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As the winds of winter died down, as Demeter’s sorrow withdrew from the world once more, so too did Eostre, Goddess of spring, emerge from her yearly slumber.

Clad in leaven garment, hair gold and radiant as the sun, she walked lazily amidst the bosk; stretching and yawning, she drew vitality into her sinews, preparing once more to bring forth the rebirth of the world. Her feet trailed the thaw with her, flowering meadows and undergrowth as she went. She wandered till she found her favourite brook, silent as the grave and choked in ice; there, at her favourite promontory, she sat, humming to the wind in anticipation of her solitary rite of spring. 

Eyes closed, she put a delicate finger to her lips; with a smile, she slid it down the length of her body. Past her generous bosom, her silky stomach, down to her curvaceous thighs; as she went, so did her garb, leaving her nude as the trees that ringed the clearing. There she lay, motionless, for a moment; her humming grew more insistent, pushing back the gales of winter and letting in the spring breeze. She brought her finger back along, feeling the contours of her body as she did; when it met her lips once more, she opened her eyes. Before her, the brook had thawed, now free-flowing and inviting; she slid down into the current, the tepid waters lapping and kissing at her skin. Waist-deep, the goddess poured water on herself, delighting in the rivulets sliding off of her; she followed droplets in their journey amidst her curves in amusement, joyfully giggling in the reanimated current. 

She cleaned herself, dusting off another winter’s fatigue; satisfied, she climbed back on her rock and sat, basking in the sunlight. The surrounding snows had been driven back as she washed, and she now saw it was time to bring forth life. 

Legs open, she let her hands wander all over her body. The one saw fit to laze about at her stomach, drawing figures underneath her breasts; the other grabbed one of her mounds, and began massaging. In slow, lazy circles, she ran her fingers along the silky surface of her breasts, toying with her nipples sporadically; with a contented sigh, she closed her eyes, enjoying the sun’s warmth, and the sensation of fingers along her skin. She brought her other hand up from its movements, and began kneading at the soft tissue of her bosom with both hands; in rhythmic motions, she kneaded her breasts slowly, playfully. She rolled her nipples between thumbs and forefingers, biting her lip and breathing in low hisses of pleasure. 

As she twirled her fingers around, the sun seemed warmer, more gentle; smiling, she ran a hand down the sides of her body, resting on the soft hair of her mons. Tugging playfully at one of her nipples, she began softly massaging the skin just above her slit; the silken tuft of hair, the burning anticipation she felt, she was exhilarated. Breathing in short, soft moans, she ran her fingers down her quim; playfully, she fondled the contours of her lower lips, feeling their wetness, their warmth, in joyful circles. 

She could have stayed like this all day long, fondling her breast and playing with her sex under the midday sun; she could have stayed like this till the nymphs arose, and came to her aid. However, the yearning in her heart and thoughts of nymphs brought a flush to her cheek; in a moment, she slid her middle finger into herself, flicking her wrist back and forth with gleeful abandon. Gathering her legs, she slipped to her knees; massaging and playing with her breasts, she began rocking back and forth, grinding her quim against her hand; to the sound of the babbling brook, she fingered herself faster, with more vigor, drawing ever more joyful noises from her lips. Yelping and moaning in short, ragged breaths, the goddess of spring felt the approaching burst of life to spring forth from her body; flushed with excitement, she rode ahead of it, her hand and hips moving in concert, driving her cresting pleasure onwards. She opened her eyes with an ecstatic gasp, riding her own hand over and through this wave of pure bliss; as she came, she cried out to the sky, her juices flowing down from her, little flowers growing wherever they hit the ground. 

Exhausted, Eostre scanned the clearing once more; breathing deep of the surrounding aromas, the green of the trees, the crystal waters, with a contented sigh, she lay back down on the rock. 
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Resting by the brook, Eostre suddenly realised something was missing. The surrounding woods were completely silent; furthermore, her faithful hares, who usually joined her spring revelry, were nowhere to be found. Cloaking herself in leaves once more, the goddess set out in search of answers. Wherever she walked, spring followed; but, wherever she went, no animals appeared. The forest remained silent, calm, still as the night. 
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