

Sharon Sizemore was looking for her big break, and she thought that she had found it. The computer screen beamed outward onto her face, bathing her pretty blonde hair and green eyes in the blue light of the operating system. John Johnson walked by, puffing on a cigar and stuck his head into the room.

“Sizemore, I told you to head home hours ago. You think I got enough to pay you millenium kids overtime? I can’t keep the lights on as it is and now you think you can drag a few extra dollars out of me?”

Sharon bit her bottom lip to hold back hurling an insult right back. Her boss was such a bastard at times. She really felt like he should know how to talk to people at this point, but the idiot didn’t even know the term was millennial. How was he supposed to understand that she was looking for her big break, and not just chasing a paycheck?”

‘Boss, if this is correct, I think we might have a story that would blow everything else out of the water.”

“You sure about that? Our president is out there grabbing women by the pussy. Everybody wants to read about pussy grabbing now. Think you can top that?”

Sharon smiled. “If this story pans out sir, we are all going to be grabbing some pussy.”

Her boss paused, unsure of what that even meant.

She quickly followed up with her comment to explain herself.

“In ancient Egypt, it was long assumed that they only had two types of people. Male and of course, female.”

Her boss eyed her with suspicion. “You telling me, they found out that those dudes with the alligator heads are real?”

“Maybe, but what is more interesting, is this account of a Pharaoh that was a woman and also had a dick.”

“Sizemore,” said John Johnson slowly, “You sure you really want to follow up on this story? This sounds weird as hell. A woman Pharaoh, that has a dick, and nobody thought that was weird?”

“Only one way to find out what they thought of it. I need to go to Egypt.”

“We don’t have money to ship you off to Egypt. That flight would be about a thousand bucks, and that is assuming you ride some jank ass plane that might collapse out in the desert.”

Sharon shrugged. “I have been saving my flight points with the money that I spend on credit cards. I can cover the flight, so you don’t even have to worry about that. Give me the press pass I need to cover this thing, and get out of my way.”

John Johnson laughed and smiled. “You have something that most millenium kids don’t have. You have real balls Sharon.”

She could feel herself turning red from the compliment. It might have seemed strange, but Sharon liked it when the boss told her that she was ballsy. He sighed and went back to his office, fishing around in his desk for a while before coming back.

He handed over the pass, shaking his head as he did it. “If you botch this up, I will pull some CIA shit and tell the Egyptian government I have never heard of you. That will be it for you. Stuck in the desert for the rest of your life or worse, an Egyptian prison.”

“Why do you think I am going to end up in jail?”

Johnson laughed and spread out his arms. “You think you can hide what is really going on? I know you are going to be fucking sneaking around some pyramid, trying to take shots that are going to be exclusive. I won’t tell you no. If you can manage to pull it off, you save the newspaper, and frankly, you will save my job. I don’t know how much longer I can pull this off. As it stands the guys in Washington keep calling up fake. Can’t say I blame them. We did kind of run an article with the headline “Does the President Eat Babies?” That one was fucked up.”

Sharon looked confused. What did all of this have to do with an Egyptian that also had a dick while she ruled her people? Johnson kept babbling about how the newspaper wasn’t fake while she tucked the pass into her purse. If she headed over to the airport now…

“See you in a few days,” said Sharon as she hustled past.

“Shut down the computer at least you millenium kid.”

“Sorry, can you get that for me Boss?”

“Damn it Sharon. Do I have to do it all around here?”

She was around the corner and calling up a lift to bring her down to the airport. If she booked the flight last minute, it would cost extra, but this was worth it. To scoop every other outlet with something this big, would put the paper on the map, as well as her career.

The car pulled up in minutes and it was off to the races. Since they were getting to the airport so late, not many cars were in front of them. There was no baggage to check and the line was moving fast. Before she knew it, Sharon was on her way to Egypt.

Most of the time, flights were boring and drawn out, taking up precious time and hurting her back. This time though, Sharon just ordered up a shot of something strong, knocked it back, and then for the rest of the flight, it was lights out. She was hoping that she didn’t snore. Guys didn’t really get with her much, so it was tough to know if she snored.

When she came to almost ten hours later, the plane was just touching down in Egypt. The airport seemed peaceful enough. Some reports were saying that there was an uprising in the major cities, but right now, things were quiet. Sharon hurried over to the private car that she had already booked. The driver had a sign up and motioned for her to get in quickly.

“Please buckle up. This may be more dangerous than you are used to.”

Sharon was a little alarmed by what the driver was saying. “You think that the rebels might block the road?”

“They already did. The path that I normally would take to your hotel is packed. The riot police have been called.”

Sharon stared at her phone for a second, looking for a news article that was talking about this.

“Don’t bother checking the news for this. You won’t find it. The news is very censored here.”

Sharon put her phone back with disgust. “Can I just find one news outlet where they do the job they should be?”

The man laughed and pulled off from the curb in a hurry. Tires squealing, he began to thread them down long alleys full of trash and rats. “No media is safe now. All of it is taken over.”

Sharon expected him to say something about Jews controlling the media, but the comment never came. She was already used to people with their conspiracies, and she didn’t let them bother her. Here in Egypt, she would uncover the truth and when she got back to her hometown, she would be lauded a hero.

Lowering his voice, the driver told her that the government watched everything here. If she wasn’t careful, she might end up locked away if she exposed anything here that should not come to light. Sharon thanked him, glad that his theory was most likely fact.

“Can I interview you and have you speak on the government censoring things here?”

He shook his head, scared to take the conversation further. “No way. You don’t understand. Please, just get out at your stop, don’t ask anything more from me.”

Sharon was used to people that wanted to be anonymous, but she didn’t want to push this guy. She would still need a driver over to the pyramid in question in the morning. As soon as she got into her room, it was lights out. She woke up a few hours later as the sun began to blaze down through her window.

The driver had not gotten far, and she munched on breakfast as he rolled up.

“How far to the Giza Pyramid?”

There was no response for a few moments as the driver contemplated what she was asking. “That whole area has been shut down for quite awhile now. If I take you over there, that is going require triple the pay. Consider it...hazard pay.”

Sharon slapped the money on the dash and told him to drive. The car sped off in the direction of the pyramid. As they got closer, a crowd began to form in front of them, blocking the path forward. Sharon got out and tipped the driver again. He called out to her from his window.

“This is as far as I can go. You are on your now, but I think the crowd may actually help you.”

Sharon understood his meaning. Archaeologists had dug up the find of a lifetime, but they were nowhere to be seen. Just a huge mob marching in the street. Using the crowd, she snuck in closer until the pyramid was visible. Someone from the mob threw out a bottle, and a guard was struck. He charged into the melee and that was when Sharon surged forward, slipping past the line while everybody was battling to save the bottle tosser.

To her amazement, there was a small hole she could use to shimmy inside the pyramid undetected. She used it and began to move through the tunnels until she heard a voice that sounded familiar.

“Here we can see that Hapshepsut was quite a powerful woman, but she had a secret that many didn’t realize. Only now, looking at these paintings, are we starting to realize, she may have been considered futanari.”

“Can you explain what that term means? Many of the viewers at home may not understood why this is such a big deal.”

“Well, with a futanari, or just futa for short, the female can have an enlarged clitoris, sometimes even capable of penetration.”

The explanation continued as Sharon crept closer. A news anchor was inside, trying to get the scoop before her! She had to act quickly!”

Creeping behind a giant, stone table that many have been used for sacrifice, Sharon pulled out her camera and began to silently take shots. If she got back to the hotel in time, the upload process would be fast enough so that she would be first to break this story.

Accidentally, she shifted her weight a little too much forward while taking the shorts. A few rocks clattered to the floor, alarming the few people inside.

“Anybody in here? We were assured that we would not be disturbed. I paid good money to the guards to get inside here, and I will not allow my team to be kicked out.”

Sharon peeked around the corner and saw that the news anchor was the famous Vicky Vallencourt. She had broken all the biggest stories with her long, blonde hair and bouncy chest. Even now, in the middle of a dusty and old pyramid, she looked like she had just stepped out of the salon.

A female archeologist was beside her, a Mexican looking girl with tan skin and dark hair that came down to her waist where she had short, safari shorts to match the rest of her safari outfit. Sharon moved behind the stone table to hide, reaching out behind her to stay steady. The wall glowed green as soon as she touched it, the light going up her arm and flowing down to her crotch area and making her blue jeans beam out green light.

“What the hell?” Sharon looked down, confused and surprised as she felt a tingling sensation in her clitoris. Why would she be getting turned on right now? That didn’t really make sense.

“You need to come out now. We can’t have people interfering with the story.”

This was Vallencourt talking now. Sharon regretted not being able to meet her, but now that Sharon had the pictures of the futa Pharaoh, she had to get moving so that she would not get caught. Wind blew in all around her and a giant cloud appeared with a booming voice to match.

“Who dares defile my tomb?”

The voice was like thunder and it was upset. Sharon raised an eyebrow as a woman began to take shape, sporting a giant bulge under the robes. This was the futa of the past come to life.”

Sharon ran as fast as she could, moving her legs like she was a track star. It didn’t matter. Just the glance of the Pharaoh was enough to cause her body to freeze.

“It was you that disturbed me and took my power. If you wish to control such forces, I demand sacrifice!” shouted the ghostly specter from the past.

“What do you want?” trembled Sharon, now looking at Vallencourt and the Mexican looking girl.

“It has been so long since I have had a sexual show to please me. Many years in this lonely tomb. Now that you have the power, why don’t you fuck both of these women for my amusement?”

Sharon wasn’t a lesbian. How could she do that? Suddenly, she felt a surge in her pants and ripped them off because of the pain. Her clit was like a ten inch dick, throbbing and pointing straight out like an erect penis.

“What in the hell?” said all three women who were still alive and not an Egyptian ghost.

Vallencourt moved forward and touched the very tip of the giant futa dick. “It is so fucking big. This Pharaoh was fucking girls with this thing? I want to be the first to try this shit out.” The Mexican looking girl who introduced herself as Jimenez agreed, dropping her green safari shorts to the dusty ground to reveal she wasn’t wearing any panties under her outfit.

Jimenez bent over the stone table, eager to be the first to feel a giant clit go into her body. The ghost that was floating above them all seemed pleased with the turn of events.

“Those that fuck in front of me will be rewarded well.”

The ghost put her hand under her robes and began to rub her spectral clit as Sharon slowly walked penguin style over to the tan woman that was presenting her pussy to be worked over. When Sharon looked down, her clit was so inflamed and red with lust, it was practically throbbing just like her heart.

She reached out a finger and touched it, electricity burning through her body when she just rubbed up against the giant clit a little bit. If she could describe it, the best way to explain would be the sensitivity of a clitoris, but the size of a monster prick. Her back arched upward with just another little touch on her now giant appendage and she found it hard not to moan.

The ghost was smiling as it watched on, masturbating and licking her lips, floating above the pornographic scene.

“Sharon, you will find that the giant clit is a double sided scimitar. The ultimate pleasure, yet the ultimate downfall.”

The ghost seemed to be taunting her as Sharon yelped. Just touching it was making it grow outward, pushing up against the finger that was barely stroking it. It became thicker and more solid, just like a real dick getting turned on. She rubbed a little bit more, looking on at the thick Mexican pussy lips in front of her and the erotic face of the tan woman that wanted her giant clit.

“Fuck me white girl. Fuck me with the huge cock.”

Sharon licked her lips and then shouted with surprise as a hole appeared at the tip of her clit.

The ghost chuckled at her surprise, enjoying the puzzlement.

“Go ahead my dear. Put your big clitty in her pussy. I want you to pump both of them full of the white sticky stuff. It is really quite fun if you just give it a try.”

Sharon had no idea what the ghost was talking about. It was not possible for a woman to shoot anything out of her clit. Still, she was talking with a ghost, which probably meant that this huge clit would pump out whatever it wanted.

Putting a reassuring hand on the back of the Mexican safari girl, she pressed just the tip against her now very wet hole. She almost passed out from the pleasure of penetrating her soft hole with her giant clit. The sensitivity of having a clit, but the size of having such a big one was working against her. Almost immediately, she wanted to unleash a torrent of something into this warm hole.

The ghost flew in close to get a good look at the action, satisfied when Sharon pushed in a few inches of clit and almost fell to her knees from the pleasure.

“There we go. Yes, fuck that juicy pussy for me. I must live through you and gain pleasure from your fucking my dear. Stick a few more plump inches into this cute little pussy that was brought to me. Consider this a sacrifice to the Pharaoh.”

Sharon didn’t even hear what the ghost was saying as she almost lost her balance while slowly working her big clit into the more than willing pussy that was accepting a giant clit dick into a hole that was so tight, she might as well have been a virgin.

Biting her lip, Sharon introduced a few more inches in, breathing hard and trying to hold back. Before she blasted off, she at least wanted to put the whole fucking thing into this hot woman. The tan looking hottie wasn’t having it through and twisted around, grabbing Sharon by the ass and pushing her forward.

“Give it to me harder you bitch. Stop teasing me.”

Sharon stumbled forward and shoved the whole giant clit right up the well lubed hole. Her breath went out of her in a gust of air as her stomach collided with the thick Latina ass that was waving back and forth in front of her. The lovely Latina didn’t seem satisfied with her pussy lips just tasting the full shaft. She wanted to be pumped just like she was getting fucked by a big guy back in the barrio.

“Put it in hard. Do I have to teach you how to fuck a woman?” said the recipient of the giant clit as she grabbed Sharon by the hips and forced her to fuck her in the pussy. “Back and forth. Fuck me hard already.”

Sharon knew what would happen the second she started to thrust into this beautiful creature. There was no way she could hold back the tension that was building up in her body. It would all come out. What would come out, there was no way to know. The only thing that knew that...was the ghost that was observing everything with rapt attention.

“Fuck her hard and fast for me,” moaned the ghost, her hand going to her spectral clit and rubbing on it like it was a magic stone.

Sharon began to ram forward, in and out, a fast rhythm that was overwhelming her senses. She counted the thrusts, slamming her body up against the tan ass that was presented for her pleasure. The feelings were like lightning arcing up her giant clit, turning on switches in her brain while she watched the ass flesh in her path ripple outward from each hard thrust.

Her brain sent signals to the giant, penetrating clit and it began to spew...something. Sharon could feel it pump like an industrial sized water pipe, shooting out so much liquid into the Latina, it would have drowned her if she was getting a blow job. The Latina thrashed against the stone table in extreme pleasure, her raven hair whipping back and forth in total ecstasy.

White liquid dripped down everywhere, spilling out from the point of their erotic coupling.

“It is not gay if one of you has a giant clit,” said the ghost mysteriously, watching the fluids leaking out everywhere onto the dusty floor of the pyramid.

Sharon pulled out the giant cock, and it was like removing a stopper from a hole filled with a gallon of liquid. It all fell onto the floor with a giant splat, settling into a wide pool of white. The Latina slipped her shorts back on, giving her ass a little shake.

The ghost smiled and then floated over to Vallencourt. “You, the one that would make a name from my name, prepare your pussy for a cursed cock that will fill your tiny hole with so much jizz, you will never be satisfied by the cock of a man again.”

Vallencourt bent over the stone table, presenting her pink pussy to the giant clitty cock. She glared at the ghost. “If you think that is some sort of curse, think again sister. I have wanted to get fucked by a futa since I read about this. Hurry Sharon, screw me like there will be no tomorrow.”

Sharon shook her head, spinning the stuck up news reporter around. “You think you make the rules? Get me hard again you story stealing hoe.”


Sharon grabbed the hand of Vallencourt, putting it on her dick, using her eyes to indicate Vicky better do a good job with the hand job or she might just leave her here with the horny ass ghost. Vicky got the message and began to massage the big clitty like it was a roll of dough she was working into a long piece of bread. The more she ran her fingers all over the giant dick like appendage, the harder it would get. 

“Keeping working that big dick honey,” said Sharon, suddenly becoming increasingly horny. The ghost giggled as she watched the porno scene here in her tomb. Sharon realized that she suddenly felt very horny and wanted to just spread Vicky right out on this stone table and bury her face in the tight twat she knew that was waiting for her.

The ghost smiled and watched as the giant clit got more solid as Vicky moved her hands over the shaft and gripped it tight. “You might find a little increase in your libido Sharon. When I say a little, I actually mean a lot. With great pleasure comes the curse.”

Sharon wasn’t paying attention as the ghost continued to taunt her. Each time fingers worked her thick clit, she had to resist the urge to slam her clit home in the news reporter. It looked like Vicky was also very excited about the prospect of feeling something so big inside of her. Sharon had something different in mind before fucking the cutie.

“Oh your knees,” commanded Sharon in a booming voice. Her own voice surprised her. It felt like it wasn’t even her voice and it reminded her of thunder.

Vicky didn’t complain as she got down on both knees and opened up wide for the giant clit that she knew was going to be placed between her beautiful lips.

“Please, give it to me. Let me taste that big clit you have between your legs. I will do anything to have you fuck that thing right into my mouth.”

The ghost flew around the pair, masturbating more and more as she watched the scene unfolding. The ghost ran her translucent hand through the hair of Vicky and an electric current ran through the reporter. Vicky squealed with anticipation.

“Stick it in my mouth,” she growled as Sharon heistated to fuck the other woman in the mouth. Vallencourt had none of the hesitation as she grabbed the clit with both hands and pulled it toward her waiting mouth. The monster appendage had reached maximum readiness and the feeling of being gripped hard made Sharon want to spray down the girl that was currently looking up at her with such wonderful eyes.

“It is so big when I can see it close up,” said Vicky with a little nip on the tip of the clit dick. She was rewarded with a tiny squirt right on her tongue, almost like the clit was getting ready to shower her in a white waterfall.

Sharon had no idea how this was possible. She had already filled the first girl to the point that a bucket of cum splashed out of her. What were the limits of this new dick clit that she was wielding?

Vicky wanted to find out and began to twist her hands around the solid shaft, getting it hard and ready to burst. Sharon had to bite her lip just to resist unloading right in this woman’s mouth. It felt so good, that she didn’t want this to end.

“Those hands and fingernails feel amazing along my dick.”

Vicky giggled and licked the tip. Sharon tried to pull away, the pleasure too intense. “If this was a dick, I think you could last a little bit longer honey. Don’t worry, you can just jizz in my mouth. It will be fine.”

When Vicky said this, the ghost seemed to take special interest in the oral sex that was happening in her domain. The idea of watching the next orgasm seemed to turn the ghost on to the point she had almost reached her own version of an orgasm while watching the curse of the clit get passed on.

Sharon readied herself, her thighs firm and tight, holding back on giving into Vicky Vallencourt right away. Thinking about anything but the clit that was going pass those pink lips, Sharon thrust into the mouth that felt like a silk pillow wrapped around her clit.

“That tongue feels amazing,” said Sharon closing her eyes. The giant clit may be a curse, but she had never felt anything like this when she was a woman getting oral sex. Vicky began to increase the pace of her sucking, tasting half of the giant sex organ. Anything more would be too much for her small mouth to handle.

Sharon felt her hand go to the top of the other woman, pulling her head back and forth, creating a rhythm with her mouth so that she could pull closer to the second orgasm of the night. “Don’t you dare stop Vicky or I will tell everybody about this.”

Vicky opened wide, sticking out her tongue like a snake and tickling the tip like a pornstar. Sharon started to ask where she learned that when she started to twitch and dump out a tidal wave of white onto the other woman. The wave of sticky white splashed the girl like she was standing out in the rain with no umbrella. The ghost laughed as she watched Vicky get plastered and Sharon had to support herself with Vicky’s shoulder just to stop from falling over from the pleasure.

When they both stopped panting, the ghost smiled and told them they were all free to leave and the sacrifice had been satisfactory, except there was one catch.

Sharon pulled up her pants, putting her now shrinking clit away.

“What do you mean there is one more catch you conniving Egyptian?”
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“Come right down her slutty throat,” said Sharon as she stroked long, strands of Egyptian hair. The smell in the tomb was intoxicating as the clit began to twitch and eject streams of the white gunk right into an empty belly. The ghost didn’t even have to swallow. The clit was placed so far down her throat, it was like turning on a hose that was ready to pump all the contents that it held right into the dark, holding tank that the Egyptian ruler called a stomach.

Sharon was impressed with how much jizz was spraying out. She placed a hand on the shooting clit and it felt to her like a pressure washer blasting out glob after glob of thick stuff right down in the stomach that was calling to be filled.

When she looked over at the stomach of the Egyptian, it was starting to expand, getting bigger and bigger. It was so plump and nice to look at, just like the woman was becoming pregnant, except now her belly was full of semen instead of life.
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