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Masalli tried to appear confident as she rose
from the sacred pool of water, her long black hair dripping down
her bare back. She was shaking a little, though, and she couldn't
stop her nerves as she stepped into the towel that one of her maids
was holding for her.

She knew what it was like being one of those
maids, because she had been one for years, working in service to
the Great Goddess's Temple ever since she got her first monthly
cycle and was considered to be a woman. Like all the other girls
she had started small, doing the least important tasks and trying
to stay out of the way of the more important priestesses. She had
never imagined as she was sweeping flower petals from the floors
that she might someday get this great honor.

Her best friend, Nandis, was standing right
behind the maids as they wrapped Masalli's body in the finest cloth
they had. Nandis smiled as they toweled Masalli off gently, making
sure that every drop of the ceremonial water was wiped clean of her
body. Because Masalli wasn't just a priestess today. Today she was
going to be a representative of the Goddess Herself.

After they were done, Nandis stepped closer.
She had a bowl of gold paint in her hands and she dipped her thumb
into the bowl. Then she smeared a touch of gold on each of
Masalli's nipples, making Masalli gasp as they hardened to little
peaks. They were glimmer in the sunlight for all the city to see,
which was the point.

Nandis smiled as she drew a circle with the
gold paint around Masalli's belly. "How are you feeling?" she asked
in a hushed voice.

Masalli swallowed but she smiled as she
nodded. "Maybe a little nervous."

Nandis smiled right back. "You'll be
perfect." Inside the circle, Nandis drew a symbol that was a
combination of the symbol for woman and the symbol for wheat. It
was the symbol of the Goddess, for they were priestesses of Yat,
the Goddess of Fertility.

Everyone in the land knew about the Temples
of Yat. They were places staffed by lovely young women who had
devoted their youth and virginity to the Goddess, and they were
popular places for young men and travelers. The priestesses there
weren't common whores, though, and they charged a high price for
the services that they rendered, a price that went directly to the
Temple itself. The sacred prostitutes of the Goddess Yat gave
themselves to men and coaxed seed out of them, as much as they
could so that the Goddess would be satisfied.

Nandis smiled as she touched her own belly,
which was beginning to swell with child. Of course she had no idea
who had fathered her child. It had been one of the many devotees
who had come in and paid a price to lie with her. They would climb
onto the sacred altar and fuck her, rutting her pussy until they
spilled their seed all over the altar as a tribute to the Goddess
Herself.

At least, that was how it was supposed to be.
But very few sacred prostitutes of the Goddess Yat could keep up
these devotions for very long without finding herself with a baby
planted in her belly. It wasn't supposed to happen, of course,
because the priestesses were trained in how to fuck, how to sense
when their lovers were about to spend themselves, and how to pull
back so that the goddess got her full measure of their potent,
virile offering.

But to hear Nandis describe it, sometimes she
felt the Goddess take over her body, and in those moments she knew
that the greater offering was to be to have that seed spilled
inside of her. Several times she found herself wrapping her legs
around the bodies of the men, begging them to spill their life
giving cum deep inside of her instead. She even confessed to
Masalli that now she knew she was with child, she no longer gave
the men the option of pulling out. She wanted them to celebrate her
upcoming motherhood by bathing her womb in their cum.

Masalli, however, was different. She was
known for her great beauty throughout the whole Temple and through
most of the city. Her hair was long and black but her eyes were
green, an unusual shade. Many people thought her father must have
been one of those men from the far Northern tribes. Masalli had
never seen one of them, but rumor had it that they had green eyes
and curly hair, just like Masalli herself. The difference made her
striking.

One of the maids put a crown made of golden
stalks of wheat on Masalli's head. Another two maids walked in and
draped a long, translucent gown over Masalli's body. It was loose
but so light that every breeze blew it around, making its fabric
cling to her shapely frame.

In a way, it was almost strange to think of
herself as having this body. She looked down at her plump breasts
and soft belly and thought about how it hadn't been so long ago
that she was more of a stick than a woman. Other girls started
becoming women as soon as they started having their monthly cycles,
but it took Masalli much longer to turn from flat and boyish to
round and voluptuous.

That was probably why, unlike so many others
serving the Temple who were the same age she was, she wasn't a
mother.

That was all going to change today,
though.

She was no stranger to sex. Like all the
other sacred prostitutes, she took men who had made their rich
offerings and lay with them on top of the stone altars. But she
always shifted her hips away at the last minute and coaxed their
sperm out with her hand, doing exactly as she was instructed.
Unlike Nandis, the Goddess had never taken over Masalli's body.

That, too, was about to change.

"Do you know your lines?" Nandis joked as
they walked through the underground passageway that led to the
center of the Temple.

Masalli laughed. The Goddess Yat was the only
one in this whole drama who had no lines. In all the legends and
tales, she was always silent, knowing that her speech was too
important to waste it on anything except her duty. It was said that
the only time the Goddess Yat ever spoke was to whisper into the
wombs of women as they sparked with new life.

Nandis laughed right with her and patted
Masalli gently on the shoulder. "Relax. You're going to be
fine."

Masalli looked around nervously. The maids
and torch bearers accompanying them were far enough away, so she
lowered her voice into a whisper. "What if I screw it up?" she
asked nervously, chewing her lower lip.

"You can't!" Nandis promised her. "How many
times have you seen this done?"

"My whole life," Masalli told her. She could
even remember being a small girl and being lifted up on the
shoulders of one of the Temple guards so that she could see what
was happening atop the city's tallest shrine. She didn't really
understand at the time what was happening, only that it was good
and it was going to ensure that all the fields and orchards would
have a good year.

"And how many times have you seen it go
wrong?"

"So what if I'm the first?" Masalli asked in
an anxious whisper. "What if I find a way to do it wrong, and then
there's a bad year and everyone blames it on me?"

Nandis reached down and took
Masalli's hand. She squeezed it tight and held it as they walked
together through the corridors. "That's not going to happen. And if
it did, they wouldn't blame
you. They would blame whatever lunk is
being sent over from the Temple of Laharmis."

Laharmis was the god of storms and war, and
his Temple was staffed entirely by strong men. In fact, when the
sacred priestesses of Yat gave birth to male babies, as soon as
they were weaned they were sent over to be instructed in the ways
of the priesthood.

They were said to be opposites, fertility and
war. But once a year the two Temples combined to reenact the most
important story of them all.

As they got closer Masalli could hear the
sounds of the people in the courtyards up above. Everyone in the
city would be there, as well as everyone for several miles around.
They would be here for the next week, too, while everyone
celebrated. They were mostly farmers and ranchers, people who
worked the land and took care of crops. They worked hard and lived
difficult lives, Masalli knew. That was why this festival
celebration was so important to them.

Masalli had one last awful
thought. "What if the Goddess doesn't come to me?" she hissed at Nandis.

Nandis smiled at her. It was a kind smile,
but it showed she was taking this seriously too. She understood why
her friend was worried. She just thought there was no reason for
it. "Then you pretend, and nobody else knows the difference,"
Nandis told her.

That seemed like the smartest advice she
heard in a long time. Masalli could do that. She had spent plenty
of time under unattractive men pretending that they were the
greatest lovers in the world, when really she just wanted it to be
over. If she had to pretend to be overtaken by the Goddess, she
could definitely do that. And they would be on top of such a high
tower! No one would know the difference. That thought made her
happy.

At last they walked up the short stairs from
the underground corridors to a platform. The curtain was pulled
back to reveal Masalli to the crowd.

The crowd cheered at the
arrival of their beloved Goddess. Of course they knew Masalli
wasn't really the Goddess Yat, but
that didn't matter. It was part of the story, and they were excited
to hear it told again, the same way it was every year.

Masalli raised her arms to the crowd and they
cheered louder. She could see that many of them were already drunk,
and others were well on their way there. A few of them had already
begun taking off their clothes, even though it wasn't time for that
yet.

It would be that time very shortly, though.
As she looked across the great plaza she could see the procession
arriving from the other side. There were several chariots drawn by
beautiful black horses. It was too far away for her to see anything
else clearly, but she would be able to see it all soon, because all
of it was coming her way.

Now, though, she turned from it and walked up
the steps of the shrine, to the top. It was the tallest building in
the city and could be seen from almost every point. From its peak
she could see that there were so many more people watching than she
had ever thought. Not only was the plaza packed, and all the
streets around it too, but there were people on top of every
building.

At the top there were two
people, also dressed lavishly and painted with gold. "Hello,
Daughter!" boomed one of them, and the crowd hushed to hear him
speak. He was an older man with a great beard, tall and broad, and
he towered over her. He wasn't really her father, of course. He was the High Priest of Mohintha, the
god of the night sky, who was the father of Yat. He embraced her
like she was family, though, and gave her a kiss on each
cheek.

"Greetings, Daughter!" said the other. This
woman, Masalli knew. She was Ulana, the High Priestess of Tharone,
the goddess of the Earth and the mother of Yat. The Temples of Yat
and Tharone were close to one another, and most of the priestesses
and sacred prostitutes knew one another. Seeing Ulana there calmed
Masalli's nerves a lot. Masalli knew she was a kind woman who had
given birth to almost a dozen children, all daughters raised in
various Temples throughout the city. So like a good mother, Masalli
knew that Ulana wouldn't let anything bad happen to her.

There was a sound of horns, and the three of
them turned. The chariots were here.

The crowd roared as the representatives of
Laharmis thundered into the plaza. At the front of the largest
chariot stood a man who was Laharmis today, just the same as
Masalli had become Yat. Even at this distance Masalli could see
that he was handsome, a thick and strong warrior. His bronzed skin
was oiled and gleamed in the sunlight. And the only thing he was
wearing was a helmet that covered his entire head, so that no one
could see his face.

What everyone
could see, though, was his massive cock.
Even at this distance, Masalli could see that what the gods had
given him was spectacular. It was hard and huge and stuck out
straight from his body, making him look every inch the powerful god
he was supposed to be. Masalli found herself holding her breath and
wondered if he might actually be the
god. She couldn't imagine anyone mortal could look so
perfect.

The chariots stopped at the base
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