
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Today, Tundora will be initiated into the temple of love and offered to the giants...

	 

	 

	Tundora’s big day is finally here. For seven years, she has been taught, trained, and made ready to enter the temple of love to please the giants. But is she prepared for what awaits her?

	Vern’s regular missions are to collect special ingredients found only on the planet Scrotoria. Earth’s biologists covet these ingredients because they help to create medications for untreatable diseases. This time Vern finds a lot more than he bargained for.
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	Tundora sat up with a start. The glass dome of her sleeping compartment opened automatically, and she rose from her soft feather bed covered in silken sheets. Today was her twentieth birthday and her initiation. On this day, she would become a fully ordained priestess in the temple of love. Since early childhood, she’d known what to expect once she reached thirteen summers. If approved by the priestesses, she would become an apprentice, enter the temple, and leave her family home forever.

	The first two years within the temple had merely been schooling and working in the gardens. For the last five years, she’d undergone the preparations to be initiated into the temple of love. Regular education had become very minimal. Instead, she had been taught everything about the act of mating and pleasing a male. They had taught her how to suck a cock, but to never allow the male to release his cum until she was ready. She’d been taught the art of teasing his balls until he squirmed with the agony of absolute desire, begging her to take his cock into her mouth. Then how to quietly withdraw and seductively dance for him to tease him some more.

	Several times, she had tried to convince one young priestess, who was her friend, to reveal the secrets of the initiation ceremony but had not succeeded. And maybe Florina didn’t know...

	She reached for a brush made from the finest reeds found in the forest of darkness beyond their habitat. Only the lowest of servants were allowed to venture to the forest. She and the other apprentices had often fantasized about what kind of monsters lived there. They had secretly made plans to sneak through the tall crystal doors and venture into the dark, mysterious forest to catch a glimpse of the monsters. But they’d never fulfilled their plan. They were too closely guarded.

	She vigorously brushed her pale hair that reached her ankles—at least a thousand strokes as the rules stated—until it shone as bright as the moon. It cloaked her like a mantle, and she often wished she could cut it at least to her waist. But it wasn’t allowed. To cut your hair was the ultimate way to get punished. To not brush it invited a severe whipping. Even though she found it a waste of time to tend to her hair before she bathed, she always obeyed the rules.

	When she was done, she left her quarters and walked to the great hall. A glittering sunken pool was in the center. Beautiful flowers drifted on the surface of pristine water, which had already been perfumed with a special fragrant essence used only for the apprentices.

	She slid into the water, lay back, and closed her eyes, allowing it to relax her nerves and soothe her troubled spirit. Because, unlike the other girls, she didn’t feel excited about that day. She wanted to be free, to return to the parents she’d once known but couldn’t clearly remember now, return to the mother who had given her life and be held by her, loved by her.

	Startled, she opened her eyes when one of the older priestesses approached the pool.

	“Today is your big day, child. Are you prepared?”

	“Yes, Mistress Flomba.”

	“You are by far the most beautiful apprentice ever to enter the temple of love. You should feel more than honored and thankful.”

	“I do, mistress.”

	“Here are the attendants to further prepare you.”

	When the priestess left, she closed her eyelids, hiding her eyes from the approaching apprentices so they couldn’t read her emotions. They twittered like a flock of birds as they joined her. She felt their hands on her, stroking her breasts, their mouths on her nipples, causing them to react the way they should, opening their four petals and clamping down on the lips of the girls. The small stems protruded, the girls eagerly sucking the nectar from them. One of the other girls stroked her clit, and another stroked the rim of her anus.

	Tundora was the oldest of the apprentices. She would not see the other girls again unless they, too, were selected to become initiated priestesses. Not all the girls would be chosen. Only the ones who had developed great beauty were allowed to enter the temple of love. When the twin moons were at their fullest, another young woman was chosen to satisfy the giants. Like her... this day.

	The administrations to her body felt pleasant, comforting, as they always did, but it had become a daily ritual and as regular as their meals. She tried to bury her thoughts of never seeing her friends again. They had become like her family, and she loved them as she would love sisters. She pretended to be on fire, to want more, just like she’d have to do once she was a priestess and had to please the giants. Yet to this day, she had never experienced the ecstasy she should feel, the ultimate delight the priestesses talked about. The euphoria she would supposedly feel when she had her first session of love with a male, with a giant. The girls continued to stroke her. She felt their fingers enter her vagina, but her clitoris didn’t throb, her stomach had no butterflies in it, and no pleasant sensations attacked her body or made her twin hearts beat faster.

	She heard one of the girls grab something from a compartment next to the pool. Then she felt a very large dildo inserted into her vagina, twirled, then slowly pushed in and out. The familiar action had long ago broken the delicate barrier that proclaimed her a virgin. The dildo expanded the more it was manipulated inside her. Before long, she felt the fragile walls of her vagina stretching, the opening being widened to accommodate the giants’ very large cocks.

	The males who frequented the temple of love were huge, she’d been told. They had heard the story so many times. Long ago, the giants had come to her planet from the sky and occupied it. The population was captured and made their slaves, and the most beautiful of women became their concubines. Until one woman gained enough power to build the temple of love and organized regular sex for the giants.

	That woman was now many years old, and yet she still reigned with an iron fist and a voice like a whip. Not one woman, not one priestess, dared to cross her because the punishment was severe.

	After the dildo had been wielded inside her for a while, it expanded to its full width and length. She tried to imagine it as a male’s cock filling her vagina, but she felt none of the excitement, or butterflies in her stomach, or prickling sensations that the priestesses had described to them. She had never dared voice this lack of desire to the other girls or the priestesses for fear she’d be banished from the compound and sent to the slave quarters to work the fields for the rest of her life.

	Two of the girls held her legs apart, stretching them until they would open no further, exposing her pussy as much as possible. She felt the huge dildo shoved deep inside. A strong clamp was placed on her pussy lips, stretching them until they covered the hole. They then tied the strings permanently attached to her pussy lips to secure the dildo inside her.

	When the older girls, the ones who had already left the compound, had first done this to Tundora, it had been so painful that she’d screamed throughout the process. Now the fragile flesh of her vagina was accustomed to this treatment, the lips stretched to resemble large patches of material, the opening loose and sloppy. When she didn’t have the dildo inserted, her pussy lips and labia hung like pieces of limp flesh between her legs tied together with the strings attached to them.

	She had been told the dildo had to stay inside her that whole day, or she’d never be able to please the males awaiting her that night. The giants were built much larger than normal males, their cocks rounder than a babe’s head and longer than a forearm. After her first night in the temple of love, she would have to insert the dildo every day to keep her opening stretched. It was only to be removed when she was called upon to please one of the giants.

	Several of the girls washed and perfumed her hair, then braided some of it and wound the tiny braids around her head until they resembled a crown. The rest of it they twirled into loops that hung to her waist. When they were done, they carried her out of the tub as she could not walk with the huge dildo inside her. They lowered her gently to a table covered with soft towels and massaged her body, oiling, and perfuming her skin.

	Tundora loved this treatment of her body. It felt so soothing, causing her to feel drowsy and almost made her forget about the foreign object inside her.

	After that, they placed a ring around the base of each nipple, tightening them until her nipples swelled, grew large, and opened their petals that would now remain open. A very red stem poked from the center of the petals, its flesh moist. The outer edges of the nipple rings bore the insignia of the temple of love. A golden snake encircled each breast. The snakes, too, were tightened until her breasts jutted straight out from her body, causing the nipple petals to open even wider. They had to remain open for the giants to access the core, the stem that would inject their mouths with the nectar that would keep their cocks hard for a long time, perhaps a whole night. In between the two rings was a tiny chain from which small ornaments dangled, each charm a small replica of their gods—the bird god, the flower god, the tree god, and the sky god. After this day, she had to wear the metal bra forever. She flinched when tiny crablike prongs were punched into her breasts with a special tool that embedded a golden insignia in the form of a flower into the flesh on each breast.

	The girls turned
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