bead on my skin, the way my nipples had hardened against the linen band, the growing warmth between my thighs that had nothing to do with the exercise.

      As I ran, I couldn’t help but imagine what the machine might be sensing. Was it measuring the quickening of my pulse, not just from exertion, but from the shameful excitement building within me? Could it detect the flush creeping across my skin, the way my pussy had begun to throb with each step?

      I glanced to my left, catching Camille’s eye. Her face was a mask of determination, but I could see the same conflicted emotions in her dark gaze. To my right, Sophie seemed almost eager, her lithe body moving with grace as she ran.

      “Push yourselves, girls,” Mor Astrid commanded. “We need to see how your bodies respond under stress.”

      I increased my pace, feeling the burn in my muscles as I pushed myself harder. The steady rhythm of my feet on the treadmill belt became almost hypnotic, and I found my mind wandering to the previous night’s experiences. The memory of Sven’s hands on my body, the way he had claimed every part of me, sent a fresh spasm of arousal surging through me.

      Suddenly, I became aware of a change in the treadmill’s display. Alongside the usual metrics of speed and distance, new numbers and graphs had appeared. My heart rate was prominently displayed, as was a mysterious percentage that seemed to fluctuate with my thoughts.

      With a start, I realized that this must be the arousal indicator Mor Astrid had mentioned. I felt my brow crease as I realized that all of the data from the treadmill would certainly go straight to my Herra. Would he know I was thinking, as I ran, about how he had used me so roughly?

      After we had been running for about five minutes, I heard a sharp crack followed by a yelp of pain. Glancing to my left, I saw Mor Astrid wielding a leather strap, its tail still quivering from striking Amélie’s backside.

      “Pick up the pace, girl,” Mor Astrid barked. “Your heart rate is far too low. You need to push yourself harder.”

      Amélie whimpered, but increased her speed, her face flushed with exertion and embarrassment. I watched in a mixture of fascination and horror as Mor Astrid moved down the line, her strap lashing out at those whose heart rates hadn’t reached the desired level.

      The sound of leather meeting flesh filled the air, along with gasps and cries of pain. I felt a twinge of pride that I hadn’t been targeted, my years of athletic training paying off as my heart rate steadily climbed into the aerobic zone.

      But my relief was short-lived. Just as I was beginning to feel confident, I felt a searing pain across my buttocks. I cried out in shock, nearly stumbling on the treadmill.

      “Very good, Mary,” Mor Astrid’s voice came from behind me. “Your fitness is admirable. But now it’s time to learn a different lesson.”

      The strap fell again, and I bit my lip to stifle another cry. My mind reeled, trying to understand what I had done wrong.

      “You see, kneppetøj,” Mor Astrid continued, her calm voice belying the force behind her strikes, “we must teach you to connect your physical exertion with your submission. We must see how well your body learns that pain and pleasure, effort and obedience, are all intertwined.”

      Another lash, and I felt tears spring to my eyes. Yet of course beneath the pain I could feel the too-familiar growing warmth in my core. My pussy throbbed in time with the stinging in my buttocks, and to my shame, I felt myself growing wet.

      “That’s it,” Mor Astrid murmured, and I realized she must be watching the arousal indicator on my treadmill’s display. “Let your body embrace the lesson.”

      The strap fell again and again, each strike sending shockwaves of pain through my body. But with each lash, the pain seemed to transmute into something else—a burning, tingling sensation that spread from my buttocks to my pussy, making my nipples tighten against the linen breast band.

      I ran faster, my breath coming in ragged gasps. The pain, the exertion, and the growing arousal all blended together into a heady mix of sensation, emotion, and thought. I felt myself slipping into a strange, altered state of consciousness—aware of every nerve ending in my body, yet somehow detached from the reality of my situation.

      Around me, I could hear the other girls experiencing similar treatments. Camille’s defiant grunts turned to breathy moans as Mor Astrid’s strap found her backside, too.

      After fifteen minutes on the treadmill in my low aerobic zone, my legs felt loose and my body pleasantly warm. A little sweat dripped down my face and between my breasts, making the linen band cling a bit to my skin, but I was feeling good. Mor Astrid’s voice cut through the haze of exertion and arousal that had settled over me.

      “Enough,” she barked. “Off the treadmills, girls. Move to the stationary bicycles.”

      I slowed the belt to a crawl and stepped off, a hint of a smile on my lips from the endorphins, even through all the shame and uncertainty of the strange moment. The cool air of the training hall felt heavenly against my warm skin as I made my way to the row of stationary bikes. They looked ordinary enough at first glance, but as I drew closer, I noticed some crucial differences.

      The seats were unlike any bike saddle I’d ever seen. The narrow, padded perch of the saddle had a prominent knob that made me think of my naughty discovery on Sven’s bride saddle. My cheeks flushed as I realized that these bikes made no secret of the stimulation they would provide to a girl who rode naked.

      “Mount up,” Mor Astrid commanded. “And listen carefully to my instructions.”

      I swung my leg over the bike, gasping as my bare pussy made contact with the saddle. The knob sent immediate shockwaves of sensation through my already sensitized flesh. I squirmed, trying to find a comfortable position, but every movement only served to increase the stimulation.

      “Now,” Mor Astrid continued, her voice stern, “you are to ride these bicycles, but not just for exercise. You will pleasure yourselves on the saddles as you pedal.”

      A chorus of shocked gasps and whimpers filled the air. I felt my face flame with embarrassment, even as a traitorous thrill of excitement shot through me.

      “Each bicycle is equipped with a display,” Mor Astrid explained, gesturing to the screens in front of us. “It will show your heart rate and arousal level. Your task is to bring yourself to the very edge of orgasm and then hold yourself there.”

      I stared at the display, watching as my heart rate gradually slowed from the treadmill exertion. Below that, an indicator labeled ‘Arousal’ currently read 7.

      “You must reach arousal level ten,” Mor Astrid instructed, “and then maintain yourself at nine or ten until told to stop. An alarm will sound if you climax without permission.”

      I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. The task seemed impossible—how could I bring myself so close to the edge and then just… stop? And to do it in front of everyone, no less?

      “Begin.” Mor Astrid’s voice cracked like a whip.
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      Mary

      

      Hesitantly, I began to pedal. The movement caused the saddle to shift against my pussy, sending little sparks of pleasure through my core. I bit my lip, trying to focus on maintaining a steady rhythm as I pedaled, but the sensations from the saddle were impossible to ignore. Each rotation sent little sparks of pleasure through my body, making my breath hitch in my throat.

      I glanced at the display. I felt a weird mixture of pride and embarrassment as my arousal level went from 7 to 8.

      Suddenly, movement at the edge of the room caught my eye. My heart leapt into my throat as I saw Sven enter, his powerful presence commanding attention even from across the chamber. Erik was close behind him, and then Lars and Henrik filed in as well. Finally, Jens and Aksel joined the group.

      The Sons of Odin had come to watch our trial. Each man was naked save for a linen loincloth that did little to hide their masculine power.

      I felt my face flame with embarrassment. Sven’s intense blue gaze swept over us, lingering on me for a moment that made my pussy throb against the saddle. I pedaled faster, desperate to please him, to show him how well I could follow instructions.

      “Remember, girls,” Mor Astrid’s voice cut through my thoughts, “bring yourselves to the edge, but do not come without permission.”

      I nodded frantically, biting my lip as I focused on the sensations building within me. The knob on the saddle rubbed against my clit with each rotation, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I could feel myself getting wetter, my arousal coating the seat as I rode.

      To my left, I heard Yvette let out a strangled moan, and a buzzer sounded from her bike. Before I could turn to look, the sharp crack of Mor Astrid’s strap filled the air, followed by Yvette’s yelp of pain.

      “Foolish girl,” Mor Astrid scolded. “Did I not warn you about coming without permission?”

      I watched in horror as Mor Astrid brought the strap down again and again on Yvette’s exposed backside. Yvette sobbed, her body shaking as she tried to keep pedaling through the punishment.

      “Let this be a lesson to all of you,” Mor Astrid announced. “Control is paramount. You must learn to ride the edge of pleasure without toppling over.”

      I swallowed hard, redoubling my efforts to maintain a hold on my body’s reactions. The display in front of me showed my arousal rise to nine, teetering on the brink of ten. I slowed my pedaling slightly, trying to keep myself just below the peak.

      “Mary,” Mor Astrid’s voice made me jump. “You’re only at level eight. That’s not good enough.”

      I looked down at my display in confusion. How could that be? I felt so close to the edge already. But the older woman had spoken the truth: the number had fallen. I whimpered in frustration.

      “Stop pedaling,” Mor Astrid commanded.

      I obeyed immediately, my legs trembling as I held them still. Mor Astrid approached, her strap dangling ominously from her hand.

      “Touch yourself,” she instructed. “Show your Herra how eager you are to please him.”

      I felt my face burn with shame as I reached down between my legs, my fingers finding my sensitive inner lips already soaking wet with my need for my master. The eyes of all the Sons of Odin were on me, but none burned more intensely than Sven’s icy blue gaze. I began to stroke myself, my fingers circling my clit as I had done so many times in private. But this was different—I felt exposed, observed, judged.

      Suddenly, I felt the sharp sting of Mor Astrid’s strap across my upper back. I gasped, my hand faltering in its movements.

      “Don’t stop,” Mor Astrid commanded. “Let the pain fuel your arousal.”

      Another lash fell, this time across my shoulders. To my shock and embarrassment, I felt my arousal spike. The display jumped from eight to nine, then quickly to ten. My breath came in short pants as I teetered on the edge of orgasm.

      “That’s it,” Mor Astrid murmured. “Feel how the pain and pleasure intertwine.”

      The strap fell again, a glancing blow across my breast. I cried out, my fingers working frantically between my legs. I was so close, balanced on a knife’s edge of ecstasy.

      “Stop!” Mor Astrid’s voice cracked like a whip. “Hands on the handlebars. Start pedaling again.”

      I obeyed instantly, gripping the handlebars with trembling hands. As I began to pedal, I found that the rhythmic motion helped me maintain my arousal without tipping over into orgasm. The display fluctuated between nine and ten as I rode, my body quivering with need, but unable to find release.

      To my right, Camille gave a sobbing cry. The buzzer on her bike sounded, and Mor Astrid was there in an instant, her strap whistling through the air.

      “Naughty whore,” she scolded as Camille cried out in pain. “You think yourself so rebellious, but you only show your filthy lust.”

      I kept my eyes fixed on my own display, desperately trying to maintain control as the sounds of Camille’s punishment filled the air, trying to will away the little surges of helpless arousal I felt at my friend’s agony. The sharp cracks of the strap and Camille’s muffled sobs seemed to go on forever.

      Finally, after what felt like hours but could only have been a few minutes, Mor Astrid’s voice rang out. “Enough. Stop pedaling, all of you.”

      I sagged against the handlebars, my body trembling with exertion and unfulfilled desire. A sheen of sweat covered my body. The linen breast band felt clammy. I didn’t dare look up, afraid to meet the eyes of the Sons of Odin who had witnessed our trial.

      Suddenly, though, they had come among us. I sensed the heat of their muscular bodies, and then I felt my master’s strong hands grip my waist, lifting me effortlessly off the bike. My legs trembled, weak from exertion and arousal, as he cradled me against his broad chest. The heat of his skin seared through the thin linen of his loincloth, and I couldn’t help but nuzzle closer, seeking his warmth and protection.

      As Sven carried me across the room, I dared to glance around. The other girls were similarly held in the arms of their masters, their flushed faces a mixture of exhaustion, shame, and lingering desire. Camille’s eyes met mine briefly, a silent understanding passing between us. Whatever happened next, we were in this together.

      My breath caught in my throat as I saw where Sven was taking me. The bride saddles stood in their semicircle, polished wood gleaming in the torchlight. Memories of the previous night flooded my mind—the feeling of being spread open, vulnerable, as Sven had claimed every part of me. I shivered, both from fear and anticipation.

      Sven’s deep voice rumbled through his chest as he addressed us all. “Now, my völur, you will face your final test,” he said. “Your obedience, your control, and your ability to please will determine your suitability for the coming mission.”

      He lowered me onto the bride saddle, the smooth wood and the leather cool against my skin. I whimpered softly as he began to secure the straps, each one tightening around my limbs with deliberate care. My face burned as I discovered anew how exposed the posture left me, my legs spread wide and my bottom raised high.

      “Remember, lille en,” Sven murmured, his fingers trailing along my spine, “this lovely body belongs to me now, to use and to share. Show me how well you’ve learned to submit.”

      I nodded frantically, eager to please him despite the fear and uncertainty churning in my gut. Around me, I could hear the other girls being secured to their own saddles, the soft clinks of buckles and whispered instructions filling the air.

      Once we were all strapped down, Sven spoke again, his voice carrying easily through the chamber. “You will be used in three ways,” he announced. “First, your mouths will pleasure us. Then, we will take your fisse. Finally, your røvhul will be ours once more.”

      I felt a rush of heat flood my pussy at his words, my body responding eagerly even as my mind reeled. The night before, when my master had taken my anal virginity, had been intense enough. But this—to be used so thoroughly, in front of everyone—was almost too much to comprehend.

      “Throughout it all,” Sven continued, “you will focus on giving pleasure and obeying our commands. Those who demonstrate the conduct we look for will be chosen for the mission. Let me emphasize that you do not know what that conduct is: there is no use in trying to perform better than the girl to your right or left. Your task is simply to submit to your master’s pik.”

      As I lay there, strapped to the bride saddle, my heart pounding in anticipation, a strange realization dawned on me. Those agonizing moments spent on the exercise bike had changed something within me. The helplessness I’d felt as my body so desperately sought release had awoken a newfound understanding of my submission to Sven, a power in pliancy that both exhilarated and terrified me.

      The humiliation of being in such a vulnerable position should have caused me to recoil, but instead, I found myself craving his dominance more than ever before. My obedience to him had become a matter of both choice and compulsion, as if the very fibers of my being had been reshaped by the forces at work within this chamber.

      “Look at you, lille en,” Sven purred in my ear, as if reading my thoughts. “Your blush betrays your arousal.” His warm hand caressed my flushed cheek before trailing down my neck, sending shivers down my spine. “This is what you were born for. To surrender yourself, body and soul, to the strength of your master.”

      His words sent a shiver through me, but I didn’t deny their truth. Never before had I felt so alive, so attuned to my own desires and the power I held over my own submission. It was as if the bike’s relentless motion had unlocked something inside me—an understanding that submission could be its own form of defiance, a rebellion against the expectations and societal norms that had once confined me.

      As Sven’s fingers traced along my collarbone and down between my bound breasts, I arched into his touch, offering myself up to him completely.

      Sven’s lips brushed against my earlobe before he spoke his next words: “Show me how well you can serve your master.” The command traveled through me like a spark, igniting every nerve ending as it fueled my determination to please him. My mouth watered as I thought of the enormous manhood that lurked under his loincloth, tenting it out so far that it made me shiver.

      Mor Astrid settled into the ornate wooden chair in the center of our semicircle, her stern gaze sweeping over us as we lay bound and exposed on the bride saddles. The air was thick with tension and the musky scent of arousal as we awaited our masters’ pleasure.

      Sven approached me, his massive frame looming above. With deliberate slowness, he unwrapped his loincloth, revealing the huge shaft that jutted from his lap. I had to swallow down my saliva now, my body thrumming with anticipation.

      “Open,” he commanded softly.

      I parted my lips eagerly, tilting my head back as far as the restraints would allow. Sven guided his cock to my mouth, the velvety head brushing against my lips before pressing inside. I moaned around him, reveling in his masculine taste and scent as he filled my mouth.

      To my surprise, I found myself able to take him deeper than I had the night before, on the ritual voyage and by his hearth. Something about the exercise on the treadmill and the bike, perhaps, had given me more command over my bodily responses. I felt a surge of pride as I relaxed my throat and allowed him to slide further in.

      Sven’s hand tangled in my hair, holding me steady as he began to thrust. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with pleasure. “Take all of your Herra. That’s it. Take it, you little kneppetøj.”

      I focused on breathing through my nose, surrendering completely to his control. The sounds of the other girls pleasuring their masters filled the air—wet slurps, muffled moans, and grunted praises. But I was lost in my own world, existing only to please Sven.

      As he fucked my face with increasing intensity, I felt myself slipping into an altered state of consciousness. The physical sensations—the stretch of my jaw, the fullness in my throat—seemed to fade into the background. In their place, a profound sense of connection bloomed within me.

      Suddenly, I was no longer just Mary, bound to a bride saddle in an underground chamber. I was every woman who had ever submitted to a powerful man, a living conduit for an ancient and primal energy. Visions flashed before my mind’s eye—Viking shield-maidens kneeling before their jarls, Pictish princesses claimed by conquering warlords, Roman priestesses coupling with their gods in ecstatic rituals.

      The boundaries of time and space seemed to blur. I could see the branches of Yggdrasil, the world tree, stretching out around me, much more clearly than I had the last time my master had used me. Each coupling in the room felt like a sacred act, a reaffirmation of the cosmic order Sven had spoken of.

      My awareness expanded further, and I found myself traveling along those mystical branches. I caught glimpses of possible futures—myself in a sleek modern office, seducing a stern-faced man for vital information; crouching in a frozen wasteland, my body the key to unlocking ancient secrets; standing tall and proud beside Sven as we faced some great, world-ending danger.
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      Sven

      

      I could see that Mary had truly gone to Yggdrasil, as the Sons of Odin called it—that state of mind-altered submission our bed thralls could reach with the help of our strong hands, our punishing straps, and our thrusting pik. The state that raised them from kneppetøj to völur—from fuck toys into prophetesses.

      I felt a pang of envy, even in the midst of the extraordinary pleasure her sweet body gave me, for that state we warriors knew so much about, but could never feel—at least as far as our lore told us, and I had never had reason to doubt it. We could fuck our cherished girls to the world tree, but we couldn’t go there ourselves in the same mystical way. What the völur told us when they returned from their particular Norse version of subspace, of the Aesir and the Vanir, of Asgard and Nifelheim—of the past, the present, and the future… all of it transcended any physical sight, or rational cognition.

      I cradled my lovely girl’s head in my hands and I thrust between her lips, glistening with my pre-cum and her saliva. I hit the back of her throat with each inward movement of my iron-hard cock. The lewd sight of my rigid manhood driving deep into her mouth, along with the velvet sensation of her submitting in that shameful way, sent waves of delight through my nervous system so intense that I found it difficult to concentrate on the task at hand—choosing the two operatives who would undertake the coming mission.

      “That’s it, lille en,” I murmured, almost unconsciously. “Go… don’t be afraid. Go to the tree.”

      Mary let out a sob around my thrusting pik. Her hips bucked over the bride saddle and then her whole body shuddered as she found the little knob and ground her clit against it. Around me I heard similar growled words, similar needy whimpers, as my brothers edged their own girls.

      Behind me, Mor Astrid called out her own praise, her voice rising with an authority that still held a note of tenderness.

      “You do well, völur,” she said. “You give pleasure to your Herra. And you, Sons of Odin, you fuck them well.”

      Like all the Mor who aided the Sons of Odin, Astrid was an extraordinary woman. She had begun, of course, as a bed thrall like the one whose mouth I enjoyed here over the bride saddle. She had brought back great prophecies from the world tree—but she had also served as one of the first operatives trained to use the new world of information technology available to the Sons of Odin at the close of the twentieth century.

      As the bed thrall of my father Cnut, Astrid had borne a daughter, Greta. Last year, Greta had become the head of a major European intelligence agency. After raising Greta to university age, Astrid had become a Mor—the first Mor to find, in the knowledge we had gained from studying the Institute, a way to advance both our pleasures and our capacity to influence global events.

      Her words to us confirming that we were fucking our girls well represented a code of sorts. Astrid had conveyed to me important information from the data stream she was observing, coming from the surprisingly sophisticated technology in the bride saddles our bed thralls rode.

      All the girls are on their way to Yggdrasil, Astrid had told me. You may proceed.

      The beauty of the testing ride—especially the first time the new völur underwent it—lay in the bed thralls not having any control over the outcome or real knowledge as to what we meant to determine about their abilities. On this initial ride, the girls ventured out into the unknown. Between our powers of skilled observation and Astrid’s analysis of the data, we could see how they responded to their bodies’ needs and their minds’ grasp of the imaginary places their submission took them.

      Mary thought her purpose, bound to the bride saddle, was to give her master pleasure. Her response to the other things that happened in her heart, her mind, and her body, though, would tell me whether she belonged on this mission.

      At our warriors’ council just before we had come into the training hall, the Sons of Odin had come to a quick consensus that Sophie and Amélie represented the clear choice. Their embrace of their new life as sexual servants and operatives meant we could rely on them in the field.

      We had tagged Yvette and Fleur as analysts from the start; their quieter intellects would take beautifully to the cerebral work once they had settled. Erik’s Camille and my Mary represented potential that might take weeks or months to develop. Camille’s tendency to willful rebellion and Mary’s ability to weigh costs and benefits especially meant they could prove extremely valuable as field operatives, but we agreed that they needed time to process their having become warriors’ bed thralls.

      This testing ride, then, would in all likelihood merely confirm those foregone conclusions. As I pulled my rock-hard penis, glistening with Mary’s saliva, from between her lips, though, and stroked her cheek with my thumb, the look in her eyes made me wonder.

      In that wide-eyed green gaze, did I see something more than I had expected? Not just wonder, but understanding and judgment? I had enjoyed several bed thralls before in my years as a full Son of Odin, and I had seen that look in the eyes of some of them, but only after months of learning and service.

      Perhaps this trial would have a different result from what I expected. A warmth came into my chest, of affection and of frank jealousy. The possibility that my own völva would have to depart on this dangerous mission took on a bit of troubling substance.

      “We will fuck their fisse now,” I announced to my brothers. “Ride hard and well, warriors!”
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      Mary

      

      I couldn’t help it. I rode the saddle lewdly as Sven walked around to my rear. My hips moved of their own accord, grinding my clit against the secret leather-covered knob as I watched the other Sons of Odin do as their Overherra did. Each moved behind his girl and prepared to enter her. The sight of those powerful men positioning themselves, their rigid manhoods glistening, combined with the delicious friction against my moving pussy, nearly made me come, though I felt sure I would pay a terrible penalty if I did.

      I felt Sven’s large hands grip my hips, holding me still. The blunt head of his massive cock pressed against the slick opening to my aching sheath, and I whimpered in anticipation. Without further warning, he thrust in hard, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. I cried out, overwhelmed by the sudden fullness, the exquisite stretch of my pussy around his thick shaft.

      My eyes fluttered, and I couldn’t decide whether to keep them open or closed. If I closed them, I could focus entirely on the sensations—the way Sven’s cock filled me so completely, the slight burn as my body adjusted to his size, the delicious pressure of the saddle against my clit. But if I kept them open, I could watch the other girls being claimed just as thoroughly, could see the expressions of ecstasy on their faces as their masters took them.

      In the end, I couldn’t bear to look away. I watched as Erik gripped Camille’s hips, driving into her with powerful thrusts that made her cry out in a mixture of pain and pleasure. Sophie’s face was a mask of bliss as Aksel fucked her, her lithe body arching to meet each of his strokes. Amélie whimpered and moaned as Henrik pounded into her, her hands clenching and unclenching where they were bound to the saddle.

      The sight of their submission, coupled with my own, sent me spiraling higher. Sven’s cock stretched me so perfectly, hitting spots deep inside with each movement of his thick shaft. Every thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure through my body, building and building until I felt I might shatter from the intensity.

      “That’s it, lille en,” Sven growled behind me, his voice thick with lust. “Take your Herra’s pik. Work that sweet cunt.”

      His words spurred me on, and I began to move my hips in counterpoint to his thrusts, taking him even deeper. The new angles brought new sensations, and I cried out wordlessly, lost in ecstasy.

      Suddenly, that strange but increasingly familiar feeling again washed over me. The physical realities—Sven’s cock pounding into me, the saddle rubbing against my clit—seemed to fade into the background. In their place, I heard a rushing wind and I felt as though I was expanding, my consciousness stretching out beyond the confines of my body, back to the world tree I had glimpsed when Sven had used my mouth.

      The flashes of other times and other places came even more clearly: the ships, the sea, the cities, the farms… caverns… gatherings of people and clashes of arms…

      As Sven’s powerful thrusts continued, I felt myself slipping deeper into that altered state. The physical facts blurred and faded, replaced by vivid visions that flickered through my mind like an ancient film reel.

      The visions came faster now, a kaleidoscope of images and ideas. I saw vast, echoing caverns lit by flickering torchlight, heard the low chanting of robed figures engaged in some arcane ritual. I witnessed great gatherings of people in amphitheaters, their voices rising in a thunderous roar.

      Through it all, I was dimly aware of Sven’s cock still moving within me, of his hands gripping my hips with bruising force. But these physical sensations seemed distant, almost unreal compared to the vivid scenes unfolding in my mind’s eye.

      “Come for me, lille en.” Sven’s voice cut through the visions, deep and commanding. “Let me feel that sweet cunt grip my pik.”

      His words triggered something primal within me. The visions blurred and merged, colors swirling together like paint on a canvas. I felt myself hurtling through time and space, traveling along the branches of Yggdrasil at dizzying speed.

      My orgasm hit me with the force of a tidal wave. I screamed, my body convulsing as pleasure exploded through every nerve ending. My pussy clenched rhythmically around Sven’s thick shaft, milking him as he continued to thrust.

      “Again,” he growled, his fingers finding my clit and rubbing hard. “Come for me again, kneppetøj.”

      Another climax crashed over me before the first had fully subsided. I sobbed with the intensity of it, my mind reeling as the visions continued to assault my senses.

      I felt as if Sven had tamed me, and was still taming me—civilizing me, breaking me to his will, making me an operative and a prophetess even as he made me his fuck toy. With each powerful thrust of his cock inside me, I felt myself being reshaped, molded into something different. The Mary I had been was falling away, replaced by this new creature—a völva, a seer, a sexual servant to the Sons of Odin.

      As my body quivered with the aftershocks of my intense orgasms, I reached out helplessly with my mind, seeking something beyond the physical realm. The visions that had assaulted me during my climax began to coalesce into something more coherent. I saw a dark, sinister force opposing the light brought by the Sons of Odin—the Pretorian Guard.

      In my mind’s eye, I witnessed shadowy figures moving through corridors of power, whispering in the ears of world leaders. I saw vast networks of information being manipulated, economies rising and falling at the whim of unseen hands. The Pretorian Guard was everywhere and nowhere, a cancer eating away at the foundations of civilization.

      But even as I recoiled from these dark visions, I felt a surge of purpose. This was why the Sons of Odin had chosen us, had trained us. We were to be their weapons against this insidious threat, our bodies and minds honed to pierce the veil of secrecy surrounding the Guard.

      Mor Astrid’s voice cut through my reverie, her words sending a shiver down my spine. “The girls look sweet with their cunts so full,” she said, her tone a mixture of pride and hunger. “See how they bloom under your touch, how they open themselves to the wisdom of Yggdrasil.”

      Her words seemed to trigger something in the Sons of Odin. I heard Sven’s voice, deep and commanding, ring out through the chamber. “Brothers, it is time. We will enjoy their røvhul now. Let them feel the fullness of our dominion over their bodies.”

      I gasped, my eyes flying open as I felt Sven withdraw from my aching pussy. The loss of his thick cock left me feeling empty, but I knew what was coming next. A mixture of fear and anticipation coursed through me. I had given my anus the night before, but I hadn’t known what it meant then, had I?
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      Mary

      

      I watched with wide eyes as the Sons of Odin prepared to claim our bottoms in the sight of all. Erik spat into his palm, the crude gesture at odds with his powerful presence. He rubbed the saliva over his thick shaft, coating it in glistening moisture. Beside him, Aksel and Henrik did the same, their faces masks of concentration as they readied themselves.

      My breath caught in my throat as I felt Sven’s large hands spread my buttocks. The cool air of the chamber kissed my exposed anus, making me shiver. I heard the wet sound of him spitting, and then felt the warm slickness of his saliva as he rubbed it over my puckered opening.

      “Remember, lille en,” Sven murmured, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine. “Open yourself to me again, just as you did last night. Show me you have learned.”

      I tried to obey, willing my muscles to loosen as I felt the blunt head of his massive cock press against my anus. The pressure built slowly, inexorably, until finally, with a burning stretch, he began to impale me on his manhood.

      I gasped, my body instinctively trying to resist the intrusion. But Sven was relentless, pushing forward with steady pressure, taking me more roughly this time than the previous night. Inch by agonizing inch, he filled me, stretching me wide, making me completely his once more.

      Around me, I heard the other girls cry out as their masters entered them. Camille’s voice was a strangled moan, half pain and half pleasure. Sophie whimpered, her face a mask of ecstasy as Aksel claimed her ass. Amélie’s breath came in short, sharp pants as Henrik buried himself inside her.

      The fullness seemed even more overwhelming, made so by the terribly public nature of the deed. I tried not to glance at Mor Astrid, but I couldn’t help it: I needed to make certain she wasn’t watching—or if she was, the older woman observed dispassionately, clinically. Instead, I met her wise eyes, gazing right back into mine, and I found there a compassion that seemed to my distress also to have a smoldering lust in it—as if Mor Astrid wished she could help how aroused the sight of my shameful service on my master’s manhood had made her.

      Sven’s cock felt impossibly large inside me, stretching my narrowest passage to its limits. The burn of penetration mingled with that strange, deep pleasure I couldn’t quite understand. My pussy clenched emptily, aching to be filled.

      As if sensing my need, Sven reached around and pressed his fingers against my clit. The sudden stimulation made me buck against him, driving him even deeper into my ass. I cried out, overwhelmed by the conflicting sensations.

      “Ride my saddle, Mary,” Sven commanded, his voice tight with restrained passion. “Receive me as you know you must.”

      Desperate for relief, I began to move my hips, grinding against the saddle. The motion caused Sven’s cock to shift inside me, sending sparks of pleasure-pain shooting through my body. The leather-covered knob pressed against my clit with each movement, building the tension inside me higher and higher.

      I lost myself in the rhythm, my world narrowing to the sensations coursing through my body. Sven’s cock stretching my anus, the saddle rubbing my clit, the sounds of flesh meeting flesh and desperate cries filling the air around me. It was too much, and yet not enough.

      The pleasure built and built, a tsunami of sensation threatening to drown me. My entire body trembled, muscles clenching and unclenching as I teetered on the edge of ecstasy. Sven’s cock pulsed inside me, stretching my bottom hole to its limit with each powerful thrust. The leather-covered knob on the saddle ground against my clit relentlessly, sending jolts of electricity through my core.

      “Come for me, lille en,” Sven growled, his voice rough with lust. “I want to feel that tight little bottom grip my pik.”

      His words were the final push I needed. With a keening cry, I tumbled over the edge into blissful oblivion. My orgasm crashed over me in surges, each one more intense than the last. My pussy clenched rhythmically, desperate to be filled, while my anus spasmed around Sven’s thick shaft.

      As the pleasure coursed through me, my mind again expanded, traveling farther even than it had with my last climax. Suddenly, I was no longer in the underground chamber with the Sons of Odin. Instead, I found myself rocketing along a branch of the world tree, transported to a vast, frozen landscape. Snow-capped mountains loomed in the distance, their jagged peaks piercing a steel-gray sky. The wind howled across an endless expanse of ice, carrying with it the scent of pine and something ancient, something hidden.

      In the midst of this desolate beauty, I saw something that made my breath catch in my throat. There, half-buried in the ice, was the unmistakable shape of a ship. Not a modern vessel, but something far older—a Viking longship, its wooden planks still visible beneath the translucent ice.

      “There… there… in the ice…” I gasped, my voice barely more than a whisper as the vision consumed me.

      As if in response to my words, I felt Sven’s cock swell inside me. With a guttural roar, he slammed into me one final time, burying himself fully in my bottom. His seed erupted deep in my bowels, filling me with liquid heat that seemed to brand me as his from the inside out.

      Around us, I could hear the other Sons of Odin reaching their own climaxes. Erik’s voice was a strangled groan as he emptied himself into Camille’s ass. Aksel’s hips jerked erratically against Sophie’s upturned bottom, while Henrik’s fingers dug into Amélie’s flesh hard enough to leave bruises.

      For a moment, the chamber was filled with nothing but the sound of heavy breathing and the occasional whimper from one of us girls. Then, slowly, gently, the Sons of Odin began to withdraw from our bodies.

      I felt a strange sense of loss as Sven’s softening cock slipped from my anus. My flesh clenched around the emptiness, already missing the feeling of fullness.

      I felt my master’s strong hands caressing my back, kneading the tension from my muscles. His touch was gentle now, a stark contrast to the forceful way he had claimed me moments before. I couldn’t help but lean into his ministrations, my body craving his touch even as my mind reeled from the intensity of what had just transpired.

      “Shh, lille en,” Sven murmured, his voice low and soothing. “You’ve done so well. Rest now.”

      His fingers worked their way up my spine, massaging away the aches that had settled into my body. I felt myself relaxing under his touch, the residual tremors from my intense orgasm slowly subsiding. Around me, I could hear similar sounds of comfort and care as the other Sons of Odin tended to their girls.

      Erik’s voice was uncharacteristically gentle as he whispered words of praise to Camille. Aksel hummed a low, melodic tune as he stroked Sophie’s hair. Henrik’s large hands moved in slow, soothing circles over Amélie’s back. The air in the chamber, which had been thick with the scent of sex and sweat, now held a different kind of tension—one of aftercare and quiet reflection.

      As Sven’s hands worked their magic on my tired muscles, he leaned in close, his breath warm against my ear. “Tell me, Mary,” he said softly. “What did you see?”

      I closed my eyes, trying to recall the vivid images that had flashed through my mind during the height of my pleasure. “I saw… I saw what seemed like endless ice,” I began, my voice barely above a whisper. “It extended from a forested shore covered in snow.”

      Sven’s hands stilled for a moment, and I could feel the weight of his attention. “Go on,” he encouraged.

      I took a deep breath, the memories becoming clearer as I spoke. “On the shore, there was a structure. It was like… like a cathedral, but not made of stone. It was built of girders, metal beams reaching up into the sky.” I paused, remembering the strange juxtaposition of the modern structure against the ancient, frozen landscape.

      “And in the ice?” Sven prompted, his voice tight with some emotion I couldn’t fully read—excitement, maybe?

      “In the ice of the bay,” I continued, my voice growing stronger as the vision solidified in my mind, “I saw a longship. A Viking ship, frozen in time, preserved beneath the surface.”

      My Herra’s hands stopped for a moment. He made a noise in his throat, a contemplative sort of sound, as if he were trying to puzzle something out. Then, suddenly, Mor Astrid’s voice rang out from the seat at the center, cutting through the haze of post-coital bliss that had settled over the chamber. “Overherra, the results of the trial are clear.”

      I blinked, trying to focus on her words. There was something in her tone that made me pause—a note of surprise, perhaps even amazement. It was as if the outcome had defied her expectations, leaving her slightly off balance. I felt a flutter of nervous anticipation in my stomach.

      Sven’s hands stilled again on my back, his warmth suddenly feeling more like a brand than a comfort. “Announce the results, Mor Astrid,” he said, his deep voice resonating through his chest and into my body where I was still pressed against him.

      I heard a weight in his words, a kind of resignation that made my heart clench. It was as if he already knew what Astrid would say, and it wasn’t what he had hoped for. I held my breath, waiting for the pronouncement that would determine our fates.

      Astrid cleared her throat, her voice taking on a formal cadence as she spoke. “The galvanic responses indicate that Mary’s power as a völva has come upon her very quickly. Her visions were extraordinarily clear and detailed, surpassing even our most optimistic projections.”

      I felt Sven’s body tense behind me, his fingers digging slightly into my flesh. Astrid continued, her words sending shockwaves through the chamber.

      “Furthermore, Camille has shown an unexpected aptitude for channeling the energies of Yggdrasil. Her rebellious nature, rather than hindering her progress, seems to have opened pathways we did not anticipate.”

      Erik made a sound—half grunt, half sigh—that echoed my own conflicted emotions. Pride at being chosen warred with fear of the unknown, creating a maelstrom of feelings in my chest.

      “Therefore,” Astrid’s voice grew stronger, more certain, “it is clear that Mary and Camille must be the operatives to go on the mission.”

      A heavy silence fell over the chamber. I could hear my own heartbeat thundering in my ears, feel the trembling in my limbs that had nothing to do with physical exertion. Camille and I exchanged wide-eyed glances, a mixture of shock, fear, and determination passing between us.

      Sven’s hands resumed their movement on my back, but now they felt different—possessive, almost desperate. I could sense the conflict within him—pride in my abilities warring with reluctance to send me into danger.

      “Very well,” Sven said at last, his voice tight with emotion. “We will begin their specialized training this evening. The mission cannot wait.”

      As the implications of Astrid’s announcement sank in, I felt a strange mix of emotions wash over me. Fear of the unknown, certainly, but also a thrill of excitement. We had been chosen, deemed worthy of this crucial task—whatever it might prove to be.

      “Unbind these worthy steeds, my brothers,” Sven commanded. “Mor Astrid, please take them to the bath.”

      Swiftly, my master freed me from the saddle, and picked me up from its back as if I weighed nothing at all. He placed me on my feet in front of him and gathered me into his arms. I felt tiny, helpless—but also protected.

      “Mary, you amaze me,” he murmured, cradling my head against his muscular chest. Then, to my astonishment, he moved me gently away from him so he could bend down and kiss me deeply on the lips. I had thought my body too exhausted to respond, but I found myself yielding to the strong hands that roamed over my naked back and my sore bottom, clinging to the strength of Sven’s limbs. I whimpered up into my master’s mouth as he tightened his embrace for a moment, his tongue working against mine.

      Then he broke the kiss, and held me more tenderly before he let me go and stepped back, holding both of my hands in his.

      “There is much in store for you, lille en. But I know you will show your quality.”
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      Mary

      

      That night, after dinner in the mead hall, Sven and Erik led Camille and me to what they called the situation room. As we walked through the winding stone corridors, I couldn’t help but marvel at how quickly my perception of this place had shifted. Just the day before, these passageways had seemed like a labyrinth of captivity. Now, they felt almost like home.

      When we entered the situation room, I gasped audibly. The contrast with the rest of the cavern complex was stark and jarring. Gone were the roughhewn stone walls and flickering torchlight. Instead, we stepped into a space that looked like it belonged in a high-tech spy thriller.

      The room was dominated by a massive circular table, its surface a gleaming expanse of what appeared to be some kind of advanced touchscreen. Holographic displays hovered above it, showing maps, data streams, and satellite imagery that shifted and changed as if by magic. The walls were lined with banks of computers and monitors, their screens alive with scrolling information and complex algorithms I couldn’t begin to comprehend.

      “Welcome to our command center,” Sven said, his voice tinged with pride. “This is where we coordinate our efforts against the Pretorian Guard and their allies.”

      I exchanged an awed glance with Camille. Her dark eyes had gone wide with wonder, reflecting the blue glow of the nearest monitor. Despite everything we’d been through, I felt a thrill of excitement. This was real. We were about to be part of something far bigger than ourselves.

      Sven led us to the central table, his large hand resting on the small of my back. The touch sent a shiver through me, a reminder of how thoroughly he had claimed me earlier. Camille and I were still naked, while our masters wore trousers and shirts. I tried to push aside that blush-inducing awareness, but my status as a bed thrall threatened to intrude at every moment.

      “What you’re about to see,” Erik said, his voice uncharacteristically serious, “is highly sensitive intelligence acquired by our allies in Groupe Synergistique.”

      With a few deft movements, Sven called up a series of satellite images on the table’s surface. They showed a vast expanse of ice and snow, broken only by the occasional rocky outcropping.

      “This is the northern end of Hudson Bay,” Sven explained. “Just inside the Arctic Circle. For years, it’s been a blank spot on our maps. The Guard, with help from Selecta, has been able to jam most satellite imagery of the area.”

      I leaned in, fascinated. The images were crisp and clear, showing details I would have thought impossible from such a distance.

      “Recently, however,” Erik continued, “GS developed a workaround for the jamming technology. And what they found was… unexpected.”

      With another gesture, Sven zoomed in on a particular area of the map. My breath caught in my throat. There, nestled against the icy shoreline, was what could only be described as a construction site. But it was like no construction site I’d ever seen.

      Massive metal structures rose from the frozen ground, their skeletal frames reaching toward the sky like the ribs of some colossal beast. Intricate networks of scaffolding crisscrossed between them, creating a web of activity even in this desolate landscape. But what truly caught my attention was the way the structures seemed to plunge downward, disappearing into the earth itself.

      “It looks like… like they’re building something underground,” I murmured, voicing my observation aloud.

      Sven nodded approvingly. “Precisely, lille en. This worksite appears to be the entrance to a massive subterranean complex. But that’s not all.”

      He manipulated the image again, bringing up a string of code that meant nothing to me. “GS wouldn’t normally have alerted us to this discovery,” he explained. “But their analytic algorithms caught something interesting. The coordinates of this worksite matched a set of numbers in an intercepted communique between the Pretorian Guard and Selecta.”

      My mind reeled at the implications. “So this is definitely a Guard operation?” I asked.

      Erik nodded grimly. “It seems so. We’ve been searching for Guard activity in the Arctic for several years now. This may be what we’ve been looking for.”

      “But why?” Camille interjected, her brow furrowed in confusion. “What could they possibly want to build all the way out there?”

      Sven’s expression darkened. “We believe the Guard is trying to build a fusion reactor,” he said gravely. “If they succeed, it would destabilize the already volatile energy markets so greatly that both the North American and European power grids would collapse.”

      “Leaving Selecta in complete control,” I finished, the pieces falling into place. The enormity of the situation hit me like a physical blow. This wasn’t just about dominance and submission anymore. This was about the fate of entire civilizations.

      Camille and I sat in stunned silence as we absorbed this information. The holographic displays continued to shift and change, showing different angles of the worksite, streams of data, and projections of potential outcomes. It was almost too much to take in.

      Finally, Sven broke the silence. “Do you think you understand the gravity of the situation now?” he asked, his blue eyes intense as they moved between Camille and me.

      We nodded mutely, still trying to process everything we’d learned. But even as I acknowledged the enormity of the threat, a nagging thought tugged at the back of my mind. The vision I’d had while Sven fucked my bottom—the frozen landscape, the ship in the ice—how did it fit into all of this?

      “I understand,” I said slowly, “but… Herra, what about the vision I had? The one with the metal cathedral and the Viking ship? I don’t see anything like that in these images.”

      Sven’s expression softened slightly, a hint of pride gleaming in his eyes. “Your vision, lille en, shows that you will have the power to intervene. The details may not match exactly what we see here, but the essence of your prophecy rings true.”

      I felt confusion wash over me. My mind reeled as I tried to reconcile the high-tech satellite imagery before us with the mystical visions I had experienced.

      “But Herra,” I said hesitantly, my voice barely above a whisper, “does that mean… was the vision I got somehow from some supernatural realm? The gods or something?” I felt foolish even asking, but I needed to understand.

      Sven reached out to cup my cheek gently. “The völur have always walked between worlds, lille en. Between the physical and the spiritual, the seen and the unseen.”

      I shook my head, still struggling to make sense of it all. “But I don’t see… you know, a cathedral or a ship in these images,” I protested. “It must be a coincidence, mustn’t it?”

      Erik stepped forward then, his imposing presence commanding attention. “Mary,” he said, his voice low and serious, “the Sons of Odin have never been certain whether the völur receive their visions from the gods or from some other source. But we know that though the details are never exact, the intuition is almost unerring.”

      I felt a shiver run down my spine at his words. The weight of this new responsibility, this strange power I seemed to possess, settled heavily on my shoulders.

      Sven nodded in agreement with Erik’s words. “From some sense humans will probably never fully understand, your unconscious gathered the data and put it together. You identified the threat correctly, even if the specifics of your vision don’t match precisely with what we see here.”

      I stared at the holographic displays, trying to reconcile the cold, hard data with the vivid imagery of my vision. “So the Pretorian Guard really is building something like a cathedral?” I asked, still uncertain.

      “In a manner of speaking,” Sven replied. “These massive underground structures they’re creating could certainly be seen as a kind of cathedral—a monument to their ambition and hubris.”

      “And the Viking ship?” Camille interjected, her voice tinged with skepticism.

      Erik’s eyes gleamed with a fierce light. “That, my dear, represents us, the Sons of Odin. It is our destiny to intervene, to sail into this frozen wasteland and confront the threat that lurks beneath the ice.”

      I felt a strange mix of emotions swirling within me—fear, excitement, and a growing sense of purpose. But still, doubt gnawed at me. “How can Camille and I possibly help with something like this?” I asked, gesturing to the complex data displays surrounding us. “This seems like a job for commandos or spies, not… not bed thralls.”

      Sven’s expression grew serious as he regarded Camille and me. “I understand that you don’t see it yet. But you and Camille possess unique abilities that make you perfect for this task.”

      He manipulated the holographic display, bringing up an image of a distinguished-looking man in his late fifties. His salt-and-pepper hair was perfectly coiffed, and his tailored suit spoke of immense wealth.

      “This is Étienne Beaumont,” Sven explained. “He’s one of the wealthiest men in the world, a key player in Groupe Synergistique. He’s also under close surveillance by the Pretorian Guard.”

      My eyes widened as I began to understand. “You want us to get close to him?”

      Sven nodded. “Exactly. We will arrange for you and Camille to be ‘placed’ with Beaumont as his newest acquisitions. Given your backgrounds and your… talents, the Guard will immediately recognize your potential value as intelligence assets.”

      A chill ran down my spine as I realized what he was suggesting. “You want us to be captured by the Guard,” I said softly, my voice barely above a whisper.

      “Yes,” Erik confirmed, his tone grim. “It’s the only way to get you close enough to uncover what’s really happening in Hudson Bay.”

      I exchanged a worried glance with Camille. Her dark eyes reflected the same mixture of fear and determination I felt churning in my gut.

      Sven continued, his voice gentle but firm. “Once you’re in the Guard’s custody, you’ll need to use every skill we’ve taught you—both as bed thralls and as völur. Your instincts, your ability to read people and situations, will be crucial.”

      “But how will we know what to look for?” Camille asked, her brow furrowed in concern.

      Erik stepped forward, calling up a new set of images on the display. They showed complex schematics and technical diagrams that meant little to me. “We’ve prepared a series of seemingly innocuous questions that will help you gather the information we need,” he explained. “You’ll be trained in how to ask them without arousing suspicion.”

      My mind reeled at the enormity of what they were asking us to do. We would be walking into the lion’s den, armed with nothing but our wits and our bodies. The thought was terrifying, yet I couldn’t deny the thrill of excitement that coursed through me.

      “What about extraction?” I asked, trying to keep the tremor from my voice. “How will we get out once we have the information?”

      Sven’s expression softened, and he reached out again to cup my cheek gently. “We will be following your progress as closely as possible, lille en. The moment we have what we need, or if you signal that you’re in danger, we’ll move in to extract you.”

      I leaned into his touch, grateful for the warmth of his hand against my skin. I lost myself in the sensation until Erik’s voice brought me back to the immediate circumstances.

      “It’s important to your mission that you arrive at Beaumont’s manor as a pair. He is known to have a fascination for girls who find solace in one another’s arms when disciplined strictly. We’ve already begun creating a data trail about you for the Guard to find. We’ll add an important element tomorrow. We’re going to make a video of the two of you being punished and then having sex with each other.”

      “What?” Camille asked, her eyes wide as she gazed at her master, whose face had gone very serious. “Herra… we…”

      “We didn’t do anything,” I finished, looking my plea into Erik’s and then Sven’s eyes.

      “I know, lille en,” Sven said, his eyes compassionate despite the firm set of his jaw. “But in this world your masters will often whip you simply because they enjoy it. That in itself is something you two must accustom yourselves to enduring—and, indeed, enjoying… or at least acting as if you enjoy it.”
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      Sven

      

      As I held Mary in my arms that night, I did my best to soothe her anxieties. I held her sweet, nude body close, her soft curves pressed against my chest as we lay in the dimly lit bedchamber. The flickering candlelight cast dancing shadows on the stone walls, an intimate atmosphere that seemed to soften the gravity of the conversation in the situation room. I could feel the tension in her lithe body, though, the slight trembling that betrayed her anxiety through her brave facade.

      “Shh, lille en,” I murmured, running my hand soothingly along her spine. “You’ve shown such strength today. I’m proud of you.”

      Mary nestled closer, her breath warm against my skin as she spoke. “Herra,” she whispered, her voice tinged with a mixture of excitement and apprehension, “do Camille and I really have to be whipped tomorrow?”

      I sighed. I had known this question was coming and I wished I could spare her this particular trial. “Yes, Mary,” I replied gently but firmly. “It’s a necessary part of your cover, and also for your preparation for the mission.”

      I felt her stiffen slightly in my arms. I rubbed her back gently, and continued. “But there’s something you should know about the discipline you’ll receive,” I said, a solemnity coming naturally into my voice. “Many völur have found that the pain of the whip can actually provide helpful visions.”

      Mary pulled back slightly, her emerald eyes wide with curiosity as she looked up at me. “Really?” she asked, a hint of wonder creeping into her voice.

      I nodded, my fingers tracing idle patterns on her bare shoulder. “Indeed. The intense sensations can sometimes open pathways to Yggdrasil that are otherwise difficult to access. The pain becomes a bridge between worlds, allowing you to see things that might remain hidden in ordinary states of consciousness.”

      I watched as Mary processed this information, her brow furrowing slightly as she considered the implications. After a moment, she asked hesitantly, “Herra… how many bed thralls have you sent on missions before?”

      The question caught me off guard, and I found myself pausing before answering. Images flashed through my mind of other girls I had trained, other missions I had overseen. The weight of responsibility settled heavily on my shoulders.

      “You and Camille will be the fifth and sixth,” I finally admitted, my voice low. “It’s not something we do lightly, Mary. Only those with exceptional potential are chosen for field work.”

      I saw a flicker of fear in her eyes, quickly masked by determination. “What… what happened to the others?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

      I took a deep breath, knowing I owed her the truth. “Three returned successfully,” I said, my tone carefully neutral. “One… one did not.”

      Mary’s sharp intake of breath told me she understood the implication. I tightened my arms around her, as if I could shield her from the dangers that lay ahead through sheer force of will.

      “But you and Camille are different,” I continued, infusing my voice with confidence. “Especially you, lille en. I’ve never sent out a völva with more natural talent.”
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      Mary

      

      I felt my cheeks flush hot at Sven’s words of praise. My heart swelled with pride even as anxiety churned in my stomach. I was scared—terrified, really—of the whipping that awaited me tomorrow and the dangerous mission that lay ahead. Yet beneath that fear, a small part of me thrilled at the thought of proving myself worthy of Sven’s faith in me.

      As I lay there in his strong arms, my mind raced in a dozen different directions at once. I found myself almost unable to think straight, overwhelmed by the conflicting emotions and realizations crashing over me.

      A sudden thought struck me—when Camille and I were out in the field on this mission, we might have a chance to escape. To run away from all of this and reclaim our old lives—even to report the crazy, kinky Sons of Odin to some set of authorities… maybe even to Selecta itself. The idea sent a jolt through me, a physical shiver that seemed to come from both excitement and dread. Sven’s arms tightened around me, and for an instant I wondered if he could read my mind, before I understood that my master meant not to imprison me, but to comfort me.

      Even as I contemplated the possibility of freedom, though, I realized with a start that I didn’t want to leave. Somehow, in the span of just a few days, I had fallen desperately, hopelessly in love with Sven. The thought of never seeing him again, never feeling his touch or hearing his voice, made my chest ache with a pain far worse than any whip could inflict.

      What had happened to me? I wondered if I had begun to go insane—if the ‘visions’ had actually come not from some Norse super-consciousness, but from induced lunacy. How could I have developed such intense feelings for my captor? How could I contemplate risking my life on a mission for an organization I barely understood? How could I believe that I’d been granted mystical access to the world tree?

      Yet I couldn’t deny the way my body responded to Sven’s nearness, or the sense of purpose that filled me when I thought about using my strange, newfound abilities as a völva to… well, to save civilization, if my master were to be believed.

      “Herra,” I whispered, my voice trembling slightly. “I… I’m scared. But I want to make you proud.”

      Sven’s arms tightened even more, and I felt his lips brush against my forehead. “You already have, lille en,” he murmured. “You’ve shown more courage and aptitude than I dared hope for.”

      His praise sent a new warmth spreading through my chest, momentarily quieting the storm of emotions in my head and my body. I nuzzled closer, breathing in his masculine scent and letting it calm me.

      I looked up into Sven’s face, my breath catching in my throat as I met his intense blue gaze. The flickering candlelight cast shadows across his strong features, emphasizing the sharp angles of his jaw and the depth of his eyes. In that moment, I felt as if I could lose myself completely in their icy depths.

      A sudden, overwhelming need crashed over me like a tidal wave. My pussy clenched painfully, an aching emptiness taking hold deep in my core. I needed Sven inside me, needed to feel the stretch of his thick cock filling me completely. The intensity of the desire made me dizzy, my entire body trembling with barely contained lust.

      I must in fact be going insane, I thought wildly. How could I want him so desperately, so suddenly? Just moments ago we had been discussing the dangers that lay ahead, the terrifying realities of the mission I was about to undertake. Yet now, all I could think about was the burning need between my thighs, the primal urge to be claimed and possessed by my master despite it all.

      As I gazed into Sven’s eyes, I saw the exact moment he recognized my desperate need. His pupils dilated, a predatory gleam entering his gaze as he took in my flushed cheeks and heaving chest. I didn’t have to say a word—he knew exactly what I craved.

      A wave of love washed over me, so intense it nearly brought tears to my eyes. I didn’t have to beg, didn’t have to humiliate myself by pleading for his cock. Sven understood my needs, perhaps even better than I did myself.

      Without a word, Sven rolled us over so that I lay beneath him, his powerful body caging me in. The heat of his skin against mine was intoxicating, and I arched up, desperate for more contact. His hard length pressed against my inner thigh, so close to where I needed him most.

      “Is this what you need, lille en?” Sven murmured, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine. “Do you need your Herra to fill you and to center you?”

      “Yes,” I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily. “Please, Herra. I need it… I need it so much.”

      I pictured Sven’s light eyes darkening with lust and a possessive hunger that made my pussy clench with anticipation. He shifted slightly, the blunt head of his cock nudging against the slick opening of my needy sheath. I whimpered, my body trembling as I waited for him to push inside.

      “You are mine,” Sven growled, his hands gripping my hips with bruising force. “Every inch of you. Your tight fisse and your sweet little røvhul. Your speech and your heart and your mind—all mine. Mine to use and mine to protect, to cherish and to keep safe.”

      I cried out as his thick manhood entered me from behind, a mixture of pleasure and soreness flooding my senses. My pussy still felt terribly tender from the intense fucking I’d received earlier, but my body welcomed him eagerly nonetheless. As he pushed deeper, stretching me open, I couldn’t help but sob softly at the discomfort. Yet even as tears pricked my eyes, I felt my inner walls clenching around him, drawing him further inside.

      “That’s it, lille en,” Sven murmured in my ear, his breath hot against my skin. “Take all of me. Your tight little fisse feels so good around my pik.”

      His words sent a shiver down my spine, and I pressed back against him, wanting to take him even deeper. Sven began to move, his thrusts gentle at first, mindful of my soreness. But even that slow, careful pace was enough to send sparks of pleasure shooting through my core.

      “Herra,” I whimpered, my fingers clutching at the furs beneath us. “It feels… oh, God, it feels so good.”

      Sven’s hand came around to cup my breast, his callused fingers teasing my nipple to a hard peak. “You were made for this, Mary,” he growled, his hips picking up speed. “Made to take the cock, to give a warrior his pleasure.”

      I moaned, lost in the sensations as Sven fucked me harder. The initial discomfort faded, replaced by a burning need that consumed me entirely. Each thrust sent shockwaves of ecstasy through my body, building and building until I felt my body might come apart from the intensity.

      As Sven’s pace increased, I felt myself slipping into that now-familiar altered state. The physical sensations—the slap of skin on skin, the stretch of my pussy around Sven’s thick shaft—began to fade into the background. In their place, I felt as though my head were expanding, my consciousness stretching out beyond the confines of my body.

      Suddenly, I was no longer in the dimly lit bedchamber. I found myself hovering above the ice of the frozen bay I had seen before, with the longship in the ice and the metal cathedral on the shore.

      As Sven’s thrusts grew more forceful, my vision seemed to sharpen. The icy landscape spread out before me in stark, crystalline detail. The frozen bay stretched to the horizon, a vast expanse of white broken only by jagged cracks and pressure ridges. The air was so crisp and cold that each breath felt like inhaling shards of glass.

      In the distance, I could see the metal cathedral rising from the snowy shore. Its skeletal frame reached toward the steel-gray sky, a monument of human ambition amid nature’s desolation. Scaffolding crisscrossed between the massive girders, creating a dizzying lattice of metal and shadow. As I watched, tiny figures moved along the scaffolding, their purpose unknown, but clearly urgent.

      But it was the longship that drew my attention most powerfully. There, half-buried in the translucent ice, lay the ancient vessel. Its wooden planks were still visible beneath the frozen surface, preserved for centuries by the unforgiving cold. The curved prow rose proudly from the ice, its dragon-head figurehead snarling silently at the empty sky.

      Distantly, I felt Sven’s pace quicken, his powerful body driving into me with increasing urgency. The physical sensations seemed to echo through my vision, causing ripples in the ice that surrounded the longship. With each thrust, I felt myself being drawn closer to the frozen vessel, as if pulled by an unseen force.

      Suddenly, my perspective shifted. I was no longer hovering above the ice, but standing on its glassy surface. The cold bit into my bare feet, but I barely noticed, transfixed by what I saw before me. A figure was emerging from the longship, climbing out of the ice as if it were water.

      It was a Viking warrior, clad in a heavy fur cloak that swept the ground behind him. His beard was frosted with ice, and his eyes gleamed with an otherworldly light. As he stepped onto the ice, I saw that he carried something in his arms—a bundle wrapped in oiled leather, clutched protectively to his chest.

      The warrior’s gaze met mine, and in that moment, I felt a jolt of recognition. Though his face was unfamiliar, there was something in his eyes that reminded me of Sven. It was the same intensity, the same unwavering purpose.

      Just then, I felt my body convulse with pleasure. Sven’s cock was hitting that perfect spot deep inside me, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. As my orgasm crashed over me, the vision exploded into vivid clarity.

      The warrior strode across the ice, his steps sure and purposeful. He was walking toward the metal cathedral, the bundle in his arms seeming to pulse with an inner light.

      The waves of pleasure coursed through my body. I felt myself pulled back from the frozen landscape. The vision of the Viking warrior faded, replaced by the more immediate sensations of Sven’s powerful body moving against mine. I gasped, my inner walls clenching rhythmically around his thick shaft as my orgasm continued to roll through me.

      Slowly, the world around me came back into focus. The warm furs beneath us, the flickering candlelight, the scent of sweat and sex hanging heavy in the air. I became acutely aware of every point where Sven’s skin touched mine, from the strong arms caging me in to the relentless thrust of his cock deep inside me.

      As my mind cleared, I began to understand what had just happened. The vision I had experienced wasn’t some mystical prophecy sent by the gods, but rather my own subconscious mind processing the information I had been given. The satellite images of the construction site, the technical diagrams, the historical context of the Sons of Odin—all of it had been synthesized into a vivid, symbolic representation.

      The metal cathedral was the fusion reactor the Guard was building. The Viking warrior emerging from the ice represented the Sons of Odin, carrying some crucial element—perhaps the very information Camille and I were being sent to retrieve. It was as if my brain had taken all the disparate pieces of data and woven them into a narrative my conscious mind could understand.

      My thoughts were interrupted as Sven’s movements became more erratic. His breathing grew ragged, and I could feel the tension building in his powerful body. With a primal grunt of dominance, he buried himself to the hilt inside me. I felt the hot rush of his seed flooding my womb, marking me as his from the inside out.

      The intensity of the moment overwhelmed me. Tears sprang to my eyes, and I found myself sobbing—not from pain or fear, but from the sheer emotional overload. It all seemed too much—the pleasure, the revelations, the weight of the mission ahead, and the depth of my feelings for this man who had so thoroughly claimed me.

      “Shh, lille en,” Sven murmured, gathering me close as he rolled us onto our sides. He remained buried inside me, our bodies still intimately connected. “You’ve done so well. Rest now.”
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      The next morning, to my surprise, Sven and Erik came into the bathing chamber just as we bed thralls were finishing drying ourselves with the fluffy towels. Even more startling were the ordinary modern casual clothes—Oxford shirts and jeans—they wore.

      I had supposed Mor Astrid would lead us to the classroom again. The sight, as I lowered the thick terrycloth from my face, of my Herra and his shield-brother watching us, and clearly dressed to go outside the Viking sanctuary, made my eyes go wide and my heart start to thump.

      Then, just as surprisingly, I saw that Mor Astrid had brought out some kind of large garments from a closet and held them draped over her arms.

      “Sophie and Amélie, Yvette and Fleur,” she said, focusing on each of them as she spoke, “you may find your way to the classroom. Herra Aksel will give this morning’s lesson.”

      My heart rate sped up even further as I understood that our mission had apparently begun. Camille and I looked at one another, our faces grave, and then at the other four of our new sisters.

      “Yes, girls,” Erik said, “you should say goodbye to Mary and Camille.”

      I swallowed hard. I had known the four of them for little more than a day, and I didn’t feel as close to them as I did to Camille. Parting from them, though, made me strangely wistful, perhaps because I knew it also meant parting from this strange, but captivating—in more ways than one—place.

      We hugged awkwardly. The little flashes of helpless arousal I felt at their embrace, at the brushing of my nipples against theirs, made me conscious of my nudity in a way I hadn’t been the moment before. As the four who would stay behind left the bathing chamber, I looked over at Camille, feeling my cheeks grow warm as I remembered what Sven had said she and I would have to do after our whipping.

      So when Mor Astrid gave us the things she held in her arms, which turned out to be roomy hooded cloaks, I felt briefly reassured. As I pulled the soft fabric around my naked body, though, the relief mixed itself thoroughly with trepidation. The cloak offered a semblance of modesty, but it also signaled that we were about to venture beyond the familiar confines of the underground complex—where of course my modesty would once again be ripped away.

      Mor Astrid’s weathered hands adjusted my hood, her touch surprisingly gentle. “Remember, child,” she murmured, her pale blue eyes holding mine, “you carry the wisdom of Yggdrasil within you now. Let it guide you.”

      I nodded, gulping against the lump in my throat. The events of the past few days swirled in my mind—the intense pleasure, the searing pain, the mind-bending visions. It all seemed like a dream, yet the soreness in my body and the weight of responsibility settling on my shoulders were undeniably real.

      Sven and Erik led us through winding corridors I hadn’t seen before. The roughhewn stone walls gradually gave way to more finished surfaces, and I realized we were ascending. The air grew cooler, carrying a hint of diesel and rubber that seemed jarringly modern after days surrounded by ancient Viking aesthetics.

      Finally, we emerged into what appeared to be an ordinary underground parking garage. The sudden shift in environment felt disorienting. Fluorescent lights hummed overhead, casting a harsh glow over rows of nondescript white vans. The concrete floor echoed with our footsteps, the sound bouncing off the low ceiling and blank walls.

      “This garage,” Sven explained in a low voice, “ostensibly serves as storage for a multinational corporation’s spare vehicles. In reality, of course, it conceals the entrance to our sanctuary.”

      I glanced around, trying to spot any sign of the hidden entrance we had just used. But the walls appeared seamless, offering no hint of the ancient wonders that lay beyond.

      As we walked between the rows of vans, Sven’s large hand came to rest on the small of my back, a gesture both possessive and reassuring. “Listen carefully, my völur,” he said, his voice just loud enough for Camille and me to hear. “What I’m about to tell you is crucial.”

      I nodded, focusing all my attention on his words despite the nervous flutter in my stomach.

      “In order to ensure the Guard accepts your cover story,” Sven continued, “we must create a data trail that matches it perfectly. From the moment we leave this garage, you girls will be visible to the kind of surveillance satellites and drones the Guard has access to.”

      My eyes widened at this revelation. The thought of being watched from above, our every move potentially scrutinized by unseen eyes, sent a chill down my spine.

      “Furthermore,” Sven added, his tone growing even more serious, “it’s quite possible they’ll even be able to look and hear inside the van.”

      Erik opened the back doors of one of the vans to reveal an empty compartment with benches along both sides. I saw that the benches featured webbing restraints with Velcro closures, and I swallowed hard.

      “Take off your cloaks, then go ahead and get in,” Erik told us. “As long as we’re in the garage, the Guard can’t hear or see us. We’ll brief you further once we’ve got you properly restrained.”

      I looked at Camille, my heart pounding. Her dark eyes had gone wide with fear and uncertainty, a match for my own emotions. We hesitated for a moment, clutching our cloaks tightly around our bodies.

      “You didn’t tell us the mission would start so soon,” Camille accused Erik, her voice trembling slightly amid her attempt at defiance.

      Erik’s expression softened slightly. “We wanted you girls to get a good night’s sleep,” he explained, his tone gentler than I had come to expect from him. “You’ll need your strength for what’s to come.”

      Camille’s brow furrowed, and I could see the conflict playing out across her face. Part of her wanted to submit, to trust in Erik’s judgment, but another part—the rebellious spirit that had initially caught Erik’s eye—bristled at being kept in the dark.

      “But we’re not ready,” Camille protested, her voice rising slightly. “We haven’t had enough training, we don’t know enough about⁠—”

      “Enough,” Erik cut her off, his tone sharpening. His eyes flashed dangerously as he regarded Camille. “Do you want a whipping before we even leave, girl?”

      I saw Camille flinch at his words, her body instinctively curling in on itself. But beneath the fear in her eyes, I recognized something else—something I knew also stared out from my own gaze when I looked at Sven. Despite her protests, despite her fear and uncertainty, Camille loved Erik helplessly. Just as I loved Sven.

      The realization hit me like a physical blow. We were utterly, hopelessly devoted to these men who had captured us, trained us, and were now sending us into danger. It defied all logic, went against everything I had ever believed about myself. Yet I couldn’t deny the truth of it.

      I saw the same conflicted emotions warring in Camille’s eyes—love and fear, desire and uncertainty, the need to submit warring with the instinct for self-preservation. Her cheeks flushed, and she lowered her gaze. “No, Herra,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

      With trembling hands, Camille and I removed our cloaks. The cool air of the garage raised goosebumps on my skin, and I fought the urge to cover myself. Instead, I climbed into the van, settling onto one of the hard benches. Camille followed, sitting across from me.

      Erik and Sven efficiently secured us with the webbing restraints at ankles, wrists, waist, and neck. The rough material bit into my skin, the physical reinforcement of my captive state. As Sven tightened the last strap around my neck, his fingers brushed against my breast. Even in this tense moment, my body responded to his touch, my nipples hardening traitorously.

      “Now, girls,” Sven said, his voice low and serious, “listen carefully. We’re going to make the video for Beaumont at a chateau outside the city. It’s a place that’s been used in the past as a transfer point for captive concubines.”

      My heart raced at his words. The reality of our situation was sinking in—we truly were about to become captives, at least as far as the outside world was concerned. I glanced at Camille, and saw fear mixed with the excitement in her face. I found that weirdly comforting; maybe our shared anxiety would help us work together?

      Sven continued, his intense blue gaze moving between us. “In a few moments, we’re going to drive out onto the streets of Rouen. From that point on, you’ll be visible to the kind of surveillance the Guard has access to, including micro-drones we can’t even see. You must remember that from this moment forward, you are captives who have been kidnapped by a concubine broker for sale to a trillionaire.”

      I swallowed hard, trying to process the implications. Every move we made, every word we spoke, would need to fit this cover story. The weight of our mission settled heavily on my shoulders.

      “You’ve given us so little time to prepare,” I said softly, unable to keep the tremor from my voice. “How can we possibly pull this off?”

      Sven’s expression softened slightly as he regarded me. “You underestimate yourselves, lille en,” he said. “You’ve been preparing for this since the moment you arrived. Your training as bed thralls and as völur, even the few hours you’ve had of it, has led us to this moment. You’ve seen Yggdrasil; now you must learn to trust in its roots.”

      His words sent a shiver through me. Had everything truly been orchestrated for this purpose—grown in the world tree, even? All the intense pleasures and pains we’d experienced, and all the ordeals to come?

      Erik spoke up then, his voice gruff, but not unkind. “We’re going to have to gag you for the drive,” he explained. “It will at least free you from worrying about saying the wrong thing.”

      I nodded, understanding the necessity even as my stomach churned with anxiety. Erik approached with a pair of ball gags that looked like they had come from some bland sex shop. I couldn’t help but recall, though, the first time I had had my voice stopped, when Sven had gagged me in his office with a leather strap. The memory of the leather pressing against my tongue, filling my mouth, sent an unexpected jolt of arousal through me.

      Before they secured the gags, Sven looked each of us in the eye. “Remember, girls,” he told us, “at some point, you will have to speak. But the men who will use you aren’t interested in your opinions. You won’t ever have to say much, at least until the Guard captures you.”

      I shivered at his words, both from fear and from the closeness of his body. Even in this tense moment, I couldn’t help but respond to his nearness.

      “Once that happens,” Sven continued, “you will have become used to not mentioning the Sons of Odin, which is all you really must remember. The Guard will easily figure out that you’ve been the possessions of dominant men, but they will think that means Beaumont and his agents—that you were captured for sale to him. Remember the questions we taught you.”

      I felt my brow crease as I brought them to mind—three questions that our Herra had told us could produce valuable intelligence through their apparent innocence. Why is it like that? How did you learn to do that? Has it always been that way? I nodded to Sven, and Camille echoed the gesture.

      “Now,” Erik asked, “do you have any last questions, either of you?”

      A thought came into my mind, from a helplessly wayward feeling in my body, as I contemplated what it all meant—as I pictured Beaumont… and his ‘agents.’ A fiction, yes, but…

      “Herra…” I asked, chewing on my lower lip as I realized I didn’t know how to put the question. Then I blurted out, “Should we… should we pretend to… um, you know… like it? When they… when they use us, I mean?”

      My tummy flipped at the sound of my own words and I felt my cheeks fill with hot blood. Sven sighed, his eyes softening into compassion and understanding. As he answered, he looked from me to Camille and back again.

      “Lille en,” he said softly, “you won’t have to pretend.”

      I felt my cheeks flush hot at Sven’s words, a confusing mix of shame and arousal traveling through me. The implication was clear—I would enjoy it when other men used me, whether I wanted to or not. My body had been trained to respond to dominant touch, to crave the pleasure that came with submission. The realization terrified me, even as I tried to press down the helpless excitement it roused.

      Sven’s large hand cupped my cheek, his thumb brushing away a tear I hadn’t realized had fallen. “Lille en,” he murmured, his voice gentle, “you must understand that your Herra understands your need for domination by strangers. Truly, you don’t need permission to enjoy it, but I give you that permission nonetheless.”

      I leaned into his touch, desperate for the comfort and reassurance it provided. How had I come to this point, where the thought of being used by unknown men could provoke such a response in me? Just days ago, I had been a normal college student, my biggest worry being my next exam.

      “But Herra,” I whispered, my voice trembling, “what if… what if I enjoy it too much? What if I forget my purpose, forget you?”

      Sven’s eyes met mine, filled with an intensity that made my breath catch in my throat. “You won’t forget, Mary,” he said firmly. “The connection between us, between a völva and her master, goes beyond mere physical pleasure. You carry a part of me with you always, just as I carry a part of you.”

      His words settled something within me, a fear I hadn’t even fully acknowledged. I nodded, swallowing hard against the lump in my throat.

      “Are you ready?” Sven asked, holding up the ball gag.

      I took a deep breath, steeling myself. “Yes, Herra,” I replied, opening my mouth obediently.

      The rubber ball pressed against my tongue, filling my mouth. Sven secured the straps behind my head, his fingers lingering for a moment at the nape of my neck. The gag wasn’t uncomfortable, but it served as an urgent reminder of my helplessness, of the role I was about to play.

      Across from me, Erik finished securing Camille’s gag. Her dark eyes met mine. We were in this together, bound not just by the physical restraints, but by our shared inner conflict.
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      “From this moment forward,” Erik told us gravely, “we must treat you as ordinary captive concubines: nothing but fuck toys.”

      I trembled, swallowing hard as I felt my body react.

      “Beaumont will do the same,” Sven said, his voice matter-of-fact, as if he meant to keep his emotions on the matter hidden. “Do you understand?”

      Camille and I nodded, the ball gags preventing any verbal response.

      Sven got in the driver’s seat while Erik stayed in the back with us. As the van pulled out onto the street, I felt a rush of anxiety so forceful it made me dizzy. We were leaving the safety of the Sons of Odin’s sanctuary and venturing into a world where we would be viewed as captives, as property to be bought and sold.

      I watched Erik’s face change as we drove, his expression hardening into something cold and unfamiliar. Gone was the man who had shown moments of tenderness. In his place sat a stranger—one who looked at Camille and me as if we were nothing more than objects.

      Camille seemed to sense the shift as well. She began to struggle against her restraints, crying out around her gag. The muffled sounds of her distress filled the van.

      Without warning, Erik’s hand cracked across Camille’s face. The sharp sound of the slap made me flinch.

      “Did I tell you to make a noise, slut?” Erik growled, his voice harsh and unfamiliar.

      I couldn’t help it—I let out a cry of mingled horror and, much worse, helpless arousal at the sight. Immediately, Erik’s hand connected with my cheek as well. The sting of it brought tears to my eyes.

      “And you? You’re making noise too?” Erik sneered.

      From the front, Sven called back in a hard voice, asking if we were giving Erik trouble. My heart clenched at how cold and distant he sounded—so unlike the man who had held me in his strong arms just hours before.

      Erik responded that it was nothing he wouldn’t enjoy handling. He emphasized his words with another slap to each of our faces.

      Camille’s eyes met mine, wide with shock and fear. I had to swallow down the saliva that had gathered in my mouth, fighting against a wave of nausea. To my horror and shame, I realized I had gotten terribly, terribly aroused. The hot, tingling ache between my legs was unmistakable. Glancing at Camille’s hardened nipples, I saw the same must be true for her.

      The van sped through the streets of Rouen. I could see glimpses of the city through the windshield—picturesque buildings and quaint cafés that seemed to belong to another world entirely. The normalcy of it all felt surreal in contrast to our captive state.

      Sven’s face, visible in the rearview mirror, was set in harsh lines. The loving master I knew had departed. It filled me with an impossible-to-untangle mixture of dread, love, and lust.

      As the van left the outskirts of Rouen behind, Erik’s attention turned to our bodies. His large hands reached out, roughly grasping my breasts. I couldn’t help but whimper around my gag as he kneaded the soft flesh, his fingers finding my nipples and pinching them hard. The sharp pain made me arch my back involuntarily, even as I tried to shrink away from his touch.

      “You’ll get used to this,” Erik told me coldly. “A little anyway.”

      He alternated between Camille and me, then, slapping our breasts and twisting our nipples until they were red and swollen. The pain blurred with a shameful pleasure that made me squirm in my restraints. I caught Camille’s eye and saw my own conflicted arousal reflected there.

      “They’re both good little sluts,” Erik called up to Sven. I couldn’t keep down the pang of betrayal that rose in my chest when Sven grunted in wordless approval.

      As Erik continued his merciless attention, I couldn’t help marveling at how skilled the Sons of Odin were at dominating women. Every touch, every cruel pinch or stinging slap, seemed calculated to push us further into a state of helpless arousal. I realized with a start that Erik must mean it as part of our training—teaching our bodies to respond to pain and humiliation as readily as to pleasure.

      The thought sent a chill down my spine. If Erik and Sven could reduce us to quivering, needy messes so easily, what hope did we have of resisting the Pretorian Guard? Fear coiled in my belly, mingling with the heat of my helpless arousal.

      After what felt like hours, but must only have been a few minutes, the van began to slow. I craned my neck, trying to see out the windshield. The urban landscape had given way to lush, rolling countryside. Fields of vibrant green stretched out on either side of the road, dotted with the occasional farmhouse or copse of trees.

      The van turned onto a narrow lane, bordered by ancient stone walls half-hidden beneath tangles of ivy. We bounced along the uneven surface for several minutes before coming to a stop in front of an imposing set of wrought-iron gates.

      Sven got out to punch a code into a keypad, and the gates swung open with a creak of protest. As we drove through, I caught a glimpse of a grand chateau in the distance—all pale stone and elegant turrets rising against the blue sky.

      The van came to a stop in a graveled courtyard. Sven got out and I heard his shoes crunch on gravel. For a moment, there was silence, broken only by Camille’s and my ragged breathing. Then the back doors swung open, flooding the interior with bright sunlight that made me squint.

      Sven reached in as Erik freed us from the webbing restraints. Together our masters hauled us roughly out of the van. My legs, stiff from the long minutes of immobility, nearly buckled beneath me. Only Erik’s iron grip on my arm kept me upright.

      “You’ll be able to scream all you want once we take out your gags,” Sven said, his voice cold and matter-of-fact. “No one will hear you out here.”

      I shivered at his words, realizing just how isolated the place must be. Then I stumbled as Erik began to drag me across the gravel courtyard, my bare feet stinging from the sharp stones. The chateau loomed before us, its pale stone walls gleaming in the late morning sun. But we weren’t heading for the grand entrance. Instead, Sven and Erik steered us toward a building off to the side—an old stable block, I realized, my eyes widening.

      The massive wooden doors creaked as Erik pushed them open, revealing a cavernous interior filled with shadows and the musty scent of hay. Shafts of sunlight filtered through gaps in the roof, illuminating dust motes that danced in the air. Old carriages stood in the back, and tack lined the walls, relics of a bygone era.

      As my eyes adjusted to the dimness, I noticed thick rope dangling from exposed rafters and what looked like medieval stocks in one corner. My stomach clenched as I realized the true purpose of this place.

      “It’s a shame you’re not virgins,” Erik said, his voice echoing in the vast space. “You would have fetched a higher price. But at least it means we’ll be able to use you thoroughly.”

      His words sent a shiver down my spine. I glanced at Camille, seeing my own fear reflected in her wide eyes.

      Sven and Erik forced us to our knees on the rough wooden floor. The planks bit into my skin, adding to the myriad discomforts assailing my body. My arms ached from being restrained for so long, and my cheeks still stung from Erik’s earlier slaps.

      “Now,” Sven said, reaching for the buckle of my gag, “let’s hear those pretty screams.”

      As soon as the rubber ball was pulled from her mouth, Camille let out a piercing shriek that echoed off the barn’s high ceiling. I hesitated for a split second, my mind racing. This was it—our cover story began now. Everything that happened from this moment on would be recorded, analyzed by the Pretorian Guard. We had to make it convincing.

      Taking a deep breath, I opened my mouth and screamed. The sound tore from my throat, raw and primal. I poured all of my fear and confusion into it—fear of the mission ahead, confusion at my body’s traitorous responses. I screamed until my lungs burned, until spots danced before my eyes.

      When I finally fell silent, gasping for air, I realized Sven had moved to stand directly in front of me. My gaze traveled up his long legs, past the obvious bulge in his jeans, to meet his icy blue eyes. The look he gave me was one of cold appraisal, as if assessing livestock at auction.

      With deliberate slowness, Sven began to unbuckle his belt. The soft whisper of leather sliding through denim loops seemed unnaturally loud in the sudden quiet. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from his hands as he unzipped his fly and reached inside.

      I heard a sharp crack echo through the barn as Sven’s palm connected with my cheek—as if the blow had happened to another girl. Then the sting bloomed across my skin, bringing fresh tears to my eyes. Before I could process the shock, I saw Sven’s thick manhood spring free from his jeans. My mouth watered involuntarily at the sight, my body’s Pavlovian response kicking in despite my fear.

      Without warning, Sven grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back. I gasped at the sudden pain, and he used the opportunity to thrust his cock past my parted lips. The musky taste of him filled my mouth as he pushed deeper, hitting the back of my throat.

      I gagged reflexively, tears streaming down my face as Sven began to fuck my mouth in earnest. His hips pistoned back and forth, driving his shaft deeper with each thrust. The sound of his grunts and the wet slap of flesh on flesh filled the air.

      “That’s it, little slut,” Sven growled, his voice thick with pleasure. “Take it all.”

      To my right, I heard Camille let out a muffled cry. The sound was so full of desperate need that it made my pussy clench with sympathetic arousal. I caught a glimpse of Erik’s powerful form looming over her, his hands tangled in her dark hair as he used her mouth just as roughly.

      My jaw ached from the stretch, and I struggled to breathe around Sven’s thick member. But even as I choked and sputtered, I felt a familiar heat building between my legs. My body betrayed me, responding to the rough treatment with shameful eagerness.

      “Listen up, you little whores,” Sven said, his voice strained as he continued to thrust. “We’re going to make a video now for the man who’s paid to acquire you.”

      My eyes widened at his words, and I saw Camille’s do the same. I understood, and I processed it, on a logical level, even in the midst of the terrible confusion it evoked in my body. This video would convince the Pretorian Guard of our captive status.

      “The man who paid,” Sven continued, punctuating his words with particularly deep thrusts, “wants to determine if he’ll keep you for himself or sell you to another master.”

      I whimpered around Sven’s cock, the reality of our situation hitting me anew. We weren’t just play-acting now—we had to create a narrative that would determine our fate in the eyes of some of the most dangerous people in the world.

      “If you want to live in luxury,” Sven added, his voice growing harsher, “you’ll take your whipping well, and then you’ll show your owner how much you love to eat each other’s cunts and asses.”

      My hips jerked involuntarily at his crude words, a jolt of arousal shooting through me. The thought of being forced to pleasure Camille, of having her tongue explore my most shameful place, brought the same confusing mix of shame and need I had felt so many times over the last days—but with a dismaying twist: I felt the strange necessity to… to pretend that I was pretending, though that made no sense at all to my rational mind. Something in me longed to enjoy my submission while making it clear that I didn’t enjoy it, didn’t need it.

      “Should we come in their mouths?” Erik asked. “Or do we have time to fuck the cunts and the asses too?”
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      I held myself in Mary’s sweet mouth at full length, as if pausing to contemplate Erik’s question. My little völva gagged and whimpered around my thick shaft, her emerald eyes wide as she gazed up at me. The sight of her like this—on her knees, completely at my mercy—sent a primal thrill through me.

      “No,” I replied, my voice rough with lust. “If Monsieur Beaumont sees that their cunts and asses look like we fucked them before he did, he might be unhappy. We’ll come down their throats to take the edge off. Then after we shoot the video we can do as we like before we deliver them.”

      As I spoke, I felt no guilt or hesitation about using Mary this way. I knew, with bone-deep certainty, that this was exactly what she needed. Her body craved domination, hungered for the exquisite blend of pleasure and pain that only a skilled master could provide. And I was more than happy to give her what she needed.

      I began to move again, fucking Mary’s face with long, deep strokes. Her throat convulsed around me as she struggled to take my full length, but I didn’t relent. This was part of her training, after all. She needed to learn to suppress her gag reflex, to take whatever her master chose to give her.

      As I used her mouth, my mind drifted to the events that had led us here. In just two days we had taken these girls—naive college students with no real understanding of their own needs and desires—and molded them into sexual operatives capable of infiltrating one of the most dangerous organizations in the world. It testified to their innate submissive nature, but also to their native mental talents—as well as to our skill as dominants.

      We hadn’t broken these girls; we had freed them to find the worlds that lay within their hearts and minds. We had given them the tools to understand and embrace their deepest desires, to harness the power of their submission in service of a far greater vision.

      Mary’s muffled moans brought me back to the present moment. I could feel her arousal growing, her body responding to the rough treatment despite her mind’s protests. This was the essence of her training—teaching her body to crave domination so deeply that it would override any lingering doubt or hesitation.

      “That’s it, whore,” I growled, tightening my grip on her hair as I uttered words so oft-repeated that they became a ritual of their own. “Take it all. Show me how much you need this.”

      And she did need it. I could see it in the flush spreading across her pale skin, in the way her hips rocked unconsciously, seeking friction that wasn’t there. Even as tears streamed down her face from the force of my thrusts, her body betrayed her true desires.

      I glanced over at Erik, who was using Camille’s mouth with equal vigor. His face was a mask of concentration, but I could see the same understanding in his eyes.

      Looking down again at Mary with my rigid cock in her mouth, I found myself enchanted at the obscene beauty of the sight. Her lips stretched wide around my thick shaft, glistening with saliva. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, instinctively trying to please me.

      I noticed that she had lowered her eyes as if in reverence. While part of me appreciated this display of submission, I wanted—no, needed—to see the conflict in her gaze.

      “Look up at me, slut,” I commanded, my voice rough with arousal.

      Mary whimpered around my thrusting shaft, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through my core. Slowly, hesitantly, she raised her eyes to meet mine. Her face had gone beet red with embarrassment, a charming blush that extended down her neck to her heaving breasts. The sight of her internal struggle, knowing that her body craved what her mind still fought against, sent a primal thrill through me.

      As our eyes locked, I saw Mary’s hips jerk involuntarily. Even with no stimulation, her body was responding to the act of servicing me. I couldn’t help but smile, a predatory grin that made her shiver visibly.

      “That’s it, my little whore,” I growled, never breaking eye contact. “Your cunt is aching for attention, isn’t it? Even as I use your mouth, your needy little pussy is clenching around nothing, desperate to be filled.”

      Mary’s eyes widened at my crude words, a fresh wave of shame coloring her cheeks. But I also saw her pupils dilate with arousal, her breathing becoming more ragged around my cock.

      “You’re learning so quickly,” I continued, punctuating my words with deep thrusts. “Your body knows what it needs, even if your mind hasn’t caught up yet. Soon, you’ll beg for this. You’ll crave your master’s cock, his hand, his belt—anything I choose to give you.”

      As I spoke, I could feel my own arousal building. The sight of Mary on her knees, the wet heat of her mouth, the knowledge of how thoroughly I had claimed her—all pushed me toward the edge.

      “I’m going to come down your throat now, slut,” I told her, my voice a bit strained with the effort of holding back. “And you’re going to swallow every drop like the good little whore you are.”

      “Don’t bother pretending you don’t like this,” Erik said, his eyes fixed on Camille’s pretty face as he held himself deep inside her mouth. “Our cocks down your throats, and whatever your new master is going to give you.”
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      Mary

      

      My heart pounded as Erik’s words registered through the haze of arousal and shame clouding my mind. To my dismay, I had the sudden, almost irrepressible urge to put my hand between my thighs and play with myself.

      I shouldn’t bother pretending I didn’t like this? But I was pretending, wasn’t I? Or was I pretending to pretend? My thoughts swirled in confused circles as Sven’s cock continued to thrust relentlessly into my mouth.

      I glanced over at Camille, seeing my own conflicted emotions mirrored in her dark eyes. Erik was using her mouth just as roughly, his large hands tangled in her hair as he fucked her face with abandon.

      Suddenly, Sven’s grip on my hair tightened almost painfully. “Pay attention, slut,” he growled. “Your only job right now is to please your master.”

      I whimpered around his thick shaft, forcing my gaze back to meet his icy blue eyes. The intensity I saw there made me shiver. There was no trace of the gentle, caring man who had held me so tenderly just hours before. This was a stranger—cold, dominant, and utterly in control.

      “That’s it,” Sven grunted, his hips picking up speed. “Take it all.”

      My body betrayed me, responding to his rough treatment with a surge of arousal so intense it made me dizzy. My pussy clenched and throbbed, desperate for attention. I found myself trying to relax my jaw, soften the place into which my Herra thrust his huge, beautiful penis.

      “Fuck,” Sven groaned, his rhythm becoming erratic. “I’m going to come. Swallow it all, slut. Don’t you dare spill a drop.”

      With a final, brutal thrust, Sven buried himself in my throat. I felt his cock pulse, flooding my mouth with his hot seed. I struggled not to gag, forcing myself to swallow around him. The salty, musky taste filled my senses as I gulped down every drop, just as he had commanded.

      Beside me, I heard Camille make a choked sound as Erik found his own release. The stable echoed with the men’s grunts of pleasure and our muffled whimpers.

      As Sven slowly withdrew from my mouth, I gasped for air, my chest heaving. Saliva and traces of his cum dripped down my chin. I felt utterly debased, used… and yet, to my dismay, desperately aroused.

      “Good girls,” Erik said, his voice rough with satisfaction. “You’re learning.”

      Before I could fully catch my breath, Sven grabbed my arm, hauling me to my feet. I stumbled, my legs weak and shaky. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Erik doing the same to Camille.

      I gasped as Sven seized my wrists roughly, binding them tightly in front of me with a leather thong. The material bit into my skin and I winced at the pain. Beside me, I heard Camille whimper at the similar treatment her master inflicted.

      Sven and Erik led us deeper into the stable, past empty, musty stalls. My bare feet stumbled on the uneven wooden planks, splinters threatening to pierce my soles. We came to a stop in front of a large stall, its door hanging slightly ajar.

      Sven shoved me inside, the force of his push causing me to stumble. I caught myself against the rough wooden wall, wincing as the splintered surface scraped my palms. Camille was pushed in beside me, her shoulder brushing mine as we stood side by side.

      Sven and Erik deftly secured our bound hands to hooks on the wall at the height of our faces, so I could rest my cheek against my wrists. Then they pulled us further from the wall, making us arch our backs, so that the position forced us to stand on our tiptoes, arms stretched uncomfortably above our heads. I felt strain in my lower back, a dull ache that I knew would soon turn into burning pain.

      Shafts of sunlight filtering through gaps in the weathered wood lit the stall with a dim glow. Dust motes danced in the air, stirred by our ragged breathing. The smell of old hay and horse sweat lingered, mingling with the muskier scent of our own fear and arousal.

      I heard a soft electronic beep and turned my head to see Erik fiddling with a handheld camera. He adjusted some settings before pointing it at us, the small red light indicating it was now recording. My heart raced at the realization that our humiliation was about to be immortalized on video.

      Sven moved to stand in front of the camera, his imposing figure blocking most of our view. From a hook on the wall, he took down a wide leather strap, its surface worn smooth from years of use. He flexed it between his hands, the soft creaking of the leather unnaturally loud in the hushed stable.

      “Monsieur Beaumont,” Sven began, his voice taking on a formal, almost businesslike tone that sent chills down my spine. “I hope this video finds you well. As promised, I have procured two young women who I believe will meet your exacting standards.”

      He stepped aside then, giving the camera a clear view of Camille and me. I felt horribly exposed, painfully aware of my nakedness and the vulnerability of my position. Beside me, I sensed Camille trembling slightly.

      “Allow me to introduce them,” Sven continued. “This lovely redhead is Mary O’Toole, eighteen years old, recently taken from her college program in Rouen.” He reached out to grab a fistful of my hair, yanking my head back painfully. “As you can see, she has striking green eyes and the kind of delightfully pale skin that displays the marks of discipline so beautifully.”

      I trembled as Sven released my hair and moved to Camille. My scalp stung from his rough grip, but the pain was nothing compared to the mortification I felt as he began to introduce my new friend.

      “And this dark beauty,” Sven said, his voice smooth and professional, “is Camille Dubois, also eighteen. We found her at the same party as Mary.” His large hand cupped Camille’s chin, tilting her face toward the camera. “Note her high cheekbones and full lips—perfect for a variety of uses, I’m sure you’ll agree.”

      My heart pounded as Sven continued, spinning a tale that was both truth and fiction. “We picked these girls up just last night, at a party near their college. It seems our little sluts had decided to experiment, losing their virginity to some boys they’d just met.”

      I felt my face burn with shame as I tried to understand what Sven meant to do. Why would he use our real names?

      “When we found them,” Sven went on, his tone taking on a note of mock disapproval, “they were stumbling drunk, their thighs sticky with the evidence of their debauchery. It was clear they needed a firm hand to guide them.”

      Despite my mortification at the story, I began to see what my Herra was doing. He had begun to create a narrative that would be believable to both Beaumont and, more important, to the Pretorian Guard when they inevitably investigated our background.

      With a jolt of realization, I understood that the Guard would indeed be able to figure out who we really were. Especially me—I had been enrolled in a Selecta college program, after all. My records would be easily accessible to an organization with their resources.

      But Sven’s story provided a perfect explanation for our disappearance. The Guard would believe that Camille and I had gone to a party somewhere outside of surveillance, gotten drunk, lost our virginity to random boys, and then been kidnapped by Sven and Erik. It was a narrative that fit all the known facts while obscuring the truth of our connection to the Sons of Odin.

      Sven’s voice pulled me from my thoughts. “The girls resisted us a little at first,” he said, a cruel smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “So we’re going to have to punish them now. Then we’ll make them show you what kind of girls they really are as they console each other after their whipping.”
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      Mary

      

      The first crack of the leather strap against my bare bottom sent a jolt of white-hot pain through my entire body. I couldn’t hold back the scream that tore from my throat, echoing off the wooden walls of the stable. Before I could catch my breath, another blow landed on Camille’s backside, her cry of agony mingling with mine.

      Sven alternated between us, the strap whistling through the air before connecting with our flesh. Each strike felt like a line of fire being drawn across my skin. I lost count of how many times the leather bit into me, my world narrowing to the rhythm of pain and the sound of our screams.

      “Look at how their asses jiggle when you hit them,” Erik commented, his voice thick with cruel amusement. “Beaumont will love watching this video.”

      “Indeed,” Sven replied, pausing in his assault. “And I’m sure their cunts are getting wet anyway. These little sluts can’t help but respond to a firm hand.”

      I felt my face burn with shame at his words, knowing they were true. Despite the pain—no, worse, because of it—I could feel a telltale slickness between my thighs. My body’s response both horrified and aroused me further, creating a feedback loop of shame and desire that left me dizzy and confused.

      “Get a close-up of their faces,” Sven instructed Erik. “Beaumont will want to see the tears.”

      I heard Erik move closer, the camera whirring softly as he zoomed in. I tried to turn my face away, not wanting my humiliation captured on film, but Sven’s hand in my hair forced me to look directly into the lens. Tears streamed down my cheeks, my eyes burning from their salt.

      “That’s it, little whore,” Sven murmured, his voice a mockery of gentleness. “Show Monsieur Beaumont how prettily you cry.”

      Next to me, Camille let out a choked sob. I wanted desperately to comfort her, to reach out and hold her hand, but our bound position made that impossible. All I could do was endure alongside her, hoping perversely that our shared pain would create an embarrassing-but-real bond between us.

      “Now,” Sven said, his tone shifting to something harder, more commanding, “spread your legs, both of you. Let’s show the camera how wet this is getting you.”

      I hesitated, my thighs clenching together instinctively. The thought of exposing myself so fully, of having my arousal documented on film, made me want to curl up and disappear. But I knew disobedience would only lead to more pain.

      Slowly, trembling, I forced my legs apart. The cool air of the stable brushed against my shaved pussy, making me acutely aware of how aroused I had become. Beside me, I heard Camille whimper as she did the same.

      “Wider,” Sven demanded. “Show your master those sweet cunts he bought.”

      I felt my face burn with humiliation as I obeyed, spreading my legs even wider, exposing myself fully to the camera’s unblinking eye. My muscles trembled from the strain of holding the position, adding to the ache that radiated from my thoroughly whipped bottom.

      “Look at those little slits,” Sven said, his voice a mix of approval and cruel amusement. “So nice and smooth, not a hair in sight. Monsieur Beaumont will appreciate that, I’m sure.”

      His words sent a new thrill of shame through me. I remembered the bath, just the day before; Mor Astrid teaching us to shave each other… how exposed and vulnerable I had felt when Camille used the razor between my thighs and then between my bottom cheeks. All of it on full display, captured on video for a wealthy stranger’s viewing pleasure.

      As Erik zoomed in for a close-up, I felt my pussy clench involuntarily, a surge of arousal coursing through me, defeating my best efforts to suppress it. A strangled cry escaped my lips, equal parts mortification and need.

      “Did you see that, Erik?” Sven chuckled darkly. “The little slut just clenched her cunt for the camera. I think she likes being on display.”

      “I saw it,” Erik replied, his voice thick with lust. “I got a good shot of it, too. Monsieur will like seeing how eager she is.”

      I wanted to deny it, to protest that I wasn’t enjoying this humiliation. But the evidence of my arousal was undeniable, glistening on my inner thighs for all to see. Tears of shame streamed down my face as Erik captured my body’s betrayal.

      After what felt like an eternity, Erik stepped back. I sagged in my restraints, relieved that this particular ordeal was over. But my relief was short-lived.

      “I think they need a bit more discipline,” Sven said, flexing the leather strap between his hands. “After all, we want to make sure Monsieur gets his money’s worth.”

      Before I could brace myself, the strap whistled through the air once more, connecting with the tender flesh where my bottom met my thighs. I screamed, the pain even more intense on this sensitive area. Beside me, Camille’s cries joined mine as Sven delivered a matching blow to her.

      “You should give some attention to their tits,” Erik suggested, moving around to get a better angle with the camera. “Really make them bounce for Beaumont.”

      Sven grunted in agreement, and I tensed in anticipation of the pain to come. The first strike across my breasts stole the breath from my lungs. It was a different kind of pain than the blows to my bottom and thighs—sharper, more focused. My nipples, already hard from a confusing mix of fear and arousal, seemed to tighten even further.

      “Look at how responsive they are,” Sven commented. “When they have a real man’s cock in them they’ll go wild.”

      He whipped us again, one stroke to the backs of each of our thighs.

      “Not like those little ones you rode last night, girls. I mean a real man’s big, thick cock… fucking… you… so… hard… you… can’t… walk… right… when… he… lets… you… get… up.”

      With each word he delivered another lash, so that Camille and I almost drowned him out with our cries of agony.

      Finally, Sven lowered the strap, his arm seeming to tire at last. “I think that’s enough discipline for now,” he said, his voice rough with exertion. “Let’s see how our little whores comfort each other after their punishment.”

      My body sagged in relief as Sven’s words registered through the haze of pain that enveloped me. Every inch of my skin felt like it was on fire, the welts from the strap throbbing in time with my racing heart. Beside me, I heard Camille’s ragged breathing, alternating with soft whimpers.

      As Erik continued to film, Sven moved to unhook our bound hands from the wall. Without the support, my legs buckled, and I would have fallen if not for Sven’s strong grip on my arm. He lowered me to the ground, the rough wooden planks of the stable floor hard against my feet.

      I watched through tear-blurred eyes as Sven retrieved a coarse horse blanket from a nearby stall. He shook it out, sending motes of dust dancing in the shafts of sunlight that filtered through the cracks in the walls. The blanket looked scratchy and uncomfortable, but after hanging from my wrists for so long, any softer surface seemed preferable.

      Sven spread the blanket on the floor, then turned his attention back to Camille and me. With deft movements, he untied our wrists, only to immediately rebind them behind our backs. The new position made my shoulders ache even more, adding to the catalog of pains that assailed my body.

      “On the blanket,” Sven commanded, his voice brooking no argument. “Lie down, head to tail.”

      I hesitated for a moment, my mind struggling to comprehend what he wanted. But a sharp slap to my already tender bottom spurred me into action. I crawled awkwardly onto the blanket, the rough fibers scratching against my sensitive skin. Camille followed, her movements just as clumsy and pained as my own.

      We arranged ourselves as Sven had ordered, my face near Camille’s knees, hers near mine. I could smell the sweat and fear on her skin, mingled with a musky scent that I recognized with a jolt of shame as arousal. My own body was betraying me in the same way, a slick heat building between my thighs despite the pain and humiliation.

      Sven’s large hands gripped my hips, manhandling me into the position he wanted. “Bend your knees,” he instructed. “Spread your legs. I want Monsieur to see everything.”

      I obeyed, trembling with a mixture of pain, shame, and an unwelcome surge of arousal. In this position, my eyes were mere inches from Camille’s most intimate parts. I felt faint with mortification and need as I took in the sight before me. Camille’s backside was a canvas of angry red welts, crisscrossing her pale skin in a brutal lattice. The marks of our shared punishment were stark and vivid, a testament to the ordeal we had just endured.

      But it wasn’t just the visual evidence of our whipping that made my head spin. My gaze was drawn inexorably to the glistening wetness between Camille’s thighs. Like mine, her body had responded to the pain and degradation with unmistakable arousal. The musky scent of her desire mingled with my own, creating an intoxicating aroma that made my mouth water even as I burned with shame.

      I was acutely aware of my own wetness, feeling it pool between my legs and smear against my inner thighs. The knowledge that I had gotten just as aroused as Camille, that my body had betrayed me in the same way, sent a fresh surge of humiliation traveling through me. Yet beneath the shame, a desperate need pulsed insistently, making my clit throb and my inner walls spasm.

      Sven’s voice cut through the haze of conflicting emotions. “Now, little whores,” he said, his tone a mixture of amusement and command, “you’re going to show Monsieur Beaumont how skilled you are with your tongues. Each of you must make the other climax three times.”

      I whimpered at his words, my face burning even hotter. The thought of being forced to pleasure Camille, and to receive pleasure from her in return, while Erik captured it all on camera seemed almost more than my mind could cope with, though the perverse fire in my body that rose dismayingly high at the idea.

      Erik moved around us, adjusting the camera angle to capture every detail of our impending performance. I could almost feel the weight of the lens on my skin.

      Sven circled us like a predator, his eyes raking over our bound and trembling forms. “Begin,” he commanded sharply.

      For a moment, neither Camille nor I moved, both paralyzed by the enormity of what we were being forced to do. Then Sven’s hand came down hard on my already tender bottom, making me cry out in pain.

      “I said begin,” he growled. “Don’t make me tell you again.”

      Trembling, I inched my face closer to Camille’s glistening sex. The scent of her arousal was overwhelming this close, making my head spin. I felt Camille’s hot breath against my own pussy, sending shivers of anticipation through my body.

      I gasped as Sven’s large hand gripped the back of Camille’s head, roughly pushing her face deep between my thighs. My whole body tensed as I felt Camille’s hot breath against my pussy and anus.

      “Eat her ass,” Sven commanded Camille, his voice harsh and brooking no argument. “Show Monsieur Beaumont how eager you are to please.”

      I couldn’t hold back the sob that escaped my lips as Camille’s tongue tentatively probed the wrinkled button of my anus. The sensation was unlike anything I had ever experienced before—shameful and dirty, yet sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. Tears streamed down my face as I battled the conflicting emotions of humiliation and arousal.

      Camille’s tongue became bolder, circling my puckered hole before pressing inside. I cried out, my hips jerking involuntarily. The feeling was so intense, so taboo, that it made my head spin.

      “That’s it,” Sven encouraged, his voice thick with lust. “Lick her cute little asshole like the whore you are.”

      I felt Camille whimper against me, the vibrations adding to the overwhelming sensations. Her tongue delved deeper, and I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped my lips. My body betrayed me, responding eagerly to the forbidden pleasure despite my mind’s protests.

      Suddenly, Sven was on the other side of us. His hand tangled in my hair, yanking my head back. “Your turn,” he growled. “Show me how well you can eat your friend’s ass.”

      My stomach flipped as Sven pushed my face against Camille’s backside. The musky scent of her arousal filled my nostrils, mingling with the clean smell of her well-washed anus. I hesitated for a moment, overwhelmed by the intimacy of the act I was being forced to perform, thinking about the cleansing Mor Astrid had taught us in what seemed to me now the warm haven of the bathing chamber.

      A sharp slap to my tender bottom spurred me into action. Tentatively, I extended my tongue, running it over Camille’s puckered hole. The taste was strange—still freshly washed, but also undeniably, indefinably, terribly naughty. I heard Camille gasp, felt her body tense against mine.

      “Deeper,” Sven commanded. “I want to see your tongue disappear inside her ass.”

      Shame burned through me, but I obeyed. I pressed my tongue more firmly against Camille’s opening, feeling it give way as I pushed inside. Camille moaned loudly, the sound muffled against my own flesh as she continued to lavish attention on my most private areas.

      The dual sensations of penetrating Camille with my tongue while her tongue explored my own anus were overwhelming. My pussy clenched and throbbed, desperate for attention. I could feel my arousal coating my thighs, evidence of my body’s betrayal.

      “Look at how wet they’re getting,” Sven said to the camera. “These are two eager little sluts you have here, Monsieur.”

      As if in silent agreement to get it over with, Camille and I moved closer to each other, then, our bodies pressed firmly together in spite of the awkward position. I tried to focus solely on the task at hand, to lose myself in the act of pleasuring Camille and forget about the camera, about Sven and Erik watching us, about the larger implications of what we were doing.

      I ran my tongue along the length of Camille’s slit, tasting the tang of her arousal. Her hips bucked against my face, and I felt her moan vibrate against my own sex as she redoubled her efforts. The dual sensations of giving and receiving pleasure were overwhelming, making my head spin and my body tremble.

      Camille’s tongue found my clit, circling it with exquisite pressure. I gasped, my hips jerking involuntarily. Not to be outdone, I sealed my lips around her swollen bud, sucking gently as I flicked my tongue across it. Camille’s thighs tensed around my head, her breath coming in short, sharp pants against my pussy.

      I lost myself in the rhythm of it all—the slide of my tongue against Camille’s slick folds, the pressure of her mouth on my most sensitive areas, the building tension in my core. The shame and fear that had consumed me moments ago faded into the background, replaced by a desperate need for release.

      Camille came first, her body going rigid against mine as she cried out. The vibrations of her moan sent shockwaves through my pussy, pushing me over the edge as well. My orgasm crashed over me in waves, making me shake and whimper against Camille’s sex.

      But we couldn’t stop. Sven had ordered three orgasms each, and I knew the consequences of disobedience would be severe. So even as the aftershocks of my climax still rippled through me, I resumed my shameful ministrations to Camille’s pussy.

      Our second orgasms came quickly, our bodies still hypersensitive from the first round. I felt Camille’s inner walls flutter against my tongue as she came again, her juices flooding my mouth. Almost simultaneously, her clever tongue brought me to another peak, making me see stars behind my closed eyelids.

      By the time we approached our third orgasms, every nerve in my body felt like a live wire. Each touch, each lick, each gentle suck sent jolts of almost painful pleasure through me. I was dimly aware that I was making high, keening noises, but I couldn’t seem to stop.

      Camille’s tongue delved inside me, then she sucked hard on my clit, the dual stimulation sending me hurtling toward my third climax. I mirrored her actions, desperate to bring her over the edge with me. I felt Sven’s hand on my head again, and I realized he must be doing the same to Camille, pushing our faces into each other’s hot, wet depths.

      As I soared over the edge into my third orgasm, I thought I felt my Herra stroke my head gently, just for a moment, as if to remind me that he—the real Sven—still lay inside the cruel dominant he had to pretend to be.

      “That’s it, girls,” Erik said. “That’s just what a man like Monsieur Beaumont likes to see his fuck toys do.”
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      Mary

      

      “Alright,” Sven told him. “You can stop filming.”

      A beep sounded from the camera.

      “Now can we fuck their cunts and their asses?” Erik asked. “I got hard again watching that.”

      I trembled as I heard Sven’s response, my body still quivering from the intensity of my last orgasm.

      “I’m hard again too,” my Herra growled, his voice thick with lust. “We should definitely use these little whores thoroughly while we wait for Beaumont’s response. I want to enjoy both of them before we have to hand them over to that trillionaire bastard.”

      My heart raced at his words. I tried desperately to remind myself that Sven was acting this way to help solidify our cover story. This wasn’t really him—it was all part of the mission. But to my dismay and shame, I found myself losing the ability to distinguish between the act and reality.

      Sven’s large hands gripped my hips, roughly flipping me onto my front, on all fours. The coarse horse blanket scratched against my tender skin, a sharp counterpoint to the lingering pleasure still thrumming through my body. I craned my face over my shoulder and gazed up at him, my vision blurry with unshed tears. I saw no trace of the gentle man who had held me so tenderly just hours before. His blue eyes were cold and predatory as they raked over my naked form.

      “Arch your back, slut,” he commanded, his voice harsh. “Show me that needy little cunt of yours.”

      I obeyed without hesitation, my back bending and my hips rising as if of their own accord. My cheeks burned with humiliation as I exposed myself so wantonly, but I couldn’t deny the pulse of arousal that shot through me at Sven’s commanding tone.

      Beside me, I heard Camille whimper as Erik manhandled her into a similar position. The sound of flesh striking flesh echoed through the stable, followed by Camille’s cry of pain and Erik’s dark chuckle. “That’s it, whore. Arch your back and present that ass to me.”

      Sven’s massive frame loomed over me. I could see the thick outline of his erection straining against his jeans, and my mouth went dry with a mixture of fear and anticipation. He unfastened his belt slowly, the soft clink of metal unnaturally loud in the charged atmosphere of the stable.

      “Please,” I whispered, not sure if I was begging him to stop or to hurry. My body trembled with need, even as my mind recoiled at the thought of being used so roughly.

      Sven’s hand cracked across my face, the sharp sting of the slap bringing fresh tears to my eyes. “Did I say you could speak, cunt?” he snarled. “The only sounds I want to hear from you are screams and moans.”

      I nodded mutely, my cheek throbbing from the blow. Sven unzipped his fly, freeing his massive cock. Despite how well I had already gotten to know it—even having had him in my mouth only a few minutes earlier—the sight of it now made me gasp.

      “Hey,” Erik said from behind me. “Let’s put them over a hay bale, with their faces and asses next to each other. That’ll make it easy to compare.”

      I swallowed hard. Camille let out a whimper that made me turn my face over my other shoulder, where I could just make eye contact with her. My tummy flipped as I saw the look in my fellow völva’s eyes: the picture, I felt sure, of the same conflict that swirled inside me.

      Then I saw that Erik had picked up a hay bale, and covered it with another old horse blanket. I felt Sven pick me up off the ground and I cried out as he carried me toward the bale, where Erik had already started to position Camille.

      I trembled as Sven laid me next to her. Some of the rough straw came through the blanket, poking into my tender skin. My face pressed against Camille’s hip, her warm flesh contrasting with the cool air of the stable. I could smell the lingering scent of her arousal mingled with sweat and fear. My own scent, I realized with a jolt of shame, must be just as strong in Camille’s nostrils.

      As Sven’s large hands gripped my hips, spreading me open, I felt again the confusing surge of arousal course through my body. No matter how many times it happened, it seemed, the heat in my face and between my thighs remained the same.

      I don’t want this, I told myself. Our masters… No, these horrible men… they’ve kidnapped us. They’re treating us like objects, using us for their pleasure with no regard for our comfort or consent.

      And yet… my traitorous body responded eagerly to the touch of the kidnapper my beloved Herra had to pretend to be. My pussy clenched and I could feel my sheath growing slick with need.

      “I’ll take the redhead’s mouth and the brunette’s cunt,” Sven said. “Then we can switch.”

      Instinctively I pursed my lips closed as I found Sven’s enormous cock brushing against them. I heard Camille let out a closed-mouth mew and I knew her master must have demanded the same shameful service. Somehow, I realized distantly, Sven and Erik had orchestrated the scene so that our resistance would emerge, and fool our unseen watchers.

      I felt Sven’s hand tangle in my hair, yanking my head back painfully. “Open your mouth, slut,” he growled. “Don’t make me tell you again.”

      Trembling, I parted my lips. Immediately, Sven thrust his massive cock inside, filling my mouth completely. I heard the wet sounds of Camille’s obedience, briefly. Then, as Sven began to fuck my face with long, deep strokes, I felt Erik’s hands grip my hips. His thick cock probed at my entrance, and I couldn’t help but moan around Sven’s shaft as Erik pushed inside me. The dual penetration was overwhelming, my body stretched and filled in ways I had never experienced before.

      Sven pulled his cock from between my lips. I sobbed with too many emotions to count as, right next to my face, he took hold of Camille’s waist and thrust into her pussy.

      Beside me, I could feel Camille’s body jerk and shudder as my master used her the same way hers did me. Her hip pressed against my cheek, the movement rhythmic as Sven thrust into her. Then Erik had pulled out of my needy sheath, and I could hear my friend’s muffled cries, punctuated by the wet sounds of Erik’s cock plunging in and out of her mouth.

      Sven returned to my mouth, and I tasted Camille again, this time mingled with my Herra’s distinctive, dark, masculine musk. Then, without warning, he moved back to Camille, thrusting his cock deep into her vagina. I watched, mesmerized and horrified, as he began to fuck her very hard. His shaft glistened with my saliva and the mortifying evidence of Camille’s helpless arousal.

      As Sven used Camille’s pussy, Erik’s pace inside me increased too. His fingers dug into my hips, surely leaving bruises. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure through my body, making me cry out despite my best efforts to stay silent.

      “That’s it, little whore,” Erik grunted. “Take my cock like a good little slut.”

      I buried my face against the scratchy horse blanket, trying to muffle my moans. But there was no escaping the sensations assaulting my body. Erik’s thick shaft stretched me deliciously, hitting spots inside me that lit up my nervous system with terrible pleasure.

      Suddenly, Sven was back, his cock pressing against my lips once more. I could taste Camille on him now even more strongly, her tangy flavor mingling with his own more intensely. The knowledge that I was tasting my friend’s most intimate essence on our captor’s cock sent shame and arousal rocketing through me.

      “Suck it clean,” Sven commanded. “Show me what a good little cocksucker you are.”

      I felt myself slipping into that strange, altered state I had experienced before. The physical sensations—the stretch of my jaw around Sven’s thick shaft, Erik’s relentless thrusting into my aching pussy—began to fade away. In their place came a rushing sound, like wind through ancient branches.

      Suddenly, I was no longer in the musty stable. Instead, I found myself standing at the base of it… the impossibly vast world tree… Yggdrasil. Its trunk was wider than any redwood, its bark deeply furrowed and etched with strange runes. The roots spread out around me, each as thick as a house, disappearing into swirling mists.

      I felt drawn to one particular root, pulsing with an otherworldly energy. As I approached, I saw images flickering across its surface—glimpses of past, present, and future intertwined. I recognized myself and Camille, saw flashes of the Pretorian Guard and their hidden strongholds.

      Distantly, I was aware of Sven and Erik switching places, felt the change as a new cock—thicker, longer, more familiar somehow—thrust into my aching pussy. But it all seemed far away, unimportant compared to the visions unfolding before me.

      I placed my hand on the root, gasping as knowledge flooded my mind. I saw the true extent of the Pretorian Guard’s power, their tendrils reaching into every level of government and industry. But I also saw their vulnerabilities, the cracks in their seemingly impenetrable armor.

      As my consciousness drifted through Yggdrasil’s branches, I distantly registered new sensations in my physical body. Sven—or was it Erik?—was using my mouth to lubricate his cock, preparing to breach Camille’s bottom hole. Then I felt a blunt pressure against my own anus, the burn as the other man—Sven, definitely… my Herra—slowly pushed inside.

      The pain of that penetration anchored me briefly to my body, but then I was flying around the world tree’s roots again. I saw the past… New York City… a skyscraper with its own roots deep, deep in the earth… an abyss with fire in its depths…

      As Sven began to thrust in earnest into the ass he had opened for his personal pleasure my first night, atop his bride saddle, I heard snatches of conversation floating up from the physical realm.

      “Fuck, her ass is tight,” Sven grunted.

      “This one too,” Erik replied. “But she’s taking it like a good girl. These little sluts were made for anal. I bet the boys they lost it to would like to be where we are now.”

      Camille cried out. I cried out. I lost track of time and space. The visions continued to swirl around me as I floated around the vast root system of the great tree.

      Suddenly, I was yanked back to my body by a searing heat deep inside me. Sven’s cock pulsed in my ass, flooding me with his seed. The sensation was so intense, so primal, that it sent me careening over the edge into my own climax. I screamed, my entire body convulsing with pleasure so powerful it bordered on pain.

      Beside me, I heard Camille cry out as well, her voice raw and desperate. Erik grunted, his hips slamming against her one final time as he found his own release.

      The stable fell quiet, except for the sound of our ragged breathing. My mind reeled, trying to process the intense visions I had experienced, even as my body jerked with the aftershocks of my climax. I felt utterly spent, terribly, completely used.

      Then, cutting through the haze of pleasure and mystical revelation, came the sharp trill of a cellphone. I flinched at the sudden, jarringly modern sound.

      Sven pulled out of me abruptly, leaving me feeling achingly empty. I whimpered at the loss, hating myself for wanting more even after everything that had happened. I heard him fumbling with his clothes, then the beep as he answered the call.

      “Yes, Monsieur Beaumont,” Sven said, his voice suddenly businesslike even with his recent exertion. There was a pause as he listened, and I held my breath, knowing that this call would determine our immediate fate.

      “I understand completely,” Sven continued. “Yes, we made sure to document everything thoroughly. You’ll be very pleased with the merchandise.”

      My stomach churned at his words. Merchandise. Was that truly all we were now?

      Another pause, longer this time. I strained to hear the voice on the other end of the line, but it was too faint. Finally, Sven spoke again.

      “Right away, Monsieur. We’ll have these whores to you in twenty minutes.”

      My heart began to race as Sven ended the call. Twenty minutes. In just twenty minutes, we would be handed over to Beaumont and then, it seemed to whatever Pretorian Guard operatives were posing as his people.

      I felt Sven’s hand on my back, gentler now than it had been before. “Up you get, girls,” he said, his voice gruff, but lacking the cruel edge it had held earlier. “We need to get you cleaned up and ready for transport.”

      As Sven helped me to my feet, my legs trembling beneath me, I caught his eye. For just a moment, I saw my Herra, the man I loved despite the insanity of it all. I saw the real Sven, the Viking warrior, assess my condition and find it satisfactory. A flash of warmth went through me, though, as with perfect clarity I understood that if Sven had seen anything else, had thought that I couldn’t take the strain of the mission, he would have called it all off, civilization be damned.

      Then my beloved master vanished behind the ice of his gorgeous eyes.

      “Eyes down, whore,” he growled. “And don’t look your master in the eye unless he tells you to—or you want the cane across your backside. Monsieur Beaumont is fond of the cane.”
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      Matthew

      

      I sipped my coffee, letting the bitterness bloom fully onto my palate before I swallowed, as I opened the latest report from the Guard’s surveillance of Étienne Beaumont, codename Leopard. I’d been following Beaumont’s movements closely for the last few months. He hadn’t justified my time yet, but I’d kept going, checking on his activities as reported by our deep cover Miles every few days.

      I wasn’t the only senior analyst in the New York Mithraeum who felt sure that the French trillionaire would eventually give us something actionable. The other leones who worked in this control center deep below the streets of Manhattan didn’t share my conviction about the specific, vital importance of Beaumont’s efforts in one particular area, though.

      I knew in my bones—in the face, too, of my colleagues’ skepticism—that the magnate would soon close a very important loop. Groupe Synergistique and a certain bunch of Russians who had a vise grip on a crucial asset had been flirting with one another for months. These Russians, led by a warlord named Georgy Horakovsky, codename Ashcan, happened to control a very substantial power grid in Eastern Europe. The grid supplied a sizable territory there that the Guard—returning to older place names in the current geographic disorder—called Pomerania. I felt confident in my prediction that the two parties stood on the verge of a deal to divert an amount of power that would cripple local infrastructure, a development the Guard absolutely had to disrupt, if it did occur.

      I didn’t have any hard evidence, though. The only thing that backed up my instincts was a brief report from the Miles, Jean Gisard, that provided a few snippets of some overheard conversations Beaumont had had on an encrypted phone. I had to admit to my fellow leones that Beaumont could have been talking to anyone.

      I knew, though, that someone from the Pomeranian group had been on the other end of the encrypted line. I knew it with the same kind of unshakable confidence that my colleagues at least had to admit had led to more than one intelligence breakthrough in the past.

      I leaned back in my chair, my eyes scanning the report on my monitor. The familiar surroundings of the control center faded into the background as I focused intently on the information before me.

      The report detailed the transfer of two young women, Mary O’Toole and Camille Dubois, from known sex traffickers Sven Hallstrom and Erik Thorvaldsen to Beaumont. My heart rate quickened slightly as I absorbed the implications: the break I had waited for might have just fallen into my lap.

      Gisard, it seemed, had clocked the new girls’ arrival and alerted the Guard to trace their previous movements. I scrolled through the details our algorithms had found through our surveillance resources, my mind racing.

      Mary O’Toole, eighteen years old, a redhead with striking green eyes. Camille Dubois, also eighteen, dark-haired and exotic. Both students at the University of Rouen before their abduction. Mary, an American, had even come from a Selecta college, which meant I could find a lot of data on her in the Guard’s files—notably including her submissive sexual orientation.

      The report also included high-resolution images captured by surveillance drones. The first few of these showed the girls being brutally disciplined by Hallstrom as Thorvaldsen filmed, presumably for Beaumont’s benefit. Then, immediately after making the video, it appeared from the time stamps on the images, the men had fucked the girls over a hay bale.

      The dominant style of the traffickers’ enjoyment, their idea of putting Mary and Camille head to tail, made my cock harden against my thigh. My analyst instincts kicked in even more strongly than my sexual ones, though. I scrolled through more images, showing the men putting the girls in a white van and, later, their arrival at Beaumont’s chateau.

      Then, the note from Gisard that I had somehow known I would see.

      

      Subject A (Gisard meant Mary, according to established comms protocol) was present at a meeting between Leopard and Ashcan. Will attempt interrogation.
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      Mary

      

      I only truly understood the importance of our mission when Monsieur Beaumont discussed the deal for the power grid with the man he called Georgy, while I knelt in front of them, sucking their cocks.

      “She’s good, isn’t she?” Beaumont asked, in English—thankfully the only language that both he and Georgy felt comfortable in.

      I felt Georgy’s hand tangle in my hair, yanking my head back roughly. My jaw ached from the stretch of accommodating his thick shaft, but I didn’t dare complain.

      “She is skilled,” Georgy agreed, his thick Russian accent making the words sound harsh. “But I want to see how her cunt feels before I make any judgments.”

      Beaumont chuckled, a sound that sent chills down my spine. “Of course, my friend, of course. In good time.”

      As Georgy guided my mouth back to his member, I tried to focus on the conversation happening above me. I told myself, probably for the millionth time in the past three days, that my mission depended on gathering as much information as possible, even as my body was used for these men’s pleasure.

      “Now, about grid nine two eight,” Beaumont said, his voice casual as if discussing the weather rather than a deal that would affect millions of lives. “I trust everything is in order on your end?”

      Georgy grunted, thrusting deeper into my throat. I fought against my gag reflex, tears springing to my eyes. “Yes, yes. My men are in position. We can divert power to the target areas within hours of receiving payment.”

      “Excellent,” Beaumont replied. His hand reached across the foot or so between the half naked men and stroked my hair almost tenderly, a stark contrast to the brutality of his words. “And you’re certain there will be no way to trace it back to us?”

      “Of course not,” Georgy scoffed. “We have taken every precaution. The local authorities will blame it on infrastructure failure. By the time they realize it was deliberate, months from now, the trail will be cold.”

      My mind reeled at the casual way they discussed such a devastating act. I redoubled my efforts on Georgy’s cock, hoping to keep him distracted and talking.

      “Tell me more about the diversion,” Beaumont urged, a note of excitement creeping into his voice. “I want to be sure we’re getting our money’s worth.”

      Georgy laughed, a harsh sound that made me flinch. “Oh, the diversion will be a thing of beauty, my friend. The big hospital in Szczecin alone… they overpower that facility shamefully. Why should weaklings be kept alive at the expense of those who pay?”

      I felt my stomach churn at his words. Hundreds of lives, snuffed out so casually. And for what? Profit? Power? The enormity of what was at stake hit me like a physical blow.

      “Mmm, yes,” Beaumont purred. “May I?”

      “By all means,” Georgy said.

      I felt my owner’s fingers tangle in my hair, pulling me off Georgy’s cock so that he could force my mouth down on his own. His hips jerked slightly as I worked my mouth on him, desperately trying to give the pleasure that seemed to keep me from being noticed as anything more than a piece of furniture.

      I wished suddenly that Camille were there, so that we could confer later about what Beaumont and Georgy were saying. Beaumont had brought both of us to his bed the night we arrived, but after he had used us we each had been put in separate bedrooms—cells, more like, which must once have been maids’ living quarters—on the floor above the master suite.

      Jean, the guard who had brought us to our rooms, told us that we would be kept separate so that when Beaumont gave the guards permission to use us, it would be easy to fuck one of us at any time without waking up the other—or disturbing a colleague who was already fucking the other girl.

      The first night, in Monsieur’s bed, Beaumont had made Camille and me kneel before him as he sat on the edge of the massive four-poster. The silk sheets had rustled beneath him as he spread his legs, his thick cock already hard and glistening at the tip.

      “Show me how well you work together, little whores,” he had commanded, his voice rough with lust.

      Trembling, Camille and I had leaned in, our tongues meeting on the underside of his shaft. I remember the salty taste of his skin, the musky scent of his arousal filling my nostrils. We licked and sucked in tandem, our mouths occasionally meeting in a perverse kiss around the head of his cock.

      Beaumont’s hand had tangled in my hair, forcing me to take him deeper. I gagged slightly, tears springing to my eyes. Then he had yanked me off, pushing Camille down instead. We alternated like that for what felt like hours, our jaws aching, lips swollen and slick with saliva and pre-cum.

      “That’s it,” Beaumont had groaned. “Such good little cocksuckers. Now, open your mouths and stick out your tongues.”

      We had obeyed, kneeling side by side, faces upturned. Beaumont stroked himself furiously, his breath coming in harsh pants. With a guttural cry, he had come, thick ropes of semen splattering across our faces and into our waiting mouths. The taste was bitter and overwhelming, making me want to gag, but I forced myself to swallow.

      “Beautiful,” Beaumont had murmured, using his softening cock to smear his cum across our cheeks and lips. “Now, up on the bed. I want you on either side of me.”

      We had climbed onto the luxurious bed, the silk sheets cool against our heated skin. Beaumont had lain between us, one arm wrapped possessively around each of our waists. His fingers had idly traced patterns on our skin as he drifted off to sleep.

      Since that first night, though, Beaumont hadn’t used us sexually again. It puzzled me and, if I were honest with myself, unsettled me a little. Not that I wanted him to use me, of course. Or… I told myself that, anyway. But it seemed strange that he would go to the trouble of acquiring us only to ignore us.

      As I knelt here now, my mouth working over Beaumont’s cock while Georgy waited his turn, I couldn’t help but wonder about the reason for his restraint. It must have something to do with his alliance with the Sons of Odin, I thought; perhaps he feared and respected Sven and his brothers too much to do more than keep up the appearance of using their bed thralls.

      Here, though, in a meeting with a Russian warlord, Beaumont obviously wanted to give the impression that his captive concubines were eager fuck toys, available to honored guests. My naked body’s reaction troubled me: after two days without stimulation I could feel my pussy respond with an excitement that seemed a humiliating confirmation of what my Herra had said about my need to serve the lewd demands of men I didn’t know.

      I worked my tongue along the underside of Beaumont’s shaft, trying to focus on gathering information rather than the shame burning through me. My body betrayed me, though, a familiar heat building between my thighs. I longed desperately for another vision of Yggdrasil, for some mystical insight that might make sense of this madness.

      “Mmm,” Beaumont hummed, his fingers tightening in my hair. “Such a talented little whore.”

      Georgy grunted in agreement. “Indeed. But I think it’s time I sample that sweet cunt of hers.”

      My stomach clenched at his words, a confusing mix of revulsion and anticipation coursing through me. As Beaumont pulled me off his cock, I caught a glimpse of Georgy’s massive member, angry and red with arousal. I swallowed hard, steeling myself for what was to come.

      But before Georgy could make a move, an idea seemed to strike him. His eyes lit up with a cruel gleam that made me shiver.

      “You know, my friend,” he said to Beaumont, his accent thicker with lust, “I have a thought. Why don’t we seal our deal properly? Let’s fuck this little slut together.”
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      Mary

      

      Beaumont’s eyebrows rose, a slow smile spreading across his face. “An excellent suggestion,” he purred. “What do you have in mind?”

      Georgy’s grin widened, revealing teeth that seemed unnaturally white against his tanned skin. “You sit on the couch. Make her ride you. Then I’ll take her ass while she’s on your cock.”

      I couldn’t help the whimper that escaped my lips at his words. The thought of being stretched so completely, filled by both men at once, sent a jolt of terror through me. And yet, to my shame, I felt a fresh gush of wetness between my thighs.

      Beaumont nodded, settling himself on the plush leather couch. He crooked a finger at me, his eyes cold and predatory. “Come here, whore. Time to show what that sweet cunt of yours is good for.”

      On trembling legs, I approached him. His hands gripped my hips, guiding me to straddle his lap. I could feel the blunt head of his cock pressing against the entrance to my mortifyingly hot sheath, and I closed my eyes, trying to center myself.

      “Open your eyes, whore,” Beaumont commanded harshly. “I want to see the moment you take me inside you.”

      I obeyed, forcing my eyes open to meet his steely gaze. Slowly, agonizingly, he lowered me onto his shaft. I couldn’t hold back a gasp as he filled me completely.

      “That’s it,” Beaumont groaned, his fingers digging into my flesh. “Take it all like a good little slut.”

      As I adjusted, whimpering, to the intrusion, I felt Georgy move behind me. His large hands gripped my hips, and I tensed in anticipation.

      “Relax, little one,” he murmured, his breath hot against my ear. “Or this will hurt much more than it needs to.”

      I let out a sob of utter debasement as I heard the criminal warlord call me little one, the same thing—though, thank God, not the very same words—my true master called me. I tried to force my body to loosen, but it was nearly impossible with Beaumont’s thick shaft already stretching me so completely. I felt the blunt head of Georgy’s cock press against the tiny aperture, and I couldn’t hold back a cry of fear and unwanted arousal.

      Georgy pushed forward slowly, but relentlessly. The burn was intense, almost unbearable. I cried out, tears streaming down my face as he breached me fully.

      “So tight,” Georgy groaned. “Like a virgin.”

      “She practically is,” Beaumont chuckled darkly. “At least when it comes to being used like this.”

      The two men began to move in tandem, thrusting into me with a brutal rhythm that left me gasping for air. The sensation of being so completely filled, stretched to my absolute limit, overwhelmed me. Pain and pleasure blurred together until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

      As they used me, treating my body like nothing more than a receptacle for their lust, I felt myself slipping away. The physical sensations began to fade, replaced by a rushing sound like wind through ancient branches. Suddenly, I was no longer in Beaumont’s opulent study. Instead, I found myself standing at the base of Yggdrasil, the world tree.

      The trunk rose before me, impossibly vast and etched with countless runes. As I gazed upon it, I realized I was seeing the present moment, frozen in time. Images flickered across the bark—Beaumont’s and Georgy’s faces contorted in pleasure, my own body caught between them.

      But there was something else, something I hadn’t noticed before. As my consciousness drifted around the trunk of Yggdrasil, I saw flashes of other moments from the past few days. Jean, the guard who had escorted Camille and me to our rooms that first night, appeared in many of them.

      With a jolt of realization, I understood. Jean wasn’t just a guard—he was the Pretorian Guard agent, hidden in plain sight. The way he moved, the careful blankness of his expression, the subtle ways he positioned himself to overhear conversations—it all made sense now.

      As this revelation washed over me, I became distantly aware of Beaumont’s and Georgy’s voices, floating up from the physical realm where they continued to use my body.

      “Fuck, this ass feels amazing on my cock,” Georgy grunted. “So tight and hot.”

      “Indeed,” Beaumont agreed, his voice strained with pleasure. “One of the best investments I’ve made in a long time.”

      Their words seemed to echo around me, mingling with the rustling of leaves in Yggdrasil’s vast canopy. As the men’s pace increased, driving me closer and closer to the edge, I felt myself being drawn upward into the tree’s branches.

      The world around me shifted, images of possible futures flickering like fireflies among the leaves. I saw Jean, his face intent as he questioned me about the meeting with Georgy. In this vision, I was in a stark room, my wrists bound to the arms of a metal chair. Jean’s voice was low and urgent as he pressed me for details.

      “What exactly did they say about the power grid?” he demanded. “Every word, Mary. It could mean the difference between life and death for thousands.”

      The scene shifted, and I saw myself being led down a long corridor, flanked by stern-faced men in dark suits. The Pretorian Guard, I realized with a jolt of fear. They were taking me to some hidden facility, far from Beaumont’s chateau.

      But where was Camille? I searched the branching pathways of the future, desperate for a glimpse of my friend. When I finally found her, my heart sank. She was still here, in Beaumont’s chateau, being used by a guard, prostrate over a bolster on her little bed as the man astride her plowed her helplessly wet pussy brutally from behind.

      I understood then, with crystal clarity, that I had to act. When Jean moved to extract me from the chateau, I had to make certain Camille came too.

      As this realization washed over me, I felt myself being pulled back into my physical body. The sensations came rushing back—the stretch and burn of being filled so completely, the slap of flesh on flesh, the men’s harsh breathing in my ears.

      My body was coiled tight, trembling on the edge of release. I knew that when I came, the vision would end. I had to hold on just a little longer, had to make absolutely certain of what I needed to do.

      In that suspended moment, balanced between ecstasy and revelation, I made my decision. Somehow, when Jean questioned me, I had to give a reason why Camille would also be essential to the Guard. Our mission, and perhaps thousands of lives, depended on it.

      The tension in my core reached its breaking point. As the first waves of my orgasm crashed over me, I clung to that certainty, letting it anchor me as I was swept away by pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

      I screamed, my body convulsing between the two men. Beaumont and Georgy grunted in unison, their cocks pulsing inside me as they found their own release. For a moment, the world went white, pleasure obliterating everything else.

      As I came back to myself, gasping and trembling, I clung to the knowledge I had gained in my vision. Find Camille. Find a way to keep us together.

      I trembled as Beaumont’s and Georgy’s manhoods slipped out of me, leaving me feeling achingly empty. My thighs quivered, sticky with their combined release as it began to trickle from my well-used holes. The men’s harsh breathing filled the room, mingling with my own ragged gasps.

      “Fetch the champagne, whore,” Beaumont commanded, his voice rough. “It’s time to celebrate our new partnership.”

      On shaky legs, I pushed myself up from the couch. My entire body ached, a deep soreness settling into my muscles. As I moved across the room to the ornate bar cart, I could feel their eyes on me, appraising my naked form like a prized possession.

      The champagne bottle was already chilling in an ice bucket. My fingers trembled as I wrapped them around the cold neck, condensation beading on the green glass. I carefully maneuvered the heavy magnum back to where the men lounged, along with two crystal flutes that caught the light filtering through the study’s tall windows.

      “On your hands and knees,” Georgy instructed, a cruel smile playing at his lips. “You’ll serve as our table, little one.”

      Swallowing hard against the lump in my throat, I sank to the plush carpet. The fibers tickled my sensitized skin as I positioned myself between them, my back forming a bridge. Beaumont took the bottle from my hands, the loud pop of the cork making me flinch. The effervescent liquid fizzed as he poured, the scent of expensive champagne filling the air.

      “To a most profitable venture,” Beaumont toasted.

      “And to the downfall of our enemies,” Georgy added, his glass clinking with my owner’s somewhere above me.

      Then I felt them place the nearly full flutes carefully on the small of my back. The cold crystal made me shiver and the weight of the glasses pressed into my spine. I tried to focus on keeping perfectly still. One wrong move and I’d spill their drinks, surely earning a harsh punishment.

      As the men sat back down on the couch where they’d just fucked me, they began to discuss their plans in more detail. I strained to catch every word, knowing how vital this information could be.

      “Selecta’s influence over the European energy markets has become problematic,” Beaumont mused, picking up a glass of the champagne and taking a sip. “Their control over key infrastructure gives them far too much leverage.”

      Georgy grunted in agreement. “Which is precisely why our little project is so crucial. Once we implement the virus in their control systems, we’ll be able to manipulate power flow across the entire region.”

      My heart raced at his words. A computer virus? The implications seemed staggering, if I understood the stakes correctly. With control over Selecta’s systems, couldn’t these men plunge entire cities into darkness, or worse?

      “Tell me more about this virus,” Beaumont pressed, excitement evident in his voice. “How soon can we deploy it?”

      As I knelt there, my back straining to support the weight of the champagne flutes, I found that I could listen to Beaumont and Georgy’s conversation with an intensity that surprised me given the humiliating distractions of the scene. My strange sexual training as a völva seemed to have sharpened my senses, allowing me to focus on their words even as my body ached from their earlier use.

      “The virus is a masterpiece of coding,” Georgy explained, his voice thick with pride. “Once deployed, it will give us complete control over Selecta’s power distribution systems. We can cause blackouts, surge electricity to sensitive equipment, even overload entire grids if we choose.”

      Beaumont let out a low whistle of appreciation. “Impressive. And the timeline?”

      “We’re prepared to launch within a fortnight,” Georgy replied. “My team is just waiting for final confirmation from our inside man at Selecta’s Paris headquarters.”

      I felt my heart race at this revelation. A fortnight. Two weeks. They planned to unleash this chaos in just two weeks. The urgency of my mission, of getting this information to the right people, pressed down on me even more heavily than the crystal glasses on my back.

      “Excellent,” Beaumont purred. “Though I must admit, I’m a bit concerned about potential… complications.”

      “Such as?” Georgy’s tone had grown wary.

      Beaumont sighed. “Well, my Nordic allies might not approve of such a direct attack on Selecta. They have their own interests to protect, after all.”

      I struggled to keep my breathing even, shocked by Beaumont’s casual mention of his connection to the Sons of Odin. Had he forgotten where I had come from? Or was this some sort of test?

      “Bah,” Georgy scoffed. “Any interested friends need to understand that the world is changing. Groupe Synergistique should go its own way now, just as we’re doing to your east. You can’t be held back by old alliances and outdated codes of honor.”

      “Perhaps you’re right,” Beaumont mused. “Still, we should be cautious. These friends… well, I wouldn’t want them as enemies.”

      As they continued to discuss the potential ramifications of their plan, I found myself marveling at how easily I could retain every detail. My training, such as it was, seemed to have unlocked some hidden potential in my mind, allowing me to process and store information with perfect clarity.

      I also realized, with a mixture of excitement and trepidation, that the intelligence I had just gathered held immense value—not just to the Pretorian Guard, who as an affiliate of Selecta would be eager to thwart Beaumont and Georgy’s schemes, but also to the Sons of Odin.

      I felt my brow crease into a puzzled frown as I remembered the matter Camille and I were supposed to be investigating. I had no idea whether this virus had anything to do with what the Guard was doing in the Arctic. I suddenly wished, perversely, that these cruel men would fuck me again—on the chance that it might send me back to Yggdrasil, where I could learn something more, something that made everything clearer. On the other hand, however it all interrelated—or didn’t—my true masters would surely want to know about this betrayal, about Beaumont’s willingness to go against their interests for his own gain.

      Georgy picked his champagne flute up from my back. The sensation, a reminder of the complete abjection they had forced on me by using me as a piece of furniture, made my hips jerk with a pang of involuntary arousal. I felt Beaumont’s flute wobble, and I let out a little whimper of fear.

      Beaumont lifted his own glass, chuckling.

      “Careful, slut,” he said. “You’ll have the cane across that sweet bottom if you cause a spill. Georgy, would you oblige me and spank her a few times to help her remember?”

      “With pleasure,” the Russian replied.
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      When they finally sent me from the study I let out a little whimper at every step. My bottom, reflected in the big mirror in the hall, blazed like the sun. My pussy and anus sent surges of eye-watering discomfort flooding through my nervous system. As soon as the door closed behind me, I reached back to hold my punished cheeks, trying to soothe the agony Georgy’s huge hand had left there.

      “I won’t tell Monsieur you’re rubbing your backside,” Jean said, stepping out of the shadows. “But you should know you’re not allowed to do that without permission, after a spanking. If Monsieur catches you, he’ll give you the cane.”

      I pulled my hands away and put them in front of me defensively. I backed away a step down the hall as Jean advanced, his tall frame looming over me, clad in the dark suit all the bodyguards wore.

      I lowered my gaze, trying to appear properly submissive as Jean approached. My heart raced as I realized this could be my chance to raise the Guard mole’s interest in the intelligence he could gather from me, given the opportunity. But I had to be careful. I couldn’t let on that I knew Jean’s true identity.

      “Thank you, sir,” I murmured, keeping my eyes downcast. “I’ll remember not to touch myself after punishment.”

      Jean nodded, his expression unreadable. “Good girl. Now, tell me, did you hear anything interesting while you were serving Monsieur Beaumont and his guest?”

      I felt a flutter of panic in my chest. This was it—the moment of truth. I had to play this exactly right.

      “I… I’m not sure, sir,” I stammered, trying to sound confused and overwhelmed. “They talked about a lot of things I didn’t understand. I was so focused on pleasing them, I couldn’t really follow the conversation.”

      I risked a glance up at Jean’s face, seeing a flicker of disappointment cross his features. He didn’t believe me. Good. That meant he would keep pressing for information.

      “That’s a good girl, Mary,” Jean said, his voice taking on a gentler tone. “A good little whore doesn’t pay attention to her master’s private conversations.”

      I bit my lip, as if struggling to figure out how I should speak and act in his presence. “Thank you, sir,” I murmured. “I try to be a good girl even though it’s hard.” I lowered my eyes and clasped my hands in front of me. “It’s… they took me away from… everything. And, you know… Monsieur makes us… do… those things.”

      Jean’s eyes narrowed slightly as I raised my gaze to his face again, as if in search of mercy. I could almost see the wheels turning in his head as he tried to figure out whether I represented an asset for his own mission. He knew I was holding back, but he also knew he couldn’t push too hard without revealing his own agenda.

      More than that, I thought I could see in his expression some kind of… appreciation, maybe? As if he knew, from some outside source, that I had a great deal more intelligence and insight than I pretended.

      He’s got information on my background, I suddenly realized, a chill traveling down my spine. The Pretorian Guard had gotten word to him somehow that I represented more than a simple fuck toy. As Sven had predicted, the Guard had access to my life story, as depicted in Selecta’s database.

      Jean knew I had information he desperately needed. I just had to make sure I could turn that into a ticket to Pretorian Guard headquarters for me and Camille.

      Suddenly Jean reached out and took hold of my shoulders before I could react. Roughly, he turned me around and pushed me up against the wall, my face pressed against the wallpaper. I let out a cry of pain and surprise as he squeezed my spanked bottom hard. His fingers probed between my legs, sliding easily into my still-slick pussy.

      “I can feel how wet you are,” Jean growled in my ear. “Even after the pounding I’m sure you got from Monsieur and the Russian. Your body betrays you, little whore. Now tell me what you heard in there.”

      I whimpered, torn between the pain in my abused bottom and the shameful pleasure his fingers were eliciting. “Please, sir,” I begged, my voice muffled against the wall. “I didn’t hear anything important, I swear. Please let me go.”

      But even as I pleaded, I could feel my body responding to his touch. My hips rocked involuntarily, seeking more friction. I hated myself for it, but I couldn’t seem to stop. The intensity of what had happened in Beaumont’s study, combined with Jean’s dominant presence, was overwhelming my senses.

      “You’re lying,” Jean hissed, pressing his body against mine. I could feel the hard length of him through his trousers. “I can tell when a little slut like you is holding back information.”

      His fingers thrust deeper, curling to hit that spot inside me that made my knees weak. I bit my lip to stifle a moan, shame and arousal warring within me.

      “Sir, please,” I whimpered. “I didn’t understand what they were talking about. It was all business stuff I don’t know anything about.”

      Jean’s other hand tangled in my hair, yanking my head back. The pain in my scalp mingled with the pleasure building between my legs, creating a confusing whirlwind of sensation.

      “You expect me to believe that?” he growled. “A smart girl like you, from a Selecta college? I think you understood more than you’re letting on.”

      My heart raced at his words. Yes, he did know about my background. The realization sent a jolt of fear through me, even as it confirmed my suspicions about his true identity.

      Jean’s fingers continued their relentless assault on my senses, driving me closer and closer to the edge. I could feel my resolve weakening with each passing second. Part of me wanted to give in, to tell him everything I’d heard. But I knew I couldn’t, not yet. I had to make sure Camille would be included in whatever came next.

      “Sir,” I gasped, my voice trembling. “I… I might have heard something about a virus. And power grids. But I don’t know what it means. Please, I’m telling the truth.”

      Jean’s fingers stilled inside me, and I had to bite back a whine of frustration. “A virus?” he pressed. “Tell me more.”

      I shook my head, tears of genuine frustration and confusion welling in my eyes. “I… I don’t know anything else, sir. Please believe me.”

      Jean’s grip on my hair tightened, and I could feel the tension in his body as he pressed against me. His fingers resumed their movements inside me, slower now but no less intense. I couldn’t help the small moan that escaped my lips.

      “You’re holding back,” he murmured, his breath hot against my ear. “I can feel it in the way your body responds to me. You want to tell me everything, don’t you?”

      Odin and Thor help me, I did. There was something about Jean’s touch, the confident way he handled my body, that reminded me of Sven. Unlike Beaumont’s clumsy pawing or Georgy’s brutal use of me, Jean’s dominance felt… right. My body responded to him instinctively, recognizing a true master.

      I found myself wanting to trust him, to spill every secret I’d overheard. The urge was so strong it frightened me. I had to remind myself of my mission, of the importance of keeping Camille safe.

      “Sir,” I whimpered, my voice barely above a whisper. “I… I might remember more if…”

      “If what?” Jean prompted, his fingers stilling once more.

      I swallowed hard, gathering my courage. “If you promised to protect my friend too. Camille. I’m so worried about her.”

      For a moment, Jean said nothing. Then, slowly, he turned me around to face him. His dark eyes searched mine, and I saw a flicker of something there—understanding? Respect?

      “You care about her that much?” he asked softly.

      I nodded, tears spilling down my cheeks. “She’s all I have left in this place. Please, sir. I’ll tell you everything I know, but only if you swear Camille will be safe too.”

      Jean’s expression softened almost imperceptibly. He opened his mouth to speak, but before he could say anything, the door to Beaumont’s study swung open.

      Beaumont and Georgy stepped out, their faces flushed from champagne and satisfaction. They paused at the sight of Jean pressing me against the wall, his hand still between my legs.

      “Well, well,” Beaumont chuckled, his eyes gleaming with amusement. “It seems my little whore has been busy entertaining the staff as well.”

      I felt my face burn with shame, but Jean didn’t move away. Instead, he turned slightly to face Beaumont, keeping me pinned against the wall.

      “My apologies, Monsieur,” Jean said smoothly. “I was just reminding the girl of her place.”

      Beaumont waved a hand dismissively. “No need to apologize, Jean. It’s good to see you taking initiative with our new acquisitions.” He paused, a thoughtful expression crossing his face. “However,” he added, his tone growing firmer, “I’m afraid this little redhead isn’t quite ready for the full attentions of the staff just yet.”

      I felt a mixture of relief and disappointment wash over me as Beaumont’s words sank in. The conflicting emotions made my head spin, and I had to remind myself that this was all part of the act, that I shouldn’t actually want Jean or anyone else to use me.

      Beaumont’s lips curled into a cruel smile as he continued, “We’ll give her another week or so to settle in properly. Then, Jean, you and the other guards can have your fun with both our new acquisitions.”

      My stomach churned at the casual way he spoke about giving me and Camille over to the guards, as if we were nothing more than party favors to be passed around. I lowered my gaze, trying to hide the mix of fear and unwanted arousal that I was sure showed on my face.

      Jean nodded, his expression unreadable as he stepped back from me. “Of course, Monsieur. Whatever you think is best.”

      Beaumont turned his attention to Jean, his tone becoming more businesslike. “Now, Jean, be a good man and have Georgy’s car brought around. Our esteemed guest needs to be on his way.”

      “Right away, Monsieur,” Jean replied with a slight bow. He cast one last, inscrutable look my way before heading down the hallway, his footsteps echoing on the polished marble floor.

      As Jean disappeared around the corner, Beaumont’s gaze settled on me. I could feel his eyes roaming over my naked body, still flushed and trembling from Jean’s touch. The weight of his stare made me want to cover myself, but I knew better than to move without permission.

      “As for you, my little fire-haired slut,” Beaumont said, his voice dripping with false affection, “it’s time for you to return to your room.”

      I nodded meekly, not daring to meet his eyes. “Yes, Monsieur,” I murmured.

      But Beaumont wasn’t finished. He reached out, running a finger along my jawline, forcing me to look up at him. “Clean yourself up thoroughly,” he instructed. “I want you and your dark-haired friend ready for me tonight. I plan to enjoy you both properly.”

      A shiver ran through me at his words. The thought of being used by Beaumont again, along with Camille, filled me with a confusing mix of dread and anticipation. I hated how my body seemed to betray me at every turn, responding to these men’s touch and words despite my mind’s protests.

      On the other hand, if Camille and I were together in our master’s bed tonight, I would have the chance to tell her about Jean. We might even have the opportunity to plan a way to make sure the Guard took us together, when they came for me.

      “Yes, Monsieur,” I repeated, my voice barely above a whisper. “We’ll be ready for you.”
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      Matthew

      

      I felt the vibration of my secure phone against my thigh, pulling me from my analysis of the latest surveillance data. My heart rate quickened as I saw the urgent flag on the incoming message. It was from Gisard.

      Quickly, I made my way through the smoothly hewn rock corridors of the Mithraeum to a secure communications room. The room was a windowless box, its walls lined with state-of-the-art encryption technology. As I sealed the heavy door behind me, I could almost feel the weight of centuries pressing down like the hundreds of feet of rock above, the subway, Fifth Avenue, all of Manhattan. This place had seen countless secret messages, whispered plots, and world-altering decisions.

      I activated the holographic display, watching as Jean’s message materialized before me in glowing blue text. My eyes widened as I read:

      

      Subject A must be extracted immediately. Crucial intel. Leopard’s plans more extensive than suspected. Pick up ASAP. Cannot elaborate further. Cover at risk.

      

      My mind raced, processing the implications. Subject A—Mary O’Toole… the young American student Beaumont had recently acquired. For Jean to risk blowing his cover by sending this message, the information she held must be truly explosive.

      I could picture Jean, slipping away from the chateau under some pretense, perhaps claiming a need to check the perimeter. In my mind’s eye, I saw him crouched behind a hedge, fingers flying over his concealed transmitter as he beamed this urgent plea to our Selecta satellite. The risk he was taking was enormous. If Beaumont’s security caught him…

      I pushed the thought aside, focusing on the task at hand. We needed to move quickly. Every moment the girl remained in Beaumont’s clutches increased the chance that we would lose this vital intelligence.

      But extracting her presented no simple task. Beaumont’s chateau was a fortress, bristling with cutting-edge security systems and staffed by highly trained guards. We’d need a team of our best operatives, equipped with the latest in stealth technology.

      I began formulating a plan, my fingers dancing across the holographic interface as I pulled up schematics of the chateau and its grounds. We could insert a team via HALO jump, using our latest sound-dampening chutes. They’d land in the dense woods to the north of the property, then make their way to the chateau under cover of darkness.

      As I worked, I couldn’t help but wonder what Mary had uncovered. What could be so important that Jean would risk everything to get her out? My mind whirled with possibilities, each more alarming than the last. Had Beaumont found a way to circumvent our control of the power grids? Was he planning some kind of attack on Selecta’s infrastructure?

      I took another look at Mary’s profile, displayed in a corner of the holographic field. Her striking green eyes seemed to stare right through me, as if challenging me to uncover the secrets she held. I saw that in the few hours since I had last looked at the Beaumont surveillance file, our assessment AI had crunched the wealth of psycho-biometric information from Selecta’s database and flagged her as having very high potential, both as a submissive concubine and as an intelligence operative.

      I chuckled. Only Selecta. The perfect partner for an organization like the Pretorian Guard, intent on saving the world one thoroughly whipped, roughly fucked young woman at a time.
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      Mary

      

      Camille and I knelt, naked of course, in Monsieur Beaumont’s enormous bathroom, our eyes downcast. Beaumont stood in front of us, clad in a deep blue silk robe.

      “Let’s have a look at those cunts and bottoms,” he said abruptly. “Lay yourselves over the bench over there, with your asses toward me and your legs spread.”

      As Beaumont’s order rang in my ears, my heart raced, but I knew better than to defy him. Slowly, Camille and I rose to our feet, our bodies trembling with trepidation. I shot her a brief glance, and in her dark eyes, I saw the same anxiety that gripped my own heart. Though we dared not exchange a word, we both knew the needle we had to thread.

      A guard whose name I didn’t know had come for us earlier that evening, silently leading us down the cold stone stairs to Beaumont’s opulent master suite. A sense of doom had settled over me, and I’d almost tried to whisper something to Camille about Jean and his message. However, the guard’s presence had left me paralyzed with fear. My news, and my desperate plan, would have to wait until we were alone… if we ever were again.

      Camille and I moved to the bench, our bare feet padding softly on the cool marble floor. The polished wood of the bench felt smooth against my skin as I draped myself over it, face down. I turned my head to the side, meeting Camille’s gaze. Her eyes were theatrically wide with what I saw must be pretended apprehension. I had to fight a sudden, awful urge to giggle as I marveled again at my new friend’s resilience, and I thanked her, internally, for reminding me we had to act like frightened, captive fuck toys.

      I focused on positioning myself as Beaumont had ordered. I spread my legs wide, feeling horribly exposed. The cool air of the bathroom moved against my pussy and my anus, making me shiver. I couldn’t help imagining how we looked to the man who thought himself our owner—two young women, his naked sexual servants, bent over and presenting ourselves for his inspection. The thought made me blush furiously even knowing the fundamental falsehood of it and the truth of my mission. Real heat spread across my cheeks and down my neck and I wondered if the same trouble afflicted Camille.

      As Beaumont’s footsteps approached, a dismaying impulse to whisper something—anything—to Camille almost overwhelmed me. “Be ready,” I wanted to say, though I wasn’t even sure what I meant by it. Ready for what? For Beaumont’s cruel touch? For the Guard to get us, as I’d glimpsed in my vision of the world tree? For whatever plan to take her with me I was desperately trying to formulate in my racing mind? The words hovered on the tip of my tongue, but I bit them back, terrified of the consequences if Beaumont heard me speak without permission.

      I felt Beaumont’s hands on my legs, his touch rough and invasive as he adjusted my position. He pulled my knees even further apart, stretching me to my limit. I had to stifle a whimper at the strain in my inner thighs. Then I felt his thumbs tugging my bottom cheeks open and the whimper emerged at the shameful sensation.

      “Hmm,” Beaumont mused, his voice carrying a note of displeasure. “I see your cunt hair is starting to grow back. Both of you.”

      I tensed at his words, suddenly acutely aware of the soft fuzz that had begun to sprout between my legs. In the chaos of the past few days, I hadn’t even thought about maintaining the smooth skin the Sons of Odin insisted on for their bed thralls.

      “This won’t do at all,” Beaumont continued, his fingers trailing along my inner thigh, inching closer to my exposed sex. “I prefer my little sluts nice and bare. We’ll have to remedy this situation immediately.”

      I shuddered at his touch, hating how my body responded with a treacherous surge of arousal. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Camille’s fingers curl into fists, her knuckles white with tension. I longed to offer her some comfort, but all I could do was lie there, helpless and exposed, just like her.

      I felt Beaumont’s hands leave my body as he stepped back. “Into the shower, both of you,” he commanded. “You’re going to shave each other smooth. I want to see every inch of those pretty cunts and assholes bare and glistening.”

      Camille and I exchanged a quick glance as we stood up from the bench. In that fleeting moment, I saw the same thought reflected in her eyes that ran through my mind over and over: we had to pretend we’d never done this before. We had to act as if the very idea shocked and horrified us.

      “Monsieur,” Camille began, her voice trembling. “I… I don’t know how to do that. To another girl, I mean.” Her cheeks flushed a deep crimson as she spoke, and I marveled at her skill in feigning such genuine-seeming embarrassment.

      I chimed in, trying to match Camille’s tone of mortification. “The men who… who took us,” I stammered, lowering my eyes to the floor. “They shaved us. It was so shameful, Monsieur. I can’t… I just can’t do that to Camille.”

      Beaumont’s eyes narrowed, a cruel smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “Is that so?” he purred, his voice dripping with false sympathy. “You poor, innocent little things. So ashamed of your bodies, aren’t you?”

      I nodded vigorously, biting my lip as if fighting back tears. “Yes, Monsieur,” I whispered. “It’s just too humiliating. Please don’t make us do this.”

      As I pleaded with Beaumont, I couldn’t help but remember the last time Camille and I had shaved each other. It had been in the bathing chamber of the Sons of Odin, under Mor Astrid’s watchful eye. Camille’s touch had been so gentle, so careful as she’d run the razor over my most intimate areas. The memory sent an involuntary shiver through me, one I hoped Beaumont would interpret as fear rather than arousal.

      “Well,” Beaumont said, moving to a nearby cabinet. “If you’re too ashamed to obey me, perhaps you need a reminder of your place here.”

      My stomach dropped as over my shoulder I watched him retrieve a long, slender cane from the cabinet. He flexed it between his hands, then swung it sharply in front of him. The whoosh of it cutting through the air made both Camille and me flinch.

      Seeing the cane, my eyes widened in fear. “No, please, Monsieur!” I cried out. “I’ll obey, I promise. I’ll… I’ll shave Camille… down… down there… just as you asked.”

      Beside me, Camille nodded frantically. “Yes, Monsieur. We’ll do it. Please don’t punish us.”

      But Beaumont just shook his head, that cruel smile still playing on his lips. “Oh, no, my little sluts. You’ve already disobeyed me once. Now you must learn the consequences of your actions.”

      He pointed the cane at me. “Prepare yourselves, whores. Turn your heads. Eyes down and look at the floor while I whip you.”

      My whole body trembled as I obeyed, my heart pounding in my chest as I tried to focus on the marble tiles, the veins running through the stone. I gripped the polished edges of the bench tightly. Suddenly I didn’t need to pretend at all; the cane truly terrified me.

      I heard the whistle of the rattan cutting through the air a split second before it connected with my bare bottom. The pain was immediate and intense, a line of fire across both cheeks. I couldn’t hold back my scream, the sound echoing off the bathroom’s tiled walls.

      I heard the sound again, but the thwack of the horrid thing came from Camille’s bottom rather than mine, and it was my friend who cried out, the jerk of her body moving the bench beneath us.

      Then my second stroke landed, slightly lower than the first. Tears sprang to my eyes as I cried out again. He whipped Camille a second time, and then the third and final stroke on my backside came quickly after. I sobbed openly, my bottom feeling as if it were on fire.

      “Stand up,” Beaumont commanded. “I want you both to go look at yourselves in the mirror. See what happens to naughty girls who disobey.”

      Camille and I moved to the full-length mirror on the far wall, our steps slow and unsteady. As I turned to look over my shoulder at my reflection, I gasped softly in mingled dismay and unwelcome arousal. Three angry red welts crossed my pale skin, already beginning to darken into bruises. Camille’s bottom looked much the same, the marks just as stark against her darker complexion.

      As I stared at our punished bottoms in the mirror, I felt the familiar warmth building between my legs. My pussy clenched involuntarily, and I had to bite back a moan. The sight of our marked flesh, the evidence of Beaumont’s dominance over us, was arousing me despite my best efforts to resist.

      I glanced at Camille and thought I could see a similar struggle playing out on her face. Her cheeks had flushed, and her breathing had quickened. I felt sure she too had to fight against her body’s traitorous response.

      “Beautiful,” Beaumont said. “I like to fuck a whipped bottom best of all. Now, into the shower with you.”
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      Trembling, Camille and I stepped into the massive shower stall. The cool tiles beneath my feet sent a shiver up my legs and through my body, clashing distractingly with the burning ache from my freshly caned bottom. The opulence surrounding us—gleaming chrome fixtures, multiple showerheads, and what looked like a built-in steam system, seemed a far cry from the communal showers at university, or even the Sons of Odin’s bathing chamber.

      Beaumont’s voice cut through my observations. “Turn on the water, sluts. I want to see you get nice and wet for me.”

      With shaking hands, I reached for the controls. Warm water cascaded over us from multiple directions, enveloping us in a cocoon of steam and droplets. I closed my eyes for a moment, letting the heat soothe my aching muscles and stinging backside. When I opened them again, I saw Camille doing the same, her dark hair plastered to her face and neck.

      “That’s it,” Beaumont purred, his eyes raking over our glistening bodies. “Now, show me how naughty you two really are. Kiss each other. And make it good—I want to see your sweet little tongues.”

      I turned to face Camille, my heart racing. We’d done this before, of course, but the thought still made my cheeks get hot and my tummy flip. I could see the mixture of fear and determination in my sister’s eyes, mirroring my own emotions. Slowly, I leaned in, pressing my lips to hers.

      The kiss started tentatively, but as Beaumont’s impatient growl reached our ears, we deepened it. I felt Camille’s tongue brush against mine, and I couldn’t help the small moan that escaped me. The warmth of her mouth, combined with the hot water cascading over us, was intoxicating.

      “Better,” Beaumont said, his voice thick with lust. “Now, rub those pretty tits together. I want to see those nipples getting hard.”

      We broke the kiss, both of us panting slightly. Camille’s cheeks were flushed, and I knew mine must be too. Slowly, we moved closer, our breasts pressing together. The sensation of her soft flesh against mine, our nipples brushing and hardening, sent a jolt of helpless arousal through me.

      As we moved against each other, I saw an opportunity. Leaning in close, my lips brushing Camille’s ear, I whispered as quietly as I could, “Be ready. I’m sure the Guard will come for us.”

      I felt Camille stiffen slightly, but to her credit, she didn’t break our rhythm. Her hands came up to cup my breasts, kneading gently as she whispered back, “Both of us?”

      Before I could respond, Beaumont’s voice rang out again.

      “Enough of that,” the magnate barked. “Now, I want you to press those sweet little cunts together. Hands on each other’s hips.”

      My heart raced as Camille and I awkwardly maneuvered into position, our bodies slick with water. The feeling of her mound against mine sent a jolt of unwanted arousal through me. I could feel the heat of her sex, so different from the shower’s warm spray.

      “Good girls,” Beaumont purred, his eyes gleaming with cruel amusement. “Now, I want you to pee. Right now, just like that.”

      I felt the blood drain from my face as his words sank in. Surely he couldn’t mean… But the stern look in his eyes told me he was entirely serious.

      “Please, Monsieur,” I whimpered, hating how pathetic I sounded. “We can’t… it’s too… you know… too embarrassing.”

      “You will do as I say,” Beaumont growled, his voice low and dangerous. “Or would you prefer another session with the cane?”

      Tears welled in my eyes as I realized we had no choice. I met Camille’s gaze, seeing my own mortification reflected there. Slowly, we both nodded.

      I closed my eyes, trying to relax enough to let go. It felt impossible, with Camille pressed against me and Beaumont’s hungry gaze on us both. But gradually, I felt the pressure in my bladder build until I couldn’t hold back any longer.

      The first trickle of urine escaping me felt like liquid fire. I sobbed openly as I felt it flow down my legs, mingling with the shower water. Against me, I could feel Camille trembling, her own stream joining mine.

      The utter humiliation of the act overwhelmed me. I’d never felt so degraded, so stripped of my dignity. And yet, to my horror, I could feel a perverse thrill flaring through me. My clit throbbed traitorously, and I prayed Beaumont wouldn’t notice my body’s shameful response.

      “Beautiful,” Beaumont murmured as our streams finally tapered off. “Now, Mary, get on your knees. I want you to wash Camille’s cunt thoroughly, and then give it a nice, reverent kiss.”

      My legs shook as I sank to my knees, the hard tile uncomfortable even through the water. I looked up at Camille, silently apologizing with my eyes as I reached for the soap.

      Gently, I began to wash between Camille’s legs, trying to be as clinical as possible. But as my fingers slid over her soft folds, I couldn’t help but notice how smooth and warm she felt. I heard Camille’s breath hitch, and I knew she must be fighting the same battle against unwanted arousal that I was.

      Once I’d rinsed away all traces of soap, I leaned forward, my heart pounding, and pressed my lips to Camille’s sex. The taste of her, clean from the shower, but with an underlying muskiness, filled my senses. I heard her sharp intake of breath above me and felt a tremor run through her body.

      “Good girl,” Beaumont purred. “Now, fetch a razor from the rack over there. It’s time to make that pretty cunt nice and smooth.”

      With shaking legs, I stood and retrieved a plastic razor from a rack in the corner of the stall. Its light material notwithstanding, it felt heavy in my hand. Turning back to Camille, I saw her forehead furrow deeply. I tried to convey reassurance with my gaze, silently promising to be gentle.

      “Turn around and bend over,” Beaumont instructed Camille. “I want to see that tight little asshole while Mary shaves you.”

      Camille obeyed, turning to face the shower wall and bending at the waist. Confronted by all her pink secrets, I swallowed hard, fighting against the confusing mix of arousal and shame that threatened to overwhelm me.

      Kneeling behind my friend, I began to carefully shave her pussy. The razor glided smoothly over her skin, removing the stubble and leaving soft, bare flesh beneath. I was surprised at how easy it was to pretend I’d never done this before. The ritual nature of our previous shaving session, under Mor Astrid’s careful gaze, seemed a world away from this opulent, tawdry atmosphere.

      Camille’s breath hitched every time the razor passed over a particularly sensitive spot. Her thighs trembled slightly, and I saw goosebumps rise on her skin despite the warm water still cascading over us.

      “Make sure you get every last hair,” Beaumont commanded. “Between her ass cheeks, too. I want her cunt and asshole nice and smooth for my cock.”

      I focused intently on my task, determined not to nick Camille’s delicate skin. The sheer intimacy of the act, combined with Beaumont’s leering presence, made me want to sink through the shower’s tile floor. My body’s helpless excitement at the shame only made it that much worse.

      Beaumont spoke again. “Now, wash her asshole thoroughly. I want to see you really get in there with your fingers. Then kiss it.”

      My stomach clenched at his words, but I knew better than to hesitate. Gently, I spread Camille’s cheeks, exposing her puckered entrance. I heard her whimper softly as I began to wash her, my fingers circling the tight ring of muscle.

      The act felt so much more invasive than when we’d done it in the Sons of Odin’s bathing chamber, or even at the farm where Sven and Erik had filmed us. We had done it for the masters who had taught us so much in so short a time. Here, under Beaumont’s hungry gaze, it brought a level of humiliation I hadn’t even guessed at.

      I leaned in, my face burning with shame, and pressed my lips to Camille’s freshly washed anus. The taste was clean, but the act itself felt so utterly degrading that tears sprang to my eyes. I heard Camille’s sharp intake of breath and felt her body tense beneath my touch.

      “Excellent,” Beaumont purred. “Now switch places. Camille, it’s your turn to tend to Mary’s hygiene.”

      My legs trembled as I stood, trading places with Camille. Cheeks burning anew, I bent over, exposing myself completely to my friend and our tormentor. I pressed my forehead against the shower wall, trying to steady my racing heart.

      Camille’s touch was gentle as she began to wash my pussy, her fingers moving with careful precision. The clinical nature of her actions didn’t stop the way my body responded. Each brush of her fingertips sent little sparks of sensation through me, making my breath catch in my throat.

      When she finished washing, I felt her hesitate for just a moment before pressing a soft kiss to my sex. The touch of her lips was feather-light, but it sent a jolt of electricity through my entire body. I bit my lip to stifle a moan, horrified by my body’s betrayal.

      “Now shave her,” Beaumont commanded, his voice thick with lust.

      I heard the soft scrape of the razor as Camille began to remove the stubble from my pussy. The sensation was oddly soothing, a counterpoint to the turmoil of emotions swirling within me. I focused on the sound of the water, on the feeling of it cascading down my back, trying to distance myself from the humiliation of the moment.

      “Make sure you get every last hair,” Beaumont growled. “I want that cunt as smooth as silk.”

      Camille’s movements became more meticulous, the razor gliding carefully over every curve and fold of my sex. I could feel her breath, warm against my sensitive skin, and it made me shiver despite the heat of the shower.

      “Now her asshole,” Beaumont ordered. “Shave her there, then wash it thoroughly.”

      I tensed as I felt Camille spread my cheeks, exposing my most private area to her gaze and touch. Her fingers were slick with soap as she circled my anus, cleaning it with a gentleness that made my heart ache. I felt the razor moving, and I bit my lip at the forbidden sensation. I wanted to tell her it was okay, that she didn’t need to be so careful, but I didn’t dare speak.

      “Kiss it,” came Beaumont’s command.

      I felt Camille’s lips press against my anus, soft and warm. The sensation was so intimate, so forbidden, that I couldn’t help the small whimper that escaped me. I heard Beaumont chuckle darkly behind us.

      “Alright. You may get out of the shower and dry each other off.”

      Camille and I stepped out of the shower, our bodies still trembling from the humiliating intimacies we had just shared. My cheeks burned with shame as I took a fluffy towel from her trembling hands and began to dry her off. Her skin was cool to the touch, and goosebumps prickled along her arms even in the warm room.

      Without a word, we exchanged places, and she dried me off in turn. The absorbent fabric caught the last droplets of water on my skin, leaving me feeling even more vulnerable than before, somehow. Naked and shivering, we stared at each other, silently pleading for an escape from this too-seductive nightmare.

      “Now,” Beaumont purred, his voice dark with lust. “Go into the bedroom and sit on the bed, facing each other.”

      The massive four-poster bed loomed before us like an altar to our degradation. Swallowing my pride, I climbed onto the silk-covered mattress, its softness setting my nerves even more on edge. Looking at one another uncertainly, we carried out Beaumont’s command, sitting cross-legged, turned toward each other.

      Beaumont sauntered into the room, his hands in the pockets of his deep blue silk robe. Taking his time, he came to the side of the bed. I watched, trying not to tremble visibly, as he pulled his left hand out and reached it toward me.

      “Tonight,” he purred, tracing a fingernail lightly up my spine, “you girls are going to fuck each other before I fuck you.” His tone brimmed with dark anticipation. “You’re going to learn something special. A way for two pretty girls to fuck each other when they don’t have a man’s cock to share.” He chuckled at our wide-eyed expressions. “Spread your legs, sluts, and scoot toward each other. Put those sweet little cunts together.”
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      Mary

      

      My heart raced as Camille and I awkwardly maneuvered our bodies into position, following Beaumont’s lewd instructions. The silk sheets rustled beneath us as we pushed closer, our legs intertwining. I felt my face burn with shame as I realized just how much of us our tormentor’s hungry eyes could take in.

      As our pussies touched, I couldn’t hold back a gasp. The sensation was electric, unlike anything I’d ever experienced before. Camille’s flesh was warm and impossibly soft against mine, and I felt a surge of helpless arousal course through me. Our eyes met, and again I saw that my sister völva shared my impossible mix of confusion, embarrassment, and reluctant excitement.

      “That’s it,” Beaumont purred, his voice thick with lust. “Now, take each other’s hands and start to move. Grind those pretty little cunts together.”

      Trembling, I reached for Camille’s hands. Her fingers interlaced with mine, providing an anchor in this sea of overwhelming sensations. Slowly, hesitantly, we began to rock our hips, our slick folds sliding against each other much too deliciously.

      The friction felt exquisite. Searing jolts of pleasure traveled through my body with each movement. I bit my lip, trying to stifle the moans that threatened to escape. But as our pace increased, driven by Beaumont’s encouraging words and our own traitorous bodies, I found it harder and harder to stay silent.

      “Oh God,” I whimpered, my hips moving of their own accord now. “Camille, I… I can’t…”

      “Shh,” she soothed, her voice barely above a whisper. “It’s okay. Just… just go with it.”

      I looked up at her face, flushed with exertion and arousal. Her dark hair clung to her forehead, and her eyes were half-closed in pleasure. The sight of her, so beautiful and vulnerable, made my heart ache even as it fueled the fire building between my legs.

      “Well, well,” Beaumont chuckled, his gaze raking over us. “It seems our little Camille has quite the dominant streak. Look at how she’s taking charge.”

      I hadn’t even realized it, but Camille had indeed taken control of our movements. Her hips rolled with a confidence I couldn’t match, setting a rhythm that had me gasping and trembling beneath her.

      “I think it’s time we let her really show her talent,” Beaumont continued. “Camille, I want you to take the superior position. Get on top of Mary and fuck her hard. Show me what a good little dyke you can be.”

      Camille hesitated for just a moment, her eyes meeting mine in a silent apology. Then, with a grace that surprised me, she shifted her body, pushing me onto my back and positioning herself above me. Her weight settled on top of me, her pussy lips rubbing over mine with such firm friction that I cried out, the ecstatic pleasure overwhelming the blushing modesty—or maybe joining with it to push me toward a forbidden release.

      I could feel every curve, every dip of the soft skin of her vulva against my own. The heat of her core radiated against my exposed sex, sending shivers of desperate need through me.

      As Camille began to move, I couldn’t help but notice the change that came over her. Gone was the hesitant, embarrassed girl from moments before. In her place was a woman embracing her power, her dominance. Her eyes, usually so soft and kind, now held a predatory gleam that made my breath catch in my throat.

      She started slowly, rolling her hips in a sensual rhythm that had me arching beneath her. Each movement sent jolts of pleasure coursing through my body. I could feel her wetness mingling with my own, our slick folds sliding together in the most delicious way.

      “Oh, God,” I whimpered, my hands gripping her hips. “Camille, please…”

      A wicked smile played at the corners of her mouth. “Please what, Mary?” she purred, her voice lower and huskier than I’d ever heard it. “Tell me what you want.”

      I squeezed my eyes shut, overwhelmed by the sensations and the shame of my own arousal. “More,” I whispered, barely audible. “Please, more.”

      Camille didn’t need to be told twice. She increased her pace, grinding down harder against me. The friction on my clit was exquisite, sending waves of pleasure radiating through my core. I couldn’t hold back my moans any longer, each thrust drawing a desperate cry from my lips.

      I opened my eyes to see Camille above me, her head thrown back in ecstasy. Her skin glistened with a light sheen of sweat, her breasts bouncing enticingly with each movement. The sight of her, so lost in pleasure, only fueled my own arousal.

      “That’s it,” Beaumont growled from somewhere beside the bed. “Fuck her hard, Camille. I’m lending Mary to you. Use her like you own her.”

      His words seemed to ignite something in Camille. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on either side of my head, and began to pound against me with an intensity that took my breath away. The new angle allowed her pubic bone to grind directly against my clit, and I cried out at the overwhelming sensation.

      “Oh, fuck,” Camille gasped, her eyes locked on mine. “Mary, you feel so good. So wet for me.”

      I could only whimper in response, my hips rising to meet her thrusts. The coil of pleasure in my core wound tighter and tighter, bringing me to the very edge of release. Just as I thought I might tumble over that precipice, Beaumont’s voice cut through the haze of my arousal.

      “Stop!” Beaumont commanded sharply. “Don’t you dare come yet, you little sluts.”

      I whimpered in frustration as Camille stilled her movements, both of us trembling on the edge of orgasm. My body ached with need, every nerve ending on fire.

      “Good girls,” Beaumont purred. “Now, I want you to keep going, but don’t you dare come. Not until I say so. If either of you comes without permission, you’ll both feel the cane again.”

      Hesitantly, Camille resumed her movements, slower now, more controlled. The delicious friction of her pussy against mine was maddening. I could feel my climax hovering just out of reach, my muscles clenching with the effort of holding back.

      “Please,” I gasped, not sure if I was begging for release or for it to stop. “I can’t… it’s too… please… please… I need to…”

      “You can and you will,” Beaumont growled. “You girls need training, and I mean to provide it. I’ll thrash you until you learn to obey me, if I have to.”

      Time seemed to stretch endlessly as Camille and I writhed together, desperately seeking release yet terrified of finding it. Sweat beaded on my skin, my entire body quivering with the effort of restraint. I could see the same struggle playing out on Camille’s face, her brow furrowed in concentration.

      Beaumont’s voice cut through the haze of our shared torment, marking the passing minutes. “Five minutes… seven minutes… nine minutes… See, girls? You’re learning.”

      Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, when I was certain I would shatter into a million pieces, Beaumont finally spoke the words we’d been longing to hear.

      “Come for me, my little whores. Come now!”

      The dam broke. Pleasure crashed over me in overwhelming waves as my orgasm ripped through my body. I screamed, my back arching off the bed as my pussy clenched and spasmed against Camille’s. Above me, Camille cried out her own release, her hips jerking erratically against mine.

      But it didn’t stop there. As the first wave of pleasure began to ebb, another rose to take its place. I gasped, my eyes flying open in shock as a second orgasm overtook me, even more intense than the first.

      “Oh, God,” I sobbed, my fingers digging into Camille’s hips. “Oh… oh, no…”

      But my body paid no heed to my protests. A third climax built rapidly, crashing over me with such force that my vision went white around the edges. I was dimly aware of Camille collapsing on top of me, her body shuddering with her own multiple orgasms.

      As the pleasure reached a fever pitch, I felt myself slipping away. The physical sensations faded, replaced by the now-familiar rushing sound of wind through ancient branches. Beaumont’s opulent bedroom faded away and I was in the branches of Yggdrasil.

      There, along a bough that I knew somehow Camille and I and Beaumont were traveling, I saw two gnarled branches. On one of them was the Guard—they were so close, now, though it seemed perceptible only through my strange völva’s intuition… they took only me, and left Camille behind. Along the other branch, though…

      I had it. I knew what I would do, what I must do.

      As the vision faded and I returned to my body, I found myself still trembling with aftershocks. Camille lay atop me, her breath coming in ragged gasps against my neck. The silk sheets beneath us were damp with our mingled sweat and arousal.

      “Well, well.” Beaumont’s voice cut through the haze of our shared ecstasy. “I can tell that my little whores enjoyed themselves quite thoroughly.”

      I felt Camille stiffen against me, the reality of our situation crashing back over us both. Beaumont’s eyes raked over our entwined bodies, his gaze burning with cruel desire.

      “Now,” he purred, his voice thick with lust, “it’s time for me to enjoy those adorable whipped asses of yours. Get up and lay yourselves over the side of the bed, sluts.”

      My legs felt like jelly as Camille and I disentangled ourselves and moved to obey. The cool air of the room raised goosebumps on my flushed skin as I draped myself over the edge of the mattress. Beside me, Camille did the same, her dark hair falling forward to obscure her face.

      I heard the soft rustle of fabric as Beaumont shrugged off his robe, followed by the snap of a bottle being opened. The scent of lubricant filled the air, clinical but also terribly lewd.

      “Mmm, yes,” Beaumont murmured as he moved behind us. “Such pretty little holes, all ready for my cock.”

      I flinched as I felt his slick fingers probe at my anus, circling the tight ring of muscle before pushing inside. The intrusion burned, the generous amount of lube he was using not helping much. Beside me, I heard Camille’s sharp intake of breath as Beaumont’s other hand worked to prepare her as well.

      “You’re both so tight,” he growled, pressing his fingers deeper. “It’s going to hurt when I fuck you. But don’t worry, little whores. I’ll make sure you’re nice and slick first.”

      As he continued to work us open, Beaumont’s words grew more obscene, more brutal. “I’m going to fuck these sweet little asses so hard,” he promised, his voice dripping with sadistic glee. “You won’t be able to sit comfortably for days. Every time you move, you’ll feel the ache and remember who you belong to.”

      I whimpered, burying my face in the silk sheets as Beaumont withdrew his fingers. I heard the wet sounds of him stroking his cock, slicking it with more lube. My heart raced, a confusing mix of fear and unwanted arousal traveling through my body.

      “Now,” Beaumont growled, positioning himself behind me, “let’s see how well you take my cock, little Mary.”

      I felt the blunt head of his member press against my entrance, and I couldn’t hold back a sob of discomfort. I felt him adjust slightly, and I knew that in a moment he would impale me with brutal force, whether I liked it or not.

      Then, in an instant, everything changed. Suddenly, the sound of shattering glass filled the room. I jerked my head up, eyes wide with shock as a black-clad figure came crashing through the window in a shower of glittering shards. The figure rolled smoothly to their feet, moving with a fluid grace that spoke of intense training and deadly skill.

      My heart raced as I took in the sight before me. The operative was dressed head-to-toe in black tactical gear, their face obscured by a balaclava and night vision goggles. In their hands, they held a sleek, matte-black rifle that looked like something out of a sci-fi movie.

      “Step away from the girls if you want to live, Beaumont,” the operative growled, the voice low and menacing even through the fabric of the mask.

      I felt Beaumont stumble backward, his cock slipping away from my entrance. The sudden absence of his oppressive presence left me feeling strangely lightheaded. Beside me, I heard Camille’s sharp intake of breath.

      More operatives poured through the shattered window, their movements precise and coordinated. The room filled with the soft whisper of their boots on the plush carpet and the barely audible clicks of their weapons being readied.

      My mind reeled as I tried to process what was happening. The Pretorian Guard… they had come for us, just as I had foreseen in my vision. Relief washed over me, quickly followed by a surge of anxiety. I had to act fast if I wanted to ensure Camille’s safety as well.

      As one of the operatives moved toward us, I pushed myself up from the bed on trembling arms.

      “Wait!” I cried out, my voice hoarse and desperate. “You have to take her too. Camille. She knows… she knows more than I do. We’re in this together.”

      The lead operative turned toward me, their goggled gaze inscrutable. For a heart-stopping moment, I feared they would ignore my plea. Then, with a curt nod, they spoke into their comm unit. “Package has been doubled. Prepare for immediate extraction of two subjects.”
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      Matthew

      

      I leaned back in the ergonomic chair I’d occupied for the last hour, my eyes fixed on the high-resolution display before me. The footage from the extraction team’s bodycams played out in vivid detail, every moment of the operation captured in crystal clarity. For the past ten minutes I had been rewinding and replaying a certain segment over and over, trying to quiet everything in my mind but its coldest, most analytical region, letting the dispassionate observer who lived there dissect each frame for clues.

      The moment that kept drawing my attention was Mary’s desperate plea to include Camille in the extraction. Her voice, hoarse and urgent, rang in my ears again and again.

      “You have to take her too. Camille. She knows… she knows more than I do. We’re in this together.”

      I zoomed in on Mary’s face as she spoke those words. Her green eyes had opened wide with a mix of fear and determination, her pale skin flushed from the ordeal she’d just endured. But there was something else there, something that nagged at the edges of my perception. A glint of… calculation, perhaps?

      I ran the footage through Selecta’s most advanced facial recognition and micro-expression analysis software. The results intrigued me, to say the least, even if the computer labeled them as inconclusive. While Mary’s distress appeared genuine, there were subtle indicators that suggested she might not have been entirely truthful—perhaps about Camille’s level of knowledge.

      Frowning, I pulled up the dossiers on both girls. Mary’s background at a Selecta college had already piqued my interest. Her psychological profile suggested a high level of intelligence and adaptability. Camille’s file, on the other hand, was frustratingly sparse. A French university student, with no notable connections or exceptional traits on record.

      Yet Mary had insisted that Camille knew ‘more.’ About what? About the meeting that only Mary had attended? Surely not.

      Was it possible that Camille was more than she appeared? Or that Mary was? Or was Mary, a frightened young woman, captured and forced into sexual servitude, simply trying to protect her friend, ensuring she wouldn’t be left behind in Beaumont’s clutches?

      I sighed, rubbing my temples. The complexities of human motivation never ceased to amaze me, even after all my years with the Guard. Above all when it came to things humans did out of lust—whether submissive or dominant, or somewhere in between. Just when I thought I had a subject figured out, they’d throw me a curveball.

      Rising from my chair, I began to make my way through the labyrinthine corridors of the Mithraeum. I let the onus of my responsibility press down on me as I descended deeper into the earth, passing ancient mosaics and state-of-the-art security checkpoints with equal reverence. Jean Gisard had evaluated the intelligence Mary, at least, possessed as worth risking his cover for. I needed to know why.

      I reached the holding cells, three levels down from the control room. Cut into the bedrock like the entirety of the Mithraeum, they featured a bit of comfort in the form of a plush mattress, a rug, and good recessed lighting, though the necessity of a toilet-sink combination in the corner removed any idea of luxury.

      For subjects like Mary and Camille, the cells set the proper tone: the people who have taken custody of you want you to feel both taken care of and confined. From here, your level of cooperation will determine which of those two elements of your time with the Guard will prevail.

      I paused outside Mary’s cell, taking a moment to collect my thoughts. On my handheld, I pulled up the surveillance feed from her cell. I saw her sitting on the edge of the narrow bed, her red hair a vibrant splash of color against the beige of the smooth-hewn rock walls. She looked small and vulnerable, but I saw a set to her jaw that spoke of inner strength.

      I tapped a button on the little screen that sounded a soft chime in the cell, and watched Mary’s eyes go wide as she looked around, as if trying to figure out where the sound had come from. I put my handheld back in my jacket pocket and pressed a panel on the door. It swung inward in response to my palm print.

      “Mary,” I said as she looked at me, her eyes slightly wild despite a clear effort to control herself that I immediately added to my mental version of her file. “You may call me Leo Marmareus.”
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      Mary

      

      My lips parted as if part of my brain meant to say, “Hi,” or something equally inane. But I caught myself, pressing my lips together as I studied the man before me. He was tall and athletic, with olive skin and intense dark eyes that seemed to pierce right through me. His tailored dark suit hinted at a muscular frame beneath, and he carried himself with an air of quiet authority that made my heart race as I thought of my true master’s similar demeanor.

      “Who are you?” I asked, my voice cracking a little as I began to weave my deception. “What organization is this? Where’s Camille?”

      Marmareus regarded me for a long moment before answering. “We’re an organization dedicated to preserving order and protecting society from threats most people never even know exist. As for your friend, she’s safe. She’s being held in another cell, similar to this one.”

      I glanced around the small room, taking in the smooth stone walls, the narrow bed I sat upon, and the toilet-sink combination in the corner. It was Spartan, but not uncomfortable—a far cry from the opulent luxury of Beaumont’s chateau, yet somehow less menacing.

      “Why haven’t you given me any clothes?” I asked, suddenly acutely aware of my nakedness. I resisted the urge to cover myself, knowing it would be futile. “Are you… are you just as bad as… as him… as… Monsieur?”

      Leo’s expression softened slightly, though his eyes remained sharp and assessing. “I’d like to think we’re a lot better than Beaumont,” he said. “But it’s our practice not to give clothes to girls like you, at least not initially. It’s part of our culture and our process.”

      At those words, my heart raced with fear and a familiar, currently very unwelcome, stir of arousal. I found myself oddly drawn to this agent of the enemy, even in these terrifying circumstances. Something about his manner, the quiet confidence he exuded, definitely and startlingly reminded me of Sven.

      “What do you mean, ‘girls like me’?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady. “And what process?”

      The man who had called himself Leo Marmareus—as if the words constituted a title rather than a name—advanced further into the room, his movements fluid and controlled. He stood before me, close enough that I had to tilt my head back to meet his gaze. “Girls who have been trained in submission,” he said softly. “Girls who respond to authority, to dominance. Girls who hold valuable information in their pretty little heads.”

      I swallowed hard, feeling heat rise to my cheeks, even though this was going to plan so far in the intelligence department at least. “I do,” I told him as coolly as I could, even as my body betrayed me with a shiver of helpless arousal. “I have information I’m guessing you really need.”

      To my dismay, Leo Marmareus smiled. Worse, the next thing he said caught me completely off guard. I had expected Leo, or Marmareus, or whatever-the-fuck his name was, to ask me about what I knew immediately, and to demand the crucial information I’d overheard. Instead, he went in a completely different direction.

      “Tell me about the night you were kidnapped, Mary,” he said, his dark eyes narrowing slightly. “I want to hear every detail.”

      My heart raced as I scrambled to recall the cover story we’d been given. For a moment, panic threatened to overwhelm me.

      “Why?” I demanded. “I mean… I mean I… I don’t want to think about that… and…”

      Leo Marmareus cut me off.

      “I don’t want you to have the wrong impression, Mary,” he said, his voice calm but edged with iron. “My organization will do nothing we judge to be harmful to your well-being. But we will decide what harms you and what helps you—and, of course, what helps us.”

      I swallowed hard, feeling my eyes widen as I looked into his too-handsome face.

      “You’ve had a taste of discipline, I know—and I know that not just from the cane marks across your pretty backside, not to mention the state of your vagina and anus when we examined them while you were asleep.”

      I couldn’t keep it back, and my instincts told me I shouldn’t; I let out a little whimper as I felt my traitorous pussy clench at his words. The idea that they had conducted a thorough, intimate examination while I had lain unconscious—that they had found the evidence of the brutal, terribly pleasurable fucking I had had from Beaumont and Georgy and clinically noted it for future use… it stirred the part of me I absolutely did not want stirred at this delicate moment.

      “Y-you…” I stammered. “How… how could…”

      “We examined you for your own well-being, Mary. But we also did it because we wanted to, and because we could. That’s beside the point, though. I know that you’ve experienced the kind of discipline girls like you need. I promise you that if you lie to me, you’ll have a great deal more of it, and more painfully, than you’ve received so far.”

      My jaw had gone slack. I closed my mouth and swallowed hard, my thoughts whirling in my head, desperately looking for a branch—a twig—of the version of the world tree I apparently had somewhere inside me… something that I could hold onto, to tie me back to the man, the Herra I loved, and the mission he had given me.

      “So,” Leo Marmareus continued, his tone softening a bit, “I’m going to decide what we talk about, and at the moment I’d like to talk about your kidnapping by the traffickers who sold you to Beaumont.”

      I blinked, and I took a deep breath. Abruptly, I felt a strange calm settle over me, as if I had found the connection I sought, and Yggdrasil itself was steadying my nerves. I took another breath and began to speak.

      “It… it was at a party,” I said, letting my voice tremble slightly. “Off campus, in this old warehouse. Camille and I, we… we’d never met before that night.”

      I paused, lowering my eyes as if overcome with shame. When I looked back up at Leo Marmareus, I saw that he had taken a handheld out of his jacket pocket. His brows knit slightly as he looked down at it, and then back up at me. When our eyes made contact, he spoke, his voice neutral, telling me nothing at all about how my story had come across so far.

      “Go on.”

      “We were both so drunk,” I continued, the lies flowing more easily now. “I don’t even remember how much we’d had. But we got to talking, and…” I trailed off, biting my lip.

      “Go on,” Marmareus prompted, his voice softer now, but insistent.

      I swallowed hard, forcing myself to meet his gaze. “We told each other we were virgins,” I whispered, letting my cheeks flush with embarrassment. “And we… we dared each other to get laid. God, it sounds so stupid now.”

      As I spoke, I found that I could access the pretended feelings with surprising ease. The shame, the regret—it all felt so real. To my dismay, though, I also felt myself getting even more aroused as I recounted the fictional events.

      “What happened next?” Marmareus asked, his eyes never leaving my face.

      “We found these boys,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “We didn’t even know their names. They took us to this corner of the warehouse where… where lots of people were having sex.”

      I paused, taking a shuddering breath.

      “They… they… you know…”

      I felt my cheeks redden as if I were recounting something that had actually happened to me—to the modest but horny virgin I’d been only the previous week. I lowered my voice to an embarrassed whisper.

      “They, you know, fucked us on these old mattresses. It was all happening so fast, I could barely process it.”

      The man’s expression remained neutral, but I saw his fingers twitch slightly at his side. “How did it feel?” he asked, his voice low and intense.

      I closed my eyes, pretending to recall the invented memory. “It felt… shameful,” I said, opening my eyes to look at him. “When the alcohol started to wear off, I realized what we’d done. I felt so dirty, so used.”

      As I spoke, I could feel my arousal growing, much to my horror. My nipples hardened, and I felt the warmth building between my legs. I prayed the Guard agent wouldn’t notice, but part of me knew he probably already had.

      “What happened then?” he pressed, taking a step closer.
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      Mary

      

      I had to crane my neck to look up at him. My hands balled into fists atop my thighs and I took a shaky breath, not needing to pretend my inner conflict and my effort to steady myself before continuing.

      “We… we fell asleep for a while after that. I’m not sure how long. Maybe an hour? Two? It was hard to tell.”

      I let my voice quaver, as if reliving the trauma—and again finding that I was reliving it, despite it never having happened. Had something about my training as a völva given me some ability to inhabit my cover this way?

      “Then these men… they shook us awake. Rough hands, grabbing at us. I was so disoriented, still half-drunk. I remember Camille crying out in French.”

      I paused, watching Marmareus’ face carefully. His expression remained impassive, but I sensed an intensity in his gaze that told me he was hanging on my every word. I pressed on.

      “They bundled us outside. The cold air hit me like a slap. I remember thinking I should scream, but my throat felt so dry. They shoved us into a van—one of those big white ones with no windows in the back.” I shuddered, the motion barely feigned at all. “They gagged us with those things with the rubber balls. The smell was awful… it made me want to gag. Then they put a hood over my head. Everything went dark.”

      I blinked rapidly, fighting back real tears. “The drive felt like it went on forever. I was so scared. I could hear Camille whimpering next to me, but I couldn’t reach her. My hands were tied behind my back.”

      Marmareus nodded slightly, encouraging me to continue. I swallowed hard before going on.

      “When the van finally stopped, they dragged us out. I could tell we were in some kind of parking garage from the echoes. The concrete was so cold under my bare feet.” I paused, letting a hint of anger creep into my voice. “That’s when they told us. Said we were going to be ‘fuck toys’ for some rich bastard. That he liked… he liked… breaking in fresh meat.”

      I fell silent, watching Marmareus carefully. He was still looking down at his handheld, his brow furrowed slightly. I could tell he was looking for any holes in my story, analyzing every detail. My heart raced as I waited for his response, praying that my performance had been convincing.

      After what felt like an eternity, Marmareus looked up from his device, his dark eyes meeting mine. “That’s quite a harrowing tale, Mary,” he said, his voice neutral. “Thank you for sharing it with me.”

      I nodded, trying to look both relieved and traumatized. “I… I… never… I mean, it’s the first time I’ve, you know… told anyone the story,” I whispered, letting my voice crack slightly. “It’s… it’s really hard to talk about.”

      Marmareus took a step backward, as if easing the pressure of his physical presence. I felt an odd, unwelcome warmth of gratitude in my chest.

      “I understand,” he said softly. “But I need you to understand something, Mary. We have ways of verifying information. Very sophisticated ways.”

      My stomach clenched at his words. I fought to keep my expression neutral, to think clearly even as panic threatened to steal my rationality. Had he seen through my lies? What would happen if he had?

      I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. “I’m trying to tell you everything,” I said, my voice trembling slightly. “I swear, it’s all true. Every horrible detail.”

      As I spoke, I watched Leo Marmareus’ face, searching for any sign that he believed me. To my immense relief, I saw his expression soften almost imperceptibly. His shoulders relaxed just a fraction, and the intensity in his gaze eased ever so slightly.

      A surge of pride welled up in me as I realized he was buying my story. My performance had been convincing enough to fool even this highly trained operative. I felt a flicker of hope that I might actually pull this off, that I might be able to fulfill my mission, and protect both myself and Camille.

      But then, just as I was beginning to feel more confident, Marmareus’ expression sharpened again. His eyes narrowed, and he leaned in slightly, his voice low and intense.

      “What exactly does Camille know more about than you do, Mary?”

      The question caught me by surprise, and for a moment, I felt my carefully constructed facade waver. But then, as if by some strange magic, I felt that connection to Yggdrasil again. The lies came easily, flowing from me with a naturalness that astonished me as I heard my own words.

      “I… I know about a… a virus,” I stammered, letting my voice quaver with fear and uncertainty. “I was at a… a… meeting with a Russian… Georgy, Beaumont called him.”

      I felt my face blaze into a deep blush as I remembered the scene, how it had featured me as a sexual plaything to be enjoyed on the side, like an aperitif for the magnates’ most rapacious, obscene appetites.

      I studied Leo Marmareus’ distractingly gorgeous face. I thought I might have seen a flicker of surprise on his brow as I delivered what I felt certain represented my most important piece of intelligence. It vanished immediately; if this man didn’t in fact know about the virus, he definitely wanted me to think he did.

      “The virus, yes,” he said dismissively, as if he had no interest in the matter. “We’ll want to hear all about that soon. But you’re not answering my question, are you, Mary?”

      I paused, biting my lip as if struggling with the memory.

      “Beaumont… he said something about using Camille next. That Georgy would want to try her… her cunt and her bottom… to compare them with mine. I thought… I assumed it meant she would know more about their plans than I do.”

      I looked up at Leo Marmareus, letting tears well in my eyes. “I don’t actually know if she does,” I admitted, my voice sounding tiny in my own ears. “Maybe I was wrong. Maybe I misunderstood. But I couldn’t… I couldn’t leave her there with them.”

      I reached out impulsively, grabbing Leo Marmareus’ hand. The touch of his warm skin against mine sent an unwelcome jolt of electricity through me. “Please,” I begged, my voice breaking. “You have to understand. Camille was all I had in that horrible place. We protected each other, comforted each other. I couldn’t bear the thought of her being left behind, of what they might do to her.”

      My fingers tightened on Leo Marmareus’ hand as I spoke, and I felt a tear slip down my cheek. “Even if she doesn’t know anything more than I do, she’s been through so much. She deserves to be safe, to be free of them. Please… please don’t… hurt us?”

      As I pleaded with Marmareus, I felt a bizarre mix of emotions roiling in my heart and my body. Part of me was amazed—and horrified—at how easily the lies flowed from my lips, at how convincingly I could portray this fictional version of myself. Another part reveled in the performance, at the way the völva inside me had begun to emerge so fully and effectively, proud of my ability to manipulate even this seasoned operative.

      Beneath it all, I realized, lay a kernel of truth in what I was telling him. I understood distantly that by accessing that basic honesty—a sincerity that came from my connection to the world tree, whatever that actually meant—I could build convincing falsehoods.

      I really, truly couldn’t bear the thought of Camille being left behind, of her falling into the hands of the Pretorian Guard without me there to protect her. Our bond, forged in the crucible of our shared experiences, was real, even if the details of our capture were not. That bond let me deceive this skilled operative—or so I hoped, at least.

      Leo Marmareus’ dark eyes searched my face again, and I thought I saw another, different kind of flicker in their depths. Sympathy? For a moment, I dared to hope that my plea had touched him, that he might believe me.

      Then his expression hardened once more, though, and he gently but firmly extricated his hand from my grasp. “I see,” he said, his voice neutral. “Thank you for explaining, Mary. We’ll certainly take that into consideration.”

      I let my hand fall back to my lap, feeling suddenly bereft without the contact. I thought I could see that I had convinced Leo Marmareus that I had told the truth so far. But I also felt my new instincts telling me something more—issuing a warning, in fact. I had to do more, I had to prove my value another way.

      “Leo… sir…” I whispered, my heart racing. I got onto my knees, gazing up into his eyes, hardly believing what my body had begun to do.

      “It’s a title,” he said, looking down at me with an expression so severe it made my tummy flip. “You’re saying it as if it’s a name, Mary. It means Lion. I am a Leo of the Pretorian Guard.”

      “Leo…” I said, softly and pleadingly, reaching out my hands in prayer. To my horror, I felt my pussy clench, as if in abject acknowledgment of his power over me. “Leo… please?”

      I reached further. I clasped the enemy agent’s knees—the Leo’s knees, I tried to make myself remember, thinking that every little piece of intelligence helped fulfill my mission. My heart jumped as my fingers sensed the strength in the taut sinews under the soft material. I felt his whole, muscular body jerk slightly at the contact, and I gathered a little courage from that physical, animal response.

      A whimper escaped my lips. I lowered my eyes to look at the front of his trousers. Before I could think about it, I followed my body’s mortifying instinct: I whimpered again, and leaned my face forward until I could nuzzle the woolen fabric.

      I felt the hardness there, huge and warm, like my real master’s beautiful cock. I kissed it, and then I kissed it again, mewed like a kitten desperate for milk. My heart raced as I felt the heat of his arousal against my face. A shiver ran through me as I inhaled his masculine scent.

      Marmareus chuckled darkly, the sound sending tingles down my spine. I pulled my face back a little, and I looked up into his eyes.

      “Please?” I whispered again. I moved my hands up a little bit, feeling the strength of his quads, clenching anew, down between my legs, at the sheer power of this man—this Leo’s body. Lion: it seemed a good word for him.

      I sensed his hands moving in front of him, putting his handheld back in his jacket and then reaching down. My breath caught in my throat as I heard the whisper of his zipper.

      With another little whimper I lowered my eyes to see him take out his cock. It sprang free, thick and hard, an inch or two from my face. I felt dizzy with arousal, the stimuli coming from so many directions at once I could hardly count them: Sven, sharing me with Beaumont, Georgy, and now the most powerful, most dangerous stranger of all… Leo Marmareus, his enormous manhood hard at the idea of using me, the submissive slut who had already taken so many cocks… myself, the girl who had taken men’s penises in every hole a girl could take a man’s hardness…

      Me, Mary O’Toole, naked on my knees. Only a few days ago a modest virgin who played with herself in the shower. Here, begging a man to be allowed to take his penis into her mouth… pleading with him to fuck her face and let her swallow his semen, or to cover her face with it, or to choose which of her body’s openings to finish his pleasure in.

      I had thought that being used by Beaumont and Georgy had answered the shameful needs Sven had uncovered—satisfied those needs, even. Seducing an enemy agent like this turned me on more than I could have imagined, though.

      The wrongness of it, the danger, only heightened my arousal. My pussy clenched yet again and I could feel the wet heat gathering inside me, readying me for Marmareus’ thrusting cock though I truly belonged to another man.

      A better man… my Herra… the man I love, I told myself desperately.

      I raised my eyes to meet Leo Marmareus’ flinty gaze.

      “May I please, Leo?” I whispered. “May I… may I have your big, beautiful cock in my little mouth?”
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      Mary

      

      Deep in my mind, in a place that seemed somehow guarded from the swirling winds of need and fear, the völva in me observed and understood.

      As if she… I… that part of me…

      As if I had an essential piece of my spirit dwelling in a hollow shielded by the roots of Yggdrasil, some version of me who could see everything I did and everything that happened to me, and discern what it really meant.

      That calm, observing Mary realized that Leo Marmareus had easily perceived the falsity of this crude, naive attempt at a slutty persona. I could even see that if he had believed it—if he thought I really was simply afraid for my and Camille’s safety, and I was begging him to use me because I thought he might kill us otherwise—he would have refused to go along with the seduction.

      But he knew that I was trying to play him. He believed me, but he didn’t trust me. Leo Marmareus meant to figure out what I was really up to—and he thought he had the advantage, because he had seen through me.

      I didn’t know whether I actually had the upper hand, in being able to see that, but I felt that I had at least gotten onto a level playing field. The problem, though—the terrible problem—lay between my thighs, where my shameful need for his dominance, for his jutting cock, threatened to steal all that complex reasoning away.

      “Open wide, you little whore,” Marmareus commanded, and I obeyed with a humiliating jerk of my hips, a helpless physical response I instantly wished I had faked instead.

      He had his manhood in his left hand. His right hand settled on the back of my head, fingers twining gently in my hair, then abruptly tightening their grip to hold me still as he prepared to thrust himself into my mouth.

      “Be ready, girl,” he warned. “Men like me fuck hard.”

      Suddenly he had driven his rigid penis deep between my lips. His left hand joined his right, imprisoning my head completely so he could use my mouth exactly as he pleased.

      I sobbed with need and shame, opening my throat to take him deeper. Marmareus’ hips snapped forward, driving his cock past my gag reflex. Tears sprang to my eyes, but I fought to relax, to be a good girl for him the way Sven had taught me.

      As Marmareus used my mouth ruthlessly, I couldn’t help losing myself in the sheer sensations of the humiliating moment. The observer, in her hollow, followed along, but she offered no opinion. The fullness of my throat, the ache in my jaw, the wet sounds of my submission—it all blended together into a haze of pleasure and degradation.

      I became nothing but a vessel for this enemy agent’s lust, and a surge of heat flooded my upper body as I knew myself a little more thoroughly—as this kind of girl… the slutty, submissive kind. The sort of bed thrall into which Sven had shaped me because he had recognized my shameful nature.

      I… Mary O’Toole… a little whore who needed fucking by many strong men, many brutal strangers… men who thrust hard, like the one using me now… the gorgeous, powerful man whose rigid manhood I did my best to please here in the lair of my master’s foes.

      Marmareus continued to use my mouth as if it were a sex toy he could treat precisely as he wished. His cock seemed to drive deeper into my throat with each thrust. In spite of the obscenity, the brutality—no, I realized to my dismay, because of it—arousal continued to course through my body. My nipples had hardened to stiff peaks, and I could feel the gathered wetness begin to drip onto my thighs.

      “My, my,” Marmareus said, his voice cool and detached even amid the pleasure I knew he must be feeling. “You’ve developed your skills quite well in such a short time, haven’t you, little whore?”

      His words sent a wrenching, conflicting surge of pride and mortification through me. I whimpered around his thick shaft, torn between wanting to please him and hating myself for that very desire.

      As he thrust faster, I sensed a change in his rhythm. His breathing grew heavier, and his grip on my hair tightened. I realized with a mix of relief and triumph that he must be getting close to his orgasm.

      At least I would succeed in making him come. Perhaps that would prove my value, my willingness to cooperate. Maybe it would help protect Camille and me from whatever torments the Pretorian Guard might have in store for us.

      Just as I braced myself to receive his release and swallow it obediently, Marmareus suddenly pulled his cock from my mouth. I gasped, blinking up at him in confusion as he stepped back. To my dismay, I heard myself let out a pathetic whimper as I watched him tuck his still-hard penis back into his trousers.

      “Please,” I whispered, hardly believing the neediness in my own voice. “I… I can finish you. Let me make you come.”

      Marmareus regarded me coolly, his dark eyes inscrutable. “You haven’t earned the gift of my seed in your body yet,” he said, his tone matter-of-fact. “I’m certain you’re not being entirely truthful with me, Mary.”

      My heart pounded in my chest, but I felt sure that Marmareus didn’t really mean it. I could see that his instincts had told him that something didn’t add up, but also that he didn’t know what it was. I had to press my advantage, to keep him off balance.

      “Please,” I begged, my voice hoarse from the rough treatment my throat had received. “I’ll do anything. Just… just fuck me. Use me however you want.”

      I spread my legs wider, offering myself to him shamelessly. “You can have my pussy,” I whispered, hardly believing how easy it was to say it, and how thoroughly I meant it despite my shame. “Or… or my ass. Whatever you want, Leo.”

      Marmareus’ expression remained impassive. “Show me,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Show me where you think you should be fucked, Columba.”

      My brow furrowed as I tried to figure out what the last word Marmareus had said meant, or even what the word was. Columba? Like… Columbus? Columbia? Or… like French, and maybe like Latin… colombe? Dove?

      I blinked at him, watching him assess my reaction. I realized that too much curiosity might give something away. Had he meant to say that, as some kind of a test? Had it slipped out?

      “I gave you an order,” Marmareus growled. “You will learn to obey me at least as thoroughly as you obeyed your last master.”

      I swallowed very hard. In his voice I could hear, somehow, the terrible way he punished disobedience: the whips that must be close to hand and the merciless way Marmareus would wield them.

      I tried to remember the last command he had given, the one that had ended with the strange word, columba. My face burned as it sprang back into my mind: Show me where you think you should be fucked.

      My face burning hot, I turned around and bent my cheek to the stone floor. My heart pounded as I reached back with trembling hands to spread the halves of my bottom, exposing the tiny hole of my anus to Marmareus’ gaze. The cool air of the cell against the cringing, exposed bud made me shiver, and I felt my face flame even hotter with shame.

      I could feel Marmareus’ eyes on me, examining my most private place. The silence in the room felt oppressive, broken only by my ragged breathing. My muscles trembled with the effort of holding the humiliating position, and I fought the urge to squeeze my eyes shut against the mortification.

      “Well,” Marmareus said after what felt like an eternity, his voice dry and sardonic, “at least you’re correct about where you should be fucked. In the Guard, we call it the act of civilization. You still haven’t earned it, though.”

      I whimpered softly at his words, a confusing mix of relief and disappointment washing over me, even as I tried to understand this latest, strangest thing my captor had said. Part of me had hoped he would take me up on my offer, would use me roughly and fill me with his seed. The idea that the Pretorian Guard had a special name for anal sex, and that it involved civilization made that perverse desire burn all the hotter.

      I felt sure Sven needed to know about that, given that the Sons of Odin had dedicated themselves to saving civilization. Hadn’t my master said that the Pretorian Guard claimed to believe in the necessity of that, but only as a cover for their insidious hunger for power? This little revelation, though, about the act of civilization… something in the way Leo Marmareus had said it sounded so much like what I had heard among the Sons of Odin that it gave me pause. Did the Guard, their enemies, truly have a similar mission?

      Worse, the similarity had made me suddenly, insanely want to experience Leo Marmareus’ version of the idea. I felt a pang of humiliation at the thought that I didn’t merit his use. Another part of me, though, felt grateful for the reprieve, ashamed of my own eagerness to submit to this man who was supposed to be my enemy.

      I heard Marmareus’ footsteps moving away from me, toward the cell door. My heart raced as I realized he was leaving. I wanted to turn around, to beg him to stay, to use me, to believe me. But I remained frozen in place, my bottom still shamefully presented, afraid to move without permission.

      The sound of the cell door opening reached my ears, followed by Marmareus’ voice, cool and detached. “We’ll continue this conversation later, Mary. Think carefully about how much you truly want to cooperate.”

      With that, he stepped out of the cell. The door closed behind him with a soft, but final click, leaving me alone with my thoughts and my conflicted desires.

      I rose on shaky legs and went back to the bed. I sat, blinking at my surroundings as if I had never seen them before. Suddenly I wished desperately for another vision, or at least some hint of how to think through what had just happened.

      What did Marmareus think of my story? Why hadn’t he seized on the intelligence about the virus? What would happen to Camille now? I closed my eyes, searching inside myself for some sign of Yggdrasil… the branches, the trunk, the roots. I found nothing, not even a sign in my mind and my heart of what road to travel, across what seemed to me a vast inner landscape.

      Abruptly, instead of a vision of the world tree, the wall opposite the bed, which I had thought made simply of stone, became deep black for a moment, and then turned into a view screen. My heart flipped as I saw Camille, in a cell precisely like mine, and Leo Marmareus, who had obviously just entered.

      What did it mean? Obviously Marmareus wanted me to see what he did with my friend and fellow völva. But why?

      My heart raced as I watched the scene unfold on the view screen. Camille sat on the edge of her bed, her body tense and her eyes wary as Marmareus approached her. I leaned forward, my hands gripping the edge of my own bed so tightly my knuckles turned white.

      “Camille,” Marmareus said, his voice smooth and controlled, his French perfect. “I’ve just had a very interesting conversation with your friend Mary.”

      I saw Camille’s eyes widen slightly, a flicker of fear crossing her face before she schooled her expression into one of defiance. My breath caught in my throat as I silently pleaded with her not to give anything away.

      “Mary seems to think you know more than she does about certain… matters,” Marmareus continued, his gaze fixed on Camille’s face. “Care to enlighten me?”

      Camille’s jaw clenched, and I could see the wheels turning in her mind as she tried to decide how to respond. I held my breath, praying she would choose her words carefully.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Camille said finally, her voice steady, the tension visible in her shoulders notwithstanding. “Mary and I were both prisoners. We didn’t know anything beyond what they forced us to do.”

      Marmareus raised an eyebrow, his expression skeptical. “Is that so? Mary seemed quite convinced that you had valuable information. Information that might be of great interest to my organization.”

      I watched as Camille’s eyes darted around the room, as if searching for an escape. My heart ached for her, knowing the pressure she must be feeling. I wanted to call out to her, to tell her it would be okay.

      “Look,” Camille said, her voice taking on a harder edge. “I’m not going to tell you anything until you reunite me with Mary and give us some clothes. We’ve been through hell, and I’m not playing your games anymore.”

      I felt a surge of pride and admiration for Camille’s resistance, even as fear gnawed at my insides. I knew the Pretorian Guard wouldn’t take kindly to such defiance.

      Marmareus’ expression darkened, his eyes narrowing as he regarded Camille. “I’m afraid that’s not how this works, my dear,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “You don’t get to make demands here.”

      I watched in horror as Marmareus moved swiftly, grabbing Camille’s arm and pulling her to her feet. She struggled against his grip, but he was far stronger. With a fluid motion, he sat on the edge of the bed and yanked Camille over his lap.

      “No!” I cried out, forgetting for a moment that they couldn’t hear me. I pressed my hands against the view screen, as if I could somehow reach through and stop what was about to happen.
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      Matthew

      

      I positioned Camille across my lap, my movements precise and controlled. With my right hand on her taut, adorable bottom and my left on her lower back, I maneuvered her so that the pert, round cheeks, still faintly marked from Beaumont’s cane, rose perfectly, offered for the discipline she would soon receive.

      The girl’s naked body tensed, muscles going rigid as she had time to react to her understanding of what was about to happen. I could feel her heart racing against my thigh, her breathing sharp and shallow. For a moment, I allowed myself to savor the weight of her, the warmth of her skin, the vulnerability of her position.

      Then I looked directly at the hidden camera embedded in the wall across from us. I knew Mary would be watching, her eyes wide, her body trembling with fear and perhaps unwanted arousal. I wanted her to see the look in my eye, to understand that I was going to punish her friend in part for Mary’s own benefit. I wanted to make sure both girls knew what awaited them if they attempted to play games with me. I held that gaze for a long moment, letting the message sink in.

      At last I turned my attention back to Camille, pressing more firmly with my left hand on the small of her back, pinning her in place. She squirmed beneath my grip, as if testing my resolve. I responded by raising my right hand high and bringing it down with calculated force on the center of her upturned bottom.

      The crack of my palm against the tender flesh of the girl’s backside echoed in the small cell. Camille jerked and gasped, more from surprise than pain. I knew how to build a punishment properly, of course—starting with moderate blows that awakened the nerves, preparing them for the more severe spanking to come. This merely represented the beginning.

      I spanked her again, and then a third time, as I settled into a rhythm, my hand rising and falling in a steady cadence. Each smack landed with increasing force, warming the girl’s bottom beneath my palm. I watched, satisfied, as the pale skin began to flush pink, then deeper rose, the color spreading across both cheeks like watercolor on wet paper.

      “Please,” Camille gasped after the tenth blow, her voice cracking with distress. “I don’t know anything important!”

      I ignored her pleas, continuing the punishment without pause. My hand fell again and again, alternating cheeks, occasionally landing where thigh met bottom—a particularly sensitive spot that made her kick and yelp. The sound of old-fashioned correction filled the small cell, mingled with Camille’s increasingly desperate cries.

      “This isn’t about what you know right now,” I explained calmly, even as I delivered another stinging slap. “This is about making sure you understand your position here. About ensuring you don’t attempt to resist me.”

      I paused briefly, running my palm over the heated flesh of her bottom. The skin was hot to the touch, glowing a deep pink that would soon deepen to crimson. Camille trembled beneath my hand, her breathing ragged.

      “Do you understand, Camille?” I asked, my voice deceptively gentle.

      She nodded frantically. “Yes! Yes, I understand!”

      “I don’t think you do,” I said, resuming the spanking with renewed vigor. My hand fell harder now, the sound sharper, crisper. “If you did, you wouldn’t have tried to make demands of me earlier.”

      Camille’s body bucked against my lap as I landed a particularly hard smack at the sensitive crease where bottom met thigh. I could feel her trying to squirm away, but my left arm held her firmly in place, pressing down on the small of her back. Her legs kicked helplessly, toes barely touching the floor.

      I found myself admiring her spirit even as I worked to break it. Most subjects would be begging incoherently by now, but Camille maintained a certain defiance despite her cries of pain. It made the punishment all the more necessary.

      “I need to know that when I ask you a question, you’ll answer truthfully,” I said, punctuating each word with a sharp smack. “I need to know that you won’t attempt to manipulate or deceive me.”

      “I won’t!” Camille cried out, her voice breaking. “I promise I won’t!”

      I didn’t believe her, of course. Not yet. Breaking through deeply ingrained resistance required more than just physical pain.

      I continued the spanking for several more minutes, deafening myself to the girl’s sobs and shrieks, until Camille’s defiance finally crumbled. Her body went limp across my lap, her resistance giving way to helpless weeping. The proud, defiant girl who had demanded to see her friend was gone, replaced by a chastened submissive whose bottom glowed a deep, angry red from my discipline.

      I paused, resting my palm on the heated flesh of her punished backside. Beneath my hand, I could feel Camille tremble, her whole body quivering with the aftermath of pain and the shame of surrender. Her sobs had quieted to whimpers, alternating with shuddering breaths as she struggled to regain her composure.

      “There we are,” I murmured, my voice low and soothing now that the punishment was complete. “That’s much better, isn’t it?”

      She didn’t answer, but I felt the tension in her body ease slightly at my gentler tone. I allowed my hand to stroke her bottom, caressing the punished flesh with feather-light touches. Camille shivered under my ministrations, a small gasp escaping her lips.

      Slowly, deliberately, I let my hand drift lower, fingers trailing along the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. I could feel the heat emanating from her pussy even before I pushed my hand in and forced her legs apart so that I could touch her there exactly as I chose. When my fingers finally brushed against her pussy lips, I found them slick with arousal.

      Camille whimpered in shame as I began to fondle her, my fingers exploring the sensitive furrow and the entrance to her needy sheath with practiced ease. I slid one finger along her slit, gathering her wetness, then circled her clit with a gentle touch. Her reaction was immediate and unmistakable—a sharp intake of breath, a helpless arching of her back, a tremor running through her entire body.

      “Please,” she whispered, though whether she was begging me to stop or continue, I couldn’t be sure. My long experience told me that the girl didn’t know herself.

      I continued my intimate exploration, marveling at how responsive she was to my touch. With just a few skilled caresses, I had her teetering on the edge of orgasm, her body taut as a bowstring, quivering with need. Her pussy clenched around my probing fingers, desperate for fulfillment.

      I stilled my movements, holding Camille at the precipice of pleasure, but denying her release. Her hips moved desperately against my hand, seeking the friction that would push her over the edge. I felt her pussy pulse around my fingers, greedy and desperate.

      “Such a responsive little slut,” I murmured, loud enough for Mary to hear through the surveillance system. “Your body betrays you, Camille. No matter what defiance your mind attempts, your cunt knows what it needs.”

      Beneath me, Camille shuddered, a sob of humiliation and desire escaping her throat. I could almost feel her conflicted emotions—the shame at her arousal warring with the desperate hunger for release. It was a battle I’d witnessed countless times during my years with the Guard, yet something about these two young women struck me as exceptional.

      As I held Camille suspended in that exquisite agony between pain and pleasure, I reflected on what I’d observed of both girls. Their responses seemed to be remarkably similar—the way their bodies yielded to domination, how quickly their defiance gave way to submission, how their arousal built so rapidly under firm handling. It spoke of a natural proclivity, yes, but there was something more… something cultivated.

      Beaumont was skilled, certainly, but the level of sexual responsiveness these girls displayed suggested training that predated their time with him. Mary’s eagerness to please me sexually, her instinctive offering of her anus rather than her vagina—these weren’t the behaviors of a recently corrupted innocent. And now Camille, struggling against her own arousal yet unable to prevent her body’s betrayal—this, too, felt like the product of sophisticated conditioning.

      I withdrew my fingers from Camille’s dripping sex, leaving her whimpering with need. Her pussy was exquisitely sensitive, her clit swollen and begging for attention. The ease with which I’d brought her to the edge spoke volumes. These weren’t simply frightened captives desperate to please; they were submissives whose bodies had been trained to respond to dominance with almost Pavlovian precision.

      Carefully I wiped the girl’s need off on her upper thigh, feeling her shudder at the humiliation. I took my handheld from the breast pocket of my jacket and tapped out a message to my boss, the head of the New York Mithraeum.

      

      Pater, I’d like permission to begin initiating the two assets we picked up from GS yesterday.
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        * * *

      

      Mary

      

      I watched in confusion and dismay as Leo Marmareus helped Camille rise from his lap. Her face was streaked with tears, her bottom a bright, angry red that made my own flesh tingle in sympathy. With firm hands on her shoulders, he guided her to kneel on the bed, pressing her face down into the covers while keeping her bottom raised high.

      Marmareus looked at the camera, then adjusted Camille’s position so that her bottom and her pussy and even the tiny bud of her anus were on display for me. I swallowed hard at the dismaying implication, that he wanted me to observe closely as he humiliated my friend.

      “What is he doing?” I whispered to myself, pressing closer to the view screen as if I could somehow reach through it to Camille.

      My confusion deepened as I watched Marmareus approach a section of the stone wall that looked no different from the rest. He pressed his palm against it, and to my astonishment, a panel slid open, revealing a hidden cabinet. From within, he withdrew what appeared to be a collection of leather items: a collar, a belt, and various cuffs.

      The items gleamed in the cell’s light, their black leather surfaces looking supple yet strong, adorned with gleaming metal rings and buckles. My heart raced as I recognized their obvious purpose—restraints. But these were unlike anything I’d seen before, even in my time with the Sons of Odin. They looked custom-made, precisely crafted with an attention to detail that spoke of ritual significance rather than mere functionality.

      “Remain still,” Marmareus commanded Camille, his voice carrying clearly through whatever audio system connected our cells. “I’m going to explain something important to you now.”

      Camille’s body trembled visibly, but she didn’t move from her position. Her dark hair spilled across the bedding, obscuring her face from my view even if she had it turned toward the camera. I longed to see her expression, to somehow communicate with her, to let her know she wasn’t alone.

      “From this moment forward,” Marmareus continued, approaching the bed with the leather items in his hands, “you are no longer simply Camille. You are a Columba of the Order of Ostia, the sexual servants of the Pretorian Guard.”

      There was that word again—columba. It sent a shiver down my spine. The way Marmareus said it conveyed weight, significance, as if the term itself carried power.

      “A Columba,” Marmareus explained, “is a young woman who serves the Guard. The word means ‘dove’ in Latin—a symbol of peace, purity, and sacrifice. You will learn to embody all these qualities.”

      I felt my breath catch in my throat. The Sons of Odin had called us völur, seers with a connection to the world tree. Now the Pretorian Guard sought to rename us as well, to reshape our identities according to their own mythology. Surely they couldn’t know about our true nature, our connection to Yggdrasil. Had they sensed something special in us, though, the way Sven had?

      “The leathers,” Marmareus said, dangling the restraints in front of Camille for her to see, “are the mark of a Columba. They will remind you always of your place within our order, and they will allow your masters to arrange you as we wish when we use you for our pleasure—as well as when we punish you.”
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      Mary

      

      I watched, mesmerized and horrified, as Leo Marmareus fitted the leather restraints onto Camille’s trembling body. First came the collar—wide and supple, with gleaming metal rings at the front, sides, and back. He buckled it around her throat with deft hands, adjusting it so it was snug, but not too tight. Camille shuddered visibly as the leather embraced her neck, and I felt an answering quiver in my own body.

      Next, Marmareus fastened a leather belt around Camille’s waist. Utterly unlike an ordinary belt, it had more of the metal rings positioned strategically around its circumference. The purpose was clear, especially in light of what he had just told Camille—the rings would serve as attachment points for further restraints, ways to secure her in whatever position pleased our captors. The belt cinched her waist, emphasizing the feminine curve of her hips and the vulnerable exposure of her still-glowing bottom.

      “Fine,” Marmareus murmured, his fingers lingering on the leather as he checked the fit. “These must be snug enough to hold you securely, but never so tight as to harm you. The Guard values its Columbae.”

      I swallowed hard as I watched him take the wrist cuffs next. The leather was thinner than the collar and belt, but still substantial, each cuff bearing a D-ring that could be easily clipped to other restraints. He fastened them around Camille’s slender wrists, checking each one carefully before moving on to the ankle cuffs.

      As Marmareus worked, a strange feeling crept over me. The sight of the leather restraints against Camille’s pale skin stirred something deep inside me—a recognition, a resonance that went beyond mere familiarity. It was as if my body recognized these bonds on some primal level, as if my training with the Sons of Odin had tuned every nerve in my body to respond to what this man had done, was doing.

      I felt my nipples harden, my pussy clench with unwanted arousal. The leather thigh cuffs Marmareus fastened around Camille’s legs—high up, just below the curve of her bottom—seemed to echo the leather bindings Sven had used to secure me during my initiation into the mysteries of the völur.

      A disturbing thought slipped into my mind: did something connect the Sons of Odin and the Pretorian Guard? Were their rituals of dominance and submission somehow linked by ancient traditions? I remembered how Sven had bound me to the Viking bride saddle, how he had positioned my body just so for his pleasure and for my training. The parallels seemed unmistakable.

      No, I told myself firmly. The Sons of Odin fought to preserve civilization, to protect humanity from the very forces the Pretorian Guard represented—whatever this apparently Roman group pretended. They couldn’t be linked; it simply meant that dominant men could follow an enlightening, truly civilizing path, or a false, repressive one.

      Yet as I watched Marmareus complete Camille’s transformation with the addition of the final restraints, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something about my training from Sven chimed too well with what Marmareus seemed to intend.

      The act of civilization. That phrase he had used, to refer to… I swallowed hard again, remembering how I had so wantonly displayed the tiny flower of my anus, telling Marmareus I knew I needed a man’s hardness there. Ass-fucking as the act of civilization. It seemed insane, but hadn’t Sven said something like that, too, when he had opened me as I rode his saddle?

      I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts. No, I told myself again. The Pretorian Guard were keeping Camille and me against our wills, keeping us apart, keeping us naked. They were forcing these leather restraints onto Camille’s body, transforming her into what they called a ‘Columba’ without her consent.

      I pushed away the voice that whispered that the Sons of Odin had also kept us naked. That was different, I insisted silently. That had been for our training, for our enlightenment as völur. Sven had seen our true nature, had recognized our connection to Yggdrasil. What the Pretorian Guard was doing was about control, about breaking us.

      Wasn’t it?

      I could see that Camille was affected in the same way I was by the leather bindings, but even more intensely, since—obviously—she was the one having the leathers put on her. Her breathing had grown rapid and shallow, her skin flushed not just where Marmareus had spanked her, but across her shoulders and the back of her neck as well. When she shifted slightly, I caught a glimpse of her nipples—hard and peaked, just like mine.

      I watched as Marmareus stepped back, admiring his handiwork. Camille knelt on the bed, her body adorned with the black leather restraints that marked her as a Columba, whatever that meant—something beyond captive fuck toy, at least, I felt sure. The collar encircled her throat like a badge of ownership. The belt cinched her waist, emphasizing the curve of her hips. The cuffs at her wrists, ankles, and thighs completed the ensemble, turning her body into something that could be arranged precisely as the Pretorian Guard desired.

      “Beautiful,” Marmareus murmured, and despite everything, I felt a surge of agreement before I could stop myself. She was beautiful, transformed by the leather in a way that made my heart race and my pussy clench with unwanted desire.

      I watched as Marmareus reached for his handheld, tapping something on its screen. To my surprise, though I supposed I should probably stop feeling such astonishment at such things, two metal posts rose smoothly from the floor of Camille’s cell, positioned about three feet apart. Each post featured steel rings at various heights, with clips, carabiners, and what looked like retractable leashes positioned strategically. From the same cabinet where he had gotten the leathers, he took a leather-covered cushion about two inches thick and put it between the posts.

      “Come,” Marmareus commanded, gesturing for Camille to leave the bed. “Kneel between the posts.”

      Camille hesitated only briefly before obeying, sliding off the bed and moving to the space between the posts. Her movements seemed graceful even in her obvious nervousness, and I couldn’t help but admire her courage. She knelt on the cushion, her back straight, her head held high in spite of the collar around her throat.

      Marmareus circled her slowly, like a predator assessing its prey. “Hands at your sides,” he ordered.

      I watched as Camille complied, placing her trembling hands down along her flanks. Moving so smoothly that I felt my eyes go wide at his easy skill, Marmareus took Camille’s right wrist and clipped it to one of the rings on her belt. The soft click of the carabiner connecting the metal rings seemed to echo in my cell, though it came through the audio system. He repeated the process with her left wrist, effectively binding her hands at her sides. The position forced her shoulders back, thrusting her breasts forward in a display that seemed both vulnerable and obscenely inviting.

      I leaned forward, my breath coming faster as I watched Marmareus attach two leashes from the posts to the side rings of Camille’s collar. The thin straps immobilized her, and the symbolism was unmistakable—a little dove, she was restrained, controlled, a captive to be positioned just as her master chose.

      Marmareus stepped back again, admiring his handiwork. Camille knelt before him, adorned in the leather restraints, her body positioned perfectly between the two posts. Her face was flushed, her breathing rapid, and to my mingled dismay and unwilling excitement I could see a sheen of moisture on her inner thighs that betrayed her arousal even in that humiliating position.

      “Now,” Marmareus said, his voice low and commanding, “you will demonstrate your willingness to serve. You will show me that you understand your place as a Columba.”

      My heart raced as I watched him step closer to Camille, his hands moving to the front of his trousers. The soft whisper of his zipper seemed impossibly loud in the silence that had fallen. I couldn’t tear my eyes away as he freed his cock, thick and hard, jutting proudly from his body.

      “Open your mouth,” he commanded.

      Camille hesitated for just a heartbeat before parting her lips. Marmareus took hold of the leashes attached to her collar, wrapping them around his fists to gain better control. With a sharp tug, he pulled her forward, guiding her mouth to his waiting cock.

      “Take it,” he growled. “Show me how eager you are to please your new master.”

      I watched, mesmerized, as Camille’s lips stretched around the thick head of his cock. Marmareus didn’t give her time to adjust, pushing forward relentlessly until he was buried deep in her throat. I could see the muscles in her neck working as she struggled to accommodate his size, to breathe around the intrusion.

      Using the leashes, Marmareus controlled every aspect of Camille’s movements. He pulled her forward when he wanted to thrust deeper, eased the tension when he allowed her to retreat. The chains clinked softly with each movement, a delicate counterpoint to the wet, obscene sounds of Camille’s mouth around his shaft.

      “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice thick with pleasure. “Show me what a good little Columba you can be.”

      My hand drifted down between my legs, drawn as if by some magnetic force I couldn’t resist. My fingers found my inner lips, already swollen and wet with arousal. I gasped at the contact, at the sudden, sharp pleasure that shot through me.

      I hadn’t meant to touch myself. I hadn’t consciously decided to masturbate while watching my friend being used by our captor. Yet here I was, my fingers sliding through my wetness, circling my throbbing clit as I watched Marmareus fuck Camille’s face with brutal, methodical thrusts.

      The sounds of Camille’s mouth around his cock filled my cell through the audio feed, mingling with her muffled whimpers and Marmareus’ occasional grunts of pleasure. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the scene before me—Camille on her knees, bound in leather, her body positioned precisely for Marmareus’ use. The leashes connected to her collar jingled with each thrust, a perverse musical accompaniment to her violation.

      My fingers moved faster between my legs, my breathing growing ragged as my own pleasure built. I slipped two fingers inside myself, feeling my inner walls clench greedily around them. With the heel of my palm, I ground against my clit, matching the rhythm of Marmareus’ thrusts into Camille’s mouth.

      “Take it deeper,” he commanded her, yanking on the leashes to force her forward. “All the way down your throat, Columba.”

      I moaned softly, imagining myself in Camille’s place—remembering myself there, when I had had the same rigid penis in my own mouth… feeling the thick intrusion of his cock stretching my lips, filling my throat, the leather restraints tight against my skin. The fantasy blended with reality until I could almost feel the collar around my own neck, the belt cinching my waist, the cuffs binding my wrists to my sides.

      My hips rocked against my hand, my body seeking more friction, more pressure. The coil of pleasure in my core wound tighter and tighter, building toward a peak that I knew would explode soon. I gasped, my free hand moving to pinch one of my nipples, adding a sharp edge of pain to the mounting pleasure.

      On the screen, Marmareus had grabbed a handful of Camille’s dark hair, holding her head steady as he thrust brutally into her mouth. Tears streamed down her face, her eyes glazed with a mix of humiliation and unwanted arousal. Yet even through her obvious distress, I could see a surrender in her expression, a yielding to the dominance being imposed upon her.

      “That’s it,” Marmareus growled, his voice thick with pleasure. “Take the cock, you naughty girl.”

      My fingers moved faster, plunging deeper inside me as I watched. The wet sounds of my own arousal seemed obscenely loud in the silence of my cell, matching the sloppy, gagging noises in the other one. I felt my forehead crease hard, and I chewed the inside of my cheek as the pleasure grew. I was almost there… almost there…

      Suddenly, to my horror, Marmareus turned from his contemplation of Camille’s mouth receiving the brutal thrusts of his manhood to look directly at the camera.

      “Mary,” he said, his voice strict, though husky with his arousal. “Don’t you dare come, you little whore.”
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      Mary

      

      I froze, my fingers still buried inside me, my body trembling on the edge of release. The shock of hearing Marmareus address me directly sent ice through my veins, momentarily dousing the flames of my arousal. How had he known what I was doing? Were there cameras in my cell too? Of course there were.

      For a heartbeat, I considered obeying him. The part of me that had been trained to submit, to please, to follow orders, urged me to withdraw my hand, to deny myself the pleasure that hovered so tantalizingly close.

      But something else rose within me—a fierce, sudden defiance that burned through the fog of submission. Who was this man to command my pleasure? What right did he have to control my body, my sensations, my release? He wasn’t Sven. He wasn’t like Sven, even.

      “No,” I whispered, the word barely audible even to my own ears. “No.”

      With deliberate slowness, I resumed the circular motion of my fingers, pressing harder against my clit, driving my other fingers deeper inside my slick channel. My eyes remained fixed on the screen, on Marmareus using Camille’s mouth, on the leather restraints that bound her body.

      The pleasure rebuilt rapidly, a tidal wave gathering force. I could feel it cresting, ready to crash over me. My breath came in short, sharp gasps, my muscles tensing as I approached the precipice.

      “I said stop, Mary,” Marmareus growled, his voice harder now, even as he continued to thrust into Camille’s mouth. A chill went down my spine as I understood how closely he could follow my lewd, forbidden actions.

      His command only fueled my determination, though. With a defiant whimper, I pressed harder, moved faster, driving myself toward the peak with single-minded intensity.

      The orgasm hit me with stunning force, tearing a strangled cry from my throat. My body convulsed, inner walls clenching rhythmically around my fingers as waves of ecstasy radiated outward from my core. My vision blurred, the cell around me fading as pleasure overwhelmed my senses.

      And then, as the physical sensations reached their zenith, I got the vision I had craved. The familiar rushing sound filled my ears, and I felt myself being pulled away, up and out of my body, into the branches of Yggdrasil.

      I floated there again, among the ancient boughs, my consciousness traveling beyond the confines of the cell, exploding the physical boundaries of my body. Below me, I saw the nine worlds connected by the immense trunk and branches of Yggdrasil. Above, the sky stretched endlessly, stars wheeling rapidly in patterns both familiar and utterly alien.

      My vision adjusted to this ethereal realm, and I felt myself rushing out from the trunk, along one of the branches, until I saw a scene unfolding, as if through the opening of a jeweled egg, in the now-familiar frozen seascape of the ice-covered bay, gleaming silver-blue in the pale winter sunlight.

      I hovered above it, a scene of breathtaking beauty and—my völva sense told me—terrible significance. The air seemed alive with suspended particles of frost, tiny diamonds hanging in the atmosphere, surrounding the two figures who stood facing each other on the frozen plain.

      My heart lurched painfully as I recognized them both. Sven, my true master, stood tall and proud, his golden hair catching the sunlight, his broad shoulders wrapped in a fur-lined cloak that rippled slightly in the gentle wind. Across from him, Leo Marmareus stood equally tall, equally proud, though darker in coloring and dress. Between them lay an expanse of perhaps fifty feet, a no-man’s-land of pristine ice.

      Behind Sven, in the distance, I could make out the sleek, deadly lines of the longship, its dragon-headed prow rising proudly from the ice where it seemed nature had overtaken it. Sons of Odin moved about it, their forms blurred at this distance, but their purpose clear—they were preparing for something, something important.

      Behind Marmareus, the soaring spires of the steel cathedral reached toward the pale sky, its brutal architecture both beautiful and foreboding. Men in dark clothing—Pretorian Guardsmen, I realized—stood at its perimeter, watchful and ready.

      The two men began walking toward each other, their strides purposeful, but not aggressive. They met in the center of that expanse of ice, and to my astonishment, they clasped forearms in the ancient gesture of warriors who respect each other despite their differences.

      “Hallstrom,” Marmareus said, his voice carrying clearly to me even at that distance. “Your reputation precedes you.”

      “Marmareus,” Sven replied. “I am glad to know you at last.”

      The vision dissipated, crumbling like frost under the morning sun. I blinked, disoriented by the abrupt transition from the vast, cosmic landscape of Yggdrasil to the confines of my cell. The view screen still glowed across from me, and what I saw there made my breath catch in my throat.

      Marmareus had withdrawn his glistening cock from Camille’s mouth. Her lips were red and swollen, tears tracking down her flushed cheeks. With deft, practiced movements, he unclipped the leashes from her collar, his expression a mask of controlled desire.

      “Turn around,” he commanded, his voice low and rough with arousal. “Present yourself properly.”

      I watched, transfixed, as Camille awkwardly maneuvered her body, hampered by the restraints that still bound her wrists to her belt. Marmareus helped her, his large hands guiding her movements with firm authority until she was positioned on her knees, her face pressed against the cushion, her bottom raised high in offering.

      With swift efficiency, Marmareus unclipped her wrists from her belt, only to reconfigure her bonds. He pulled her arms back, forcing her to bend even more deeply, then clipped her wrist cuffs together behind her thighs. The position was terribly obscene in the revelation it forced on Camille—her pussy and anus completely exposed, available for whatever use he might choose.

      “Beautiful,” Marmareus murmured, running a hand over the curve of her still-pink bottom. “This is how a Columba must learn to present herself to her master.”

      I should have looked away. I wanted to look away. But my eyes remained fixed on the screen, drinking in every detail of Camille’s subjugation. The way her body trembled under Marmareus’ touch. The soft, helpless whimper that escaped her lips when his fingers trailed down to explore her exposed sex. The way her hips instinctively pushed back against his hand, betraying her arousal amid her humiliation.

      Marmareus crouched over her, his powerful body dwarfing hers. He reached beneath her to cup one breast, pinching the nipple between his fingers as his other hand positioned his cock at the entrance to her pussy. Camille made a sound—half protest, half plea—as the thick head pressed against her opening.

      To my dismay, I felt my hand drifting back between my legs, drawn there by some primal force I couldn’t resist. My fingers found my clit, still sensitive from my recent orgasm, and began to circle the little bud once again, a whimper escaping my throat at the jolt of ecstasy that shot through my system.

      “Mary O’Toole,” Marmareus said, looking directly at the camera, at me, “you’re a very naughty girl, aren’t you? When I’m done with you, you’ll wish you only got a spanking and a fucking like your friend here.”

      I heard Camille moan, as if in response to the idea that I could see what the enemy agent was doing to her. Then I watched him reach into his pocket and take out his handheld. Blinking, my heart skipping several beats, I understood that the device must have been the thing monitoring me—giving Marmareus some sort of alerts about what I had done, was doing, here in my cell.

      He looked from the device into the camera, a tiny, dismaying smile on his face. Then he tapped something on the handheld, and the screen in front of me turned back into a stone wall.

      “No,” I whispered. “Oh… God. Please…”

      Then I felt a hot blush fill my face and scald my scalp. I wanted to see what Marmareus did to Camille, but not for the right reasons. I should want to make certain he didn’t harm my friend… and, yes, I did want that, but…

      But really, to my mortification, I wanted to watch him fuck her.

      “Sven,” I breathed. “Oh, God… I… I can’t…”

      I bit my lip and choked back a sob as I returned to the bed and sat, looking down at my hands, clenched into little fists atop my naked thighs. I had said my Herra’s name. I prayed I had said it so softly it wouldn’t be picked up on.

      There’s nothing I can do about it now, I told myself, swallowing hard. I returned in my mind to the strange vision of my master and my captor meeting there on the frozen bay. I tried to remember what we had figured out about the symbolism of the vision’s elements: the longship for the Sons of Odin, the metal cathedral for whatever the Pretorian Guard had begun to build in the Arctic.

      If Sven and Leo Marmareus could be friends in my vision, what did it mean in the real world? I smiled at the thought of calling my current insane circumstances the real world, but the question remained: was the vision I’d received true, or did it just represent my unconscious mind’s wishful thinking?
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        * * *

      

      I had no idea how much time had gone by when the door to my cell finally opened again. I’d spent what felt like hours curled on the narrow bed, my mind oscillating between despair and defiance, my thoughts circling endlessly around the vision I’d received. The frozen bay, Sven and Marmareus meeting as equals, perhaps even as allies… what could it mean?

      The sound of the door sliding open jolted me from my reverie. My heart leapt into my throat as I saw Leo Marmareus standing in the entrance, his tall frame silhouetted against the corridor lights. His expression was thunderous, his dark eyes glittering with controlled fury. I knew immediately that he had come to punish me for my disobedience.

      “Mary O’Toole,” he said, his voice deceptively soft. “Time for you to learn what happens to naughty little Columbae who disobey direct orders.”

      Terror gripped me, primal and overwhelming. Without conscious thought, I scrambled off the bed and retreated to the corner of the cell, pressing my naked body against the cold stone as if I could somehow melt into it. My hands rose instinctively in front of me, a futile attempt to ward him off.

      “Please,” I whispered, my voice barely audible even to my own ears. “I’m sorry… I didn’t mean to⁠—”

      “Silence,” Marmareus snapped, cutting off my pathetic attempt at apology. “You deliberately defied me. You touched yourself when I expressly forbade it. You brought yourself to orgasm while watching me use your friend.”

      He advanced into the cell with the measured tread of a predator, each step deliberate, unhurried. He knew I had nowhere to run, nowhere to hide. The cell suddenly seemed much smaller, the air thicker, harder to breathe.

      “I… I couldn’t help it,” I stammered, pressing myself harder against the wall. “It just… happened.”

      Marmareus’ laugh was cold, humorless. “Nothing ‘just happens’ in the Mithraeum, Mary. Every action has purpose. Every disobedience has consequences.”

      He moved to the section of wall that I knew now must conceal a cabinet similar to the one in Camille’s cell. With a press of his palm against the seemingly solid stone, the panel slid open, revealing the compartment within. My breath caught in my throat as he withdrew the familiar leather items—a collar, a belt, wrist cuffs, ankle cuffs, and thigh cuffs. The same restraints I had watched him place on Camille.

      The leather gleamed in the cell’s soft lighting, the metal fittings catching the light and throwing it back in glittering pinpoints. Despite my fear—or rather, to my horror, because of it—I felt my body responding to the sight, the unwelcome warmth building between my thighs.

      I let out a little cry of fear when I saw him also take out a whip of a kind I’d never seen before. It was unlike anything in Sven’s collection, or anything Beaumont had used on me. The handle was polished dark wood, perhaps eighteen inches long, wrapped in braided leather at the grip. From its end extended multiple thin leather tails, each about two feet in length, knotted at intervals. The implement looked both beautiful and terrifying.

      “This,” Marmareus said, holding the whip in front of me so I could see it clearly, “is called a mastix.” He ran his fingers through the leather tails, separating them, letting me see how they moved like living things. “It is the ancient implement of discipline that represents the civilization brought by my organization, the Pretorian Guard.”

      The word ‘civilization’ again, linked to punishment and domination. I swallowed hard, my eyes fixed on the mastix as Marmareus continued to stroke its tails almost lovingly.

      “I am going to punish you, Mary,” he said, his voice soft yet implacable. “Not just for your disobedience, but for your lies. You’ve been less than forthcoming about many things, I think.”
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      Sven

      

      “I think we’re almost there,” Erik told me, looking back over his shoulder at me, without ceasing to type. I looked at his monitor. “I spoofed an account at what they call the Leo level.”

      

      Central Mithraeum

      Login Confirmed, Leo Orichalcus

      System Routing?

      

      “What is that? Leo, you said?” I asked, my heart pounding harder as I thought of the possibility of finally seeing Mary again, even if only through a surveillance feed. “Is that like a rank?”

      Erik nodded, his fingers flying across the keyboard with practiced precision. “From what I’ve been able to gather, they use an ancient Roman hierarchy. Leo—lion—seems to be a mid-level operational commander.”

      “Can you access the surveillance system?” I leaned closer, my breath catching in my throat. The strange mix of anxiety and arousal I’d been feeling ever since we had handed Mary and Camille over to Beaumont intensified with each passing moment.

      “Working on it,” Erik muttered, his brow furrowed in concentration. “Their security protocols are impressive, but not impenetrable. Especially not with the backdoor access we got from that data packet Jean Gisard sent his masters before he went dark.”

      I paced behind him, unable to keep still. The Situation Room felt both too small and too large at once—too confined for my restless energy, yet the distance between me and Mary seemed to stretch across an unbridgeable chasm.

      “Got it!” Erik exclaimed suddenly. The main display flickered, then resolved into a grid of surveillance feeds. “Now to find her…”

      My eyes scanned the multiple screens desperately, searching for any glimpse of Mary’s distinctive red hair. Most of the feeds showed empty corridors, laboratories, training rooms—the inner workings of what appeared to be a vast underground complex.

      “There!” I pointed to a feed in the lower right corner. “That’s her cell.”

      Erik immediately enlarged the feed, and my breath caught in my throat. There was Mary, my beautiful, fierce, red-haired völva, backed into a corner of a stone-walled cell. She stood completely naked, her pale skin luminous against the darker background, her green eyes wide with fear and—I knew that look too well—unwanted arousal. Before her stood a tall man with olive skin and dark, intense eyes, dressed in an impeccably tailored suit that did little to hide his powerful physique.

      In his hand, he held what I immediately recognized as a mastix—an ancient Roman whip used for both punishment and ritual. The multiple leather tails hung from the polished wooden handle, each one knotted at intervals to increase the sting without causing permanent damage. It was an instrument of discipline I had studied, but never used myself, preferring the cleaner lines of Norse implements.

      “Who the fuck is that?” I growled, my fingers digging into the back of Erik’s chair as I leaned closer to the screen.

      “According to the system, that’s Leo Marmareus,” Erik replied, his voice tight with tension. “He’s the agent who ran the extraction team, remotely from their HQ.”

      I watched, my throat dry, as this Marmareus—this enemy—advanced on Mary. His movements seemed fluid, controlled, the stance of a man completely confident in his dominance. He clearly had extensive training, not just in combat, but in the darker arts of sexual mastery. The way he wielded the mastix, with casual expertise, told me everything I needed to know about his skill level.

      “Mary,” he said, his voice carrying clearly through the surveillance system’s audio, “you will now learn what it means to disobey a Leo of the Pretorian Guard.”

      I saw Mary’s throat work as she swallowed hard, her chest rising and falling with rapid breaths. Her nipples had hardened to stiff peaks—not from cold, I knew, but from the complex alloy of fear and arousal that I had cultivated in her during our time together. To my dismay and yet also to my pride, I could see that her training was responding to this man’s dominance, her body betraying her even as her mind might resist.

      “Please,” she whispered, her voice small, but still defiant. “I don’t understand what you want from me.”

      Marmareus smiled, a predatory expression that sent a surge of jealous rage through me. “What I want is irrelevant at the moment, Columba. What matters is what you need—discipline, structure, submission.”

      I felt my cock harden painfully beneath my loincloth as I watched him flick the mastix, causing the leather tails to dance in the air. The sound made Mary flinch, her eyes following the movement with a mix of terror and fascination. In the midst of my concern—no, my fear—for her safety and well-being, I couldn’t deny the primal response of my own body to the scene unfolding before me.

      I turned to Erik.

      “We’re going to start the extraction mission today,” I told him. “Get Aksel working on the airline tickets.”
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        * * *

      

      Mary

      

      I screamed as the mastix lashed across my skin, the knotted tails finding every sensitive spot with unerring accuracy. Each strike sent fire racing through my nerves, pain blossoming like dark flowers beneath my skin. The sound of leather coming down on bare skin echoed in the small cell, along with my helpless cries and Marmareus’ measured breathing.

      “Please,” I sobbed, my fingers clutching desperately at the thin mattress. “Please stop!”

      “This is nothing,” Marmareus said calmly, his voice a stark contrast to the violence of his actions. “A mere taste of what awaits girls like you.”

      Another lash fell across my thighs, making me buck and howl. The mastix was unlike any implement I’d experienced before—not even Beaumont’s cane had prepared me for this unique blend of stinging pain and spreading warmth. Each strike seemed to ignite my skin, yet somehow the pain transformed as it radiated outward, melting into a heat that reached deep into my core.

      “Your body understands what your mind refuses to accept,” Marmareus continued, landing another precise stroke across the tender junction where my bottom met my thighs. “Look how your pussy weeps for attention even as you beg me to stop.”

      I burned with shame at his words, knowing they contained a horrible truth. Despite the pain, and to my horror because of it, too, my body had begun to respond with mortifying enthusiasm. I could feel the wetness gathering between my legs, my inner walls clenching with each strike of the mastix.

      As Marmareus continued my punishment, I felt a strange shift within myself. The völva part of me—the seer, the one connected to Yggdrasil—seemed to detach slightly, observing from a distance even as my physical body endured the discipline. This part of me noted with cool appreciation how closely Marmareus’ technique mirrored Sven’s—the careful attention to varying the strikes, the deliberate focus on sensitive areas, the way he read my body’s responses and adjusted accordingly.

      I felt nearly as thoroughly dominated as I had felt when Sven disciplined me. The thought slipped unbidden into my consciousness, and I couldn’t deny its truth. Something about Marmareus’ confidence, his unwavering certainty, echoed my true master’s dominance. The realization disturbed me deeply, yet I couldn’t push it away.

      I even thought I might have felt the opposite way if Leo Marmareus had taken my virginity, trained me, and sent me to spy on the Sons of Odin. The thought crashed through my consciousness with the force of revelation, leaving me gasping in its wake. Would I then have seen Sven as the enemy, as the dangerous stranger whose dominance threatened to unravel everything I believed in? Would I have felt this same confused tangle of resistance and surrender when faced with Sven’s mastery?

      The mastix fell again, its knotted tails finding the sensitive undersides of my breasts. I arched my back, a strangled cry tearing from my throat. The pain blossomed, bright and sharp, then transformed into something darker, heavier, settling in my core with a weight that made my pussy clench and weep.

      “Please,” I sobbed, no longer certain what I was begging for. “Please, I’ll obey. I’ll obey!”

      Marmareus paused, the mastix hanging loosely from his hand. His dark eyes studied me, seeming to peer past my flesh and bone to the trembling, confused essence beneath. A slight smile curved his lips, not cruel but knowing, as if he had expected precisely this capitulation.

      “Yes,” he said softly. “You will.”

      He moved to the hidden cabinet in the wall, returning the mastix to its place with reverent care. He picked up the collar from the bed. The sight of it in his big hand—the one that had spanked Camille so hard, that had wielded the horrid mastix—sent a shiver through me, a complex mixture of dread and unwanted anticipation.

      “Kneel,” he commanded, his voice severe.

      I obeyed without hesitation, sliding from the bed to the cold stone floor. My body felt hypersensitive, every nerve ending alive and singing with sensation. The welts from the mastix throbbed in time with my heartbeat, a dismaying reminder of my punishment and my submission to it.

      Marmareus approached with deliberate slowness, the collar held carefully, almost reverently, in front of him. He circled me once, twice, his gaze assessing every inch of my naked, trembling form. I kept my eyes downcast, afraid of what he might see in them—afraid of what I might see in his.

      Standing behind me, he lowered the collar in front of my face. His presence seemed a wall of heat at my back. I felt his fingers brush against my neck as he gathered my hair, lifting it away from my nape. The touch was unexpectedly gentle, almost tender, and it sent a shiver down my spine that had nothing to do with fear.

      The leather felt cool against my heated skin as he placed it around my throat. It was wider than I had expected, covering the hollow at the base of my neck and extending nearly to my jawline. The material was supple, molding instantly to the contours of my flesh as if custom-made.

      I heard the soft click of the buckle as Marmareus secured the collar around my neck. The weight of it felt both alien and strangely familiar, as if some part of me had always known this moment would come. My breath caught as his fingers lingered at the nape of my neck, testing the fit, ensuring it was snug but not too tight.

      “Perfect,” he murmured, and I felt a ridiculous flutter of pride at his approval.

      He moved to stand before me again, the belt dangling from his hands, wider than a regular belt, with the metal rings jingling slightly around its circumference. I shuddered at the memory of how Marmareus had used it to ensure Camille’s compliance.

      “Stand up,” he instructed. “Arms at your sides.”

      I complied, pushing myself to my feet then letting my hands fall limply against my flanks. He looked into my eyes as he wrapped the belt around my waist. His proximity felt overwhelming—the scent of him, clean and masculine with undertones of sandalwood and something darker, more primal; the heat radiating from his body; the intensity of his gaze as he focused on his task.

      The belt cinched my waist tightly. I felt how it accentuated the modest curve of my hips and increased the swell of my little breasts above. The leather was cool against my skin, but quickly warmed, seeming to meld with my flesh as if becoming part of me. I quailed at the thought, at how easily these external bonds could become internal ones.

      “Hold out your wrists,” he commanded next, his voice soft, but unyielding.

      I extended my arms, wrists upturned in a gesture of surrender that felt both shameful and inevitable. The cuffs he fastened around them were narrower than the collar and belt, but still substantial, each one bearing its D-ring for easy attachment to other restraints. Marmareus checked each cuff carefully, his fingers sliding beneath the leather to ensure they weren’t too tight, the touch sending electric shivers up my arms.

      “Down,” he said simply, and I lowered my hands back to my sides, acutely aware of the weight of the cuffs, the way they marked me as captive, as owned.

      Next came the ankle cuffs, requiring me to lift each foot in turn as he crouched before me. The position forced me to balance precariously, to rely on him for support, a physical manifestation of the power dynamic between us. His hands were warm and steady on my calves as he worked, the touch clinical yet somehow intimate.

      The thigh cuffs were last, and the most humiliating. Marmareus ordered me to spread my legs wider, and I complied, my face burning with shame as I exposed myself more fully to his gaze. He fastened the cuffs high up on my thighs, just below the curve of my bottom, his knuckles occasionally brushing against the wet heat of my sex as he worked.

      He stepped back, looking me over, and then, apparently satisfied, he fetched from the cabinet the same kind of cushion I had seen him use with Camille. I couldn’t suppress a little whimper of fear and need.

      Marmareus smiled, looking into my eyes so intensely I had to take a step back, away from him.

      “Yes,” he said, “that’s right, Mary. I’m going to fuck you now, just as I did your friend.”
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      Mary

      

      I watched, my breath coming in short, frightened puffs through my nose, as Marmareus tapped the control to raise the posts I had seen him bind Camille to. He placed the cushion between them. His next words sent a fresh chill down my spine.

      “Since I’ve already enjoyed your mouth, Mary, I’m going to fuck your cunt and your bottom now, to complete your initiation as a Columba.”

      My pussy clenched hard at the crude declaration, even as terrible distress filled my mind. The memory of Sven’s face rose into my imagination. I remembered my Herra’s permission, half reassuring, half disturbing, to enjoy being shared, being used by strangers. I felt my brow crease as I tried to find comfort in the idea, and only found more confusion.

      Marmareus’ dark eyes gleamed with cruel amusement, as if he could see the internal conflict playing out across my flushed features and track it with precision. Moving with the controlled grace of a predator, he guided my trembling form into position between the posts, bending me over, pulling my wrists back behind me to fold me like a piece of origami, attaching the cuffs behind my thighs to make my pussy and my anus equally available to him.

      “You’ll serve me now, Mary,” he murmured, his fingers trailing along the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. “And the Pretorian Guard. Whomever you served before no longer matters.”

      I gasped as his fingers found the wet heat between my legs, expertly parting the complicated folds of my labia and circling the entrance to my vagina with teasing deliberation. Even in my distress, my hips jerked backward, seeking more contact. His touch was so different from Sven’s—more measured, perhaps, but no less skilled. He knew precisely how to manipulate a woman’s body, how to coax responses I didn’t want to give.

      “Your body understands what your mind resists,” Marmareus said, sliding one finger inside me while his thumb found my clit. “You belong here, Mary. You need to serve, to be used, to be filled.”

      I bit my lip to stifle a moan as he added a second finger, stretching me, preparing me. His other hand moved to cup my breast, pinching the nipple just hard enough to send a jolt of electricity straight to my core. I hated how good it felt, how readily my body yielded to his expert manipulation.

      “When I have you in your bottom, Mary,” he continued, his voice dropping to a hypnotic murmur, “you will be civilized by my manhood, tamed by the unnatural act that represents the paradox of human culture, both instinctual and rational. Only a rational man could tame a bed girl this way.”

      I whimpered as his fingers withdrew from my pussy, leaving me aching and empty. I heard the soft click of a container opening, and then felt something cool and slick being applied to my anus. His fingers circled the tight pucker, applying gentle, but insistent pressure.

      “This is the oil of consecration,” Marmareus explained, working one finger past the resistant ring of muscle. “It prepares you for the act of civilization.”

      The intrusion burned slightly, but as he worked his finger deeper, I felt my body beginning to yield, to accept. He moved with maddening patience, adding a second finger only when I had fully relaxed around the first. All the while, he spoke in that same hypnotic tone, his words weaving a spell that seemed to bypass my conscious mind and sink directly into some primitive part of my brain.

      “The Pretorian Guard has existed for millennia, Mary,” he murmured, his fingers continuing their intimate invasion of my most private opening. “Since the days of the Roman Empire, when the cult of Mithras spread through the legions, bringing order and discipline to the chaos of the ancient world.”

      I gasped as he scissored his fingers inside me, stretching me further, preparing me for the much larger intrusion to come. The burn had faded, replaced by a strange, insistent pleasure that made me push back against his hand, seeking more. My face flamed with shame at my body’s betrayal.

      “Mithras was the god of contracts, of oaths,” Marmareus continued, adding a third finger now, making me whimper and squirm. “He taught that civilization could only be maintained through hierarchy, through discipline, through the willing submission of the many to the worthy few.”

      His free hand moved between my legs, fingers finding my clit and circling it with maddening precision. My hips jerked in response, a strangled moan escaping my throat despite my best efforts to remain silent.

      “The Pretorian Guard carries that tradition forward,” he said, his voice taking on an almost reverent quality. “We are the hidden shepherds of humanity, maintaining order in a world constantly teetering on the edge of chaos.”

      As he spoke, the vision I’d had earlier flashed through my mind again—Sven and Marmareus meeting on that frozen bay, clasping arms like warriors who respected each other. The longship of the Sons of Odin behind one, the steel cathedral of the Pretorian Guard behind the other. Enemies, yet somehow meeting as equals.

      “We have a plan, Mary,” Marmareus said, withdrawing his fingers from my anus, leaving me feeling strangely bereft. “A plan to save civilization from the coming darkness, to preserve knowledge and order into future ages.”

      I heard the rustle of clothing as he positioned himself behind me, felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my pussy. My breath caught in my throat, my heart hammering against my ribs.

      “The Guard will take humanity to the stars at last,” he whispered, his voice so close to my ear now that I could feel his breath on my neck. “Beyond the reach of climate collapse, resource wars, the inevitable descent into barbarism that awaits Earth.”

      With one powerful thrust, he buried himself inside me, filling me completely. I cried out, the sensation overwhelming—not just the physical fullness, but the weight of his words, the impossible implications. The Sons of Odin sought to preserve civilization through a return to traditional values, through connection to the Earth and its ancient powers. The Pretorian Guard, it seemed, looked to the stars instead.

      “You’re still very tight, Columba,” Marmareus growled. “This is a lovely little cunt for a good hard fuck.”

      I felt my back arch, my sheath clench around him. I sobbed as I realized how close my orgasm already was—and how badly I needed it, both for the physical release and for the vision I hoped I might have when I came.

      “You may not come, Mary,” said the enemy agent with his manhood deep inside me. “Until I command it of you.”

      I gasped at his instruction, my entire body tensing around his invading hardness. His cock stretched me so completely that I could feel every ridge, every vein as he began to thrust, establishing a rhythm that was neither gentle nor brutal—yet. Simply measured, controlled, with each stroke calculated to build my arousal without tipping me over the edge.

      “Please,” I whimpered, not even sure what I was begging for. “Leo… please…”

      “Quiet,” Marmareus commanded, his hand tangling in my hair, pulling my head back. “Focus on what your body is learning from the cock.”

      I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood, trying desperately to obey, to keep silent as he increased the pace of his thrusts. The wet sounds of our coupling filled the cell, obscene and arousing. Each time he drove into me, the leather of my restraints pulled and creaked, reminding me of my captivity, my submission, my shame.

      “Your pussy is very hungry, Columba,” he observed, his voice clinical amid the brutal intimacy of our position. “It grips its master like it never wants to let go. You were made for fucking, Mary.”

      I closed my eyes, fighting against the pleasure building inside me. I tried to focus on something else—anything else—but my senses were overwhelmed by the man behind me, inside me. The scent of him, clean sweat and sandalwood. The heat of his body against my punished skin. The shameful fullness as he claimed me.

      His rhythm shifted suddenly, becoming harder, faster. Each thrust drove me forward, my face pressing into the cushion as he pounded into me with ruthless efficiency. I couldn’t stifle my cries anymore, each one torn from my throat as he hit places inside me that sent electric jolts of pleasure up my spine.

      “Oh, God,” I sobbed, feeling my control slipping. “Please, I can’t… I’m going to…”

      “You will not come,” Marmareus growled, punctuating each word with a sharp thrust. “Not until I permit it.”

      I felt tears streaming down my face as I fought against my body’s natural response. The tension inside me built to almost unbearable levels, a coiled spring ready to snap. I thought of the most unsexy things I could imagine—mathematics problems, the weather, the stone walls around us—anything to distract from the relentless pleasure assaulting my senses.

      But it was useless. Marmareus seemed to read my body like an open book, adjusting his angle whenever I began to gain control, finding new sensitive spots to exploit. His cock seemed to reach impossibly deep inside me, stretching me, claiming me, reshaping me to his will—pulling me away from my resolve to remain Sven’s.

      Just when I thought I would surely break, that I would come despite his command and earn another punishment, Marmareus suddenly withdrew from me. I gasped at the abrupt emptiness, my pussy clenching in desperation to be filled again.

      “Please,” I heard myself beg, the words tumbling from my lips before I could stop them. “Please don’t stop. I’ll be good. I’ll obey you. Just let me come.”

      A small, distant part of me—the völva, the observer—noted with clinical detachment that I was playing my role perfectly. I was convincing him of my submission, my desperation. This was all part of the mission, I told myself. All part of deceiving the enemy.

      But the rest of me knew the shameful truth: I wasn’t pretending. I truly did want—need—this man to use me, to fill me, to grant me release. My body had betrayed me completely, had fallen under the spell of his dominance just as thoroughly as it had yielded to Sven’s.

      “Oh, I’m not finished with you, Mary,” Marmareus murmured, his voice dark with promise. “Your education has barely begun.”

      I felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my anus, slick with the oil of consecration he had applied earlier. My entire body tensed automatically, the ring of muscle clenching tight against the intrusion.

      “Relax,” he commanded, his free hand snaking around to find my clit. “Yield to me, Columba. Accept the civilization I bring you.”

      His fingers began to circle the terribly sensitive bud of my clit with expert precision, sending waves of pleasure radiating outward. My body responded immediately, helplessly, the tension in my lower muscles easing almost against my will. As he continued to stimulate my clit, I felt myself opening to him, the tight pucker of my anus gradually yielding to the pressure of his cock.

      “Good girl,” he praised, and to my shame, the words sent a fresh surge of arousal through me. “Now, when I enter you fully, when I claim this most intimate part of you, you may come. Do you understand?”

      “Yes,” I gasped, my hips pushing back against him, silently begging for more. “Yes, Leo, I understand.”

      “You may come as I civilize you,” he repeated, the pressure against my anus increasing steadily. “Show me how thoroughly you submit to your new master.”

      With exquisite slowness, he began to push past the resistant ring of muscle. The burning stretch was intense, bordering on pain, yet the fingers circling my clit never stopped their maddening rhythm. The dual sensations—the intrusion behind and the pleasure in front—created a bewildering confusion in my nervous system.

      “Please,” I whimpered, no longer certain what I was begging for. “Please, Leo…”

      With a final push, the head of his cock breached me completely. The sudden fullness, the burning stretch, the forbidden invasion of that most private place—it all coalesced into a single point of sensation that shattered my control entirely.

      “Come for me now,” Marmareus commanded, his voice resonating with authority. “Come as I civilize you, you little whore.”

      A sob tore from my throat as the orgasm crashed through me like a tidal wave, obliterating thought, obliterating resistance, obliterating everything but pure sensation. My vagina clenched rhythmically, my entire body convulsing with the force of my release. The leather restraints creaked as I strained against them, lost in the overwhelming pleasure.

      And then, in that moment of absolute surrender, my consciousness expanded, and I went to the world tree. The rushing sound filled my ears once more, and I was pulled away, up and into the branches of Yggdrasil.

      This time, the vision came with crystalline clarity, as if the so-called act of civilization had somehow purified my connection to the cosmic tree. I saw the frozen Arctic bay spread out below me, gleaming silver-blue under the pale winter sun. But now, my perspective shifted, soaring higher, encompassing a vaster landscape.

      What I had thought was a cathedral—that soaring structure of steel and glass—was something far more extraordinary. It wasn’t a building at all, but the skeletal framework of an enormous spacecraft, a vessel designed not for ocean travel, but for the void between stars. Workers swarmed over its surface like ants, their tiny forms dwarfed by the immensity of what they were creating.

      The Pretorian Guard were building a space station there in the frozen wasteland where few would notice, where the harsh conditions provided both secrecy and the perfect testing ground for technology meant to sustain life in the unforgiving emptiness of space.

      I understood now what Marmareus had meant about taking humanity to the stars. This wasn’t metaphor or grandiloquence—it was literal truth. The Guard were preparing for exodus, for escape from a world they believed was doomed to collapse into barbarism.

      My vision panned outward, following the coastline until I spotted the longship of the Sons of Odin, frozen in the bay. On its deck stood warriors, their forms blurred by distance but their purpose clear. They were coming for me, for Camille, across the ice. Sven was coming.

      But something else revealed itself to me, something that made my heart stutter with the weight of its significance. Between the longship and the space-station-in-progress, I saw lines of connection, filaments of possibility stretching like Yggdrasil’s roots between the two seemingly opposed forces.

      They needed each other, I realized with sudden, perfect clarity. And I could make it happen, if I could use my power correctly.

      “I’m going to give you my seed in your little bottom, now,” Leo Marmareus grunted, above me. “And then you’re going to tell me who Sven Hallstrom really is.”
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      Mary

      

      The vision shattered like ice beneath the weight of Marmareus’ words, sending me crashing back into the brutal reality of my body. I gasped, disoriented by the abrupt transition from the cosmic vastness of Yggdrasil to the confines of the cell, to the burning stretch of my anus around Marmareus’ invading cock.

      “No,” I whispered, the word barely audible even to my own ears. “No, you can’t know…”

      But he had said Sven’s name. He knew. Somehow, he knew.

      Oh, no. It had been me. I had said Sven’s name myself.

      Marmareus laughed, a dark, knowing sound that sent chills racing along my spine. His hips moved with deliberate slowness, pushing his cock deeper into my bottom, claiming that most intimate territory with ruthless efficiency. Each incremental advance sent shockwaves of sensation radiating through my trembling body.

      “Your face when you climax is quite revealing, Mary,” he murmured, his breath hot against my ear as he leaned over me. “I’ve seen that same expression—that same mixture of ecstasy and revelation—on the faces of highly trained operatives of the Order of Ostia. Not Columbae—more advanced girls, nuptae, agnae, and captae as we call them.”

      My heart stuttered in my chest. He knew of my training. He understood something of what I was.

      “I don’t—” I began, but my protest dissolved into a strangled moan as Marmareus seated himself fully inside me, his hips flush against my punished bottom. The fullness was overwhelming, the burn transforming into a strange, insistent pleasure that made me push back against him even in my dismay.

      Suddenly, a beep of a kind I hadn’t heard came from above me—from Marmareus’ handheld, I realized. I heard him curse and felt him withdraw from me, the sudden emptiness making me gasp. From behind me came the sound of him zipping up his trousers, the metallic rasp somehow louder than it should have been in the stone cell.

      “What is it?” he barked into his handheld, his voice sharp with irritation. “This had better be important.”

      I remained frozen in position, my body still bent and bound between the posts, my bottom throbbing from his invasion, my pussy clenching with unfulfilled need. I strained to hear the response from the device, catching only fragments: “…priority alert… surveillance… CDG to JFK…”

      Charles de Gaulle to John F. Kennedy. Paris to New York. A flight. Someone was coming.

      Marmareus’ tone shifted instantly, his voice dropping to a calmer, more controlled register. “I see. Thank you for the notification. Have a team ready at Terminal One. No, I’ll handle the briefing personally.”

      My heart raced as I processed what I’d heard. Someone important was arriving—someone who warranted interrupting Marmareus in the middle of what he’d clearly been enjoying. Someone from Paris. Could it be…?

      No, I couldn’t allow myself that hope, despite what I had felt in my journey to the tree. It was too dangerous, too painful if I was wrong.

      Marmareus walked into my field of vision, his face composed once more into that mask of calm authority. He looked down at me, still bound and exposed.

      “Well, whoever Sven Hallstrom is, he’s about to board a flight from Paris to New York,” he told me, as I did everything in my power to keep my face blank and impassive.

      “He and his associate,” Marmareus continued in a grim tone, “did a good job with their forged identification, but we’re just a bit ahead of the encryption they used.”

      I stared up at Marmareus, my mind racing frantically. My lips parted, but no sound emerged. The facts of my situation crashed over me like a wave, threatening to drown me in its implications. Sven was coming for me—my true master, my Herra, the man who had opened me to my power as a völva. And Marmareus knew it, even if he didn’t know what it truly meant.

      “Tell me about Sven Hallstrom,” Marmareus demanded, his voice deceptively soft. He crouched beside me, his face level with mine, those dark eyes boring into me with an intensity that made me tremble. “Tell me about the organization he clearly belongs to—the one I’m guessing you also belong to, Columba.”

      I felt balanced on a knife’s edge, teetering between two abysses. If I spoke, I might betray Sven, the Sons of Odin, everything I had been trained to protect. If I remained silent, I risked punishment that might break me anyway, that might destroy any chance of bringing these two forces together as I had seen in my vision.

      “I don’t…” I began, then faltered. “I can’t…”

      Marmareus’ expression hardened. He reached out, gripping my chin firmly between his thumb and forefinger, forcing me to maintain eye contact.

      “You can, and you will,” he said. “Your pretty little friend Camille will suffer for every moment of your silence. Is that what you want?”

      My stomach lurched at the threat. I closed my eyes, trying desperately to reach into myself, to find some guidance from the völva part of me that connected to Yggdrasil. I sought the trunk, the roots, the branches—any sign of the cosmic tree that might show me the right path.

      Nothing. Nothing but darkness and the frantic beating of my own heart.

      I opened my eyes, staring blankly at Marmareus. The silence stretched between us, taut as a bowstring.

      “I see,” he said finally, releasing my chin. “You think your loyalty to him outweighs your responsibility to your friend. Interesting.”

      He stood, towering over me once more. I remained bound in the humiliating position, my body still throbbing from his partial use of it. The leather restraints bit into my skin as I shifted slightly, seeking any relief from the vulnerable exposure.

      “Very well,” Marmareus said, straightening his tie with a precise motion. “Since you insist on being difficult, I’ll have to adjust my approach.”

      He sighed, looking down at me with an expression of what almost appeared to be compassion. “You may come to regret having saved Camille from Beaumont’s chateau, Mary. Your loyalty is admirable, but misplaced.”

      My heart lurched painfully in my chest at his words. I tried to speak, to beg for Camille’s safety, but my throat closed around the words, choking them before they could emerge.

      Marmareus raised his handheld to his lips. “Prepare the Hall of Fire,” he said, his voice emotionless and clinical.

      The Hall of Fire. The words sent a shiver of dread through me, though I had no idea what they signified. Something in the way Marmareus said it—the flat, matter-of-fact tone that contained not a hint of mercy—told me all I needed to know. Whatever awaited me in this Hall of Fire, it represented something beyond anything I had yet experienced.

      Moving with that same fluid efficiency I’d observed before, Marmareus unclipped my wrists from behind my thighs. My arms fell limply to my sides, muscles aching from the prolonged restraint. Before I could even think to resist, he grasped my upper arm and hauled me to my feet.

      The sudden change in position made my head swim, black spots dancing at the edges of my vision. My legs trembled beneath me, barely able to support my weight after the intensity of what my body had just endured. The welts from the mastix throbbed fiercely up and down my backside, drawing a whimper from my lips.

      “Turn around,” Marmareus commanded, rotating me to face the wall between the posts and moving the cushion aside.

      With swift, practiced movements, he rearranged my bonds. First, he clipped my right wrist to a ring high on the right post, then my left to the corresponding position on the left post. The position forced my arms out and up, stretching my torso and making me acutely aware of my nakedness, of the vulnerability of my breasts and belly. Next, he secured my ankle cuffs to lower rings on the posts, spreading my legs apart.

      The position left me completely exposed, facing the wall, unable to see what might be happening behind me. I could feel the cool air of the cell against my punished bottom, my still-slick pussy, the tender pucker of my anus that ached from Marmareus’ interrupted enjoyment. Every nerve ending in my body seemed alive, hypersensitive to the slightest change in temperature or touch.

      I heard Marmareus moving behind me, the soft sound of his footsteps on the stone floor as he retrieved the cushion and returned it to the cabinet. The panel slid closed with a quiet hiss.

      I heard soft footfalls as Marmareus approached me again, from behind. My heart hammered against my ribs as I strained futilely against the restraints that held me spread-eagled between the posts. The leather cuffs bit into my wrists and ankles.

      “Please,” I whispered. “Please, what are you going to do to me?”

      Marmareus moved to stand beside me, just within my peripheral vision. His expression remained impassive, though the strange compassion flickered again in his dark eyes.

      “It would be so much simpler if you would cooperate, Mary,” he said, his voice calm and measured. “The Guard has ways of extracting information that are… unpleasant. I’d prefer not to subject you to them.”

      “What are you going to do?” I repeated, unable to keep the tremor from my voice. The welts from the mastix awakened again as I shuddered in terror, as if to remind me how skillfully Marmareus could wield the implements of discipline.

      “Wait and see,” he replied, his tone maddeningly even. “In the meantime, I suggest you consider carefully whether your loyalty to Sven Hallstrom outweighs your responsibility to those you care about—Sven included.”

      My stomach lurched at the implied threat. I thought of my parents back in Chicago, my little sister in college, blissfully unaware of the shadow world I had entered. How easily the Pretorian Guard could reach them if they chose.

      “You wouldn’t,” I whispered, though I knew even as I spoke that he absolutely would.

      Marmareus didn’t bother to respond to such an obvious falsehood. Instead, he moved closer, his breath warm against my ear.

      “I have a way to help you think more clearly about your situation,” he said, his voice low and intimate. “To help you understand exactly what’s at stake.”

      I heard a soft beep as he tapped something on his handheld. The floor beneath me vibrated slightly, and to my horror, I sensed something rising from between my spread feet. What felt like leather brushed against my inner thighs.

      I whimpered in fear and confusion as the mysterious object continued to rise. The leather brushed higher against my thighs, warm and supple against my skin. As it ascended further, I finally caught a glimpse of what awaited me—a kind of saddle, expertly crafted of black leather stretched over a contoured frame. Its surface gleamed in the cell’s soft lighting, the leather looking butter-soft and ominously inviting.

      The saddle rose until it hovered just millimeters from my exposed pussy, close enough that I could feel a warmth radiating from it, or perhaps that was just my imagination, my terror-heightened senses playing tricks on me. The leather surface was shaped with a central ridge that would press directly against my slit if I lowered myself onto it.

      “Bend your knees,” Marmareus commanded, his voice stern.

      I hesitated, staring down at the saddle with mounting dread. What would it do to me? What new humiliation awaited?

      “Bend your knees, Mary,” he repeated, his tone hardening. “Now.”

      With a sob of resignation, I obeyed, slowly bending my knees, lowering my body toward the waiting saddle. The moment my pussy lips made the slightest contact with the leather surface, the saddle came alive beneath me. A subtle vibration began, humming against my sensitive flesh, making me gasp in shock.

      “Oh!” I cried out, instinctively trying to pull away, but the restraints held me firmly in place. The vibration was mild, almost teasing, but its unexpectedness made it all the more alarming.

      “Lower yourself completely,” Marmareus instructed, moving to stand beside me where he could observe my reactions. “The more firmly you press against it, the more intense the stimulation becomes. It’s calibrated to respond to pressure.”

      I let out another sob as I comprehended what he intended. This was no ordinary saddle—it was a diabolical device designed to force pleasure upon me whether I wanted it or not. With trembling thighs, I lowered myself further, feeling the central ridge of the saddle part my labia as I settled onto it.

      Immediately, the vibrations intensified, sending jolts of unwanted pleasure radiating outward from my core. The leather felt sinfully soft against my tender flesh, the contours of the saddle fitting my body with disturbing precision, as if it had been molded specifically for me.

      With a shudder I remembered the bride saddle in Rouen, the one in Sven’s house—and then the circle of them in the Hall of Training. I remembered how mortifying I had found it at first, and how Sven had taught me to ride his saddle as an act of submission to his pleasure, and my own. This tormenting saddle seemed a cruel mockery of the idea.

      “The device reads your body’s responses and adjusts accordingly,” Marmareus said matter-of-factly.

      As if to demonstrate his point, the vibration pattern shifted, becoming more rhythmic, pulsing against my clit in a way that made my hips jerk involuntarily. I bit my lip hard, determined to keep my wits. I lifted myself off the saddle, and the hum ceased from beneath me.

      “You will remain here, Columba, positioned exactly as you are now, until I return,” Marmareus told me.

      His words sent a panic thrilling through me. “How… how long?” I managed to ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

      “We’ll see,” he replied. I could hear in his voice the cruel smile his mouth must wear.

      “But…” I whispered.

      “You may come as many times as you want,” Marmareus said, as if I hadn’t uttered a sound. His voice seemed almost kind. “In fact, I encourage it. I hope each orgasm will bring you closer to the truth—your truth, Mary.”

      Craning my neck to peer over my shoulder, I watched him step back, straightening his tie and smoothing a hand over his immaculate suit. Then he turned and walked to the door. It slid open silently at his approach, then closed behind him with a soft hiss, leaving me alone, bound and exposed, my pussy almost touching the awful vibrating saddle.

      I hung there, spread between the posts, every muscle quivering with the effort to keep myself from touching the saddle beneath me. The position was agonizing—arms stretched wide, legs spread, thighs trembling as I tried to maintain the awkward hover just millimeters above the warm leather surface. Sweat beaded on my forehead, trickled down my spine, gathered in the hollow between my breasts.

      “I can do this,” I whispered to myself, focusing on the rough texture of the stone wall in front of me. “I can endure this.”

      But my body betrayed me. First came the subtle burn in my quadriceps, a warning of fatigue to come. Then the deeper ache as my muscles began to exhaust their reserves. Five minutes? Ten? I had no way to mark the passage of time in this windowless cell, no reference point beyond the mounting distress in my straining limbs.

      My right leg buckled first, just a slight give in the knee, but it was enough. My pussy brushed against the saddle, just the lightest, briefest contact. The device hummed to life instantly, vibrations pulsing against my sensitized flesh for a heartbeat before I could lift myself away again.

      “No,” I gasped, redoubling my efforts, ignoring the screaming protest of my muscles.

      But it was too late. That fleeting touch had awakened nerves already primed by Marmareus’ earlier attentions. My body remembered pleasure, craved more of it, even as my mind recoiled from the manipulation. I felt wetness gathering between my legs, my treacherous arousal making the next accidental contact slicker, more electric.

      Another few minutes passed in desperate resistance. My calves began to cramp, sharp pain shooting up the backs of my legs. My thighs shook more violently, muscles failing despite my determination. Each time I slipped, each inadvertent brush against the saddle, the vibrations seemed to grow more insistent, more precisely targeted to my most sensitive spots.

      “Please,” I whispered to the empty room, to whatever gods might be listening. “Please help me.”

      But no help came. No vision of Yggdrasil appeared to rescue me from this torment. There was only the cell, the posts, the restraints, and the saddle waiting patiently below.

      When the collapse finally came, it wasn’t gradual. My legs simply gave out, muscles surrendering all at once after being pushed beyond endurance. I dropped onto the saddle with a strangled cry, my full weight pressing my pussy against the vibrating leather surface.

      The sensation was overwhelming. The device responded instantly to the increased pressure, the vibrations intensifying, patterns shifting to target my clit with merciless precision. The central ridge of the saddle parted my labia, pressing directly against the entrance to my aching sheath, while the forward portion buzzed against my swollen bud.

      “Oh, God,” I moaned, my hips jerking involuntarily over the saddle. I couldn’t stop myself. The vibrations consumed every rational thought, reducing me to pure sensation, pure need. My hips began to move of their own accord, grinding down against the humming leather, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of the diabolical pleasure that made my mind fragment like shattered glass.

      “No, no, no,” I chanted, the words dissolving into incoherent moans as the saddle’s vibrations found a new rhythm, pulsing against my clit in perfect counterpoint to the throbbing of my inner walls.

      The leather grew slick beneath me, coated with my shameful arousal. Each shift of my weight, each involuntary rock of my hips changed the pattern of stimulation, as if the saddle were learning my body’s responses, adapting to maximize my pleasure whether I wanted it or not. The central ridge pressed insistently against my entrance, not penetrating but teasing, promising a fullness it withheld.

      I tried to focus on something—anything—beyond the mounting tension in my core. The rough texture of the stone. The cool air against my sweat-dampened skin. The distant hum of ventilation systems. But the saddle’s vibrations seemed to travel through my entire body, making concentration impossible, fragmenting my thoughts before they could fully form.

      “I won’t,” I gasped, even as my hips circled faster, pressing harder against the leather. “I won’t give in.”

      But I was already giving in, had been from the moment I’d collapsed onto the saddle. My body knew what it wanted, what it needed, even as my mind rebelled against the forced pleasure. The first orgasm was building inexorably, a tsunami I could neither stop nor control.

      When it crashed over me, I screamed, the sound echoing off the stone walls of the cell. My entire body convulsed, my vagina clenching rhythmically around emptiness as surge after surge of pleasure radiated outward from my belly. I pulled desperately at the restraints that held my wrists, my back arching, toes curling as the climax seemed to go on forever.

      In that moment of release, I felt it—the familiar rushing quasi-sound that preceded a journey to Yggdrasil. My consciousness began to expand, to rise up and out of my trembling body. For a heartbeat, I glimpsed the cosmic branches, the vast expanse of the world tree stretching through dimensions I could barely comprehend.

      But before I could fully enter that state, before I could receive whatever vision awaited me there, the saddle changed its rhythm again. The vibrations intensified, focusing with laser precision on my oversensitive clit. The pleasure was so acute it bordered on pain, yanking me brutally back into my physical form.

      “No!” I cried out, genuine tears of frustration streaming down my face. “Please, just let me see!”
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      Sven

      

      The jet way stretched before us like the gullet of some great beast, disgorging passengers into the terminal beyond. Erik walked at my side, his posture relaxed, but his eyes constantly scanning, a hunter’s awareness beneath his businessman’s veneer. We had spent the flight reviewing what little we knew of the Pretorian Guard’s New York Mithraeum—its probable location beneath a Fifth Avenue skyscraper, its security protocols, the hierarchical structure that seemed to mirror ancient Roman military organization, as mixed with some vestige of the cult of Mithras.

      “We need to get to the safehouse,” I murmured to Erik as we approached the end of the jet way. “Once we have access to the surveillance network⁠—”

      The words died in my throat. Four men stood waiting at the terminal entrance, their bodies arranged in the unmistakable formation of professionals securing a perimeter. Three wore the sleek, dark uniforms of Selecta’s corporate police—charcoal tactical pants and fitted jackets emblazoned with the company’s stylized red ‘S’ emblem, the subtle bulges beneath their clothing betraying concealed weapons. But it was the fourth man who made my blood run cold.

      I recognized him instantly from the surveillance footage I’d watched in Paris—the man with classical features and calculating dark eyes who had interrogated Mary, who had forced responses from her body that made my fists clench at the memory. Leo Marmareus, as the Guard seemed to call him. He stood slightly apart from the others, dressed in an impeccably tailored charcoal suit rather than a uniform, his posture relaxed yet alert, a predator at rest.

      “Fuck,” Erik breathed beside me, so softly only I could hear. His right hand twitched slightly toward his jacket pocket, where I knew he carried a device that could incapacitate everyone within a twenty-foot radius—one of the Sons of Odin’s more useful technological advances. “Orders, Sven?”

      I shook my head minutely, my mind racing through scenarios, calculating risks and probabilities. The device would work, certainly—would give us perhaps ninety seconds to disappear into the crowded terminal. And we had our supersonic nano-drones already in the vicinity, ready to ensure a good deal of destruction if necessary.

      But at what cost? The disruption would alert every security system in the airport. Innocent bystanders would probably be injured. And most crucially, what would happen to Mary and Camille once the Guard realized their trap had failed?

      “Gentlemen,” the dark-haired man said as we approached, his voice cultured, with just a hint of a Mediterranean accent. “Welcome to New York. My name is Matthew Apollis, though I believe you know me better as Leo Marmareus.”

      His small smile didn’t reach his eyes, which remained cool and assessing as they moved from me to Erik and back. The casual admission of his dual identity was deliberate—a message that he knew exactly who we were, that secrecy was already compromised.

      “I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I replied evenly, keeping my expression neutral, the rage building inside me notwithstanding.

      Matthew’s smile widened fractionally, but his eyes remained cold and calculating, like those of a chess master who had already mapped out every possible move I might make.

      “Professor Hallstrom,” he said, his voice pitched low enough that only our small group could hear, “let’s not waste time with these tiresome denials. We know who you are, though we may not know precisely why you’re here, or who sent you. On the other hand…” he paused, meeting my gaze directly, then continued with slightly narrowed eyes, “we know exactly why you’ve come.”

      The rage that had been simmering within me threatened to boil over. On an intellectual level, the idea of sharing Mary with the men who would use her on her mission made sense—above all because Mary needed that sort of submission. But the primal instincts of the alpha male couldn’t be put away so easily. This man had touched Mary, had forced pleasure from her body against her will. I pictured his hands on her pale skin, heard again her gasps and moans from the surveillance footage. My fingers twitched at my sides, the ancient berserker blood of my ancestors urging me to violence, to tear this man apart with my bare hands.

      But the cold, rational part of my mind—the strategist, the scholar, the leader of men—knew better. I forced myself to breathe evenly, to maintain the outward appearance of calm even as my heart hammered against my ribs.

      “My new Columbae are quite remarkable,” Matthew continued, his use of the Latin term—doves, apparently the Guard’s name for their female agents—obviously deliberate and provocative. “Especially the redhead. Such… responsiveness. Such depth of submission. You’ve trained her well.”

      One of the uniformed men shifted his weight slightly, his hand moving subtly toward what I assumed was a concealed weapon. Erik tensed beside me, ready to act the moment I gave the signal. The tension in the air thickened, the mundane bustle of the airport terminal seeming to recede as our small group stood locked in this moment of dangerous possibility.

      I studied Matthew’s face, searching for any hint of weakness, any opening I could exploit. There was none. His expression remained impassive, confident, the look of a man who held all the cards and knew it. Behind that mask of calm professionalism, I sensed something else—a quality I recognized because I possessed it myself. This man had accustomed himself to dominance, to control, to the wielding of power over others. He understood the complex dance of authority and submission that had shaped human civilization since its earliest days.

      In another life, under different circumstances, we might have recognized each other as kindred spirits. Now, we were adversaries playing a game with the highest possible stakes.

      “The way I see it, Professor Hallstrom,” Matthew said, his voice pitched for my ears alone, “you have two options. You and your associate can come with us quietly, without incident. Or you can resist, perhaps even escape—my men are good, but I don’t underestimate your capabilities—and in doing so, sign the death warrants of both Mary O’Toole and Camille Dubois.”

      My jaw clenched involuntarily at the sound of their names. I took a calming breath, glancing at Erik to see him nod slightly.

      “We’ll come, Leo Marmareus,” I told him. “But as I’m sure you can imagine, we have resources deployed to make certain that if we’re harmed, we can take you down as well.”

      “Of course,” Matthew said. “I expected no less. Now let’s reunite you with my new Columbae, so that you can be assured of their safety, before we discuss where our, shall we say, mutual interests lie.”
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      Mary

      

      My legs trembled as I followed the girl, naked except for a collar, who had introduced herself as Nupta Cassandra. The stone floor felt surprisingly warm beneath my bare feet, like an echo of the shameful heat that lingered in my pussy. After what had seemed like hours on that diabolical saddle, my body felt both utterly depleted and hypersensitive, every nerve ending raw and exposed. I had lost count of the orgasms that had been wrenched from me—six? Seven? Each one had brought me to the edge of a vision, the branches of Yggdrasil tantalizingly close, only to have the saddle’s changing rhythms yank me back before I could fully connect.

      When Cassandra, blonde, blue-eyed and big busted, had finally entered my cell, her nakedness—but for a collar like mine—was somehow less shameful than the leathers in which Marmareus had bound me, I’d been sobbing, my body slick with sweat, my thighs trembling uncontrollably. She hadn’t spoken as she deactivated the saddle and unclipped my restraints from the posts. I’d collapsed to the floor, muscles screaming in protest after being held in one position for so long. Cassandra had simply waited, her expression impassive, until I regained enough strength to stand.

      Then she had said simply, “I am Nupta Cassandra. You will be silent, and you will obey, or you will be whipped until you cannot walk.” She had gotten a leash from the cabinet and clipped it to my collar.

      I felt the light tug of it at my neck as Cassandra led me down the corridor. I kept my eyes downcast, acutely aware of my nakedness, of the leather restraints that adorned my body—the collar around my throat, the belt cinching my waist, the cuffs at my wrists, ankles, and thighs. These symbols of my captivity, my supposed submission to the Pretorian Guard, suddenly felt somehow both alien and disturbingly familiar.

      The corridor seemed to stretch endlessly, its stone walls occasionally interrupted by closed doors that I couldn’t help but wonder about. What other horrors lay behind them? What other devices of pleasure and pain awaited unwilling initiates into the Guard’s mysteries?

      A soft gasp drew my attention. I glanced up to see another girl, also naked but for her collar, emerging from another door, leading Camille on a leash identical to mine. My heart lurched painfully in my chest at the sight of my friend. Like me, Camille had on only the leather restraints that had made her, as I had watched, into what Marmareus had called a Columba. Her dark hair hung in tangled waves around her face, her eyes wide and haunted. Her bottom bore the bruises left by the Leo’s huge, punishing hand.

      “I am Nupta Cassandra,” the girl who held my leash said to Camille.

      “I am Nupta Viola,” Camille’s captor said to me.

      My eyes met Camille’s, and I saw in her gaze a reflection of my own confusion, fear, and helpless anticipation. The knowledge that we shared this humiliation, this violation, seemed to re-forge the bond between us—hammering it into something deeper, darker, and more complex than before.

      I wanted desperately to speak to her, to ask if she was alright, to offer some comfort however meager. But Cassandra’s warning echoed in my mind: absolute silence, or a terrible whipping. I couldn’t bear even the thought of it, atop the cuts of the mastix that still throbbed on my backside.

      We entered a narrow side passage, its walls lined with the same smooth stone as the corridors we had just traversed. Sconces mounted at regular intervals cast a warm, flickering light that made the shadows dance across the ancient masonry. The air felt different here—heavier somehow, laden with the scent of incense and something darker, more primal… smokier, perhaps, not just with the incense, but with something more? It made the fine hairs on my arms stand on end.

      I glanced at Camille, walking beside me with her leash held by the girl who had called herself Nupta Viola. My sister’s face was pale, but her jaw was set in that determined line I’d come to recognize during our training together. Even in her humiliation, wearing nothing but the leather restraints that marked her as a captive, she maintained a dignity that made my heart swell with admiration and solidarity.

      The passage opened suddenly into a vast chamber that took my breath away. This, then, must be the Hall of Fire that Marmareus had mentioned—it couldn’t be anything else. The ceiling soared overhead, supported by massive stone columns that seemed to stretch upward into infinity. Between them, intricate mosaics covered the walls and the floor, gleaming with gold and silver tiles that caught the light from dozens of braziers placed throughout the space.

      “Kneel,” Cassandra commanded, giving a sharp tug on my leash.

      My knees hit the cold stone floor before I could even think to resist. Beside me, Camille was similarly forced to her knees by Viola. The two Nuptae knelt beside us, their posture perfect, backs straight, knees spread slightly, hands resting palms up on their thighs. I found myself unconsciously mimicking their pose, my völva’s training in ritual and ceremony somehow surfacing even in this alien context.

      “Look at the mosaics,” Cassandra instructed, her voice low, but clear. “Try to understand what you see.”

      I raised my eyes to the wall before us, and a gasp escaped my lips before I could stop it. The mosaic depicted a naked man with a magnificent, muscular physique, his limbs powerful and graceful as he grappled with an enormous bull. The man’s face was serene despite the violence of the scene, his eyes focused on his task with an almost transcendent intensity. Most striking of all was his manhood—erect, massive, rendered in exquisite detail with tiles of deepest lapis lazuli veined with gold.

      “That is Mithras,” Cassandra said, her voice taking on a reverent quality I hadn’t heard from her before. “The god who slays the cosmic bull, whose sacrifice brings order from chaos, civilization from barbarism.”

      I stared at the image, transfixed. There was something familiar about it, something that resonated deep within me even as I recognized its alien-ness. The man—Mithras—reminded me both of Sven and of Leo Marmareus, of that same controlled power, that same certainty of purpose. The thought made my breath catch painfully in my throat.

      My gaze followed the mosaic as it continued around the chamber, moving from the scene of Mithras and the bull to other images that made my breath catch in my throat. Men in red robes, their faces stern and purposeful, stood in various poses of dominance over naked women bound in leather restraints identical to those I now wore. Some of the women knelt before the men, their mouths opened to receive enormous phalluses. Others were bent over stone altars, their bodies positioned for penetration from behind. Still others were bound to posts, their flesh marked with the evidence of recent discipline.

      “The sacred mysteries,” Cassandra whispered, following my gaze. “The act of civilization.”

      I tore my eyes away from the disturbing images, only to find myself staring at something even more terrifying. At the center of the chamber, where the two halves of the Hall of Fire met, yawned an abyssal pit. From its depths rose fingers of flame, dancing and twisting in hypnotic patterns. The heat from it washed over us in waves, making sweat bead on my skin.

      “The eternal flame,” Viola murmured, her voice carrying the same reverence as Cassandra’s. “It has burned in the Mithraea since the founding of the Pretorian Guard, millennia ago.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 44

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Mary

      

      I looked back at the mosaics, trying to make sense of what I was seeing, of what it all meant. The images told a story, I realized—a narrative of domination and submission, of power wielded and surrendered, all in service to some greater purpose. The men in the red robes seemed to represent the Pretorian Guard itself, the inheritors of Mithras’ legacy. The bound women… I shuddered, understanding all too clearly what—who—they represented.

      My eyes found Camille’s again, saw in them the same dawning comprehension, the same mixture of dread and unwilling fascination. Whatever was about to happen to us, it was connected to the rituals and beliefs depicted in these ancient mosaics. We were to be initiated into something as old and terrible as the Sons of Odin—perhaps even older and more terrible—something that had existed in the shadows of civilization for thousands of years.

      The silence in the Hall of Fire seemed to deepen, to take on a weight and presence of its own. Even the crackling of the flames in the abyss seemed muted, as if the very air held its breath in anticipation. I became acutely aware of my heartbeat, of the rise and fall of my chest, of the cool stone beneath my knees.

      Suddenly, the double doors at the far end of the Hall slammed open with such force that the sound echoed like thunder throughout the chamber. I jumped, a small cry escaping my lips before I could stifle it. Cassandra shot me a warning look, her hand tightening on the leash attached to my collar.

      Five men in red robes entered, their heavy footfalls echoing against the ancient stone. The ceremonial garments hung open at the front, revealing their naked torsos and—my breath caught—their heavy, semi-erect penises as they advanced toward us with measured strides. My pulse thundered in my ears as I recognized the man leading the procession: Leo Marmareus, his skin gleaming in the firelight, his dark eyes reflecting the dancing flames.

      Behind him walked two men I had never seen before—enormous, muscular figures with the hard, impassive faces of professional warriors. Their broad shoulders strained against the red fabric of their robes, and their manhoods hung thick and imposing between their thighs.

      But it was the sight of the final two figures that made my heart nearly stop in my chest.

      Sven. My Herra. My true master.

      And beside him, Erik.

      Both wore the same red robes as the others. Did that mark them as members of the Pretorian Guard? Surely not. I knew better. I knew who they truly were, what they truly represented. Sons of Odin, warriors of the North, infiltrating the heart of their enemy’s sanctuary.

      I couldn’t help myself. Neither Cassandra’s warning nor my fear of punishment could stop the cry that escaped my lips.

      “Sven!” His name tore from my throat, half sob, half prayer.

      The procession halted in front of us. Five pairs of eyes turned toward me, but I saw only one. Sven’s gaze locked with mine, his ice-blue eyes unreadable, his expression a careful mask that revealed nothing of his thoughts. For a terrible moment, I feared he wouldn’t acknowledge me, that he would pretend not to know me to maintain his cover.

      “Were you told to be silent, Mary?” he asked, his voice stern and controlled, carrying the familiar tone of command that made my body respond instantly, submissively. There was no warmth in it, no indication that I was anything more than a disobedient initiate to be corrected.

      Misery washed over me. I nodded, my eyes lowered in genuine shame. I had failed him, had broken a rule he clearly expected me to follow, even here, even now—even though the rule had been imposed by the organization he had told me represented his arch enemy.

      “I expect you to obey that order as if it had come from me,” Sven continued, his voice implacable. “Do you understand?”

      Another nod, smaller this time, my throat too tight for speech even if it had been permitted. Tears gathered at the corners of my eyes, but I refused to let them fall. I would not show such weakness, not in front of the Pretorian Guard, not in front of these men who had captured and used me.

      “Does anyone have a whip?” Sven asked, his gaze sweeping the faces of the other men. The question sent a jolt of fear through me, followed immediately by a shameful pulse of arousal. My body remembered the punishment my master had delivered before—careful, precise, controlled. For my benefit, as well as his enjoyment.

      One of the massive men stepped forward, producing a mastix from the folds of his robe. He handed it to Sven with a slight bow, a gesture of deference that seemed at odds with his imposing physique. My stomach clenched at the sight of the implement, the memory of its bite against my skin still painfully fresh.

      “Thank you, Nymphobus Lucius,” Marmareus said, his voice solemn.

      Sven took the mastix, testing its weight in his hand, his fingers curling around the polished wooden handle with ease, as if the Pretorian Guard’s disciplinary implement was as natural as the Sons of Odin’s punishment straps. He stepped toward me, his movements fluid and deliberate, the red robe accentuating the power of his muscular body.

      “Kneel up,” he commanded, his voice resonating through me like thunder. “Raise your hands.”

      I rose on trembling knees into the more erect posture, my leather restraints making me feel even more vulnerable before all these men. The contrast between their robed forms and my own bound flesh heightened my sense of exposure, of helplessness. With shaking arms, I lifted my hands above my head, assuming the position Sven had trained me to take for punishment.

      His enormous hand closed around my wrists, engulfing them completely. The familiar sensation of his skin against mine sent a shock through my system—a jolt of recognition, of homecoming, despite the circumstances. He bent over me, his face close to mine, his breath warm against my ear.

      “Six strokes,” he announced, his voice stern.

      Then I gasped, softly, because I had heard also, somehow, something else: as if the sight of his gorgeous face had activated the völva in me—the seeress he had begun to train.

      Feel me in each lash, Mary. Feel our connection.

      I nodded minutely, understanding blooming within me like a dark flower. This punishment wasn’t merely for show, wasn’t just to maintain his cover among these men. It was a reclamation, a restoration of the bond between us that had been strained by my captivity, my use at the hands of Leo Marmareus. Each stroke would rewrite the marks left by another man, would replace them with Sven’s own signature upon my flesh.

      The first lash fell across my shoulders, the knotted tails of the mastix finding every nerve ending with unerring precision. I cried out, unable to contain the sound as fire erupted across my skin. The pain was clean, honest, delivered by the hand that owned me truly.

      The second stroke landed lower, across my shoulder blades, crossing the fading welts left by Marmareus earlier. I felt the difference immediately—where his punishment had been clinical, designed to break down resistance, Sven’s carried an intimate knowledge of my body, my responses, my limits.

      The third and fourth lashes fell in quick succession, crisscrossing my upper back, drawing gasps and sobs from my throat. Tears streamed down my face now, but they weren’t tears of shame or despair. They were tears of recognition, of homecoming, of the paradoxical relief that came from being truly seen, truly known.

      The fifth stroke landed across the fullest part of my bottom, reigniting the welts left by Marmareus’ earlier punishment. I screamed, sure that at least this violation of the Guard’s rule would prove acceptable to these hard men.

      The sixth and final stroke was the harshest yet, the knotted tails of the mastix finding the tender junction where my bottom met my thighs. I howled, my back arching, my body convulsing with the intensity of the pain. But beneath that pain, like a current of molten gold running through base metal, was something else—something profound and intimate that belonged only to Sven and me.

      As the initial shock of the final lash faded into a throbbing heat, I felt it—the reconnection, the reestablishment of the bond that had been strained, but never broken. My völva sense opened like a third eye, and I perceived Sven not just with my physical senses, but with something deeper, more primal. I felt his essence reaching for mine across the gulf that separated us, his dominance wrapping around me like invisible bonds far more powerful than the leather restraints that adorned my body.

      My breathing came in ragged gasps as I struggled to compose myself. I could feel the welts rising on my skin, my flesh remembering the shape of the mastix, the weight of Sven’s hand. The pain had begun to transform itself already, melting into the familiar warm glow that I had come to associate with my master’s discipline. My pussy throbbed with shameful arousal, my nipples hard and aching even through the humiliation of being punished before these strange men.

      “Thank you, Sven,” Marmareus said to Sven, his voice carrying a note of genuine respect. “You are indeed a skilled tamer of your bed thralls. Such mastery of the mastix is rare, even among those steeped in our traditions. You maintain order and civilization with skill and precision.”

      I remained kneeling, head bowed, hands still raised above me though Sven had released his grip on my wrists. I could feel sweat trickling down my spine, mingling with the welts left by the mastix, creating a stinging sensation that kept me acutely present in my body despite the dreamy aftermath of punishment.

      “The discipline and use of women is the foundation of civilization,” Sven replied, his voice carrying the perfect blend of authority and philosophical detachment. If I hadn’t known him so intimately, I might have believed him truly one of them. “Without it, chaos reigns.”

      “Indeed,” Marmareus agreed. “Which brings us to the matter at hand.” He turned his attention to Camille and me, his dark eyes glittering in the firelight. “These Columbae have shown promise, notwithstanding their… unconventional recruitment. The time has come for them to advance in their training, to be initiated as Nuptae.”

      Nuptae—like Cassandra and Viola. A new rank in the confusing labyrinth of the Guard’s hierarchy. I glanced at Camille, seeing my own confusion mirrored in her wide eyes. We had seen how Nuptae moved, how they spoke, their apparently perfect obedience.

      “It is important,” Erik said suddenly, his voice carrying across the Hall of Fire, addressing Camille directly, “that you accept this initiation without knowing what it will involve or what it means.”

      The unexpected statement made me catch my breath. Erik’s words seemed loaded with hidden meaning, his gaze intense as it flickered between Camille and me. Like Sven, he wore the ceremonial robe with a disturbing naturalness, as if he had been born to it rather than donning it as some sort of courtesy extended by the Pretorian Guard.

      “Nod if you accept initiation,” Marmareus commanded, his tone severe.

      I lifted my gaze to Sven’s face, searching desperately for some clue, some guidance. His expression remained utterly unreadable, a perfect mask of stern authority. For a heartbeat, I wondered if Sven knew how Leo Marmareus had affected me, how deeply the enemy agent’s dominance had penetrated not just my body, but my psyche. Did he sense my shame, my fear that in moments of weakness—pinned beneath Marmareus’ powerful body, strapped to that diabolical saddle—I might have betrayed him? Could he see the conflicted tangle of emotions that threatened to choke me: loyalty to him warring with the undeniable responses Marmareus had wrung from my trembling flesh?

      Silently, almost imperceptibly, I nodded my acceptance. Beside me, Camille did the same, her dark eyes wide with fear yet resolute. Whatever awaited us as Nuptae, we would face it together, two völur bound by circumstance and shared suffering.

      “Excellent,” Marmareus said, satisfaction evident in his voice. “Nuptae, lead these Columbae to the Hall of Mithras.”

      Cassandra rose and tugged gently on my leash, while Viola did the same to Camille’s. We rose from our kneeling positions, our naked bodies gleaming with sweat in the firelight, the leather restraints creaking softly with each movement. I felt Sven’s gaze on me, heavy and intense, as I stood. The welts from his punishment made my eyes water, reminding me, in a way I welcomed despite the wince, of his reclamation of my flesh.

      The Nuptae turned us away from the men and began leading us forward, deeper into the Hall of Fire. I realized with growing apprehension that they were guiding us directly toward the abyssal pit at the center of the chamber, toward the dancing flames that rose from its unfathomable depths. My steps faltered as we drew closer, fear clutching at my throat with icy fingers.

      “Keep moving,” Cassandra murmured, her voice barely audible above the soft crackling of the flames. “Trust the ritual.”

      Trust the ritual. The words echoed in my mind, resonating with my völva training. Ritual was the backbone of all magical practice, the structure that allowed raw power to be channeled and directed—even if the magic came not from some supernatural plane but from our own human consciousness. But whose ritual was this? To what purpose would it bend my power, my very being?

      As we approached the edge of the pit, the flames suddenly surged upward, a great wall of fire that towered above us, throwing a wave of heat so intense I instinctively raised my hands to shield my face. The roar was deafening, drowning out all other sounds, filling the chamber with its primal voice. Sweat poured down my body, my skin flushing scarlet in the intense heat.

      “Stay where you are,” Cassandra commanded as I tried to step back from the inferno.

      I froze, trembling, certain that at any moment the flames would engulf us, would consume our naked flesh and reduce us to ash. The heat felt nearly unbearable, making each breath a struggle.

      From behind us, I heard Leo Marmareus’ voice rise above the noise of the flames in the pit.

      “As you can see, my new friends, energy, and power in every sense, has lain at the heart of our project from the beginning.”
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      Mary

      

      I stood at the edge of the fiery abyss, my heart hammering against my ribs, terror freezing my blood even as the heat of the flames scorched my naked skin. Were they going to throw us in? Was this how the Pretorian Guard disposed of those who had outlived their usefulness? I glanced desperately at Camille beside me, saw my own fear reflected in her wide eyes. The leashes attached to our collars hung taut in the hands of the Nuptae, the only things preventing us from backing away from the inferno that roared before us.

      Then, without warning, the flames died down, receding into the depths of the pit until they were merely flickering tongues lapping at the darkness. The sudden absence of their roar left an eerie silence in the vast chamber, broken only by the sound of our labored breathing.

      I blinked in confusion, my eyes struggling to adjust to the relative dimness. As my vision cleared, I gasped at what I saw. Rising from the darkness of the pit, a bridge had materialized—a narrow walkway of what appeared to be solid stone, spanning the chasm. It gleamed faintly in the low light, its surface smooth and unmarked, as if it had existed for millennia rather than materializing from nowhere.

      “Walk,” Cassandra commanded, tugging gently on my leash.

      My legs trembled as I took the first step onto the bridge. Even with its seemingly substantial appearance, I half-expected it to give way beneath me, to send me plummeting into whatever lay below. But it held firm, solid as bedrock beneath my bare feet. The stone felt warm, almost alive, carrying a subtle vibration that traveled up through my soles and into my body.

      Camille followed, her face determined despite the fear I knew she must be feeling. The Nuptae walked behind us, the sensation of slack in the leashes keeping us moving forward across the narrow span, so as not to invite any punishment. I forced myself not to look down into the red-tinged darkness on either side, focusing instead on the far end of the bridge where another chamber awaited.

      As we crossed the midpoint of the bridge, I felt a strange shift in the energy around us. The air seemed to thicken, to take on a weight and presence that hadn’t been there before. My völva senses, heightened by the stress and the lingering effects of Sven’s punishment, detected currents of power flowing through this place—ancient, primal energies that reminded me of the way Yggdrasil’s branches had felt in my visions, yet somehow different, shaped by human hands and human desires over countless generations.

      My rational mind told me that the idea must have come from my mind’s attunement with countless details unnoticed in themselves. At the same time, I realized yet again that even if such feelings hadn’t originated in anything beyond reality they nevertheless carried essential information: emerging knowledge to which I must lend close attention.

      We reached the far side of the bridge and stepped into what could only be the Hall of Mithras Marmareus had referred to. The space opened before us, as vast and imposing as the Hall of Initiation on the other side of the abyss, its ceiling lost in shadows above. Unlike the Hall of Initiation, with its dancing flames and intricate mosaics, this chamber was more austere, more functional in its design.

      At its far end, six feet or so from the wall, stood a long table of polished stone, its surface gleaming in the ruddy light. The table was immense, seemingly carved from a single slab of obsidian, so polished I could see the distorted reflections of torchlight dancing across its surface. Behind it stood five high-backed chairs that resembled thrones, their frames wrought from some dark metal, cushioned with blood-red velvet. The chairs seemed positioned for observation of the center of the room, where I now saw something that made my breath catch in my throat.

      Two low pieces of furniture stood there, constructed of a wood as dark as the obsidian of the table. I saw leather, too: surfaces padded and upholstered. The raked angle of their tops and the platforms for elbows and knees made their purpose unmistakable, even before I noticed the metal rings embedded at various points along their length. These were not merely benches, of the sort aboard the Sons of Odin’s ritual ship—the Pretorian Guard’s versions were elaborate fucking apparatus, designed to display and position a woman’s body for maximum accessibility.

      I couldn’t help reveling for a moment in the difference: my Herra and his shield-brother didn’t need such fancy appurtenances. The Sons of Odin brought a subtly different sort of civilization, I abruptly understood… a simpler one, walking a sort of middle road that kept alive their wild Viking spirit while building on the knowledge the human race had developed over the millennia.

      Marmareus stepped forward, his red robe swirling around him. His skin seemed aflame in the chamber’s dim light, his classical features set in an expression of solemn purpose. He gazed at Sven and Erik, then at the enormous men—the Nymphobi, I remembered—who flanked them, before turning his attention to Camille and me.

      “Futuamus has columbas una,” he intoned, his voice resonating through the chamber with ritualistic gravity.

      I heard Cassandra’s whispered translation beside me, her breath warm against my ear. “The Leo said, ‘Let us fuck these girls together.’”

      A shiver ran through me at the words, at their casual brutality clothed in ceremonial language. My pussy clenched traitorously, my body responding to the promise of use even as my mind reeled with confusion and fear. I looked to Sven, desperate for some sign, some clue as to what I should do, how I should respond.

      His ice-blue eyes met mine briefly before turning to Marmareus. Then, in a voice that carried the weight of ancient forests and frozen fjords, he replied in Danish, “Lad os nyde deres mund, deres fisse og deres røvhuller.”

      The few words of Danish I had picked up in my days of training in the Sons of Odin’s base beneath Rouen were enough to guess with a bit of confidence at a translation of his words. They sent a jolt of shocked arousal through my core: “Let us enjoy their mouths, their cunts, and their assholes.” My Herra, my master, offering me up to these men, agreeing to share me with them—not just my body but, specifically, every intimate opening I possessed.

      I should have felt betrayed, should have felt abandoned. Instead, I felt a perverse relief, a surrender of responsibility. If Sven commanded it, then it was right. If he gave permission for my use, then I could yield without guilt, could do as he had given me permission to do at the beginning of this confusing mission: I could enjoy it.

      That relief gave way almost immediately, though; I had to tell Sven about the virus, didn’t I? Should I just blurt it out? What really was going on here, among the men—among our various masters?

      Then Marmareus’ next words stole away those thoughts, too.

      “Nuptae, bind these Columbae to the fucking benches,” he said, spreading his hands in a solemn gesture, his words slow and weighty.

      Cassandra and Viola guided us to the benches with firm hands on our shoulders. Viola tugged at Camille’s leash, positioning her at the first bench, while Cassandra did the same with me at the second. I felt the cool touch of the leather padding against my knees as I was directed to climb onto the apparatus, the strange contours of it forcing my body into an obscenely exposed position.

      “Wider,” Cassandra murmured, her hands pressing against my inner thighs, spreading my legs further apart. The position made me feel utterly vulnerable, my pussy and anus completely accessible, displayed like offerings to the men who watched from behind.

      She worked with brisk efficiency, securing my leather restraints to the metal rings embedded in the bench. First my ankle cuffs, ensuring my legs remained spread. Then my thigh cuffs, pulling them slightly backward to enhance the display of my most intimate parts. Next came my wrist cuffs, fastened to rings at the sides of the bench, forcing my upper body to remain low, my face turned toward the obsidian table. Finally, my collar and belt were secured, completing my bondage.

      I turned my head as much as the restraints would allow, watching as Viola performed the same procedure with Camille. My friend’s face had flushed with humiliation, her eyes widening with apprehension, but she submitted to the binding without resistance. Like me, she understood that our best chance lay in cooperation, in playing our roles perfectly until we could determine what was truly happening here.

      Once they had secured us both to the benches, the Nuptae stepped back and to the sides of the hall, assuming their positions of perfect submission—knees spread, backs straight, hands resting on thighs, eyes downcast. They looked like living statues, embodiments of the feminine ideal of civilization as envisioned by the Pretorian Guard. I wondered briefly how long the Guard had trained them, to achieve such perfect posture, such unquestioning obedience.

      Marmareus gestured toward the high-backed chairs behind the obsidian table. “Please, be seated,” he said to Sven and Erik, his tone courteous despite the bizarre circumstances. “We have much to discuss, and what better way to do so than while enjoying the fruits of our mutual interests?”

      I watched, my heart hammering against my ribs, as Sven and Erik moved to the table. They took seats on either side of Marmareus, their movements fluid and controlled, betraying no hint of discomfort or uncertainty. The blood-colored robes they wore seemed to emphasize rather than conceal their powerful physiques, the fabric draping over broad shoulders, hinting at the muscular forms beneath.

      The Nymphobi—Lucius and the other man, whose name I hadn’t heard—remained standing, positioned behind Camille and me. I could feel their presence like a physical weight, their eyes on my bound, naked form, assessing, anticipating. The frightening, shameful, and yet exciting suspicion that one or both of them would soon use me, possess me, penetrate me, sent a terribly confusing mixture of signals coursing through my nerves and my veins.

      “The Pretorian Guard has always made its most solemn agreements through the sharing of the tamed bodies of beautiful young initiates,” Marmareus said, his voice carrying easily across the vast chamber. “I am happy to do so today with an organization that seems to share our values.”

      The casual confidence in his tone made me shiver. I was acutely aware of my position—bound to the bench, my backside raised, my thighs spread wide, every secret of my body revealed to the men seated at the obsidian table. I could feel the welts from Sven’s punishment across my skin and I tried to take the pain as a token.

      He reclaimed me. I belong to my Viking Herra.

      “Nuptae,” Marmareus said, his voice easy, as if he were asking for the time, “prepare the Columbae for taming.”

      The other girls’ soft footsteps padded around us as Cassandra and Viola rose from their positions and moved behind Camille and me. My breath caught in my throat as I felt Cassandra’s hands on my hips, her touch light, but confident. She smoothed her palms over the curve of my bottom, tracing the welts left by the mastix with delicate fingertips.

      “Beautiful,” she murmured, her voice so low that only I could hear. “Your master marks you well.”

      Her hands continued their exploration, moving down to the sensitive flesh of my inner thighs, then upward again to the juncture between them. I bit my lip as her fingers found my pussy lips, parting them gently but firmly, exposing my most intimate flesh to the air of the chamber.

      The rational part of my mind screamed in protest at this fresh violation, this new humiliation. But my treacherous body responded differently. I felt wetness gathering between my legs, felt my inner walls clench with shameful anticipation. The combination of Sven’s presence, the lingering effects of his punishment, and the ritualistic atmosphere of the Mithraeum had created a confused tangle of arousal and submission that I couldn’t seem to pick apart.

      Cassandra made a soft sound of approval as her fingers found evidence of my unwilling arousal. “That’s it, Columba,” she murmured. “You will have something hard in here very soon.”

      Before I could process her words, I felt something warm and wet against my exposed pussy. Cassandra’s tongue, I realized with a shock that sent electricity racing up my spine. She was going down on me, her mouth covering my most intimate parts with devastating precision.

      I gasped, my hips jerking involuntarily against the bench. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw that Viola was doing the same to Camille, whose face had flushed a deep crimson, her eyes wide with shock and unwilling pleasure. I closed my eyes so that I wouldn’t have to see, as the same blush spread across my own cheeks.

      Cassandra’s tongue moved with expert skill, circling my clit before rising to tease at the entrance to my warm sheath. She seemed to know exactly how to touch me, how to build my arousal without pushing me over the edge.

      “As you can see,” I heard Leo Marmareus say, “our Nuptae are very well trained—just as it seems your own girls are, in their way.”
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      Sven

      

      I felt my cock harden along my thigh as I watched the Nuptae with their faces buried in Mary’s and Camille’s backsides. The sight was both arousing and illuminating. These girls—Cassandra and Viola—moved with the precision of those who had received extensive training in the arts of pleasure, as well as in absolute obedience. Their tongues and fingers worked in concert, building the arousal of our völvas with methodical, and extremely moving, expertise.

      Seated at the obsidian table between Erik and me, Matthew Apollis—or Leo Marmareus, as he seemed to be called within these ancient walls—observed the proceedings with the calm detachment of a man accustomed to such displays. His hands rested lightly on the polished surface before him, his posture relaxed yet dignified beneath the ceremonial red robe.

      I studied him covertly, reassessing everything the Sons of Odin thought we knew about the Pretorian Guard. For decades, we had believed them to be merely the enforcers of Selecta’s corporate dominance—well-trained dogs serving corrupt masters, with the pretense of civilization-building merely an aggravating cover. But this place, this Mithraeum with its ancient rituals and carefully preserved traditions, suggested something far more complex. The Guard appeared to be an autonomous entity with its own agenda, its own philosophy, its own vision of how civilization should function.

      My gaze drifted to Mary, bound and displayed on the fucking bench. Her eyes were closed, her face a study in conflicted pleasure as the Nupta named Cassandra continued her intimate ministrations. The welts I had placed across my lovely girl’s pale back stood out in stark relief against her flesh, a reminder of my reclamation of her—especially in the way they crisscrossed earlier marks, undoubtedly given by Matthew while Erik and I had crossed the Atlantic to an unexpectedly complicated reception. The sight made my chest tighten with an emotion I had rarely permitted myself to feel before meeting her: love. Profound, consuming, transformative love.

      I had fallen for Mary O’Toole completely. Not just for her body, though gods knew I craved it with a hunger that never diminished. Not just for her submission, though watching her yield to my dominance brought me a satisfaction deeper than any I had known. No, I had fallen for the totality of her—her fierce intelligence, her quiet courage, her capacity for growth, and most of all, the ancient power that flowed through her veins, connecting her to Yggdrasil and the mysteries of the völur.

      As if sensing my thoughts, Mary’s eyes fluttered open. A soft moan escaped her lips as her body strained against the restraints that bound her to the bench. Our gazes locked across the chamber, and in that moment of connection, I saw something in her eyes that made my pulse quicken—knowledge, understanding, revelation. My little völva had seen something, learned something vital.

      “While our organizations clearly share certain essential values,” Matthew said, drawing my attention back to the conversation at hand, “I must admit you have me at something of a disadvantage.” He gestured languidly toward the bound women. “You know about the Guard. You’ve seen our Mithraeum, our rituals. But our very considerable best efforts notwithstanding, we haven’t been able to figure out who you work for.”
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      Mary

      

      I gasped as Cassandra’s tongue found my clit again, circling it with maddening precision. The sensation shot through me like lightning, making my hips buck against the restraints. I tried desperately to focus on the conversation happening at the obsidian table, to understand what game was being played between these powerful men, but Cassandra’s relentless attention to my pussy and, even more embarrassingly, my anus made coherent thought nearly impossible.

      “You’re right,” I heard Sven reply, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine despite my predicament. “You are at a disadvantage. And perhaps that’s as it should be, for now.”

      My eyes found his face across the chamber. He sat with perfect composure, his broad shoulders relaxed beneath the red ceremonial robe, his expression giving away nothing. But when our gazes met, I felt something pass between us—a current of energy, of meaning, that transcended the physical distance separating us.

      Cassandra’s fingers joined her tongue then, one slipping inside me while her mouth continued its devastating assault on my clit. I whimpered, unable to suppress the sound as pleasure coursed through my bound body. The dual sensation of penetration and external stimulation was overwhelming, pushing me toward an edge I didn’t want to cross—not here, not now, with so much at stake.

      “I assure you,” Marmareus said, his voice carrying easily across the chamber even with his casual tone, “at this point, I’m quite certain you don’t work for Groupe Synergistique. Our intelligence on them is extensive, and neither of you fits any profile we have.”

      Groupe Synergistique. The name sent a jolt through me that had nothing to do with Cassandra’s distracting ministrations. Beaumont’s organization—the ones who had made the deal with the Russian warlord Georgy. The men who had pretended to be allies with the Sons of Odin, and then it seemed had betrayed them.

      “Though I admit,” Marmareus continued, his dark eyes flickering briefly to Camille and me, “the transfer of your girls to Beaumont’s chateau suggests some connection. Beaumont is GS, through and through.”

      I felt my heart skip a beat at his words as I remembered Sven and Erik in the van, then in the stable where they had filmed us, to make our arrival at Beaumont’s chateau look like simple sex trafficking. The Pretorian Guard had obviously followed that thread without discovering the Sons of Odin—so our masters did have at least that small advantage.

      That thought, hard to follow in my body’s helpless response to Cassandra’s mouth and fingers between my thighs and bottom cheeks, confirmed my instincts. I needed to keep the specifics I had heard about the virus, in the meeting between Beaumont and Georgy, secret from the Guard—but to deliver it to Sven as soon as I could, so that my Herra could use the intelligence properly.

      Cassandra’s fingers thrust deeper inside me, making me gasp and arch against the restraints. Her touch felt more expert, more knowing with each passing moment—finding sensitive spots within my vagina that made coherent thought increasingly difficult. I bit my lip, trying desperately to maintain some semblance of control as pleasure built relentlessly in my core.

      That fleeting connection I’d felt with Sven—that precious moment of clarity when my völva sense had opened between us—had slipped away like water through cupped hands. I felt bereft, adrift in a sea of conflicting sensations and obligations. The virus weighed heavily on my mind, a burden I couldn’t share, not here, not now, but one that might mean the difference between life and death for countless people.

      “The Guard has been monitoring GS activities for some time,” Marmareus continued, his voice maddeningly calm even with the obscene tableau playing out before him. “Beaumont’s operation is particularly concerning—his connections to certain Eastern European interests have raised red flags.”

      My breath caught in my throat. He knew. Or at least, he suspected something about the meeting I’d witnessed. How much did the Pretorian Guard already know about Georgy and his plans? About the virus that could devastate an entire city?

      Cassandra’s tongue circled my clit with renewed vigor, drawing an involuntary moan from my lips. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to focus on anything but the building pressure at my core, the shameful pleasure that threatened to overwhelm my senses. The leather restraints creaked as I strained against them, my body responding to stimulation it didn’t want to need.

      “Their activities suggest they’re planning something significant,” Erik observed, his voice carrying the perfect blend of casual interest and professional concern. “Something that could disrupt the… established order.”

      I opened my eyes just in time to see Marmareus nod, his expression grave. “Indeed. Which is why your appearance—after your apparently having delivered these girls to Beaumont as mere fuck toys, and thus completed a profitable transaction—is so intriguing to us.”

      My heart skipped a beat as Sven fixed his gaze on me again. Our eyes locked across the chamber, and in that moment, I felt something powerful pass between us—not the völva sense, not the connection to Yggdrasil, but something more primal, more human. He was trying to give me confidence, trying to beam his own certainty into my soul.

      In his eyes, I saw something that made my breath catch: absolute faith in me. My master’s complete conviction that I had the power to save the world, if I could only trust myself to take it and use it. The weight of that belief was both terrifying and exhilarating.

      “Our interest,” Sven said carefully, his eyes never leaving mine, “is in maintaining a particular balance. One that has served humanity for millennia, whether most humans realize it or not.”

      I gasped as Cassandra’s slender finger circled my anus, the intimate touch sending shockwaves of sensation through my already overwhelmed body. The unrelenting blush that had begun at my cheeks now spread down my neck and across my chest, setting my skin aflame with mortification. When her tongue followed, tracing the sensitive blossom with devastating precision, I had to bite my lip to keep from crying out. The taboo nature of the act, combined with the knowledge that five powerful men were watching my humiliation, made the experience almost unbearably intense.

      “I must repeat myself,” Marmareus said, his voice carrying easily across the chamber. “Your girls respond beautifully to pleasure. Mary especially.”

      I squeezed my eyes shut, trying desperately to focus on anything but Cassandra’s intimate exploration of my most private opening. Her tongue circled, pressed, probed—gentle yet insistent, preparing me for what was to come. When she slipped the very tip of her finger inside, I couldn’t suppress the whimper that escaped my throat.

      “The Guard’s methods of civilizing young women,” Sven replied in a neutral, almost academic tone that belied the intensity of his gaze, “align with my own in many respects. The female form, properly disciplined and trained, becomes not just a vessel for pleasure, but a conduit for order itself.”

      His words, so clinical and detached, somehow intensified my shame and arousal in equal measure. This was my Herra speaking, the man who had awakened the völva within me, who had shown me the branches of Yggdrasil. Yet he discussed my subjugation as if I were merely a theoretical concept, a philosophical principle rather than a woman of flesh and blood and need.

      Cassandra pressed deeper, her finger breaching my tight ring of muscle with slow, inexorable pressure. The strange, burning stretch made me gasp, my body tensing automatically against the intrusion. Her other hand reached beneath me, finding my clit with unerring accuracy, circling it with slick fingertips as if to distract me from the violation happening behind.

      “Relax,” she whispered, her breath hot against my sensitized flesh. “Yield to it. It will hurt less. I can tell you have been civilized before, but these Nymphobi are big, and rough.”

      I tried to obey, forcing my muscles to unclench despite the instinctive resistance. The burning sensation gradually transformed into something else—not quite pleasure, not exactly pain, but a peculiar fullness that demanded my complete attention.

      “I am certainly open to considering an agreement,” Sven continued, his voice steady and measured in the face of the obscene tableau before him. “Provided, of course, that the terms prove beneficial to my group and our long-term objectives.”

      Cassandra withdrew her finger only to return with two, stretching me further, making me moan even amid my best efforts to remain silent. The leather restraints creaked as I pulled against them, my body caught between the conflicting impulses to escape and to push back for more.

      “I must acknowledge,” Marmareus said, his voice carrying an undertone of formality that transformed the debauched scene into something ceremonial, “that I have used your sluts without your explicit permission.”

      I felt my heart hammering against my ribs as Marmareus’ words hung in the air between them. Cassandra’s fingers remained inside me, stretching my anus with deliberate pressure, while her other hand continued its maddening circles around my clit. I balanced on a knife’s edge, between pleasure and discomfort, still trying to think as clearly as I could.

      “To further our negotiation in the traditional way of the Guard,” Marmareus continued, his dark eyes moving from Sven to Erik and back again, “I would ask your consent to share your bed servants with us, for this initiation.”

      The formal request sent a fresh wave of heat through my body. The significance of what he was asking wasn’t lost on me, though my compromised state made it rather ironic. This wasn’t merely about sex, about the use of our bodies for pleasure. This was political—a symbolic joining of forces, a mingling of power and authority, with Camille and me as the living embodiments of the agreement.

      I watched through lust-hazed eyes as Sven’s gaze found mine yet again across the chamber. I saw there, renewed, his permission to enjoy what must happen next. My heart lifted, though my blush blazed anew, at the idea of my Herra being there, present, to share me personally and to watch me being fucked by strangers.

      Sven turned to Marmareus, his expression solemn. “I consent to share my bed thrall with the Pretorian Guard for this initiation,” he said, each word measured and precise. “Mary belongs to me, but I grant you the privilege of using her body as you see fit.”

      Beside him, Erik nodded, his gaze locked with Camille’s. “I consent as well,” he said. “Camille may serve the Guard’s pleasure for this ritual.”

      A strange mixture of emotions washed over me—relief that Sven had maintained his cover, shame at being so casually offered to these men, and beneath it all, a perverse excitement that made my pussy clench around Cassandra’s probing fingers. My body betrayed me utterly, responding to the situation with an arousal that seemed to intensify with each passing moment.

      Marmareus inclined his head in acknowledgment, satisfaction evident in the slight curve of his lips. “Nymphobi,” he said, his eyes looking past us at the huge men who waited behind our benches, “yours is the privilege to begin. Let us see you fuck these Columbae well, and make them Nuptae indeed.”
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      Mary

      

      I felt the big man behind me place a hand on my belt, his massive fingers curling around the leather with possessive confidence. The restraint, which had felt so alien when first fastened around my waist, now seemed to burn against my skin, like an emotional, as well as a physical, reinforcement of my role in this terrible ritual.

      “I am Nymphobus Lucius,” he announced, his deep voice resonating through the chamber like distant thunder. “I thank you, brothers in power, for the loan of this cunt.”

      A moan escaped my lips before I could suppress it as I felt Lucius position the head of his cock at the entrance to my vagina. The blunt pressure against my sensitized flesh sent shivers racing along my spine. Cassandra’s ministrations had left me wet and ready, my body’s natural response to stimulation regardless of what my mind might prefer.

      I turned my head as much as the restraints would allow, seeking reassurance in Camille’s presence beside me. What I saw made my breath catch in my throat. The other Nymphobus stood behind Camille, positioning his enormous manhood at the entrance to her pussy. His free hand gripped her belt in the same proprietary manner as Lucius held mine, his massive frame dwarfing her bound form.

      “I am Nymphobus Brutus,” he intoned, his voice a perfect echo of his companion’s. “I thank you, brothers in power, for the loan of this cunt.”

      I watched, transfixed, as Brutus pressed the head of his cock just inside Camille’s entrance. Her face contorted in a mixture of discomfort and unwilling pleasure, her dark eyes wide with the same conflicted emotions that churned within me. In that moment, our gazes met across the small space separating our benches, and I felt a surge of solidarity with my sister völva. We had remained together, through all of this; that counted for something, in our own eyes, at least—and perhaps even in the eyes of our masters.

      Brutus looked over at Lucius, their eyes meeting in silent communication. I recognized the look—they were timing their first thrusts, coordinating their use of our bodies as if we were instruments to be played in unison. I felt Lucius’ hand tighten on my belt, his grip becoming an anchor point, a fulcrum against which he would leverage his penetration. At the same moment, I saw Brutus do the same to Camille’s belt, his massive fingers digging into the leather.

      Then, as I watched Brutus thrust his hardness inside Camille, I felt Lucius do the same to me. Both Camille and I cried out, the sudden, complete invasion of our bodies drawing the sounds from our throats without our intention. The Nymphobi, both hands on our belts now, held themselves in at full length, their cocks buried fully inside our wet sheaths.

      “Are they tight?” Marmareus asked, as if the question were part of a ritual. His voice carried across the chamber with the weight of ancient tradition, the formal inquiry seeming to transform the raw obscenity of the scene into something sacred.

      “Tight indeed,” Lucius replied, his massive body perfectly still as he savored the sensation of my inner walls gripping his rigid penis. “This cunt is a gift from heaven on my manhood.”

      I felt my face flame with humiliation at being discussed so crudely while my body was impaled on a stranger’s cock. The leather restraints creaked as I shifted slightly, trying to adjust to the overwhelming fullness stretching me from within.

      “The same,” Brutus said about Camille, his voice a rumbling bass that seemed to vibrate through the stone floor beneath us. “A gift from heaven, indeed.”

      I glanced at Camille, saw her eyes squeezed shut, her lower lip caught between her teeth as she processed the same invasion I was experiencing. The bench beneath her trembled slightly with the force of Brutus’ grip on her belt.

      “Ride them hard, then,” Marmareus commanded, his tone shifting from ritualistic to imperious. “These Columbae must learn the ways of civilized men.”

      As Lucius began to move within me, I turned my gaze toward Sven, desperate for some connection, some reminder that I belonged to him despite what was happening to my body. What I saw in his ice-blue gaze made my breath catch in my throat.

      There it was again—his permission, explicit and absolute, to find pleasure in the satisfaction of my most forbidden needs. More than that, I saw the pleasure he took in watching me used by another man, a man with whom he had deliberately shared me. The knowledge sent a new flash of confused arousal washing through me, making my inner walls clench involuntarily around Lucius’ invading hardness.

      My pussy was already sore from the diabolical saddle Marmareus had forced me to ride in my cell, the hours of stimulation having left my most sensitive flesh tender and overly receptive. Yet even amid the discomfort I found myself quickly approaching the edge of climax as Lucius established a steady, powerful rhythm.

      Each thrust drove me forward against the restraints before the grip on my belt yanked me back to meet the next penetration. The dual sensations of being pushed and pulled, of being completely controlled in my movements, intensified the building pleasure in my core.

      I tried to focus on Sven’s face, on maintaining that tenuous connection across the chamber, but the mounting tension in my body made concentration increasingly difficult. My vision blurred as Lucius found a particularly sensitive spot deep inside me, the head of his cock pressing against it with unerring accuracy.

      It was only as my body trembled on the precipice of release that I realized the true extent of the Nymphobi’s skill. Just as the first delicious waves of orgasm began to build, Lucius altered his rhythm, slowing his thrusts to a maddeningly deliberate pace. The change was so subtle, so expertly timed, that I might not have noticed had I not been so desperately focused on what was happening to my body.

      “No,” I whimpered, my voice small and desperate in the vast chamber. “Please…”

      Beside me, Camille let out a similar sound of frustration, her body tensing against her restraints as Brutus denied her her own climax with an equally masterful change in tempo. The synchronicity of their movements was uncanny, as if they shared a single consciousness divided between two powerful bodies.

      Lucius leaned forward, his breath hot against my ear. “Not yet, little Columba,” he whispered, the words for me alone. “The Leo has not given permission.”

      I sobbed as understanding crashed over me like an icy wave. This wasn’t merely about physical domination—it was about controlling my consciousness. Every time Lucius yanked me back from the edge of climax, I could feel my journey to Yggdrasil reversing, the mystical pathways closing before I could traverse them. The branches of the world tree, which had seemed so tantalizingly close moments before, now receded into the distance of my consciousness.

      It was the same problem I’d encountered on the saddle in my cell, but inverted. Where too many orgasms had scattered my vision, making it impossible to focus on any single branch of possible futures, now the deliberate denial of release prevented me from reaching the tree at all. My völva senses fluttered uselessly at the edges of my awareness, like a bird with clipped wings attempting flight.

      “Please,” I gasped again, no longer certain who I was begging—Lucius, Marmareus, or Sven himself. “I need to… I have to…”

      But Lucius only chuckled, a dark sound of satisfaction as he continued his relentless rhythm, bringing me to the edge only to deny me at the crucial moment. My body burned with unfulfilled need, sweat slicking my skin as I strained against the leather restraints. The metal rings securing my cuffs to the bench jangled with my efforts, a counterpoint to the wet sounds of penetration and the harsh breathing that filled the chamber.

      I cast my gaze desperately toward Sven, trying to communicate with my eyes what I couldn’t say aloud. The information about Georgy’s computer virus felt like a physical weight in my mind, pressing against my temples with increasing urgency. If I could only reach Yggdrasil, I knew I could find the right branch, the right future where I could warn Sven properly. But the pathways remained closed, my völva senses muddled.

      “As you can see,” Marmareus said, his voice carrying across the chamber, “the Nymphobi are skilled cocksmen. Trained for years in the arts of pleasure and control.”

      I moaned as Lucius brought me to the edge once again, his massive cock hitting that perfect spot inside me before he deliberately slowed, denying me release with cruel precision. My entire body trembled with frustrated need, sweat trickling down my spine to mingle with the welts from Sven’s punishment.

      “Mary and Camille,” Marmareus continued, his dark eyes moving between Sven and Erik with calculating intensity, “will not be allowed to orgasm until the end of the ritual, once an agreement has been negotiated.”

      The words hit me like a physical blow. My pussy clenched helplessly around Lucius’ invading hardness as I processed their meaning. Not until an agreement was reached? How long would that take? Minutes? Hours? I wasn’t sure I could endure this exquisite torture much longer without breaking.

      “Oh, no,” I moaned, my voice cracking with desperation. “Please… Herra… Leo…”

      The moment the words left my lips, I knew I’d made a mistake. The chamber fell silent except for the wet sounds of the Nymphobi’s continued thrusting. Even they seemed to slow, as if sensing the sudden shift in atmosphere. I felt Lucius pause, his massive cock still buried deep inside me, as all eyes turned toward me.

      Marmareus’ expression changed, his eyes narrowing as he studied me with renewed interest.

      “Is there something you’d like to tell your masters, Mary?” he asked, his voice stern, carrying an undercurrent of danger that made my blood run cold.

      I saw a look of unease flicker across Sven’s face—there and gone in an instant, but unmistakable to one who knew him as intimately as I did. That tiny crack in his impassive mask terrified me more than anything that had happened since our arrival in New York. If Sven was worried, then the situation was truly perilous.

      With a deliberate calm that somehow intensified the menace of the moment, Marmareus reached beneath the obsidian table. When his hand reappeared, it held a sleek black pistol, its surface gleaming dully in the chamber’s ruddy light. Without haste, without drama, he pointed it directly at Sven’s head.

      “I think,” Marmareus said, his voice betraying no emotion whatsoever, “that it’s time we dispensed with the pretense. You are not Pretorian Guard. You are not Groupe Synergistique. And this girl—” he nodded toward me, “—knows something she’s desperate to tell you.”

      My body reacted instinctively, straining against the restraints that bound me to the bench. I managed to thrust my whipped bottom backwards just enough to change the angle of Lucius’s latest thrust so that he hit my g-spot with devastating precision. The sudden, intense pleasure crashed through me, overwhelming the careful control the Nymphobus had maintained over my responses.

      I started to come, my pussy clenching rhythmically around the Nymphobus’ massive cock, my vision blurring as waves of pleasure radiated outward from my core. Though I had caused it, the power of the orgasm took me by surprise, its intensity magnified by the long minutes of denial that had preceded it.

      And in that moment of release, my consciousness expanded, transcending the limitations of my physical form. I went instantly into the branches of Yggdrasil, the cosmic tree unfurling before my inner vision with breathtaking clarity.

      Time seemed to slow, to stretch like warm honey, as I navigated the tangled pathways of possible futures. I saw countless branches spreading before me, each representing a different outcome, a different path forward from this perilous moment. Some led to darkness, to violence and death. Others offered the faintest glimmer of hope, of survival and eventual triumph.

      I moved through them with the instinctive knowledge of a völva, my consciousness drawn inexorably toward the branches that glowed with the greatest potential for balance, for the preservation of what truly mattered. And as I traveled, I saw with perfect clarity what I needed to do.

      It wasn’t the virus I should speak of. No. If I mentioned Georgy’s plan to attack Paris’ power grid, the Pretorian Guard would assume the Sons of Odin had planted it themselves. They would see it as confirmation of their suspicions, as proof that Sven and Erik were agents of chaos rather than of civilization. But… if I could somehow reinforce the two groups’ shared values…

      “Herra,” I cried through the overwhelming ecstasy of my stolen orgasm, “in the Arctic… they’re… they’re building a space station to… to save civilization.”
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      Mary

      

      “What an interesting thing to say,” Marmareus observed coolly. My heart pounded as I watched him lower the gun and place it on the table, with his hand still atop it, as if ready to use it at the slightest sign of resistance from Sven or Erik. “While we figure out what to do about it, Nymphobus Lucius, please punish this naughty Nupta for her illicit orgasm.”

      The sudden emptiness left by Lucius withdrawing from my pussy felt like a physical shock, a void where moments before there had been overwhelming fullness. I barely had time to process the sensation before his massive hand connected with my exposed bottom, the sharp crack of palm against flesh echoing through the chamber like a gunshot.

      “Ah!” I cried out, my body jerking against the restraints that held me bound to the fucking bench. The initial sting bloomed into a spreading heat that radiated outward from the point of impact, awakening the welts Sven had placed there earlier. Before I could recover, Lucius’ hand fell again, landing on the opposite cheek with equal force.

      His left hand gripped my belt with iron strength, holding me steady for his punishment. Each time I instinctively tried to squirm away from the punishing blows, the belt bit into my waist, forcing me back into position. The leather creaked with my desperate movements, the metal rings securing my restraints to the bench jingling in counterpoint to the rhythmic slaps of Lucius’s palm.

      He maintained a deliberate pace—slow, methodical, each spank carefully placed for maximum effect. The Nymphobus said nothing as he disciplined me, his silence somehow more intimidating than any verbal admonishment could have been. There was something terribly impersonal about his punishment, as if I were merely an object to be corrected rather than a person who had transgressed.

      I bit my lip hard, tasting copper as I tried to focus through the building pain. My stolen orgasm had given me a fleeting glimpse of Yggdrasil’s branches, but the connection had been severed the moment Lucius withdrew from me. Now, with each stinging slap against my tender flesh, I struggled to hold onto the clarity I’d briefly attained.

      Beside me, Camille moaned, a desperate, needy sound that spoke of torturous frustration. I turned my head as much as the restraints would allow, catching a glimpse of her flushed face contorted in pleasure-pain as Brutus continued his relentless rhythm, keeping her perpetually on the edge of climax without allowing her to tumble over. Her dark hair clung to her sweat-dampened forehead, her eyes glazed with unsatisfied desire.

      “Please,” she whispered, the word barely audible beneath the sound of Lucius’ palm connecting with my bottom again. “Please, I need…”

      Brutus responded by slowing his thrusts even further, reducing them to a maddening tease that made Camille sob with frustration. The two Nymphobi worked in perfect tandem—one punishing, one denying, both demonstrating absolute control over our bodies and responses.

      Another spank landed on my already burning bottom, harder than the ones before, making tears spring to my eyes. I gasped, the sound catching in my throat as Lucius’ fingertips grazed my swollen pussy.

      In front of us, behind the table, Leo Marmareus seemed content to watch the lewd scene unfold without further comment. Through the haze of my backside’s agony, I understood that the Guardsman had decided to wait for the Sons of Odin to make the next move. Sven and Erik exchanged a glance.

      “Is it true?” Sven asked suddenly, his deep voice cutting through the sounds of my punishment. “The space station in the Arctic?”

      I tried to focus on their conversation through the burning pain radiating from my bottom, each of Lucius’ spanks sending fresh waves of fire across my skin. My tears flowed freely now, dripping onto the leather padding beneath my face.

      Marmareus didn’t answer Sven’s question directly. His dark eyes flickered with something unreadable—calculation, perhaps, or a deeper form of assessment. The silence stretched between them, taut as a bowstring, before he finally spoke.

      “Nymphobus Lucius,” he said, his voice carrying the weight of ancient authority, “this new Nupta requires more significant correction. Fuck her ass to continue her punishment.”

      My heart lurched painfully in my chest at his words. Despite all the violations I’d endured, my anus remained the most intimate, private part of me. The idea of having the Nymphobus fuck me there while my true Herra watched made my heart quail.

      “No,” I whimpered, the word escaping before I could stop it. “Please, I can’t⁠—”

      Lucius’ hand connected with my bottom again, silencing my protest with a particularly vicious spank that made me cry out. I felt him shift his position behind me, felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my smallest entrance. The pressure was insistent but not yet forceful—a prelude to the inevitable invasion.

      From the corner of my eye, I saw Sven rise to his feet in one fluid motion. The ruby-colored robe moved majestically around his powerful frame as he stood, his broad shoulders squared, his stance wide and commanding. He looked every inch the warrior-scholar, the Viking master whose dominance transcended time and culture.

      Marmareus’ hand tightened visibly on the pistol, his knuckles flexing slightly, but very perceptibly. The tension in the chamber thickened, the air between the men seeming to crackle with unspoken threats and calculations. Behind me, Lucius paused, the head of his cock still resting against my anus as he awaited further instruction.

      “For my group,” Sven said, his voice resonating through the chamber with quiet power, “the taking of a bed thrall’s bottom represents the ultimate mastery of her being.”

      He paused, his ice-blue eyes locking with Marmareus’ dark ones across the obsidian table. The moment stretched, pregnant with significance, before Sven continued.

      “And for the first time, I will name my group to you, Leo Marmareus. We are the Sons of Odin, guardians of the ancient ways, preservers of true civilization.”

      A shiver ran through me at his words, at the deliberate claiming of identity after so much careful obfuscation.

      “I believe,” Sven said, his voice carrying a scholarly authority that seemed to fill the vast chamber, “that the Guard calls the fucking of an initiate’s anus the act of civilization.”

      Marmareus’ expression shifted subtly, his dark eyes narrowing with interest rather than suspicion. He inclined his head in a slight nod, his hand still resting casually atop the pistol.

      “That is correct,” he confirmed, his voice carrying the weight of ancient tradition. “The final penetration represents the triumph of rational order over the chaos of nature, of dominant man over submissive woman.”

      My heart pounded against my ribs as I watched this strange negotiation unfold before me. I felt Lucius withdraw slightly, the pressure against my anus easing as he awaited new instructions. My body trembled with a confusing mixture of relief and anticipation, the welts on my bottom throbbing in time with my racing pulse.

      “In that case,” Sven continued, his eyes finding mine across the chamber, “to demonstrate that as Sons of Odin, Erik and I know how to civilize and tame brilliant young women like Mary and Camille, I think I should punish Mary anally, while Erik demonstrates the loving use of a girl’s anus by fucking Camille’s ass.”

      The words sent a shock of electricity through my entire body. All that had happened, all the humiliations and violations I had endured, couldn’t keep the prospect of being taken anally by Sven—my true Herra, my master—here in the sanctuary of the enemy from making my pulse quicken and my pussy clench with renewed desire. To be reclaimed by him in the most intimate way possible, to have him mark me as his own before these men who had used me for purposes opposed to Sven’s… the thought was terrifying and thrilling in equal measure.

      Marmareus looked up at him, clearly puzzled by this unexpected proposal. His hand remained on the gun, his fingers curled around its grip with casual readiness. The chamber had grown unnaturally quiet, the only sounds my labored breathing and Camille’s soft whimpers as Brutus continued to hold her on the edge of release.

      “What are you up to, Sven?” Marmareus asked calmly, his voice betraying nothing but mild curiosity. “If you would like to let Mary whisper something into your ear, I have no objection, though of course it will only mean that I can drag the information out of you, if I fail to get it from Mary.”

      The casual cruelty of his words made me shiver. I remembered all too well the methods the Guard had employed to try to extract information from me—the diabolical saddle, the mastix, the relentless stimulation that had left me sobbing and broken. The thought of Sven enduring the masculine version of that treatment made my blood run cold.

      Sven smiled then, his gaze holding mine with an intensity that seemed to reach across the space between us and touch something deep within my soul. In that moment, I thought I understood what he intended.

      “No,” Sven said, his voice carrying that perfect blend of authority and reassurance that made my inner walls clench with longing. “I merely want you Guardsmen to see the matter as we see it. Come with us, and enjoy our bed thralls’ mouths as we fuck their bottoms. I feel sure we’ll be able to resolve this impasse.”

      My heart leapt in my chest as the realization bloomed within me. Of course—Sven wanted to send me to Yggdrasil one more time, with him inside me, so that I could figure out what to do with my intel about the virus. I knew Sven didn’t know the nature of the intel, but he knew I knew something important, something that might shift the balance of power in this dangerous game.

      When Sven fucked my ass, the intensity of the sensation would trigger my völva senses. The exquisite pain-pleasure of that most intimate invasion would open the pathways to the cosmic tree, would allow me to see which branch of possible futures we needed to follow. The realization made me tremble with a mixture of anticipation and fear.

      Marmareus appeared bemused by the suggestion, his dark eyes calculating as they moved from Sven to Erik and back again. After a moment of consideration, he nodded, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

      “An intriguing proposition,” he said, rising from his seat with fluid grace. “Very well. Let us observe your methods.”

      Erik had already stood, his powerful frame imposing beneath the ceremonial robe. He moved toward Camille with purposeful strides, his expression a perfect mask of controlled desire. I watched him approach my sister völva, saw the mixture of fear and relief that crossed her features as she recognized that her true master would now reclaim her.

      Marmareus stood, adjusting his robe with casual elegance. “Nymphobi,” he commanded, “you have permission to enjoy Nupta Cassandra and Nupta Viola while our guests demonstrate their mastery.”

      I watched, pussy clenching, as Lucius and Brutus led Cassandra and Viola to just in front of the table, the Nymphobi’s cocks still shining from my and Camille’s pussies. The Nuptae dropped to their knees with practiced grace, their mouths opening to receive the massive organs that had so recently been inside Camille and me. The sight was obscene yet mesmerizing—the perfect synchronicity of their movements, the way they took the enormous cocks into their throats without apparent hesitation or discomfort.

      Sven and Erik walked behind Camille and me, their bare footsteps soft against the stone floor. My heart hammered against my ribs as I felt Sven’s presence behind me, the heat of his body radiating through the space between us. I whimpered as he spread my bottom cheeks, his touch so different from Lucius’—familiar, even comforting despite the distressing idea that my Herra meant to punish me with his huge cock, while Camille experienced a much gentler reunion with hers.

      I heard Camille moan as Erik began to fuck her bottom gently. The sound of her pleasure-pain sent shivers down my spine, a prelude to what awaited me at Sven’s hands. I felt his powerful presence behind me, his breath warm against my neck as he positioned himself. His fingers spread my cheeks wider, exposing my most intimate opening to his gaze.

      “Such a beautiful flower,” he murmured, his voice pitched for my ears alone. “So perfect for a man’s pleasure.”

      I felt the broad head of his cock press against my puckered entrance, slick with something—oil of consecration, surely, courtesy of Marmareus, which my master must have applied while I was distracted by the scene before me. The pressure built steadily, inexorably, as he pushed forward with deliberate restraint.

      Then came the burning stretch as my body yielded to his invasion. I cried out, the sound torn from my throat by the exquisite agony of penetration. Sven’s cock felt enormous inside me, stretching the tight ring of muscle beyond what felt natural. Unlike Marmareus and the Nymphobi, who had seemed to use my body with casual force, Sven’s possession carried the weight of ownership, of reclamation.

      “That’s it,” he growled, his voice dropping to that register that made my inner walls clench with recognition. “Take me, lille en. Take all of me.”
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      Sven

      

      I pushed my cock deeper into Mary’s adorable little røvhul. My gorgeous völva let out a sob, as if the searing sensation had intensified almost past her breaking point. I could feel her trying to control her reactions, to relax into the invasion as she’d been taught. I watched as her fingers curled into fists against the leather padding of the bench, her knuckles white with tension.

      Then, as I knew I must, I abandoned gentleness. I gripped Mary’s hips with bruising force and began to fuck her whipped, spank-reddened bottom roughly, each powerful thrust driving my cock deeper into the narrow passage of her thoroughly punished ass. My lovely bed thrall’s back arched, and she strained against the complex set of leather restraints the Pretorian Guard so obviously favored for the training of new acquisitions.

      I could sense how Mary’s pain had begun to blossom into something more complex, a mixture of sensation that threatened to overwhelm her consciousness. Her sweet, ambiguous cries echoed off the stone walls of the chamber, mingling with Camille’s softer moans as Erik continued his more measured penetration of his own bed thrall’s bottom.

      Good, I thought. I need you overwhelmed, your adorable fisse empty and aching.

      The ways of the völur remained mysterious—even to the wise women themselves. But certain things, we knew, had greater potential to unlock true, extensive, saving visions. The kind of orgasm I now meant to force on Mary, with her Herra’s hardness in her backside, had the chance to render everything clear to her in a way that I knew even my intellect couldn’t see.

      There was great danger here, in the heart of the Pretorian Guard’s Mithraeum—perhaps so great that Mary wouldn’t be able to find a way out, as far as she might search the branches of Yggdrasil for one. Matthew Apollis might like us, even admire us—but if he decided he had to kill all four of us, I knew with absolute certainty that he would.

      I knew it because I would do the same myself, if our positions were somehow reversed. Somehow, though, I had a confidence beyond reason that Mary O’Toole was the exact girl, the exact völva, who could find a solution.

      Through a haze of dominant pleasure that clouded my vision and my mind a little, I saw Matthew move to stand before the fucking benches. He had opened his ceremonial robe fully, revealing a body sculpted by years of disciplined training. His sizable cock jutted proudly from a nest of dark curls. He positioned himself between Mary and Camille, close enough that I felt Mary tense, as if his masculine scent had filled her nostrils.

      “Taste me,” the Guardsman commanded, his voice carrying that same quiet authority that he had used since our meeting at the airport.

      I lifted my gaze to his face, searching for some clue as to what game Marmareus meant to play, how he intended to counter my gesture. His dark eyes revealed nothing but calm expectation. I continued my relentless rhythm, my hands gripping the belt that bound Mary to the bench beneath me. Each thrust made the wood of the bench creak, and drew a cry from my little völva.

      “Obey him, lille en,” I commanded. “You girls are vessels of your masters’ mutual interests. In sharing you, we grow closer to one another.”
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      Mary

      

      I gasped, my body trembling between the two men who now claimed me from opposite ends. Pain and pleasure mingled as I stretched my neck forward to obey Marmareus’ command, even as Sven continued his relentless assault on my bottom’s too-full hole. My confused brain found in the discomfort in my anus a stern command from my master—to make my lips soft for Marmareus’ enjoyment as they parted to accept the Leo’s impressive manhood.

      The head of his cock brushed against my mouth, warm and smooth, carrying a faint saltiness that made my pulse quicken with shameful arousal. I darted my tongue out to taste him, to wet my lips before taking him inside. My mind reeled at the sheer humiliation of it all—bound to a fucking bench, my bottom impaled on my Herra’s massive hardness while another man, an enemy, used my mouth for his pleasure.

      “You both have remarkable control over your bed thralls,” Marmareus observed, his voice steady amid the pleasure I knew he must be feeling as I took him deeper into my mouth. “The Sons of Odin clearly do understand the fundamental truth: the good that rises from masculine dominance.”

      I tried desperately to sort through the thoughts and emotions the Guardsman’s words had evoked in me. On the surface, they suggested the commonality I had observed from the beginning: these groups should not be enemies despite their different approaches to the saving of the world. In Marmareus’ tone, however, I had heard a note of regret that I knew could only mean that the Guardsman intended to use that gun on all four of us, unless we could present some clear, continuing value to him.

      “It would seem the Guard has preserved these truths for millennia,” Erik replied from behind Camille. “As have we, in our own tradition.”

      I felt Sven’s rhythm change, his thrusts becoming more deliberate, more precise. Each powerful stroke seemed calculated to drive me toward some precipice I couldn’t yet see. The pain of his invasion had begun to transform, melting into a strange, burning pleasure that radiated outward from my stretched and aching hole.

      “Look,” Marmareus instructed the others, his fingers tangling in my hair to hold my face still as he withdrew from my mouth. “See how the Nymphobi use our Nuptae.”

      I glanced forward, my vision blurred with unshed tears, to see Lucius and Brutus bending Cassandra and Viola over the obsidian table. The Nuptae assumed the position with practiced grace, their faces bent downward as if in respect, their graceful bodies still and poised for their impending use. The Nymphobi positioned themselves behind the girls, their massive cocks gleaming from the Nuptae’s mouths.

      “Magnificent,” Marmareus murmured as the Nymphobi thrust forward in perfect unison, burying themselves to the hilt in one smooth motion. Cassandra and Viola gasped in harmony, their bodies accepting the invasion with well-trained ease. “Such an inspiring sight.”

      Marmareus stepped back in front of me, his powerful body blocking my view of the Nymphobi fucking the Nuptae. He slid his cock back into my mouth as Sven continued his relentless rhythm inside my bottom. The dual penetration made me feel impossibly full, overused, floating free of my body. My mind struggled to process the overwhelming sensations as these two powerful men shared my body—one my true master, the other a dangerous stranger who might yet decide to kill us all, and yet a man whose authority I couldn’t help instinctively recognizing.

      Sven’s right hand suddenly released its grip on my belt. I felt his fingers slide beneath my hip, searching with unerring precision for the center of my need. When they found my swollen, neglected pussy, I moaned around Marmareus’ thickness, the vibration of my voice making the Leo groan in response.

      “Have you been a naughty girl, Mary?” Sven asked, his voice carrying that stern tone that never failed to make me tremble. His fingers pressed against my clit, circling it with devastating skill even as his cock continued to stretch my anus terribly. “Have you let strangers fuck you?”

      I couldn’t answer with my mouth full of Marmareus’ manhood, but my body responded for me, clenching around Sven’s invading hardness. Tears spilled down my cheeks, not from pain, but from the overwhelming intensity of it all—the physical sensations, the emotional complexity, the desperate need to reach Yggdrasil and find the right path forward.

      “Did you hear information you weren’t supposed to know?” Sven continued, his fingers working my clit with maddening precision. “Information that could change everything?”

      The question sent a jolt through me. He did know. Yes, my Herra had understood that I had uncovered something vital during my captivity at Beaumont’s chateau. The realization made my heart swell with renewed faith in him, in us, in the connection that transcended mere words.

      Sven seized my pussy then, his huge hand engulfing my most intimate flesh with possessive mastery. The sudden, complete claiming of my core—coupled with the continued assault on my bottom and the rhythmic invasion of my mouth—sent me hurtling toward the edge of consciousness. My body trembled on the precipice of the most intense orgasm I’d ever experienced, every nerve ending alight with sensation.

      “Come for me,” Sven commanded, his voice brooking no disobedience. “Come now, lille en.”

      The climax crashed through me with the force of a tidal wave, obliterating all conscious thought. I came so hard that the world seemed to shatter around me, fragmenting into countless shards of sensation and meaning. My pussy clenched rhythmically against Sven’s commanding grip, my body convulsing with pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

      And I found myself instantly in the branches of Yggdrasil.

      The cosmic tree unfurled before my inner vision, its massive trunk anchoring the nine worlds, its branches extending infinitely in all directions. Time lost its meaning.

      Distantly, I felt Marmareus pull his cock from my mouth, and lift it so that he could present his balls for my shameful attention. As I traveled the boughs of Yggdrasil, I realized I had started to kiss the Guardsman’s scrotum tenderly, respectfully, even lovingly.

      Because I could see the branch I must travel, along which I must bring them all. It began with making Marmareus’ balls feel good, and then…

      I would belong to both of them—Sven first, but Marmareus also. Matthew. I knew his real name, suddenly, because that was there on the branch as well: Matthew Apollis, Leo Marmareus. Had I heard someone whisper it? Was it somehow the only name that made sense for him? Or did I, as a völva, truly have some supernatural ability?

      It didn’t matter: I must make Matthew want me, and I must make certain that when I disclosed the existence of the virus, I did it with the correct words, for the wrong words would kill us all.

      To my right, a few feet away, I heard the pitch of Camille’s moans rise, their volume growing too; my sister would come soon, just as I was still coming. Even as I continued to kiss Matthew’s balls with reverent attention, I heard Camille cry out, her voice echoing through the cavernous chamber.

      “Paris…” she gasped, the single word laden with portent.

      My heart lurched painfully against my ribs. How had she known? I’d never told her about the virus, about what I’d overheard in Beaumont’s study. Yet somehow, her völva insight had pierced the veil, had uncovered the secret I’d been desperate to share with Sven.

      Marmareus pulled his scrotum away from my mouth abruptly, his dark eyes narrowing with sudden interest as they fixed on Camille’s trembling form.

      “Yes, Camille?” he asked, his voice deceptively casual despite the tension I could see coiling in his powerful frame. “What about Paris?”

      Time seemed to slow, to stretch like honey in sunlight. I remained suspended between worlds—my physical body impaled on Sven’s massive cock, my consciousness soaring through the branches of the cosmic tree. Along one branch, I saw with perfect clarity what would happen if I spoke the truth too plainly: Matthew, raising the gun with fluid grace, putting bullets through Sven’s and Erik’s heads before either could react. The vision was so vivid I could smell the acrid scent of gunpowder, could see the spray of blood against the stone wall behind them.

      But along another branch… yes, there it was. The path we needed to follow, glowing with potential, with possibility. I saw myself speaking, saw the words form and take flight, saw them land with precision in the exact right place.

      I started speaking, like a völva, straight out of the trance state created by my orgasm. My voice sounded strange to my own ears—deeper, resonant with ancient knowledge, with the power that flowed through the branches of Yggdrasil and into my trembling form.

      “Herra… the Russian… Georgy… they put a virus in the Paris grid.”

      The whole scene froze.

      Sven’s cock remained buried deep in my ass, but his hips stilled, his hand still cupping my pussy possessively. Erik’s rhythm inside Camille faltered, then stopped altogether. Even the Nymphobi paused in their use of Cassandra and Viola, the tableau of debauchery momentarily suspended as my words hung in the air like smoke.

      Matthew’s expression shifted minutely, his dark eyes calculating as they moved from my face to Sven’s, then back again. With deliberate calm, he pulled his handheld from the pocket of his robe. The sleek black device gleamed in the chamber’s ruddy light.

      The Leo tapped the screen. He held the device to his ear.

      “Did you get that?” he said. “Good… Yes, I think we have a new ally. Keep me posted.”
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      A week later I stood beside Camille, my bare feet warm on the polished stone floor of the vast underground cavern—just as they had felt in the New York Mithraeum, but now I knew why. The eternal flame blazed even here, above the Arctic Circle. The space was enormous—cathedral-like in its proportions, with a ceiling that soared at least a hundred feet above us. Deep though we were beneath the frozen tundra of the coast of Hudson Bay, the air felt pleasantly warm against my naked skin, the geothermal heat pumps working silently to maintain a comfortable temperature throughout the sprawling facility. The heavy coats we had worn aboard the ship, and then the helicopter that had brought us here, seemed a distant memory.

      “And this,” Matthew said, gesturing toward the center of the cavern where workers in white jumpsuits moved with purposeful efficiency around a skeletal framework of gleaming metal, “is where we’re constructing the primary habitation module for Athena.”

      I gazed in wonder at the beginnings of humanity’s salvation. The structure reminded me a little of pictures I’d seen of the abandoned International Space Station, but on a much grander scale—curved segments, their compartments and corridors clearly designed to house hundreds, perhaps thousands of people. The metal gleamed under the powerful lights suspended from the cavern ceiling, the workers appearing almost ant-like in comparison to the massive scale of what they were building.

      “It’s incredible,” I whispered, my voice hushed with genuine awe. “How long have you been working on this?”

      “The Pretorian Guard began planning Athena nearly seventy years ago,” Matthew replied, his big hand coming to rest lightly on the small of my back. The casual possessiveness of the touch made me shiver, a reminder of my new status as a possession shared between two dominant men and their clandestine organizations. “The excavation of this facility began at the end of the last century, under the guise of a classified military installation.”

      I nodded, conscious of Sven’s watchful gaze. Since the Sons of Odin’s agreement with the Pretorian Guard, I had become Matthew’s property as well as Sven’s—a living embodiment of the alliance between the two ancient orders. My body served as both the seal on their pact and, at times, even the conduit through which information flowed between them. It still seemed a strange arrangement, one that would have terrified me mere months ago. It also felt strangely right, after all that had happened—as if I had found my true purpose in the service of not one but two powerful men.

      “Have you heard about Yvette and Amélie?” Camille asked suddenly, her voice bright with excitement as she turned to me. “Erik got a message from Aksel yesterday.”

      I smiled, grateful for the momentary distraction from the weight of what we were witnessing. “Yes! Sven showed me the message. They’re both pregnant!” I couldn’t keep the note of wistful longing from my voice. Despite the enormity of our mission, despite the looming collapse of civilization as we knew it, something in me yearned for that most fundamental of female experiences.

      “I can’t believe they’re going to be mothers,” Camille said, her dark eyes dancing with delight. “Do you think they’ll have girls or boys?”

      “The Sons of Odin tend to father sons,” Erik said, his hand coming to rest on Camille’s back just as Matthew’s had on mine. I looked over my shoulder at Sven, feeling my brow cloud as I beamed my plea into his eyes. Smiling, my first Herra stepped forward and rubbed my neck the way only he knew how.

      Camille turned toward Erik, her eyes shining with something that made my heart catch in my throat—a yearning so primal, so feminine that it transcended our bizarre circumstances.

      “Are you going to put a baby in me, Herra?” she asked, her voice soft but direct, the question hanging in the air like a fragile offering.

      Erik’s weathered face softened, creases appearing at the corners of his eyes as a rare, genuine smile transformed his usually stern expression. He drew Camille against his side, his large hand spanning her narrow waist with casual possessiveness.

      “I’d like to do that as soon as possible, lille en,” he said, his deep voice carrying a tenderness I hadn’t often heard from him. “The Sons of Odin value children above all else. They are our future, our legacy.”

      Heat flooded my cheeks as Sven’s hand moved from my neck to my bottom, his palm warm and firm against my bare flesh. He squeezed gently, the pressure both reassuring and unmistakably possessive. The unspoken message in his touch was clear: I, too, would carry his child when he decided the time was right. The thought sent a confusing mixture of emotions swirling through me—terror at bringing a child into a world on the brink of collapse, yet also a deep, primal yearning to create life with this man who had claimed me so completely that he could even share me with his erstwhile enemy.

      My pussy clenched involuntarily at the thought, and I knew Sven felt the subtle shift in my body. His ice-blue eyes darkened with knowing amusement, his fingers tracing small, maddening circles on the curve of my bottom. The intimacy of the gesture, performed so casually in front of the others, made my blush deepen further.

      Desperate to redirect the conversation away from my body’s mortifying responses, I gestured toward the skeletal framework of the space station rising before us.

      “When do you think it will actually be launched?” I asked, my voice slightly higher than normal. “It looks like there’s still so much work to be done.”

      Matthew’s expression grew somber, the momentary lightness fading from his face. He led us toward a raised observation platform at the edge of the cavern, where digital displays showed various aspects of the project in meticulous detail.

      “The economic collapse has entered an unpredictable phase,” he said, his tone shifting to that of the analyst, the strategist, rather than the dominant male who had claimed shared ownership of my body. “Our models suggest things will eventually become very bad—worse than most people can imagine.”

      He activated one of the displays with a wave of his hand, bringing up a map of North America overlaid with pulsing red zones and arrows indicating movement patterns.

      “The United States as we know it will cease to exist,” he continued, his voice matter-of-fact though his words sounded frankly apocalyptic. “The country will fracture into territories governed by warlords—some corporate, some military, some religious. Through it all, even if we must abandon the New York Mithraeum, as it seems will be necessary, this facility will remain as a beacon of civilization’s highest aspirations, especially with the assistance of the new alliance between the Guard and the Sons of Odin.”

      I studied the shifting patterns on the display, the reality of what we faced hitting me with renewed force. The virus that Georgy had planned to unleash on Paris’ power grid had been only the beginning—a test run for what would become widespread chaos as society’s foundations crumbled. Thanks to the information I’d provided, the Guard had been able to neutralize that specific threat, but the larger collapse remained inevitable.

      “The Guard’s analysts estimate it will be between fifty and a hundred years before we can safely launch station Athena without interference from a government able to stop the effort,” Matthew continued, his fingers tracing the trajectory lines on another display. “In the meantime, we will work together to make life livable for as many people as we can.”

      I nodded, understanding the enormity of what he was saying. The space station wouldn’t save everyone—couldn’t save everyone. But it represented hope, a seed of civilization that might one day blossom anew, either in orbit or upon a healed Earth. Until then, our task was to preserve what we could of humanity’s knowledge, its culture, its highest achievements.

      “Mary,” Sven said, his voice drawing my attention away from the displays, “you have a special role to play as the possession both of me and of Matthew.”

      I turned to face him, conscious of my nakedness before these fully clothed men. The leather collar around my neck felt suddenly heavier, the symbol of my submission to not one but two masters. In the week since our arrival at Athena base, I had been kept naked at all times, my Columba’s leathers tucked away in my suitcase to be used for discipline and pleasure by my masters as they chose, but the collar had remained.

      “The Guard needs your völva skills,” Matthew explained, his dark eyes serious as they held mine. “You present a different view on events from that of our analysts. Your connection to Yggdrasil offers insights our most sophisticated models cannot provide.”

      I swallowed hard, both humbled and terrified by the responsibility being placed upon my shoulders. My ability to navigate the branches of the world tree remained unpredictable, dependent on states of consciousness I couldn’t always control. Yet these men—these powerful, dominant men—were building their alliance partly around my visions.

      “I understand that you will have childbearing and childrearing to do, as befits your role as Sven’s bed thrall, first and foremost,” Matthew continued, his tone softening slightly. His hand moved from my back to my belly, resting there with gentle possessiveness. “That is important work, essential to our long-term survival.”

      The touch sent a shiver through me, a mixture of fear and anticipation at the thought of carrying a child—Sven’s child, for that represented a part of the arrangement. When the time came for my breeding, I would return to Rouen.

      “Even through those circumstances, when the time comes,” Sven said, his eyes holding mine with an intensity that made my heart flutter, “Mary will be available when possible to assist in coordinating the efforts of our two groups.”

      I nodded, accepting the weight of responsibility that had been placed upon my shoulders. In the span of mere weeks, I had transformed from a confused college student into something I still struggled to fully comprehend—a völva, a vessel, a connection between ancient powers and modern men who sought to preserve civilization through the coming darkness.

      Matthew led us away from the observation platform, through a series of gleaming corridors that branched off from the main cavern. Despite being deep underground, there was no sense of claustrophobia, no hint of the crushing weight of earth above us. Instead, the space felt open, almost airy, as if the architects had somehow defied the very nature of the Arctic tundra above us—civilization in the face of nature’s wild challenges.

      We passed several workers who nodded respectfully to Matthew and Sven, their eyes carefully averted from Camille’s and my naked forms. I had grown somewhat accustomed to my nudity in the presence of clothed others over the past week, but still felt the familiar heat of embarrassment warming my cheeks and chest. The contrast between our bare skin and the practical, utilitarian clothing of those around us never failed to bring to mind my status—as a woman and as a living symbol of my masters’ dominance, always available for their use.

      The residential section of the facility was more warmly appointed than the industrial areas we had toured. The stark functionality gave way to a subtle luxury—not ostentatious, but comfortable. Carpeting softened our footsteps, and the walls had been painted in soft, muted tones.

      “These will be your quarters during your stay,” Matthew said, gesturing toward a set of doors spaced evenly along the hallway. “Erik and Camille here, Sven and Mary next door, and I’m just across the hall should you need anything.”

      The arrangement made my pulse quicken slightly. The proximity of Matthew’s quarters to ours was no coincidence, I knew. Though I belonged first and foremost to Sven, the sharing of my body with Matthew was part of the agreement that bound our groups together. The thought sent a confused shiver of anticipation and apprehension down my spine.

      Erik guided Camille into their assigned quarters with a gentle hand on her lower back. She cast a quick glance at me over her shoulder, her dark eyes communicating a mixture of excitement and nervousness that I understood perfectly. We had traveled so far together, my sister völva and I, from that first bewildering encounter beneath Rouen, to Beaumont’s chateau, to New York, and finally to this strange new reality beneath the frozen north.

      Matthew’s hand brushed mine, the brief contact sending an electric tingle across my skin. “I’ll leave you to rest,” he said, his dark eyes holding mine for a moment longer than necessary before he turned and crossed the hall to his own quarters. The door slid shut behind him with a soft pneumatic hiss, leaving Sven and me alone in the corridor.

      Sven reached past me to press his palm against the scanner beside our assigned door. It slid open silently, revealing a surprisingly spacious suite beyond. Though not lavish by surface-world standards, the accommodations were far more comfortable than I had expected for an underground facility at the edge of the world. A king-sized bed dominated one wall. Soft lighting illuminated the space, casting a warm glow that made the utilitarian design feel almost homey.

      As the door closed behind us, sealing us into our private sanctuary, I felt the atmosphere between us shift. The public personas we had maintained throughout the tour—his as the diplomatic representative of the Sons of Odin, mine as the shared possession that symbolized their alliance—fell away like discarded garments. Here, in this space that was ours alone, we could be simply Sven and Mary, master and bed thrall, Herra and völva.

      Without conscious thought, I sank to my knees before him, the plush carpet cushioning my descent. The position felt right, felt natural—an acknowledgment of the bond between us that had begun with my foolish attempt to seduce the man who had made me so thoroughly his. My heart fluttered in my chest as I gazed up at him, taking in the powerful lines of his body, the broad shoulders that had carried the weight of his ancient order’s survival through these tumultuous days.

      His eyes darkened as they met mine, the corners of his mouth lifting in a smile that made my pulse race. There was tenderness in that smile, yes, but also something primal, something possessive that made my pussy clench with anticipation. This was my Herra, the man who had claimed me so completely that he could share me with another and yet never lose his place in my heart.

      “My little völva,” he murmured, his voice carrying that perfect blend of affection and authority that never failed to send shivers down my spine. “You’ve done so well these past days.”

      His praise warmed me from within, melting something tight and anxious that had coiled in my chest since our arrival at Athena base. The weight of what we had witnessed—the skeletal framework of humanity’s last hope rising from the frozen earth, the maps showing the inevitable collapse of the world as we knew it—had left me feeling small, insignificant in the face of such monumental forces. Yet here, kneeling before my master, I found my center again.

      “Thank you, Herra,” I whispered, my voice catching slightly with emotion. “I’m trying to be worthy of your trust.”

      His hand reached down to cup my cheek, the callused palm warm against my skin. I leaned into the touch, my eyes drifting closed for a moment as I savored the simple pleasure of contact with Sven’s strong body.

      I looked up at him, my heart quickening at the familiar sound of his zipper. His strong fingers worked methodically, opening his trousers with unhurried confidence. When he finally freed his hardening cock, I felt my breath catch in my throat. No matter how many times I had seen it, tasted it, felt it inside me, the sight of my Herra’s manhood never failed to inspire a mixture of awe and desire that left me trembling.

      It jutted proudly from the nest of golden curls at his groin, thickening visibly under my reverent gaze. The broad head glistened slightly with the first pearl of his arousal, the prominent veins along the shaft standing in stark relief against the pale skin. My mouth watered at the sight, my body responding with a surge of wetness between my thighs.

      “Is this what you need, lille en?” he asked, his voice dropping to that register that seemed to bypass my ears entirely and vibrate directly against my clit.

      I swallowed hard, my tongue darting out to moisten suddenly dry lips. “Yes, Herra,” I whispered, the words emerging breathier than I’d intended. “Please. Let me please you.”

      I paused, gathering my courage before adding the request that had been burning in my mind since our arrival at Athena base. I wanted to see more, to travel the branches further and see where they took me. I had learned so much—but there remained so much more to know.

      “And…” I breathed. “If I’m… a, you know… a good little slut… send me to Yggdrasil?”
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