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    Part One 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m so fertile right now, Sir. I’m wet and ready for you. I want to be your girl...” 
 
      
 
    The tent flap was open, waving in the heavy winds. Sand poured through the opening as the storm raged overhead, crackling in the desert night. I didn’t care; all I could see was her. 
 
      
 
    My step-sister, Taylor – the girl who had accompanied me on a hundred expeditions, who had saved my life even more times than I’d saved hers – was on her knees before me, teasing the head of my cock with her tongue. Her eyes shined in the candlelight with a primal, animal lust as she taunted me with her lips, rocking forward and letting my head enter her mouth just enough for it to ache when she pulled back. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to breed me,” she whispered, giving my cock a good, hard stroke. As I watched, she pressed her face against my shaft and inhaled, eyes rolling back in her head as my masculine scent filled her lungs. “I want you to fill me with your heirs, Adam. I want to give you the babies that Emily never could. God, you smell so good. You smell just like a real fucking Man ought to smell…!” 
 
      
 
    I was rapidly losing control. I didn’t want to do this, I wanted to be a good man – but Taylor looked so good, and she was looking at me in a way that my wife never had. That I’d never dreamed of, or dared to imagine. And she was saying all the right words – speaking to the deepest, most primal part of my mind.  
 
      
 
    “I love you, sir,” my sweet, innocent sister gasped, pressing her firm tits against the underside of my shaft. “I want to serve you. You’re my King, my God, my...Pharaoh.” She giggled at her own joke. “Wouldn’t you like that, bro? To rule me completely?” 
 
      
 
    Oh, I wanted that. I wanted that very, very much. 
 
      
 
    “Just say yes,” she whimpered, begging me with her eyes. “Say yes and I’ll be yours forever. I’m so wet for you – I’ll make you feel so good. Like no other woman ever has before...” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t think of the storm, or the rest of our crew, or all the people waiting back home for news of our discovery. All I could think was how bad I wanted to bury my cock inside of Taylor – and how quickly everything had changed… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Taylor blushed as her flashlight settled on the mural. “Um, bro? Are those people…?” 
 
      
 
    I turned from helping one of our crew light the torches, craning my neck to see what she was looking at. “Yeah,” I said with an awkward little laugh. “They’re, um...copulating.” 
 
      
 
    Drawn all along the walls of the tomb were images of sex – pictures of wild, animalistic fucking. The figures were crudely drawn, with more attention given to busts and hips than anything else. They fucked in every imaginable configuration, bent from behind or being ridden and twisted into positions that would make a student of the Kama Sutra blush. Only one thing remained the same in every drawing: the man. The Pharaoh, Khufu, who lay somewhere beyond these stones. 
 
      
 
    “Geez.” Taylor turned the flashlight beneath her face and shot me a lopsided grin. “What kind of Pharaoh is so insecure he decorates the walls of his tomb with pictures of every time he got laid? Guy must’ve had issues...” 
 
      
 
    As she finished speaking, a torch blazed to life on the wall. The crew member who’d been tending it used it to light the others, then crossed himself and headed to the exit. None of the people we’d recruited in Cairo liked being here, and I could understand their concern. The dust swirling around our feet had been undisturbed for centuries, until Taylor and the rest of our crew had cut our way in. There was supposed to be a curse on this place. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, that really is a lot,” I said, examining the wall in the new light. “You know, they say Khufu had over two hundred concubines. I always thought that was an exaggeration, but looking at this...” I clucked my tongue. 
 
      
 
    “Jealous?” Taylor punched me in the side and waggled her tongue. 
 
      
 
    “Not as long as we find the burial chamber,” I said. “We get that, we won’t have anything to be jealous of.” 
 
      
 
    Taylor smiled and grabbed me around the waist, pulling me into a sisterly side-hug. There was always a sense of camaraderie, even family, when she and I made a new discovery. The two of us had been inseparable since our parents married, and after the untimely accident in Angkor Wat that ended their careers, we’d pledged to follow in their tradition. Now we were the closest things to celebrities in the world of archaeology – Taylor was the first woman in history to graze the cover of Popular Science and Maxim in the same month. Despite her “sexy” image, around me she was as sweet and innocent as could be. She couldn’t be more different from the “persona” the public had crafted.  
 
      
 
    Presently she frowned, pointing her flashlight at a point high up on the wall where the shadows were thicker. “What is that?” she asked, waving the beam back and forth. “That symbol. It almost looks like an eye...” 
 
      
 
    “It’s the symbol of Bastet,” a low, smoky voice said behind us. “The Egyptian goddess of fertility.” 
 
      
 
    Both of us turned. Maria stood in the opening we’d drilled into the tomb, holding a lantern high. 
 
      
 
    “At a guess, I would say its presence is meant to signify that the lord of this tomb impregnated all these women,” she said, stepping into the room. The sight of Maria never failed to make my heart beat a little faster and my cock perk up in my slacks: she was a true beauty, an utter stunner. Everything from her long, curvy body to the dark, thick hair that trailed down her back in ringlets, to the sexy boots and skintight outfits she preferred were calculated to drive the men around her insane. Every man on the crew dreamed about having those pouty lips wrapped around his cock, or those slender, mocha-colored thighs straddling him – but as Taylor had let me know surreptitiously during our last dig, they were all barking up the wrong tree. Maria wielded her powers of seduction like a weapon – but personally, she only went for girls. 
 
      
 
    “It’s quite impressive,” she purred, a trace of her old Spanish ancestry in her accent. “To think that all of these women carried the Pharaoh's heirs...what a virile man he must have been!” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, or an insecure old perv,” Taylor said with a laugh, her gaze traveling over the wall. 
 
      
 
    I felt my body tense up. Did she know? Maria had a way of finding out things you thought she had no way of possibly knowing – part of the reason she’d moved up in my crew so fast was by using this knowledge against her rivals. I thought of my wife, Emily – at home when she’d come along on nearly every excavation previously. We were fighting, and fertility was the reason. We’d been trying to have a baby for months, but Emily’s womb just wasn’t able to take my seed. It had caused no end of fights and frustration, and at the last moment she’d decided not to accompany me on this expedition. It hurt not to have her here, but what hurt more was the odd sense of relief it gave me – that at least I was getting a break from our constant fighting. 
 
      
 
    Maria smirked, looking at me and not Taylor as if she knew exactly what I was thinking. “We should head inward,” she said, thrusting her lantern down into the darkness. “The others are waiting outside – they do not wish to be the first to enter the burial chamber.” 
 
      
 
    “Why?” Taylor let go of me and picked up a torch of her own. 
 
      
 
    “They say it is cursed,” Maria said with a clever twist to her mouth. “Care to find out?” 
 
      
 
    The main pathway sloped downward, leading through a corridor covered in frescoes even more erotic than the last. I caught Taylor gawking at them more than once, biting her lip before turning her light back down the slope and blushing. Finally, we reached a heavy stone door. 
 
      
 
    “This must be it,” Taylor said, gasping. “God, it’s huge.” 
 
      
 
    “Khufu spared no expense when it came to his funeral rites,” I said, lapsing into the academic tone I used in interviews. “It looks like there’s an inscription over the door – can you work on that, Maria? Meanwhile I’ll start figuring out some way to open this thing...” 
 
      
 
    I was scanning the line between the door and the rest of the wall looking for cracks when Maria began to read. 
 
      
 
    “He who first steps foot in my chamber shall be given...” Her pretty face screwed up in confusion. “Shall be given...” 
 
      
 
    “Shall be given what?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    She paused, shaking her head. “It doesn’t make sense. The symbols translate to something like ‘the Eye of Bastet’. Like the symbol we saw on the walls.” 
 
      
 
    Those images flashed through my mind. Concubines, hundreds of them, their bodies and minds bent on nothing but pleasing their King. 
 
      
 
    “To whom first enters here shall be given both my gift and my curse,” she added. “That’s what’s written beneath it. Doesn’t really make much sense – most tombs were over-the-top with the sorts of awful things they promised for disturbing them. This one gives a blessing and a curse?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s all crap, anyway,” Taylor said, scanning the other side of the door. I caught a flash of her smooth, tanned thighs in her short khakis as she bent like a runner, squatting in the dirt. “There are no curses.” 
 
      
 
    “Still,” Maria said with a smile, “I think Adam should be the first one to enter. You know, show the crew that the boss isn’t afraid.” 
 
      
 
    “There is no boss,” I said halfheartedly. “We’re a team.” But I knew it was true. As I moved, my heel brushed a panel set into the stones before the door; with a huge grinding noise the slab began to move. 
 
      
 
    “This is it,” I said. “You both still want me to go first?” 
 
      
 
    Maria nodded. Taylor pulled me into another hug. “Go for it, bro. Have fun. Yell if any killer scarabs start eating your flesh, okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Gee, thanks,” I said, entering the darkness. There was something odd about the inky blackness beyond the door; like my torch just barely lit the air around me. After a short walk down a slope, I found myself in a massive chamber. There was a brazier set into the wall, and when I lit it, I discovered it was set in a pattern that lit torches all along the wall. 
 
      
 
    Holy shit, I thought, looking around the room. This is the find of the century. If Khufu’s artistic preferences had trended towards the erotic, his taste in wealth was even moreso: there was a distinctly phallic bent to the jewels and treasures surrounding me. Piles of gold covered every conceivable bit of floor space, and on top of each were bundles of long, thick rods shaped like cocks, studded at the bases with precious gems. I swallowed hard at the sight of them, feeling just a little bit uncomfortable at the thought of Taylor seeing these. 
 
      
 
    They say the Pharaohs stocked their tombs with what they needed in the afterlife, I thought, heading further into the room. Khufu must have thought he was going to need a hell of a lot of marital aids… 
 
      
 
    I sneezed, the sound almost painfully loud in the cavernous tomb. Dust that had sat undisturbed for years swirled about me, and there was some smell in the air I just couldn’t place. It didn’t smell bad exactly, just...different. Dimly, I worried about what kind of molds could thrive for thousands of years in a Pharaoh's treasure hold. 
 
      
 
    “Is everything okay?” That was Taylor, her voice muffled slightly by the walls. 
 
      
 
    “Yes! It’s...it’s spectacular!” I shined the light forward, eager to find the most important treasure of the chamber – the sarcophagus of Khufu himself. As I walked into the gloom, I felt another sneeze wrack my body, dust flooding my nostrils. That smell kept getting stronger, like it was coming from the center of the room. 
 
      
 
    Either by design or neglect, the rows of torches that lit up Khufu’s treasure left this dead space in the center of the chamber, a shadowy stretch draped in blackness. I pulled out my flashlight and clicked it on, the beam shining in front of me and illuminating the way. When I saw what I was standing in front of, I nearly dropped it. 
 
      
 
    This was no sarcophagus – this was a monument. And there were two of them. Twin obelisks sat in the center of the room, covered in ornate script and studded with the same sort of jewels that covered the phalluses. One look and I could tell deciphering the whole thing would be the work of weeks; but the large glyphs adorning the top of each let me know this was exactly what I sought – the tomb of Khufu. And, apparently, of someone else as well. 
 
      
 
    “Taylor!” I called over my shoulder, raising my voice so that it echoed across the chamber. “Do you know if Khufu had a Queen? One who died around the same time as him, maybe...” 
 
      
 
    I trailed off. Taylor yelled something back through the wall, but I didn’t hear it: just then, a spike of pain drove deep into my left eyeball. It felt like all the sinus headaches I’d had in my entire life compressed into an iron railroad tie, shoved directly into my skull. I gasped with pain, falling to my knees. The twin obelisks swam in my vision, going blurry as my vision darkened. 
 
      
 
    Oh God, I thought, dropping my flashlight. There really is a curse… 
 
      
 
    My hands hit the floor, just barely holding me up. I squeezed my eyes tight, willing the pain to end...and after a few seconds, miraculously, it started to ebb. My limbs shook with relief as the feeling faded as quickly as it had come, the obelisk of Khufu once again becoming a thing of sharp edges and hard stone. 
 
      
 
    “Adam!” The voice was Taylor, not muffled anymore. They’d finally entered the chamber behind me. “Are you alright? What happened…?” 
 
      
 
    “Just a momentary thing,” I said, staggering to my feet. “My sinuses must not be used to all this ten-thousand-year-old dust.” 
 
      
 
    Behind Taylor, Maria sniffed as she stepped through the narrow gate into the treasure room. She looked at the piles of gold and jewels without a trace of awe, as if this amazing wealth was something that ought to belong to her by right. 
 
      
 
    “It stinks in here,” she pronounced. 
 
      
 
    “Heck yeah it does,” Taylor said, grinning as she turned in a circle and took in the room. “It smells like money.” 
 
      
 
    Maria scoffed and rolled her eyes. Behind her, two members of the crew stepped into the chamber, looking in every corner as if expecting a trap. Satisfied, they began cataloging the finds. 
 
      
 
    “You sure you’re okay?” Taylor put her arm around my waist, pulling me close. “You didn’t look so hot when I came in here...” 
 
      
 
    “I’m fine,” I assured her. “Come and look. You too, Maria.” 
 
      
 
    The three of us walked into the center of the room, until we were close enough to reach out and touch the twin obelisks. My sister’s mouth dropped open at the sight of them, and even Maria’s cool demeanor melted a bit. 
 
      
 
    “This is it,” I said, patting Khufu’s tomb. “This is what we’ve been looking for – the final resting place of Pharoah Khufu. But who is this next to him?” 
 
      
 
    Maria shined her flashlight over the second obelisk, squinting as she read the tiny runes. “I’m not sure,” she said, “but from the looks of all this, she was very important.” 
 
      
 
    “She?” Taylor’s flashlight moved from Khufu’s obelisk to the other. “It’s a woman?” 
 
      
 
    “A very powerful woman,” Maria said in clipped tones, “if these are to be believed. I’d like to take some images of the runes – it might take me days to translate this...” 
 
      
 
    “We have days,” I said, smiling. “We’ll have all the time we need once word of this gets out. This is a massive find!” 
 
      
 
    Just then, I felt Taylor grip me a touch tighter. “It’s you,” she said, a strange note coming into her voice. 
 
      
 
    “What’s me?” 
 
      
 
    Without a trace of self-consciousness, Taylor leaned over and pressed her face against my shirt, inhaling deeply. “That smell,” she said, her voice muffled slightly against my chest. “It’s coming from you!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, geez,” I said, applying gentle pressure to her shoulders. “Thanks. None of us exactly smell like roses right now, sis...” 
 
      
 
    “No, it’s not that.” Taylor’s voice sounded confused. She leaned in deeper, sniffing me like it was a completely normal thing to do. Maria cocked an eyebrow as she watched, looking amused. 
 
      
 
    “It’s not bad,” my sister pronounced. “You smell...God, you smell good, somehow. You ought to bottle that up and sell it, Adam.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “What would we call it? ‘Eau de Mummy’?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m serious,” Taylor said, her lips forming a tight little line. “Maria – come smell this...” 
 
      
 
    “I think you’ve done more than enough smelling for the both of us,” Maria said icily. 
 
      
 
    Abruptly, Taylor seemed to realize how inappropriate she was acting. Her cheeks flushed crimson as she took a step back from me. “Sorry,” she whispered. 
 
      
 
    “No big deal,” I said, chuckling – but inside, a was more than a little worried. Was there something in here making us woozy? “Maybe we all need some fresh air. The crew can take care of cataloging this.” 
 
      
 
    Taylor nodded with relief. “Sure. That sounds good.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m staying,” Maria said. “I want to copy down these hieroglyphics on the obelisks. Any information we can glean about who that second tomb belongs to is important. It could potentially be just as big a discovery as Khufu.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure,” I said, nodding. “Just leave if you start to feel lightheaded.” 
 
      
 
    I took up my flashlight and led Taylor out of the tomb. Outside, the sun faded behind the horizon, evening falling over the desert with shocking speed. Cold wind cut through the heat, making me shiver. 
 
      
 
    “You okay?” I asked, glancing down at Taylor. Strangely, that flush in her cheeks hadn’t faded – if anything, it was more pronounced. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’m fine,” she said quickly. “Just got a little loopy in there. You? You haven’t been cursed, have you bro?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m great,” I said, laughing. “Thrilled actually. This’ll be the biggest score we’ve ever made.” 
 
      
 
    “Another set of magazine covers,” she said wistfully. “I guess there’ll have to be another one of me in a bikini, right?” 
 
      
 
    I felt my eyebrows draw together. Why was she bringing that up? 
 
      
 
    “I guess,” I said. “If you want to agree to that.” 
 
      
 
    She bit her lip and looked away. When she spoke, there was a guilty note in her voice I couldn’t understand. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever helps,” she said quickly, in a voice that was too perky. “You know it raises our profile, gets us more cash for excavations. Anyway, I really need to get to my tent right now, so...” 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” Yeah, I could sympathize – neither of us had had a shower, and we were caked in ancient dust. “Yeah, of course. See you in the morning.” 
 
      
 
    “See ya!” Taylor walked off, holding her own flashlight – but before she did, she leaned against me for a few seconds as if losing her footing. I was about to ask if she was okay, but then I realized – she was sniffing me again. 
 
      
 
    What is up with that, I thought, watching my stepsister cut a path through the sand back to the tents. She is being really weird. 
 
      
 
    On the walk back however, bigger things filled my mind. Khufu’s tomb was a major scientific discovery: the sort of thing that made an archaeologist's entire career. I should have been more than thrilled – this was the culmination of years of work, the beginning of a new chapter in my life. 
 
      
 
    Instead, my steps were filled with dread on the way back to the tent. All for one reason: when I got there, I was going to have to call Emily. 
 
      
 
    I hope we don’t have another fight, I thought, pulling back the tent flap. A tiny pile of sand lay against the entrance to my tent, left there by a sandstorm, but as I stepped inside I saw that none of it had gotten past the flap. The space inside was tiny, but homely – a small bed and writing table were the only furniture, and the rest of the room was filled with photographs and souvenirs from my other excursions. One day there’d be a room like this in a museum, a living diorama for people to walk through and imagine what it was like to be me. 
 
      
 
    This used to be so much more fun, I thought, sighing as I sat down on the bed. When Emily had come with me on expeditions, a night like this meant popping champagne, watching the stars, and making love until dawn. Images filled my mind from our first expedition to Tibet – I’d come back from the dig to find Emily naked in my bed, covered in furs and making her pretty pussy ready for me with her fingers. The smell of sex had filled the tent, and I’d climbed on top of her and made her scream so loud the entire camp had heard it. 
 
      
 
    Today, though, I was alone. 
 
      
 
    Frowning, I picked up the satellite phone and punched in Emily’s number. My cock throbbed in my khakis, and for a second I entertained the idea of asking my wife to have phone sex before discarding it. Before this trouble, Emily would have jumped at the chance to get me off from thousands of miles away – but not anymore. 
 
      
 
    She picked up on the third ring. “Hello?” 
 
      
 
    “Hey babe, it’s me.” I laid back on the bed, kicking off my boots. A musky scent made me wrinkle my nose: Taylor was right, I really did smell. “I have some amazing news. We found the tomb. We found Khufu.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s...that’s great, honey.” Emily’s voice sounded strained. None of the excitement I’d have expected was there – it was like talking to a wall. I’d made the greatest discovery of my life and I couldn’t share it with the woman I loved. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked, immediately regretting it. The last thing I wanted was to center the conversation on our fights, but it was a reflex. 
 
      
 
    There was a long pause. “Yeah,” she said, in a way that said I’m not. “I bet everyone’s really excited.” 
 
      
 
    “They are,” I said, feeling the ghost of a smile on my face. “Taylor’s practically beside herself. We found a second obelisk, too – we have no idea who’s inside-” 
 
      
 
    “What about Maria?” It was impossible to miss the acid tone that entered Emily’s voice. My wife had always been jealous of my assistant’s good looks and smoky, seductive manner, but on previous expeditions she’d dealt with her feelings by claiming ownership of me; fucking my brains out. Now that she wasn’t here, it sounded like her jealousy was getting the better of her. 
 
      
 
    “She’s fine,” I said warily. Emily knew about Maria’s preference for girls, of course, but never really believed it – I knew that deep down she thought Maria would be more than happy to sleep with a man she had no attraction to in order to further her career. 
 
      
 
    “Uh huh,” Emily said. 
 
      
 
    “Are you accusing me of something?” I hated the way I was raising my voice, but couldn’t stop. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, of course not,” Emily said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “You’re delving into an exciting new tomb with a gorgeous little slut who hangs on your every word, what do I have to worry about?” 
 
      
 
    “If you really think I would cheat on you,” I said with disgust, “in front of my own sister...” 
 
      
 
    “So if Taylor wasn’t there, you’d fuck her?” Emily laughed darkly. “I’m glad she’s there to be a check on you, at least.” 
 
      
 
    I bit down on the edge of my tongue. “That is not what I meant, honey, and you know it...” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, maybe you should fuck her!” Emily’s voice sounded like it was on the edge of tears. “I’m sure a fertile young thing like her would be able to give you all the babies you want...” 
 
      
 
    I heard her sob on the other end of the line. “Emily. I don’t want to fight about this. Not now. I’m sorry...” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever, Adam,” she said, shuddering sobs punctuating her words. “You have fun, okay? I’m ruining everything, just like I always do. Just like I ruined our family!” 
 
      
 
    “You haven’t ruined anything,” I assured her, but before the words were out of my mouth I heard the line disconnect with a click.  
 
      
 
    I stared at the phone for a moment, disbelieving. She’d just hung up on me! 
 
      
 
    “God damn it!” Before I knew what I was doing, I’d tossed the phone across the tent with all my strength. It hit the far wall, nearly ripping a hole in the fabric as it clattered to the ground. 
 
      
 
    “God FUCKING DAMN IT!” I clutched my face, tears of frustration beading in the corners of my eyes. I could never win with Emily – no matter how many times I assured her I would never cheat on her, or that I loved her even if she could never give me children, it didn’t matter. She was the one with the problems, but somehow she always managed to turn them around on me. 
 
      
 
    She just ruined this dig, I thought darkly. I didn’t want to hate her for it, but it was true: this was the biggest find of my life, and all I could think about was my failing marriage. I was so frustrated I could scream. 
 
      
 
    I lay back on the bed and tried to calm down. A gentle patter hit the roof of the tent, like a light rain: the desert bringing us another evening sandstorm. Even if Emily hadn’t hung up on me, it would have killed my reception. 
 
      
 
    My cock was still hard, throbbing against the inside of my pants with pure need. As I lay there, my hand slid down to it, rubbing it through the fabric until I felt a fat bead of precum start to ooze from the tip. Fuck, that felt good. 
 
      
 
    Man, that Khufu guy sure had a lot of girls, I thought, picturing the erotic frescoes inside of the tomb as I rubbed. And he impregnated every single one. Wouldn’t that be something? 
 
      
 
    Having an entire harem of girls on their knees, every one of them a fertile young girl – no barren bitches in the bunch. No one to insult me or hang up on me, just a warm body waiting in my tent aching to please me every night… 
 
      
 
    Unzipping my pants, I took my cock out and started to stroke. My hand ran slowly up and down my shaft, imagining Emily’s mouth wrapped around it. But as I stroked harder, the face of my wife was replaced with others. Lots of others, sharing my shaft between them as they teased me with their tongues. Feeling guilty, I stared to picture Maria in the center of them, cleaning my shaft with her gorgeous, glossy lips – but a moment later, she faded, too. It was strange and more than a little disturbing, but the thing that kept popping in my mind was that moment in the tomb with Taylor, her face buried in my chest as she held me close… 
 
      
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned as I felt myself approaching orgasm. “Oh fuck, that’s good. Yeah, yeah...” 
 
      
 
    Taylor squeezing me tight. Telling me I smelled so good. I knew I’d feel incredibly guilty about it once I was finished, but in the moment I didn’t care. I just wanted to come… 
 
      
 
    I heard someone fiddling with the tent flap. 
 
      
 
    I sat up instantly, tucking my throbbing cock into my pants and hiding it as best as I could. For a moment I felt absurd, like a teenage boy caught jerking off. I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment and hoped it was just the wind. 
 
      
 
    Instead, a hand pulled back the flap and the worst possible person stuck her head inside – my stepsister Taylor. The very inappropriate way I’d been thinking of her was still fresh in my mind, and for a moment the sight of her made my cock twitch in my boxers. I felt so ashamed. 
 
      
 
    “Hey,” I said, trying too hard to sound normal. “Everything okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” she said, breathing heavily. Her skin was flushed like she’d run all the way here. “I just had to...were you touching yourself just now?” 
 
      
 
    “What!?” I pressed my hips together. “No! Of course not!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” Taylor’s gaze slid to my satellite phone, which sat on the floor in two pieces. “You broke your phone.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I said, turning away in shame. “It was a piece of junk, anyway.” 
 
      
 
    She took a step into the tent and closed the flap behind her. “I guess the call home didn’t go so well?” 
 
      
 
    I had to resolve this quick. My cock pulsed in my boxers, not so much asking for release as demanding it. 
 
      
 
    “Everything’s fine,” I said quickly. “I don’t know why you’d think otherwise...” 
 
      
 
    Taylor shot me a knowing look. “She’s mad at you,” she said quietly, “but she shouldn’t be. It’s not your fault she can’t have your babies.” 
 
      
 
    I froze. Taylor knew. She knew. 
 
      
 
    I tried to make up an excuse, but it was written on my face. She chuckled gently, then took another step forward and rested her pert ass on the edge of the bed. 
 
      
 
    “How do you know that?” I managed to gasp. 
 
      
 
    “I know lots of things,” she said gently. “I know that you two have been fighting all the time. I know that Emily didn’t come on this expedition, even though she knows how much it means to you. And I know you want to settle down, and you have to have been trying for months...there’s only one thing I could be.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed, the breath going out of me like my stress. Taylor already knew. It was probably perfectly clear to anyone with half a brain who knew me. All this time I’d been terrified of Maria learning, and I was covering up nothing. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t realize I was that obvious,” I said sheepishly. 
 
      
 
    With a smile, Taylor leaned over, coming close to me. A slow, almost sleepy smile was fixed on her pretty face. To my surprise, when she got to me she buried her head in my chest and inhaled deeply, sighing with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “That’s not all I know,” she murmured. 
 
      
 
    “No?” 
 
      
 
    “I know that you were jerking off,” she said with a mischievous smile. “Right before I came in.” 
 
      
 
    I straightened up, pulling away from her. “That’s...that’s not...” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, it’s okay.” She giggled, getting on all fours on the bed. This was definitely starting to get weird. “You want to know a secret?” She bit her lip, then leaned forward and put her mouth against my ear. 
 
      
 
    “...I was doing it, too,” she whispered.  
 
      
 
    “What?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I’d never heard talk like this come out of my sweet little sister’s mouth before. 
 
      
 
    “Ever since the tomb,” she said, running her fingers down my chest. “Ever since I fucking smelled you – that perfect fucking man smell...God! I ran right back to my tent and starting rubbing myself.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” I said, raising my hands. “I know it’s lonely on a long dig, but I don’t need to know about this...” 
 
      
 
    “I wanted to sneak in your tent and grab something of yours, some piece of clothing I could bring back and smell all night. But having you here...oh my God Adam you smell so amazing...” 
 
      
 
    “Taylor...” I tried to pull away, but her hands were everywhere. Her body was everywhere, too; she was practically in my lap. “You need to stop.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to stop,” she gasped, reaching between my thighs and giving my cock a squeeze. “Oh, wow! Holy shit that’s huge!” 
 
      
 
    “Taylor!” I felt the color drain from my face. “I am your brother...” 
 
      
 
    “I know,” she whimpered. “I know it’s wrong, but...oh fuck, I don’t care! You’re such a good guy, and you deserve so much better than Emily. You deserve a girl who wants you inside her, who wants to spend every night riding this big dick into the stratosphere...” 
 
      
 
    Despite myself, I rocked my hips against her hand. Her fingers felt so good against my cock that I wished I didn’t have any pants on. 
 
      
 
    “I was thinking,” Taylor said with a giggle, pulling back. I groaned in frustration at the loss of her touch, but her next words left me dizzy with shock: 
 
      
 
    “I should have your baby,” she said, licking her lips. 
 
      
 
    “This is completely inappropriate,” I said, feeling like a man in a dream. “What if Maria walked in here right now and heard this?” 
 
      
 
    “Come on,” my sister begged, taking my hand and putting it against her breast. It was full and firm, yielding just a bit against my fingers. “You mean to tell me you’ve never had a sexy thought about me? You’ve never looked at a picture of me wearing practically nothing in a magazine and felt your cock swell, sister or not?” 
 
      
 
    “That is none of your business,” I said – but even as I spoke, I was fondling her. That smell filled the tent, making everything reek of sex and manliness, and I was rapidly losing control. 
 
      
 
    “You deserve a girl who worships the ground you walk on,” Taylor said firmly, grabbing at my belt. “I’m gonna show you. I’m gonna break you out of this funk and make you feel like a real man.” 
 
      
 
    “Sis...stop!” I reached out for her hands, but stopped – she had my belt off and was unzipping my pants, and oh god that felt so good… 
 
      
 
    “When was the last time you got a blowjob, big brother?” Taylor flashed a naughty smile and winked. “There’s so many guys who would kill to be where you are right now. Getting their dick sucked by a gorgeous model...” 
 
      
 
    A low grunt of pleasure left my throat as Taylor’s fingers encircled my cock and started to stroke. 
 
      
 
    “Just relax and enjoy it,” she said, leaning in close. “I’m going to show you how that big dick ought to be treated...” 
 
      
 
    But as she lowered her mouth onto my cock, Taylor’s face suddenly went slack. She kept on lowering – until her nose was buried in my crotch, her face pressed against my pulsing shaft. Before I could ask her what was going on, she groaned in sheer ecstasy and tugged at her pants, rubbing her folds. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” she whimpered, sounding like she was on the edge of climax. “Adam your dick smells so perfect. It’s making me so wet just having it in my mouth...” 
 
      
 
    “You’re crazy,” I groaned, putting my hand against the back of her head. 
 
      
 
    She kept on sniffing, inhaling the scent of my cock and balls, and before I knew it she was worshiping them. Her tongue ran down the underside of my shaft, lapping at it as she squeezed my balls and tugged them gently downward. The pleasure was too much; I felt my hips thrust unconsciously forward as she edged me, demanding more. 
 
      
 
    “You’re so fucking manly,” Taylor whispered, staring at my cock in awe. “You should be praised….revered...worshiped. You’re like a fucking King, bro...or a Pharoah.” She giggled at her own joke. “Would you like that, Adam? To have a gorgeous blonde as your personal pleasure slave, sucking you off whenever you command?” 
 
      
 
    Part of me wanted to say no, but the part of me capable of resisting had long since gone quiet. Taylor and I knew each other so well, had been confidantes and best friends ever since we were kids...and now she was on her knees, begging to worship my god-stick. I couldn’t stop that. 
 
      
 
    “You’re one of the most beautiful women in the world,” I said, running my finger along her chin. “Any man would be lucky to have the attention of someone like you...” 
 
      
 
    But Taylor shook her head. “No. That’s not right. I don’t want you to put me on a pedestal, Sir – I want you to use me. Use me like a little whore.” 
 
      
 
    Hearing a phrase like that come out of my sister’s mouth was so impossible – but I liked it. I took my cock in my fist and ran it across her cheek, leaving a fat streak of precum on her perfect skin. She grinned and wiped it up with her finger, sliding it into her mouth and sucking greedily. 
 
      
 
    “That’s so good, Sir,” she said, reaching for my cock. “Thank you for letting me serve you...” 
 
      
 
    Making a perfect little ‘o’ with her lips, Taylor slid the head of my cock into her mouth and sucked, her velvet-soft lips treating my cock like a God’s. She took me slowly, no hurry, working me an inch at a time further into her throat every time she bobbed her head in my lap. Soon I was buried inside her to the hilt, the tips of my fingers on the back of her head as she deep-throated me. 
 
      
 
    Taylor purred with delight as she felt me swell up even bigger in her mouth, my cock throbbing as she took it in like the good little whore she told me she wanted to be for me. She had no gag reflex; no hesitation in taking me all the way down her throat over and over again until it felt like I was fucking her sweet little face. 
 
      
 
    My ass tightened against the edge of the bed as I felt myself reaching the peak. Taylor felt it too and locked into a hard, rhythm, moving so fast on my cock I wondered how she had time to breathe. 
 
      
 
    “No, not yet,” I groaned, trying to hold back as long as I could. “Fuck, here it comes, sis. You gonna swallow it all?” 
 
      
 
    Emily had never swallowed my load before – she didn’t mind sucking me off every now and then, but she found my seed gross and spit it into a tissue. I had always found something distasteful about that, like there was a part of me she didn’t want inside her. I expected Taylor to be the same, but instead she sucked me harder, picking up speed at the news that I was about to blow my load. 
 
      
 
    She squeezed my balls tight, like she was trying to coax me to come and proud of it. The world around me disappeared, shrinking to nothing but Taylor’s perfect body and her head in my lap, and pleasure washed over me as I reached climax. 
 
      
 
    My sister gave a low, satisfied groan as she felt my cock twitch and spurt in her mouth, come filling her throat as I let go. I shot over and over, thick ropes of semen draining from my balls straight into my sister. Any moment I expected her to pull off coughing, but she kept on sucking, taking every drop of my creamy seed down her slender throat. 
 
      
 
    As I came down from my peak, Taylor slowed down and sucked me slowly up and down my shaft, cleaning me of the last few bursts of my load. She came off the head of my dick with an audible pop, running her tongue along the head to lap up the last few drops of my come. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned, leaning back on my elbows on the bed. “Fuck, Taylor you are so good at that...” 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” my sister said, laughing. “You came so much!” As I watched she played with my load, cleaning it off her lips and running it over the tip of her tongue. “Fuck I’m so wet from having that big dick in my mouth. You wanna see?” 
 
      
 
    I had already blown a load in my own sister’s mouth – what was a little bit of flashing? Even if I’d wanted to say no, I was so blissed-out I just nodded. 
 
      
 
    With a little squeal of delight, Taylor stood up and disrobed. Her tight tank top came off first, tossed into the corner of my tent like this was a college dorm, then she unzipped her short khakis and slid them down her tanned thighs. To my surprise she didn’t have any panties on underneath them: her slit was bare and shining with juices, the lips swollen with arousal. 
 
      
 
    “You turn me on so much,” she panted, spreading her folds for me to see. “I want you, Adam – I want to share your bed tonight. I want you to make me pregnant, big brother.” 
 
      
 
    I was taken aback by her request, but the sight of my stepsister standing before me naked like some kind of stripper had me so turned on I could barely think straight. My cock was already back at full mast, straining as it begged to be buried inside of her. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know if I can do this,” I said, drinking her in with my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “This is what you were born to do,” she said simply, climbing onto the bed. “You were made to own women, Adam. It’s your destiny to fuck and breed sluts, to make them serve your manhood. Every woman should serve you, Sir.” 
 
      
 
    “Jesus, you really do make me sound like some kind of Pharoah,” I said. Then a thought occurred to me: whoever enters here first shall receive my gift… 
 
      
 
    “You are,” Taylor insisted, her eyes shining with love and devotion. “You’re a King, Adam. A God. Emily won’t mind you breeding me – once she smells you, she’ll understand that you’re meant to rule all women.” 
 
      
 
    “My smell?” The crazy thought was becoming a certainty. “That’s what’s got you so...aroused?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s everything,” Taylor said, shoving me back on the bed. “It’s like all the sisterly feelings I have for you are all tangled up with this crazy fucking lust, and I can’t figure it out but it makes me want to fuck your brains out. Right now I don’t care what’s right and wrong – I want to serve you, Sir. Please, please let me?” 
 
      
 
    Taylor hooked a leg over my hip, and I could feel the warmth of her cunt on my thigh. She was so slick she left a trail across my skin – I knew in an instinctive, primal way that if I came inside her it was a sure thing that she’d be pregnant. She’d be carrying my seed. My heir… 
 
      
 
    God, I wanted that. I wanted heirs so badly...and Emily couldn’t give them to me. And Taylor, even though I’d never thought about her that way before was so hot, and she’d do absolutely anything I wanted...maybe this was the chance I’d been praying for. 
 
      
 
    Khufu, I thought, I hope this gift of yours doesn’t fade away any time soon. 
 
      
 
    I had forgotten about the ‘curse’ part. 
 
      
 
    “Can you?” I asked, my throat dry. “Get pregnant I mean. You’re not on the pill?” 
 
      
 
    Taylor laughed, rubbing herself against me like a cat as she squealed with mirth. I could get used to making her laugh that way. 
 
      
 
    “Of course I’m not on the pill,” she said with a giggle. “Not much use in taking it every day when you’re all alone on a dig for months. I’m totally bare, brother – you can pump your load into me and knock me up with your babies...” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t take any more. I wanted her, and I couldn’t give a shit about right or wrong. I’m gonna fuck my sister, I realized. How many nights had I slept just beside her, this tight, wet, perfect pussy available for me without my knowing? I just had to make up for lost time. 
 
      
 
    Grabbing her hips, I rolled Taylor over so that her back was against the bed, listening to her groan with triumph. I mounted her, spreading her legs with my hand and grinning as she locked her heels behind my back. She was primed and ready for me, prepared to welcome me into her womb. 
 
      
 
    I buried the head of my cock in her folds, just enough that the tip spread the lips of her sex. She whimpered with frustration, grinding her clit against the tip of my dick, begging for more. 
 
      
 
    “You want this, right?” I asked her, looking her straight in the eyes. If I did this, our relationship was never going to be the same. 
 
      
 
    She nodded. Smiling up at me exactly like the old, wholesome Taylor. “Fuck a baby in me, bro,” she whispered. “I love you so much – I want to do this for you. I want to give you the child you didn’t think you could have...” 
 
      
 
    With a single thrust, I buried myself inside of her to the hilt. Taylor cried out as I slid into her snug walls, wrapping them around my shaft tight enough to throw up sparks. Her inner muscles clenched around me, welcoming me inside her as I began to thrust. 
 
      
 
    She cried out, panting as I rode her. Her nails dug into my back as I spread her wider, fucked her deeper, pounding into her like I was trying to split her in two. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me harder,” she begged, nuzzling against my chest. “Fuck me, Adam! My pussy belongs to you, Sir – use it as hard as you want!” 
 
      
 
    I was using it hard, alright. Taylor was tighter and wetter than any girl I’d ever been with, my wife included, and thrusting inside of her was pure heaven. It felt like her body was built to take my cock, and the way she kept talking about me owning her did nothing to change my thoughts on the notion. The walls of her pussy gripped me tight as I fucked her into the bed, pinning her down with my strength. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right,” she said, matching me stroke for stroke. “I’m your girl, Sir. I want to be your perfect little fuck slave. I want to help you get more girls, make them kneel for you, make them worship your cock. You should have dozens of women at your beck and call, Adam. You should make all of them pregnant with your heirs...” 
 
      
 
    The idea of having an entire harem of girls as hot as Taylor, all swollen with my seed, sent me over the edge. I cried out and buried myself as deep as I could inside of her, thrusting with all my might as my cock spurted with a second creamy load. Taylor’s heels locked behind me, pulling me in tight as her inner muscles clenched around me, sucking in my load. Her face flushed crimson and she shuddered in my arms, blowing out a huge breath as the feeling of my load sent her over the edge into her own orgasm. She cried out, clutching me and sobbing my name as spurt after spurt of my come fired like fertile rockets into her womb. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Master,” she whispered into my ear as I came down from my peak, still half-hard inside of her. “I love you so much.” 
 
      
 
    “I love you too, sis,” I gasped, thrusting slowly inside of her. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, that’s right,” she cooed, putting her hands on my back. “Keep fucking me. Get that load nice and deep inside me. Breed your worshiper, Master.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe I was still hard, but something about the way Taylor called me Master spoke to a very primal part of my mind. I filled her with incredibly slow, long strokes, fucking my load deep inside of her cunt. It was quiet, and intimate, with an almost holy feeling as I made sure she was good and bred. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right, Adam,” Taylor whispered, groaning every time my fat cock penetrated her. “I love you so much, bro. You like your sister’s pussy? You like knowing you just put a baby in your sister’s pussy?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s my pussy now,” I growled, thrusting hard once. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir!” Her face went slack with pleasure for a moment. “Of course it is – all wet little pussies are for your pleasure. In fact, why don’t we get Maria in here so we can add her to your harem?” 
 
      
 
    All of a sudden, it was like all the strength left my limbs. The events of the day – the elation of the discovery, the stress of the fight with my wife, the two amazing orgasms I’d had inside Taylor’s mouth and pussy – all caught up with me at once. I was half-asleep, and Taylor knew it. 
 
      
 
    “We can talk more tomorrow,” she said, stroking the side of my face. “I love you, Master. Go to sleep. I’ll be right here when you wake up.” 
 
      
 
    “You should...go back to your tent,” I said sleepily. 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. “I’m not going anywhere. I belong to you, Adam.” She rolled onto her side, cuddling her curves against my hard muscles, then slid my finger into her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “I love you, bro,” she said, smiling as she pulled the covers over us. “Good night.” 
 
      
 
    I tried to stay awake and work through things, but between the warmth of my sister’s body and the constant thrum of sand hitting the tent, I began to drift almost immediately. 
 
      
 
    I’m in so much trouble, I thought sleepily. Why aren’t I worried? 
 
      
 
    I gripped Taylor tighter, pulling her to me. She came eagerly, fitting her body against mine. God, she was so perfect. Even if Emily left me, even if I lost my career, it was worth it to posses this gorgeous creature. 
 
      
 
    She said I could do this to any girl, I thought, my face buried in the sweet, post-sex smell of her hair. I really could have a whole harem willing to do my bidding. If that’s true, I can get away with it. Even Maria will serve me… 
 
      
 
    As I drifted off to sleep, my sister’s naked body pressed to mine in the desert night, I don’t know what possibility worried me more: that Taylor was wrong about my powers, or that she was right.
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    The two girls knelt before me, joined together in worship. 
 
      
 
    “We are your slaves,” Taylor said, smiling up at me as she held Maria by her shoulder. Both of their bodies were perfect, as if they’d been sculpted by a God with a hard-on as he worked. Their breasts were firm, heavy bags, their hips wide and aching for cock. Taylor looked like she couldn’t be happier with her new features, while Maria still looked conflicted. 
 
      
 
    “This one loves you,” Taylor said, slinking behind Maria and pushing her forward. “She wants to worship you.” 
 
      
 
    “Is that true?” I knew the answer, but it was a different thing to hear it. To know that after so long, my dusky, seductive assistant belonged to me – body and soul. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master.” Maria stared up at me, all her doubts vanishing as she inhaled my manly, musky scent. “I’ll do whatever you command.” 
 
      
 
    “This one is yours,” Taylor intoned, like a priestess conducting a ritual. “Her mouth belongs to you.” 
 
      
 
    She ran her fingers over Maria’s glossy lips, parting them and sliding a digit over her tongue. 
 
      
 
    “Her breasts belong to you.” She reached behind Maria from either side and squeezed them together, making them look even better. Then, with a naughty grin, she slid her hands between her thighs. 
 
      
 
    “Her cunt belongs to you,” Taylor recited. Maria’s sex was swollen and dripping with juice. A few hours ago, the sight of a man would have been the last thing to inspire that kind of feeling in Maria’s heart – now it was all she could think about. She wasn’t gay anymore, or even straight for that matter – her sexual universe had shrunk to a single point, me, and she’d gladly do whatever I commanded of her. 
 
      
 
    “You belong to me,” I said, finishing Taylor’s ritual. My cock throbbed, inches from Maria’s face, close enough to feel her breath. “You’re my possession.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir,” Maria whimpered. A trail of wetness dribbled down her thigh, her pussy gushing with every word. “You’re my King. My God. My Savior...” 
 
      
 
    “Worship your God,” I said with a cold smile, presenting my cock like a holy relic. “Receive his seed.” 
 
      
 
    With a grateful, relieved look, Maria leaned over my cock and slid it into her mouth. Her velvet-soft lips closed over my shaft, taking it all the way down her throat. 
 
      
 
    “You can do better than that,” Taylor growled, pressing on the back of her head. “Show Master what a filthy little slut you are. Let him know what kind of slave he has for his pleasure!” 
 
      
 
    Taylor’s words didn’t stop Maria – instead, she groaned with pleasure. Her eyes fluttered, rolling back in her head as bliss infiltrated her body. As I stood over the pair, watching Maria lock her lips around my cock and deepthroat it like a slave queen, I wasn’t thinking about how strange it was that my internal switch had been thrown so far into dominance so fast. I wasn’t thinking about how quickly I’d turned into a muscle-bound God, how the power of Khufu was altering me in ways I didn’t understand. 
 
      
 
    All I could think about was how good it felt to finally own Maria’s body: and how I couldn’t wait to add more slaves to my harem… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Emily was on her knees, sucking me off. We were in Tibet, in a tiny tent perched on the edge of a mountain, and the sense of danger made things even hotter. This was our honeymoon, exploring ruins on the edge of the known world, and I was doing it with the woman I loved. 
 
      
 
    My cock left Emily’s mouth with a wet little pop. She grinned up at me as she moved from sucking to stroking. 
 
      
 
    “I still can’t believe it,” she whimpered, tasting the tip of my cock with her tongue. “My husband. Adam Roth is my husband.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re my wife,” I mumbled, gripping the back of her neck. “My wild, kinky wife.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you have no idea,” she said with a laugh. “All the things I’ve been fantasizing about doing to you – finally unleashing on you once we walked down the aisle. I’m going to rock your world, boy.” 
 
      
 
    “I love you,” I said. 
 
      
 
    She grinned up at me. “I love you, too,” she said. “And I love the way your come tastes in my mouth. Now give it to me...” 
 
      
 
    She slid me back into her mouth, bobbing up and down on me hard. I couldn’t control myself; I felt a tingle running up my shaft, my balls readying themselves to shoot down my wife’s throat. 
 
      
 
    I looked down; I always loved watching Emily as I came in her mouth, all the little emotions of love and lust that flickered on her face as she swallowed my load. But her face started to blur; the tent flaps roared in the wind. Tearing in jagged rents as rocks cut through them. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?” I felt so amazing; I was about to come, but everything was going all blurry… 
 
      
 
    Shit! 
 
      
 
    With a start, I snapped awake. I was in a tent, but not the one I had thought. What I’d taken for rips in the fabric were beams of sunlight hitting the canvas, cutting through the sand that nearly buried the whole thing. I wasn’t on my honeymoon in Tibet, and Emily and I weren’t newlyweds – I was in Egypt, excavating the tomb of Khufu. It had all been a dream. 
 
      
 
    Except for the utterly amazing feeling of a mouth around my cock. That was no dream. 
 
      
 
    “Emily,” I whispered, grinning as I pulled back the covers. “You bad girl...” 
 
      
 
    As the blanket slid down my body, I suddenly remembered Emily hadn’t accompanied me on this expedition. Then I remembered why, and that triggered everything: the fights about fertility, the strange warning in the tomb, the way my scent seemed to be remaking the women around me. The fact that I’d spent most of last night emptying my balls into my own stepsister’s cunt, groaning with bliss as she rode me while a sandstorm attacked the tent. 
 
      
 
    That was who was beneath the covers, of course. Taylor’s head lay between my thighs, my cock down her slender throat. A head of gorgeous blonde hair, aching to be pulled greeted me – I’d done my share of holding on to it last night. I’d had no idea my sweet, innocent sister was so into rough sex. 
 
      
 
    With a smile, Taylor slid my cock out of her throat and started stroking me instead. It was so much like Emily in my dream that for a second I flashed back to it, guilt filling me. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Master,” Taylor whispered, staring at me like I was the sexiest, most important man in the world. “Did you sleep well? You woke up with one hell of a hard-on...” 
 
      
 
    I should have stopped her. I should have kicked her out of bed: after all, she’d just ruined my marriage. But her mouth felt so good on me, and that dream was still in my head, making me want to come. 
 
      
 
    “I heard you calling me ‘Emily’ a minute ago,” Taylor said with a giggle. “I don’t mind if you want to call me that, Master. You can call me whatever you want: ‘slut’ or ‘bitch’ or ‘slave’ or ‘marriage-ruining cunt’. Calling me names makes me even wetter, Master.” 
 
      
 
    Unable to stop myself, I leaned back against the pillows and closed my eyes. Emily’s face filled my mind, the way her lips had looked stretched around the head of my cock. It was a view I knew I would never see again: When she found out what I’d done with my own sister, there would be no saving my marriage. 
 
      
 
    Unless this power works on her, I thought as Taylor’s mouth slid back down my shaft. It might fix everything. It might even help her get pregnant… 
 
      
 
    The thought was so wonderful that I felt myself reaching the precipice, Taylor’s perfect, tight mouth taking me there. I grunted, thrusting my hips and burying myself deep in her throat. 
 
      
 
    “Emily,” I groaned, gripping the back of my sister’s head. “Oh, Emily…!” 
 
      
 
    My cock throbbed inside my sister’s throat, swelling even larger as I started to twitch and spurt my hot, sticky load. Taylor sucked it greedily, moaning with delight as she drank down my come. I shot again and again, thrusting my hips against my sister’s lips, moaning and grinding as I cried out my wife’s name. 
 
      
 
    As I came down from my peak, Taylor slowed her motions, sucking me dry as she drained every drop of semen from my balls. I relaxed against the bed, savoring the motions of her tongue and lips. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Master,” Taylor finally whispered, planting a kiss on the head of my cock. She crawled up the bed and snuggled against me. “I love you.” 
 
      
 
    What have I done? I thought, stroking Taylor’s chin. I’d spent all night fucking my stepsister, and woken up the next morning to her sucking my cock. My career was over – my life was over. 
 
      
 
    And yet, part of me wanted to do it again. 
 
      
 
    “We should leave the tent separately,” I said, swallowing heavily. My throat was suddenly dry. “So that no one suspects...” 
 
      
 
    Taylor frowned. “Why would I leave the tent, Master?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. This Master stuff turned me on, but it was too much. “We’re packing up Khufu’s tomb today,” I reminded her. “We both need to be there.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t need to be there, Master,” she said with a giggle. “What good would I be? I should stay here and keep myself ready for you.” 
 
      
 
    I was about to argue when the last part of her sentence caught my attention. “What do you mean, ‘ready for me’? Ready how?” 
 
      
 
    “However you like, Master.” A naughty smile spread across Taylor’s face. “I could be waiting by the tent opening on my knees, my lips perfectly made up and spread wide for you. That way, as soon as you feel the urge for sex while you’re working, you can come right here and fuck my mouth.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Even after a night spent together in the same bed, the idea that words like these could tumble out of the mouth of my sweet, innocent sister shocked me. 
 
      
 
    “Or, if you’d prefer,” she said, seeing my expression, “I could lie naked in bed with my legs spread, keeping my pussy hot and ready with my fingers. You could come in whenever you wish throughout the day and fuck me, filling my womb with your seed.” Her smile widened and her voice dropped to a whisper. “Although I’m pretty sure last night did the trick, Master. Soon I’ll be carrying your child!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh God,” I moaned. My sister was a slave! Worse, she seemed to revel in it – she wanted to wait all day for me, preparing herself for the moment I’d get horny and decide to dump a load in her like some whore. It had a way of making me disgusted and horny at the same time. 
 
      
 
    “I...I don’t want either of those things,” I said, struggling to control my voice. “I want you to come to the tomb with me.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, Master.” After a moment’s thought, her face lit up. “That is a good idea. That way, when the need strikes I’ll be right next to you, and you can just bend me over and use my cunt to make yourself feel better! I’ll make sure not to wear any panties so you can just slide my pants to the side whenever you want me...” 
 
      
 
    “No! I mean...” God, now the idea of just bending Taylor over in the middle of cataloging the tomb wouldn’t leave my head. What would they do, Maria and all the rest, if I just bent Taylor over some thousand-year-old relic and fucked her brains out right in front of them? 
 
      
 
    “I want you to pretend,” I said, shaking my head. What was I thinking? That was crazy. “Go back to your tent and get dressed. Then try to act like we haven’t spent all night together, okay?” 
 
      
 
    She frowned, but nodded. “Okay, Master. I don’t know why you don’t want everyone to know you had a gorgeous babe riding your dick last night, but I’ll be good. Just for you, okay?” 
 
      
 
    When she got to the flap of the tent, she turned around and blew me a kiss. “Love you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I sat there speechless as she left the tent, leaving nothing behind but a giggle. 
 
      
 
    What have I gotten myself into? It was a question that refused to leave my mind as I dressed, cleaned the smell of sex off my body as best I could and headed down to the excavation. On the one hand, I was filled with anxiety: the fear that any moment I’d be caught, found out, my life ruined. 
 
      
 
    But on just a physical level? I felt better than I had in years. Hell, there was a spring in my step as I made my way through camp. Taylor’s tight, wet pussy was just what the doctor ordered – and having her praise me to the moon and tell me she worships me certainly didn’t hurt my self-esteem. 
 
      
 
    So I was in a good mood as I pulled a torch off the wall and headed down into the crypt. I passed workers on my way down, their arms laden with heavy sacks and boxes. Once each section of Khufu’s tomb was cataloged and sorted, it was packed up for transport back to the States. There, it would make its way into museums, universities and the hands of private collectors: this last one was where all the money was. 
 
      
 
    The burial chamber looked practically empty compared to how it had when I first entered it. The crew had hung battery-powered lights over every entrance way, bathing the place in harsh florescence. Looking over it, I could almost forget the eerie ambiance it had held as I set foot inside it for the first time, or the way it seemed to grab hold of me and fill it with its power. 
 
      
 
    But of course it did, I thought. It was all real. Taylor was proof of that. 
 
      
 
    The two obelisks in the center of the burial chamber had yet to be transported: they were far too heavy to move until the entire crew could work together on them. Maria stood between them, mumbling to herself and running her fingers over the tiny lines of runes. I didn’t see Taylor anywhere, and said a silent prayer that hadn’t gone blabbing to the crew how she’d spent last night riding her brother’s cock. 
 
      
 
    As I approached, Maria gave a start and turned to me. She looked like she’d been lost in thought for some time. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning,” I said brightly. “Everything looks like it’s going well. Any progress with the hieroglyphics?” 
 
      
 
    Over our expeditions, I’d seen many sides of Maria: the seductive temptress, the chilly ice princess, the no-nonsense professional. I had never seen her uncertain or worried before, and until that moment I hadn’t thought her capable of it. But she was worried, and it was clear there was something eating at her. 
 
      
 
    She spent a long moment staring at the twin obelisks, then cleared her throat. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I think so.” 
 
      
 
    “You think so? Maria, I don’t think I’ve ever heard you say you think you know something.” 
 
      
 
    “I...” Maria shook her head. “I don’t think you’ll believe it, Adam. I’m not sure I believe it.” 
 
      
 
    “Believe what?” 
 
      
 
    We both turned. Taylor stood in the doorway, backlit by a row of lanterns. As she walked up to us, practically skipping, it was like emerging from a dream: she was every bit the innocent, naive stepsister I’d known for so long. Looking at her I was almost able to believe what happened in my tent last night was some crazy dream: but as she passed me, I felt her hand reach out and squeeze my ass. When I shot her a look, she winked and giggled. 
 
      
 
    Maria didn’t notice, absorbed as she was. “I was telling Adam – I know who’s buried in that second obelisk. Or, at least who those runes say is buried in that obelisk. But it’s simply not possible...” 
 
      
 
    I held up a hand. “Let’s not worry about that just yet, Maria. Tell me – what do they say?” 
 
      
 
    Maria bit her lip and turned to Taylor, looking at her for a reaction. “According to these hieroglyphics, the second obelisk is the final resting place of...Hathshepsut!” 
 
      
 
    Taylor stared at her, not blinking. It took me a second to realize she had no idea what Maria was talking about. 
 
      
 
    “Um, cool?” 
 
      
 
    “Cool?” Maria was taken aback; more shocked than I’ve ever seen her. “I would think you of all people would understand how insane that sounds, Taylor.” 
 
      
 
    “Wait, wait, back up,” I said, getting Maria’s attention. The last thing I needed was for her to realize something was up with my stepsister. “I’m obviously not as up on Egyptian history as you two. Who is Hathshepsut, and why is any of this shocking?” 
 
      
 
    “She was a Pharaoh,” Maria said, turning back to the obelisk. “One of the very few women to hold that position in the middle period. By all accounts she was very good at it, but we do not know the whole story – shortly after her death, her name was scratched out of official records.” 
 
      
 
    “Scratched out?” I looked over the tomb skeptically, as if there was some secret I might see by doing so. “How so?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, obviously they didn’t do a good job,” Maria said with her usual disdain. “Since we know plenty about her. It was a very inconsistent job, probably motivated by jealousy. Hathshepsut was considered a good leader; the generations that came after her were not. They were jealous of her legacy, particularly because she was a woman.” 
 
      
 
    “Still,” I said, nodding, “to remove her name from the historical record – that’s practically unheard of.” 
 
      
 
    “There were rumors,” Maria said, taking a step closer to me. I watched her nostrils flare up as she inhaled my scent as she spoke. “Her descendants said she was a witch: that Anubis gave her the ability to summon ghostly hounds, and that she used them to murder her enemies.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve seen what they say about women leaders now,” I said with a laugh. “Doesn’t sound like times have changed much.” 
 
      
 
    “This is no joke, Adam,” Maria said, a slight quaver to her voice. I realized with a start that I had never seen her frightened before. “I said descendants, did I not?” 
 
      
 
    It took me a moment to see what she was aiming at. “You’re saying that Hathshepsut and Khufu...they didn’t rule at the same time?” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. “Khufu was the fourth generation of Pharaoh after Hathshepsut. Finding this tomb is like...like finding George Washington buried in the same coffin with John F. Kennedy. It’s unheard of!” 
 
      
 
    I felt myself frown. “So she was buried here, then Khufu was buried here later?” 
 
      
 
    Maria laughed, but there was no humor in it. “No Pharaoh would ever have shared his tomb. I had originally thought the occupant of that second obelisk was a pleasure slave, or a favored concubine of Khufu. Hathshepsut could not have been buried here at the same time as Khufu...that would make her over one hundred and forty years old, the oldest living woman in history. It makes no sense...” 
 
      
 
    “You’re shaking,” I realized, reaching out to take her shoulder. “Maria, what’s wrong?” 
 
      
 
    She looked up into my eyes, her cheeks flushed. “I think we are making a mistake, Adam,” she whispered, her voice quivering with fear. “The treasure is one thing, but I do not think we should disturb these obelisks. We should leave them – and whoever is inside them – at rest.” 
 
      
 
    “Maria,” I said, grinning a little. “I’ve never known you to be superstitious. Come on, now – these things have been sitting here for thousands of years. They’re just old bones and dust at this point, nothing to be afraid of.” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head but remained silent. 
 
      
 
    “Besides,” I assured her. “There’s only one way to be sure of who’s inside that second obelisk. We need to bring these two to the Royal Museum. They’ll do DNA testing to confirm their authenticity: then we’ll know for sure if that second tomb holds Hathshepsut, or just some harem girl.” 
 
      
 
    She nodded slowly, her eyes shining as she looked up at me. “Of course, Adam. You’re right. You’re always so right.” 
 
      
 
    Before I could stop her, she put her hand around my waist. 
 
      
 
    “You always know what’s best for the mission,” she said with a slow smile. “I can always count on you to take the lead – to take charge like a real man...” 
 
      
 
    Oh shit. I’d spent too long next to Maria: she was starting to get high off my pheromones. Next to me, Taylor was grinning like a fox, practically egging me on. I had to get away. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me,” I said, gently removing Maria’s hand. “I...I need to take care of something...” 
 
      
 
    Before I knew what I was doing, I strode from the chamber, breaking into a jog as soon as I was out of sight. I raced down one of the long, cold corridors of the tomb, my brain frantic with everything I’d heard. Dead Pharaohs, witches, spectral hounds...it all sounded impossible, but twenty-four hours ago the idea that I could make my stepsister my filthy slave slut with my pheromones sounded impossible. The things Maria were afraid of were more real than she knew. 
 
      
 
    We have to get out of here, I thought, picturing Emily’s face. Maria’s right. We need to leave… 
 
      
 
    “Hey!” I turned to see Taylor, trotting up the corridor behind me. “Why did you run off, Master? You were just about to own her!” 
 
      
 
    Unlike me, Taylor looked completely at ease. From her smile and the way she wore her clothes, you’d think she was a college co-ed out for a field trip, not a professional archaeologist. Worse, just the sight of her made me want to pin her against the wall of the tomb and shoot another load in her cunt. What was happening to me? 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to own her,” I said, swallowing hard. “I don’t want to own anybody! I’m not a King, or a God!” 
 
      
 
    “But you are,” Taylor insisted, embracing me. “You’re my brother and my King and my God and I love you so, so much.” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned. Taylor’s lithe body felt so good against mine, like it was meant to be there. She ran her fingers up my chest, sliding them under my shirt, and gasped as they made contact. 
 
      
 
    “Look!” She pulled the hem up to show me my abs. I had abs. My chest was hard and muscle-clad, all the tiny bits of flab burned away. “You are a King, Adam. You’re my King, and your body is reflecting that.” 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” I whispered, staring. I really was changing: for the better. 
 
      
 
    “You’re a hot stud, and you deserve a soft, wet girl to bury your cock in,” Taylor whimpered in my ear. Her hand cupped my cock, rubbing it through my pants. “I want you to fuck me right here, Master.” 
 
      
 
    With a growl, I pulled her to me. I couldn’t stop myself; my hands were under her shirt, thumbing her nipples, diving to unzip her tight shorts. She let out a low cry and ground her cunt against my knee through the fabric, whimpering with delight as she dry-humped me. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so wet, Adam,” she assured me. “So tight and ready for you to claim me.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh God,” I said, pulling her face to mine. I was so hard I couldn’t bear it. “Emily is going to kill me.” 
 
      
 
    A little giggle left my sister’s lips. “Is that what you’re worried about? Even if that stupid bitch leaves you, I’ll spread my legs for you any time you want.” She leaned forward and dropped her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “I can be Emily for you, you know.” 
 
      
 
    “No, you can’t,” I insisted. “No one can be Emily...” 
 
      
 
    “Haven’t you noticed? We have almost the same body type.” She ran a hand down her side, like she was showing off a product to a client. My eyes were locked on her tits, her ass, her long, sexy legs. 
 
      
 
    “Watch,” she said, turning around. She put her arms against the cold wall of the tomb and stuck out her ass, presenting herself to me from behind. With her head buried between her arms, she almost did look like my wife, Emily. 
 
      
 
    “I can moan just like she does,” she insisted with a giggle. “Just tell me how she fucks, Adam. I swear I’ll make you feel just like she does. You can even call me her name while you put your cock inside me...” 
 
      
 
    She slid her tight shorts to the side. True to what she’d said in the tent, she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath. The lips of her cunt stood out against the fabric as she revealed them, her tight slit glistening with juice.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck your wife,” Taylor teased, spreading her lips with two fingers. “Put that baby in her pussy you’ve always wanted, Adam.” 
 
      
 
    With a groan, I finally let myself go. Gripping her hips, I yanked down her pants, revealing the creamy, firm flesh of her ass. My hand came down hard, reddening it, a squeal leaving Taylor’s lips. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve been a bad little wife,” I grunted into her ear. “Walking around this tomb with no panties on. You want me to fuck you, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “Uh huh,” Taylor grunted, lowering her voice just enough that it sounded like Emily’s. “Mmmh. Mmmh!” 
 
      
 
    She didn’t say anything, but she didn’t need to. Her wordless cries, coupled with the way she stuck out her ass and ground it against me, said all that I needed to hear.  
 
      
 
    Picturing the dozens of times I’d pinned my wife up against some ancient relic just like this and fucked her brains out, I spread her legs with my hand and buried the head of my cock in her folds. She whimpered, begging for more, but I held it just out of reach. 
 
      
 
    “You want this cock? Show me you want this cock,” I commanded. 
 
      
 
    With a groan of relief, she thrust backward and impaled herself on my shaft, burying it deep inside her tight, wet walls. She was dripping, and willing, just like Emily used to be. She rode me back as I thrust inside her, just like my wife. With my hand in her hair and my other pinning her to the wall as I hammered her cunt, I could almost imagine this was Emily spreading for me, welcoming me inside of her, melting away every hurt feeling or argument we’d ever had with her warm, perfect pussy. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna come inside you,” I growled, spanking her again. “I’m going to put that baby inside you you’ve been praying for. You like that idea?” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmh hmmmmm,” she groaned, her body moving in perfect sync with my own. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fuck yes!” I found the perfect angle and went deep, stretching her walls as I filled her with primal fury. “Yes! I’m going to come inside you, Emily! I’m going to come…!” 
 
      
 
    My cock twitched and spurted, erupting inside of her cunt. Thick ropes of come bathed her walls, firing like arrows directly into her primed, ready womb. Her lips gripped me tight, milking me dry as I poured enough fertile seed inside of her that it dripped from her slit, filling her to the brim and then some. 
 
      
 
    As I came down from my peak she turned at the waist and kissed me, and it was Taylor, Taylor my sister kissing me deep as she rode the last shuddering bursts of pleasure from my dick. 
 
      
 
    “I love you,” I said, unable to stop myself. “I love coming inside of you. You’re the best sister ever...” 
 
      
 
    “I love you so much, Master.” Her voice was a ragged gasp, her own orgasm firing right after my own. “I love making you feel so good. I can be a better little slut than Emily ever was. You don’t have to worry: I’ll be her for you whenever you want...” 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck is this?” 
 
      
 
    Both of us turned. Consumed by need, we hadn’t heard Maria coming down the corridor, lantern held out against the darkness. Now she stood a few feet away, her mocha skin gone white as a sheet as she struggled to understand what she was seeing. 
 
      
 
    “Maria,” I said quickly, pulling away from my sister. Visions of my fall from grace exploded in my head: the look on Emily’s face when she found out, my picture on magazine covers with ‘Sibling Scandal!’ written in 72-point bold font, the line at the unemployment office. I was screwed. 
 
      
 
    “This isn’t what it looks like,” I said, holding up a hand. “Just let me explain-” 
 
      
 
    As I turned, a final jet of come shot from my cock like a rocket, splattering the sand inches away from Maria’s feet. She stared at it, her eyes wide as saucers, her lip trembling with an emotion I couldn’t even fathom. 
 
      
 
    Behind me, Taylor laughed. “Wow,” she said, watching it hit the ground. “You come like a beast, bro. It’s not just your muscles that have gotten all manly...” 
 
      
 
    She was right: my cock had grown to mammoth proportions. Two days ago it had been a completely normal penis, maybe an inch or two bigger than average. Now I was sporting a foot-long god-stick, thick and ridged with the ability to shoot torrents of come. I saw Maria see it, her expression unreadable, then her gaze returned to the puddle of come at her feet. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” Maria said in a small voice. “You’re a monster, Adam. A cheating, lowlife monster.” 
 
      
 
    That’s what she said – and it was true. I deserved this. And yet, as she spoke, I could see her sinking to her knees. It was then that I realized what my nose had been trying to tell me for several moments: the entire corridor reeked of my manly scent. It was coming...well, it was coming from my come. 
 
      
 
    Maria bent low over it, falling to her knees. “No,” she whispered, her gorgeous face slack with horror. “No, this isn’t right. You’re...you’re awful. You’re cheating on your wife. With your own sister. That’s...so wrong...” 
 
      
 
    Maria groaned, one hand dropping to the ground right next to the slowly expanding pool of my seed. 
 
      
 
    “Then why,” she said, a crazy little laugh escaping her throat, “why am I so turned on? Fuck, I’ve never been this wet before...” 
 
      
 
    I could see that. Maria’s pants were so skintight you couldn’t help but see: the outline of her pussy was clearly visible, a slowly-spreading stain growing across her crotch. My assistant was dripping wet, getting more so by the moment. And my load was the reason. 
 
      
 
    “You bastard,” Maria whimpered, her fingers grazing the pool of my hot, sticky seed. As she touched it, I felt my cock twitch again, a new jet of come spraying across the first. Maria’s hand was coated in it. “Look what you’ve done to me. I’m ruined...” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right,” I said, giving my cock a stroke. “Ruin yourself for me, Maria. Debase yourself for your new Master.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe the words that were coming out of my mouth – but their effect on Maria was undeniable. She let out a squeal of pleasure, her eyes fluttering as she lifted her fingers to her lips. She fought until the last moment, struggling as if an invisible hand pulled at her with immense strength. Finally, she lost. 
 
      
 
    Her lips parted and her fingers entered them, covered in my seed. Maria sucked them greedily, a cry of passion tearing its way out of her throat as the taste of my manly essence filled her mouth. She came instantly, writhing and sucking at her digits, and as she came down from her peak she bent low and pressed her face into it. She licked the floor of the tomb like a cat, lapping up my virile load like it was pure ambrosia. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” Taylor groaned, watching. “That is so hot...” 
 
      
 
    When Maria lifted her head, there was a new look in her eyes. Gone was any trace of resistance, any remnants of the haughty, untouchable woman she’d used to be. Instead, her gaze was worshipful and loving: she stared up at me from her submissive pose like she was looking at a God made flesh. 
 
      
 
    “Master...” she whispered, her mouth dropping open. “Oh, Master!” 
 
      
 
    “You understand now.” Taylor stepped forward, extending an arm to Maria. “Master’s cock is everything. It’s the whole world, the whole universe! You exist to serve him, solely for his pleasure...” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Maria whimpered, her face filled with a religious ecstasy. “I exist to worship him! I love him, I...I would do anything for him! My God, my Lord!” 
 
      
 
    I took a step forward and grabbed Taylor by the shoulder, pulling her back. She frowned, her hand well out of Maria’s grasp. Looking down at my newest slave, I prepared to make my first command. 
 
      
 
    “Crawl to me,” I said, smiling coldly. “You’ve always thought you were better than everyone else, slut. Shoe me you know you were wrong. Come to your Master on your knees, like a proper whore.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir,” Maria said, bowing low. Her forehead touched the cool floor of the corridor, then she began to crawl. My cock twitched and jerked as I watched her – I couldn’t help it any more. Thick jets of my seed splashed over her back, covering her ass and legs. Maria didn’t seem to mind: she groaned with pleasure every time it touched her skin, like the very feel of it made her come. 
 
      
 
    Finally she knelt before me, presenting her flawless body to me. 
 
      
 
    “Look at me,” I commanded. 
 
      
 
    She rose up slowly, onto her knees. Her lip trembled as she beheld me, as if the sight of my new body was too bright for her to stand. “Command me, Master. No order is too extreme, too filthy for me. I yearn to fulfill your darkest desires.” 
 
      
 
    “I bet you do,” I said with a grin, taking hold of my cock. “Show me how you worship a man with your mouth, whore.” 
 
      
 
    I was sure beyond a shadow of a doubt that Maria had never had a man’s cock in her mouth throughout any of her twenty-one years on Earth. Yet, at my command I could see her drooling with anticipation. Her glossy lips parted; she slid into her mouth and down her throat in a single motion, as if this was something she’d practiced to do her entire life. I groaned as I bottomed out inside her, the tight walls of her throat wrapped around me like silk. 
 
      
 
    “Stay right there,” I said suddenly, taking her hair and holding her tight against me. “I’m going to fuck your sweet little face.” 
 
      
 
    She moaned in assent, purring through her nose as she welcomed me in. I didn’t know where this sudden fury was coming from – it wasn’t like Maria had ever done anything to me, or given me any hint of being interested in me. But it just felt right to dominate her, even proper. She was a sexy, fertile young girl and I was the ultimate alpha male. She was mine to use, and I relished seeing how far I could bend her before she broke. 
 
      
 
    The fucking I’d just given Taylor looked practically gentle compared to what I did to Maria’s throat. I took it as a personal challenge to make her gag; to find the limits of her perfect demeanor and cool resolve. But even as I thrust hard down her throat, filling her with every inch of my rock-hard cock, she matched me stroke for stroke. With a start, I realized she was actually rocking back on me, trying to pull me even deeper down her throat. I was amazed, but pleased. This one will do well, I thought. 
 
      
 
    I pulled out of her roughly, slapping her across the face with my fuck-stick. She squealed with delight, reaching out to stroke it, but I pulled back. 
 
      
 
    “You are something else,” I pronounced. “Were you able to do any of that before me?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve never had a man before you, Master,” Maria said smoothly. “And I never will after you, either. You are the only man I will ever fuck. I want you to be my first, my last – my everything.” 
 
      
 
    Next to me, Taylor’s face went slack with shock. “You’re a virgin?” 
 
      
 
    Somehow Maria managed to look demure with streaks of my come across her face. “I’ve been with women,” she said in a quiet voice. “I’ve never had a man inside of me. I am still...intact, my Lord.” 
 
      
 
    A burst of come shot from my cock, bathing her tits. She giggled, rubbing it into her skin. “I can see this news pleases you, Master.” 
 
      
 
    Oh, it most certainly did. The idea of being the first man to enter Maria – to make her a woman in every sense of the word – touched the most primal, caveman portion of my brain. I wanted to be inside her, to be the first cock to stretch those tight walls and breed her true. 
 
      
 
    “Come back to the tent,” I commanded, lifting her to her feet one-handed. I was so strong now, it was easy. “I’m going to take your virginity, Maria.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master!” Maria’s eyes shined with excitement. “I can’t wait to serve you. The two of us are going to become the High Priestesses of your Holy Cock, sir!” 
 
      
 
    I liked the sound of that. 
 
      
 
    “But Master,” Maria said, glancing down the hall. “Everyone will see me like this. Covered in your seed...” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t care,” I said, surprising myself. But really, I didn’t. What could anyone do to me now? “Aren’t you proud to be seen wearing your Master’s come? Doesn’t it make you wet that everyone will know you’re his slut?” 
 
      
 
    She shuddered with pleasure. “Yes, Master.” 
 
      
 
    “Then come.” And the three of us headed back to my tent. Just as Maria had said, there were some shocked stares and cries as we exited the tomb, but none of them stopped me. Nothing was going to stop me anymore, not even my own conscience. I was going to be Maria’s first, and that was all that mattered. 
 
      
 
    As soon as we were inside the tent, I picked Maria up and tossed her onto my bed. The legs holding the cot up broke under my strength, sending it to the ground with a squeal, but I didn’t stop for an instant. A moment later I was on top of her, and she was spreading wide for me, whimpering words of submission and begging for me to breed her. 
 
      
 
    “She’s so fertile,” Taylor said, sinking to her knees beside us. “You’re going to make her pregnant on her first fuck, Master.” 
 
      
 
    “Good,” I grunted. I wasn’t capable of more: the power of speech had left me. With a harsh, primal grunt I gripped Maria’s hips and buried myself inside of her to the hilt. 
 
      
 
    It was like she’d been struck with a bolt of lightning. All the sweet, wet muscles inside of her cunt went tight around me, the sensation of my cock entering her sending her into an intense, immediate climax. Her nails dug into my muscled back as she cried out, my perfect God-stick tearing away her virginity in one smooth stroke. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, MASTER!” Maria’s cries were sweet music to my ears. “Fuck me, Master! Pound my tight little cunt, make me yours! Make me pregnant, please!” 
 
      
 
    “He’s going to.” Taylor had taken up a spot at Maria’s head, her thighs straddling the girl’s hair as she ran her fingers over her breasts. “Master’s going to come inside you, and then you’ll be carrying his heir, just like me.” A giggle left his lips. “We’re just like those girls on Khufu’s tomb. Another notch on Master’s tally of wet little sluts he’s knocked up!” 
 
      
 
    At the words ‘knocked up’, Maria groaned and arched her back, letting me go even deeper. She was even tighter than Taylor, as if such a thing was possible, and her virgin cunt felt pristine and perfect wrapped around my cock. 
 
      
 
    “You’re mine,” I grunted, feeling the onrush of my climax as I thrust between her thighs. “You’re mine and no one else’s, forever. My little fuck toy, my brood mare.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master! My body is yours!” Maria shut her eyes tight and writhed as another orgasm wracked her slender frame. “Come in me, please Master, please shoot your seed inside my cunt! I’m so ready for it, I’ve been ready and waiting for you my entire life, Master, please claim my womb!” 
 
      
 
    With a series of savage grunts I fucked as deep as I could into Maria, pointing the tip of my cock straight into her primed, waiting womb. Pleasure washed over me like a wave, obliterating the world as I shot over and over again inside of her. Each burst was as thick as the old me’s entire load, filling Maria to the brim and then some as gobs of my seed flooded out of her. I kept thrusting, shooting more and more until it seemed impossible that her fertile womb wasn’t bred with my babies. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna make twins for you, Master,” Maria sobbed, clutching me tight as she came a third time. “Triplets. Quadruplets...” 
 
      
 
    I felt the walls of her womb sucking in my load and grinned. Her body was mine now, her very fertility my possession. I watched her with pride as she slowed her hips, milking me dry. 
 
      
 
    “I love you, Master,” Maria said sleepily as I pulled out of her. 
 
      
 
    “I know you do,” I said. “Rest now. Sleep and make my sons.” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes rolled back and she passed out at once, looking utterly at peace as snoozed. 
 
      
 
    “Well done, Master,” Taylor said, embracing me. “Would you like me to clean you off?” 
 
      
 
    I looked down. My cock was still hard, still ready to go. Did I want her to clean me off? Or did I want more? 
 
      
 
    A wicked grin flashed across my face. Of course I wanted more. 
 
      
 
    “Have you ever let a man fuck your ass, sis?” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes went wide, but her voice was calm as she answered. “No,” she said, shaking her head. “I...I’m not into that...” 
 
      
 
    “You are now,” I commanded. “In fact, it’s all you can think about. You’re begging me to fuck your sweet, tight little asshole – to give me pleasure that you’ve never given any man.” 
 
      
 
    I had never tried to directly alter someone’s mind before. Until that moment, I had no idea it was possible. But like the urge to dominate, fuck and breed every woman I met, it just felt right somehow. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master,” Taylor said, sinking to her knees. As I watched, she turned around on all fours, giving her ass a slap. “Would you please take me from behind, Sir? And I don’t mean in my pussy – there’s only one hole I possess that’s tight and perfect enough to be worthy of your cock...” 
 
      
 
    I knelt down, preparing to fuck her right on top of Maria. Her ass thrust out suggestively, offered to me. “Are you sure?” 
 
      
 
    “Please,” she begged, her voice going breathy with need. “I need you to fuck my ass, bro – I need to feel that big fucking cock split my backdoor wide open. Please fuck me?” 
 
      
 
    I gripped a handful of her ass. It was warm and firm beneath my fingers, yielding gently to the touch. 
 
      
 
    “This may hurt at first,” I warned her, placing the head of my cock between her cheeks. 
 
      
 
    With a thick coating of mine and Maria’s juices, it was easy for the tip of my cock to penetrate my sister’s pucker and slip inside. She groaned with pleasure, her mouth dropping open in surprise at the new sensation. 
 
      
 
    It was the other eleven inches of my dick that were the problem. I filled her inch by wonderful inch, sliding further and further into her most private channel. Taylor groaned and cried out with each thrust, relaxing herself until I finally bottomed out deep inside of her, my balls resting against her asshole. 
 
      
 
    “Oh Jesus,” she gasped, her head against the floor. “Oh wow you’re really all the way inside of me.” 
 
      
 
    “Does it hurt?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded and bit her lip. “But...but I can take it, Master. I can take any pain if it’ll make you happy.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s very good,” I told her, running a hand over her ass. “That pleases me greatly.” 
 
      
 
    I felt the muscles of her ass clench around my cock as my compliment hit home. Her face went slack with pleasure as she begged: “Fuck me, Master...” 
 
      
 
    I thought I had found the limits of my new body. If not Taylor’s wonderful mouth and pussy, then certainly Maria’s tight, virgin cunt was the absolute gold standard in how much a woman could please my cock. But Taylor’s ass put all of it to shame. Nothing was as tight, as warm, as welcoming as I thrust hard into her ass, making her scream at the top of her lungs with as much pain as pleasure. She rode me like a worshiper, and I took all the bliss I wanted from her sweet little pucker. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to come inside this ass,” I told her, gripping her neck and forcing her to arch her back in order to keep from passing out. “I’m going to blow a load right inside of it, sis. Are you going to be a good little slut and let your brother come inside of your asshole?” 
 
      
 
    “You can come inside of my asshole any time you want,” she whimpered, her voice tight with lust. “Do it, Master. Make my ass yours!” 
 
      
 
    I shut my eyes tight, the pleasure so intense even my new athleticism barely kept me from fainting. Taylor’s ass gripped me tight, undulating as the muscles worked my cock in and out on their own, adding to the pleasure. I had thought after Maria I was tapped out, but a new flood of seed left my cock, filling Taylor’s final unclaimed hole with hot jets of cream. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, God,” she whimpered, her face pressed against the floor as I pulled out of her. “Thank you for taking away my will, God. Thank you for fucking my ass, God. Thank you for breeding me...” 
 
      
 
    I laid across the floor of the tent, staring upwards with my arms crossed beneath my head. After a few moments, Taylor crawled over and snuggled up against me, nuzzling into my shoulder like a lover. Maria rolled over and did the same, crying out gently in her sleep as if reliving her first time all over again. 
 
      
 
    My harem, I thought, staring up at the tent. My High Priestesses.  
 
      
 
    They were the first, but there would be more. Soon every woman I knew would be my fertile little fuckslave, new worshipers praising the Pharaoh with their swollen bellies and dripping cunts. I couldn’t wait. 
 
      
 
    An image of my wife Emily appeared in my mind’s eye, but I felt no guilt. Instead, my new cock hardened, a fat bead of precum dribbling from the tip. 
 
      
 
    Emily, I thought. The next time you see me, I’m going to fuck you so hard it doesn’t matter that you’re barren. I’m going to make you my Queen, and my Queen is going to bear my heirs… 
 
      
 
    I knew I had the power to make it happen. And once Emily spent a few minutes with the new me, she’d be begging for it, too. 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes and relaxed, cradled in the embrace of my slaves, dreaming of home. 
 
      
 
    And somewhere deep in the tomb, the twin obelisks sat silently, waiting to be brought across the ocean along with me...


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Part Three 
 
      
 
    


 
   
 
  




 
 
    “Breed them? Of course you should breed them. You should have as many fertile little sluts as you want...” 
 
      
 
    At the foot of the bed, my darling wife Emily was on her knees, crawling towards me with nothing on but a pair of black panties and fuck-me-heels. Every inch of her flawless skin flushed bright with lust, her long hair trailing down her back in waves as she crawled forward to serve her King. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so wet for you,” she giggled, spreading her legs wider as she straddled me. “Just listening to you tell me about how you fucked Taylor. And Maria. And all those other girls...God, I feel so fucking fertile right now, Adam...” 
 
      
 
    I believed it. The air was thick with my pheromones, so much so that you could practically cut it with a knife. Emily’s body was filled with them, coursing through her bloodstream with every ragged breath, overwhelming her mind with raw animal need. The doctors had assured me she was barren; our marriage was on the edge of dissolving because of it, but somehow I knew that was no longer the case. 
 
      
 
    “Feel,” she begged, sliding her panties to the side. Her slit was perfectly trimmed and glistening with juice, so warm I could feel waves of heat rolling off her core like an oven. “I’m so primed and wet for you, Adam.” 
 
      
 
    I slipped two fingers into her cunt, parting her swollen lips and delving into her folds. Every muscle of her inner walls clenched around me, gripping me tight. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck!” Emily blew out a huge breath, sobbing with pleasure. “I know you have a barren wife, Adam, but...I don’t feel like your wife right now!” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes shined with love and devotion. Even on her wedding day, she hadn’t looked at me the way she was looking at me now. 
 
      
 
    “I want to be your girl, Sir. Your whore, your slut, your fuckdoll. I just know if you drain those big balls inside of me that I’ll get pregnant. I want you to fuck a baby into me, baby – please?” 
 
      
 
    She was right. About so much. She was wet and fertile for me, ready to be bred. And although we both wore the rings, Emily was no longer my wife. She was something else… 
 
      
 
    “You’re my Queen,” I said, parting her thighs and pulling her hips down onto me. “You’re going to bear my heirs, Emily. You were born to serve me...” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master,” Emily whimpered, stroking my cock and pointing it straight at her folds. “Breed me, Sir. I’m yours!” 
 
      
 
    You weren’t before, I thought deliriously, ready to take my wife in ways I never had before. You were ready to leave me. But now you’re mine, body and soul. Forever… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I really have to hand it to you, Mr. Roth. These obelisks aren’t simply of historical importance: they’re works of art in their own right! Visitors will flock the world over to see them.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure they will,” I said, casting an eye over the twin edifices. The Royal Museum of London had never held such a mammoth display within its walls before: the difficulty in getting the two huge slabs inside the building had been immense. But one look at the exhibit showed it was worth it: Khufu’s grave markers made the rest of the museum’s treasures look paltry in comparison. 
 
      
 
    They’d set both of them up on a riser, separated from the viewers to come by a thick sheet of glass. Rows of lights illuminated the display across the ceiling, highlighting the primal darkness of the stone – staring into them was like watching a black hole at work. In fact, as I spent a few moments gazing at them, a strange certainty filled my mind: that there were no obelisks standing there. I was looking at holes, holes that no amount of light would ever be able to fill – holes that led down into the bowels of creation, into the eldritch darkness at the center of the universe… 
 
      
 
    Then I blinked, and the feeling went away. Strange. 
 
      
 
    “Adam is a true explorer.” Next to me, Taylor gripped me tight around the waist, giggling at the museum’s proprietor. “You know he was the first person to set foot in the tomb?” 
 
      
 
    “So I’ve heard,” the older man said. He gave Taylor no more than a friendly smile, but the man’s eyes had been locked to both of my companions almost from the moment we’d arrived. I couldn’t blame him, of course: they were my high priestesses, and my high priestesses were goddesses among women. 
 
      
 
    Taylor’s outfit was certainly a little more eyebrow-raising than usual: between her tight, low-cut top and super-short cutoff jeans, she was showing about as much skin as she did on one of her infamous swimsuit covers. She practically glowed as she was led through the museum, staying a step behind me and at my side at all times. I was sure anyone who saw just imagined it was the excitement of a new discovery; little did they know Taylor no longer gave a single thought to her long, sensational career. All she cared about was me – how to please me, how to best serve, how to identify other girls who would make excellent additions to the harem. The fact that she was my stepsister didn’t slow her down in the slightest. Instead, it just made her wetter: all the tiny, intimate ways we’d known each other as a family had been turned into primal animal lust, making her the perfect fuck, utterly attuned to my needs. She was more than my sister now, she was my worshiper. 
 
      
 
    On my other side, Maria regarded the twin obelisks with her usual cool demeanor. In contrast to my sister, she was fully dressed – but where Taylor showed skin, Maria teased mercilessly, as was in her nature. Her top and pants were both made of the finest leather, so skintight that every curve of her body was clearly visible. A pair of thigh-high fuck-me boots completed her ensemble, and while every inch of her body from her throat to her toes was covered, any man with half a brain could see exactly what Maria would look like naked. 
 
      
 
    She’d always been a tease, but my control of her amplified it to new heights. I knew Maria got off on the attention – that every man who pictured her firm tits bouncing in his face or her slender mocha thighs straddling his cock made her so wet she practically squeaked when she walked. She was a taunting, teasing little bitch – but when I put my hand in her hair and pulled her to me, she became totally submissive. Both girls had been changed by our exodus in the desert, turned into something more than they had been. They loved me, served me utterly, and couldn’t wait to create an entire harem of girls to serve me. 
 
      
 
    Oh, and I was pretty sure both of them were already pregnant. That should have worried me, but instead it made my cock throb every time I thought of it. I’d wanted heirs for so long, but my wife Emily had been incapable of giving them to me. It had driven a rift into our marriage, led to her abandoning our expedition to Khufu’s tomb at the last moment and staying home. I wished now that she had come; if she had, she’d be under the same spell that had transformed Maria and Taylor. 
 
      
 
    She’d be my Queen, I thought, my cock roaring to life in my pants. She’d be back to the way she used to be – and she’d be swollen with my seed… 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God! Is that Adam Roth?” 
 
      
 
    The voice snapped me out of my thoughts. A new person had entered the exhibit, looking up at me with the kind of awe usually reserved for rock stars or famous actors. I wasn’t wholly unused to being recognized in public, but usually it was Taylor who was the one getting hounded – she was more famous, after all. This girl, on the other hand, was interested in me. 
 
      
 
    And she was a girl. She looked barely legal, a fresh little co-ed in a college sweatshirt that hugged her curves, yoga pants and heavy black frames. She was carrying a clipboard with the museum’s logo on it as well. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, goodness,” the manager said, looking embarrassed. “Mr. Roth, this is Alexa. She’s one of our new interns...” 
 
      
 
    I flashed a charming smile. Next to me, I felt Taylor grip my hand briefly, a questioning look in her eyes. I knew what she was asking, clear as day: do you want this girl? 
 
      
 
    She was good looking, to be sure. And my pheromones would make her more so. She can’t be more than eighteen, I thought, cock twitching in my slacks. Nineteen, tops. She’ll be so fertile… 
 
      
 
    I returned Taylor’s squeeze, then dropped her hand and extended mine. “Charmed. It’s always so good to meet the people who are going to be doing my job.” 
 
      
 
    Her face lit up in surprise. “No! I could never do what you do, Mr. Roth. You’re my idol – you’re the reason I applied for this job in the first place!” Her gaze slid from me to Taylor. “And...oh wow, you must be...” 
 
      
 
    “Taylor,” my sister said smoothly. When Alexa extended her hand, Taylor took it – then pulled the girl forward, kissing her on the cheek like an old friend. “It is so nice to meet you.” 
 
      
 
    “This is Maria,” I said, indicating my assistant. “She accompanies me on all my expeditions.” 
 
      
 
    “This is so cool!” Alexa rubbed her cheek, as if she couldn’t believe the famous Taylor Roth had actually kissed her. “It’s really nice to meet you, Maria.” 
 
      
 
    Maria just flashed a tight, knowing little smile and looked away. Cool as always, even while planning a seduction. 
 
      
 
    “Very good,” the manager said, turning gruffly away from Alexa. “Now, obviously we’re going to want the unveiling of this exhibit to be an event...” 
 
      
 
    Taylor held up a hand. “One moment. I think your intern has something else to say.” 
 
      
 
    Alexa did indeed look like she wanted to say something else – she was practically jumping up and down with excitement – but Taylor bringing attention to it shamed her. “Um,” she said, blushing. “I just...” 
 
      
 
    “Out with it,” the manager said with a sigh. 
 
      
 
    “Could I get a picture with you? Or just with Adam if you don’t want to. My Instagram would totally blow up...” 
 
      
 
    The manager looked like he wanted to explode, but Taylor’s giggle defused him just in time. “Of course,” she said. “We’d all be happy to. It’s important,” she said with a harsh glance at Alexa’s boss, “that we indulge our fans. It helps build our brand.” 
 
      
 
    “I see,” the manager said, chastened. “Well, I suppose a brief photo op wouldn’t hurt-” 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you leave us,” I said, flashing Alexa another one of those movie-star perfect smiles. “I’ll come to your office when we’re done and discuss the details. We’d just be boring Maria and my sister, anyway.” 
 
      
 
    The manager agreed, slinking away like a chastened servant. I was starting to get used to being obeyed – the more it happened, the more right it felt. I was a leader of both men and women, and commanding the first felt just as natural to me as breeding the latter. 
 
      
 
    Speaking of breeding, I thought with a grin. Alexa looked like she’d just won the lottery, being alone with the world-famous Roths. Part of me wondered dimly if I could have had her even without my powers. How many groupies had I missed out on, how many hot trysts with supple co-eds and naughty nerd girls had I passed up because of my morals? 
 
      
 
    “There’s a meeting room over here,” Taylor said, taking Alexa by the hand. “I saw it earlier. The light in there is perfect...” 
 
      
 
    Alexa looked startled, but followed Taylor’s lead. Maria and I walked a few steps behind, smirking at each other. 
 
      
 
    The meeting room was small but generously portioned. A small oak table dominated the center of the room, plush chairs surrounding it. One corner held a cart full of liquor bottles and glasses, which Maria immediately swooped down on, pouring herself a glass of something dark and smoky. She took a long, slow sip and sighed with pleasure, her tanned skin flushing. 
 
      
 
    I was the only one who noticed. Alexa was fully under Taylor’s control, sharing my sister’s infectious enthusiasm. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, you stand over by this wall,” Taylor said, taking the younger girl’s phone and making a frame with her fingers. “The contrast with the brick will just look stellar, especially with a couple filters on it.” She paused for a moment. “You will make sure we look good in these, right?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think I need to try,” Alexa said, laughing with surprise. “You’re all so...you’re like celebrities!” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled. Alexa’s face was already flushed with more than excitement – my pheromones pumped into the room more and more every moment, filling it with a musky, manly scent. The more of it Alexa breathed in, the more she’d come to understand the truth Taylor and Maria had accepted: that I was a God to be worshiped, the King who deserved to claim her body and fill her with his heirs. She’d already stripped off her sweatshirt, tossing on the table without a care, and her nipples poked through the fabric of her tight top like gorgeous little nubs. 
 
      
 
    “Adam!” Taylor’s voice snapped me out of my trance. “Go pose with Alexa.” 
 
      
 
    She was holding the phone in her hand, wiggling it towards our intern. With a nod, I walked over and put my arm around her waist, pulling her to me. Her soft curves fit against my hard muscle perfectly, and as she relaxed I heard her breathing change, going ragged with lust. 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” she whimpered, trying to keep control. “I never thought I’d be this close to Adam Roth...oh my god you even smell amazing!” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t we know it,” Maria said with a sly smile, sipping her drink. She looked like a huntress encircling her prey, but if Alexa noticed the predatory way she was watching her, she gave no sign. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry,” Alexa said, “I know that sounds insane. But...wow!” Without a hint of self-consciousness, she buried her face in my chest and inhaled deeply. I could practically feel my pheromones entering her, making her horny and pliable as they turned off her inhibitions. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, lean forward some,” Taylor said with a naughty smile. “I want this one to make every girl on your Insta jealous. Adam, unbutton the top two buttons on Alexa’s shirt.” 
 
      
 
    “Wait, what?” Alexa blinked rapidly, like someone trying to rise out of a trance, but my hand against her breast sent her right back down with a gasp of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “You wanna look sexy, right?” Taylor said in a matter-of-fact tone. “Get all those followers, girl!” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, sure...” Alexa bit her lip as I worked off the top two buttons of her tight top. 
 
      
 
    “Your cleavage looks awesome,” I said with a wink. “God, you’re gorgeous.” 
 
      
 
    Alexa’s mouth dropped open, my compliment sending a bolt of pleasure straight through her pussy. “Yeah? Oh wow, you look so fucking good, Adam...” 
 
      
 
    I heard a click, then another as Taylor snapped photos of the two of us in each others’ arms. “So fucking hot,” she muttered. 
 
      
 
    My hand slowly trailed down Alexa’s side, gripping first her hip then the supple flesh of her ass. She didn’t mind; in fact, she wiggled it a little as I reached it as if presenting it to me. I got a good handful and squeezed tight, grinning to myself as she nearly jumped in the air. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, Alexa, why don’t you give Adam a peck on the cheek?” Taylor’s eyes flashed with mischief. 
 
      
 
    No resistance this time. Alexa grabbed me around the neck and pulled herself up, straining to reach my height. Her lips grazed my stubble, but I put my hands beneath her ass and twisted her so that our mouths met. The heat rolling off of her was amazing – she opened wide for me, our tongues meeting as more of my pheromones overrode any impulse Alexa might have had to question why she was making out with a married man. 
 
      
 
    “There you go,” Taylor giggled, snapping photos. “Fucking finally. Grab that bitch’s ass, bro. Make it yours...” 
 
      
 
    I pulled her against me so that she could feel the throbbing girth of my cock, poking between her thighs to hit her sweet spot. She ground against it as I held her in the air, moaning under her breath as she kissed me deeply. I could feel the heat building between her legs, the pure animal lust compelling her to fuck. The tension in the air was palpable as she rode my bulge, squealing with delight. 
 
      
 
    “Enough of this,” Maria said, putting down her drink and sashaying forward. Taylor turned, grabbing every moment of this with the camera on our newest slave’s phone. With a little grunt of effort, Maria grabbed Alexa’s hair and pulled her back. When we broke the kiss, she stared up at me with eyes full of love and devotion. She was mine now, even if she hadn’t fully admitted it yet. 
 
      
 
    Putting her hands on her shoulders, Maria pushed Alexa down onto her knees. “This is Master,” she said, suddenly a priestess reading an incantation. “Master is your world. Master is your God.” 
 
      
 
    “I...” Alexa stared up at me from her knees, her eyes conflicted. I watched as the last flickers of resistance fought behind them, struggling to gain control, then were swept away by her primal desire to serve. 
 
      
 
    “You love Master,” Maria hissed, staring down. My assistant was an Amazon compared to Alexa, and her meek little whimper was all the proof of submission she needed. 
 
      
 
    “I...I love you,” Alexa sobbed. “I’ve had a crush on you for years, but this is so much...deeper than that. I feel like I’ve been waiting for you my entire life, like you’re my soul mate...” 
 
      
 
    Her face went slack as she rode a sudden burst of pleasure, her legs shaking beneath her. “I want to serve you, Sir,” she said with a giggle. “I want to pleasure you with every part of my body. I want to make you so happy whenever you want. God, you turn me on so fucking much, it’s like there’s a fire burning in my chest! I love you so, so much Master – so much that it hurts...” 
 
      
 
    Alexa’s thighs began to clench. No finger or cock worked between them – this was all Alexa’s own mind, her will giving itself up to me. 
 
      
 
    “I...oh my gawd...I want to make me pregnant, Master. I have to have your babies. It’s like, totally what I was made for! You have to let me, please please please let me take your seed! I’ll do anything you want, whatever filthy fucking thing you can think of. I’ll kill people, I’ll kill my own family if it’ll make you love me Master I can’t...I...oh my fucking GOD MASTER!” 
 
      
 
    Alexa’s eyes squeezed tight, her back arching as an orgasm tore through her slender frame. Waves of pleasure cascaded through her, tightening her muscles and priming her for my seed. Any will to resist me was utterly destroyed by bliss, nothing left but the desire to be owned by her new God. 
 
      
 
    “And that,” I said, smirking at Maria, “is how you make a girl come just by looking at her.” 
 
      
 
    Alexa was still coming down from her peak, her breath ragged sobs as she rode out the aftershocks of her pleasure. “Thank you, Master,” she whispered, smiling like the happiest woman I had ever seen. “Thank you for blessing me. Thank you for taking my awful, sinful Will away...” 
 
      
 
    “Very good,” I murmured, stroking the side of her face. She nuzzled me like a cat, getting high off nothing more than physical contact with her Master. I cupped her cheek and turned her, focusing her gaze first on Taylor then Maria. 
 
      
 
    “Both of these women are pregnant with my heirs,” I told her, savoring the way the words sent a shudder of pleasure through her. “You will be the third.” It wasn’t a question. 
 
      
 
    She looked as if I’d just told her she’d be the Queen of the world. “Yes, Master,” she said, eyes brimming with tears. “I’m so honored to bear your seed.” 
 
      
 
    “Let’s go back to the limo,” I said, turning away. “Toss something on her and carry her out. I’m not fucking her on that table.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, bro.” Taylor helped the girl to her feet, tossing the balled-up sweatshirt into her arms. “Come on, slut.” 
 
      
 
    Alexa looked confused. “Master’s not going to fuck me here?” Her lip trembled like she was about to cry. 
 
      
 
    Taylor sighed. “Jesus. I think you may have used a little bit too much of your power on this one, bro. She’s kinda...dumb?” 
 
      
 
    “She did have a hands-free orgasm,” Maria said wistfully. “That tends to scramble the circuits a bit. Perhaps she’ll regain her intelligence over time?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t need her to be smart,” I said, cold and commanding. “I have my priestesses for that.” And Emily, hopefully. Soon. “I’m sure she knows exactly how to please me – that and carrying my seed is all that matters.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, Master,” Maria said smoothly. “Your will be done.” 
 
      
 
    Something about the way she responded bothered me, but I tucked it away for now. I walked off, letting the girls follow me, and when we got to the limo I practically shoved Alexa inside in my desire to be inside her. The driver gave me a questioning look at our newest passenger, but rolled the window separating us up with a command. 
 
      
 
    Once we were inside, I grabbed hold of Alexa and pinned her beneath me. It felt so good to have her underneath me, her body spread wide for my every desire. The rest of the buttons from her top came off in rapid succession, then the shirt itself, tossed into a corner. I tore her bra off with one quick motion, exposing her firm, pale tits to the air of the limo. Her nipples were dark and erect, crying out for the touch of my mouth, and as I worked my way down her neck I let my hands explore them, drawing little gasps and sighs out of my newest slave. 
 
      
 
    “That feels so good, Master,” Alexa whimpered, rocking her hips against. “Please get inside me, Sir – I want to feel your cock stretch me!” 
 
      
 
    I felt the car pull out of the lot and accelerate onto the highway. It was time for this relationship to do the same thing. 
 
      
 
    With a savage grin I yanked down Alexa’s yoga pants, handing them off to Maria like a trophy. A moment later, Maria pressed them to her nose and inhaled deeply, sighing with pleasure. I felt my mouth drop open. 
 
      
 
    “She smells ready, Master,” my assistant said with a tiny smile. “I’m sure you’ll breed her true, the very first try.” 
 
      
 
    With that, she turned and embraced my sister, their mouths meeting as they pawed at each others’ clothes. As much as I wanted to watch the show, I wanted to be inside Alexa even more. Her body was wet and ready beneath me, her nails digging into me like she was trying to scale a sheer rock face. 
 
      
 
    I pushed her back against the plush seating of the limo, examining the newest member of my harem. She was now naked except for the tiny pair of black thong panties covering her pussy, and it did nothing to hide the swollen lips of her sex. She was perfectly shaved, the skin around her slit smooth and dripping with moisture. Her panties were fucking soaked, and as she rocked her hips upwards I could smell how turned on she was. 
 
      
 
    “Not primed enough,” I said with a savage growl, pulling her panties to the side. “Going to make you beg for it, bitch.” 
 
      
 
    As she watched, amazed, I dove between her thighs and found her slit with my tongue. Every inch of her skin was smooth and warm, responding to my contact with an intoxicating flood of juices. I found her clit and hummed against it, vibrating her core with the barest touch. It was like I’d hit her with a taser; every muscle went taut as she arched her back, pressing her hips against my face as hard as she could. 
 
      
 
    “Oh God!” She said it not as if she was crying out to some far-off deity: she panted straight to me, worshiping me as I gave her pleasure. “My God! My GOD! Thank you, God! Make me ready for you, please make me a perfect little fuckdoll for your seed!” 
 
      
 
    She rode my face, grinding against me. The taste of her was amazing, so fresh and sweet that I could have spent hours lapping at her, making her cry and beg and come. But my cock throbbed between my legs, a red-hot rod of need, and burying that inside her was all that mattered. 
 
      
 
    I buried my face in her cunt, attacking her clit with swirls and teasing the tip with my tongue. She was lost beneath me; a few moments later her words of worship became a high, wordless cry as climax overwhelmed her. Her inner muscles clenched up, a flood of juice pouring from her spasming pussy. I slipped two fingers into her, pumping them in and out as I judged her slick channel. 
 
      
 
    Oh yes, I thought. She’s ready. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” Maria whimpered. A glance at her side of the limo showed my sister between her thighs, lapping at her cunt as she ran her fingers through her hair. 
 
      
 
    “You made that girl squirt,” she said, growling as she ground against my sister’s face. “You’re a God, Master...” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said, mounting Alexa. “I am. And now it’s time for you to worship me.” 
 
      
 
    With one smooth motion, I buried my cock all the way inside Alexa’s waiting cunt. Her walls gripped me tight as I filled her channel, swelling up inside her as friction bathed my shaft in ecstasy. 
 
      
 
    “Christ, you’re tight,” I grunted, bottoming out inside of her. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Master,” she sobbed, still coming down from the throes of her climax. Her legs locked behind my ass, welcoming me deep inside of her – her nails raked my back, pressing my chest hard against her firm, perfect tits. “Fuck me, Lord. Use my body as hard as you want. Let me be a vessel for your lust, Lord...” 
 
      
 
    She certainly was. And it was hard to think of a tighter, warmer vessel, even with my beautiful sister and model-perfect assistant pleasuring each other a few feet away. I didn’t know if it was my powers or some kind of psychic fuck-sense, but every woman I slid my cock into was tight and perfect by the time I was inside her. Her walls drew me tight as I slid out of her, leaving just the tip within her walls, then every perfect ridge rode against my shaft as I delved deep inside, the head of my cock pointed straight at her womb. 
 
      
 
    “You want me to come?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    She nodded eagerly, begging me with her eyes. “Please, Master. I want you to breed me! I want to drip with your load…!” 
 
      
 
    “Beg for it,” I said coldly, pouring every drop of fury inside me into pounding her tight, wet little slit. “Beg your God to do you the honor of coming inside you. Beg me to come!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh Master,” Alexa whimpered, burying her head against my shoulder. It took me a moment to realize she was praying. 
 
      
 
    “Master, please bless this slut with your seed, as you bless her with your holy cock! May she bear your heirs, may her belly grow plump with your load!” 
 
      
 
    My hips were a blur as I rammed her as hard as I could. My balls tingled, slapping against her cunt on each thrust. I was close, and she could feel it too. Her tone took on a frenzied, desperate cadence as she continued to pray. 
 
      
 
    “May we always be safe from the sin of Will,” she sobbed, her walls clenching around my cock as she came. “May our bodies always be pleasing to Master, tight and fuckable from the moment he wakes to the moment he falls asleep satisfied. May we always make Master’s cock hard and his domination swift. May we be punished mightily if we’ve been bad, if we’ve disobeyed Master...” 
 
      
 
    “Here it comes,” I gasped, burying myself as far inside her as I could go. “I’m going to come…!” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you! Thank you Master, please come inside my cunt Master doesn’t it feel so wet and tight and perfect come for me...” 
 
      
 
    The world went white with pleasure as I gave one final thrust inside Alexa and exploded. My cock twitched within her walls as thick jets of come shot from the head of my cock, bathing down her walls and filling her womb to the brim and then some. She cried out, holding me tight as I pumped burst after burst of my load straight into her, squirting her soaked walls with virile seed. The pleasure was so intense I couldn’t think straight; so strong that the world around faded away, everything falling to the side except for Alexa and her perfect cunt, milking me dry. 
 
      
 
    After what felt like an eternity of bliss, I pulled out of her, leaving a thick trail of come across her thigh. She pressed her lips together and hummed with relief, giving me a look that was both drugged and religiously happy. She looked less like she’d just been fucked and more like she’d received a revelation. She looked complete. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Master,” she whispered, massaging the walls of her cunt, forcing my seed back inside her with her fingers. “I’m so blessed that you decided to shoot inside me...” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly there was a click. I turned to see Taylor holding Alexa’s phone, a photo of the girl’s dripping pussy front and center on the screen. 
 
      
 
    “So what do you think?” Taylor held the phone out so Maria could see it too. The last photo stood visible on the screen. “Hashtag: bred by master’s seed? Hashtag #haremgoals?” 
 
      
 
    “I hate that social media shit,” Maria said, blowing a strand of hair out of her face. “Would you like us to clean you off, Master?” 
 
      
 
    I glanced down – my cock was coated in a thick film of mine and Alexa’s juices. Grinning, I leaned back against the leather seat of the limo and spread my legs. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said, watching three pairs of eyes light up. “In fact, I command you to clean me. From now on, that’s part of your holy duties.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Pharaoh,” they said in unison. They sank to their knees, Maria and Alexa taking flanking positions on my sides while Taylor sat right in the center. 
 
      
 
    “What do you think about the fact that I fuck my sister, slave?” I asked, wiping a streak of come off of Alexa’s face. Before she could answer, Maria leaned over and sucked it off of my finger, working her tongue around the digit like she couldn’t wait to blow me. 
 
      
 
    “I love it, Master,” Alexa said submissively. “Every woman should serve you, especially those closest to you. They should know how to please you better than anyone, since they know you so well.” 
 
      
 
    “You hear that?” Taylor beamed with pride. “I like this one already. She’s got her priorities straight. Sibling respect!” 
 
      
 
    “You’re not his sister,” Maria said, rolling her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “It’s practically the same thing,” Taylor said with a naughty grin, taking hold of my cock. “I know the world step never comes out of Adam’s mouth when I’m the one sucking and fucking him...” 
 
      
 
    Before either of the other girls could make a move, Taylor parted her glossy lips and took me to the base, gobbling up my cock like it was nothing. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck,” I groaned. “Yeah, that’s right. You’re such a good cocksucker, sis.” 
 
      
 
    “Worship his cock with your mouth,” Maria whispered, putting her hand on the back of Taylor’s head. “Show him how much you love him.” 
 
      
 
    The three of them shared my cock between them, taking turns sucking me off. While one deepthroated me, the other two either made out or worked on my balls, rolling them over their tongues and squeezing them gently. Before long, my cock wasn’t just clean, it was pulsing with renewed need. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, yes,” I growled, driving deep into Taylor’s mouth the next time it was her turn to please me. “Suck it deep, sis, take that fucking cock all the way down...” 
 
      
 
    Just as I reached the point of no return, I pulled out of her mouth. All three girls looked up at me beatifically as I started to come, mouths open and tongues waggling as I coated them with my seed. I shot even more than I had last time, enough to glaze their faces and fill their open with mouths with thick, pearly trails of spunk. As I came down from my peak they cleaned each other off, semen dribbling between their tits and across their taut little bellies as they licked each other clean. 
 
      
 
    “My harem,” I said warmly, watching them go. “You please me greatly.” 
 
      
 
    They turned to me in unison. “Thank you, Master,” they whispered, going back to their sapphic lust. 
 
      
 
    “Love you, bro,” Taylor added. “Now, let’s put those photos online.” 
 
      
 
    Maria made a shocked face, but Taylor was already at it, her fingers moving in a blur. “We’re going to document every stage of this, from seduction to breeding,” she said, a mischievous smile playing on her face. “And you’re going to Instagram that big belly when it starts to swell up with Master’s seed, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” Alexa said. “I would be honored to show the world how Master owns me.” 
 
      
 
    The idea of my girls on social media, spreading the gospel of their new Pharaoh made my cock perk to life all over again. It was a seductive idea, and my priestesses knew how to be hot in all the places people went to follow hot people. I could see them all commanding millions of eager followers, like mega-harems all competing to get closer to my priestesses… 
 
      
 
    “What about Emily?” I mused. “She won’t like this.” 
 
      
 
    “By the time she sees these pictures, she’ll already be yours,” Taylor said with a giggle. “Holy shit, look at all the views. This is totally going to go viral.” 
 
      
 
    She held out the phone – the pictures of Alexa and I had been up for mere moments and already had thousands of views. Taylor had snapped I few when I hadn’t noticed as well, documenting everything – from Alexa and Maria sharing my cock to my face as I thrust hard inside Alexa’s sopping cunt and shot my load. The photos were arousing, no getting around that. I just hoped I made it home before Emily got online… 
 
      
 
    We were driving pretty fast down the interstate. It certainly seemed like we’d get there in time. And even if we didn’t, I knew just how to calm my wife down. When she realized my powers could give her the babies she’d always wanted, she’d agree to become my Queen for sure. 
 
      
 
    I glanced out the window, looking over the city. Soon it would all be mine- 
 
      
 
    There was a flash of motion. 
 
      
 
    I froze. My mind struggled to comprehend it – what the hell were those things? I had to be seeing things, delirious off my own pheromones. I blinked, but they didn’t go away. 
 
      
 
    “Maria,” I commanded, my throat suddenly dry. “Open the window on your side of the car. Now.” 
 
      
 
    She arched an eyebrow, but did what I said. As it slid down, I saw the same blur of motion along the other side of the car. Maria didn’t react, but Taylor gasped. 
 
      
 
    “You are seeing that too, right? This isn’t something only I can see?” 
 
      
 
    “Bro,” Taylor said, her face going white. “What are those?” 
 
      
 
    On either side of our limousine, a pair of hounds ran alongside, matching our speed stride for stride. 
 
      
 
    And they were glowing.
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    I struggled against my bonds, straining helplessly to break free as I watched my wife crawl away from me. She was on her hands and knees, her swollen belly grazing the concrete floor, her massive breasts leaking milk. Every inch she moved forward came at a cost, her limbs shaking as they tried to stop – but her eyes were fixed only on her. Her new Queen. Her mistress.  
 
      
 
    Her Goddess. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right,” the Goddess said, staring coldly down at the woman who meant the world to me, who’d sworn before God to love me for the rest of her life. “Forget him. Forget everything except pleasing me. Your life belongs to me now – you exist to serve your Mistress. Get on your knees and taste my pussy, slave. Show me how you worship the Goddess.” 
 
      
 
    Please fight, I prayed, flexing my arms inside my bonds. The knots held firm, not giving an inch. I was trapped, utterly helpless. 
 
      
 
    As I watched, Emily turned and looked back over her shoulder at me, tears streaming down her face. The worst part wasn’t the look of despair in her eyes, it was the bright, beaming smile on her face. Soon her whole face would be rapt with love and devotion to the ancient queen, her old life washed away by her power. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry, Adam,” she whimpered, her thighs quivering with bliss. “I love you – I love you so much. But...oh fuck, I can’t stop. It feels so good to worship her...” 
 
      
 
    My heart sank. As she turned back, a helpless thrall beneath her mistress’ power, I looked up at the woman responsible. Her body was flawless, a symbol of fucking and fertility made flesh. But even though her body looked barely-legal and ready for sheet-clawing sex, her eyes were like the cold stone of the tomb she’d slept in for thousands of years. They were the eyes of someone who’d sent slaves to their deaths, who’d commanded an empire and was used to her word being law. 
 
      
 
    It was Hathshepsut, the consort of the Pharaoh who’s tomb we’d brought back with us. It was impossible, but true: she stared at me through those cold eyes, and her thin lips drew up in a smile as she watched me suffer. 
 
      
 
    How did I not see it coming? I’d been lulled by the power of Khufu’s tomb, so blinded by my new ability to make women my servants that I hadn’t noticed what we’d brought back from the desert until it was too late. The Royal Museum still burned, the obelisks we’d unearthed destroyed...but they’d served their purpose. 
 
      
 
    “Giving in feels so good,” Hathshepsut said as my wife crawled away, leaving me forever. “Giving your will to me fills you with pleasure. No thoughts, no worries – just submission to your Goddess. Obedience is pleasure...” 
 
      
 
    Khufu and his mistress were about to rule the world again...and I had helped them every step of the way. She’d been right beside me the entire time, so close I could touch her… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck are those things!?” 
 
      
 
    I wished I had an answer. Outside the window of our limousine a pair of hounds ran alongside, floating a few inches off the ground. Their legs moved lazily like a rear-projection in an old ghost movie, slobber dripping from their jaws. As I stared, one of them turned to me and bared its teeth, its jaw going even wider with the motion. 
 
      
 
    “Should we stop the car?” That was Taylor, my stepsister, gripping my hand so hard her knuckles were starting to turn white. She looked as frightened as I felt. What the hell was going on? 
 
      
 
    “No,” I stammered, turning away from the window. “And don’t tell the driver, either. He’d probably wreck the car if he could see those things. Let’s just stay cool.” 
 
      
 
    “I agree.” Unlike the other two girls in the limo with me, Maria was a picture of calm, collected womanhood. That made a certain degree of sense, since she had always been the member of our expeditions who was never surprised at anything, but this was taking it to a level beyond anything I’d expected. “Those hounds are nothing to worry about.” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing? Nothing!?” Alexa was the newest member of my harem, a groupie we’d picked up from the National Museum and turned into one of my fertile worshipers. A few minutes ago she’d been ready to give her life over to being my pleasure slave, now she looked like she was getting ready to throw open the door of the limo and take her chances on the highway. “There are monsters outside!” 
 
      
 
    I turned back to window, watching the hounds. Monster wasn’t quite the word to describe them, but they certainly were frightening. They made no move to try and enter the limo, just ran beside it like a suburban pet chasing a car. 
 
      
 
    “Taylor.” I removed my hand from hers and pointed at the other side of the car. “Check that window; tell me if there’s two over there, as well.” 
 
      
 
    Trembling, she did as I asked. The tinted window rolled down with a mechanical whirr, and even before she spoke I could see the eerie glow of something out on the other side of the car. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she said, her face white with fear. “They’re just...watching me as they run.” 
 
      
 
    “Are they going to follow us home?” I blurted, wondering aloud. Then, a terrible thought occurred to me. “Holy shit – are they going after Emily…?” 
 
      
 
    A moment later, I felt experienced hands at my shoulders. It was Maria, her pheromone-enhanced tits pressing against my back as she massaged me. 
 
      
 
    “Relax, Master,” she said, a soothing note in her voice. “Just relax. Everything is under control. Everything is under your control.” 
 
      
 
    I suppressed a sigh. I’d told Taylor and Maria to worship me, to praise my body and my cock at every opportunity. And while Taylor was reacting the way I’d expect my sister to, given the circumstances, it was like Maria didn’t even see the hounds. Her first response was to run her hands over me, relieving my stress, and next would come… 
 
      
 
    “How about a blowjob?” she whispered, her glossy lips warm against my ear. “Please, Master? I love the taste of your cock...” 
 
      
 
    “Now is not the time,” I said, pulling away. I turned around and fixed her with a confused look. “What has gotten into you, Maria? This is serious.” 
 
      
 
    She twisted her lips into a sardonic little smile. “You shouldn’t be so worried, Master. You’re so stressed out, so tense. If you had my lips wrapped around your shaft, you wouldn’t even be thinking about these things...” 
 
      
 
    Before I could stop her, Maria sank to her knees. She stuck her big ass in the air and squeezed her tits together as she worked at my belt. I felt my cock swell as her fingers stroked me – even with ghostly monsters outside the limo, my body craved the simple pleasure of making Maria submit. And it was crazy, but she was right – as my fat cock spilled out of my pants, I suddenly cared a whole lot less about those hounds and where they came from. Maria lay spread between my thighs like a banquet, her body mine for the taking. 
 
      
 
    Of course she wants to suck me, I thought. _It’s natural. Her man gets stressed, she wants to put his cock in her mouth until he feels all better. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” Alexa stared with shock as Maria prepared to take my cock down her throat. “We have to do something-” 
 
      
 
    “They’re not going anywhere,” I said, putting all my command behind it. “Both of you quiet down. I want to enjoy my slave’s mouth.” 
 
      
 
    Maria’s little smirk let me know how glad she was to have ‘won’. Pretty soon I’m going to knock that smile right off your face, I thought, taking her by the hair. Visions of blindfolds and riding crops filled my head, the idea of handcuffing my gorgeous Latina assistant and spanking her until she begged to be fucked intoxicating me. As soon as I got my wife situation squared away, I’d have to show her exactly who was boss – and maybe I’d remind her a little bit right now. 
 
      
 
    Maria lips were swollen and covered in dark lipstick. As she parted them to admit my cock, I grinned savagely and thrust my hips forward, filling her mouth. She gasped as I pulled her hair for leverage, ramming my cock down her throat in one smooth stroke. 
 
      
 
    “Take it,” I commanded, watching her. I had hoped that she might gag, whine or do something else submissive, but Maria was much too professional for that. I felt her nose graze my crotch as she deepthroated me, taking me all the way to the base and running her tongue along the underside of my balls. It was exactly what I needed: pure, blissful pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Say aaah, Maria,” I growled, taking her head by both sides and thrusting hard. I treated her mouth like a cunt, burying myself between her lips and down the contours of her slender throat. She took me without the slightest hesitation, a perfectly obedient whore – yet I couldn’t help but think the mischief in her eyes had a little bit of defiance in it. 
 
      
 
    I wanted to break her. I wanted to make her beg for me, make her cry until twin trails of makeup stained her cheeks. She was so cool, so calm, that I wanted to see what she was like when I finally cracked that icy exterior. 
 
      
 
    “God damn, bro,” Taylor said, the display taking her attention away from the things chasing our car. “You’re fucking her face!” 
 
      
 
    “It feels so good,” I growled, grabbing Maria by the chin and picking up speed. My balls tightened up against my shaft, a tingly rush traveling up my spine. I could feel release on the horizon, just out of reach. “Come kiss me. Now.” 
 
      
 
    Taylor shot across the limo like an arrow, and then her hands were all over me. I smothered her lips with mine, kissing her hard as her hands slid under my shirt to massage my muscles. She melted against me, her body white-hot with need as I pumped away inside Maria’s throat. 
 
      
 
    “Come inside her,” Taylor murmured, biting my lip. “Fill her mouth with your seed, Master. Pump it down her throat.” 
 
      
 
    I gripped Taylor around the waist and pulled her close, my other hand on top of Maria’s head as I gripped her hair like the bridge of a saddle. With a final series of hard, primal thrusts, I reached the summit and let go. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, it’s coming. Swallow it all, slave...” 
 
      
 
    My cock twitched and spurted inside Maria’s mouth, thick ropes of come exploding from the tip as a wave of release washed over me. I let go, every worry and care in my head fading to nothing as I drained my balls down my perfect whore’s throat. She sucked hard, slurping up every drop of my come as she bobbed in my lap. 
 
      
 
    As I came down from my peak, Taylor nibbled at my earlobe and giggled. Maria slowed down, milking me dry of my last few drops of come. And Alexa… 
 
      
 
    I opened my eyes to see the newest member of my harem staring out the window. An amazed look on her pretty face. She turned to me, barely even seeing the two half-naked babes clinging to me. 
 
      
 
    “They’re gone,” she whispered, pointing out the window. “Look!” 
 
      
 
    I did. Sometime during my blowjob, we’d pulled off of the highway onto a city road – and the hounds hadn’t followed. I leaned over, my cock still in Maria’s mouth as I looked out the window, examining the outside of the car from every angle. Alexa was right – they had disappeared just as quickly as they’d come. 
 
      
 
    I came and they went, I thought deliriously. There was something to that, something important, but it slipped out of my grasp as Maria’s tongue snaked down my shaft, teasing the last few drops of come from my cock in a corkscrew move that sent shivers down my spine. 
 
      
 
    “There, Master,” Maria said with a naughty grin as she pulled off my cock. She gave my base a squeeze, a final pearly drop of come oozing from the tip, then cleaned it off with a finger and swirled her tongue around the digit with a smile. “Did I make you feel so much better?” 
 
      
 
    “You did,” I said, watching as she crawled back up into her seat and crossed her legs, sighing with contentment. “And it looks like those things are gone. But what the fuck were they?” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe they’re yours,” Maria said quickly, cutting off my other two slaves. “Or maybe they just show up whenever you’re in need of a good, hard come. In which case, these two need to step up their head game.” Maria cocked an eyebrow at my sister and pursed her lips. 
 
      
 
    Just then, I saw something out my window that made me forget all about the hounds: my neighborhood. Luxury brownstones stood in rows along both sides of the street, practically oozing wealth. This was a hip, up-and-coming part of the city, and people paid absurd amounts of money to live here, myself included. Normally the sight of my home after a long expedition filled me with relief and joy. But there was Emily to deal with, and the idea that the next hour might make or break my marriage forever sent sharp pangs of dread through me. 
 
      
 
    I rolled down the divider and instructed the driver to park about a block away. The reason why became clear in a moment, when I turned to Alexa and said: 
 
      
 
    “We’re going on in. But you stay here: the limo will take you back to the Museum.” 
 
      
 
    Alexa’s eyebrows drew together. “Master? I don’t understand. Did I do something wrong? Does my body not please you?” 
 
      
 
    “It very much pleases me,” I said with a smile. Oh man was she pleasing. “But explaining things to Emily is going to be hard enough without bringing a girl she’s never met into the house and telling her that I probably got you pregnant. I think it’s best you head back for now.” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. “I live to serve, Sir. I’m going to miss you so much, though...” 
 
      
 
    I pulled her close and kissed the top of her head. She smelled like sex and sweet perfume. “It won’t be long,” I told her. I hope. 
 
      
 
    “Well then,” Maria said with a little smile. “Shall we?” 
 
      
 
    The three of us exited the limo, waving to Alexa as it pulled back into traffic, heading for the museum. 
 
      
 
    Taylor put an arm around my waist. “You don’t think she’ll get in trouble with that manager for disappearing, do you?” 
 
      
 
    Maria scoffed. “You really think she’ll be working there after today?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s her career,” Taylor said, gripping me a little harder. “I don’t think we should take that from her...” 
 
      
 
    “She has no career,” Maria said, tossing her hair over one shoulder like a show pony. “Her purpose is to serve our King, and carry his seed. Anything that takes her away from making heirs is unnecessary...” 
 
      
 
    “Would you two cut it out,” I snapped, angry at myself as soon as I said it. “We’re here.” 
 
      
 
    I stood before the door, the jaunty little 279 on it intimately familiar to me. But it had never filled me with so much anxiety. 
 
      
 
    I reached out to knock, but just before my hand reached the door it swung inward. Emily stood inside, her eyes wide and skin pale. She looked shocked to see me: her lip trembled as she looked me up and down, as if checking to make sure I was real. 
 
      
 
    “Adam?” she asked. In that moment, I loved her more than words could say. How she pressed so much hope and fear into one word, I had no idea. “It’s you…!” 
 
      
 
    Then she was in my arms, my hand at her back holding her against me, and everything was alright. Her tight, sexy body fit against mine like it had been made to. I pressed my face against her hair and inhaled her scent deeply, nearly sobbing with relief. All the hurt feelings, the arguments, the fights: all of them seemed petty and small as I held her in my arms. 
 
      
 
    “I missed you so much,” I said. 
 
      
 
    She pulled back enough to look up into my eyes. “Me too,” she whispered. “I am so sorry, Adam. I was such a bitch to you, all while you were on an expedition...” 
 
      
 
    She trailed off. I realized she was looking past me, where Taylor and Maria stood on the steps. A look flickered over her face like a far-off storm. Oh no. 
 
      
 
    “Maria!” My wife’s lips curled in a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “What are you doing here? I thought you would have caught the first plane back to New York...” 
 
      
 
    “They wanted to see you,” I said, taking my wife by the shoulders. “We wanted to tell you all about the excavation.” 
 
      
 
    “You could tell me that,” she said, looking back at me in confusion. Then, the thing I had been hoping for happened: she wrinkled up her nose in that cute way I loved, leaned forward, and sniffed my neck. 
 
      
 
    “Everything okay?” I asked, praying she didn’t feel how hard my heart was pounding. Please work, I prayed. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you just smell,” she whispered, moving down to my chest. “Did you pick up a new cologne in Egypt or something?” 
 
      
 
    When she pulled back, I was shaking my head. “Nope. That’s all me.” 
 
      
 
    “Really!?” She looked...well, pleased wasn’t quite the word, but intrigued? Definitely. “My goodness. I have a husband who smells the way a spa treatment feels. You know, you two really don’t have to come in. Adam and I have some personal things to discuss...” 
 
      
 
    It broke my heart a little bit, hearing her. I had no idea she’d been planning to make up; I thought she’d still be frigid and angry when I got back home. But I couldn’t stop now, not when there was so much I could give her. 
 
      
 
    “We do have some personal things to discuss,” I told her gently. “That’s why I want them here.” 
 
      
 
    “Uh, sweetie?” Emily cocked an eyebrow. “Are you feeling okay…?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “Babe, I just flew twelve thousand miles to see you, and I have had the weirdest day. But as long as you’re with me, I’m absolutely wonderful.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled at that – a genuine smile, that almost washed her worries away. I hated knowing it wasn’t going to last. 
 
      
 
    “Look, Em,” I said, my hands sliding down to her hips, “we have something we have to tell you. Something...happened, out in the desert. Something that’s going to change our lives, but it’s going to be so wonderful-” 
 
      
 
    “Wait, what happened?” If Emily’s face had been a far-off storm, now the storm was up close and personal. She glared over my shoulder, but not at my sister: it was Maria she was staring daggers at. “What did you do, Adam?” 
 
      
 
    “Babe,” I said, gripping her tight. “I need you to promise me something. This is going to be a very long story, and I need you to listen to the whole thing, okay? Even if you get mad, I need you to hear me out. Once I’m done, you can ask me any questions you want, say anything you want to me: but if you’ve ever loved me, please let me tell the whole story without stopping. Alright?” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes narrowed, but her hips pressed a little harder against mine. I was surprised; absence didn’t just make my heart grow fonder, it seemed. 
 
      
 
    “Alright,” she said, casting a final dirty glance at Maria. “I owe you that much after how I treated you. But you’d better be ready for anything when you’re through, Mister.” 
 
      
 
    “I am,” I assured her. I hope. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We sat in the living room, Emily right next to me on the love seat with Maria and Taylor across the coffee table on the couch. Over the course of about an hour and a half, I told her the entire story: everything starting with finding Khufu’s erotic murals and entering the tomb to the spectral hounds that had followed us on my way home. When I got to the part about Taylor entering my tent that first time, I saw her face drain of color and her hands ball into fists: but true to her word, she let me tell the entire story. 
 
      
 
    By the end of it, her face was red, and not from rage. My pheromones were thick in the air, pumping through Emily’s bloodstream as she heard the story of my ascent from explorer to alpha-male God. I went into some detail describing Maria’s breaking, her swearing of allegiance to me while she lapped up my come, and I watched as my wife started to squirm with lust. Emily was turned on beyond belief, but even I had no idea if she’d accept what I’d done. 
 
      
 
    “So,” she said, exhaling and leaning back in her seat as I finished. “Wow.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “That’s pretty much it.” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head, as if she didn’t want to believe any of it. “And you two, both of you...you’re his priestesses? This isn’t a joke, right?” 
 
      
 
    “We serve Master utterly,” Maria said smoothly. “Our bodies belong to him. And our fertility.” 
 
      
 
    “Jesus,” Emily said with a hiss of breath. “Holy fuck.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not his fault,” Taylor hastened to say, holding up a hand. “He...he’s meant to rule, Emily. Surely you can see that. He can’t resist sinking into us, and we can’t resist submitting to him. It’s nature: he’s the King.” 
 
      
 
    “Uh huh,” Emily whimpered. “And you two. Both of you are...” 
 
      
 
    She choked on the word, licking her lips like she was afraid something was going to break if she said it aloud. “...pregnant?” 
 
      
 
    The girls nodded in unison. 
 
      
 
    “It happened the very first time I came to him in the tent,” Taylor said, a feverish light in her eyes. “Ever since his power entered me, I’ve felt so fucking fertile. Like a drop of his come would give me triplets...” 
 
      
 
    “Stop,” Emily said roughly. She sounded like she was on the verge of tears. “Stop.” 
 
      
 
    She turned to me, her eyes shining with tears. “Congratulations, honey,” she said, smiling as they dribbled down her cheeks. “Looks like you’re finally going to be a dad!” 
 
      
 
    “That’s not what I wanted,” I said, leaning forward and taking her hands in mine. “I just...I didn’t choose that. Don’t you see what this means, Emily? You’ve been swimming in my pheromones for the last hour...” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I know,” Emily said. “I should be furious at you, but right now I’m so wet there’s going to be a puddle in this seat when I get up. The fact that you knocked up not one but two girls while you were gone has my pussy fucking gushing like a fountain. I’ve never been this turned on before, Adam, ever. And that’s what scares me.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s what I mean, honey,” I said, giving her hand a squeeze. “Everything is different now. I know I’ve been a bad husband; I should have told you about Taylor and Maria the night it happened, but now we can have everything we’ve ever wanted...” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly Emily’s eyes widened. Her mouth dropped open, and I saw the wheels turning behind her face. 
 
      
 
    “You...you did this to me, didn’t you?” She pulled away, thrusting her chest forward. Now it was time for my mouth to drop open. 
 
      
 
    In the last hour, Emily’s breasts had grown by at least a cup size. They were already soft, mouth-watering orbs that drove me nuts, but now she had the kind of bimbo rack girls her age would kill for. Her hard nipples poked through the fabric like tiny nubs as I stared, crying out for contact. 
 
      
 
    “Jesus, Emily,” I said, awe-struck. “You’re stunning.” 
 
      
 
    Just the words made her groan, her eyes fluttering with pleasure. “Holy shit I think I just came a little,” she said quickly. 
 
      
 
    “I’d like to make you come a lot.” 
 
      
 
    She blushed and bit her lip. “Adam. Don’t lie to me, okay? I don’t think I could take it if you lied to me about what I’m about to ask.” 
 
      
 
    “Never,” I said, shaking my head. “I’ll never lie to you or hide anything, ever again.” 
 
      
 
    She nodded, her lips trembling as she formed the question that would change our lives forever. “Has your...power, pheromones, whatever you want to call it...has it made me...” 
 
      
 
    I felt a smile like Christmas morning light up my face. “Fertile,” I said, taking her by the shoulders. “You’re so fertile right now, Emily. Can’t you feel it? Doesn’t your body just feel primed and ready to breed?” 
 
      
 
    From the look on her face, she knew exactly what I was talking about. “I didn’t want to admit it,” she whispered, an edge of lust in her tone. “I was scared. But...oh my God, Adam, if I can really have babies...” 
 
      
 
    “I want to give them to you,” I said, looking down at her with all the command I could muster. “You deserve them. You’re my Queen, Emily – you’re going to rule, right by my side.” 
 
      
 
    Her hand caressed her stomach. “I’d be all swollen and pregnant...You could give me twins, triplets. I could make so many heirs for you, Sir...” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t take it any more. I leaned forward and covered her mouth with mine, pulling her towards me as I explored her body. She melted against me, her tongue entering my mouth as my hands slid over her curves, hungry for more. I could feel the warmth between her thighs, growing like a bonfire the longer she stayed in my arms. We were both going to combust soon if we didn’t find some relief. 
 
      
 
    “All this,” Emily said, taking in Taylor and Maria and who knew what else with one hand gesture, “we can talk about it later. Take me upstairs, right now, and breed me, Adam. Fuck my goddamn brains out until I’m full of your babies.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I said with a grin, lifting her off the couch. She gasped with shock at my strength, clinging to me as she left the ground. I took in Taylor and Maria with a glance. “Stay down here,” I told them. 
 
      
 
    I don’t know what they said back or even if they replied, because the next few moments were a blur. One instant I was carrying my wife up the stairs, then Emily and I were in bed, our bed, and I was pulling the buttons off her shirt with my teeth. 
 
      
 
    “Faster,” she whimpered. “I need you. I need you so bad, Adam…!” 
 
      
 
    Growling, I yanked her shirt off, tearing it right down the middle. Her breasts had grown too large for her lacy black bra, her cups spilling over the fabric and straining it to bursting. The whole thing came free with one tug, her flawless tits spilling free. As I tore at her pants, my mouth found one of the hard nipples and started to suck. 
 
      
 
    “Oh holy shit,” Emily whimpered, arching her back and thrusting her tits forward. I was buried in her cleavage, exploring every inch of her with my tongue as I worked to getting her sweet cunt free. 
 
      
 
    “You need to get naked,” she whimpered, pulling away gently as I slid her panties down to her ankles. 
 
      
 
    “Not yet,” I growled. “I want to see you. All of you. I want to feast on my Queen.” 
 
      
 
    She shivered with anticipation, her long body on display across my bed. “Yes, Sir. Do I pass inspection?” 
 
      
 
    I looked her up and down. She was everything I wanted and more. She’d been the most gorgeous woman I’d ever met before my power: now she was a Goddess. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to have a harem of thousands of women,” I told my wife, spreading her legs wide. “Tens of thousands of them. I’m going to fuck and breed every single one of them.  And none of them, not even all of them put together could come close to you.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Adam.” She lifted her ass off the bed, giving me a perfect view of her shining, hairless slit. She’d shaved just the way I liked before I got home, and I couldn’t wait to run my tongue across the smooth contours of her core. 
 
      
 
    “I love you so much, baby,” my wife whimpered, offering herself to me. “I forgive you. I want you to have whatever girl you want, whenever you want. You’re my King and I love you so much, I want to give you all the babies you want and make you so happy...” 
 
      
 
    “I love you, too,” I said, staring down at her. “God, you have the tightest, sweetest-looking cunt I’ve ever seen, wife.” 
 
      
 
    She shuddered at my words, a gush of juice dribbling down her thigh. “It’s for you, Sir. My body belongs to you. I’m so ready for you to knock me up; please make me pregnant with your heir...” 
 
      
 
    “Not yet,” I said, running my hands along her thighs. I savored the groan of utter frustration that left her lips: she obviously wanted this just as much as I did. “First, I need to show my Queen just how much I care about her.” 
 
      
 
    She cocked an eyebrow. “Huh? Oh, Adam, I already know...” 
 
      
 
    “And I need to prime your cunt for my seed,” I growled, sinking between her thighs. I felt her tense beneath me, her eyes shining with delight. Oral was something Emily and I hadn’t done for each other in a long, long time: it had been one of the first casualties in our ongoing bitterness over fertility. But now that Emily was perfect, my bimbo Goddess, it was time to celebrate. 
 
      
 
    “You are so perfect,” I murmured, spreading her folds with my fingers. She hissed, arching her back as she demanded more attention. I found her clit and teased it with just the edge of my finger, driving it in a slow circle until she was panting and whimpering. 
 
      
 
    “Please,” she begged, thrusting her hips forward. “I can’t take anymore, please please please...” 
 
      
 
    I loved this: the way a little pleasure reduced a woman to an animal, all biology and need. I would give her exactly what she wanted, as soon as she gave me the words I needed to hear. 
 
      
 
    “You belong to me,” I said, close enough that she could feel my breath on her clit. “You’re my Queen, you’ll rule a harem of ten thousand wet, fertile Goddesses...but I own you, body and soul.” 
 
      
 
    She understood perfectly. 
 
      
 
    “Yes!” She groaned as she arched against me, trying to get more of my fingers inside of her. “Anything, Master, I’ll do anything you want. I’m yours, now and forever.” 
 
      
 
    “Give everything to me,” I told her, grazing her clit with my tongue, “and I will give you the world.” 
 
      
 
    “Ahhh!” For a moment she lost herself, the sudden rush of pleasure making her buck and thrash like a mad creature. Then she came down, her thighs quivering with need. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want the world,” she begged. “I want you. Please let me serve you, Adam. Please let me be the best wife, the best child-bearer, the best Queen you could ever ask for...” 
 
      
 
    I grinned. “I love you, Em.” 
 
      
 
    “I love you too, Adam...oh fuck!” 
 
      
 
    As soon as the words were out of her mouth, I made a tight seal against her clit with my lips and hummed, drawing the sensitive nub into and out of my mouth. After so much teasing, so long on the edge from my pheromones, the sensation sent Emily over the edge in one smooth motion, her hips crashing against me as she screamed my name. Every muscle of her inner walls went tight, priming themselves for my seed as pleasure infiltrated her body. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, Adam, I’m coming! I’m coming…!” 
 
      
 
    Come for me, Queen, I thought, lapping at her clit. 
 
      
 
    A flood of juice bathed my tongue as she climaxed again, her thighs gripping my head and squeezing as she rode out the tidal wave of bliss. My cock throbbed against the bed as I pictured myself entering those soft, slick folds, and as Emily began to come down from her peak I was already mounting her, ready to fill her with my girth. 
 
      
 
    She let out a moan as I pushed the head of my cock into her folds unlike any I’d ever heard. It was the sound of utter relief: of two-plus years of fights, doctor’s visits, hopeless fertility treatments and hurt feelings melting away in one moment of soul-joining bliss. 
 
      
 
    She looked up into my eyes, and she was the Emily I’d fallen in love with. The one I’d married, that I’d made love to in a thousand exotic locations. But no time was as special as this one, right now. 
 
      
 
    She took my hand in hers and put it against her breast, grinning as I gave it a squeeze. “You love my tits,” she whispered. 
 
      
 
    “I love every part of you,” I said, thrusting my hips forward. The head of my cock pushed past her folds, an inch of me entering her tight, wet channel, and it was like the two of us dissolved. 
 
      
 
    “I love you,” she whimpered helplessly, biting her lip and staring at me with the most pure devotion I’d ever seen. “I can’t wait for you to make me pregnant.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re so wet,” I growled, sliding into her ever-so-slowly. “So tight. I’ve never felt anything this amazing. You ready?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. “I’ve been ready for two years, Adam. I was ready the day I walked down the aisle. Hell, I was born ready for this. Fuck a baby into me, Sir.” 
 
      
 
    With a savage grin, I pulled out of her. She made a confused, disappointed face for an instant: then I slammed inside of her with one smooth stroke, bottoming out deep in her tight womb. She tossed her head back on the bed, eyes rolling back as she gasped. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck,” she whimpered, her inner muscles welcoming me. “Oh, that is just right, Master!” 
 
      
 
    It most certainly was. We fucked like we’d been married for decades and like we were teenagers having our first time in the backseat of a car, like lovers desperately trying to conceive before shipping off for war and complete strangers having a quick fuck in a trashy club bathroom. I rammed her as hard as I could, diving deep into her womb with long, slow strokes, and she met me inch for inch like her body was built from the ground up to take my cock. I was delirious with pleasure: nothing in my life had ever felt so right, so perfect as breeding my wife. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me, Master!” Emily cried, gripping my hips and locking her heels behind my back. “Don’t hold back! Just come for me; wouldn’t it feel so good to shoot all that hot, sticky come right inside of me?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll come when I want,” I growled, taking a fistful of her hair and holding on to it for leverage. The new angle we were in let me get even deeper inside of her, allowing every inch of my cock to be coated in her smooth, tight embrace. 
 
      
 
    “I know, but wouldn’t it just feel so amazing?” she whimpered, biting her lip. “My cunt is so tight and perfect for you; every stroke feels better than the one before.” She giggled, raking my back with her nails as I spread her hips wider. “Coming in me would feel so good. You just barely fit inside of me; imagine how much you’ll fill my womb up with that fucking load...” 
 
      
 
    God, she was good. Even with her amazing physical gifts, her tongue was her dirtiest and best asset. I couldn’t resist the call of the sweet, perfect release her body promised...and why should I? She was mine now, whenever and however I wanted. My first order of business was to breed her, and as my balls tightened up against my shaft, I knew that moment was about to arrive… 
 
      
 
    Emily felt it too. “Do it,” she begged, thrusting her big tits in my face and squeezing them together. “Fill my pussy up. Show me how much you love every inch of me by filling me with your seed; make my belly swollen and heavy with your gorgeous fucking sons...” 
 
      
 
    “I’m coming,” I grunted, the primal caveman part of my brain taking control. “I’m gonna fill you up, slut…!” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right, I’m a slut,” she said, laughing with pride as I rode her. “I’m your whore, your perfect Queen whore and I want you to fill my pussy with your come…!” 
 
      
 
    I tossed my head back and thrust as deep as I could inside of her, all my strength behind it. One more stroke and I reached the edge, going over it in a wave of sheer bliss that left my legs shaking. My cock spurted and twitched inside of Emily’s walls, come erupting from the tip of my cock like a geyser. 
 
      
 
    “Yes! Yes! Fill me up, oh I love you so much!” 
 
      
 
    The world went white. Waves crashed over me, filling me with bliss as spurt after spurt of creamy seed drained into Emily’s womb. She rocked back and forth, grinding me against her walls as I pumped my virile load inside of her. It was more than I could handle, more than she could carry: it started to dribble out of her folds, coating my cock in a thick froth as it covered her thighs. Still I came, grunting like some kind of beast as I took her cunt again and again and again… 
 
      
 
    Finally I came down from my peak and pulled out of her, utterly spent. I rolled to the side, pulling her next to me as she snuggled her soft curves against my muscles. I slipped two fingers into her snatch, catching a fat gob of my seed and sliding it deep inside of her. She tensed up, groaning with pleasure as I used my own load as lube to finger her, ensuring her walls sucked in every drop of my holy seed. 
 
      
 
    “Master,” she purred, gripping my wrist to help my fingers go deeper. “Oh, you spoil me so bad, Sir…!” 
 
      
 
    “I want to make sure that first pregnancy test comes back positive,” I growled, pumping my fingers into her. When she came on them, shuddering and sobbing my name, I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that I had bred true. My wife was pregnant with our heir.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” she sobbed, burying her face in my chest as she came down from her peak. “Oh, thank you so much, Adam, I love you so much...” 
 
      
 
    “It’s okay,” I assured her, holding her to me. “Everything is fine now. I love you too, Emily. You’re my Queen.” 
 
      
 
    Slowly, I felt her face go lower. She was at my taut belly, then my thighs, then I inhaled sharply as I felt the wet tip of her tongue swirl on my cock. 
 
      
 
    “Let me clean you up,” she said with a giggle. “God, you made a fucking mess of me, husband.” 
 
      
 
    “I bred you,” I said, the tone of my words leaving no doubt that it was true. “You’re dripping with my seed.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she whispered, looking up at me with awe. “And that makes me so fucking hot, Adam. Let me thank you for it...” 
 
      
 
    Before I could say another word, she opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around my shaft, taking it to the base. As soon as she did, I shut my fucking mouth: I hadn’t had a blowjob from Emily since Tibet, and there was no way I was going to spoil it. 
 
      
 
    “You’re even bigger than you used to be,” she gasped, pulling off my cock and stroking it. “You’re so fucking manly now, Adam. I love that you just took control and pumped your big load inside of me. You deserve to have your cock in my mouth – you deserve to be worshiped...” 
 
      
 
    I wrapped my fingers in Emily’s hair, encouraging her to worship me a little deeper. In no time at all she was bobbing in my lap, cleaning every drop of my load off of my cock. Everything about it was perfect, from the suction to her tongue to the way she kept eye contact with me the whole time, fucking me with her gaze as she fucked me with her lips. In no time at all I felt myself tense up, pleasure rising up in me like a flood. 
 
      
 
    “Babe, I’m about to shoot,” I grunted, expecting her to pull back. Emily wasn’t a ‘swallow’ kind of girl; she usually sucked me to the brink then jerked me off on her face, but the visual was so hot I typically didn’t mind. Instead, the warning just made her go faster and deeper, taking me all the way down her throat as I felt orgasm overtake me. 
 
      
 
    I shot hard, thick ropes of come spilling from my cock and draining down Em’s slender throat. She kept on sucking me, welcoming my seed into her warm, wet mouth as I fired burst after burst between her lips. Head from Emily had never been like this before; the pleasure was so strong I nearly passed out. I held the top of her head, stroking her like a cherished pet as she sucked me dry. 
 
      
 
    As I came down from my peak she slowed herself down, her lips sliding up and down my shaft in a milking motion. After she’d lapped up the last bit of seed from my cock, she planted a long, slow kiss on the head and grinned up at me. 
 
      
 
    “Bet you didn’t expect me to do that, did you?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Where did you learn to suck cock like that, babe?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. You just...put it in me, I guess. I used to think swallowing come was gross, but...it’s just so hawt now. There’s all these things I used to think were gross that I just can’t stop thinking about now: things I want you to do to me...” 
 
      
 
    I grinned at the thought of finding out what those were, but first I had to take care of some family business. “So you’re okay with Taylor and Maria being in my harem?” 
 
      
 
    She thought about it for a moment, then nodded. “You know I love your sister: I’m super glad that we’re both going to be having your babies. And, I dunno, I used to be so jealous of Maria, but right now I just can’t stop thinking about what a good fit she is for us. She’s so gorgeous, and she already likes girls, so she’d make a perfect partner for threesomes...” 
 
      
 
    “Wait.” I couldn’t have heard what I just thought I heard. “Are you telling me you want to have a threesome with MARIA!?” 
 
      
 
    She grinned and giggled. “Oh yeah. I want that little tart’s mouth on my clit, right before you split me open and I show her how the real Queen fucks.” 
 
      
 
    I decided to take a chance. “Why don’t I invite them both up here? I’m sure they’d love to hear that we’ve buried the hatchet...and that you’re going to have my baby.” 
 
      
 
    “Your baby.” She smiled and rubbed her belly, a far off look in her eyes. “Sure, if you think you’ve still got it in you, bring your bitches. I want you to show me how you and Taylor fucked in the desert...” 
 
      
 
    I was practically skipping as I made my way back downstairs. All sorts of fun scenarios danced in my head, things I wanted to try. 
 
      
 
    “Oh girls,” I said as I reached the bottom of the stairs, still naked. “Master wants you...” 
 
      
 
    The living room was empty. That was strange. I’d ordered them to stay put. Where had they gone? 
 
      
 
    A flashing light caught my eye; my phone sat on the coffee table, blinking rapidly. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe they got caught up,” I muttered, grabbing the phone and glancing at the screen: 
 
      
 
    You have twelve new messages. 
 
      
 
    Twelve!? I’d barely been upstairs an hour! 
 
      
 
    “Adam?” Emily’s voice was all coquettish tease from upstairs. “Are you letting those girls distract you…?” 
 
      
 
    “They’re gone,” I said, thumbing through the phone. “You’d better come down here. And bring me some clothes.” 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, Emily came down the stairs, her gorgeous body wrapped in a towel. She handed me my clothes, neatly folded, but I was too busy staring at my phone. 
 
      
 
    “What’s going on?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    Without a word, I put the phone down, then picked up the remote and turned on the news. Emily’s eyes widened as she saw what was on the screen: a reporter stood in front of a flaming inferno, talking into the camera as firefighters desperately tried to put out the blaze. I recognized the building, because I’d been there just a few hours ago – it was the National Museum. 
 
      
 
    “Terror struck the city tonight as a fire of unknown origin tore through the National Museum. As you can see behind me, the inferno is still unchecked despite the best efforts of the fire department. Reports are trickling in regarding exactly how many people might have been inside at the time of the blaze...” 
 
      
 
    “Jesus,” Emily said, holding a hand to her mouth. “Oh my God, the obelisks, Adam! They’re probably ruined!” 
 
      
 
    I was way less concerned about the two obelisks than I was the two missing members of my harem. “Where are Taylor and Maria?” I asked, gripping the remote white-knuckle tight. 
 
      
 
    Emily’s eyes went wide as saucers. “You don’t think...but why?” 
 
      
 
    Just then, the news anchor back at the home office cut into the reporter’s spiel. “Diane, we’re receiving reports that an employee at the Museum actually saw the fire being started. We’re bringing him on the line with you now.” 
 
      
 
    “Good,” she said, her eyebrows raising. “Sir, can you please state your name for the viewers?” 
 
      
 
    The man began to speak, but I missed what he said. A picture of him flashed up on the screen, and I felt my heart sink into my stomach. It was the same manager I’d been speaking to about the obelisks, just before Alexa threw herself at me. 
 
      
 
    “It was her! My damn intern, and those two girls...” 
 
      
 
    “Sir, sir, you’ll need to slow down.” The reporter looked irritated at not having the subject in front of her. “Who are we talking about-” 
 
      
 
    “Taylor Roth! That bitch destroyed my life’s work! Her and that assistant of hers – and my own employee! They ruined everything...” 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck,” I muttered. The remote dropped to the floor, my fingers gone numb. 
 
      
 
    “No, that can’t be right.” Emily started to pace the condo, as if Taylor and Maria were going to pop out from behind a door. “They have to be here...” 
 
      
 
    They’re not here, I thought. They destroyed the obelisks. Them and Alexa. Why? 
 
      
 
    And suddenly, I felt something. Something impossible, tugging at the back of my mind. My hand twitched, raising up from my side of its own accord. 
 
      
 
    I drew it up level with my body, and my finger pointed out the window. 
 
      
 
    “They’re...there,” I said, confused. 
 
      
 
    Emily turned from her study of the downstairs bathroom. “Huh? They’re where, Master?” 
 
      
 
    I loved the way she casually called me Master, but I didn’t have time to savor it. “I...I can feel them,” I realized. “Both of them.” 
 
      
 
    “Your harem girls?” 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said. “The obelisks.” 
 
      
 
    Emily’s eyebrows drew together. “Adam, I saw pictures of the obelisks. They were the size of tractor-trailers. They went up along with the rest of the museum...” 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said, shaking my head. “When the smoke clears, the police are going to realize they’re gone. Taylor and Maria...moved them, somehow.” 
 
      
 
    It sounded impossible. But Emily nodded, my obedient wife. 
 
      
 
    “If you say so, Sir. What do we do now?” 
 
      
 
    I have to know why, I thought. All of it was starting to come together: the hounds, the fire, the legends. And I didn’t like what it was leading to. 
 
      
 
    “We’re going to find out where my in-head GPS takes me,” I told my Queen. “And then I want to know why my Priestesses have turned against their Master.” 
 
      
 
    If I had known what I was in for, I would have run the other way as fast as I could.
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    “Are you sure this is the place?” 
 
      
 
    Emily eyed the building skeptically as we made our way across the parking lot. Behind us, the limousine I’d rented sat idle, the driver leaning out the window and watching us like we’d both gone insane. I didn’t blame him; if I didn’t know the things I’d learned from my time in the desert, I’d think I was going insane, too. After all, I’d called him up in the middle of the night, shoved a roll of bills in his hand and commanded him to take me and my half-naked wife to an abandoned warehouse in the middle of the city’s shipping district. Either we were insane or there was some freaky cult shit going on; unfortunately, the second was true. 
 
      
 
    “There’s no way the obelisks are in there,” Emily said with a shake of the head. “They’d never fit!” 
 
      
 
    I scanned the door, then turned to the horizon. A dozen or so blocks away, the lights of buildings continued to burn through the night. This area was in the middle of a revitalization, with breweries and banks opening up shop right next to high-rise condos and luxury housing. In a year, this would be one of the hippest, ritziest areas in the city to live in. It was the kind of place I could have seen Taylor living in, or Emily back when we first got married. 
 
      
 
    “It is a strange place for the end of the world,” I admitted. Then my gaze traveled down, down to the pavement and what lay below it. 
 
      
 
    Emily looked uneasy at my words, but I knew what I was talking about. There was a certainty growing inside me, an unease that got larger and larger as we got closer to the obelisks: whatever was about to happen here had the possibility to change the world forever. It just made sense to me, in the same way that I just knew the twin obelisks we’d unearthed in the desert had moved from the Royal Museum to this warehouse. I could feel them, the way a bird in the winter can just tell which way is north. They were here, beneath the ground, and somehow I knew Taylor and Maria were with them. 
 
      
 
    When I looked up, Emily was staring at me with the beginnings of tears in the corners of her eyes. “Honey, I’m scared,” she whispered. Her lips started to tremble. 
 
      
 
    “It’s okay,” I assured her. She jumped into my arms, and instantly I felt the familiar fire rise up in me: the feeling of her warm body against mine, the sweet smell of her natural fragrance, the warmth of her curves pressing against my muscles, all these things made me want to set her gently on the pavement and fuck her until she came sobbing and screaming my name. Part of me wanted to do it, too. It would be so easy to forget what might be happening, to just be with my wife on a beach somewhere, getting drunk and having wild sex and enjoying life. 
 
      
 
    But if I did that, my sister and my assistant would be in those things’ clutches. Forever. 
 
      
 
    “I feel like I just got you back,” Emily murmured into my chest. “I don’t want to lose you again, Adam. Master...” 
 
      
 
    “Never,” I told her. God, just hearing her call me that made me feel like the king of the fucking world. “I love you. You belong to me, and you’re always going to be mine, no matter what.” 
 
      
 
    For emphasis, I let my hand slide down to her ass and grabbed a nice handful of it, giving it a little spank afterwards. Instantly all the worry dropped from her face, replaced with the naughty smile I loved to see so much. 
 
      
 
    “You’d better keep that promise, Sir,” she said, letting me go. “So how far away are these things, anyway?” 
 
      
 
    I frowned. “They’re...down. That’s about all I know.” 
 
      
 
    “And your sister – she’s with them? And Maria?” 
 
      
 
    “Where else could they be? They disappeared at the same time as the obelisks. And they were acting so strangely back in the limo, on the way to the Museum. Almost as if they didn’t want me to think too hard...” 
 
      
 
    How many times had I had my train of thought broken by the promise of a blowjob, or some no-limits, sheet-clawing fucking? It seemed like every time I’d tried to put the pieces together with Khufu and Hathshepsut, one of my slaves tossed herself at me. And I was starting to realize there was much more of a plan going on behind the scenes than I could have guessed. 
 
      
 
    The door to the warehouse was easy enough to open; there was a padlock, but years of neglect had left it rusted and brittle. A brick made short work of it, and then we were inside. 
 
      
 
    “Gross,” Emily said, wrinkling her nose. “Smells like something died in here...” 
 
      
 
    I froze in my tracks. What if something had died in here? Once those markers were out of the museum, Taylor and Maria might have outlived their usefulness. Whoever could move such things might not want them hanging around… 
 
      
 
    Emily realized it at the same moment; her eyes went wide. “Oh shit,” she whispered. “You don’t think…?” 
 
      
 
    “We’d better hurry,” I commanded, pulling out the flashlight I’d stashed in my jacket. “Let’s find a way down.” 
 
      
 
    Emily moved quite nimbly for a girl wearing little more than a nightie and heels. She was a step behind me as I made my way through the warehouse, stepping over broken pipes and dodging through partially collapsed doorways. After a few moments of searching, my flashlight beam settled on a door that looked different from the others: the concrete dust that covered nearly everything else in the building had been wiped away from it. 
 
      
 
    A sign on the front proclaimed: BASEMENT ACCESS. 
 
      
 
    “This has got to be it,” I said. The sensation of feeling the obelisks’ presence was growing stronger with each step, until I could practically see the twin outlines of them through the floor like something from a video game. As I reached out for the door, the vision suddenly blossomed into a crescendo in my head, the world around me fading out. 
 
      
 
    “Master?” Emily’s voice sounded tinny and far off, like an old radio. “Are you okay…?” 
 
      
 
    The door swung open with the faintest touch, creaking loudly in the quiet space. It connected with the wall behind it with a little smack, but I wasn’t paying attention. 
 
      
 
    The sensation in my head had vanished completely. I guess I found it, I thought, reeling. X marks the spot. 
 
      
 
    Both of us froze as the door slid back, creaking just as loudly on its hinges. Then, from below, we heard a muffled voice: 
 
      
 
    “Come on down. We’ve been waiting for you!” 
 
      
 
    “Adam?” Emily’s face had gone pale as a sheet in the dim light. “Adam, that was Maria-” 
 
      
 
    “I know who it was,” I said quickly. I didn’t like the frantic note in her tone; it could easily explode into full blown panic. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not going down there,” she whispered, shaking her head. “There’s something awful at the bottom of those stairs, Adam...” 
 
      
 
    “What are you waiting for?” Maria’s voice was cloyingly sweet, nicer than she’d ever been in her ordinary life. “Everything’s ready for you!” 
 
      
 
    I took a step forward, but Emily grabbed my arm. “Are you crazy? We have to run-” 
 
      
 
    “You should go,” I said, nodding back towards the entrance. “Whatever’s about to happen down here, it’s not the kind of thing I want you walking into. Whatever happens, I want you to be safe.” 
 
      
 
    Emily’s lips drew into a tight little line. I could almost feel the rage growing inside of her. 
 
      
 
    “If you think I’m going to just abandon you and let you walk down there to get torn apart by those...those bitches, then you’re the one who’s crazy!” She giggled, as if she couldn’t believe her own boldness. “I’m never letting go of you again...” 
 
      
 
    I kissed her. For an instant, all of our circumstances faded away and I was just an alpha-male and his curvy goddess, making out on the precipice of disaster. 
 
      
 
    “Bro?” That was Taylor for sure. She sounded sweet too, but there was an edge underneath of it – like she could get nasty if we kept disobeying her. “Come on down, babe. Bring Emily with you!” 
 
      
 
    I glanced at my wife. “Here we go.” 
 
      
 
    Descending into the bowels of the warehouse felt uncomfortably like entering the tomb of Khufu. As we made our way downward in the darkness, stumbling every few steps, I couldn’t help but think back to the expedition that had gotten me into this mess. Then, I’d been filled with the excitement of discovering what lay hidden in the darkness; now I knew better and was wary. 
 
      
 
    The stairwell lightened as we reached the bottom; whatever else was going on down here, there was light. And as we entered the chamber, that light froze me in my tracks. 
 
      
 
    It was a large room, originally intended as some kind of long-term storage. The ceiling was so high it was impossible to make out clearly in the dim, blue-green light. That light – the only illumination in the huge chamber – wasn’t coming from electric lights or even torches, but radiated out of the obelisks themselves. The two markers I’d brought out of the desert were glowing, the same way the hounds that had chased me down the highway had glowed with that eerie, spectral light. 
 
      
 
    And in front of the obelisks, my sister and assistant waited, bathed in shadow. 
 
      
 
    “Adam!” Taylor spread her arms wide and stepped forward. “It’s so good to see you. We were starting to worry you wouldn’t come.” 
 
      
 
    As she entered the light, my jaw hit the floor. My sister was pregnant. I mean, I’d known earlier that there was a very high probability that I’d gotten her pregnant from the number of times I’d pumped my seed into her, sure. But she was very, visibly pregnant. Her belly swelled beneath her cutoff top, spilling over her waist like she was having trouble adjusting to so much weight. Her breasts had swollen as well, and she wasn’t even trying to keep them restrained. Twin milk stains dripped from what remained of her shirt, rolling down her baby bump in thick trails. She grinned as she saw our reactions and put her hand over her belly button, giggling. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” I whispered, awe-struck. “What happened to you, sis?” 
 
      
 
    “Adam, you sound surprised.” Maria stepped into the light, and I found out that she was just as pregnant as my sister. If anything, her breasts and bump were even bigger owing to her already-ample curves. “I thought you knew what happens when boys come inside of fertile girls.” 
 
      
 
    “The first time I fucked you was like a week ago,” I said. “You both look like your water’s about to break any minute!” 
 
      
 
    “Actually, it already did,” Taylor said with a smirk. “Mine did, anyway. The contractions are really starting to hit, but Maria is still down to fuck if you want to feel those walls wrapped around your dick one last time...” 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said, taking a step backward. My brain just couldn’t comprehend what the hell I was seeing. It was like something from a horror movie, one with tentacles. “What the fuck is going on, Taylor? What are these fucking things?” 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure if by things I meant the obelisks or what was inside them, but Taylor shrugged as if they were one and the same. “Destiny,” she said. “They’re destiny.” 
 
      
 
    Emily stepped forward, her hands balled into fists. “Well, then destiny better let my sister-in-law go,” she said, her voice practically a growl. “Adam may be too much of a man to punch a bitch, but I’m not...” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, a third,” Taylor said suddenly, her eyes lighting up with delight. “I forgot you bred her too, Adam.” 
 
      
 
    Before we could react, she lifted her hand. The obelisk behind her exploded in a flash of pale blue light, blinding me for long moments. I fell to my knees, hands over my eyes as I tried to clear them. When I was able to see again, my wife Emily was on all fours, bowing to the monoliths – and she was just as pregnant as the other two. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my goddddd,” she groaned. She tossed her hair over her shoulder, writhing with pleasure. “Fuck, fuck, that feels so good...” 
 
      
 
    “Submission is pleasure,” both girls said in unison. 
 
      
 
    “It’s natural to submit to God,” Taylor said, striding forward. 
 
      
 
    “It’s natural to submit to the Goddess,” Maria added, flaking my wife from the other side. 
 
      
 
    “Stop! What the fuck are you doing? Let her go!” I moved to stop them when what felt like a wave of force slammed into my knees, knocking me off-balance. I put my hands up, bracing for the fall, and when it didn’t come I realized I was floating off the ground, suspended. 
 
      
 
    “What...” My brain accepted this fact about as well as it had everything else. “What are you?” 
 
      
 
    Taylor flashed me a tight little smile. “Everything,” she said, “is in halves. Male and female. Creation and destruction. The power to fill a woman with seed, and the power for that woman to turn that seed into life. That’s how you conquer death, Adam – that’s how you ensure your reign lasts forever.” 
 
      
 
    “Reign?” My eyes slid from them to the obelisks...where Khufu and Hathshepsut’s remains lay. “Am...am I talking to a Pharaoh right now? Is that the crazy shit these obelisks have got you believing, sis?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course not, silly.” Taylor looked at me like I was a child who’d said something naive. “Maria and I are just girls. We’re carrying the Pharaohs.” 
 
      
 
    I stared at their stomachs with a new sense of dread. Every few seconds they took a step backward, and my wife crawled forward to close the distance between them. Soon the three of them would be right between both obelisks, and I had no idea what might happen then. 
 
      
 
    “They couldn’t have done it without you,” Taylor said helpfully. The worst part was that she did sound helpful, like she truly wanted to thank me for all this. “Do you have any idea how long the God and Goddess waiting in those tombs to be reborn? But you took the male half of the power – Khufu’s power – and used it for what it was intended. Breeding. You bred your own sister, and now I’m going to give birth to a God.” She giggled and covered her mouth with her fingers, looking more excited than I’d seen her since she won tickets to see her favorite band when she was a teenager. “Isn’t it great?” 
 
      
 
    Talking to Taylor was getting me nowhere. Instead, I looked over their heads, right at the obelisks themselves. “Let my wife go!” I yelled. “I don’t care about your stupid God or Goddess or whatever! I just want to be happy!” 
 
      
 
    “We made you happy,” Maria cooed, sharing a glance with my sister before stepping away. My wife made no move to follow her, crawling like a puppy after Taylor as she moved further and further into the shadows. “We made you so happy, and we can do it again.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t stop her; I was helpless. My legs swung down of their own accord, stopping an inch above the ground, and Maria sank to her knees in front of me. 
 
      
 
    “You always love seeing me this way,” she purred, licking her lips as she worked at my belt. “I want to show it to you one more time. Look at me, Adam.” 
 
      
 
    An unseen force prodded my neck, angling it down. I stared Maria right in the eyes, and realized with a sudden chill that there was nothing in them. No, worse than that, beneath her glazed look something dark grinned up at me from her core. 
 
      
 
    “Hatshepsut,” I whispered. “How long has it been you instead of my assistant?” 
 
      
 
    “I entered her the moment your seed did,” she said with a cold laugh. “And I’ve hated it. Having to get on my knees and praise you and spread my legs for a mere mortal is like bathing in filth. But I think I can do it once more, with feeling.” 
 
      
 
    Her lips curled in a smile. “I want you coming inside of me while you watch what we’re about to do to your wife.” 
 
      
 
    “No!” I struggled against my invisible bonds, my feet kicking like a hanging victim’s as I tried to touch the ground. “Emily! Emily, stop, come back! I command you!” 
 
      
 
    “She doesn’t hear you anymore,” Maria assured me. “She’s ours. And as we told you, Adam – all power is in two halves. I’m in Maria, and Khufu’s eyes already open inside of your sister’s child - we don’t need a third.” 
 
      
 
    “Let her go! I’ll do anything you want, just let her go!” 
 
      
 
    “Your eyes say no, but your cock says yes,” Maria said with a smirk, eyeing the bulge in my pants. I couldn’t help it – there were three bimbo goddesses in the room and everything smelled like sex. “You want me, Adam – don’t deny it. You might as well spend these last minutes getting all the pleasure you can.” 
 
      
 
    “Please just let her go,” I whimpered, stifling a groan as Maria slid my cock out of my pants. “Do whatever you want with me, I deserve it. But Emily did nothing wrong! I’m the one you should punish!” 
 
      
 
    Maria sighed and shook her head. “We are punishing you, dear. If you can’t see that, you really are dumber than I imagined.” 
 
      
 
    Before I could respond, Maria parted her perfect lips and slid the head of my cock between them. I wanted not to enjoy it, wanted more than anything to shove her away and chase after Emily, but I couldn’t. And despite the pure terror running through my veins, Maria’s velvet-soft lips felt even more amazing on my shaft than they usually did. 
 
      
 
    As she took me all the way to the base in one smooth motion, I couldn’t hold back any more. A groan broke from my lips, of dismay but also pleasure and relief. 
 
      
 
    “That’s a good boy,” Maria said, pulling back and stroking me as she matched my gaze. “Oh, don’t look at me – look at her, Adam.” 
 
      
 
    Those invisible fingers grabbed my chin and forced my vision up, to where Emily crawled forward to the space between the obelisks. Taylor beckoned her, gesturing as she walked a few paces ahead. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Emily,” she said, sounding exactly like my enthusiastic sister. “You can do it, just a little bit farther...” 
 
      
 
    Emily’s belly had already grown biggest of all and showed no signs of stopping. Her breasts had torn through her top, squirting thick bursts of creamy milk every time her elbows rubbed against her breasts. From the trails behind her, she’d started to lactate about fifteen feet ago – and her water had broken in the last five feet. Despite everything, a surge of primal pride welled up in me at the sight: Emily was about to have a baby. My baby, the baby we’d wanted for so long...” 
 
      
 
    Maria’s tongue lashed around my shaft, snapping me back to the present. God, she was moving like a fucking whore on my shaft, bobbing and sucking like she was in a race to get me off as fast as she could. I’d never felt her so determined to make me come; I felt my balls tightening up against my shaft almost immediately, the feelings coursing up and down my spine too good to resist. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want this. I didn’t want to feel this good while I watched my wife suffer. I didn’t want to come my brains out, explode inside Maria’s waiting mouth while they made her die. 
 
      
 
    And just as I started to lose control, she made it worse. 
 
      
 
    “Mmh hmm,” Maria said, laughing and licking her lips as she pulled away from me. I’m ashamed to admit it, but my hips subconsciously followed her, trying to get my cock back inside her wet little mouth. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want you to come just yet,” she said with a wink. “We’re not done with Emily. Call out to her. If you’re sincere enough, if you really want it bad enough, you just might make her turn back.” 
 
      
 
    I knew this was a trick, every synapse in my brain screamed that it was a trick, but I still seized on the chance. 
 
      
 
    “Emily! Stop! Please – they’re going to kill you!” 
 
      
 
    The kneeling form crawling towards Taylor began to slow, and for a moment hope blossomed in my chest. Emily turned and looked back over shoulder at me, tears streaming down her face. The worst part of this wasn’t the look of despair in those eyes – it was the bright, beaming smile already spreading across her smiling face. Emily was half-gone, her mind eaten away with love and devotion to her new Mistress, her old life washed away by the power. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry, Adam,” she whispered, her thighs quivering with a mixture of pain and bliss from the contractions wracking her. “I love you – I love you so much. But...oh fuck, it’s coming. I can’t stop. It feels so good to follow your sister, to worship her...” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right,” Taylor agreed, her voice ringing in the chamber. A shadow passed over her face, drawing it slack with pleasure as her belly quivered. “Oh fuck, that was a big one. It feels like a fucking paingasm: my body is getting so ready to bring my God into the world. I feel so amazing...” 
 
      
 
    I opened my mouth to counter, when Maria’s mouth closed on my member and let loose with the kind of sucking I had no idea she was capable of. Instantly I felt myself reach the peak, my balls ready to pump their own load deep into my former assistant’s mouth. 
 
      
 
    Taylor reached the center of the platform and stepped away, circling around my wife as she limped into the space directly between the obelisks. As Taylor passed Emily, she dealt a swift kick to her ass, sending her down on her pregnant belly in the dirt. I cried out, but even my cry of dismay was filled with pleasure: Maria’s wet mouth on my cock was just that good. 
 
      
 
    I can’t believe I’m going to come, I thought, angry at how my body had betrayed me. For the rest of my life, I’m going to have to know that I watched my wife die and had a wonderful, amazing orgasm at the same time. 
 
      
 
    “Shit,” I groaned, my cock twitching inside Maria’s mouth. “Fuck...” 
 
      
 
    Laughing, Taylor skipped off of the platform. Behind her, the twin obelisks flared to life, glowing with a thousand different colors. They matched the fireworks going off behind my eyes, pleasure infiltrating my body like a rapist as my cock started to pump thick ropes of seed into Maria’s mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Please,” I whimpered. “No...” 
 
      
 
    The light grew brighter and brighter, blinding me. The obelisks began to shake, until it felt like the ceiling would collapse and kill all four of us, burying us in a tomb much like the one I’d broken into all the way back at the beginning of this adventure. Just as the light and sound blazed to the point that I couldn’t stand it anymore, as I pumped the last few bursts of my seed into Maria’s mouth and she sucked me clean with her tongue, it stopped. 
 
      
 
    Silence and darkness reigned in the chamber, broken only by the sound of Maria’s slurping as she cleaned my cock. She gave it a final suck, wrapping her tongue around the fat purple head, and planted a kiss just along the underside. 
 
      
 
    “There we go,” she whispered, as sweet as any lover I’d ever had. “Now we can take you.” 
 
      
 
    There was a rush of air, and suddenly something hit the ground next to me, hard. Oh God, I thought, not wanting to look. Emily. They chewed her up and spit her out… 
 
      
 
    The obelisks flared up, purple light bathing the room like some kind of rock concert. And there was a figure standing between the monoliths, and one lying on the floor next to me. But it wasn’t what I expected. Laying next to me and just beginning to stir, bruised and battered but otherwise unscathed was my stepsister Taylor, looking more shocked than I’d ever seen her. And standing between the obelisks was- 
 
      
 
    My breath caught in my throat. Emily? 
 
      
 
    It was like watching a Valkyrie charging into a battle, an angel in flight. Emily stood triumphantly atop the platform, a look of almost divine rage on her gorgeous face as Taylor winced and covered her face. 
 
      
 
    “You thought to defy Death!?” Emily roared as she stepped off the platform. Her clothes had been burned to cinders, the bulge in her belly and breasts gone as mysteriously as they’d appeared. “You can never escape me! I will CLAIM YOU!” 
 
      
 
    I saw Maria’s face change. Hatshepsut looked out at me through her eyes, and her gaze was one of pure terror. 
 
      
 
    “Run!” Taylor screeched. But they were too late. 
 
      
 
    Maria jumped to her feet, ignoring me as utterly as if I’d ceased to exist. And as she passed me, I caught a flash of something horrifying and deadly, something I’d seen once before following along the side of my limousine.  
 
      
 
    The hounds. 
 
      
 
    They grabbed Taylor and Maria by their necks, dragging them like cattle across the dusty floor. Emily stepped down from the podium, making her way unhurriedly across the room like a Queen in repose. The light rolling off of her: it made her more beautiful than anything I’d ever seen. My cock stood at attention, bliss pouring through my mind just at the sight of her. Another moment and my cock pumped, pouring out an offering onto the floor. 
 
      
 
    “You cunt!” Maria and Taylor squirmed in the hounds’ grips, but to no avail. “You bitch!” 
 
      
 
    She smirked coldly as the hounds set their catch out before her, bowing their heads for their Mistress. 
 
      
 
    “You owe me a debt,” Emily pronounced. “Both of you.” 
 
      
 
    “We owe nothing!” Taylor screamed. 
 
      
 
    “We slept for two thousand years!” Maria added. 
 
      
 
    Emily laughed. If I hadn’t been so madly in love with her, so utterly blissful at her mere presence, that laugh would have severed my sanity in one clean stroke. 
 
      
 
    “You were damned for eternity,” she said quietly. “It’s almost as if you don’t know what that means.” 
 
      
 
    Then the real wailing began. Taylor and Maria cried out, screaming at the top of their lungs as Emily put a hand on each of their foreheads. There was a horrible wrenching sensation, like a rift opening up in the fabric of the world itself, and then something just...left them. Something vaguely human shaped, wriggling and old and with angles that made me want to wretch. 
 
      
 
    Apparently the hounds had no problem with this, though: they scooped up the masses in their mouths and went running, leaping onto the platform and into the obelisks themselves. Twin cracks opened up on the masses as they entered, disappearing into the rock. 
 
      
 
    I watched all of this dumbfounded, but barely cared. I only had eyes for her, the golden goddess walking towards me. She was perfect, beyond perfect. She really was a Goddess, with a capital G, and as she approached my nostrils filled with her sweet, intoxicating scent: the female equivalent of the power I’d been given inside Khufu’s tomb. Was this what it felt like for Taylor and Maria to submit to me? It was so amazing, addictive...I never wanted it to end. 
 
      
 
    “Hello there,” she said, smiling as she approached me. My feet touched the ground as she waved her hand. “This body really loves you...Adam, is it?” 
 
      
 
    “What...” I could barely speak, I was so spellbound. “What are you?” 
 
      
 
    “Your culture doesn’t have a word for me,” she said with a slight furrowing of her eyebrows. “I suppose Goddess is a close enough approximation. That’s what you’re thinking when you look at me, anyway.” 
 
      
 
    “Goddess...” I repeated. My cock twitched, a fat gob of seed shooting onto her thigh, but my erection just grew harder and fuller instead of flagging. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Goddess will do nicely,” she said with a giggle. “And before I follow those two, I want to be worshipped...” 
 
      
 
    I can’t even describe what happened next, but I will try. She nuzzled against me, parted her smooth thighs and effortlessly lifted herself onto my cock. Her walls were somehow the tightest, snuggest thing I’d ever felt and the most giving, so that every motion of my shaft inside her wrapped her walls tighter around me. She gasped as I bottomed out inside of her, and I instantly felt an orgasm wash over my body – but I was fucking her, even as I pumped sweet cream inside of her. 
 
      
 
    “Oh I’ve forgotten how good that feels,” she groaned, her eyes rolling back in her head as she rode me. “This body knows you so well, Adam – you’ve taken it in some interesting places...” 
 
      
 
    In that instant, she touched me and it was like I was there. Every sexual experience I’d ever had with my wife flooded through me at once, like a film reel set on fast-forward. I felt control leave me, until I was nothing but a brute animal pumping away between her swollen walls as hard as I could, filling her again and again with my cock. 
 
      
 
    “I love it when men lose control,” she panted, her hips locking into a hard, steady rhythm that matched mine. “I love it when you become an animal, a caveman. When civilization falls away from my worshippers and they remember that primal, instinctive urge to breed...” 
 
      
 
    That urge had certainly taken me over. I pounded away inside her heavenly pussy, orgasm heaping on top of orgasm. I had no idea how my balls could keep making seed to fill her with, but I was: it was dripping down her thighs, coating me and her and a thick mixture of our juices. Dimly in the back of my head I knew what this meant: Emily was pregnant. This time, I was breeding my fertile wife for real. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right,” the Goddess said, reading my thoughts. “Your wife is the most fertile woman in the world right now – and she’s full to the brim with your seed. I’m so close, Adam, don’t fucking stop!” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t stop – no more than I could will myself to drop dead. I fucked her savagely, without mercy, raping the goddess with her full permission as I yanked her hair and manhandled her perfect breasts. I shot again and again, and something hotter and faster started to build behind the bursts of pleasure. Something quite literally out of this world. 
 
      
 
    “I’m coming!” Emily cried, gripping me oh-so-tight with her hips. “I’m coming, can’t you feel it! Can’t you feel me making you whole?” 
 
      
 
    I could; it felt like the whole chamber was pulsing along with Emily’s tight, wet walls. Something rose up inside me, cresting at the same time as her, and I was gone. I became the pleasure, the world fading into nothing in an act of pure, worshipful bliss. 
 
      
 
    “I love you,” I managed to whisper, just as the tsunami devoured us. 
 
      
 
    “I love you too,” she said, holding me tight. “You’re going to be such a good Dad. We’re going to have so many babies.” 
 
      
 
    And as we exploded together, cosmic bliss eradicating everything else, I knew she was right. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
      
 
    “So what are we supposed to do now?” 
 
      
 
    The limo driver had no idea what to make of the four dripping, bruised, very tired people who practically crawled into the back of his cab hours later and asked him to take them home. The car sped down the highway, silent and purring, and this time there were no hounds following me. I was free. 
 
      
 
    I turned to Taylor, who had asked the question. “What do you mean?” 
 
      
 
    She bit her lip and looked from Emily to me nervously. “I had...I had that thing in me, bro. It changed me. It made me do things to you, with you...and I liked them. I really, really liked them.” 
 
      
 
    I looked from her to my wife, then to Maria. Our assistant had passed out almost immediately after getting into the car and had shrugged off our attempts to talk. I didn’t know what was going on in her head, but she’d have to figure it out on her own time. 
 
      
 
    “How much do you remember?” I asked my sister. 
 
      
 
    “Everything,” she said, sliding across the seats to me and Emily. “Every single moment. It was like I was the one making the decisions, like I’d agreed to worship you of my own free will.” 
 
      
 
    “I remember...” Emily tried to put her experience into words and came up short. “It was amazing, Adam. I’ve never felt anything like it. I’ll never forget it, not for the rest of my life.” 
 
      
 
    “Me either,” I said, dropping an arm over her shoulders. “So...you remember...” 
 
      
 
    “The sex?” Emily giggled and snuggled closer. “Absolutely. And I remember what you put inside me.” 
 
      
 
    That was right: I’d made Emily pregnant. No more barren wife for me; whoever or whatever that was inside her had made her ‘the most fertile woman in the world’, and I was sure that meant lots of babies from here on out. 
 
      
 
    “Um...” Taylor commanded our attention away from our little love-in. “Bro?” 
 
      
 
    I turned back to her, nodding in sympathy. “Look, I don’t blame you for anything that happened. You weren’t you: you had the soul of an ancient Egyptian Pharaoh living inside of you. I’m not going to hold anything you said or did while you were possessed against you, and neither is Emily. Right, Emily?” 
 
      
 
    My wife nodded. “Of course.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not that,” she said, wringing her hands together between her knees. “Khufu brought out some dark, submissive parts of me, sure. But...a lot of those feelings were already there. And, they might not be in control of me any more, but I still feel them.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” I said, taking that in. “Oh.” 
 
      
 
    Emily’s eyes widened. “So you’re saying...” 
 
      
 
    “I’m fighting the urge right now to get on my knees and suck your cock while calling you Master,” Taylor admitted, her face blushing crimson. “I can’t help it! It’s not going away, and I don’t think it ever is and I don’t even want it to...” 
 
      
 
    “Shh, shh.” This didn’t come from me, but Emily. She leaned forward and pulled my sister into a hug. “It’s okay. I get it.” 
 
      
 
    “You do?” Taylor sounded surprised. “I thought you’d be mad...” 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I feel the same thing,” Emily admitted. “I’m tired as hell, I just fought two devil beasts from another dimension, but all I can think about is still fuck and breed and worship. I’m going to leave a wet spot on this seat just imagining all those babies Adam put inside of me.” 
 
      
 
    “Really?” Taylor’s eyes shined with hope; and I realized after a moment that mine probably did as well. I didn’t really want to end what we had, even though I loved Emily with all my heart. But would she see it that way? 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” she said, sighing and leaning against me. Just the feeling of her body against mine was electric. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to stop what we had,” Taylor blurted out, echoing my thoughts. “I...I love you, Emily. I think we could make this work...” 
 
      
 
    “What, all of us worshipping my husband? Wait, do you...” She leaned over and pressed her face against my chest, inhaling deeply. “Oh shit...” 
 
      
 
    “What?” I felt myself tense up. 
 
      
 
    “You still smell,” Emily said with a little laugh. “Fuck, I’m getting high just sniffing you...” 
 
      
 
    I still had the power? What did that mean – that Khufu and his bride were still out there somewhere, constrained by the nameless Goddess but still plotting? Or was this some final gift I’d been given for my role in all this? Was it some kind of divine test? 
 
      
 
    Taylor leaned over and put her face against my arm, smelling me completely unconsciously. She inhaled deeply, then pulled back, frowning. 
 
      
 
    “No,” she said, sounding confused. “He doesn’t smell like anything.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you kidding? He smells so fucking good...” Emily was already searching under my shirt, hunting for my belt. “You want to share this cock, Tay? You want to be your brother’s whore?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes!” Taylor said quickly. “You...you don’t mind?” 
 
      
 
    “I want it too,” Emily said, her voice going ragged with lust. “Come on, let’s fuck a baby into you, sis-in-law. Let’s make this a real harem.” 
 
      
 
    Taylor and I shared a look. I had no idea if Taylor was immune from my power, if my power only applied to my wife now, or if I’d lost it completely: but I didn’t care. I could figure it out later. For now, I had two gorgeous women I cared deeply about ready to ride my cock, and that was all that mattered. 
 
      
 
    And maybe, I thought, looking at Maria, a third.
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    “Dana, there's something I've got to tell you.” 
 
      
 
    I frowned and picked at my appetizer. The restaurant was in the middle of its Friday-night rush, and we'd been waiting forever for our entrees – not that it really mattered. It had been ages since I'd seen Mark, and the wait gave us time to catch up and have a few drinks. I had been having more fun than I could remember in months until this odd, whispered declaration. 
 
      
 
    “What's the matter?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    He ran a hand through his hair and polished off his mug of beer in a single gulp. Something was obviously bothering him. “It's hard to say. I've been meaning to tell you for a while, actually – you're my best friend, and all...” 
 
      
 
    “Of course I am,” I said quickly. “What, is it something to do with Jennifer?” 
 
      
 
    Jennifer was Mark's girlfriend, and the reason we hadn't had time to get together in months was that they'd been spending nearly every waking hour together. It was disgusting in that way that only perfect, romantic-comedy level couples can achieve.  
 
      
 
    Mark looked as if he was unsure of what to say. What the hell? He is never like this. 
 
      
 
    “We broke up, actually,” he stammered. 
 
      
 
    “What? No way – oh, I'm so sorry.” Ever the courteous friend, I flagged down a waitress and let her know via hand signals to bring him another beer – and a third glass of wine for me. “What happened?” 
 
      
 
    “I broke it off,” he said, snapping a french fry in half and popping it in his mouth. “I just can't do that to her anymore.” 
 
      
 
    “Do what?” I was flabbergasted. “Wait a minute: you broke up with her?” 
 
      
 
    He looked at me gravely and nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Why? I mean, the two of you seemed so perfect together. And she's smart, funny, and...” I trailed off, trying to think of a way to say the last part without being insulting. 
 
      
 
    “You can say it,” Mark said with a low chuckle. “She's better looking than me.” 
 
      
 
    “No! I mean...” 
 
      
 
    He looked at my discomfort and broke into a laugh. That was more like the Mark I knew. “Really, it's okay. You can be honest with me. She was way out of my league.” 
 
      
 
    “Out of your planet,” I said before I could stop myself. Still, it was true – Jennifer was one of the most gorgeous women I had ever met. She looked like she'd walked right off a runway in Paris or Milan into Mark's life. I should clarify that Mark is no straggler in the looks department; he's an alright-looking man. Not too fat, good head of hair, great smile. Just...kind of average. Not the sort of guy you see with a woman like Jennifer on his arm – unless that guy has a house in the Caymans somewhere. 
 
      
 
    Mark smiled a lopsided grin. “So hard to believe I was the one who broke it off?” 
 
      
 
    “I just don't get it. I mean, you and her, it was like...” I smacked my hands together, drawing the stares of the couple at the next booth down. “Wow.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” he said wistfully. “It was perfect. That was the problem.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh? What's wrong with perfect?” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. He opened his mouth to speak, but just then the waitress arrived with our drinks. 
 
      
 
    “Your food will be out in a moment,” she said, flashing Mark a beaming smile. She didn't so much as look at me. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
      
 
    “Anything for you, baby.” She strutted away, rolling her hips. My jaw dropped – she was flirting with him! Shamelessly! 
 
      
 
    “Well, if you're looking to go on the rebound, you could do worse,” I said, turning back to him. 
 
      
 
    He rolled his eyes. “I have that effect on people.” 
 
      
 
    Taking a sip of his beer, he made an appreciative little noise and continued speaking. “Anyway: it was perfect, but...not because it was perfect, if you understand.” 
 
      
 
    I took a sip of wine and shook my head. “Nope. Enlighten me.” 
 
      
 
    He sighed, searching the table as if looking for clues. “How do I explain it to you...do you remember when I switched majors a few years ago?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah.” Back in college, Mark had been on track for a law degree – his grades were off the chart, compared to mine (which were nice, but nothing special). Then, out of nowhere with three semesters to go, he tossed the whole thing overboard and went for a degree in social work instead. Drove his parents crazy – they just about cut him off entirely. Now Mark's a social worker for real, putting troubled families back together – and the crazy thing is, he's good at it - really, really good. Like, “gets random gifts from old clients thanking him nearly every week” good. The decision was bad for his wallet, but good for his soul. 
 
      
 
    He narrowed his eyes. “Why do you think I did that? One week, just decide to throw the whole course of my life off-track?” 
 
      
 
    “We've never really talked about it,” I said slowly, sipping my wine. It was really starting to go to my head – where was our food. “I guess I assumed the obvious: you wanted to help people, you wanted to make a difference, you wanted a clean conscience...” 
 
      
 
    “All true. But that wasn't the main reason. The main reason is...” He stopped, glancing back down at the table, then chuckled. “The real reason is way more complicated.” 
 
      
 
    “Try me.” 
 
      
 
    He looked straight at me. His gray eyes gleamed in the light above the booth. “I have a gift,” he said. “An...ability that lets me help people.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded slowly, drawing my lips together. “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    “That week where everything changed, a few years back...that was when I discovered it. I don't know if its something I've always been able to do and only just then became aware of it, or if I came into contact with something at college that gave me the ability. Believe me, if the second option is true I've been wracking my brains trying to figure out what might have done it.” 
 
      
 
    He was talking quickly, frantically, obviously feeling very conflicted about how much to tell me. “Mark,” I said. “It's me. Dana. We've known each other since the third grade. Your mom and my mom used to do bake sales together, for God's sake. You don't have to be so freaked out.” 
 
      
 
    He smiled and wiped his brow. “I'm sorry. I just don't know how to explain. You're the first person I've ever told about this – I guess I've been afraid if people found out, they might lock me away.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I'm definitely not locking you into anything other than another round of drinks,” I said, slapping the table gently. “So tell me – what's this mystery ability?” 
 
      
 
    He leaned in close, his voice dropping to a whisper. “Empathy.” 
 
      
 
    I guess my reaction wasn't what he expected; he shot back like a rocket as I erupted into laughter. After a few seconds, I saw the way he was looking at me and calmed down, holding a napkin over my mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Empathy?” I asked. “That's not exactly a unique ability – well, maybe in this day and age...” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but most people's is internal,” he said gravely. “Mine isn't – it's all over the fucking place.” 
 
      
 
    I could feel my brows furrowing in confusion. “I don't get it.” 
 
      
 
    His mouth moved silently as he sought a better way to explain. Finally, he seized on it. “You've seen our waitress?” 
 
      
 
    I snorted. “How could I miss her? She's been giving you the fuck-me eyes ever since we walked in the door. 'Anything you want, baby', I mean, get real!” 
 
      
 
    “It's not her fault,” he said. “I'm attracted to her.” 
 
      
 
    “Uh huh,” I retorted. “I bet. And this is your fault...how?” 
 
      
 
    “Empathy,” he repeated. “Projected empathy.” 
 
      
 
    I looked from him to the waitress – who was leaning over the wood of the bar, thrusting her tits out and making a 'come hither' face – then back to Mark. He looked at me gravely and nodded. 
 
      
 
    I could feel my eyes widening with shock and horror. “You're kidding,” I said. “She's feeling what you're feeling?” 
 
      
 
    “I think its something we all do, to an extent,” he said, staring into the distance like he was talking to himself. “It's just more...pronounced in me.” His eyes slid to mine and his vision cleared, like he was just remembering I was there. “It's why I'm so good at my job,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I was aghast. “Because you make waitresses horny?” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head, clearly frustrated. “Because whatever I'm feeling, the people around me feel, Dana. When I stay calm, the people I'm talking to are able to stay calm – even when discussing their fucked-up home lives. When I'm calm, and assured, I can make them feel like everything is okay, especially when it isn't. Do you understand?” 
 
      
 
    I sat there for a moment, pondering – then nodded. “I think so. You can't control it, can you?” 
 
      
 
    A wry little grin split his face. “Not a bit. When I met Jennifer for the first time – God, I wanted her like I'd never wanted any woman before. You saw how beautiful she is.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “I mean, who wouldn't want to fuck her? Those long, tanned legs, those cheekbones to die for – god, just looking at her made me wonder how that pretty face looked all flushed and sweaty while she rode you...” 
 
      
 
    I trailed off, gradually realizing what I had said. I clapped a hand over my mouth. “Oh God! Did you just do that to me?” 
 
      
 
    “It's leaking a bit. Mentioning Jennifer did it, I think.” He shrugged. “Anyway, that's why I had to break it off with her. It wasn't real, what we had between us. Honestly, she was starting to feel more like my slave than my girlfriend!” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah...” I said dreamily. I couldn't stop thinking about it – the way things must've been between them. How every moment she spent with him, his lust burned through her brain like a beam of light refracted through a mirror to scorching heat. I bet she did everything for him, I thought. Even stuff she'd never done for a boy before. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head and took another sip of wine. Those thoughts weren't mine – they were part of Mark's power. His empathy. But that was okay – now that I knew about it, I just wouldn't let it get the better of me. It would be simple. 
 
      
 
    I had to get my mind on something else. “Have you ever considered going to a doctor, or something?” 
 
      
 
    He snorted. “Why? Even if I found one who believed me, what good would it do?” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe you could learn to control it a little better,” I said, harsher than I had intended. My first encounter with Mark's powers had left me a little shaken. “I mean, I'm your best friend and the furthest thing in the world from a lesbian, and you've got me over here...fantasizing about your ex-girlfriend. Against my will, I might add.” 
 
      
 
    He gave me a wry little grin. “I had wondered about that...” 
 
      
 
    “What, whether or not I'm gay? When have I ever given you cause to think...” 
 
      
 
    “No, no,” he said, waving his hands. “Calm down. I just thought – I don't know, whether my powers of persuasion were so overwhelming that they could even override someone's sexual orientation. Or whether they were just amplifying something inside you.” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” I said coldly, “now you know.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmh hmm.” He sipped his beer and glanced across the room. “That waitress does look good, though.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, definitely.” The words were out of my mouth before my brain could catch up. 
 
      
 
    “Usually I don't like girls with overlarge breasts, but hers...” He grinned. “Well, they're quite a sight, no?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded mutely. How did he know that was the first thing I'd noticed about her? Unless that was him in my mind, pressing against me, making me feel the attraction he felt for her.  But goddamn, she did have some fantastic tits… 
 
      
 
    “And those thighs, mmh,” he said, puckering his lips. “Prime meat, all the way from her ass to the floor. Couldn't you just imagine those wet, dripping thighs wrapped around your head, Dana?” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly I could. I could see it in my mind, like a memory I'd forgotten – the gorgeous waitress, riding my mouth as she squealed with passion. Her wet, juicy pussy underneath my tongue, clit slick with saliva as I tasted her over and over again… 
 
      
 
    As if in response to my thoughts, the waitress appeared, bearing two trays and another round of drinks I didn't remember asking for. I didn't even care: my eyes were glued to her breasts, straining against the fabric of her low cut top. God, they looked amazing – fuck the food, there were only two things at this table I wanted a mouthful of… 
 
      
 
    “Here y'all go,” the waitress said with a wink. “Club sandwich for you, miss, and for you a nice, fat, juicy steak.”  
 
      
 
    The waitress placed Mark's steak on the table, leaning extra far and jutting out her tits. Any further and we would've had a wardrobe malfunction on our hands. I knew I should have been horrified, but I was busy fighting the urge to slide a hand under her skirt and see if those thighs were as warm and wet as Mark had described. 
 
      
 
    “Now if there's anything the two of y'all need, you just call – I'll be there with bells on!” She gave Mark a naughty wink that seemed to say: and not much else. 
 
      
 
    He put his hand on top of hers. “Thanks,” he said. “In fact, why don't you come sit next to me?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh sug, I would love to,” the waitress cooed. She slid in beside Mark, her hands going everywhere: under his shirt, across his shoulders, under the table to god-knows-where. “I have been on my feet all day; feels good to sit down for a bit.” 
 
      
 
    “I know just how to treat a girl,” Mark said with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    The waitress leaned in, raising one of her legs into Mark's lap. “Oh, I'll just bet you do, sug.” 
 
      
 
    Unhurriedly, Mark cut into his steak and took a bite. He chewed slowly, savoring the look on my face. “God damn, that's delicious,” he said. 
 
      
 
    He took a sip of beer and leaned back, running his fingers over the waitress' leg. “Now do you understand what I mean when I say 'projected empathy', Dana?” 
 
      
 
    My mouth was dry. The thoughts that filled my head didn't belong there; they belonged in some porno so dirty you had to subscribe to an Internet mailing list to see it. “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “I want to fuck this waitress; I look at her and all sorts of primal shit lights up in my brain – I want to take her like a caveman, pound her into the bed until she can't walk the next day – and she responds to that. Just like you respond to it; you can't help yourself from becoming attracted to her, too. Straight or no, you want this girl, don't you? Admit it.” 
 
      
 
    “God yes I do,” I whispered. Please let her want me too, I thought. Please let Mark make her want me. 
 
      
 
    “I want to see you and this girl together, did you know that?” 
 
      
 
    My heart leapt with joy. “I...I had an inkling of that, yes.” 
 
      
 
    Mark traced his fingers up the waitress' leg...and kept on going, moving up until he was under her skirt. With a quick motion he moved her panties aside, and then he was inside her. The waitress' mouth dropped open and her eyes rolled back as she clamped her mouth shut, struggling not to cry out with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know why I really asked you here, Dana?” 
 
      
 
    I couldn't stop myself anymore – I had no control. “I hope its for me to fuck your new friend because honestly, I'm so hot for her and I've never felt horny like this before...” 
 
      
 
    He chuckled darkly. “That's part of it, yes. But the main reason is simple: because of who you are, and what you mean to me. Do you want to know why I really haven't been to any doctors? Why I've kept this a closely guarded secret, so much so that I broke it off with Jennifer rather than risk being found out?” 
 
      
 
    My mind was spinning with so much lust it was an effort to respond. “Why?” 
 
      
 
    “Trust,” he said, leaning forward. “I don't know any of these people, I don't trust them. Who knows what might happen if the wrong person found out about my ability? But you, Dana – you and I have been friends forever. I trust you with my secrets. You're the only person I've told.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” I whispered. “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course. And the more I thought about confiding in you, the more I began to realize – you're a very beautiful woman, Dana. Even Jennifer didn't have legs half as nice as yours.” 
 
      
 
    Oh God, he likes my legs! My mind exploded with joy. He likes my legs! What I was feeling wasn't true self-esteem – it was just the reflection off Mark – but that didn't make it any less real. I was starting to feel things for Mark, serious things. I was going through in a matter of seconds what most couples took years to achieve – a level of intimacy, caring...love. 
 
      
 
    I love Mark, I realized. The shock of it took my breath away. 
 
      
 
    “I...I think I love you, Dana,” Mark finally said. “I know that might freak you out right this instant, but maybe with a little time-” 
 
      
 
    “I love you too,” I blurted, a huge grin splitting my face. “I love you so fucking much, Mark. You have no idea, ohmigod I just...I've never felt this way about any one before. I've never loved anyone as much as I do you right this moment.” 
 
      
 
    He smiled. “I'm so happy to hear that.” 
 
      
 
    “I want to love you, Mark. Right now.” 
 
      
 
    He arched an eyebrow. “Right now?” 
 
      
 
    “I've got to have you. I need you inside me right now – I can't wait another minute. Oh, we've wasted so much time, Mark!” 
 
      
 
    He glanced over at the waitress, who was lost in her own world as Mark's fingers worked within her. “I think it would be hot if she came along,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, baby,” I said huskily. “You know I'll do whatever you want. I...I want her, too.” 
 
      
 
    “Even though you're straight?” His tone was mocking. 
 
      
 
    “For you, Mark, maybe I could bend just a little bit.” 
 
      
 
    He slid to the side, depositing the waitress back on her feet. “Come with us,” he told her. 
 
      
 
    In an instant, we were heading to the back of the restaurant, where the bathrooms and the kitchen were. I was someone was going to stop us – two guests absolutely reeking of sex and a half-fucked waitress with no panties – but everyone carried on as if nothing was out of the ordinary. Abruptly, I realized I knew why: because Mark was telling them not to worry. Mark was going to take care of everything from now on. 
 
      
 
    Just the thought of it made my panties wet. 
 
      
 
    He opened the door of the ladies' room and checked inside – empty. “In here,” he said.  
 
      
 
    As soon as we were inside and the door was closed, he picked up our waitress and set her on the edge of the countertop, looking over her approvingly. She spread her legs and leaned back, flashing the pair of us a naughty smile. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” he said, looking at me, “you want to be a bad girl for me, don't you? You want to do every naughty thing I tell you to, no matter how wild or degrading it is.” 
 
      
 
    “I...I do,” I said, flushing. He was right – the moment he said it, all I could think about was how happy I would be to make his wildest, sickest fantasies come true. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” he said, and laughed. “Honestly, I'd never tried using my powers like this before Jennifer – the results are beyond anything I could have dreamed!” He stroked the side of my face with a finger. “You're so beautiful, Dana.” 
 
      
 
    “I am,” I said, and believed it. “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    He leaned forward and whispered in my ear: “I want to watch you taste her.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over at the counter, where the waitress sat ready, legs spread with a naughty smile on her face. What was left of her skirt just barely covered what I knew was hot and wet underneath. The desire to eat her out, to do exactly what Mark wanted me to do, filled me like an exotic drug. I was compelled, but I also really, really wanted to taste that fucking cunt. 
 
      
 
    So I did. 
 
      
 
    Bent forward like a bow. Face buried between her warm, golden thighs. Feeling Mark's eyes on me, the waiting moans and cries of the waitress as my face tickled the entrance to her most sensitive areas. 
 
      
 
    Then I found her clit, and it was like magic.  
 
      
 
    She was so wet, I couldn't believe a grown woman could be so horny. Of course, I realized, that's exactly what Mark wanted – so it was exactly what he got. As I began to work my tongue around her clit she pulled up her skit, tearing it in her zeal to show off what I was doing. To give Mark a show. 
 
      
 
    “Oh God, I can't believe you're really doing this,” I heard Mark say behind me. “Eating out a girl you've only just met...you really are a bad girl.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm your bad girl, Mark,” I said, pulling my head up from the waitress' cunt only to dive right back in again. 
 
      
 
    “I've got to have you,” he whispered. “You want me. You want me even more than you want to keep doing what you're doing.” 
 
      
 
    I did. Oh fuck how I did. My body started writhing uncontrollably, barely able to contain my horniness. 
 
      
 
    My pleas came out in a rush. “Fuck yes Mark please I need you inside me right now I want you I need you my cunt needs your cock please complete me Mark...” 
 
      
 
    I felt him working at me from behind, unzipping my pants, yanking them down. I helped as much as I was able, wriggling out of the skintight denim and kicking it off my legs when it got low enough. 
 
      
 
    “I'm not wearing a condom,” Mark teased. “Do you have anything you want to say about that?” 
 
      
 
    I was about to tell him to stop, to say I was right on my fertile period, but then the combination of his empathy and his cock pressing against my entrance changed my mind completely. 
 
      
 
    “Good! I want it in me, unprotected! I want to feel you blow your load in me and know it's the absolute best feeling I could give you, not into some shitty rubber! God, I'm so fertile Mark, you could probably knock me up the first time you fuck me! Would you like that? Knocking me up, showing the world what a good little bitch I am for you?” 
 
      
 
    Apparently that was all the coaxing he needed. As the words left my lips, I felt him slide inside me, stretching my walls with his fat, throbbing prick. I don't know if it was Mark's empathy telling me this or what, but I'd swear I'd never had anything this size inside of me before – and I loved it.  
 
      
 
    “Oh God baby, oh fuck please pound me,” I cried, gripping the waitress' thighs white-knuckle tight as he fucked me. I had forgotten her pleasure entirely, but from the flushed, drugged look in her eyes I could tell she didn't mind – Mark's pleasure was rolling off him like radiation, trickling into our psyches. It was a high like nothing I'd ever felt, and all I wanted was more of it. 
 
      
 
    “You want me to come inside of you,” Mark said, his hips locking into a harsh, primal rhythm.  
 
      
 
    “Yes! Please come in me, Master!” I was gone, far past logic, reason, barely able to form a coherent thought. 
 
      
 
    “You love me,” he said. “You want to spend the rest of your life with me.” 
 
      
 
    “I love you so much, baby! So fucking much it hurts! I love you so much I want to marry and you and be your little slut wife and do everything you want me to do...” 
 
      
 
    “God, you were always the one for me, Dana,” he said in amazement, shaking his head. “I want you to come when I do. I want to feel you clench around me as I shoot my load inside your wet, willing pussy. That is what I want most.” 
 
      
 
    The cry tore from my throat – it had to be loud enough for the entire restaurant to hear. “I want that too! Please, please, I'm so close to coming, I want to come just for you, please come in me Master...” 
 
      
 
    With a harsh cry, Mark grabbed me by the hips and slammed me down on his cock as hard as he could, reaching a part of my cunt I had never thought could be pleasured before. The contact was electric; even as I felt his cock erupt with spurt after spurt of hot, sticky come I felt my mind give way like a cheap card table. I came with a cry, riding his cock, clenching around him in just the way he'd demanded of me, milking his pleasure for every inch I could. 
 
      
 
    I made it perfect for him, and that made it perfect for me. 
 
      
 
    As I came back to the world, I saw our waitress on her knees cleaning Mark's cock. I eagerly joined her, the two of us licking him clean and sharing every drop of come that oozed from his slowly-softening shaft. 
 
      
 
    “Was I good for you, Mark?” I asked as the waitress moved away and began reapplying her lipstick. “Was I worth waiting for?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Dana,” Mark said, helping me to my feet. “You are a wonder. It feels so good to finally have a partner I can trust, someone I can share my life with and not worry about my ability. You've made me so happy, Dana.” 
 
      
 
    I knew – I could feel the happiness, radiating from him like sunlight. It filled me up, pushing away any doubts or misgivings I might have had about becoming Mark's whore. All I wanted to do was bask in that light, now and for the rest of my life. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Finished With This Hot Read? Here's Some Other Books You Might Be Interested In… 
 
      
 
    If you enjoyed this story, why not check out some other hot titles in my catalog? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

The Magic Glasses 
 
    When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings! 


Return of The Magic Glasses 
 
    When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control? 

Tales of the Magic Glasses 
 
    With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 

Family of the Magic Glasses 
 
    Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines!  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Cheat Code 
 
      
 
    Cheat Code: Volume One 
 
      
 
    Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of control and dominance over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes work in the real world! 

Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the geeky goddess who frequents his store to the bratty waitress who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his submissive bimbo fantasy! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning?  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Roommate Control 
 
      
 
    Roommate Control: A Novel 
 
      
 
    For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with two hot babes would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both bubbly cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and wearing practically nothingwhenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his perfect mind control fantasy! 

But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 

Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night!  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Roommate Corruption 
 
      
 
    Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella 
 
      
 
    Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 

But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 

But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 


Roommate Corruption is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Demon Prince 
 
      
 
    Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One 
 
      
 
    Vance has a list. 

On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 

Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail?  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Free Use Bimbos 
 
      
 
    Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series 
 
      
 
    The plague changed everything. 

Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 

Kate was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 

Desmond is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 

Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 

Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbos stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes! 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Corrupter 
 
      
 
    The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy 
 
      
 
    Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to enter the minds of those around him, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past tocorrupt good girls into naughty sluts, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three truly twisted tales that will stay with you long after the last page!  


 
   
  
 



 
 
    About the Author 
 
    
Neil Bimbeau is a graduate student from Vancouver, BC, specializing in psychology of the experimental variety. When he’s not showing brainy co-eds their horny, submissive sides, he likes to work out some of his dirtier ideas on the page. 
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