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Wyvern Hall

By Nicole
Draylock

 



Chapter 1 – Kyrie’s
Woe

 


Kyrie was finally of age, and though
most of the village girls looked forward to joining the ranks of
womanhood, she had lived in dread of this day for some months, it
was not always so. She had once been as the other girls, looking
forward to the greatest achievement of North-woman; bearing fine
young sons for the man who won her and made her his own. Though
North-women were every ounce as rugged and enduring as the men, it
was seldom enough that their voices were heard beyond the hearth.
Kyrie had come to realize that she would never feel complete as a
hearth warmer for one of the village warriors, her spirit called
out for glory of its own.

To make matters worse, Erik the Odious,
as she had begun to refer to the village champion had made it clear
to the entire village that he intended to possess Kyrie for his
own. Naturally he had to take on and defeat any challengers, and
then should he win there was the “proving” where he must take her
by her will or not before the Althing, and prove his desire upon
her body. Some girls would make a token show before the Althing,
before submitting to the warrior who claimed them. Kyrie knew in
her heart, that she would fight Erik unto her own death rather than
allow him to join with her in sight of the whole
village.

It was not that she was bashful about
the act; Kyrie had enjoyed her time of freedom, the first year of
womanhood when girls were allowed if not expected to enjoy freely
the men and sometimes women of the village and surrounding areas.
At least a few men from the surrounding towns might challenge Erik,
but Kylie feared none could best him. He was not only the war chief
of their village, but chief of the Red Mountain war council. He had
earned this position of leadership by proving himself in combat. He
was as fearsome a warrior as he was odious a lover.

Until last year she had considered him
a heroic figure, and when he had offered to be her first she had
been overjoyed. Five pain-filled minutes later, she was left in
tears wondering why the older women talked with such excitement
about their frequent liaisons. She had avoided him after that,
along with most of the village men as well, for the next few
months. Her best friend was the only reason she knew that it could,
should, and would be better with a skilled lover. Nora had been
desperate to find a friend to come along with her lover and his
friend. Kyrie didn’t understand why, but she couldn’t tell her
friend no. They had hiked into the high country to hunt, and the
first night Nora and Scoric had slipped into the first tent as soon
as dinner was finished, and within minutes the noises of their lust
filled the small clearing. Kryn for his part tried to ignore the
noises and carry on as usual, but the straining bulge in his
breaches said he was not unaware, and the glances Kyrie caught him
giving her body told her that he wanted her.

As the couple in the tents pleasure
sounds continued to build toward a crescendo, Kryn opened the other
tent flap and motioned her inside. Not knowing what else to do, she
joined him, expecting to have her skirts forced up and be taken
like a beast rutting. “At least it should be over quickly” she
thought. Kryn surprised her however by pulling her down onto the
sleeping skins, and caressing her body through her winter clothing
as he kissed her slowly and passionately.

She had never been kissed in this
manner before, and the feeling of heat that began in her loins had
her panting very soon. By the time Kryn began to loosen the ties of
her bodice, Kylie couldn’t wait to feel his hands on her breasts.
She was writhing in pleasure and wanted this to go on forever. As
the last tie was loosened her large firm breasts virtually spilled
out. She expected him to take them and stroke or squeeze them;
instead he took her hand and placed it upon his swollen tool. She
began to squeeze it and rub along its bulging length through his
leather breaches. His breathing deepened as he leaned in cupping
her breasts in his hands and began to lick the nipples and suck on
them with softly.

Kyrie loved the feel of his big hands
and hot mouth on her breasts. When he finally stopped she was very
disappointed, wanting it to go on and on. As stood her up and
allowed her clothing to drop around her feet she thought, “Well,
that was nice, perhaps it won’t hurt so much this time.” But she
had felt his rock hard tool and knew that he was even bigger than
Erik! Standing naked before him, her breasts partially covered by
her long golden tresses, she felt so exposed. He was kneeling in
front of her looking at the golden curls which adorned her mound in
a way that embarrassed her to her core. Before she could back away
or attempt to cover up, he grasped her hips and pulled her forward
causing her loins to thrust into his face. She was surprised as
much by the tongue that slipped through her slit as this motion.
Kryn pulled at her legs to get them open and before she knew it she
was virtually straddling his face as he licked her pussy with long
slow strokes. The feelings this generated were so unexpected and
intense that her knees began to shake, and finally, they buckled.
She fell unto the skins on her back and he followed her down, never
pulling his tongue from her quivering sex. He licked her slow, and
ran his tongue down into her soaking wet cunt. Her hands went to
his head as though to hold him in place as the feeling in her rose
to a fever pitch. Someone was moaning in pleasure and it took her a
moment to realize that these joyful sounds were coming from
herself! The wave built until suddenly she erupted inside with an
intense wave of almost painful pleasure that was so foreign it
scared her.

As Kyrie’s first orgasm abated, Kryn
stood and pulled off his shirt, exposing his well-muscled body to
her. She watched him as he loosened the ties of his breeches and
slid them down just a little, exposing the base of his big cock,
and suspending them from it. He motioned for her to finish removing
them, and while the back of her mind was telling her not to
willingly submit to another painful ordeal, her soaking pussy told
her to get on with it. She rose up onto her knees and pulled his
breeches down allowing him to step out of them. As she pulled them
down to his mid-thigh, his cock thus released sprang up and made a
light slapping noise as it hit her on the cheek. Looking up into
his warm blue eyes he cupped the back of her head in one hand and
took his throbbing cock in the other. She didn’t understand what he
wanted at first as he rubbed the tip of his manhood across her
lips, smearing the clear viscous fluid that was leaking from it
onto her lips. He began to push it against her lips, pushing them
open slightly till his cock was bumping her teeth. His urgency and
her own yearning caused her to open her mouth in surprise and
taking advantage of this, he thrust his cock into her
mouth.

Kyrie had heard some of the girls talk
of sucking cock, and how sometimes that is all the men wanted, to
spurt their warm juices into a girl’s mouth. Though the taste and
texture were very foreign she decided this wasn’t so bad and began
to suck on his cock gently as she’d overheard the girls describe.
Placing both hands behind her head now, he gently pumped a couple
of inches of his cock in and out of her mouth, pulling back until
her teeth brushed the bulb of his head before thrusting back in.
This was obviously pleasing him, and his lust for her hot sucking
mouth made him drive in a little deeper. The sudden thrust,
touching the back of her throat made her gag slightly, and she
tried to pull away. Kryn held her head, not letting her pull all
the way out, but giving her time to get control of herself before
continuing to pump her mouth. She hoped he would cum in her mouth,
but her hope was in vain.

After she had sucked him for a few
minutes, he withdrew and knelt in front of her. Holding her head
still with one hand he kissed her, slipping his tongue deep in her
mouth as his other hand stroked down her body to the dripping wet
slit between her legs. She was moaning into his kiss when he
penetrated her tight cunt with two fingers. It was uncomfortable at
first, but as he continued to kiss her and run his fingers in and
out of her tight pussy, she began heating up again and the
discomfort was replaced by a tingling pleasure. Just when she
thought she might orgasm again he pushed her back, lying on top of
her. Spreading her legs wide he put his body between them, and
placed his iron hard dick against her opening.

Kryn felt her tense as his cock parted
her lips. Nora warned him that Kyrie had little experience and that
little had not been good, so he took his time, slowly pushing then
pulling back. It took several minutes of this before her body
relaxed enough to accept his large cock. Kyrie was torn between
fear of the pain and the wonderful sensations of his lips and the
growing want of his cock inside her body. When the want won out,
she felt herself open, and his tool slid into her. That first
thrust only went an inch deep or so, but it began to make her want
more. Kryn continued to thrust slowly and never more than just
slightly farther than the last thrust, but the need growing in
Kyrie demanded more of him. She began to hunch her hips up,
demanding more of him with each thrust. By the time his cock was
buried in her now burning love-hole, she was thrusting herself up
in abandon.

Feeling himself seated all the way in
her cunt, Kryn began to thrust in earnest. Her fear gone, replaced
with white hot lust, the girl had transformed into a woman beneath
his body and was now eager to get fucked. Kryn complied with her
bodies aching need by thrusting in and out of her in time with her
own mad hunching. As she took all he had and pressed for more,
Kylie began to pant, moan, and then to wail out her pleasure as his
rod drove in and out of her pliant body. This was nothing like the
savage brutality of Erik; this was what the other girls craved. She
was cumming in waves, one after another when he finally thrust into
her one last time and filled her with his seed.

They had coupled twice more that night,
the second time, she had gotten him off with her mouth, swallowing
his cum and making him nearly tear the bed skins with his
thrashing. Since that night, she had come to realize the real
pleasures of the body, but also knew that she would never
experience that again mated to the odious Erik. Something had to be
done.

 



Chapter 2 – The
Calling

 


Months now since that night in the
tent, she had shared her body with several men from the village,
and more than a few passing through or bringing wares to the
village market. Her tall body was lean and muscled, with large
pendulous breasts, and her ass was well rounded and shapely.
Everyman seemed to want her, she’d even had a few liaisons with
mated men, and she’d also shared pleasure with a couple of women
including Nora. Making love to her friend had been a surprising
pleasure that first time, as the men had watched from the other
side of the tent, waiting to join them in carnal bliss. Neither man
had lasted long at the sight of these two beauties end to end,
licking and sucking each other to fierce orgasms.

It was now the night before the
Althing, and Kyrie was both apprehensive and expectant. She
expected the next day to bring her pain no matter the outcome, but
she wanted to make her last night of freedom a memory that would
last until her skein was finally severed. She had made plans to
join a large group of friends and acquaintances at the bend in the
river, where they all planned to build a bonfire, drink mead until
their heads swam, and fuck like animals until the coming of the
dawn.

Just as she had finished her
preparations for this bacchanalian event, her tent flap opened.
Erik stood in the flap, looking at her with a hungry look. “You
should have been nicer to me little cunt” he said. “I could have
made you the most powerful woman in the village, instead, I’m going
to take you and make you my servant”. Kyrie couldn’t even respond
at first, her fear and rage sweeping over her body. “You may as
well know that the only way you will take me is to kill me Erik, I
will not submit to you” she finally managed to whisper. Erik’s
arrogance allowed no other option in his mind. “You will submit,
and I will enjoy your shame and anguish as I violate your body
before the Althing.” “No, Erik, you shall not!” said a strong
female voice from just beyond the tent. Erik wheeled about,
shouting “do not interfere with me witch! I am war chief of this
village, you will regret it!” “Go on and leave this girl be, you
will never possess her, and if you try you shall never possess any
woman again!” came the answering shout from Kyrie’s unknown
defender. Erik seemed to have some trepidation at continuing the
argument and strode away. As the tent flap fell back into place,
Kyrie caught a glimpse of her rescuer. It was the Völga herself!
This mysterious woman was the village seeress, healer, and
sorcerer. She was so often simply called by the title of Völga that
Kyrie could not even remember her name.

It was the Völga who were called for
the sick, the dying, and the cursed. Every village had one, and the
prosperity of the village relied as much on her skill with sorcery
as it did on the feats of valor conducted by the warriors. Karnack
village was quite proud of the mysterious Völga that called it her
home; her power and skill was such that she served as a high
priestess, and was often gone to other villages teaching the Völga
that served those villages. Though the grandfathers of the village
couldn’t remember when she had become the Völga, she still appeared
to be a middle-aged woman with a strong and sensual physique. Kyrie
presumed this was one of the benefits of the magic she
possessed.

After chastising Erik, Bryna waited
outside the girl’s tent, keeping a careful watch on the war chief
as he proceeded towards the river. That bastard was unfit to wash
this girl’s feet, let alone defile her body. In a few short years,
men like him would rue the day they caused her grief, but she would
have to come into her own first, for now she did not even recognize
the power of command she possessed. It was going to be an
unpleasant task, keeping the girl from the event, but until she
learned a measure of control it was best to keep her away from the
unwary as her power blossomed.

Finally assured that the conversation
would not be interrupted by the idiot warrior, she stepped up to
the girls tent flap and wrapped her staff upon the tent pole. “May
I enter Kyrie?” she asked, smiling at her own double meaning. Kyrie
had not been expecting the Völga to come to her aide, much less
wish to speak to her. “Umm, yes, over course, do please enter.”
When the Völga entered the tent, Kyrie got the closest look at her
she had ever had. Her skin was a golden hue seldom seen in these
mountains. She was obviously no longer a young girl, but still she
was beautiful and appeared no older than her late forties, with
just the beginnings of lines forming on her face. She was almost as
tall as Kyrie making her one of the tallest women Kyrie had ever
encountered, and her body, unhidden by the translucent blue robe of
her office, was fit. Unlike the majority of the women of her
apparent age, her breasts rode high still upon her chest and she
moved with the grace of woman practiced in the arts of
dance.

She began without preamble. “Kyrie, I
know of your plans this night, and I regret that I must be the one
to prevent you’re going” she began. Kyrie was stricken; one didn’t
ignore the wishes of the Völga. “Why must I not? Surely there is a
mistake; this is my last night of freedom!” Kyrie was nearly in
tears at the thought of missing this one last chance to be happy.
“So it is for those of the Völga my child, tonight your powers are
born and it is not safe for those of mortal kin to join with you
until you can control your urges once more.”

Kyrie did not understand what the woman
was saying, the meaning was lost on her, and all she knew was that
the one person she couldn’t refuse was asking her to give up the
last kernel of happiness she expected in life. “Come child” said
Bryna. “We must get far from the village before the midnight hour”.
Without another word, she turned, staff in hand left the tent. She
listened close for the girls footfalls following her. She was
rewarded a moment later to hear the halting strides of one doing
what she must despite her own desires. This discipline or
acceptance, whichever the case, was a good sign that Kyrie would
make a competent Völga when her training was complete.

It took almost an hour for them to
reach her woodland cabin. All this way, the girl followed her
without question or word. The pain of her youthful sacrifice
evident only in the hesitance of her step and the fact that never
once did she look about as they moved in silence through the
deepening woods. Reaching out with her senses, Bryna checked the
warding runes around her home, finding them quietly working their
magic undisturbed she led the girl into the cabin.

As she followed the Völga into the
cabin, she became vaguely aware of how far they had come. The Völga
removed her thin robe leaving nothing adorning her body other than
a small golden chain about her waist. The woman’s body hardly
showed the signs of age, and was gorgeous in its proportions. Kyrie
blushed as the Völga turned to speak and caught her staring at the
wonderful body before her. Smiling Bryna introduced herself. “I’m
Bryna, Völga of Karnack village as you know, High-Priestess of the
Vala” she said. “You have been chosen by the god’s child, as you
are born of them to be a Völga. Tonight your power will awaken, and
if it pleases them, the God’s may pay you a visit, showing you the
weave of your life to come!”

Kyrie did not know what to make of
these words. Her a Völga, how could that be? She did not understand
much of the life of these sorceresses but couldn’t imagine herself
in the role of the solitary Völga, using her power and wisdom to
protect the village and heal the sick. “But I have no power” she
whispered, and Bryna smiled. Taking her in hand she led her to a
large pile of sleeping skins. She held both her hands and looked
deep into her eyes as if taking her measure before she began to
speak. “Kyrie, I have watched you for long years now. I knew you
would come even before your birth. I have been awaiting a new Völga
of some power for a very long time. You may well prove to be my
High Priestess when the gods open your powers. There is much to
tell you, and you must accept what I say. Can you take your Völga’s
word and act accordingly this night Kyrie?”

Kyrie had no idea what else to do, and
for this time it seemed the wiser choice to simply follow the
seer’s lead and do as she was asked. When she met Bryna’s eye and
nodded her affirmation, Bryna released her hand and moved around
her, talking softly as she went. “Kyrie, the gods of our people are
closer than most know, they interact in the world almost daily in
the form of men, women, and sometimes animals. They may also take
more unexpected forms, but whatever form they take, they possess
the abilities, strengths, and weaknesses of their godhood…..and
also the form they take. Because of this, when the gods and
goddesses take mortal form and lay with a man or woman, a child is
often a result. Sometimes even the lesser races of beings travel to
the middle realm that we call home and such liaisons occur. The
resulting children are often of great power, once they reach the
age of adulthood, and can bring either great gifts or great strife
to the people. We of the Völga, daughters of women and the gods are
a society dedicated to standing before the storm and holding back
the tide of Ragnarok. You child are marked, as one of our number.
Will you accept the charge of protector of gods and
men?”

Kyrie’s head was spinning, she was not
the daughter of a god, her father had been a war chief before her
birth, and had led the red mountain clans to victory in the
southern lowlands before falling to a stray arrow. Her mother had
told this story too her so many times growing up, at least until
her death when Kyrie was eleven. Had that been a lie? It seemed
easier to believe that Bryna was lying, but as she thought it, she
could feel that it wasn’t true. “I will accept that charge, for
what little my life is worth” she replied.

This answer shook Bryna to her core. A
simple yes would have been fine, a nod, and even quiet acceptance.
To answer so boldly was a sign, either of great power and
confidence or of equally great foolishness. The gods would hold her
to such an oath, and she would have it proven upon her. The change
was coming, the power was approaching fast. This was often a
difficult time for the initiate, but Kyrie was not trembling, in
fact she seemed to be in a trance. Bryna began to undress the girl,
who simply allowed her to remove the constraints of society. As she
disrobed the girl, the thrumming of power growing ever closer grew
in intensity and she knew she must hurry; the god was
close!

The girl had become nearly catatonic
until now, so Bryna was surprised when Kyrie grabbed her, pulling
her into a strong embrace and kissing her deeply. Hands roamed her
body as though Bryna was the initiate being prepared for the way of
the Völga. The pleasure of Kyrie’s carnal assault was so intense,
intensified by the presence of the god, that Bryna almost forgot
her place and failed the girl. She could not yet tell which of the
gods approached but the power that began to thrum in the girl meant
it was at least one of the ᴁsir or the Vanir, perhaps even Bryna’s
own father Kvasir. As she took control back from Kyrie, she pushed
the girl down and knelt between her legs, urgency in her movements
as she began to lick and suck at the girls quivering loins.
Reaching into the stacks of bedding she pulled out the greatly
oversized phallus, and a jar of oil. She quickly rubbed the oil
over the polished bone of the huge dildo and began to thrust it
into Kyrie. She was worried she had waited overlong, and the girl
would be torn or perhaps even rejected when the god unleashed his
power, but she had to try.

Kyrie felt the pain of this monstrous
intrusion into her body but the thrumming in her ears vibrated
throughout her body turning pain to pleasure and making her want
more. She hunched down onto the bone phallus trying desperately to
thrust the nearly arm sized device into her burning cunt. As she
hunched an odd sensation began. Something was entering her
posterior, and looking down she saw Bryna rapidly forcing her
fingers into her anal opening. A few lovers had used their fingers
in this way with her before, but only slowly, and she had never
allowed any to place more than their fingers into this tiny hole.
But it seemed Bryna wanted to stretch it out as much as possible,
and the way she felt, with the odd vibration, she didn’t try to
resist the forced intrusion.

In moments, the fingers in her ass were
withdrawn, only to be replaced with a much harder, much larger
object. Another huge bone phallus was being slowly but forcefully
driven into her tight opening. As the polished bone, glazed with
oil, penetrated her nether region the hum began to grow further in
intensity. The small cabin was shaking almost as much as Kyrie. She
knew the twin violation of her body should not be comfortable, but
the warmth she always felt just before the wave of pleasure that
heralded her orgasm was hotter and more intense than
ever.

Just as she reached her peak her body
ignited with a white light that felt like cool fire. The shock of
seeing her body literally glow nearly caused her to halt, but the
intense pleasure kept her riding the waves of orgasmic bliss, even
as the door burst open, and a masculine figure seemingly made of
the same iridescence that now emanated from her own body. Bryna
suddenly pulled the fake cocks from her pussy and ass, and moved to
the far side of the room as though to hide.

Bryna had been able to tell that Kyrie
was a daughter of one of the ᴁsir or the Vanir, but this she had
not expected. The “father of the slain” had not sired a child with
a human woman in living memory, and for the Völga, that was an
incredibly long time. Odin entered the room in his godly form as a
being of light. The brilliance of his illumination was blinding.
One always had a hint as to which god they faced by the color of
this light. For her own father, when he appeared to her in vision
his color was a turquoise blue, and once when she had been in the
presence of the thunder god himself, his color had been a truly
brilliant electric blue. She should have known when the girl had
begun the transformation that radiant white was the color of the
King of the Gods himself.

Odin looked upon the girl with some
satisfaction; this one would do great things, perhaps even hold
back Ragnarok for another thousand years. At the least she would be
a powerful ally in the war to come should she survive her training
and the demands of being the Prime Vala. He generally avoided
coupling with human’s, so few could withstand his ardor, and
typically the children were a disappointment, weak in body, mind,
and magic. Kyrie held promise however as her mother’s mother had
been a Völga herself, of the lesser class, having unwittingly mated
with a Light Elf. The patterns of mind and magic were passed on to
her daughter, whom she had had in secret against the rules of the
Völga. His potency bound to these channels and the resulting child
was perhaps the most powerful he had ever sired with a human,
perhaps even rivaling the power of some of his children born of the
Jötnar.

Extending his power, he raised the girl
up, now caught up in the power of the magic. Though humans were
rightfully abhorred by the notion of joining with one’s own
offspring, the gods had no such inhibitions. He had joined with his
chosen offspring many times throughout the ages; it was a thing
that must be done in order to initiate them as Völga and infuse
them with a portion of the knowledge and power of the gods. Without
this, they would be unable to defend themselves from the greater
forces in the nine worlds and would fall into evil, or be consumed
by it. This one would receive a large endowment of his knowledge
and power, the fates demanded it.

Kyrie thought perhaps this was a dream
as the man of light lifted her from the bedding. Her body was fit,
but she was tall and powerful, and few men could lift her so
easily. As her dreamy lover lifted her he kissed her gently on the
lips and her mind exploded with pleasure and oddly, knowledge as
well. She was filled with knowledge of the worlds and the history
of the gods. She saw all of time in a flash of recognition that
defied explanation. She realized in that moment that the man
holding her was not just a man, but a god; and he was her father as
well. Her human experience said she should be revolted by what this
new knowledge told her he was about to do. But with this knowledge
came the understanding of why it was necessary, and she realized
the rules that applied to humans did not apply to the gods or
Völga.

Even knowing what was to come, she was
surprised when her father lifted her up and then thrust his
enormous cock into her body. Her cunt flared with pain at this
intrusion, as the cock that had pleasured many a giantess was
rammed into her tight little human pussy. The god was not
interested in gentleness, or with her pleasure, but was pleased
with his little sorceress when she began to lift herself and then
plunge down to refill her body with his cock. He let her ride him,
watching the pained expression turn to pure bliss as she took all
that he had and fucked herself upon his massive tool.

When he judged she was ready, he
unleashed his power through his cock and let it fill her, as a man
might cum deep in her womb; he filled her with his own strength,
giving her the power of transmutation; the ability to transform the
world with her will. Her body accepted his power and her limited
humanity could only express it as a mind shattering orgasm which to
her mind, shaken as it was, seemed to go on for ages.

Unlike a man, when he withdrew his
godly phallus, it was still rigidly erect and ready for more. He
lowered her onto her knees and thrust it into her mouth which was
still hanging open in her mindless daze. He began thrusting into
her mouth, pushing past the constriction of her throat, and holding
her head to prevent her from withdrawing. He expected her to resist
his forced invasion of her throat, so it came as a surprise when
she began to suck at his cock, choking and occasionally gagging
when he thrust deep, but not pulling away! This was unprecedented
and it excited his loins more than anything had in ages. In moments
his power erupted again, filling her to the point of choking. She
fought to contain it all, knowing that each droplet was a world of
knowledge, forever lost if she could not contain it. As she drank
in his wisdom, she saw again her father hung from the branches of
Yggdrasil, suffering to bring knowledge to the world. This vision
fueled her effort, and she swallowed virtually all that he gave.
She never knew what was lost with the small rivulet of power, in
the form of cum ran down her chin and dripped into the bedding. As
it left her mouth, its potency became lost forever. Still, she
learned of things hidden to the eyes of mortals, of the runes of
power and their use, of magical tombs and devices, and perhaps most
importantly, how to draw the power from her body and those around
her to give life to the spells now etched into her mind.

As Odin withdrew his phallus from her
body once more she fell forward onto her arms. Some part of the
shattered mind knew that one more step was required, that thus far;
she had gained knowledge, now she must make the final submission
and be filled with his strength and power. To yield to him in the
most undignified of ways and from this gift, have returned the gift
of power and long life. The gods would not make this exchange with
the unwilling, and many Völga lacked power simply because they
refused in their weakness to submit to their rightful father in
this way. Kyrie could barely think, could hardly move for that
matter, but she understood one thing; to give less would disappoint
her father, and make her unable to perform the tasks she was given
to do. With trembling hands she reached back and opened herself for
the final penetration of her body.

Odin smiled down at the girl. Before
she could rethink the offer, he moved behind her and placed the tip
of his giant cock against her anal opening. “Say the words, and be
filled with my power little one” came a booming voice seemingly in
her head. “Thrust into my ass father, and fill me with your power!”
she said in a daze of lust, pain, joy, and confusion. Grasping her
hips he filled her ass with his cock. Her pain was incredible, and
she thought she might pass out.

She was openly crying and started to
plead with him to remove it, but knew that once given this
permission, he would not stop taking her ass until he filled her
once more with his power. She could feel him so very deep inside
her, and he was still pushing more of himself within her. His
thrusting was powerful, and without mercy. The massive cock felt
like it was ripping her in half, and the pressure of his tool made
her afraid she might be damaged beyond repair.

His enormous cock now buried in her to
the hilt, he pumped in and out of her ass hard and fast and more
quickly than he might have liked his power was unleashed again. As
this happened, all her pain turned to pleasure; a pleasure like
none she had ever known and she began to cum again with his cock in
her ass. She screamed out as the power filled her, to overflowing.
Beginning in the center of her body and radiating outward, every
fiber of her being was made over into a conduit of power, which she
could use with near god-like ability to draw energy from the
universe to fuel her magic.

This time as the King of the Gods
withdrew his cock from her body, it was wilted as a man’s may
become. He had spent a goodly portion of his power on instilling
this child with the knowledge and abilities she would need to
survive. There were only two things left to do, and he need hurry
and return to Asgard before that damnable wolf hunted him down. He
had still to reveal her quest, and to bestow the gifts he had
brought to aide her in her life’s work.

Bryna had watched all of this happen,
mesmerized by the power that Kyrie was getting pumped into her. A
younger Vala might have been jealous, but she knew that her time
was past, and a new leader was before her. As the final ravishing
ended, she looked up at Odin’s face, and was transfixed as he
locked eyes with her. In the blink of an eye, he transferred
directly to her mind the expectations he held for her training, and
the details of her final quest. These he locked into her mind such
that even Bryna would not know what came next until the time came
to reveal it to Kyrie.

In a movement to fast for the eye to
follow he stood before her, and Bryna wanted to cower in fear, but
steeling herself for whatever Odin might do, Bryna waited with head
bowed. She feared that in some way she had failed him, and expected
to be punished, or simply cast into Hel for her failing. It came as
a surprise and a joy as he lifted her chin to look once more into
her eyes. “You are a wise witch indeed, daughter of Kvasir. I will
have you as one of mine own shield maidens when this life is done”
he said into her mind. Tears of gratitude ran down her face. Only
the bravest women were Valkyrie, most chosen for dying heroically.
To be so chosen in life was unheard of. He traced a rune of power
onto her brow and almost instantly was at his daughter’s side
again. He touched her brow as well, and traced another rune upon it
which Bryna recognized as a healing rune. Then he was simply
gone.

 



Chapter 3 – The
Althing

 


When Kyrie awoke from the sleep the
healing rune had induced, it was nearing the dawn. Bryna had made
her a thin soup, and when she sat at the small table, she decided
it must all have been a strange dream. “I had a really disturbing
dream Völga, is that to do with what you were worried about?” She
asked. Bryna turned to her with a twinkle in her eye and laughed
“that was no dream child; your father visited you last night, and
gave you many gifts of power.” Kyrie was stunned, and somewhat
incredulous. If all that she dreamed had been real, why is it she
didn’t feel any pain or soreness, or for that matter weariness?
Even an ordinary human lover should have caused some pain when he
invaded her back side. But as she put her mind to it, her newly
enhanced intuition told her that it had indeed been real, and that
the restorative power of magic explained her condition.

As the first rays of the sun slid above
the curvature of Midgard, she remembered what day it was. “Oh!
Today I go before the Althing, a woman, and Erik will try to claim
me. I cannot live his mate as his mate!” Bryna smiled, “you must
face the challenge, and I will proclaim you Völga. Even Erik,
though he hates and fears our kind will not attempt to challenge
this tradition surely.” Kyrie wasn’t sure, but it seemed a better
option than falling upon her dagger, a thought which had occurred
to her on more than one occasion when consumed by concern over Erik
the odious and his threats to make her his mate.

They walked briskly after breakfast,
talking like sisters, though the topics were not exactly the
vacuous species of empty headed childishness she was used to with
the village girls, nor the stoic sensibility of the older women of
the tribe. They spoke of nature and the nine worlds, of the world
tree and of the ending time of Ragnarok. In no time at all they
were back in the village, and though she walked among her friends
that she had grown up with, none spoke to her but only looked up
startled as she passed lost in deep conversation with the village
Völga. They were before the doors of the meeting house before Kyrie
became aware of anything beyond their conversation.

The guards allowed Bryna to pass, but
crossed their blades before Kyrie when she attempted to follow.
“What is your business at the Althing?” the senior of the two
guards asked. “I am of age, and present myself to the Althing as a
woman.” The guards snickered. “You should know then that your robes
stay here!” Dirty men she thought, that is such a silly rule. Make
the women proceed into the Althing naked, allow any men to fight to
claim her then let her be “taken” by the victor. It was a man’s
rule, and no Völga had ever been forced to remove her robes, but
that was not her official business here. She removed her clothing
to the last article and waited as the guards starred at her with
lewd thoughts running through their infantile minds. Finally,
grinning, they moved aside to let her pass, but as if on cue as she
stepped between them they each slapped her hard upon the closest
buttock. The slaps burned and she felt a flare of energy slide up
from her center as she looked back in indignation. The slaps had
been just hard enough to leave hand shaped welts on each cheek. She
suppressed the fevered anger that arose and proceeded on into the
hall. She was directed to a corner where four other girls stood to
wait. She could see Bryna setting to the left of the Village Elder,
and Erik the Odious was immediately to his right. The men talked of
farming and land rights, offerings needed for the hunt to begin in
a few weeks and other matters of running a small village. Finally
the menial tasks complete, the presentations began. Each girl was
led before the leaders’ dais, where she proclaimed her
womanhood.

After each proclamation, a call for
claimants was given. The first three girls only had one claimant,
and all seem to be prearranged. Each girl dropped to hands and
knees when given a slight push and was taken from behind before all
assembled. Some hushed comments and giggles could be heard, and one
loud guffaw when the second girls young man shot his cum down her
leg as he tried to enter her. The girl obviously wanted him though,
as she moaned as if he had pleasured her well as he ground his
spent cock between them trying in vain to hide his underwhelming
performance. When the fourth girl was before the council, a young
man whom she looked upon with bright eyes stepped up to claim her,
but an older man, a true gray beard stepped up to challenge. The
dispute was settled as always; trial by combat. The old warrior
didn’t even allow the boy to look like there was hope before
striking away his sword and breaking his nose. The poor girl wept
and screamed as her lover was restrained by the guards while the
elderly man forced her down and took her, not in her young sweet
pussy, but harshly in her unprepared anus. His cock was large and
from her cries he must have ripped her delicate opening when he
thrust it in. Rather than watch the girl suffering his violent
assault he watched the young man with laughter in his eyes. This
was wrongness, a great evil, Kylie knew that, but could do nothing
as yet to stop it. Looking around the room to see if anyone would
help, she saw Bryna staring at the old man, both hands laced upon
her staff. As the crowd of onlookers jeered, she twisted the staff
in her hands and muttered a word. Kylie saw the old man tense and
look around the room. The girl even stopped wailing and looked back
at him. As he released her and backed up, the girls giggled, as his
cock had shrunken to the size of a finger, and seemed withered and
useless. The old man made as if to strike the girl, and Bryna
tapped her staff on the floor with a word of defiance. The old man
stepped back, glaring at Bryna. “You’ll pay for this witch; no one
crosses me, no one!” Bryna laughed and said “you have violated a
devotee of Frigg, goddess of fertility and virtue, should you
attempt ever to claim another mate, your cock will fall off, and
shall be buried with you, clamped between your teeth!” As she said
this she rose, and everyone watched her in wonder. Then, without
further word, she resumed her seat, and turned to the village
elder. “Since the other claimant withdrew, shall the young man
claim her now?” she asked quietly, differing to him as though he
had command of her. “He may if he still wishes”. No one said a word
as the young man approached, and gently inserted his cock lovingly
into the girl. He didn’t even try to complete the act; the
insertion was all that was required. Once he was in her he pulled
out, lifting her still crying from the floor and carried her from
the Althing.

Kyrie was next, and though the power
that Bryna had shown was comforting, Kyrie would still have felt
better knowing how this would turn out. Though she had been given a
working knowledge of divination, she needed a set of runes and
other implements to attempt a reading, and there was no time now.
Erik was looking at Bryna, an unreadable expression in his eyes. As
Kyrie was led to the stand, he looked at her, eyes roaming up and
down her form with a look of cold satisfaction. Obviously the
spectacle that everyone had just witnessed had little effect on his
plan.

As Kyrie proclaimed herself a woman,
Erik stood up. He boldly strode to her smiling lecherously. Bryna
rose and the hall fell silent. “This one has already been claimed
as Völga! No man may possess her” she stated loud for the entire
hall to overhear. Erik didn’t hesitate and continued on as if he
had not heard. Reaching Kyrie he grabbed her arm, and began forcing
her down. She resisted with all her might, but Erik’s bulk and
years of hard conditioning made it impossible and she was forced to
her knees. Bryna’s voice rose in challenge. “Erik! You will heed
the gods or be punished severely!” Erik continued to ignore her but
whispered in Kyrie’s ear; “I told you I would take you, and your
little she-witch is powerless to prevent it”. Kyrie continued to
fight him despite her growing sense of panic. The very thought of
Erik the Odious enslaving her was more horrid than she could
withstand.

Bryna’s staff glowed with power, and
she pointed it at Erik. As a beam of pale blue light extended from
the glowing staff, Erik looked up and grinned. The light seemed to
be absorbed in a bubble of darkness that lay just beyond his skin.
He smiled a crooked smile at Bryna. “The gods grant favors to more
than the Völga bitch! Take care that you do not join this little
cunt!” As he spoke the bubble expanded until it filled the hall,
and Bryna was knocked back in her chair as though a mighty hand had
cuffed her. Blood leaked from her nose and lip, and seeing her new
friend in such a predicament, Kyrie knew that Erik would take what
he wanted without further delay.

For a moment Kyrie felt defeated. Erik
had now forced her onto all fours, and was holding her down with
one hand as he lined his cock up to penetrate her body. When she
felt him place it against her slit, the sense of defeat turned into
a white hot rage that her body could no longer contain. Something
within her broke and the power that she had been given by Odin
filled her. The onlookers gasped as her body glowed with a bright
white light as though the sun itself resided in the hall. The veil
of darkness that surrounded Erik was shredded in the intensity of
this light, and as it burned away the light hit him with the force
of Thor’s hammer, hurling him across the room. In the space of a
heartbeat, Kyrie had stood, and facing the crowd spoke in a
masculine voice so deep it made the walls quiver. “I am Odin, god
of all! Hear me! This body is of my flesh, and no man may touch it
except by her choice! She is Völga, my power I have bestowed unto
her personally. When she speaks all shall listen or perish in the
underworld.” As the last words were spoken, Kyrie’s head fell
forward and she nearly fell. She had no awareness of the events
that had occurred since the rage had taken her, but somehow she was
standing, and Erik was groaning in agony on the far side of the
hall, his body broken in several places.

Erik could feel the smashed ribs
grinding in his chest, and one arm was limp and useless. His pelvis
as well may have been broken, for something did not feel right.
Somehow the she-bitch had broken the amulet that Hel had given him;
a thing that should not have been possible. The goddess of the
underworld had said that no living Völga had the power to counter
the magic of this enchanted device, and yet worthless little cunt
who had spurned the best among the tribe had somehow managed it. He
knew if he survived the damage to his body, his entire life would
be devoted to destroying her!

The remainder of those gathered around
the hall paid Erik no attention, but watched the girl in wonder.
That this girl was a daughter of Odin was not questioned; the
speech and the prior display of power were incontrovertible proof.
The last time a daughter of Odin had been recognized in Midgard had
been a time of terrible strife so intense that those of that age
had believed that Ragnarok, the great battle of the gods, was at
hand.

Bryna had recovered enough to take
charge by now. The events had not transpired as intended, and that
bore thinking on later, for now, the girl must be formally
recognized as Kyrie Odin-sired, Prime Völga of the Vala. Briskly
walking forward, she took the confused girls hand and spoke to
those assembled. “As the Völga of Karnack village and senior Völga
of the Red Mountain Clans I proclaim this woman to be the
embodiment of the All Father, daughter of Odin, rightfully Prime
Völga of the Vala. Do any dispute this claim?” The men stared in
shock, to be the Prime Völga meant that she was answerable to Odin
alone, and legend claimed that her power would rival even that of
the gods. Bryna did not wait long for a challenge. She took from
within her robe the bag that she had found just outside the cabin
that morning. She had understood at once what it signified. Within
the bag she had found the accoutrements of a living goddess. Every
Völga wore an ornament at their waist in the form of a chain. The
metal from which it was made indicated their station. Her own
golden chain made her a high priestess and a member of the highest
council of the Vala. The chain she drew from the bag that had been
left for Kyrie was of platinum which glowed with its own inner
light, and was made of many thick strong links that were
unnaturally light. She wrapped this around the girl’s naked waist
and clasped it over her hip. The next item she withdrew was a
matching necklace. The necklace had seven eyelets, from which
stones could be hung. The middle eyelet had such a stone, a huge
diamond. This was not a part of the traditional Völga trappings,
but as it was in the bag she hung it from the girl’s neck. As she
did so, a memory placed in her mind unfolded, and she gasped
realizing the importance of this bit of apparel. Finally, the robe
of station which marked the woman as Völga was pulled from the bag
and placed over the girl’s shoulders. It was sheer and black,
another oddity. Traditionally a new Völga was adorned in white to
indicate that she was an initiate, and would not be given the
colors of her god-sire to wear until her training was complete, and
black was not worn by any but the Prime, a color not seen on any
Vala in a thousand years.

Bryna wasted no time, now that the
memory of her task was complete, but led the girl from the Althing.
Her skills would be missed in this village, at least until her task
was complete, but the evils she had witnessed this day left her
little room for pity. As she walked the girl, who appeared
catatonic, past the guards to the hall, she raised her head and
Bryna could see the light of Odin’s power glow in her eyes briefly.
As the light faded, a sound like a slap could be heard and both of
the guards yelped in pain holding their backsides and looking
bewildered. Bryna realized what the girl had done, and could not
stop herself as an almost girlish giggle escaped her
lips.

 



Chapter 4 – Drawing
Power

 


Bryna’s first duty was to teach the
girl the ways of the Völga. The girl seemed to have already
mastered the art of divining and in no time, had carved her own
rune set from wood of a yew tree. Certainly, only a daughter of
Odin would choose such wood. Magic was as simple for her as
divining, even without wand or staff. The more complex spells would
still require these focusing objects and once the girl learned to
draw in power, she would need to craft one or both of these tools.
Bryna wished her own gifts had been so easily won, but doubted that
she could have taken that much from the elder god without
perishing.

Late on the evening of the third day
since returning to the cabin, Bryna felt it was time. “Kyrie, you
must learn the art of drawing magic from others. All creatures
possess magic, but only a few are capable of learning its ways. We
draw this unspent potential from those who cannot use it for the
good of everyone.” Kyrie had noticed her strength diminishing as
she had practiced spell work that day, and was eager to learn this
skill. “How is this done Bryna?” she asked. “Once you’ve mastered
the skill, you can do so at will, but the simplest way is to join
with the person you wish to draw power from. The act of joining
naturally places the giver and receiver in a proper state for this
to occur. The more exciting the coupling is the more easily their
power will flow into you” she responded.

Kyrie had been practicing too hard and
mastering the lessons she had been given to notice the burning need
that dwelt in her loins; until now. Bryna’s words had made her
aware that her body had been trying to let her know of this need
for a while now. As Bryna walked around the small table that they
had supped at with her robe hanging open to reveal her luscious
breasts, Kyrie felt the heat in her loins ignite, as her nipples
hardened and her breathing deepened to a pant. Bryna took her hand
and led her to the pile of sleeping skins. Laying her down gently
without another word, Bryna lay between her opened legs and
wrapping her arms around her began to kiss her passionately. Kyrie
responded with a primal moan, returning the kiss and slipping her
warm wet tongue into Bryna’s mouth. The passion rose as their
tongues intertwined and Bryna felt the beginnings of an exchange of
power that would not strengthen either of them, yet would bond them
deeply in this world and the next.

Kyrie felt the channels forged in her
mind and body open, and the joining of their energies as the sexual
heat of their bodies ignited. Her lust grew into a raging fire that
she could no longer contain as she kissed the woman that was her
mentor deeply. Grasping Bryna’s ass in both hands she lifted her as
she sat up setting the older woman down in her lap astraddle her
legs. Her hands then slid to the woman’s breasts, gently stroking
the firm sexy flesh and gently tweaking and pulling at her nipples.
Bryna had not been so out of control herself since she was a girl.
Even when drawing power from men who could not release their latent
magic without feeling as if they dominated the woman they fucked,
Bryna knew she was always in control, that their pleasure was her
choice. This was not so with Kyrie, and though the girl was
insistent, she was not rough, nor willfully demanding submission.
As the Kyrie broke the kiss, and nuzzled her neck licking and
sucking at the pale skin of her vulnerable throat, Bryna gave
herself body and soul to the girl who would be her
superior.

Lost in the passion of their joining,
Kyrie continued to slowly work down the woman’s body from her neck
to her chest. Bryna felt as a young girl again, unwilling to deny
her new master anything. Throwing back her head she pushed her
breasts out toward Kyrie’s face, and in acceptance of their new
bond, Kyrie took each into her mouth in turn, sucking gently at
first before playfully nipping the tender nipples with her teeth.
The act of real surrender, coupled with this sensual treatment of
her sensitive breasts had Bryna on the brink of a powerful orgasm,
and when Kylie lightly caressed down her body with her fingertips,
her first orgasm overtook her before the girls hand reached her
soaking wet labia. Sensing the need of her lover, Kyrie pushed
Bryna back onto the bedding and sliding out from under her, lay
between her mentor’s open legs. She began by licking along Bryna’s
inner thighs, moving ever closer to her waiting sex. Bryna, wild
with desire, was involuntarily sliding down, trying to get Kyrie to
satisfy her need sooner. Kyrie moved up holding her face just over
her lover’s smooth lips and breathed deeply, inhaling the musky
aroma of pleasure. Bryna could feel her lover’s breath on her
smoldering sex and desperate in her need grasped her head and
thrust her face into her waiting slit.

Kyrie felt Bryna’s demand and opened
her mouth, sucking hard on the lips of Bryna’s pussy as her face
was thrust hard against the woman’s crotch. As her tongue snaked
through the steaming cleft of Bryna’s wet slit, she felt the first
tremors of a powerful orgasm begin deep within her lover’s body. As
she slid her tongue around the soft inner folds of her lover’s sex,
she placed her hands on either side of Bryna’s lips and pulled her
open, exposing her engorged clitoris. Her tongue snaked out,
circling this sensitive bud before flicking over it several times
in rapid succession. Bryna’s tremors grew stronger as her body was
wracked with pleasure. The flicking tongue on her clit was driving
her rapidly toward a powerful orgasm. When Kylie engulfed her clit
in her mouth, grazing it gently with her teeth while continuing to
flick the wet tongue over it, her orgasm exploded over her in an
intense wave of pleasure that had her gasping for air in great
gulps. The wave of sheer joy grew in intensity, unabated, as Kyrie
thrust into her soaking hole with two fingers holding her shaking
sex open with the other hand. One orgasm flowed into the next
without stop for what seemed like eternity until finally exhausted
she could cum no more, and she collapsed.

As Kyrie rose up, face glazed with the
juices of her pleasure, Bryna pulled her forward into her embrace.
Kissing the lust from her face and lips, Bryna could not imagine
being happier. Though her body was exhausted she could not wait to
give the Kyrie a taste of the joy she had experienced and pulling
up on her encouraged the girl to straddle her face. Kyrie wasted no
time mounting her lover’s face and pressing her sex down onto the
woman’s warm lips. As Bryna felt the Kyrie’s moist labia press down
upon her lips, she slid her tongue out straight up into the girl’s
willing orifice. Her tongue was long and thick, something her
female lovers had loved over her many years as Völga, and she used
it now with a vigor she had not felt in years. Tonguing the girl’s
hole as deeply as she could, she reached up and using her index and
ring finger to open the upper slit, began stroking her middle
finger over the girl’s clitoris in a motion so rapid it was nearly
a blur. Kyrie began to moan and squirm on her face, and the copious
juices leaking from her inflamed pussy were as sweet as sugar to
Bryna. As she continued this duel assault on the girls opening and
clit, her free hand snaked down and slid into her own still wet
orifice. Wetting her middle finger deep in her own cleft, she
brought it back up and slid it gently between the girl’s spread
buttocks. When she placed the tip of this wet finger against the
Kylie’s anus, Kylie moaned in pleasure and rocked back impaling
herself on this small anal intruder. Kylie’s orgasm swept over her
as Bryna began to finger her anus in time with the tonguing she was
getting in her pussy. The continuous high speed assault on her clit
in combination with the insertions into her body was sweet torture.
As she came, her body gushed onto her love, running down her tongue
and into her mouth. As the euphoria faded, she caressed Bryna’s
hair and gently rode on her face, loving the feel of the tongue and
finger impaling her body. Bryna for her part was sucking the last
juices from her lover’s body as though it were the nectar of the
gods.

They slept that night in each other’s
arms, at peace and relaxed. Bryna knew the girl needed a lover, and
soon, but she had enjoyed the tryst more than anything she had
experienced in years. She lay awake hoping to serve this Prime in
every way possible as the girl snuggled up to her warmth. In the
morning, when they awoke they made passionate love once more before
continuing the training that Bryna knew Kyrie would soon need as
she began a quest that could take a human lifetime or more to
complete.

 



Chapter 5 – Völga’s
Path

 


Bryna took Kyrie to the neighboring
village that day, a small farmstead with three or four families was
what it really was, but it was closer even than Karnack and seemed
the better place for her to experience the day to day function of a
country Völga. Her place would not be in the small villages, or
even for that matter in the large cities of the low country, but
she needed to understand the work of the Vala that she led. Seaborg
village was a quaint place to start, with a number of little things
that needed fixing.

Kylie thought it was grand to get away,
though she really just wanted to make love to her mentor one more
time. On their walk to the village she asked a question that had
been on her mind a lot lately. “Bryna, how old are you? The stories
one hears in Karnack suggest you are older than the grandfathers,
yet you can’t be more than forty.” Bryna laughed. “Magic has its
advantages my Prime; I am actually older than the grandfather’s
grandfathers. I was born five hundred and seventy three years ago.
I am now what for a Völga is considered late middle aged, yet I may
still live to see another four or five hundred winters if the
wolves of Ragnarok do not take me first.” Kylie was shocked, she
had never heard that the Völga were so long lived, but it did help
explain why the stories and Bryna’s apparent age didn’t match
up!

When they walked into the village they
were greeted by the entire community with great excitement. Bryna
loved these simple folk, and devoted a lot of time to insuring the
safety and health of the village. The villagers had erected a
simple home for her, for those times when her services were needed,
or when she simply chose to spend some time in this quaint village
among people who still truly respected the old ways. Kyrie caused
quite a stir walking through the village with Bryna. They knew what
the black robe meant, and most that saw her fell silent lest they
bring dishonor upon the Völga of their village who now traveled
with the Prime Völga. It was not until they arrived at the house,
and everyone had gathered that Bryna spoke to the assembled
villagers. “People of Seaborg, I would like to introduce you to the
newly installed Prime Völga of the Vala, Kyrie, Daughter of the All
Father”. The people as one bowed and Kyrie was chagrined. She did
not feel as though she had done anything in her life to warrant
such deference. Bryna carried on, “Kyrie is still training, and a
part of learning her role in our world, is learning the work of
every Völga. It is my honor to be her mentor in this and I hope
that you will aid me.” A murmur of accent went through the crowd.
Bryna turned and walked into the one room home that made even her
cabin in the woods seem spacious.

The cottage such as it was had no
windows and two doors. A small table with a lamp, a bed that seemed
over large for one person, and another table that was too tall to
sit at, the purpose of which eluded Kyrie took up most of the
space. With a single word of power, Bryna lit not only the lamp on
the table, but also the lamps on the four walls of the cottage that
had been hidden in shadow until they flared to life. She inspected
the unusual table, which seemed to have a cushioned top, and
evidently found everything satisfactory as she nodded in
affirmation. She walked back to the door and opened it, and waved
in the first of the women in line. She was carrying a small child
who was crying and holding her jaw. The swelling was bad, and the
child obviously had an abscessed tooth. Bryna took the crying child
and sat her on the cushioned table. Gently Bryna pulled the girls
hand away and laid a hand on her cheek. Closing her eyes sent a
gentle surge of power into the infected tooth. Kyrie could feel
exactly what happened as Bryna used a tiny amount of her power to
burn away the infection and restore the tooth to health. The
swelling was left to abate on its own, but the girls face lit up
with a smile as the pain was utterly blocked by the magic that
Bryna applied.

The mother and daughter both thanked
Bryna and Kyrie over and over before finally leaving though the
door. As they left another woman came in and in moments she was
relating her problems with conceiving a child. All that afternoon
Bryna worked to help women and children with one problem or
another, serving as healer, councilor, and diviner in one. By the
time the evening meal was brought, they were working side by side
in harmony with the ebb and flow of each other’s power. Kyrie found
this work to be as peaceful as it was exhausting. “Well, Kyrie,
what do you think of the work of the Völga thus far?” asked Bryna.
“It is trying, but rewarding” she replied. Bryna smiled knowing
they had only begun the labors in this village.

After supper, they walked the village
gardens and fields, often being approached by farmers and goat
herds for advice about planting or the health of the flocks. As it
grew dark, they approached a stream that ran a short distance from
the village. A fire was burning in a clearing and several men were
sitting around it, telling stories and laughing. As the pair were
noticed approaching, the small group fell silent. An older man,
perhaps nearing sixty as far as Kyrie could tell approached them.
“Völga, Prime” he began, “I
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