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Chapter One 
“Bring the captive here.” The deep voice sent a shiver through Kira’s bones but she refused to bow her head even as the enemy soldiers dragged her roughly forward. They threw her at the foot of the painted stone throne and she stumbled, shredding the diaphanous silk of her gown and skinning her knees and the palms of her hands on the rough steps that led to the seat of power. 
Kira bit her lip against the stinging in her palms and knees and blinked back the warm tears that threatened to well up in her golden-hazel eyes. To distract herself she stared around the throne room, which was bigger than she had expected, and at the throne itself. The huge chair was carved with strange beasts and monstrous gods. 
Blood-red tongues lolled from between sharpened white teeth and cruel black eyes stared at her, eager for her pain. 
Kira took a deep breath. She had long known that the barbarians who inhabited the lowlands beneath the holy mountain worshipped all manner of filth but she had never expected to encounter such a graphic depiction. She and her sisters, the other priestesses who lived on the holy mountain, worshipped only the one true goddess—
the mother of all life who had created them all. But the barbarians who were their nearest neighbors couldn’t be expected to know that they were blasphemers—after all, most of their pitiful excuse for a society was composed of men. 
Men like the one who was standing above her now, giving her an inscrutable look from his cold gray eyes. Kira wished, not for the first time, that she was wearing something more substantial that the filmy ceremonial robes she had been traveling in. 
The thin white material of her gown was almost see-through, clearly showing her full breasts and tight pink nipples as well as the plump lips of her newly shaved cunt. Those gray eyes taking a leisurely tour of her body made her feel even more naked than she 4 
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had before. But instead of dropping her eyes and blushing, Kira stared back, studying her captor as well. 
He was dressed in black cloth that outlined his muscular chest and a wolf fur was draped casually across his broad shoulders. It was pinned with a silver broach set with a single dark garnet, so red it was almost black. He had thick black hair and he was tall—taller than any of the tame males the head priestess, who was Kira’s aunt, kept in a small village behind the temple. They were used mostly for heavy labor and occasionally for breeding purposes. It was the duty of every child of the goddess to attempt to bring new life into the world at least once a year. When they weren’t in use, the males were mostly content to lie in their cots and breathe the dream smoke from the special fires the priestesses kept burning in their village. Kira had seen them, lying with their eyes half closed, happy expressions on their stupid faces as they slept the day away. 
But the man who was standing above her looked anything but sleepy or stupid. In fact, he wore a disturbingly intelligent expression on his sharp, hawklike features. The way he was looking at her reminded Kira of a bird of prey eying a small helpless animal it intended to devour. 
“So this is the one,” he murmured in that deep voice that made her shiver. The captain of the guards who had pushed her roughly to her knees nodded. 
“This is the one the prophesy speaks of, my lord, I am certain. You have only to look at her eyes to see it—golden as the sunset, just like the ancient texts say.” 
“Prophesy? What prophesy?” Kira spoke for the first time, boldly addressing her questions to the tall man with the gray eyes. He frowned but answered her. 
“There is a prophesy written by the scribes of yesteryear that one would come—a priestess from the mountaintop who was born in the first month of the year in the winter snows. One who has hair as red as blood and eyes as golden as the sunset.” He leaned down to look into Kira’s eyes. “You have the eyes and the hair, my lady. Were you also born in the snows of winter?” 
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Kira was too proud to lie and besides, she had the strangest feeling that the man with the cold gray eyes would know if she wasn’t telling the truth. She swallowed hard and nodded. 
“I was indeed born this first month of the year. My mother was out gathering bark for an infusion when her labor pains struck. So quickly did they come upon her that I was born there in the snowy forest before she could return to our city.” Kira frowned. 
“When your men captured me I was on my way to our temple for my yearly conception ceremony on this, my twentieth and second birthday, which is the year after my coming of age. But I don’t see why my birth month or the color of my eyes and hair should have special significance to you or your people.” 
“You have great significance indeed,” the man with gray eyes told her gravely. 
“The prophesy foretells that when such a woman appears she must be joined to the leader of our people. Only then will the rift between our nations be healed.” 
“There is no rift,” Kira scoffed, lifting her chin. “Or none that the servants of the one true goddess wish to be healed, at any rate. We stay far from your benighted lands lest you infect us with your ignorance. We are perfectly happy living as we are and have no need of any of your worthless, headstrong men among us. So you can tell your leader, whoever the idiot is, that I want none of him.” 
The man’s frown deepened and he made an elaborate bow. “I am the leader of my people, proud little priestess. You may call me Therik. And I am afraid you have no choice in the matter. For join we must and will.” He leaned down and cupped her chin gently in one calloused palm, his gray eyes holding hers. “Do you begin to understand what I mean?” 
Kira shivered at his touch and felt her nipples tighten in fear beneath her thin gown. 
She understood his meaning, all right. He meant to have her between her legs—meant to plunder her hidden treasures and force his thick cock into her tender cunt. She had heard tales from other priestesses who had been captured before, stories of how they were forced to endure being spread open and fucked until the men who had captured 6 
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them had their fill. Indeed, it had happened to her best friend Senna not once but three times and each time she had come back from the encounter, her pussy ravaged and dripping with cum from the strange men who had caught her unawares in the forest. 
What had happened to her friend was a fate too horrible to be imagined and yet Kira couldn’t help picturing it in her mind, couldn’t help imagining herself pinned beneath this man’s muscular bulk with his cock buried deep in her pussy. Would he ride her hard until he filled her cunt with his cum? Or would he be gentle, as Senna had claimed the barbarian men sometimes were, and try to prolong the experience? 
“Well?” His voice, soft but forceful, interrupted her frightening fantasy. He was nothing like the tame males of the village she was used to, this Therik. He was powerful and frightening and staring into his eyes as he spoke to her in that deep, quiet voice seemed to do strange things to her insides. But despite her trembling nerves, Kira refused to look away. 
“I understand you perfectly. But I…I do not fear you,” she told him, willing her voice not to tremble too much. 
For the first time a smile spread over his face, making his hawklike features almost handsome. “Of course you do, little priestess. But there is no need for you to. I swear to you now that every touch, every kiss, every caress between us will be nothing but pleasure.” 
Kira felt her heart jump in her chest and jerked her chin away from his hand. “That is impossible. I want nothing to do with you. If you are determined to have your way with me you’ll have to take me by force.” 
Therik frowned again, his sharp features becoming so stern he was almost frightening. “Are you daring me to rape you, little priestess? To spread your legs and force my cock inside you even as you beg me to stop? Do you want me to fuck you hard and deep—to take you roughly instead of with care as I had planned? Think carefully—
is that what you truly want?” 
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Blood was rushing in her ears so loudly she could barely hear and her mouth was suddenly dry but somehow Kira managed to answer. “I want to be left alone. Let me go back to the holy mountain and the worship of the one true goddess unmolested. That is all I ask.” 
Therik shook his head. “I am afraid that is one request I cannot grant. But I can promise you pleasure rather than pain.” He turned to the captain of his guards who had been standing quietly by with his men watching the scene between them. “Turl, the box.” 
“At once, my lord.” The captain ran from the throne room, his boots echoing in the vast space, and returned almost immediately. In his hand was a flat, intricately carved wooden box. He handed it reverently to Therik as though it contained a great treasure. 
“Good.” Therik opened the box slowly and carefully. Despite her fear and anger, Kira couldn’t help looking with interest at what lay within on a bed of black silk. 
It was a necklace—no, a collar. A beautiful piece of work, it was etched with flowing ancient runes she could not read. In the center of the silver a deep red stone was set, a garnet that matched the one at Therik’s throat. It was the stone of her birth month, Kira knew, but she had no idea what other significance it might have. Could it have to do with the blasphemous magic the barbarians practiced? 
“What is that?” she asked, fear building in her as she eyed the intricate collar. 
“We call it Antha d’Ledon—the collar of willing submission. It was forged in the fires of the gods in a time past knowing. And as long as you are here within my palace you will wear it.” Therik handed the box to one of the guards and leaned down to place the collar around Kira’s neck. She gasped when the cool metal touched her skin and wanted to jerk away. But there was no use fighting him—she was certain he would do anything he wanted to her and making her wear the strange collar was only the first step. Therik finished fastening the thin band with its dark garnet around her neck and stepped back at last. “There. It fits you perfectly.” 
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The collar did seem to fit surprisingly well. The silver had warmed to her skin and felt as soft as velvet and the heavy garnet fit perfectly in the hollow of her throat, almost as if it belonged there. But collar or no collar, Kira was determined to have her say. 
“It doesn’t matter what you force me to wear or do, Therik,” she said, holding his cool gray gaze with her own hot gold one. “You cannot force me to enjoy your touch or welcome your advances.” 
“Oh really?” He laughed again softly. “We’ll see about that, won’t we, little priestess? I think once the collar starts working its magic on you, you may see things differently. You may feel things differently too.” He stroked her cheek and Kira pulled away angrily. 
“If you expect your crude barbarian magic to overcome my revulsion at your touch you can think again,” she spat. “No magical device, however strong, could do that.” 
Therik looked grave. “But it is not only a magical collar, Kira,” he said, surprising her by using her name for the first time. How did he know it? “It is also a symbol of ownership. My ownership of you.” He leaned down so that they were eye to eye and took her chin in his hand once more. This time his grip was firm and Kira wasn’t able to jerk away. Gently, almost tenderly, he pressed a featherlight kiss to her lips. Sensation shot through Kira’s veins, making her dizzy, and she gasped when he pulled away. 
“I…you…you don’t—” she began, uncertain of what she was trying to say but Therik cut her off. 
“From now on, you belong to me.” 
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Chapter Two 
The guards dragged Kira to her feet and led her to a large room she supposed must be her new master’s sleeping quarters. It was surprisingly large and well lit—she had always assumed the barbarians lived in mud and thatched huts like the tame males behind the temple but apparently it wasn’t so. Copper sconces lined the stone walls which were decorated with vivid tapestries and on the far wall a fire burned briskly in the hearth, casting golden shadows across the floor that was carpeted in numerous colorful rugs. Behind her was a high carved bed thickly spread with soft, warm furs and what appeared to be goose-down pillows. An oval looking glass stood on a pedestal beside it. 
Shivering, Kira turned her attention from the ominous bed and studied the far end of the room. In front of the fire was an elaborately carved metal tub and she could see steam rising from within it. The scented air smelled vaguely of lavender and lemon verbena. Kira felt her heart catch in her throat at the scent. It was the exact mixture of herbs used in the conception ceremony every priestess went through each year before she was rededicated to the one goddess. 
Stepping closer to the steaming tub, she breathed in the scented steam and remembered her own first conception ceremony that had happened the year before on her twentieth and first birthday. She had been stripped naked and bathed by the head priestess, an embarrassing but necessary part of the ritual, before she was dressed in the white ceremonial robes and sent to the room of conception. 
It was my first time. I was scared to death.  Kira ran a hand through her tangled red hair as she remembered. Yes, she had been frightened that first time and truly her efforts to conceive a new life for the goddess had been neither pleasurable nor productive. But at least it had been over fairly quickly. She had simply gone into the room where the tame 10 
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male was restrained, lowered herself onto him and endured his weak thrusts until the end was reached. Afterward she cleaned herself thoroughly, thanking the goddess that she would not be required to go through the messy, embarrassing and slightly painful procedure again for a whole year. Indeed, before she had been captured by the barbarian guards on her way to the temple, she had been dreading going through the detestable business again. 
But here I am, trapped by these horrible barbarians, forced to submit to whatever that…that
Therik wants to do to me.  Kira bit back a frightened sob at the thought. Truly, it seemed she would be forced to subject herself to the messy, painful process many more times than once a year unless she found a way to get away from the barbarian castle. But remembering how thick the stone walls were and how many guards patrolled them, Kira didn’t have much hope that she would make a speedy escape. And even if she did, the silver and garnet collar she now wore would make her instantly recognizable to anyone who saw her. Reaching up, she tried to unfasten the clasp at the back of her neck only to find that there was no clasp—the silver metal was a smooth in the back as it was in the front. 
Impossible! I saw the clasp—I felt it when he put it on me!  Kira fumbled at the back of her neck, blind panic rising within her. Could it be true? Was this really a magical device that would bind her to the savage king of the barbarians forever? Desperately she tried to twist the collar around her throat so she could reach the nonexistent clasp more easily but the slender band of metal wouldn’t budge so much as an inch. It was as soft as velvet and didn’t constrict her breathing in any way but there was no way to move it or remove it from her neck—at least no way that Kira could find. 
Oh goddess, help me! I’m trapped—trapped!  Unbidden, the tears she had been holding back during her interview with Therik in the throne room suddenly rose to her eyes. 
Kira wasn’t even aware that they were falling as she sank to the stone floor, clawing helplessly at her neck and the collar that wouldn’t come off. 
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“Here—stop that. You’ll hurt yourself.” Suddenly large warm hands were encircling her wrists, pulling her hands away from her throat. 
Kira looked up, her vision blurred with tears, to see that Therik was kneeling beside her on the cold flagstones. His cool gray eyes were filled with concern as he first searched her face and then examined her hands. 
“I see I’m too late. You have already done yourself damage,” he murmured. His deep voice was both disapproving and concerned. 
“I…I didn’t mean to.” Her palms still stung from where she had skinned them earlier and now her fingertips were bloody as well. “It’s just…it won’t come off and I…I felt trapped,” she whispered in a low voice, her pride forgotten for a moment. 
“Can’t…please, can’t you just let me go?” 
Therik closed his eyes for a moment, as if he was the one in pain instead of her. “I’m sorry, Kira, but I can’t do that. I need you to fulfill the prophesy and heal the rift between our peoples.” 
“The prophesy again. What do I care for your stupid prophesy?” she flared, angry that she had allowed herself to be weak, to beg. “And what makes you think my people want  to have any dealings with yours? We want nothing to do with you—nothing!” 
Therik scowled. “You may want nothing to do with us but unless we can come together soon, both your people and mine will die out completely.” 
Kira opened her mouth to tell him how utterly ridiculous this idea was but he quieted her with a stern look. 
“No, listen to me, Kira,” he said seriously. “Every year there are fewer children born to both our peoples. My people are dying out because we have so few women and yours are dying out for lack of men. We need you and you need us—how else can our numbers continue to grow instead of shrink?” 
“That’s not true,” Kira objected, although she had an uneasy feeling he might have a point. “My people are fine and we have all the men we need. They…they satisfy our needs for conception admirably.” 
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Therik laughed harshly and pulled her to her feet. “You mean the poor bastards you keep drugged behind your temple? They satisfy you, do they?” 
Kira felt her cheeks heating with an unwanted blush at his obvious double meaning. She frowned. “That’s not what I meant. I mean that once a year each priestess attempts to conceive new life as her duty to the goddess and the tame males kept by our head priestess are more than ample for our needs.” 
“Then why are fewer and fewer children born to your people?” Therik demanded, pulling her toward the fireplace. “Why are your numbers dwindling each year? I’ll tell you why,” he continued, not giving her a chance to answer. “It’s because that special smoke you drug your pet males with makes them impotent and weak. Not to mention the fact that you’re hardly going to be able to keep up you birth rate only fucking once a year.” 
Kira blushed again at his frank words but she wasn’t about to let his accusations pass. “The dream smoke keeps our males happy and ensures that only female children are born to us—which is what we want,” she said pointedly. “But I don’t see what any of this has to do with you capturing me and putting this goddessdamn collar around my throat. Claiming me for your…for your slave.” She almost choked on the last word and had to stare steadily into the fire to keep the tears from starting again. 
Therik looked at her speculatively. “I’d be lying if I told you I only wanted you for the sake of my people,” he said. “Although that was what I wanted—until I saw you.” 
“I…I don’t know what you mean.” Kira looked up at him, confused. 
“I mean that you’re beautiful.” Therik cupped her chin in his hand and tilted her face up to his. “And from the moment I saw you kneeling at the foot of my throne, frightened but still full of pride, still strong despite your fear, I wanted you.” 
“I…I…” Kira didn’t know what to say. Living in a society of females she had never been subjected to male flattery before. It was nice to be told she was beautiful—it made her feel warm and soft inside. But she did her best to resist the feeling. “If you think you 13 
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can make me love you talking like that you’re mistaken,” she said, trying to keep her voice cold. 
Therik laughed. “Who said anything about love, little priestess? I brought you here to fulfill the prophesy. I planned to have you for one night only—something I was sure would be a tiresome chore considering the haughty attitude most of your people display like a badge of honor. But now…now I think I’m actually going to enjoy doing my duty.” He pulled her to him almost roughly and looked down into her face, his cool gray eyes holding hers as he spoke. “I can’t wait to touch every inch of your body. Can’t wait to spread your legs and fill your sweet cunt with my cum.” 
Kira struggled against him. “Let me go! I don’t want—” 
“So beautiful,” Therik murmured, cutting her off and then he was kissing her again, a much longer kiss than he had pressed to her lips in his throne room. Kira had never been kissed by a man before—not like this. It was new and startling and his body felt hard and warm and powerful against hers. Despite her determination to fight his advances, she felt herself melting against him as he pulled her close. 
She gasped slightly and he seemed to take it as an invitation to deepen the kiss. She felt his tongue part her lips and lap briefly at her own. He teased his way into her mouth, one hand buried in her hair and the other around her waist, pulling her close, molding her against him as he took what he wanted, but so gently that Kira almost felt she was giving in of her own free will. But that was sheer foolishness, wasn’t it? There was no way she could want to give herself to this man, this savage, was there? And yet, as he explored her thoroughly with his tongue, claiming her as if he had every right, Kira found that she was helplessly kissing him back, completely unable to stop. 
What was wrong with her? Why did his touch set her on fire this way? Why didn’t she try to pull away and slap him or defend herself from his advances? But little by little the questions left her mind as Therik continued to kiss her. His mouth tasted like exotic spices and mulled wine and his large frame towered over hers, the flat planes of his chest crushing her soft, full breasts against him. He pulled her even closer and 14 
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suddenly Kira felt something else—a hard, throbbing thickness was pressing between her legs, rubbing right against the tender cleft of her pussy, almost parting the lips of her cunt with its eager heat. 
Goddess, it’s his cock!  Kira suddenly realized. She pulled away abruptly and to her surprise Therik let her. Her face hot with blushing, Kira could barely look at him. Why had she given in to his kiss so easily? Was it because it was a new experience? Because he was so much bigger and stronger than her? Because it felt somehow…right? 
It’s the collar, 
 she realized suddenly. That’s the reason I gave in so easily. He said it
would make every touch pleasure. Maybe there’s something to his barbarian magic after all. 
The realization made her feel almost weak with relief. It wasn’t her fault that she had given into the kiss so willingly, wasn’t her fault that she was still tingling from his kiss, that her nipples were hard with desire and the place between her legs had grown wet with need. It was all the fault of the goddessdamn collar and when she thought of it that way, nothing she did while she wore it could be blamed on any kind of personal weakness. After all, who can fight against magic? Even a priestess of the one true goddess would be vulnerable to magic that was powerful enough—magic like the kind possessed by the garnet and silver collar. 
“Forgive me.” Therik’s voice broke into her thoughts and Kira looked up to see that he was watching her. His gray eyes were filled with fire. “I didn’t mean to do that,” he said, frowning angrily. “I have spent years practicing my self-control, training my body and will to be as strong as steel. But you’re so beautiful…so desirable…so—” He broke off abruptly, shaking his head. 
“I…I…” Kira didn’t know what to say. He seemed angry, more with himself than with her and yet she still felt drawn to him. She swayed toward him and would have been kissing him again in a moment if one of her wounded hands hadn’t brushed his sides. Kira hissed as the sudden tingling pain of her skinned palm replaced pleasure and suddenly Therik was all business again. 
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He shook his head, frowning. “Come, we need to get you washed and see to your hands.” He led her by the wrist to the high metal tub where the scented water was still steaming. “Here, it’s time for you to bathe.” 
Kira looked at the tub uncertainly. “Will…would you leave so I can take a bath?” 
Therik laughed. “Didn’t I tell you that you belong to me now? At least for tonight?” 
“Yes, but…” Kira shook her head. She was relived, of course, that he would be letting her go in the morning but sunrise seemed a long time away. In the meantime, she was more concerned about what was going to happen to her that night. 
Therik gave her a stern look. “I always take care of what is mine, Kira.” He took off the wolf fur around his shoulders and rolled up the sleeves of his black shirt. “Get undressed, I’m going to wash you myself.” 
Kira was outraged all over again. “I do not intend to get undressed in front of you or any man,” she informed him, arms crossed over her chest. 
Therik frowned. “Either you can undress or I’ll undress you myself. Besides,” he continued in that deep, quiet voice that seemed to touch hidden things inside her. “Do you really think that little white robe you’re wearing hides anything? I can see all of you now, from those beautiful breasts all the way down to your sweet little cunt.” He looked at the area in question as Kira blushed fiercely. “I see that you’re bare there—
you must have shaved for your ceremony.” 
“What…what do you know about our ceremonies?” Kira demanded, mainly because it was less embarrassing than answering his comment about her freshly shaved pussy. 
Therik cupped her right shoulder in one large hand, pulling her closer. “I know that you go once a year to your temple specifically to try to conceive a new life for your goddess. I know that you are bathed first in waters consecrated to her and scented with lavender and lemon verbena.” He nodded at the steaming tub and frowned. “And then 16 
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you put on your ceremonial robes and go make use of one those poor drugged bastards you keep like pets behind your temple.” 
“How do you know all that?” Kira took a step back from him, shrugging off his hand. “Those are secrets, private practices of our worship.” 
Therik’s thin but sensual lips curved into a disdainful smile. “I know because I make it my business to know. Because I have been studying your people while you were busy ignoring mine.” 
“But how…how could you possibly…?” 
He frowned. “Never mind how I know. We have talked enough—you’re trying to delay the inevitable but I assure you that’s pointless, Kira.” He caught her chin in one hand and stared into her eyes. “I promise you before this night is through you’re going to forget about being a priestess and learn what it’s like to be a slave instead.” He leaned down and lifted the hem of her ceremonial robes, pulling them over her head. 
Kira blushed but didn’t try to resist. It was pointless, she realized. He was going to do anything he wanted to her and she couldn’t stop him. 
And yet, despite his rough words and actions, she was struck by the fact that he had taken the time to recreate the ceremonial bath, adding the right herbs and making sure the water was steaming hot. She was surprised that an inferior male, and a savage barbarian one at that, would be thoughtful of her feelings even if he wouldn’t admit it. 
Had Therik had her captured at just this exact time so that she could fulfill her rituals without guilt when he took her? After all, that the goddess demanded each of her priestesses attempt to bring new life into the world. So in a way, Kira thought, she could 
 dedicate this night to her even though she was certain her time with Therik would play out differently than the usual conception ceremony. 
Therik had finished undressing her and now he helped her into the steaming tub. 
Kira sank into it with a deep sigh, enjoying the way the scented water caressed her naked flesh. She wondered if Therik would insist on washing her right away or if he would be content to stare at her naked body through the clear water. But he did neither. 
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“Here, let me tend you,” he murmured, taking one of her wrists. Dipping a soft cloth into the steaming water, he began to dab gently at her wounds. The water stung at first but he was so careful not to hurt her that Kira found herself relaxing under his touch. He cleaned her wounds thoroughly and then rubbed a silky, cool healing ointment into her palms and fingertips and made Kira’s skin tingle delightfully. 
“Mmmm,” she murmured as he finished by wrapping her hands in soft, white bandages. 
“Better?” He raised one black eyebrow at her in question. 
“Much better.” Kira actually found she was smiling at him and made herself stop and frown instead. “I mean, it doesn’t sting as much,” she muttered. No matter how gentle and thoughtful he was, he was still her captor, still the man who had put the silver slave collar around her neck and told her she belonged to him. 
Therik nodded as if he didn’t see her frown. “Good, then let me tend the rest of you.” 
Now he’ll do it—now he’ll use the excuse of washing me to touch me everywhere.  Kira squeezed her legs together tightly under the water, feeling nervous. But Therik surprised her again. Instead of taking the opportunity to fondle and caress her wet, naked body, he dipped a silver cup into the water and poured it carefully over her hair. 
Then he poured a sweet smelling liquid into his palm and began to work it into her scalp. 
If there was one thing Kira loved, one thing that relaxed her above all things, it was having someone play with her hair. Leaning back against the side of the metal tub she was swept back to her childhood when her mother had washed her hair as a little girl. 
She could still remember the firelight playing across their scarred but clean wooden floor and the wonderful feeling of strong fingers slipping through her dark red locks. 
No one had pampered her like that in years—not until now, that was. It felt so good Kira almost didn’t want it to stop. She forgot for a moment that she was a prisoner here, a captive slave, and simply gave herself to the pleasure of being caressed and cared for. 
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“Beautiful.” Therik’s deep voice brought her out of the half-dreaming state she was in and Kira realized he was finished washing her hair and was simply looking at her now. Strangely, she didn’t feel angry or embarrassed when his cool gray eyes swept over her naked body. The way he had touched her so gently seemed to have done away with much of her shame somehow. 
“Thank you, I guess,” she murmured, acknowledging his compliment. 
“You’re welcome. But you must be used to hearing it all the time.” 
“No, a priestess must learn humility. So we don’t compliment each other much.” 
Therik frowned. “And I suppose you don’t get many compliments from your pet males either?” 
Kira looked down at the surface of the water. “We…that is, those of us who don’t live at the temple, almost never see them. Our rededication to the goddess happens only once a year, as you know.” 
“Ah yes, the ceremony.” He nodded and motioned for her to lean forward so he could wash her back. Kira did as he wanted, careful not to get her bandaged hands in the water. “The ceremony we are recreating now,” Therik continued, his voice slightly sarcastic. “You are supposed to be bathed by another, although I know it is supposed to be another priestess. Am I doing it correctly?” 
“Yes,” Kira admitted rather breathlessly because now he had leaned her back again and his large, soapy hands were caressing her bare breasts under the warm water. 
“We…we are bathed by the head priestess. But not quite this…thoroughly. I mean…it doesn’t feel anything like this.” 
“Like this, you mean?” Gently he pinched her sensitive nipples, sending sparks of pleasure down her spine. Kira gasped and tried not to shiver at the intense sensation. 
“No,” she admitted breathlessly. “No…not like that at all.” 
“But otherwise I’m doing a good job of preparing you?” There was a question in his deep voice and Kira nodded in reply, unable to speak. “Good.” Therik sounded 19 
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pleased. “I am glad the ritual is going according to plan—so far. But there’s one problem, Kira.” 
“What…what’s that?” she managed to gasp as one of his large hands slipped down and began stroking lazily across her sensitive mound. 
“My knowledge stops at the bedroom door,” he murmured in her ear as his hands continued to tease her. “I don’t know the details of exactly what a priestess does once she enters the room of conception. Will you tell me?” 
“I, well… It’s quite simple, actually.” Kira felt herself blushing again and tried not to. She cleared her throat nervously. Should she tell him exactly what went on during this part of the ceremony? But he already knew so much and he seemed interested in recreating the ritual for whatever reason. It didn’t seem like it could hurt to tell him a little more… 
“Well?” Therik’s warm fingers were still sweeping over the top of her mound and caressing her inner thighs. Every once in a while they would slide teasingly along the slit of her cunt, nearly brushing her swollen clit but not quite. For some reason—
probably it was the collar’s fault—Kira wanted him to touch her more, to touch her more deeply. But of course she was unable to tell him so. All she could do was answer his question. 
“I…when the priestess enters the room of conception there is already a male there waiting for her,” she whispered as he continued to tease her. “He…he is tied to the bed so that he can’t escape and can’t do the priestess any harm.” 
“Mmm. Tied by his wrists only? Or are his ankles also bound?” Therik wanted to know. 
“Both wrists and ankles are bound to the bed,” Kira admitted breathlessly. 
“We…we don’t take any chances.” 
Therik made a thoughtful sound. “Must be difficult to thrust in that position. Tell me, Kira,” he murmured in her ear. “Is he, the male you are using, able to get his cock deep inside you that way?” As he spoke, his fingers brushed over her mound again, 20 
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parting her pussy lips and finally stroking her swollen clit. Kira moaned and bit her lip, struggling not to thrust her hips forward for more of his touch. 
“N-no, I guess not. I-I don’t know,” she gasped as he continued to circle her sensitive bud with one gentle finger. She couldn’t believe she was reacting this way to his touch, couldn’t believe she was losing herself in the sweet sensations he was causing in her so easily. It’s the collar, 
 she told herself desperately, even as her hips moved in time with his stroking. Just the collar making every touch pleasure, as he said it would. So it’s
not my fault. 
“And how deeply would you say he thrusts into you?” Therik asked, still in that same deep hypnotic voice. This deep, for instance?” Two long, strong fingers slid down and pressed into her, entering the tight, almost virginal entrance of her cunt. Kira moaned softly as Therik thrust into her, stopping midway into her channel. It felt good but she had a vague idea it could feel so much better. 
“Y-yes, about there, I guess,” she whispered, thrusting her hips forward to try to get his fingers more deeply into her cunt. “Maybe…maybe a little deeper.” 
“Like this?” Therik’s fingers thrust deeper, making her moan again and yet, he still wasn’t satisfying the hunger Kira could feel growing inside her. 
“Maybe,” she whispered again. 
“But he never does this, does he? Never gets all the way inside you? Never fucks so deeply into your sweet, wet cunt that you can feel him pressing hard inside you, bathing the mouth of your womb with his cum?” As he spoke, Therik pressed deeply into her, finally reaching the end of her channel with his long fingers, filling her up completely. 
Kira gasped and cried out with the sudden pleasure. “Oh goddess, no!” she moaned as Therik continued to finger-fuck her slippery sex. “No, he never…oh goddess, what are you doing to me?” 
“Making you come,” Therik’s voice was rough with desire and his gray eyes were blazing again as he growled low in her ear. Kira felt the broad pad of his thumb rub 21 
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hard over the swollen bud of her clit as his long fingers fucked into her once more and suddenly the pleasure that had been building inside her exploded in a shower of sensation. 
“Goddess!” Kira moaned and bucked her hips shamelessly against his hand. She had never felt like this before, never been touched until she felt like she was flying apart in all directions. She had touched and explored herself on several occasions alone at night when the lights were out but never to such a shattering conclusion. 
“That’s right, Kira, come for me. Gods, but you’re beautiful when you come,” 
Therik murmured in her ear. The sound of his deep voice seemed to set off another explosion inside her and Kira clenched her bandaged hands into fists as another wave of pleasure swept over her. Goddess, but it felt so good! She had never known anything could feel as good as his large hands on her, causing sensations she had never felt before. 
Several moments later the intense pleasure was over but Kira could still feel the aftereffects in her body. She swayed against Therik as he helped her from the tub, almost too weak to stand on her own. She vaguely wondered if this was another effect of the collar—was it making her weak with pleasure so she couldn’t run away? But the question was driven out of her head as Therik dried her gently and thoroughly with a large, soft piece of cloth and then swept her up into his arms. 
“Where…what are we doing now? Where are you taking me? What about my robes?” Kira asked uncertainly, staring up into his hawklike features made golden by the firelight. 
“I’m taking you to the bed, little priestess,” he rumbled, smiling at her. “And I promise you that once you’re there, you won’t need any clothes.” 
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Chapter Three 
Kira wasn’t sure what to expect when they got to the bed but she hadn’t expected him to tie her wrists to its high carved posts with black strands of silk. 
“What…what are you doing?” She still felt almost drugged with the pleasure he’d given her in the tub and it was hard to form a coherent sentence. 
He smiled at her, his long clever fingers never ceasing their swift motions. “I think it’s time you found out firsthand what the drugged males who service you go through each year during your little ritual. I’m going to tie you to the bed while I savor every inch of your delectable body.” He smiled even wider as he gestured to the oval mirror he had placed at the end of the bed. “And you’re going to watch me.” 
“What? But that…that’s not part of the ceremony.” It was the only objection Kira could come up with and she knew it was a weak one. She looked at the red-haired woman reflected in the mirror and saw fear and uncertainty in her own golden eyes. 
“And what makes you think I really care about your ceremony any more than you care about my prophesy?” Therik demanded, his deep voice harsh. He arched one black eyebrow at her, sarcasm lacing his voice. “Or are you objecting because you’re afraid to be tied down and helpless while I take you? What happened to the proud little priestess who knelt at the steps of my throne and dared me to rape her?” 
“I-I didn’t mean…” 
“Do you really think what you do to those poor drugged bastards once a year is any better than what I’m about to do to you now?” 
His sudden anger left her almost speechless. Helplessly, Kira tugged on the silken bonds that held her hands high above her head. Her breasts were pulled up, her pink nipples exposed and though she squeezed her thighs tightly together, her naked pussy still felt horribly vulnerable. “Please,” she managed to get out at last. “Please, we 23 
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don’t…we don’t hurt them. They enjoy the yearly conception ceremonies. Honestly they do.” 
He nodded, a cynical look on his dark face. “Of course they do. Being tied to the bed, unable to thrust while a frigid priestess milks them for a single shot of cum. Tell me something, Kira.” He leaned forward, his large form looming over her naked body until she felt tiny and utterly helpless. 
“What?” she quavered, hoping her voice didn’t shake too much. 
“Do you  enjoy what you do when you walk into that room and make use of a helpless male once a year?” 
Kira felt shocked. “Of course not! I mean, I’ve only done it once but you’re not meant to enjoy it—it’s simply our duty to the goddess. We must try at least once a year to bring forth new life. It’s messy and sticky and…” She dropped her eyes, blushing despite herself. “Well, who could possibly enjoy something like that?” 
“But according to you, the tame males you keep do.” His deep voice was accusing. 
“But…but everyone knows men are different. They—” 
“Little priestess.” He caught her chin in his hand and forced her to look at him. “I’d be willing to bet every stone of my castle that you and your people know almost nothing of men.” He laughed grimly. “And you know almost nothing of your own body, either. But I promise to teach you as much as I can on our one night together. And I promise you will enjoy every minute of it, even if you don’t want to.” 
Kira lifted her chin, her golden eyes blazing defiantly. “If I do, it will be only because of this goddessdamn magic collar you put on me.” 
“Is that what you think?” He leaned closer so that she could feel his warm breath stirring the sensitive strands of hair at the side of her neck. “Is that why you came so hard when I fucked your sweet cunt with my fingers, Kira? Is that why your pussy is wet with anticipation even now?” One large, warm hand drifted over her chest, grazing her nipples, forcing them to taut attention. 
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Kira gasped. “I…that’s not true,” she managed to get out, squeezing her legs even more tightly together. Her clit still throbbed and the sensitive lips of her pussy were still swollen, but that was only due to what he had done to her in the tub, wasn’t it? Surely she didn’t actually want him to continue to molest her. And even if she did, it was the fault of the goddessdamn garnet collar, wasn’t it? 
“Do you want me to prove it?” He stood up abruptly, not waiting for an answer, and began to disrobe. 
Kira watched, her tongue frozen to the roof of her mouth as his clothing came off and his body was revealed. He had a broad, muscular chest that couldn’t have been more different from her own soft, full breasts and strange blue markings circled his thick biceps and ran down his forearms—barbarian tattoos she could make no sense of. 
The chiseled planes of his abdomen narrowed to trim hips and long, well-muscled legs dusted with black hair that matched the hair on his head. But it wasn’t his legs that drew her eyes helplessly back again and again, rather, it was what was between them. 
She had never seen a completely naked man before. Even during the one conception ceremony she had gone through, the tame male she had used had been covered with a sheet with a slit cut in the center so that she need not have any further contact with him than was absolutely necessary. She remembered with a slight shudder the half-flaccid, wormlike erection that had risen limply from between the tame male’s thighs. Lowering herself onto it had nearly made bile rise to her throat and the feel of its spongy length slipping inside her was utterly revolting. Then she had been forced to raise and lower herself on the disgusting object for what seemed like forever before the male gave a sickly moan and deposited a slight dribble of cum inside her pussy. No, she wasn’t eager to repeat that experience in the least. But if what she was seeing was any indication, what was about to happen to her would nothing like her first encounter with a man. 
Studying the thick column of flesh rising from between Therik’s muscular thighs, Kira reflected that it could scarcely be more different from the one she had seen during 25 
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her first duty to the goddess. It was long and hard, a deep, angry red capped by a broad, plum-shaped head and already there was a pearl of creamy pre-cum at its tip. 
There was nothing flaccid or spongy about it. In fact, it looked so different, so huge and hard, that she found herself asking in a trembling voice, 
“Is that…why does it look like that?” 
“Like what?” Therik’s gray eyes followed her own to the proud thrust of his shaft. 
“Do you mean why is it hard?” 
“Well, yes…” Blushing and biting her lip, Kira explained haltingly about her one and only experience and what the tame male’s cock had looked like. “It was like a celery stalk kept too long in a root cellar,” she told him. “There was no…no firmness to it. But yours…” 
He laughed, a deep sound that seemed to vibrate her bones. “Mine is hard as a rock because I want you, Kira. And because I’m not so drugged out of my mind I can’t anticipate the feel of your long legs wrapped around me as I thrust my cock into your tight little cunt.” 
Kira felt herself grow cold all over and her nipples hardened helplessly at his words. “I…but it…it hurt enough when the male I used was only half erect. And it wasn’t nearly as large as yours. I…I don’t think your…” 
“My cock,” he helped her, his deep voice amused. 
“Yes. I don’t think it’s going to fit in me,” Kira explained, her eyes flickering rapidly between his dark face and the jutting shaft between his thighs. 
He laughed again, more softly this time. “It probably hurt because you were a virgin before.” He reached down to stroke her cheek and somehow Kira found she couldn’t pull away. “Of course, you’re practically still a virgin now,” he murmured, looking into her eyes. “Sitting astride some poor bastard and milking him for two or three minutes is hardly making love.” 
“I…I don’t understand.” Kira looked at him beseechingly, wishing she knew what he was getting at. 
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Therik’s eyes burned into hers. “What I’m trying to say is that I’m going to spend considerably more than five minutes taking you, Kira.” His gray eyes softened somewhat. “And you need not fear that I’ll hurt you—I promise to make you ready before I slide my cock into your sweet little cunt.” 
“Make…make me ready?” 
“Exactly.” Therik sat on the high bed beside her and stroked her right thigh with one large, warm hand. “I’m going to make you ready. And you’re going to watch me do it. Spread your legs, Kira. Let me in.” 
“Spread my legs?” Kira repeated uncertainly. “But why…?” 
“Don’t ask questions.” His deep voice was stern. “Do as you’re told. Or do I have to spread your legs myself by force?” His large hands with their long, clever fingers tightened on her knees as he looked at her questioningly. 
Kira swallowed hard, knowing resistance was useless. He would spread her legs and take her any way he wanted no matter what she did. And besides, didn’t a part of her want  to spread her legs for him? Want  to give herself freely to the intoxicating touch of his big hands? Her pussy still throbbed at the memory of how he had touched her in the bath, the way his long fingers had slipped inside her, fucking her deep and long and hard… That’s just the collar talking,  she told herself desperately. But the silver and garnet collar that wrapped lovingly around her throat seemed less and less to blame for her wild impulses. 
“Kira? I’m waiting.” Therik’s voice broke through her frantic thoughts. Looking up into his cool gray eyes, Kira knew she had no choice. 
“All right,” she murmured, forcing herself to relax. Slowly, reluctantly, she spread her legs. 
“Very good, Kira.” His voice was warm now and he leaned over to give her a lingering kiss on the lips. Kira moaned slightly and opened her mouth, welcoming his tongue even as his long fingers found her ripe nipples and teased them gently. 
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to the soft heat of her inner cunt. Why did his touch affect her so? Was it the collar…or something more? 
At last he drew back, licking his lips as if to capture the last of her sweet taste. 
“You’re delicious,” he murmured, stroking her cheek. Unable to help herself, Kira nuzzled against his hand. “And so responsive.” He smiled. “I can’t wait to taste you, the rest of you, to feel you buck against me when you come again.” 
“Taste the rest of me?” Kira looked at him uncertainly but Therik was already kissing a slow, hot trail down the side of her neck. He paused for a moment to suck her aching nipples, drawing each into his mouth and teasing them gently with his teeth until she moaned helplessly. 
“Yes,” he said at last, looking up from her nipples which were now a dark pink from his sucking. “Didn’t I promise I’d get you ready to have my thick cock inside you, Kira? I’m going to taste your sweet, wet pussy until you come all over my face. And you’re going to watch.” He nodded over his shoulder at the tall oval mirror that stood positioned at the end of the bed. Kira had completely forgotten about it but now she looked up at it again and bit her lip. It was one thing to submit to his touch when it was just his hand, when he was touching her under water in the tub and the heat of the bath had relaxed her like a drug. It seemed like another thing entirely to spread her legs willingly and watch as he kissed and tasted her in this most intimate of places. How could she bear it? And yet, the implacable look in his gray eyes told her she must. That she had no choice. 
“I…but…but why would you want to? Taste me there, I mean,” she faltered at last. 
Therik laughed. “Now I am certain you know nothing of men, or of my people in particular.” He stroked her inner thighs lovingly, making Kira blush and tremble. She had to force herself not to close her legs. 
“I think we already established my ignorance of your barbarian ways. Not that I wish to remedy the situation.” She wanted her voice to come out cool and aloof but it sounded frightened and breathless instead. 
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Therik gave her a slow smile. “I will educate you even though you claim to have no interest. Among the men of my people, a male isn’t considered a man until he can make a woman come using only his mouth. Until he’s buried his face between a woman’s thighs and tasted her nectar and fucked her with his tongue, he isn’t considered fit to fuck her with his cock.” He laughed. “Some women consider it quite pleasurable to be so treated. Did you ever stop to wonder why so many of your priestess sisters are 
‘caught’ in the woods around your city and ravaged by the men of my people?” 
“I…I assumed it was because your people are rapists and savages.” Kira lifted her chin defiantly but her voice wavered. Suddenly she remembered that the last few times her friend Senna had returned from her encounters in the woods, she had a satisfied, almost happy look on her face, rather than the appearance of a woman who had just been ravaged against her will. Why was that? Surely her best friend wouldn’t… 
“We are none of us rapists.” Therik’s deep voice was harsh. “We do not take your women against their will. They come to us—tired of the weak, useless fucking of the poor drugged bastards your head priestess keeps for her own purposes. They lie with the men of my people willingly, spreading their legs for our tongues and cocks, begging to be filled with a shaft that isn’t as limp as a month-old celery stalk, as you put it.” 
“I…I don’t believe it.” But Kira knew she did. Of course, no priestess of her society could admit to such a thing but how else could the large number of assaults be explained? Why else did so many women wander alone in the woods, knowing that at any time they could be the victim of a barbarian attack? Why did so many come back, their pussies dripping with barbarian cum and looks of contentment on their faces? 
Therik gave a short, sharp laugh. “Believe it, little priestess. My men have tasted more forbidden cunt honey than your head priestess would ever care to guess. And now I’m going to taste yours.” His hands spread her legs even wider, his fingers tightening on the tender flesh of her thighs. Kira bit her lip to keep back a moan as her swollen pussy lips parted with the motion, revealing her pink inner cunt. 
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“Please…” she whispered, uncertain what she was asking. But it was obvious he wasn’t going to stop and she was powerless to stop him. She was naked, tied to the huge carved bed, her thrusting breasts and ripe nipples vulnerable and her thighs spread wide for his assault. Her naked pussy was parted, the pink pearl of her clit revealed for his pleasure and her inner cunt, open and wet, on display. She had never felt more helpless or more hot. How could he do this to her? And how could she possible want him to do more? And yet she did. 
Watching in the mirror in helpless fascination, she saw his dark head bend down to the level of her inner thighs and then a warm, soft kiss was placed at the very apex of her mound. Kira gasped and shivered as he worked his way down, planting gentle, open-mouthed kisses along the swollen lips of her pussy but somehow not touching her sensitive center once. Goddess, he was making her crazy! She had never been touched or kissed like this and she wanted more. She moaned softly and, as if in answer to her wordless plea, she felt his soft lips just above the sensitive pearl of her clit. And then, to her frustration, just below it. 
“Please!” The word burst from her and Kira blushed when she realized she had spoken aloud. 
Therik looked up at her, a small smile quirking the corner of his narrow but sensual lips. “Please what, Kira?” he murmured. “Are you begging me to stop…or to go on?” 
“I-I don’t know,” she whispered. “I don’t know what I want…what I need.” But it was clear her body knew. Almost against her will, she watched as the red-haired woman in the mirror raised her hips in mute supplication, begging for his intimate kiss on her open pussy. 
“Then it’s a good thing I do.” With a last, intense look, he lowered his face to her inner thighs again. 
Kira gasped as she felt him suck her clit between his lips, giving her the intimate kiss she had been craving at last. He laved her sensitive bud with his tongue, making her moan and buck her hips up to get more. Waves of pleasure tingled through her as 30 
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she writhed under his assault, moaning as he traced magical patterns over the sensitive flesh of her inner cunt. Goddess, it felt so good! How could he make her feel this way with just his tongue? But it was about to get better. 
“Delicious. I knew you’d taste delicious.” Therik had released her for the moment and was looking up at her, his gray eyes burning. “But you haven’t come yet, Kira. I want to feel you come.” 
Reaching under her, he grasped her rounded cheeks and pulled her up to meet his face. “Spread wider, Kira,” he murmured. “I want to fuck you with my tongue.” 
Unable to help herself, Kira did as she was told. Spreading her legs even wider, she pressed shamelessly against his face as he dipped into her once more. 
“Goddess!” she moaned as his seeking mouth found the swollen lips of her pussy. 
And then he was parting her even wider, spreading her cunt lips with his mouth and pressing his tongue deep inside her. 
Kira cried out as she felt him enter her. It felt so good, so right. Goddess, no wonder her priestess sisters were sneaking out into the forest if this was the pleasure they received! It was a hundred thousand times better than the yearly conception ceremony. 
It was like nothing she had ever felt before and all she knew was that she wanted more. 
His tongue pressed deeper, filling her, thrusting hard as he tasted her to the core. 
Kira knew what he was doing. He was showing her exactly how he would thrust inside her with his cock, how he would fuck her until he filled her pussy with his cum. And goddess help her, she wanted him to. As frightened as she was of his thick shaft, she wanted to feel it filling her, fucking her, owning her completely. In fact, just the thought of it coupled with the skillful motions of his tongue sent her pleasure spiraling out of control. 
“Oh, Therik! Goddess, I’m…I’m…” Kira couldn’t finish her thought because the pleasure was too much. As he thrust his tongue deep into her wet cunt, she felt her inner walls contract, her nipples tightening and her clit throbbing with need as the orgasm washed over her in a warm wave. Therik must have felt it too because he 31 
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gripped her hips even harder and pressed as deep as he could, eager to taste the fresh wetness from her open pussy. Kira moaned and pressed rhythmically against him, riding his face, relishing the feel of his tongue deep inside her cunt and the scratch of his rough cheeks against her tender inner thighs. In the mirror the red-haired woman writhed like a cat in heat, her cheeks flushed, her golden eyes bright. She had never imagined anything like this but goddess, it felt so good she never wanted it to stop! 
But it did stop at last. As the last wave of pleasure died away Therik raised his face from between her thighs, his cheeks wet with her juices. 
“Beautiful.” His deep voice was hoarse, his gray eyes intense. “You came so beautifully, Kira. Anyone would think you’d been trained in the ways of pleasure and submission for years.” 
Kira shook her head, half ashamed of her reaction to his touch and uncertain if his words were a compliment or not. “No, I-I never. I’ve never had anything to do with a man except for the one conception ceremony I went through last year. It must be the collar.” 
Therik’s eyes hardened and he nodded shortly. “Yes. It must be the collar. And since it has such an effect on you, I guess you’re ready to be fucked.” 
“Ready to be…?” Kira looked at him with wide, frightened eyes, the last of her pleasure draining away. She had known from the moment Therik revealed himself and his intentions that this was what the entire night was leading to and had even wished for it in the moments of ecstasy she had just experienced. But yet, the thought of lying still while he pressed the hard, angry looking shaft she could still see jutting from between his thighs into her tight pussy was frightening. 
“Yes.” He reached over her and with rough, quick motions began untying the black silk strands that held her to the bed. As she lowered her arms and crossed them protectively across her chest he frowned. “It’s time, Kira. Get up on your hands and knees and spread your legs. Get ready to be fucked.” 
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Chapter Four 
“You want me to get on my hands and knees?” Kira was aghast. She had a vague notion it was possible for him to fit his cock into her in other positions than the one she’d learned in the conception room last year but to be in such a position, well, just the thought made her feel horribly vulnerable. 
“You heard me.” He frowned menacingly. 
“But…my hands.” Kira gestured at them, still wrapped in the light gauze bandages he had applied and looked at him appealingly. 
Therik’s angry expression softened somewhat. “Let me see them. The ointment I used is fast acting but I’d be surprised if you’re healed just yet.” 
Kira held out her hands submissively and he sat beside her and unwound the bandages gently. 
“Not quite yet,” he murmured. “As you can see, not all barbarian magic is as strong as the magic collar.” He sounded slightly bitter when he said it though Kira had no idea why. Hadn’t he himself told her that the collar would make every touch pleasure, whether she wanted it or not? So why was he angry with her for taking him at his word? 
Therik rewrapped her hands carefully, and made sure the bandages were secure. “It doesn’t matter anyway,” he murmured. “You won’t be on your hands and knees long. 
I’m not going to make love to you that way, I just need you in the right position to receive your tail.” 
“My what?” Kira looked at him fearfully but he didn’t seem to be joking. 
“Among my people, we believe that when a woman is taken for the first time by a man, she should be filled completely.” Therik looked at her. “For some, that means asking a trusted friend to lend a hand by filling her ass with his cock as he himself fills 33 
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her pussy. Some take it even more literally and ask a second friend to fuck her mouth at the same time.” 
“R-really?” Kira looked around the room fearfully, half expecting to see other huge, barbarian warriors emerge from the shadowy tapestry-covered walls. In her mind’s eyes, she saw her friend Senna emerging from the woods, her inner thighs coated with barbarian cum—so much cum. It was with shock that she realized it wasn’t only coming from her friend’s pussy but from her anus as well. She could still remember that day in the forest, seeing her friend come toward her and knowing what had happened… 
“Senna!” she cried, rushing to meet her friend. “Please don’t tell me you were caught in the woods again.” 
“I’m afraid I was.” But Senna’s brown eyes weren’t brimming with tears and her hands weren’t shaking. Instead she looked tired…tired but contented, Kira thought. 
Like a woman who had been through a rough but pleasurable ordeal. What could it mean? Could her friend still be in shock from being taken yet again by one of the savage barbarian men who roamed the woods around the holy mountain? 
“But what…what happened?” Kira was almost afraid to ask and yet some part of her wanted to know. Wanted to know why Senna looked contented instead of traumatized. 
“They caught me down by the stream,” Senna began, settling herself on a soft patch of moss under a large oak tree. 
“They?” Without knowing what she was doing, Kira sat beside her under the oak’s shady boughs. “You mean there was more than one of them?” She was completely horrified. 
Senna nodded. “I was bending over to draw some water when one of them came up behind me and pushed me down on my hands and knees.” She shrugged. “I’m not sure what he looked like. But the other one was tall and blond and had dark blue eyes.” 
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“I-I can’t believe you can remember such things that after what happened.” Kira held her breath, hoping her friend would go on with her tale even though she didn’t know why she wanted to hear it. 
“I remember all of it.” Senna’s voice was dreamy. “The tall blond man told me they were going to fuck me and that I might as well get used to the idea. He told me not to fight them and it would go easier for me.” Senna shrugged again. “So I didn’t. I told them they could have anything they wanted—anything at all—as long as they didn’t hurt me. He promised he wouldn’t—hurt me, I mean, and then he ripped open the top of my robes so he could play with my breasts” She gestured to the robes she was wearing and Kira could see that her full breasts were easily visibly through the rips in the gauzy fabric. Her nipples were dark and hard, as though someone had been sucking them or pinching them for a long time. 
“Wha-what then?” Kira faltered. She wouldn’t have asked her friend to continue such a tale if Senna hadn’t been so willing to talk but since she didn’t mind telling, Kira found she didn’t mind listening either. 
Senna’s brown eyes took on a far-off look. “Then the blond man told me I should suck him—his shaft I mean—to make it wet enough to enter my pussy. He made me stay on my hands and knees while he took it out. Then he made me take it as deep into my mouth as I could, sucking and licking him, swallowing the hot drops of pre-cum that ran down the back of my throat as I milked him.” She licked her full pink lips, as though remembering something delicious. 
Kira had a sudden thought. “And…and what was the man behind you doing while you were…sucking the blond man?” 
Senna gave her a lazy smile. “He was licking me. He ripped open my robes from the bottom—it’s a wonder they’re still on me at all—and made me spread my legs. Then he pressed his face between my thighs and put his tongue deep inside me.” 
“You mean he put his tongue inside your…?” Kira couldn’t make herself say the word. 
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“Inside my pussy, yes,” Senna finished for her matter-of-factly. “I don’t know what he looked like but I think he had a mustache or a beard—I could feel the stiff little hairs tickling me when he spread my pussy lips open.” Senna lapsed into silence, the faraway look back in her brown eyes. 
Looking at the rips and tears in her friends lower robe and the cum leaking from her freshly fucked pussy, Kira couldn’t help but thinking that there was more to the story than this. And somehow she wanted to hear it. 
“But…but you didn’t even try to fight them?” she asked, unable to help herself. 
“Even when they…when the one man was making you suck him while the other one licked you?” 
Senna gave a low, contented laugh. “My dear Kira, I didn’t even try to fight them when they held me on the ground between them and one entered my pussy while the other took my ass.” 
At last Kira was truly shocked. “They…they what?” she asked, looking in disbelief at her friend. 
“They fucked me at the same time,” Senna said dreamily. “The man behind me entered my ass. Of course he had to slide his cock all the way inside my pussy first, to make it wet enough. He thrust a few times and I think he would have liked to come inside me right then—at any rate I thought I could feel some of his pre-cum coating the mouth of my womb. It was hot and slippery and wet and so deep inside me when he thrust into my pussy to coat his shaft with my honey. But then he pulled it out and started entering my ass. I was frightened, of course, but when I finally relaxed, he slid inside me easily enough. Then, when I could feel him inside me, buried to the hilt, the blond man started working his way deep into my pussy.” She shivered and closed her eyes. “He was so thick I thought he’d never get it all into me. But I spread my legs and did my best to be open enough for him, so he could get his shaft all the way to the end of my channel.” 
“You…you actually helped them?” Kira couldn’t believe what she was hearing. 
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Senna nodded. “What else could I do? They were going to fuck me no matter what I did so I thought I might as well help them get it over with.” 
“And was it? Over with quickly, I mean?” Kira wanted to know. 
“Not exactly. They rode me for what felt like hours. Goddess, I’ve never been so filled! Both their thick shafts thrusting inside me at the same time, the heat and sweat of their bodies, the musky scent of them surrounding me as they filled me with their cum…” She gave a little laugh and looked down at her still dripping cunt. “I’m still full of it even now.” 
“Senna, I-I don’t know what to say.” Kira looked at her friend wide eyed, unable to believe what she was hearing. 
“Then don’t say anything.” Senna gave her a mysterious smile. “You’ll understand when it happens to you.” 
“It won’t,” Kira said fearfully. “I’ll never let it happen to me. I’ll fight, I’ll…” 


“It’s our way. We often take our women with another man,” Therik’s voice shattered the memories and brought Kira back to the present. “But since I don’t want to share you, I’ve decided to use a tail.” He reached over the side of the bed and produced a slender black leather instrument with a blunt tip. With an inner shiver, Kira realized that it looked like a long black cock. There were three braided tassels hanging from the end and Therik handled it as though he knew how to use it. 
“Does…does that have to go inside me?” she asked, wishing her voice wouldn’t shake so much. 
“Yes.” He nodded firmly. “First in your pussy to get it good and wet and then into your tight little ass, Kira. You must be filled completely when I take you. It’s the only way I can claim you as my own.” 
“But…but…” Kira eyed the slender black tail uncertainly. At least it wasn’t as thick as Therik’s cock but still, her ass was really and truly virgin even though her pussy was 37 
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not. She had never imagined having something inside her there. It seemed dirty, somehow. Wrong. But the look in Therik’s gray eyes told her protesting was useless and she refused to struggle against him or try to run from her fate and lose her dignity. 
All she could do was submit and pray he didn’t hurt her. Again she remembered her conversation with Senna, how she had vowed to fight any barbarian who tried to do to her what had been done to her friend. And yet, what else could she do but submit, despite her convictions? 
“Kira?” he was looking at her expectantly. He had arranged one of the thick, fluffy pillows on the bed in front of her, obviously to support her since she couldn’t put her weight on her hurt hands. 
“All right.” She nodded awkwardly and leaned over the pillow, her entire body stiff. “If you want to do this to me, I can’t stop you. But not even your collar can make me enjoy it.” 
“Kira,” he murmured, putting down the tail. Suddenly he was stroking her, his large, warm hands caressing her trembling flesh, soothing the fear and tension that were making her muscles tight. 
She closed her eyes tightly and felt two hot tears drip down her cheeks. How could she bear this humiliation? The pain of being filled in not only her pussy but her ass as well? How could she do it? 
“Don’t fear it, Kira.” His deep voice was gentle and soothing as he continued to stroke her naked back and flanks. “And don’t fear me. Just spread your legs and let me fill you. I promise your pleasure when I fuck you will be that much more for submitting to the tail inside you.” 
Kira didn’t see how he could possibly be right, but she forced herself to accept her fate. Biting her lower lip until it stung, she raised her ass in the air and spread her legs, waiting for his assault. 
She didn’t have long to wait. First she felt the cool, smooth leather tip of the tail rubbing lightly along her swollen clit until she gasped. It seemed that Therik was still 38 
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trying to coax some pleasure from her and damn him, he was succeeding despite her anger and fear. 
The cool tip traced patterns over and around her clit for what seemed like an endless time until finally Therik pulled it back and began to press it into her open cunt. 
It wasn’t much thicker that his two fingers had been and Kira moaned as it entered her inch by inch, sliding deeper into her wet channel. She turned her head and watched in horrified fascination as the red-haired woman in the mirror spread her legs and submitted to being fucked by the black leather instrument. But this was nothing, she knew. Nothing compared to what was to come. 
“Now comes the hard part.” Therik’s voice was soft but there was steel in it and she knew he wouldn’t stop no matter how hard she begged. He pulled the leather tail, well coated with her pussy honey, from her body and placed the smooth tip against her trembling virgin rosebud. 
“The hard part?” Kira knew what he was talking about but somehow she still didn’t believe it, couldn’t believe it until he said it out loud. 
“Yes.” Therik’s large hand stroked over the small of her back as the smooth tip pressed against her anus. “You have to try to relax and let me in, let the tail penetrate you and fill you to the hilt, Kira. Only then can I fuck you and claim you completely. 
Only then can we fulfill the prophesy.” 
Kira felt like her heart was beating in her mouth—she literally couldn’t speak. 
Instead she nodded and arched her back, motioning for him to go on. For him to fill her. 
She couldn’t take her eyes off the mirror where the red-haired girl was spread open and vulnerable, waiting for the dark-haired man with the intense gray eyes to press the hard leather tail deep inside her ass. She couldn’t believe this was really happening, that she was really submitting to this. And yet, somehow, as in everything else Therik had done to her, the submission was a pleasure. 
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It’s the collar, 
 she told herself. Just the collar making you feel that way. Making you think
that you like to submit to him, even when what he demands is degrading and wrong.  But was it? Was it really? 
She had little time to ponder the question. Before she knew it, the smooth tip of the leather tail was breaching her nether entrance, piercing her tight rosebud and pressing deep inside her trembling ass. 
“Therik!” she gasped, unable to stop herself. “Goddess, I don’t…don’t know if I can stand it!” 
“You can do it.” His voice was deep and comforting and his other hand had slipped around her hip to stroke her open cunt. “You can do it, Kira. Just relax and try to be open for me. Just let me fill you up.” 
Kira watched in the mirror as he traced her clit with two long fingers even as the black tail made its relentless way deep into her ass. Goddess, how could she stand it? 
And yet she knew that she had to—she had no choice. But even as she gasped and bucked against the foreign invader stroking deeper and deeper into her body, she could feel shocks of pleasure coming from her wet pussy. How was it that Therik knew how to touch her so well? How did he know that the feel of his long fingers stroking over the swollen bud of her clit would make her open for the black leather tail? 
She cried out as a short, sharp orgasm knifed through her and squeezed her eyes shut. Then warm hands were stroking her trembling body once more and Therik was murmuring in her ear about how brave she was and how good to take the entire tail up her ass on the first try. Goddess, was it really all the way inside her? A quick glance in the mirror showed that it was. Of the entire black leather shaft, only the long black tassels hanging between her thighs still showed. It was  in her then. Kira rotated her hips experimentally and felt the tail thrust within her, almost like a cock, with the motion. 
“That’s right, get used to it.” Therik’s deep voice was thick with lust. “Goddess, you look so beautiful with your tight little ass filled, Kira. Move for me now, shake your hips and twitch your tail.” 
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Feeling like she was in a dream, Kira did as he demanded. Shaking her hips from side to side, she watched as the black leather tassels swished over her naked thighs and felt the black leather shaft pumping inside her. It felt…good. She couldn’t deny it and yet her shame was almost as great as her pleasure. There was no way anything put into her there  should feel so good. Goddess, what was wrong with her? 
Therik must have seen the look on her face because he leaned over to cup her chin in one hand and looked into her eyes. “What is it, Kira?” he murmured, stroking her face. “Why are you upset?” 
Kira dropped her eyes, a hot blush climbing her cheeks. “Because I…it feels…feels good. But it shouldn’t, should it? I shouldn’t take pleasure in being filled down…down there.” 
“How does it feel? Tell me exactly,” he demanded, not answering her question. 
Kira bit her lip and her cheeks got even hotter. And yet she knew she would have to answer him, he was looking at her too intently to even consider letting the matter drop. 
“I…it feels like someone… fucking  me. Thrusting deep into my ass with every move I make,” she admitted at last. “But I shouldn’t want that, should I? Shouldn’t enjoy it so much?” 
“I don’t see why not.” Therik kissed her flushed cheek and then her open, panting lips. “I don’t think your goddess would mind you taking pleasure in penetration, Kira. 
Don’t you do it every year at your ceremony to honor her?” 
“But…” She shook her head, wanting to make him understand. “But it’s the wrong kind of penetration. During the ceremony we…we get our pussies penetrated, not our…well, not other places. And that’s only so that we can try to bring forth a new life to honor the goddess.” 
“You seem to be forgetting something.” He pulled her up from her kneeling position and Kira gasped as the black tail speared even more deeply into her body. 
“W-what?” she whispered, looking into his deep gray eyes. 
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“You’re forgetting that you are  going to have your pussy penetrated tonight, Kira,” 
he murmured. “Because I plan to fill you with my cock and ride you hard until I fill you up with my cum. Understand?” 
“But I—” Kira bit her lip, her eyes drawn once more to the thick shaft rising proudly from between his thighs. “But are you really going to fuck me with…with the tail still inside me?” she made herself ask at last. “I mean, I’m already so tight and you’re so big—” 
“I know exactly how tight you are, Kira,” he interrupted her. “Don’t forget, I’ve had my fingers and my tongue deep inside your cunt tonight. But in order to fulfill the prophesy, I have to do more than that. I have to put my cock inside you and fuck you. 
Have to come in you. And yes, the tail must be deep inside your ass while I come in your pussy. Now, are you going to submit willingly, or should I tie you to the bed again?” 
Kira swallowed the angry words that wanted to come out of her mouth. Because the fact was, even though it hurt her pride, she still wanted to submit to him. Wanted to spread her legs and accept his thick cock into her pussy, even though her tight rosebud was already filled with the black leather shaft. It’s the garnet collar, 
 she told herself. Just
the collar that makes me want to give in to him. Want to do whatever he tells me as long as he
doesn’t stop touching me.  But the words felt less true and more like an excuse all the time. 
Because a true priestess of the one goddess wouldn’t spread her legs willingly for a barbarian lord, would she? Even as the question popped into her head, Kira had a quick flash of her friend Senna, looking worn out but satisfied coming through the woods, her robes open and her obviously well-fucked pussy on display. 
“Well?” Therik’s question made her realize he was still waiting for an answer. But she didn’t trust herself to talk. Lifting her chin, she nodded once and then lay back on the bed, moaning softly to herself as the black leather tail shifted inside her. Keeping her eyes locked with his she slowly and deliberately spread her legs, opening her pussy for him of her own free will. 
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“Take me,” she whispered, barely able to make the words come out. “Do what you want to me, Therik. I can’t stop you.” 
“You can’t stop me or you don’t want to stop me?” His gray eyes seemed to pierce her to the soul and once more Kira knew she couldn’t lie to him. 
“I-I don’t want to stop you,” she admitted in a low, breathless voice. “I want you inside me. I don’t know if it’s because of the collar or…or for some other reason. I just know I need you, need your shaft filling my pussy now.” 
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Chapter Five 
With a low growl he was on her. Kira gave a little cry as his large, muscular body covered hers completely and he swallowed the sound with a hungry kiss. He slid eagerly between her thighs and she could feel the broad plum-shaped head of his cock parting her pussy lips and rubbing over her sensitive inner cunt, searching for her entrance. She had one last urge to close her legs, to try to protect herself from him and then the seeking shaft found what he had been looking for and the thought was driven completely from her brain. 
Oh goddess, he’s going to fuck me now. I know it, I just know it!  The thought ran in tight, panicked circles inside her brain. But to Kira’s surprise, her captor didn’t immediately ram all of his thick shaft deep into her helpless pussy. Instead, he entered her with only the head of his cock and began to move in and out slowly, barely fucking into her with just an inch or two of his thick shaft, getting her used to the intrusion. 
Kira moaned loudly, unable to help herself, as his cock pressed deeper and deeper into her. She was naturally tight and the black leather tail inside her ass made her even tighter so that the sensation of being stretched by his thick shaft was multiplied as he pressed his slow, careful way into her. It didn’t hurt, though—she felt more of a pleasurable stretching sensation where he was fucking her, as though her pussy was opening for him whether she wanted it to or not. 
“Good girl,” Therik whispered in her ear, his voice rough with lust. “Good girl, Kira. That’s right, just spread your pussy wide and let me fuck you. I promise it’ll be easier once I get all the way inside your tight little cunt.” 
Kira didn’t know if it would get easier or harder and she couldn’t really seem to care. She was too distracted by the feeling of being filled by his thick, hard cock to have any coherent thoughts. Goddess, don’t know if I can take it…so big…too tight…don’t know…
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She felt like she would die if he didn’t stop and at the same time, she knew she would die if he did. She didn’t know how she could bear it and yet she knew she had no choice in the matter. She was helpless beneath him, her thighs spread wide and her pussy half filled with his throbbing shaft. There was nowhere to run and nothing to do but try to be open enough to let him fuck all the way into her and fill her cunt with cum as he seemed so set on doing. 
At last she felt him reach the bottom of her pussy, the broad head of his cock kissing the mouth of her womb. It was just as her friend Senna had described, she could almost imagine she felt the hot drops of pre-cum leaking inside her, coating the vulnerable inside of her cunt with his seed. But it wasn’t over yet, she knew. He would have to fuck her and come in her before it was over, would have to fill her with his cum completely before he was satisfied. She imagined her pussy filled to overflowing just as Senna’s had been, imagined his warm, slippery cum running down her thighs. How would it feel? And why was she so eager to find out? 
She had never dreamed of making love like this, of having the man on top of her instead of straddling him herself, but the sensations she was feeling made her wonder why she had never thought of it before. It felt so good, so right, to be pinned to the bed by a man who wanted her. A man who needed her so much that he couldn’t wait to bury the length of his cock deep in her pussy. 
“Please,” she whispered, tightening her inner muscles around the huge invading shaft. It was just as Senna had said, there was nothing she could do but try to help him, try to make him come. Except, she shouldn’t be enjoying it so much, should she? 
Shouldn’t feel like there were explosions going off behind her eyes with every tiny move he made inside her. 
“Please what, Kira?” he growled softly in her ear. “Are you ready for me to fuck you now?” 
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“Please, yes…yes, I want you to fuck me. Fuck me!” Kira heard herself saying. For a moment she was startled and ashamed by the need she heard in her own voice and then all thought left her as Therik finally began to move inside her. 
Goddess…oh goddess, feels so good, so tight…  Kira bit her lower lip and squeezed her eyes shut as he moved within her, first pulling almost all the way out and then entering her again with one smooth, hard thrust that made her gasp with pleasure as he pounded to the very end of her channel. He wasn’t going to be gentle, she realized. 
Now that he had gotten her used to the feeling of his thick cock invading her pussy, he was going to use her roughly, to fuck her thoroughly until he was completely satisfied. 
The realization gave her a strange thrill. Even though, in a way, what was happening to her was exactly what she had been going to the temple for in the first place when Therik’s guards caught her, it still bore no resemblance to what Kira had thought would happen. This was nothing like what she had endured during her first conception ceremony, nothing at all like lowering herself onto the tame male and waiting for him to finish inside her. 
She remembered the weak thrusts and timid movements of the captive male and the tiny dribble of cum he had left in her pussy. But by the way Therik was fucking her, thrusting so deep and hard and long, she was sure he would fill her completely with his seed until her pussy was overflowing with it. She wondered briefly if the goddess would be pleased with her for opening her pussy and welcoming a man inside her. 
Then all thoughts were pushed aside again as Therik began to speak to her. 
“Wrap your legs around me, Kira,” he commanded, stroking her thigh. “Want to feel those long, silky legs holding me while I fuck you.” 
Kira did as she was told, wrapping her bare legs around his muscular waist even though the action made the black tasseled tail inside her ass thrust even deeper. Then she twined her arms around his neck and pulled him down for a long, searching kiss. 
Therik slowed his thrusting for a moment as she kissed him. Slipping his tongue into her mouth and pressing the head of his cock hard against the end of her channel, he 46 
Willing Submission 
claimed her above and below completely at the same time. Kira moaned at the feeling of being so filled, so claimed. She thought she could taste her own unique flavor on his tongue, delicious and salty and intimate. 
At last he pulled away. Burying his face in her hair, he breathed in her ear, “Need to come in you soon, Kira. But I want to feel you come first. Can you do that for me? Can you come for me one more time while I fuck you?” 
Kira opened her mouth to answer but all that came out was a moan. For at that moment she felt his large, warm hand push between their bodies just where his cock pierced her cunt. With unerring accuracy, the broad pad of his thumb found her clit, stroking hard over the sensitive bud even as he drew out and slammed back into her again. 
With that one, decisive motion Therik pushed her over the edge. Kira gasped as a warm wave of sensation rolled through her, tightening her nipples and making her pussy spasm helplessly around his thick, invading shaft. It was the deepest orgasm she had ever had, so intense that it took her breath away and for a moment, she wasn’t sure she could breathe. 
“Therik!” she moaned. “Oh goddess, so good…so deep. Need you so much!” 
He must have felt her shuddering beneath him because his thrusting sped up, becoming a rough, wild bucking that seemed to send aftershocks of pleasure to every part of her body every time he pounded home inside her. At last he pulled almost all the way out and then pushed hard, filling her completely with himself and holding her tightly, his breath roaring in her ear as the warm, musky scent of him filled her senses. 
Then she felt him coming, the hot spurts of cum bathing the mouth of her womb and overflowing her pussy, just as she had thought it would. It was a hot, wet, delicious sensation and she never wanted it to end. She wrapped her legs even more tightly around his waist and squeezed hard with her inner muscles, wanting to milk him, wanting to get as much of his creamy cum into her pussy as she possibly could. 
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helpless beneath him and spread herself, knowing he would do whatever he wanted to her and not being able to stop him. Not wanting  to stop him. 
For a brief, shining instant Kira didn’t care if it was wrong or right to feel the way she did. Didn’t care if it wasn’t proper for a priestess of the one goddess to open herself to a barbarian lord. She didn’t even care if her relaxed inhibitions and the new feelings she was having were due to the silver and garnet collar she wore around her neck. She only knew that she had never felt this way before. That she wanted to keep the man in her arms near her forever, no matter what the price. 
Then she heard Therik’s voice growling softly in her ear and she opened her eyes to see him staring down at her with a passionate look on his hawklike features. 
“Gods, Kira, so beautiful when you come. I could watch you forever this way,” he murmured. “And you feel so good wrapped around me, your tight little cunt squeezing me. I love the way you moan, the soft little sounds you make, the way you call my name when you lose control.” 
“I-I couldn’t help it,” Kira admitted, still struggling to catch her breath. “Y-you feel so good inside me. I didn’t think I could take it at first but then…then it started to feel so…so…” She shrugged shyly. “I don’t know, I only know I’ve never felt like this before.” 
“Do you really mean that?” Therik’s gray eyes pierced her. 
“Yes, of course.” Kira nodded. “And I don’t care even if everything I’m feeling is because of this garnet collar you made me wear. I felt like I…I had to tell you. I—” 
“The damn collar again.” One corner of his mouth pulled down violently and Therik pulled out of her and rolled away in one quick motion. 
“What is it? What have I said that’s wrong?” Kira bit her lip and looked at him uncertainly. She didn’t know what had just happened between them but she knew it was something wrong. And whatever it was, she wanted to make it right. 
“It’s nothing.” He sighed and ran one hand distractedly through his thick black hair. “Nothing at all. You’re right, of course. Everything you’re feeling is due to the 48 
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Antha d’Ledon—the collar of willing submission. And tomorrow morning this will all be over when I set you free. You can go back and tell your people anything you want—
that this was nothing more but another savage barbarian attack on a helpless priestess. 
Or hide it if you’re shamed to let them know a man besides one of your drugged pets filled your pussy with his cum.” 
“I’m not ashamed,” Kira said, and was surprised to find the words were true. She had always wondered in the past how the girls who were attacked in the woods could be so calm and unashamed of what had happened to them. Senna, in particular, seemed to display her freshly fucked pussy almost with pride. Now she understood. Therik was everything she had never known that a man could be—strong, decisive, stubborn and wise. He had known what he wanted from her and had taken it and in the process, he had made her want it too. Even with the magic garnet collar on, Kira couldn’t account for the fact that she wanted him as he wanted her. 
But when she opened her mouth to tell all she was thinking, she realized from the look on his face that Therik was in no mood for talking. 
“It’s late,” he said, his words clipped and almost angry. “You should get some sleep. I imagine riding on a horse back to your holy mountain tomorrow will not be the most comfortable trip after our activities here tonight.” 
“Oh, but I…” Kira wanted to stop him but didn’t know how. Already he was getting off the bed and starting for the door. 
“I’ll leave and let you remove the tail and wash up if you like,” he said, pulling on the black trousers he had discarded what seemed like hours earlier. “Tomorrow, as I said, you’ll be a free woman again. I’ll remove the collar and you can forget everything that happened tonight.” 
I don’t want to forget!  Kira wanted to shout but somehow the words wouldn’t leave her mouth. After all, if he wanted them to forget what had happened between them, what could she say to stop him. Instead she heard herself saying, “Wait.” 
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“Yes, little priestess?” Therik turned back toward her, one black eyebrow arched sarcastically. Kira could feel herself withering in his piercing gray stare. Forcing herself not to be intimidated, she lifted her chin defiantly and looked him in the face. 
“Don’t call me that. Not after…what we’ve done,” she said, frowning. “And…and when are you coming back? If I have to sleep here tonight, I would rather be warm than cold.” 
“There are blankets on the bed for the purpose of warming you.” His tone was mocking but Kira thought she caught something in his eyes—some quick flash of longing that gave her the courage to go on. 
“I don’t want a blanket,” she told him boldly. “I want you. I want you beside me to keep me warm and safe.” She drew herself up and raised an eyebrow of her own at him. “After what I have been though at the hands of your men I couldn’t possibly sleep in this huge drafty castle without you by my side to guard me. Do you understand?” 
For a moment his gray eyes softened. “Yes, my lady,” he said softly, one corner of his mouth quirking up as though it wished to smile. “I understand you very well. I will be back within a half an hour.” 
That night he took her twice more. The first time they had just gotten into bed and Kira pressed her naked backside against his throbbing cock. She could feel the need thrumming through his big body as he gathered her close, both of them covered by the warm velvet quilt. His broad chest felt warm and hard against her back and his breath stirred the fine hairs at the back of her neck, making her shiver. 
“That’s very forward of you, little priestess,” he rumbled in her ear as she rubbed her softly rounded ass against his already hard shaft. “If you’re not careful, you’ll get more that a sleeping companion tonight.” 
“I’m not afraid,” Kira told him breathlessly. She didn’t know where she got the courage to be so bold, she only knew that she wanted him inside her again, filling her up, before she had to go back to her city on the holy mountain and leave him forever. 
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“Maybe you should be.” He stroked one large, warm hand over her trembling side and raised her leg, pressing forward until the head of his cock found the entrance to her pussy. He slid in easily because Kira was still warm and wet from their earlier session. 
Despite his offer to let her clean up, she found she liked the feel of his cum in her pussy and had deliberately avoided washing that part of herself. 
She heard him groan softly as he penetrated her to the hilt and she tilted her pelvis back toward him, wanting to get all of his thick length inside her, wanting to remember the feel of his cock filling her pussy forever. 
It was long and slow this time and Therik was much more gentle with her. It was as if some urgent need had been filled and he wanted to take his time, to savor the feeling of her cunt wrapped around his cock for as long as he could before he filled her to overflowing with his cum. He held her to him closely, one hand teasing her ripe nipples and the other lazily strumming her clit as he thrust into her over and over again. Even without the leather tail inside her back passage, Kira still felt the stretching sensation of his thickness moving within her and she thought she had never felt more completely owned or more completely satisfied. She cried out her satisfaction without shame when he teased yet another orgasm from her and sighed contentedly when she felt him fill her pussy once more with his hot cum. 
Afterward she drifted off to sleep, tangled in his arms, with her head pillowed on his broad chest. The last thought she had before drifting off was that she wished she could sleep this way every night. Never had she felt so safe and cared for before. She knew, of course, that her feelings were due to the collar she wore, to the heavy garnet that still nestled in the hollow of her throat. And even if they weren’t, she was quite sure that Therik only wanted her for the one night to fulfill his precious prophesy. Yet she couldn’t help wishing that things could be different between them. Somehow in their hours together she had come to care for the big barbarian lord and the thought of never seeing him again made hot tears prick at her eyelids even as a sleep of pure exhaustion and satisfaction pulled her down into dark, dreamless depths. 
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The second and last time they made love, Therik woke her with slow, hot kisses on the back of her neck. 
It was almost dawn. Kira could see the pale light of early day leaking through the narrow windows high in the bedchamber’s walls. At first she wasn’t sure where she was. The warm, muscular arm flung over her waist was unfamiliar as was the broad chest pressing against her back. 
With a rush, everything came back to her. She remembered the way Therik had taken her, so thoroughly and then so gently the night before and felt her body shiver in anticipation. Her nipples were instantly hard and tingling and her pussy, which was still slippery from his cum, felt suddenly hot and swollen with need. 
I haven’t even known him for an entire day and already my body wants him. Needs him.  It was a sobering thought, as was the knowledge that after this morning, she would never see him again. But Kira decided she didn’t care. If this was her last chance with Therik, her last chance to love him, to make love with him and be filled by him, then she wanted to make it last. 
“Kira,” he rumbled as he pressed against her. “Tell me if you want this. If you need it like I do.” 
“I do,” she whispered back. “I want it so much. Please, Therik, I need you inside me.” She opened her legs for him willingly but to her surprise, he pulled her astride him instead. 
“Thought you might like to see what it feels like to have a real man under you for a change,” he rumbled softly as he guided her into position over his hard cock. 
Kira moaned as she sank down onto him, impaling herself willingly, filling herself with his thickness. Therik kept his hands on her waist, guiding her as she rode him, her breasts bouncing with his upward thrusts, her nipples hard with desire. She couldn’t help reflecting that even though this was the position she had used during her conception ceremony, what Therik was doing to her felt nothing like what she had experienced with the tame male. It was so much more pleasurable, so deep, and when 52 
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he filled her at last with his cum, it was much more than a weak dribble that spurted into her open cunt. 
The entire time he held her above him, thrusting into her, Therik’s gaze held hers. 
Kira found herself lost in the burning depths of his eyes. The last time, 
 she couldn’t help thinking. This is the last time I’ll see him. The last time he’ll make love to me. From now on
when I’m in this position it will be for my yearly conception ceremony and it will be with a tame,
drugged male. 
Just the thought of that, of never seeing Therik again made her sad. Even as she felt herself clenching around him as she came, she could feel tears pricking at her eyelids again, just as they had the night before. 
“What is it, Kira? Are you all right?” There was concern in Therik’s deep voice as he lowered her to the bed and pulled her to him. “Did I hurt you in some way?” he asked, his gray eyes troubled. 
“No, I just…” Kira felt stupid but she couldn’t seem to stop crying. She sat up and put her hands over her face. Collar or not, prophesy or not, she didn’t want to leave him. Didn’t want to go back to her sterile existence in the city on the holy mountain where most of her day was spent chanting and praying and tending the flocks and gardens of the goddess with her priestess sisters. She didn’t want to go back to sleeping in her single, narrow cot with no one to hold her, no strong arms to protect her in the chilly night. She was lonely, she realized, and had been lonely for a long time. But it had taken her night with Therik to make her realize it. 
“Kira, please. Tell me what’s wrong and what I can do to make it better.” Therik lifted her hands gently away from her face and looked into her eyes. 
“I-I don’t want to go. I mean, I don’t want this to end,” Kira blurted, feeling like a fool. “I mean, I know I only feel this way because of this goddessdamn collar but—” 
“Kira,” he interrupted her. “Stop a moment. Stop and look at yourself.” He turned her shoulders, shifting her gently from where she sat in the tangled bedclothes to look toward the foot of the bed. 
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Kira wasn’t sure what he was talking about until she realized that the large oval looking glass he had positioned at the foot of the bed the night before was still there. 
Uncertainly, she stared at her reflection in the mirror, trying to see what Therik wanted her to. 
She saw a naked woman with tearful golden-hazel eyes and tousled red hair staring back at her. But around the woman’s neck where the silver and garnet collar had rested… 
“It’s gone!” Kira looked at her reflection in disbelief. “It’s gone—the collar’s gone.” 
She looked at Therik. “Where did it go?” 
“I took it off you while you were sleeping.” There was a look of hope in Therik’s gray eyes. “I was hoping you wouldn’t realize it was gone until you knew that your feelings were real.” 
“That my feelings were… What are you talking about?” Kira demanded. “You told me that garnet collar was magical. That it would make your every touch a pleasure.” 
“And did it?” Therik raised an eyebrow at her. 
“It did,” Kira admitted, her cheeks coloring. “Even when you…when you wanted to do things to me I’d never even dreamed of, they still felt…well, wonderful.” 
Therik smiled. “And what if I told you there was nothing magical about the collar at all? That it was simply an heirloom passed down to me by my mother and her mother before her?” 
Kira felt her temper rising. She put her hands on her hips and glared at the big barbarian. “Why you…you lied to me! You had me believing—” 
“The only thing magical about that collar, Kira, is that it has been worn by every mistress of this castle since it was built,” Therik interrupted her. He cupped her flushed cheek in one hand and stared at her intently. “Kira, will you be the new mistress here? 
Will you join with me and stay with me always?” 
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“Well, I-I don’t know.” Kira was thrown into confusion. “I just…we’ve only known each other one night. And I-I thought you only wanted me to fulfill your prophesy.” 
“Not true.” Therik shook his head firmly. “Or not entirely true, anyway. I began searching for you because of the prophesy. But when I found you…Kira, from the moment I saw you kneeling at my throne, looking so lovely and defiant, I knew I wanted you for more than one night. But I didn’t want to scare you. That was why I lied about the collar, hoping you could blame anything you felt on what you thought was a magical object and let yourself relax and accept the pleasure I wanted to give you. And when I took it off this morning, I had to hope you’d understand and forgive me, at least enough to realize that what you felt was real. If you feel anything for me at all. Do you, Kira?” 
Kira twisted her hands in her lap and bit her lip, a blush rising to her face. “I do,” 
she admitted in a low voice. “But, well, I’m so embarrassed. The way I acted when I thought the collar was to blame…I was so shameless, so submissive.” 
“So beautiful, so free,” Therik corrected her. “I have never seen a lovelier sight than when you spread your legs for me and begged me to fuck you, Kira. I knew then that I wanted you forever, knew that I had to take off the collar and risk asking you what you felt.” 
Kira felt as though her heart would burst. “You know how I feel. I’d stay with you gladly. But what about your prophesy, that our people would unite? The only one who could make a decision like that would be the head priestess and I don’t think she’d ever consent to something like that.” 
Therik smiled. “I think she might be surprised to know how much our people have already united. Don’t you know that almost every man of my people has a lover who comes from the holy mountain? What I told you was true—your women do seek us out as we seek you. Men and women were meant to be together, I think it’s time someone explained that to your head priestess.” 
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“You don’t know her like I do,” Kira protested. “She’s my aunt and she’ll never agree to listen to a barbarian. Even the lord of the barbarians, Therik.” 
He grinned at her. “Who said I would be the one explaining? I was thinking that you would be the best person to talk to her although I can come with you, of course.” 
“Well, I…” Kira frowned uncertainly. Would her aunt, who was more like a mother to Kira since her own mother had died, consent to listen to what she would surely consider blasphemous talk? 
“Maybe you can take some friends with you as well, some of your priestess sisters who already have lovers from among my men,” Therik suggested. 
Senna came to her mind at once and Kira nodded slowly. “Go on.” 
“Tell your aunt that the time for men and women to join together has come. Tell her that we will not hinder your worship of the one true goddess—actually, your priestess sisters can honor her much more often if they are allowed to join with my men. And as a result, the birth rate of both our peoples will soon double, if not triple.” 
Kira blushed again as she thought of the way she and Therik had honored the one goddess the night before. “Well,” she admitted at last. “I suppose it might  work. In fact, I think we should go talk to her at once.” She got off the bed and was beginning to search for her long discarded ceremonial robes when Therik pulled her back onto the bed and gave her a lingering kiss. 
“Kira,” he growled softly when they pulled apart at last. “Before we go, I need to ask you something.” 
“Yes?” She looked at him with wide eyes, wondering what could have made him so suddenly serious. 
“Will you wear this for me? Willingly this time?” Therik held out the silver and garnet collar which seemed to have appeared from nowhere and gave her a searching look. 
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Kira felt tears spring into her eyes but this time she had a smile to go with them. 
“Yes, Therik,” she murmured, kneeling before him so that he could clasp the intricate silver collar once more around her slender throat. “I’ll wear it for always, with all my heart.” 
His hands trembled slightly as the cool weight of the garnet settled once more in the hollow of her throat. “Maybe it has some magic after all,” he murmured, catching her eyes with his. 
“Maybe it does.” Kira smiled at him and stroked the smooth, dark red jewel that hung around her neck. “Maybe it does indeed.” 
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