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Foreword









F
 irst off, thank you so much for picking up this book. It means the world to me. Writing it took a lot longer than I expected, mainly because I wanted to make it as historically accurate as possible while still keeping the premise fun.

This is a historical romantic harem fantasy time-travel novel (quite the mouthful, I know), so please keep in mind that it’s meant to entertain. I’ve always been an avid reader of history, which is part of what inspired me to write this novel. There’s something fascinating about exploring ancient civilizations and imagining the lives of the people who lived through those times. But, as much as I love history, I’m not a historian. Even though I’ve done my best to include accurate details, there are definitely some fictional elements.

For example, the Battle of Kadesh really happened—it’s famous for being the largest chariot battle in history and for marking the first recorded peace treaty between Egypt and the Hittites. But whether Egypt needed the help of a fertility god to recover from devastating losses? Well, that’s the fun part of fiction.

Tuya, Ramses the Great’s mother, was real, but Neferu and most of the governors in the story are entirely fictional. Speaking of governors, I decided to make most of them women (except for Haremheb—yes, that’s an actual Egyptian name—in Abydos), even though that probably wasn’t the case during this time period. It just felt right for the harem aspects of the story.

The explicit scrolls existed, and the fertility god Min really was depicted as I’ve described him. I also avoided using the word “Giza” since it’s an Arabic name, and we don’t actually know what the Giza plateau was called back then. The region was likely connected to the cultural and administrative hub of Memphis, which served as a central point for political and religious activities. That’s why Wiya is a wealthy lady living near the Great Pyramid, not a governor.

Apart from that, I’ve done my best to keep details about the gods, temples, diet, customs, cities, names and cultural practices—like revering cats—pretty accurate, at least to my knowledge.

That’s all for now. I hope you enjoy the story and that it’s worth your time. Thank you again for choosing God of Fertility
 !
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Egypt






Chapter 1 The Amulet









T
 he wedding had been beautiful, but exhausting. As the hired photographer, I spent the day capturing perfect frames with the Great Pyramid looming in the distance. The celebration began to wind down, and golden light spilled across the sand, stretching shadows far into the evening. I packed up my camera bag, my shoulders aching from holding awkward poses and directing the couple into perfect frames. The job paid well, though, and Cairo had been a fresh start.

At twenty-six, I didn’t have much tying me down. Photography had been my ticket to freedom—a career I’d stumbled into during my skateboarding days as a teenager in LA. Back then, I’d snap pictures of tricks, bruises and sunsets over the city skyline, learning by doing. No formal training, no structured plan. Just instinct and a love for capturing the moment. It had carried me this far, and I was glad I could make a living doing something I truly enjoyed.

I slung my gear over my shoulder and stepped outside the bustling venue, which was a stark contrast to the quiet I craved.

As I walked toward the car, I shoved my hands into my pockets, glancing at the distant hills and the faint hum of Cairo. My ex’s words still echoed in my mind, “You’re never satisfied, Nathan. You’re always looking for the next beautiful thing.”
 Maybe she was right. I’d always been restless, always chasing something—whether it was the perfect shot or the next thrill.

Egypt had been an impulsive choice when the gig landed in my inbox. Something about the place, its age and mystery, pulled at me. After all, I’d already photographed almost everything in LA—models, surfers, car shows. But this … Egypt was a different kind of beauty.

Now, I wanted more. Something authentic, something raw. Not the polished tourist spots or bustling streets of Cairo. I slid into the driver’s seat of my rented car and started the engine. As I drove away, the city gradually disappeared in my rearview mirror. I had no set destination, only a vague sense of direction toward the villages beyond.

* * *

After an hour’s drive, I arrived at a quiet village, its edges blending into the rolling desert dunes. It was far more peaceful than the crowded, tourist-packed pyramids. With my camera bag slung over my shoulder, I was ready to snap some photos.

Near the edge of the village, where the sand started to reclaim the land, something caught my eye. A glint of gold. At first, I thought it might’ve been a piece of jewelry, maybe a dropped earring or a bracelet. But as I crouched closer, brushing away the sand with my fingers, I realized it was something else entirely.

It was an amulet, which was ornate, heavier than it looked and definitely old. It depicted a figure I vaguely recognized from books—Min, the Egyptian God of fertility, with his unmistakable erect phallus. Surrounding him were carvings of symbols and hieroglyphs I couldn’t read. It was beautiful in a way, but also strange. I couldn’t shake the feeling that I wasn’t supposed to have found it and that it was so valuable, whoever lost it would definitely want it back.

I stood, dusting off my hands, and walked toward the village. My gut told me to ask someone about it.

When I held up the amulet to a group of villagers, their reaction was immediate. The chatter stopped. Eyes widened. One man backed away, muttering something in broken English. I couldn’t catch everything, but I picked up enough, “Cursed … leave it.”


“What do you mean, cursed
 ?” I asked, glancing at the amulet. It looked harmless enough, though I couldn’t ignore the unease creeping into my chest.

An older woman shook her head, crossing her arms tightly. She said something in Arabic, but I didn’t quite understand. Luckily, she had a younger son who showed up, translating for her. “It most likely belongs to a strange yet wealthy woman living not far from here. She’s really into ancient history in general. Most of us here are not though.”

“So she’s a historian?”

“That’s what she claims but most here believe that she’s a mage not to be messed with,” he explained.

Despite their warnings, none of them tried to take it from me. Instead, they pointed me toward the desert, their murmurs now about “the mage” and her dwelling just beyond the village. The son explained the way to me. “A ten-minute drive and you should be there.”

I thanked him. Curiosity won out. Maybe it was stupid, but I couldn’t just drop something like this back into the sand and pretend I hadn’t found it.

I hopped right back into the car and headed there. The villagers’ warnings replayed in my head, and I wondered who this mage or historian was. Eventually, I turned onto a private road, and her gated home came into view—a two-story house partially shielded by a canopy of palm trees. A small oasis lay within the property, its water shimmering in the sunlight.

After hopping out of the car, I rang the bell and knocked on the gate, but no one answered. “Anyone there?”

“Come in,” I heard a voice—young and sweet, yet firm.

I pushed the gate open and followed a neatly trimmed path. Authentic Egyptian art decorated the space, strikingly different from the Islamic influences I’d seen elsewhere. It made me suspect this might be part of why the villagers disliked her. The pathway led to the oasis, where I finally spotted her.

She was sitting cross-legged on a woven mat, her eyes closed, hands resting lightly on her knees. It looked like she was meditating. A soft breeze stirred her white robe, which clung to her figure, showing off her curves and the impressive mounds of her breasts. Her dark, lustrous hair pooled around her, reaching the ground, and her olive-toned skin glowed under the sunlight. She was gorgeous, maybe close to my age.

I cleared my throat, and her eyes snapped open and locked onto mine. I held up the amulet. “I think this belongs to you.”

Her gaze shifted to the gold object in my hand, and for a moment, her calm expression faltered. Rising quickly, she walked toward me, her hips swaying. “Where did you find this?”

“Just outside the neighboring village,” I said. “Half-buried in the sand.”

She studied me carefully. “And yet you brought it to me?”

“Figured it wasn’t mine to keep,” I said honestly. “The villagers seemed pretty insistent it belonged to you.”

She took the amulet from my hand, her fingers brushing against mine. The warmth of her touch surprised me. “This is important to me. It’s more than just an amulet.”

“I could tell,” I said. “It doesn’t exactly scream ‘souvenir.’”

A small smile tugged at her lips, though her eyes still searched mine. “Most men would’ve sold it or kept it out of greed. But you brought it back.”

“Didn’t feel right to do anything else.”

Her expression softened. “You’re different.” That last sentence hung in the air. I wasn’t sure what she meant by it, but something told me I was about to find out. She extended her hand to me. “Zafara.”

“Nathan,” I said, and I gave her soft hand a squeeze. She was a couple of inches shorter than me, her lips thick and red from lipstick, and her dimples deepened when she smiled. Yep, she was one hundred percent pretty, and thankfully, she didn’t try to hide her beauty with a veil.

Zafara turned the amulet over in her hands, her expression calm but her eyes sharp, as if she were assessing me on a level I couldn’t quite grasp. After a moment, she looked up. “Would you like to join me for some tea?”

Her question caught me off guard. “Tea?”

“Yes,” she said with a slight smile. “It’s customary to offer hospitality to someone who’s returned something valuable. And I’d like to know more about you.”

“Sure,” I said, nodding. “Tea sounds great.”

She led me toward the shaded canopy by her terrace, where a low table sat surrounded by cushioned mats. The space was simple but welcoming. As I settled onto one of the cushions, she disappeared briefly into her home and returned with a small clay pot and two cups. The scent of mint and something floral wafted up as she poured the tea.

“Thank you,” I said, taking the warm cup from her.

She took a seat across from me, her piercing gaze still steady and friendly. “So, who are you, Nathan?” she asked, resting her elbows on her knees. “You’re clearly not from here.”

“Nope. Born and raised in California,” I said, setting my cup down. “I’m a freelance photographer. Mostly gigs for weddings, events, that sort of thing.”

Her brows lifted slightly, intrigued. “Freelance? That sounds freeing.”

I chuckled. “It has its perks, sure. I get to travel, meet interesting people. And it’s given me a pretty keen eye for beautiful things.”

Her lips curved slightly at that. “Is that why you’re here? To photograph Egypt?”

“In a way,” I said, leaning back. “I came for a wedding shoot near the pyramids. But I stayed longer because I wanted to see more. The real Egypt, not just the tourist spots. That’s how I found the amulet.”

“And have you found what you were looking for?” she asked, her tone light but her curiosity genuine.

“Not yet,” I admitted, meeting her gaze. “But I think I’m getting closer.”

Her smile deepened, and she took a sip of her tea. “Do you photograph everything, or is there something you specialize in?”

“A little bit of everything, but I prefer people,” I said. “Moments, emotions, things that tell a story. I’m fascinated by faces, by what they reveal—or don’t. It’s why I love weddings, I guess. So many stories in one place.”

She tilted her head, studying me. “Do you have any of your work with you?”

“Yeah,” I said, pulling out my camera bag. “Want to see?”

She nodded and came and sat next to me, leaning forward as I scrolled through my camera, pulling up a folder of images. When I had her so close to me, I noticed her pleasant jasmine perfume. I handed it to her, watching as she began flipping through the photos. The first few were landscapes—deserts, sunsets, market streets. Then came the portraits: women in fancy dresses, laughing, dancing or lost in quiet moments. And then we had the beach photos of models. I thought maybe they would be a bit too lewd for her taste, but her smile only widened at the young beauties I’d met in the past.

“You definitely like women,” she noted.

I laughed softly. “Not just like—I admire them. Women are endlessly fascinating to photograph. Every glance, every curve, every movement feels like capturing a living work of art. Men just don’t have the same elegance or emotions. I’ve never enjoyed photographing them.”

She set the camera down, her smile tinged with amusement. “You’re quite charming. I can see why people let you take their photos.”

“Well, I try,” I said, shrugging. “Do you want me to take one of you?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Why would I want that?”

“You might like it,” I said, meeting her gaze. “You seem like someone with a story to tell.”

Her eyes narrowed slightly, though her smile remained. “Perhaps. But first, I’d like to see what kind of story you tell through your work. If I’m convinced, maybe I’ll let you.”

“Deal,” I said, grinning.

Her smile lingered as she studied me. “You’re quite confident, aren’t you?”

I shrugged. “Only when I mean it.”

Zafara shifted her gaze back to the camera in her hands, flipping through a few more images. “You’re right—there is something honest about your photos. You don’t just see faces. You see stories.”

“That’s the goal,” I said. I watched her quietly for a moment before adding, “But you’re not like most people I’ve met here.”

She looked up, curious. “What do you mean?”

I hesitated, choosing my words carefully. “I guess I didn’t expect to meet someone so … open-minded. Or free-spirited. Back home, I had this idea that people here—especially women—might be more reserved.”

Her lips curved into a faint smile, though there was something sharper behind it. “And now?”

“Now I see I was wrong,” I admitted, gesturing toward her. “You’re unique. Not just because you’re beautiful—which you are—but because you don’t seem afraid to be yourself.”

“You’re observant. I’ll give you that.”

“I’m a photographer,” I replied, grinning. “It’s my job to notice things.”

She let out a soft chuckle. “And yet, for someone who notices so much, you don’t seem to see how much you stand out yourself.”

Her words caught me off guard. I blinked, unsure how to respond. “Me? I’m just a guy with a camera.”

She shook her head slowly. “No. There’s more to you than that.”

There was something about the way she said it—steady and confident—that made me feel like she knew me better than I knew myself. Before I could find the words, she handed my camera back to me.

“Well,” she said, breaking the silence. “Since you seem so certain about your skills, I’ll give you a chance. Take my photo.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I convinced you that easily?”

“You didn’t convince me,” she said with a smirk. “I’m just curious to see what story you’ll tell.”

I couldn’t help but grin as I picked up my camera. “Fair enough. But you’ll have to sit where the light hits you best. I’m picky like that.”

“Very well, photographer. Tell me where to go.”

I stood and gestured toward a spot where the sunlight filtered through the canopy. “Sit there. And don’t pose. Just relax.”

She complied, moving to the spot I’d chosen. She sat down, cross-legged, letting her hair fall naturally over her shoulders and down her back. Locks also fell over her mounds, making her look naturally pretty. She didn’t fidget or try to position herself like most people did. She just sat still, watching me with those sharp, obsidian eyes.

“You sure you haven’t done this before?” I teased, raising my camera and framing the shot.

“Maybe I’m just naturally photogenic,” she replied, smirking.

“More like naturally captivating,” I muttered under my breath, but she caught it.

“Is that how you charm all your subjects?” she asked, amused.

“Only when it’s the truth,” I said, snapping the first shot. The image was perfect—the way the light kissed her face, the calm confidence in her expression. I lowered the camera slightly and said, “You really are different, you know.”

She tilted her head. “Different how?”

“I can’t explain,” I said. “Just a gut feeling.”

For the first time, her gaze softened into something unreadable. “And here I thought you only saw beauty.”

“I see more than that,” I replied, my camera still in hand.

The air between us felt heavier now, a silence hanging there that neither of us rushed to fill. She looked away briefly, then back at me. “Are you finished?”

“Not yet,” I said, snapping one final photo. “Okay. Now I’m done.”

Zafara stood and moved toward me, her hands reaching for the camera. “Let me see.”

I handed it to her, watching as she scrolled through the images. Her expression stayed calm, but there was something thoughtful in her eyes as she studied the photos.

“You really do have a keen eye,” she said finally, looking up. “You see things others miss.”

“Thanks,” I said, feeling a strange sense of pride at her approval. “So, did I pass?”

She handed the camera back with a faint smile. “You did. I suppose you’re not as ordinary as you look.”

“Coming from you, I’ll take that as a win,” I said with a grin.

Zafara turned her gaze toward the horizon, where the sun had dipped lower, casting the desert in gold and shadows. “You’ve returned something precious to me today. I’ll remember that.”

There was something cryptic in her tone, but I didn’t press her. “You’re welcome,” I said, slipping the camera strap back over my shoulder. “So, what now?”

She gave me a small smile and gestured toward the house. “Come. Let’s finish our tea. I think there’s more I want to know about you.”

I followed her back toward the shaded terrace, curiosity burning in my chest. I didn’t know what I’d walked into, but I had the sense this was just the beginning of something I couldn’t quite explain.

We chatted a little. She mentioned wanting to frame the photo I’d taken earlier, and I gladly promised to send it to her. She also asked about the women I’d dated in the past.

“There’ve been a few,” I said.

“Mind giving me more details?” she asked, taking another sip. “I’m a bit curious about you if you haven’t noticed already.”

“I’ve noticed,” I replied, smirking slightly. I was curious about her, too, like why was she out here alone, wearing colorful robes instead of a veil? I shared a few stories about my past relationships—most of them started at the beach or through photography gigs.

Her interest grew when I admitted I’d dated several women at the same time.

“I can see why,” she said, her smile widening.

“I want more, though,” I said honestly. “That’s part of the reason I’ve been thinking about putting photography aside. Maybe start a business.”

“You’re good at what you do, though,” she replied.

“Business means more money. And more money means more honey. That’s all.”

“I gotcha,” she said with a knowing look. “Do you mind going out for a walk after you finish your tea?”

“Not at all,” I said.

We quickly finished the tea. As the sun dipped lower, its golden glow washing over the desert, Zafara stood, brushing the sand off her robes. “Come,” she said. “The light’s too beautiful to waste indoors.”

I followed her lead, curious and eager to stretch my legs. She guided me outside where the green abruptly gave way to open sands. Beyond the trees, I spotted what looked like the remnants of stone ruins—time-worn and partially buried, like a forgotten story no one had cared to finish.

“Do you just enjoy having ancient ruins in your backyard?”

Zafara smiled, her hair fluttering in the light breeze. “You could say I have an affinity for places with history. They speak to me.”

“Places speak to you?”

She glanced at me sideways. “If you learn to listen, you’d be surprised what they have to say.”

I shoved my hands into my pockets. “Sounds like something you’d hear in a fortune cookie.”

She laughed. “And yet, you’re here—far from home, searching for something you can’t name. Perhaps you’re listening too, without realizing it.”

Her words hit closer to home than I realized. I didn’t respond, just took in our surroundings instead. The ruins were simple but striking: faded carvings etched into stone slabs, pieces of columns standing stubbornly against time. I crouched to study one of the carvings—a man with his arms raised toward the sky, surrounded by strange symbols I couldn’t place.

“What does it mean?” I asked.

Zafara stepped beside me. “It’s a prayer,” she said softly. “A plea for something greater—fertility, life, protection. They believed the gods could answer if they were worthy.”

“And did they?” I asked.

“Sometimes,” she said cryptically. “But belief is often more powerful than answers.”

I rose to my feet, dusting my hands off. “You talk like you’ve spent your whole life studying this stuff.”

“In a way, I have,” she replied, leading us further toward a ridge. “History holds truths most people prefer to forget. It has patience, though. It waits.”

“That’s deep,” I muttered. “You sound like you were there when this was written.”

Zafara paused, her back to me as she looked out over the horizon. “Time doesn’t work the same for everyone.”

I blinked, frowning. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

She turned her head slightly, a faint, knowing smile on her lips. “You’ll see.”

Before I could ask what she meant, the wind picked up, carrying the coolness of approaching night. The ruins stretched behind us, quiet and forgotten, while the horizon turned fiery orange before fading into deep blue.

The desert was cool by the time we reached the ridge. The soft crunch of sand underfoot filled the quiet, broken only by the occasional rustle of the breeze. Above us, the stars start dotting the sky, clear and sharp against the dark sky. I wondered how many we could’ve seen if it hadn’t been for the light pollution.

“There should be more stars up there,” I said, tilting my head back.

Zafara smiled faintly. “They were everything to the ancients,” she said. “Each star was part of a story—a guide for those who knew how to read them.”

“You know the stories?” I asked, glancing at her.

“Most of them,” she said, looking up. “See that group there?” She pointed to a cluster of stars to the south. I followed her gaze. “The Egyptians saw it as the constellation of Osiris, the god of rebirth and the afterlife.”

“What about that one?”

“That’s Sopdet—Sirius. When it appeared, it meant the Nile would flood, bringing life back to the land.”

“Sounds like a reliable calendar.”

“It was,” she said, a small smile tugging at her lips. “The sky was more than just a view. It connected them to the gods, to each other and the cycles of life.”

I turned to her, curious. “Again, you talk about it like you were there.”

Her smile deepened, and she looked at me out of the corner of her eye. “Maybe I was.”

I laughed. “You’re a hard one to figure out, you know that?”

“That’s intentional,” she replied with a teasing edge. She started walking again, and I followed, our pace slow as we made our way along the ridge.

After a moment, I asked, “You’re obviously into this—Egypt, the history, the gods. What made you want to live out here, though? Away from everyone?”

She slowed her steps, looking ahead. “Out here, there’s peace. I don’t need noise or crowds. This is where I belong.”

“Doesn’t it get lonely?”

She turned her head to me. “Loneliness is different from solitude. Solitude gives you space to think, to learn. It doesn’t bother me like loneliness.”

I nodded, thinking it over. “I get that. That’s kind of why I got into photography. When I’m looking through a lens, everything slows down. It’s like the rest of the world fades, and I can just focus.”

“Interesting.” She gave me a sidelong glance. “You don’t seem like someone who stays still for long.”

I grinned. “You’re not wrong. I’ve always been looking for the next thing, the next shot, the next thrill. Guess that’s what brought me here.”

Zafara stopped walking, turning to face me. “Again, you’re unusual.”

“How so?”

“Most people I’ve met are greedy or afraid. You’re curious, but you don’t take what isn’t yours. That’s rare.”

I rubbed the back of my neck, her words catching me off guard. “I just try to do what feels right.”

She held my gaze for a beat, something unreadable in her expression. Then, she looked back at the sky. “That’s probably why the amulet chose you.”

“The amulet?” I asked, frowning slightly. “I thought I just found it.”

“Maybe you did,” she said vaguely, a small smirk on her lips. “Or maybe it was waiting for you.”

I stared at her, trying to figure out if she was joking or not. “You’re really cryptic, you know that?”

“It’s part of my charm,” she replied, walking ahead again.

I followed, watching the way her long, dark hair swayed behind her. For someone so reserved, there was something mesmerizing about her—like she was holding back pieces of herself on purpose. “As a single woman, don’t men hit on you a lot?”

She chuckled softly. “It happens. But when I’m in the cities, I usually cover up. If they got to know me, though, they’d be frightened by my beliefs. We wouldn’t be compatible anyway.”

I searched for something to say, something that would bridge the gap between us. I wanted us to be compatible. To me, she was still wearing a veil—only this one was made of cryptic words and half-smiles.

“Come on,” she said, starting back toward her house. “It’s getting late.”

I followed, still thinking about her words, about the strange way she seemed to speak both in riddles and truths. I didn’t know what Zafara’s deal was, but I had a feeling I hadn’t seen the full picture yet.

And, for some reason, I couldn’t wait to find out.

After the walk, Zafara invited me to stay for dinner. “I have some fresh fish,” she said, her tone soft, almost demure. “If you’re not in a hurry, that is.”

I wasn’t about to turn her down. “I’d love to stay,” I replied, watching as her lips curved into a faint smile. There was something about her that drew me in. She didn’t feel like anyone I’d met before.

Inside, her kitchen was small but practical. The smell of sizzling fish soon filled the air. I waited outside. Even if it was late in the evening, it was still warm and comfortable outside. She set the table and then plated the fried fish with a side of lentils, bread and lemon, setting the dishes on the low table.

I took a bite. The fish was perfectly cooked—flaky tender, and just the right amount of spice. “This is amazing,” I admitted.

“You’re easy to please,” she said, sitting across from me.

We ate, talking about small things—how I stumbled onto photography, the places I’d visited, even my chaotic skateboarding days back in LA. I watched her as she listened. She was attractive—her hair catching the candlelight, her laughter coming easily when I told her about my failed tricks and bruises.

“So you chase beauty wherever you go?” she asked, taking a sip of water.

“Pretty much,” I said with a shrug. “I guess that’s why I stayed here longer. Egypt has more beauty than I know what to do with.”

She tilted her head slightly. “You really think so?”

I nodded. “I mean, look at you—living in a house like this, surrounded by history and nature. It’s different from anything I’ve known.”

Her eyes lingered on me for a moment, searching. “There’s more to this place than you realize,” she said quietly. “And more to me.”

Something about her tone made me pause. I set my fork down and leaned back. “What do you mean by that?”

“A moment.” Zafara stood and entered her home. She returned with the Amulet of Min and took a seat. It gleamed under the flickering candlelight as she held it out, her fingers carefully tracing its edge.

“This amulet isn’t just gold, Nathan. It’s a key. A connection to something ancient and powerful.”

I looked at the amulet, then at her. “Okay,” I said, searching her gaze. “What are you saying?”

She met my eyes, her expression steady. “I’m a mage, Nathan. I specialize in time travel and sensuality, but my skills and knowledge go beyond that.”

For a second, I wasn’t sure I’d heard her right. “A … mage?”

“Yes,” she said calmly. “It’s not something I tell people, but I trust you. I travel through time, guided by magic and purpose.”

I stared at her, unsure if she was joking or serious. “You’re telling me you can … time travel?”

She nodded, her expression unwavering. “The amulet chose you for a reason. It’s tied to Min—the god of fertility. I believe you’re meant to carry his power.”

I laughed nervously, scratching the back of my neck. “That’s … insane. You’re serious?”

“I wouldn’t say it if I wasn’t,” she replied. “I can show you proof tomorrow. But you need to understand what I’m offering you—it’s not just power. It’s responsibility.”

“Responsibility?” I asked, still trying to process everything.

“Min’s powers are tied to life itself,” she said. “Healing, fertility, protection—it’s not a power to be taken lightly. And it’s rare to find someone worthy of it.”

I ran a hand through my hair, letting her words sink in. “Why me?”

Her gaze softened. “Because you’re different. You didn’t keep the amulet. You brought it back to me. Just what I told you earlier, most men would’ve sold it or kept it for themselves, but you didn’t. Then, it’s all the women you’ve loved, the way you appreciate femininity and hunger for adventure. I need a man with a high libido and virility. You check all the boxes.”

I exhaled slowly, my mind spinning. The idea of time travel, gods and powers sounded ridiculous—but something about her made me hesitate. Zafara wasn’t like anyone I’d ever met. And the amulet … I couldn’t shake the feeling that it was
 important, that it had found me for a reason.

“You don’t have to decide now,” she said, her voice softer. “Rest. Tomorrow, I’ll show you what’s possible.”

I looked at her, at the way the candlelight danced in her dark eyes. Despite everything I’d heard, there was no trickery or malice in her expression—just sincerity.

“Okay,” I said finally. “So, I suppose I can crash here?”

“That’s right,” she said. “As long as you’re comfortable.”

“I’ll stay.”

She smiled faintly, setting the amulet back on the table. “Good.” She leaned over to place her hand over mine. Suddenly, it became warmer as if holding it over an oven. “I haven’t ruined our relationship by catching you off guard?”

“No,” I said. “I truly trust you. It’s just a lot to process.”

“I’m glad,” Zafara said.

After dinner, Zafara was sweet enough to take the dishes and prepare the guest bedroom for me. The room was luxurious—spotless, with beautiful tapestries hanging on the walls. The bed had silky sheets, and I was surprised to feel the cool hum of an AC unit.

“Thank you,” I said as she laid out some towels for me in case I needed to use the bathroom.

“You’re welcome,” she replied in her sweet voice. “I usually go to bed early but don’t hesitate to wake me if you need anything. My room is just next to yours.”

“Got it. Don’t worry, I’ll be fine,” I assured her.

“Sweet dreams,” she said, pausing at the door. “And try not to overthink things tonight—it’ll only keep you awake.”

“I’ll try to take your advice,” I said with a small smile.

She waved at me before gently closing the door behind her. I sat down on the edge of the bed, running my fingers through my hair. She really was something else—feminine, mysterious and completely captivating. I hadn’t expected to stumble upon someone like her today, let alone have my entire understanding of the world flipped upside down.

It was hard to believe that just this morning I’d been wrapping up wedding photos, a normal gig, only to end up here with an amulet and promises of time travel and divine powers. Any sane person would’ve thought she was insane—but Zafara wasn’t like that. Her calm, assured way of speaking made it hard not to believe her. She carried herself with a kind of ancient wisdom, and something told me she wasn’t bluffing.

I undressed and slid under the silky sheets. The bed was as comfortable as it looked, but my mind was still spinning. Time travel? Fertility powers? How was any of that supposed to work? I guessed tomorrow I’d find out.

I closed my eyes and tried to push the thoughts away. I’d dreamed of finding an exotic Egyptian beauty on this trip—maybe just to take some photos and call it a day. But a mage? I never would’ve seen that coming. Life had a funny way of being unpredictable.

I exhaled slowly, sinking deeper into the bed. “Don’t think too much,” I muttered to myself, echoing her advice. It wasn’t easy, but eventually, exhaustion won out. The events of the day blurred in my mind as I drifted off into a dreamless sleep.





Chapter 2 The Miracle









I
 slowly opened my eyes. It didn’t take long for me to wake up; I felt excited to start the day and get more answers from Zafara. I quickly pulled on my clothes as the morning sunlight filtered through the window.

“Zafara?” I called out, wondering where she was.

“I’m outside,” her voice carried in from the terrace.

I headed downstairs and found her already waiting with breakfast laid out—a plate of freshly baked bread, olive oil and honey.

“You’re an early bird, huh?” I said, my voice still groggy.

“Mostly,” she replied with a soft smile. “Sleep well?”

“Fantastic,” I said. I took a seat, and she nudged the basket to me.

“Thank you,” I said, reaching for a piece of bread and dipping it into the oil.

“You’re welcome.”

“Freshly baked?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“Are you as good a mage as you are a cook?” I teased.

She chuckled. “You’ll find out—if you want to.”

I looked into her eyes, enchanted by their deep, obsidian color. “I’m pretty sure that I do.”

“Good,” she said, though her tone was thoughtful. “After your reaction last night, I wasn’t sure. I have my flaws too. Maybe I should’ve waited another day to tell you.”

“Nah, that was the right moment,” I assured her.

“If you say so,” she said, relaxing into a smile.

“Where are you originally from?” I asked.

“Egypt,” she said. “I come from a Christian Coptic family.”

“How did you become a mage, then?”

“Through practice and belief,” she replied simply.

“Fair enough,” I said, taking another bite.

“How do you succeed at anything?” she asked, leaning forward slightly. “How did you become a good photographer—or, let’s say, a womanizer? Through practice, right?”

I scoffed lightly. “I get your point, but I wouldn’t call myself that.”

“Judging by all your relationships, I’d say otherwise,” she said with a smirk, biting into her bread.

“Alright, you win,” I admitted. I ate a little faster than usual, and she noticed.

“Why the haste?” she asked. “Let’s take our time.”

“I’m curious—after everything you’ve told me, I want to know more.”

“I see,” she said, her smile growing. “I’ll tell you soon enough.”

We ate and chatted about various topics until we were finished. After clearing the table, she sat down beside me.

“Well, you already know I’m a mage,” she began, her tone shifting to something more serious. “I’ve interacted with many ancient kingdoms and their kings. Have you heard of the Oracle of Delphi from ancient Greece or Oracle of Amun from ancient Egypt?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“That’s why mages like me are often sought out,” she explained. “Kings want to foresee the future to deal with difficult decisions. They’re willing to pay ounces of gold. But do you know what’s in even higher demand?”

I shook my head. “What?”

“Repopulation
 ,” she said.

“Repopulation?” I echoed, frowning. “What, are their kings impotent or something?”

She laughed. “Some are—stress can do that to a man. But during wars, they lose a lot of men, and kingdoms are left with an imbalance. I’ve been asked many times to bring a fertility god with me to fix that problem.”

I blinked, starting to piece it together. She gently rested her hand on my thigh, the touch warm and deliberate. “I’m guessing this is where I come in.”

“You’re catching on,” she said, meeting my gaze. “You told me you wanted to start a business, didn’t you? I see more in you than just taking photos. You can earn more gold and jewelry than you could ever dream of.”

She paused, letting me absorb the weight of her words.

“You want me to time travel with you,” I said slowly, “and … impregnate women in these kingdoms?”

“Exactly,” she said, her voice steady. “And you’ll be paid—handsomely. More than you can imagine.”

The proposal caught me a bit off guard again. This felt too good to be true. “So, an unlimited amount of women and sex?”

“Yes,” she said, nodding slowly.

“And I get paid on top of it?”

“Yes,” she said, nodding again, but this time with a soft giggle.

I met her gaze. “What’s the catch?”

She giggled again, the sound almost like birdsong. “There really isn’t a catch. I’ll transfer Min’s power to you, and a part of his spirit will reside within you. It will bring some permanent changes—and powers so vast that I’ll have to explain them to you gradually.”

“What’s first on the list, though?” I asked.

“The most important one—Recovering from an orgasm so you can summon erections.”

She said that with a straight face, but now it was my turn to chuckle. “Man, this just feels more and more surreal.”

“I get that,” she said, her tone understanding. “I don’t judge you. That’s why I said we can take our time.”

I tilted my head. “Can you show me something? A miracle—or whatever you call it?”

Zafara smiled. “Very well. I’ll show you a small demonstration of my powers.” She stood and gestured for me to follow her outside.

We walked a short distance from the house, stopping near a withered, dead-looking tree. Zafara placed her hand on the trunk and closed her eyes. For a moment, nothing happened. Then, I watched in amazement as green leaves began sprouting from the bare branches. Within seconds, the tree was lush and vibrant, as if spring had arrived in an instant.

My jaw dropped. “How … how did you do that?”

“Magic,” Zafara said simply. “Life energy. The same power that Min’s amulet can grant you, though focused differently.”

I reached out to touch one of the fresh leaves, half expecting it to dissolve under my fingers. But it was real—supple and alive. “This is incredible,” I murmured.

Zafara nodded. “It’s just a fraction of what’s possible when it comes to magic and spirituality, but the amulet’s power is tied specifically to fertility and virility. In the right hands, it can restore life on a much grander scale.”

I turned to face her, my mind reeling. “And you think I’m the right person for this?”

“I do,” she said with a hand over heart.

I nodded, letting her demonstration sink in.

“Do you have an answer? Do you accept the powers of Min, and do you accept the job offer to travel with me through time?”

I’d seen her miracle now, and I had no reason to doubt her. She wasn’t a charlatan or a crazy woman—everything about her seemed genuine, no matter how surreal it all felt. “I do. I accept the powers of Min, and I want to come with you.”

Her face lit up with a smile as she opened her arms. I stepped forward and embraced her. Holding her felt natural as if her warmth was meant for me. After a moment, she pulled back just enough to meet my gaze, her eyes sparkling.

“Good,” she said. “We have a lot to do before I can pass the powers to you.” Her tone was light, but there was a firmness underneath, as though she was already planning the next steps.

“Like what?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“For starters, you can’t wear that
 where we’re going.” She gestured at my t-shirt and jeans with a smirk. “Modern clothes don’t exactly blend in with ancient Egypt. People will think you’ve been sent by Ra himself—or worse, that you’re a madman.”

“Won’t I look out of place anyway?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. “Pretty sure blonde hair and blue eyes weren’t exactly common back then.”

“You’re not wrong,” Zafara said with a slight smile. “You’ll stand out, but we can try to blend you in as much as possible, don’t you think?”

“Fair point. So, what’s the plan?”

“We’re going to the marketplace to get you something more … traditional
 ,” she said, her eyes glinting with amusement. “You’ll need proper Ancient Egyptian clothing for where we’re headed.”

I didn’t argue. I’d already decided to abandon all logic the moment I shook her hand yesterday.

“Lead the way,” I said.

She offered a small shrug. “I do have a license, but I’d rather not drive for now. That’s on you.”

“Works for me,” I said, heading for my car. “Let’s go.”

* * *

It was half an hour’s drive there. During the drive, Zafara played some classical Egyptian songs and told me more about ancient Egypt. I was surprised by her vast knowledge.

Once we found a parking spot, Zafara led me through the town. We passed modest homes, open-air markets and fields being worked by locals, but she didn’t stop until we reached a narrow street lined with older, less commercial shops.

“This is the place,” she said, stopping in front of a tucked-away store. The wooden sign above the door had faded long ago, but inside, I could see colorful fabric and mannequins dressed in elaborate historical outfits.

We stepped inside, and a middle-aged man with sharp eyes and a neatly trimmed beard glanced up from where he was arranging bolts of linen. He spoke in Arabic as we entered, his gaze flicking to me with curiosity. I didn’t understand a word, but his tone was welcoming.

Zafara answered him in Arabic. The man’s expression softened and then his eyes widened.

“What did you say to him?” I asked quietly as we waited.

“I told him you’re a foreigner participating in a historical reenactment for a theater production,” she replied with a smirk. “It’s easier than explaining the truth.”

“Good call.”

The shopkeeper disappeared into the back and returned moments later with an armful of linen garments. He laid them out on a wooden table, gesturing for me to take a closer look.

“These are modeled after what men wore during the New Kingdom,” Zafara explained, running her fingers along one of the pieces. “Simple tunics, pleated kilts and wide belts. You’ll look the part.”

I picked up one of the tunics—a lightweight, off-white piece of linen that looked simple but well-made. “This is going to be a far cry from jeans and sneakers,” I muttered.

Zafara grinned. “You’ll get used to it. Go try it on.”

“Where?”

She pointed toward a small, makeshift curtain at the back of the shop. “Over there. Don’t worry; no one’s watching.”

I grabbed a tunic, belt, and kilt, ducking behind the curtain. Changing into it wasn’t as complicated as I’d expected. The linen was cool against my skin, and the belt sat snugly around my waist. When I stepped out, Zafara’s face lit up with approval.

“Now you look the part,” she said, nodding. “What do you think?”

I turned to a mirror leaning against the wall. The tunic hung loosely, stopping just above my knees, while the pleated kilt wrapped tightly around my waist. It was surprisingly comfortable. “Honestly? It’s not bad. Breezy, but not bad.”

She laughed. “You’ll appreciate it in the heat. Try out these sandals as well.”

I did, and they went well with the outfit. The shopkeeper spoke again in Arabic. Zafara pulled out a few bank notes and handed them to him, sealing the deal.

“Let’s go,” she said, tucking my old clothes into a small bag. As we stepped back into the sunlit street, she gave me a teasing look. “You clean up well, Nathan. Maybe you were meant to wear this all along.”

“Funny,” I said, adjusting the belt. “So what now? Is there another part of this transformation?”

“Yes, I’ll show you something at my oasis,” she said, her smile widening. “Some more magic.”

* * *

The evening sun hung low on the horizon, casting everything in warm gold. A cool breeze swept across the water, rippling its surface. We’d just finished eating, and she was now on her way to show me something.

“Nathan, come,” she said, gesturing for me to follow her toward the edge of the oasis.

We stopped where the water lapped at the sand. Zafara turned to face me, her eyes fixed on mine, searching. “You’ve agreed to take on this power, Nathan. You trust me, and I trust you. But there’s more you need to see—more you need to understand—before I pass it on to you.”

Her words hung heavy in the air. I shifted my weight, curiosity and a touch of unease prickling at me. “What do you mean?”

“Sit,” she said, lowering herself onto the sand. I followed suit, sitting cross-legged as she mirrored the position. The light of the setting sun glinted off the amulet of Min, which she held gently in her lap.

“I’m going to show you something,” Zafara said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I need you to trust me fully. Don’t fight what you see, no matter how strange it feels.”

“Alright,” I said, though I couldn’t ignore the flutter of nerves in my chest.

Zafara closed her eyes and murmured something in a language I didn’t recognize. Her voice was soft but steady, the words flowing like water. A faint warmth built in the air between us, and the amulet in her hands began to glow softly. The light grew stronger, casting golden reflections across the water’s surface until the entire oasis seemed bathed in an otherworldly light.

Suddenly, the world around me shifted.

The oasis fell away, replaced by flashes—visions so vivid they felt real.

I saw cities rising from barren land, grand and bustling with life. Crops flourished in fields that had once been dust. People gathered, celebrating under the shadow of great temples, their faces glowing with gratitude. Statues of Min loomed high above them, and I heard chants of worship echoing in the air.

Then the images changed—flashes of devastation. Fields burned, rivers dried and kingdoms fell silent. The contrast struck me deep in my chest. These were places left barren, hopeless—until something, or someone, changed it.

In the next vision, a figure stood at the center of it all—faceless but familiar. He raised his hands, and life returned. Fields greened, rivers flowed, and families celebrated as children were born. The weight of what I was seeing hit me all at once.

The visions vanished as quickly as they’d come, leaving me staring at the oasis again, the glow of the amulet fading.

My heart pounded as I looked at Zafara, who watched me quietly. She didn’t say a word, waiting for me to speak.

“That … that was real?” I asked, my voice hoarse. It was the second miracle she’d shown me, and I was blown away by her powers.

“Yes,” she replied. “Those were echoes of what Min’s power has accomplished—and what it still can.”

I stared at her, processing what I’d seen. “And the figure … was that supposed to be me?”

She nodded. “It’s why I chose you, Nathan. You have the strength, the vision, and the respect for life that this power requires. But it’s not something to take lightly. You’re not just taking on the power of a god—you’re taking on a responsibility to save what others have lost.”

I rubbed the back of my neck. “That’s a lot to take in.”

“I know,” Zafara said gently. “But I believe in you. And you should believe in yourself.”

For a long moment, we sat in silence, the water quietly lapping at the shore. I looked down at the amulet in her hands, its surface still warm with that faint, otherworldly glow.

“How exactly does time travel work?” I asked her. “Will time pass while we’re gone?”

She shook her head. “No. When we go back in time, the present will freeze, and you’ll remain unaged until you return.”

“Fascinating,” I said. “Do we travel through a portal?”

“We will,” she replied. “But not yet. First, I need to pass the powers on to you. Then, I have to teach you the fundamentals.” She cleared her throat as if preparing to share something profound. “We’ll be heading to the era of the New Kingdom, during the reign of Ramses the Second, or also known as, Ramses the Great. He just fought the Hittites in what’s known as the Battle of Kadesh. It’s famous for being the first written peace treaty.”

“I’ve heard of it,” I said and recalled what little of Egypt’s history I knew of.

“You’ll learn more,” she assured me. “But let’s take one step at a time. Ramses will test you. I’ve been in contact with him before, and he’s tried reaching out to me now and then through an oracle. He’ll also be suspicious because of your foreign appearance, so you must be prepared before we arrive.”

“I already have the clothes, so I’m halfway there.”

She chuckled. “Yes, but first, I need to transfer the power to you. And you should know—it will bring changes to you. Positive changes.”

“I’m aware of that now,” I said. “I’ve made my decision.”

“And you’re willing to trust me fully?”

“I already do,” I said, meeting her gaze.

Her lips curved into a smile. “I can see that,” she said. “I want you to sit here and relax while I prepare the living room. The process is intense, and it will knock you out for a day or two.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “I was supposed to fly back home the day after tomorrow, but there’s another place I’d rather go now.”

“I love your positive mindset,” she said. “You’re definitely the right man.” She stood, and my eyes instinctively followed the gentle sway of her hips. When she turned around and caught me looking, I froze.

She giggled. “I’ll take that as a compliment. But please, relax. We’ll have time for ourselves once this is done.”

“All right,” I said. I didn’t blush. I couldn’t help myself—she was a beauty.

I waited by the oasis as Zafara went inside. Despite the warm evening air, a shiver of anticipation ran through me. Everything was about to change. I was on the brink of stepping into a world I’d only read about in history books—ancient Egypt, in the flesh. And not just as a visitor, but as a vessel for the power of a god. It was surreal.

After a short while, Zafara returned, the amulet of Min gleaming in her hands. Her expression was serene but focused.

“It’s time,” she said, gesturing for me to follow her inside.

She had rearranged the living room. The furniture was pushed back, leaving an open space in the center. Symbols were drawn on the floor in what looked like black ink, forming a circle. Candles flickered around the edges, casting dancing shadows on the walls.

I raised an eyebrow. “This looks intense.”

“Transferring the power of a deity isn’t exactly a casual affair,” Zafara replied with a small smile. She pointed to the center of the circle. “Sit there, cross-legged. And remove your tunic.”

I complied, pulling my tunic over my head and taking a seat in the middle of the symbols. The stone floor was cool against my skin. Zafara knelt in front of me, the amulet dangling from her fingers.

“Close your eyes,” she instructed. “Breathe till you’re calm and have rinsed your mind of compulsion. You want to be in a state of relaxation.”

I closed my eyes and took deep, measured breaths. The scent of incense filled my nostrils—something earthy and exotic that I couldn’t quite place. As I focused on my breathing, I felt the tension slowly leaving my body. The weight of everything—the strange clothes, the visions by the oasis, the enormity of what I was about to do—it all seemed to melt away.

Time seemed to stretch and blur. I wasn’t sure how long I sat there, breathing steadily, but gradually I entered a state of profound calm. The flickering candlelight danced behind my closed eyelids, and I felt almost as if I were floating.

“Good,” Zafara said, barely above a whisper. “You’re ready. Now, I need you to undress completely and lie down in the center of the circle.”

My eyes fluttered open. In my meditative state, her request didn’t seem strange or embarrassing. It felt right, necessary even. “I warn you, I might be a bit hard.”

She giggled. “Nothing to warn me about,” she said. “Out of curiosity, did you think of someone special?”

“The only one I’ve been thinking of for the past day is you.”

She looked flattered and waited for me to undress. I removed the rest of my clothes, letting them fall to the floor outside the circle of symbols. “Nice,” she said, her eyes sweeping over me. “But prepare for something bigger when this is done.”

I just smiled. I lowered myself onto my back in the center of the intricate designs. The stone floor was cold and hard beneath me, but somehow it felt grounding. I gazed up at the ceiling, watching the shadows from the candles dance across its surface.

Zafara began to chant, her voice melodic and hypnotic. The words were in a language I didn’t recognize—ancient Egyptian perhaps, or something even older. As she chanted, she held the amulet of Min above me, moving it in slow circles.

The candlelight seemed to grow brighter, the shadows on the walls dancing wildly. A warmth began to spread through my body, starting in my core and radiating outward. My eyelids grew heavy, and I found it harder and harder to keep them open.

As I drifted off, vivid images filled my mind. I saw the god Min towering before me, and atop his head sat a white crown adorned with two ostrich feathers. But what drew my gaze was his enormous, erect phallus.

In my dream state, I felt myself walking toward Min. As I approached, his form seemed to shimmer and expand. Suddenly, I was no longer walking toward him, but merging with him. I felt myself growing taller, stronger, more vital. Energy coursed through my body.

The dreamscape shifted. I found myself striding across lush, fertile land. Crops sprang up in my footsteps, and rivers flowed where there had been only dry earth. All around me, I saw women—hundreds of them, perhaps thousands. They knelt as I passed, arms outstretched in supplication and awe. Their eyes were filled with desire and reverence.

I felt Min’s raw power flowing through me—the ability to bring life, to make barren things bloom. It was intoxicating. In my dream, I reached out to the women, feeling their warmth, softness, and fertility. I knew that with my phallus, I could fill their wombs with new life.

The chanting grew louder, the images more intense. I was lost in a sea of sensation—power, desire, vitality. Then, gradually, everything began to fade. The last thing I remembered was Zafara’s voice, whispering, “Sleep now. When you wake, you will be reborn.”

Then darkness claimed me, and I knew no more.





Chapter 3 The Powers of Fertility









I
 awoke slowly, my head spinning. Sunlight streamed through the windows. Every sensation felt heightened—the brush of linen sheets against my skin, the faint scent of incense lingering in the air.

“Welcome back,” Zafara said. She appeared at my side, a clay cup in her hands. “Drink this. It will help clear your head.”

I slowly sat up, reached for the cup and took a sip. I gave it back to her and rubbed my eyes. I was still in her living room, and it was currently day. “Why do I feel the same yet so much different?”

“I’ll wait till your eyes adjust, and you’ll see why.”

As I slowly started waking up, I realized I had morning glory, and that Zafara’s cheeks were slightly rosy. I glanced down and was shocked. My manhood stood proudly erect, larger than I remembered by a significant margin. It throbbed with vitality as if infused with divine energy. I couldn’t explain it. It was like when you were really turned on without the discomfort of blue balls. It was powerful.

“Holy shit,” I breathed, not just because of the size but the powerful sensation. I tried to curl my hand around the shaft, which I couldn’t. Then I studied my balls, which were like two tangerines, and they had this healthy beige color with minimal wrinkles.

Zafara’s lips curved in a knowing smile. She gently stroked my thigh, smiling. “The power of Min flows through you now. Your body has been reshaped to channel it.”

I ran a hand through my hair, surprised to find it thicker and fuller. Even my height seemed different—the room felt smaller somehow.

“This is incredible,” I said, still marveling at the changes. “I feel … I don’t even know how to describe it.”

“Powerful,” Zafara said, her hand moving closer to my erection. “Virile. Ready to bring life where there was none.”

I nodded, feeling the truth of her words resonating through me. There was an energy thrumming beneath my skin, a vitality I’d never experienced before.

“So what happens now?” I asked, finally tearing my gaze away from my transformed body to meet Zafara’s eyes. She looked horny as if she wanted me more than anything else.

“Now, before we step into the past, I’ll teach you to wield the fundamentals of Min’s power.”

I nodded, suddenly eager to begin this new chapter of my life. Whatever challenges lay ahead, I felt ready to face them. The power of a god flowed through my veins, and with Zafara as my guide, I knew I could accomplish wonders.

“I’m ready,” I said, rising. Then I truly noticed my height. “Am I taller?”

“A couple of inches, yes,” she said. “In antiquity, this will be equivalent to a giant.”

“Yeah, no shit,” I said.

“Do you want something to eat first?” she asked me.

“Unless you do,” I said and found it difficult to tear my eyes away from my manhood. “I want to explore my powers.”

“I ate earlier, so I’m fine. For our lesson, we’ll be outside.” She took my hand, giving it a squeeze as she led me outside. She’d prepared a canopy bed outside with white sheets and curtains. She turned around to face me, and then she started undressing. I didn’t expect her to undress that quickly. “You aren’t the only one excited.”

My eyes widened as she slowly revealed her gorgeous body to me. As her robe fell away, I took in the sight of her nude form. Her olive skin glowed in the sunlight, smooth and flawless. But her breasts seized my attention. They were full and perfectly shaped with dark nipples standing erect. I had never seen such a well-endowed woman in my life. My gaze traveled down her toned stomach to the triangle of trimmed hair between her thighs, and wet, glistening lines of arousal adorned the insides of her legs, and then it was her long, lustrous hair, reaching the bottom of her ass cheeks. She was absolutely stunning.

“You’re gorgeous,” I said, unable to tear my eyes away.

Zafara smiled, a hint of mischief in her eyes. “Thank you. But remember, this isn’t just for pleasure. We need to test your new abilities.”

She sat on the edge of the canopy bed. “Come,” she said, beckoning me with a finger. “Let’s see what you can do.”

I approached the bed, my manhood throbbing with an energy I’d never felt before. Before I had a chance to sit down, she wrapped her soft hands around me, stroking me a little. “Nice,” she said in a low voice.

I ran my fingers through her hair and gently reached for her boob. She looked up at me, and as I climbed onto the soft sheets, Zafara’s hands reached for me, pulling me close.

“Kiss me,” she whispered.

“I had no plans not to.”

I leaned down, pressing my lips to hers. The moment we connected, it was like a surge of electricity passed between us. I felt my power flare, and suddenly I could sense every inch of her body—her quickening pulse, the heat of her skin, the wetness growing between her thighs.

I deepened the kiss, my tongue exploring her mouth as my hands roamed her body. Every touch felt magical, sending sparks of pleasure through us both. Zafara arched into me, her breasts pressing against my chest, making me feel her erect nipples.

“I need you,” she breathed against my lips.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I rolled her over and rubbed my thumb over her dripping pussy. “You sure I won’t hurt you?”

She giggled. “Just push it in.”

She sounded desperate. I didn’t think she was sincere earlier when she said, “This isn’t just for pleasure.”


I rubbed the head against her lips, and I slipped the crown inside. I slowly pushed into her welcoming heat. The sensation was indescribable—tight, wet and pulsing with life. As I sank deeper, I marveled over how she took it. I stretched her, and she was tight and snug against me.

I began to fuck her, which felt incredible with my enhanced manhood. Zafara moaned out in pleasure, her nails raking down my back. My stamina seemed limitless as I drove into her again and again.

“Oh Nathan,” Zafara moaned. “You feel incredible.”

I picked up the pace, feeling my climax building. I was so horny that I didn’t try to delay anything. When it hit, it was like nothing I’d ever experienced. Wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over me as I spilled inside her. I felt my seed—potent and charged with divine energy—flooding her womb.

As the aftershocks subsided, I slowly pulled out my seeping erection, and my seed glistened like pearls. I was speechless as I saw more cum trickling out from her pussy. “How much is there?”

She giggled. “Much more than usual since your balls are bigger.”

“Right,” I said. I collapsed beside her, panting. She cuddled up to me, draping her arm over my chest. “That was also about pleasure, wasn’t it?”

“You’re right,” she said. “Because I find you very attractive, but I’ll also teach you something on the side.”

“And what’s that?”

“No pillow talk, eh?”

“Fine,” I said, chuckling. “I thought I would hurt you because of the size.”

“That’s nonsense,” she said, waving her hand dismissively. “As long as a woman is wet and aroused, taking a well-endowed man isn’t an issue. And because of your virility, you’ll make any woman wet.”

“Really?”

She nodded. “Even those struggling with libido.”

“That’s amazing.”

“That’s not the best or most important part—The fundamentals I have to teach you before we leave.”

I turned to her, and her eyes were still swimming with love and lust, even after a good fucking. “What’s that?”

“It’s to summon erections, replenishing your seed and lust. With this power, you can recover within seconds and have sex again as if you never orgasmed to begin with.”

My mouth opened. “For real?”

She nodded, gently cupping my face. “You’ll see it with your own eyes.”

“Teach me.”

She giggled. Zafara sat up, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders. “The power of Min flows through you now. To summon it, you need to focus your mind and channel that energy.”

She placed her hand on my chest, right over my heart. “Close your eyes. Feel the power pulsing within you. It’s like a wellspring of vitality, waiting to be tapped.”

I did as she instructed, closing my eyes and focusing inward. At first, I felt nothing unusual. But as I concentrated, I began to sense something–a warm, tingling energy coursing through my veins.

“That’s it,” Zafara murmured. “Now, direct that energy downward. Visualize it flowing into your manhood.”

I focused on channeling the energy, imagining it pooling in my groin. To my amazement, I felt my member beginning to stir and swell.

“Open your eyes,” Zafara said softly.

I looked down to see my manhood fully erect again as if I hadn’t just climaxed moments ago. It throbbed with renewed vigor.

“Incredible,” I breathed.

Zafara smiled. “That’s just the beginning. With practice, you’ll be able to do this instantly, without even thinking about it. Your stamina and virility will be limitless.” She reached out to stroke me gently. “Shall we test it out?”

And we did. We ended up fucking like rabbits. Our lovemaking seemed to stretch on endlessly, each climax more intense than the last. Zafara’s body glistened with sweat as she moved on top of me, her breasts bouncing hypnotically. I marveled at my newfound stamina and sensitivity—every touch, every movement felt magnified tenfold.

After I’d filled her pussy with cum, Zafara had to pause for a minute or two to let it trickle out from her, while I easily summoned another erection. Once it was time to fuck again, it was like I’d never orgasmed to begin with. I started with fresh energy, giving it to her harder and harder.

When I erupted inside her, it was like a dam breaking. Wave after wave of pleasure and vitality flowed from me into her warm vagina.

For a long moment, we lay entangled, basking in the afterglow. I stroked Zafara’s back gently, marveling at how alive and energized I felt despite our marathon lovemaking session.

Finally, Zafara lifted her head, her eyes meeting mine. “You’re a quick learner,” she said with a satisfied smile. “How do you feel?”

“Incredible,” I replied honestly. “Like I could go another ten rounds.”

“You will when we get to Egypt, and you have to impregnate many more women.”

“I can’t wait.”

We snuggled, and I held onto her dearly. What a beautiful woman.

* * *

The night air felt heavier than usual as I sat on the terrace, staring at the empty plate in front of me. Dinner had been simple and quiet, yet my mind was buzzing with the promise of what came next. I leaned back in my chair, trying to calm my nerves. Traveling through time wasn’t exactly something I’d ever thought I’d do, let alone with a woman like Zafara.

The sex had been wonderful, and the power that I’d recently discovered was mind-boggling. Even after making love to Zafara for hours straight, I still craved more. She was currently changing into traditional Egyptian clothes, and I patiently waited for her.

I heard the creak of a door, and when I turned, there she was. Zafara stepped out, dressed in a white linen gown that flowed down to her ankles. A gold belt wrapped around her waist, and thick bracelets adorned her wrists. Her eyes were lined with kohl, her lips painted a deep red. The way she looked—it was like she’d stepped out of a history book, yet there was nothing dated about her presence.

“You’re staring,” she said with a grin, adjusting an amulet that rested against her chest.

“Because you look incredible,” I said.

“Then you’ll love Egyptian women. This is how they dressed in the New Kingdom,” she explained, brushing a hand over the pleats in her dress. “We need to blend in.”

I looked down at my own tunic and kilt, and then I ran my fingers through my thick, blonde hair. “Do I pass?”

She tilted her head, her gaze sweeping over me. “You’ll do just fine,” she said with a smile.

“What about the language?” I asked her.

“You’ll learn it when we travel through time. It’s an automatic process.”

“Huh, cool,” I said. “And reading?”

“That you have to learn, if you have the patience for it.”

I chuckled nervously. “I’m not sure about that. One alphabet is plenty.”

“And before you leave,” she said, turning to me, “I need you to focus.”

“On what?” I asked, unsure of what she meant.

“Your home,” she replied, stepping closer. “The place you feel most connected to at this time. Close your eyes and think deeply about it. Picture every detail.”

I hesitated but eventually nodded, closing my eyes. My mind drifted to my apartment in Southern California—the soft hum of the ocean outside my window, the view of the sea from my tiny balcony. I pictured my bedroom: the bed with its mismatched sheets, the surfboard propped against the wall, and my cluttered desk, piled high with camera gear and magazines.

“Good,” Zafara said, her voice soft but confident. “I can see it. An apartment complex by the ocean, with a sea breeze coming through the window.”

“Wait, you can see it?” I opened my eyes, startled.

She smirked. “It’s part of the magic. Your thoughts guide me.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Did you also see the pile of laundry I forgot to do?”

“Let’s hope not,” she said with a teasing smile.

She reached for my camera bag, slipping my phone inside. “This will act as our anchor,” she explained. “It’s something modern and personal to you, tied to your life here. The portal will use it to guide us to your apartment. Without it, we could end up somewhere else.”

“Somewhere else?” I asked, the uncertainty in my voice betraying my attempt to stay calm.

“Relax,” she said, waving a hand dismissively. “It’s not as risky as it sounds. This is just extra insurance to make sure we land exactly where we need to.”

I exhaled slowly, trying to relax.

“Now, are you ready?”

I nodded, though my stomach flipped at the thought of what was about to happen. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

I stood up and Zafara walked to the edge of the oasis and raised her hand, the amulet glinting faintly in the moonlight. She began to chant. I didn’t recognize the language, but there was something rhythmic about it, like the words were pulling the air around us into motion.

A faint shimmer appeared in front of her. At first, it looked like a ripple in the air, but it quickly grew into a swirling circle of light. The portal wasn’t huge—just big enough for two people—but it pulsed with energy, making the hairs on my arms stand on end.

She turned to me, her expression calm. “This is it.”

I swallowed hard. “What’s it going to feel like?”

“Like a very deep dream,” she said, stepping closer. “You’ll see flashes—images, memories, sensations—but I’ll be there with you the whole time. You’ll be fine.”

Despite her reassurances, my heart raced. “And if something goes wrong?”

“Nothing will go wrong.” She reached out, her hand brushing mine. Zafara must have noticed my nerves because her expression softened. She stepped closer, her free hand resting lightly against my cheek.

“It’s safe, Nathan … I wouldn’t ask you to do this if it wasn’t.”

I nodded again, but the lump in my throat didn’t ease. “I trust you.”

Her lips curled into a soft smile, and before I could say another word, she leaned in. Her lips pressed against mine, firm but tender, pulling me into a kiss that was anything but casual. Her hand slid to the back of my neck, holding me steady as her kiss deepened, filled with something more than reassurance. It was grounding like she was anchoring me to her at that moment.

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding and kissed her back. My free hand found her waist, pulling her closer. The warmth of her body, the scent of jasmine lingering in her hair—it made the swirling portal behind her feel less intimidating, even if only for a second.

When she finally pulled away, her lips were slightly parted, her gaze holding mine. “Better?” she asked, her voice low.

“Yeah,” I said, my heartbeat finally starting to slow. “A lot better.”

Her fingers lingered at the nape of my neck before she stepped back, intertwining her hand with mine again. “Good. Now let’s go. The past is waiting.”

Her hand tightened around mine, and together we stepped toward the portal. The moment we passed through, everything shifted. The terrace, the stars, the cool night air—it all dissolved into a rush of light and sound. I held onto Zafara’s hand like it was the only real thing left, and in that moment, it was.
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 s soon as I arrived on the other side, I fell into Zafara’s arms, her marvelous breasts softening the impact.

“Are you alright?” she asked in her honeyed voice.

The time travel had felt like an intense dream. Scenes of the planet had flashed before my eyes in rapid succession. Now, as I slowly regained my senses, the bright light stung my vision until my eyes adjusted.

“I think I’m fine,” I murmured, still disoriented.

“The first trip is always the hardest,” Zafara said, her fingers brushing against my arm in a soothing caress.

“It felt like a dream,” I admitted, looking around in awe at the sights of Egypt. A shiver ran down my spine as I took my first step on this ancient ground. The sky was a brilliant shade of blue, deeper and clearer than I’d ever seen before. The air carried a blend of scents—spices, freshly baked bread, and the earthy tang of the Nile.

Wide avenues lined with white-plastered mudbrick houses stretched out before us. Some homes had gardens, wells, and rooftop terraces. Men wore simple linen kilts, while women adorned themselves in colored dresses, their eyes rimmed with kohl. Just as I’d seen in documentaries, children ran barefoot, laughing and playing with toy boats or carved wooden animals. Cats roamed the streets freely. Some people cradled them in their arms, stroking them with affection. They seemed to be revered by the locals.

“Where are we?” I asked, still taking it all in.

“Per-Ramesses-mery-Amun,” Zafara replied, her voice steady. “It means ‘The House of Ramesses, Beloved of Amun.’ In your time, it’s just called Pi-Ramesses.”

“Where are we in relation to Cairo?” I asked, realizing too late how out of place the question sounded.

“There is no Cairo,” she said with a slight smile. “The city of Memphis lies to the southwest, along the Nile. We’re not far—just a day or two by boat.”

I nodded, mentally chastising myself for the lapse. “So, what now?”

“Ramses the Second is waiting for us,” Zafara said. “Shall we walk to his palace?”

“Lead the way,” I said, gesturing for her to go ahead.

Zafara guided me through the bustling city streets.

“How much do you know about Egyptian history?” she asked as we walked.

I shrugged. “I’m no historian, but I’ve seen a few documentaries.”

“That will suffice,” she said, smiling slightly.

The marketplace we entered was busy. Vendors called out, hawking baskets of dates, pomegranates, fish, finely woven linen, and amulets of the gods. Under makeshift canopies, scribes offered their services to write letters or contracts. My eyes were drawn to the hieroglyphs they inscribed—beautiful, intricate symbols that I couldn’t begin to understand but found mesmerizing.

Craftsmen and laborers bustled around us. Potters shaped clay, weavers worked their looms, and masons chiseled stones for what looked like ongoing construction projects. Sweat glistened on their skin as they toiled under the relentless sun.

Where I’d once walked among ruins with faded carvings, I now saw temples teeming with life. Priests performed rituals as worshippers presented offerings. Golden statues of gods gleamed under the sunlight, lending the place a divine energy. I found myself wondering how the pyramids of Giza or the Valley of the Kings looked in their prime.

We passed soldiers patrolling the streets, their bronze swords glinting in the sunlight. Their gazes lingered on me. While Zafara blended seamlessly with the locals, I stood out like a sore thumb—my light tan, dark blonde hair, and taller stature marking me as a foreigner. The clothes I wore made only a slight difference in how they perceived me.

One of the commanding officers stepped forward and raised a hand. “Halt! Where are you heading?” His tone wasn’t hostile, but it carried authority.

Zafara bowed slightly, just enough to show respect without diminishing her status. “We are on royal business. My name is Zafara, and I’m a mage. I escort a man blessed by the gods—one who possesses the powers of Min, the god of Fertility and Virility.”

The officer’s gaze shifted to me, skeptical. I towered over him by a head, as I did over most of the people I’d seen so far. “This man?” he asked, disbelief clear in his voice. “Blessed by the gods? What proof do you have, and what business do you claim to conduct?”

Zafara’s voice turned sharp, her words deliberate. “Do you dare question the summons of User-maat-re Setep-en-re
 , the Living Horus, Lord of the Two Lands, Great Bull of Might? Ramesses, Beloved of Amun, himself has called for us. Stand aside, lest your defiance offend the divine will.”

The soldiers exchanged uneasy glances. Finally, the officer nodded. “Forgive me, Zafara. These are uncertain times, and we must protect the Pharaoh. We’ll let you go—but if your claims are false, the gods themselves will judge you.”

Zafara inclined her head, a faint smirk playing on her lips. She motioned for me to follow as the soldiers stepped aside.

As we walked past, I whispered, “User-maat… what? That’s quite the mouthful.”

“That’s Ramses the Second’s throne name,” Zafara replied with a hint of amusement. “It’s how he’s addressed in formal circumstances. You’d do well to remember it.”

We approached the palace complex. The beauty of that thing left me speechless. Again, it was nothing like I’d seen when I’d been to Egypt. Two massive statues stood at the entrance, carved from sandstone. They were identical, depicting a man seated on a throne. Each statue must have been at least sixty feet tall, the top of their heads towering above us.

The figures were carefully detailed, with strong, angular features that hinted authority. His hands rested on his knees, and his expression was calm but commanding, as if daring anyone to challenge his reign. Smaller figures carved at the base of the statues looked up in reverence.

“Who are they?” I asked, gesturing toward the towering forms.

“Ramses the Second,” Zafara said. “You’ll soon meet him.”

“They really knew how to make an impression,” I said, my voice low.

Zafara glanced at me. “That’s the point.”

Massive wooden doors plated with bronze loomed ahead, guarded by soldiers clad in leather armor reinforced with bronze scales. Their spears and shields gleamed under the relentless sun as their narrowed eyes focused on me.

Zafara stepped forward and addressed them, fishing out a small carved amulet engraved with Ramses’ cartouche. “I bring a messenger of the gods. We seek an audience with the Living Horus, Lord of the Two Lands.”

The captain studied the amulet for a long moment before nodding. With a sharp wave of his hand, servants pushed open the massive doors, revealing the inner courtyard.

As we stepped inside, I was greeted by a stunning sight—palm trees swayed gently in the breeze, surrounded by maintained gardens. Water flowed through engineered channels, feeding into pools adorned with blooming lotuses. Every structure gleamed, its polished stone catching the sunlight.

“It feels like stepping into another world,” I murmured. “No, another reality.”

“You’re in for a treat,” Zafara said, a smile playing on her lips. “Just wait until you see the Great Pyramid or the Valley of the Kings.”

“I’ve already seen the Great Pyramid,” I said.

She chuckled softly. “No, you haven’t. You’ve seen a ruin. You haven’t seen its youth, its full beauty.”

“How do you know we’ll go there?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

She gave me a cryptic smile. “It will be part of your task. You’ll see. Come, the Great Audience Hall awaits.”

Finally, we entered a massive chamber, its towering columns painted in shades of blue and red. The ceiling shimmered with astronomical symbols, and incense wafted through the air, lending the space an almost divine atmosphere.

At the far end, seated on a golden throne, was a man I could only assume was Ramses the Second or also known as Ramses the Great. Flanked by high-ranking officials and priests adorned in opulent robes, he radiated authority.

Zafara slowed her steps as we approached. Ramses wore a white and red crown, and his shaved head was topped with a cobra-adorned headdress, the emblem of his royal power. His light brown complexion seemed to glow under the light. He was well-built, with a strong jawline, an aquiline nose, and almond-shaped eyes that scrutinized me intently.

Zafara stopped and bowed deeply. “Great Pharaoh, I bring before you a man touched by the gods. He bears the powers of Min, sent to restore what war has taken.”

Ramses’s voice was deep and commanding, as I’d expected of a king. “Step forward,” he ordered.

I obeyed, stepping into his gaze.

“The spirit of Min?” Ramses questioned, his voice laced with skepticism. “This man hardly appears divine. Everything about him is foreign to Egypt. Tell me, Zafara, what makes him worthy of such a claim?”

“He may not resemble us, my Pharaoh, but the gods choose their vessels in ways beyond mortal comprehension.”

Ramses frowned slightly. “Power must be proven, mage, not merely spoken of. The gods do not suffer pretenders.”

Zafara stepped closer to the throne, her tone steady. “If proof is what you seek, great Pharaoh, then let him complete the task the gods have set. Send him to the war-torn villages—let him heal the wounds left by Kadesh.”

Ramses mulled it over, his gaze shifting to a mature and elegant woman standing nearby. “Mother,” he said, his voice carrying a note of deference.

She stepped forward, and I was struck by her beauty. She was curvaceous, her figure accentuated by a flowing white dress adorned with golden necklaces and bracelets. Her high cheekbones gave her an air of nobility, and her lips—so full they could rival any modern-day enhancements—were tinted a deep red, contrasting perfectly with her striking dark eye makeup. Her braided dark hair shimmered under the sunlight, and the black eyeliner extending from the corners of her eyes created an elongated almond shape, enhancing her regal features.

“Undress him and assess his virility,” Ramses commanded. “Treat him as divine for now, but if he proves to be an imposter, I’ll deal with him accordingly.”

His mother inclined her head. Turning to me, she moved with sensuality, each step making her golden jewelry chime. Her hips swayed naturally, radiating femininity and confidence. She looked far too young to be Ramses’ mother; her flawless skin glowed.

“Come with me,” she said gently. A smile spread across her lips, deepening the dimples in her cheeks.

I exchanged a brief glance with Zafara, who gave me a nod, and then followed Ramses’ mother. As I walked behind her, I caught the faint but mesmerizing scent of her perfume. It was a blend unlike anything I’d encountered before—notes of jasmine, lily, and mint swirled together in a way that was both intoxicating and comforting.

She glanced over her shoulder, catching me mid-stare. My eyes had betrayed me, drawn to the curve of her figure. But instead of scolding me, she simply smiled, a knowing glint in her eyes.

“What’s your name?” she asked, her tone warm and inviting.

“Nathan,” I replied, my voice steady despite being in this environment.

“I am Tuya,” she said, her lips curving in a proud but gentle smile. “Mother of Ramses.”

I noted how she didn’t say “Ramses the Second.” Of course, to her, he wasn’t a pharaoh first—he was her son.

Tuya led me down a long corridor adorned with murals depicting scenes of war and Egyptian mythology. The scent of incense grew stronger as we approached a wooden door.

“In here,” Tuya said softly, pushing the door open to reveal a luxurious private chamber.

The room was filled with a warm, golden light filtering through the windows. Plush cushions and low couches lined the walls, and a large bed draped in fine linen dominated the center. Two beautiful young women, clad only in sheer white robes, stood waiting.

“Undress him,” Tuya commanded gently.

I expected some small talk, but it seemed like Tuya wanted to get to the bottom of it.

The servants approached me, giggling a little as their eyes swept over my foreign looks. With careful touches, they began removing my clothing piece by piece. I felt their warm breath on my skin as they worked, sending tingles through my body. They wore the same perfume as Tuya, a scent that made me drawn to them in an instant, but it was mutual. I felt my power strengthening as I was accompanied by women.

As the last garment fell onto my feet, both women’s eyes widened in awe. They gasped softly, exchanging looks of wonder.

“By the gods,” one whispered.

My manhood, impressive even when flaccid, began to stir under their admiring gazes. Blood rushed to my loins. Within moments I was fully erect, my godlike member standing proudly at attention.

“May I see?” Tuya asked them as they were blocking the view. They stepped aside, and Tuya’s mouth opened, and her eyes sparkled with interest as she took in the sight.

Tuya approached slowly, her eyes never leaving my aroused cock. As she drew closer, I could see the flush spreading across her cheeks and the quickening of her breath. She sank to her knees before me, her gaze filled with reverence and desire as my erection cast a thick shadow over her face.

“Truly, you are blessed by Min,” Tuya whispered, her voice thick with awe. Her delicate fingers reached out, hesitating for just a moment before making contact. A shiver ran through me as she gently traced the length of my shaft, marveling at its size and girth.

“So virile, so potent,” she murmured, cupping my heavy sac in her palm. “The testicles aren’t supposed to be this big.” Her touch was goddess-like, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. Tuya’s exploration continued, her fingers exploring every ridge and vein. “I’ve never seen such perfection. You could father a dynasty with this gift.”

I looked down, meeting Tuya’s gaze. Her eyes were dark with lust, her lips parted slightly. The sight of this royal woman on her knees before me, worshipping my manhood, was intoxicating. I felt my member twitch in response, a bead of moisture forming at the tip.

Suddenly, we heard the doors creak. Tuya stood, and all of us turned toward the noise. A young woman entered, looking like a younger version of Tuya. Tuya’s expression darkened. “Neferu!”

“Sorry,” the girl said, her cheeks reddening. She glanced at me briefly, her eyes widening, then quickly turned and hurried out.

Tuya sighed, clearly annoyed. “I’m sorry. That’s my daughter.”

“It’s fine,” I said.

“It’s not fine,” she replied. “She sneaks around like a fox, opening doors without anyone noticing. Anyway, we should go back to Ramses. I’ll explain everything to him. There’s no way you’re an impostor with a manhood like that. But be warned, my son may test you further. He’s no fool, and trust doesn’t come easy to him.”

“I’m ready,” I said, my voice steady. I knew what I was capable of—I’d felt the power myself and experienced it with Zafara.

Tuya shot a look at her servants who were still flustered of having touched my divine manhood. “Dress him and then find her.”

They dipped their heads.

The servants quickly dressed me, their hands trembling slightly as they worked. I could feel their lingering gazes on my body, a mixture of awe and desire in their eyes. Once I was fully clothed, Tuya led me back to her son.

As we entered, all eyes turned to us. Ramses leaned forward on his throne, his gaze intense as he studied me. “Well, Mother?” he asked.

Tuya approached the throne and bowed deeply. “My son, I can confirm that this man is indeed blessed by Min. His endowments are beyond anything I have ever witnessed. He is truly a vessel of divine power.”

Ramses nodded slowly, his expression thoughtful. “I see. Yet, as I said before, power must be proven, not merely spoken of.” He turned his attention to me. “I want more proof … Are you familiar with the poetry of Min?”

I shook my head. “No.”

He cleared his throat. “Once there was a king, and he and all his men were called out to fight a war. All of them left their wives at home, with only a single man to guard them, Min
 . When the king and his men returned months later, they were surprised to find all their wives pregnant. The king called for Min and demanded to know how all the women became pregnant, and Min just shrugged his shoulders and said he didn’t know, so the king cut off his arm as punishment. The following year the men were once again called out to war, and Min was once again left to guard all the women. When the men returned, they were furious to find all the women pregnant again. The king called for Min and demanded he tell him what happened. Again, Min just shrugged and said he didn’t know, so the king had Min’s leg removed. In the third year, war broke out once again and Min was left behind with all the women. When the King returned to find that yet again all the women were pregnant, he had Min hauled in front of him to explain, and again Min just shrugged and said he didn’t know. The King told his men to seize Min and to remove his penis as punishment, but as the guards tore his clothes from his body and saw how huge Min’s phallus was, they decided to make him a god instead and that’s how he became Amun Min—The God of Fertility.”

My eyes widened. I wasn’t sure what to say, but I found that story funny.

“So,” Ramses continued. “I’ll bring you six women, and I’ll give you a short amount of time to impregnate them.”

I nodded. “I’m ready.”

Ramses nodded, a hint of a smile playing on his lips. “Very well. Mother,” he said, turning to Tuya, “escort our guest back to the private chamber. Bring him six of our most beautiful women. Let us see if he truly possesses the virility of Min.”

Tuya bowed. With a smile, she turned to me. “Come. Let us put your godly gifts to the test.”

As we walked back through the corridors, Tuya’s perfume once again enveloped me, stoking the fires of desire that had barely cooled. I felt my virility again, my divine powers. The palace seemed alive with whispers and giggles, word of my impending trial spreading like wildfire among the servants and courtiers.

We entered the same luxurious chamber as before. “Nathan, wait here. I’ll find the women for you who wants to be put to the test.”

“I’ll wait,” I said and bowed to her.

“How do you prefer them, shaved, some hair or a bush?”

“Shaved, but I’ll leave the decision to them.”

“Got it.” My eyes lingered on her as she strode out and closed the door. I was left with Zafara.

“I hope you’re patient,” Zafara said flirtatiously.

“What do you mean by that?”

“You’ll have to wait if you want to bed his mother,” she said with a grin.

“I had no plans to,” I told her.

“Your eyes don’t lie,” she said.

“I’m not going to argue with you then,” I said.

“Keep in mind, you’re in the early stages of discovering your powers. There’s a lot more to it than what you know,” Zafara said.

I had no reason to doubt her. It felt like I had a great adventure in front of me, and I knew that I would enjoy every moment of this.

The door opened, and Tuya stepped in with six young women on her heels. She had a big smile plastered on her face. “Turns out that finding six women who wanted to be impregnated by someone carrying the spirits of Min wasn’t so difficult to find. These are your women.”

The six women filed into the chamber, their eyes wide with a mixture of curiosity and lust. They were all stunningly beautiful, each in her unique way. Their skin tones ranged from light olive to deep bronze, and their figures varied from willowy to voluptuous. All were adorned in white linen dresses that left little to the imagination, and they all wore makeup, enhancing their eyes and lips.

“Also, I’ll watch you the entire time,” Tuya said.

I found that very erotic, and I didn’t mind that Tuya would watch me in action. I started feeling the power that Zafara talked about. It wasn’t just the fertility but also virility. I felt a sense of masculinity that I hadn’t felt in my life. I shot Tuya a look. “How much time do I have?”

Tuya approached a small device near the wall—a water clock. It was a simple yet elegant bowl with a tiny hole at the bottom, set to slowly drain into a larger basin below.

“This will measure your time,” she said. “Once the water empties, your opportunity is gone. Show me what the gods have truly bestowed upon you.”

“How much is that in hours?” I asked Zafara.

She giggled. “You don’t have to worry about time.”

I trusted her words. I looked at the women, feeling a primal urge rising within me. My essence wanted to be released, again and again. “Shall we begin?” I asked, my voice low and husky.

The women nodded eagerly, their hands already reaching for the clasps of their dresses. As the fabric fell away, revealing their nude bodies I felt my divine gift stirring to life. They were all shaved, their womanhood glistening like pearls.

I approached the first woman, cupping her face in my hands. Her skin was warm and soft beneath my touch. As our lips met, I could feel the energy of Min flowing through me, igniting a passion beyond anything I’d ever experienced. I looked at her, her breasts were supple and sat high on her chest. She looked so pretty and pure, with no signs of illness, just health and beauty. She met my eyes, and a smile curled on her lips. “Why’s your hair like the sun yet you have skin like the sand?” she asked in her sweet voice.

“It’s just how I was born,” I replied softly, running my fingers through her silky dark hair.

“I like it … It’s very exotic.”

“Maybe your child will also have it, not like I don’t find your lustrous hair pretty,” I said.

Her hands trailed to my manhood, desperately wanting to get my clothes off. “May I?”

I nodded. She undid my garments till my aroused manhood sprang free. Her eyes widened in awe.

“By the gods,” she whispered.

She gasped as I lifted her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around my waist. I could feel her heat against me as I carried her to the bed. Laying her down gently, I positioned myself between her thighs, the tip poised at her entrance.

Her eyes widened as she felt my impressive size pressing against her womanhood. “You’re enormous,” she whispered.

I parted her caramel lips open with the crown, running my fingers over her newly shaved flesh. “Let me know if I hurt you.”

“Impossible,” she said in her husky voice, and I could feel how badly she wanted this.

I entered her slowly, savoring the tight Egyptian pussy enveloping me. She moaned out in pleasure, her back arching off the bed. I began to move, setting a steady rhythm that soon had her moaning and clutching at the sheets.

As I felt my climax approaching, an otherworldly energy surged through me. With a final thrust, I spilled inside her, feeling my divine seed take root.

Barely winded, I opened my eyes to the sight of the young woman trembling with pleasure. “Wow … It’s so filling.”

I wiped the slight sheen of sweat from her forehead as I slowly pulled my cock out. It slowly softened, but then I focused on my divine powers. I felt Tuya’s and the rest of the women’s eyes on my manhood dripping with the woman’s nectar. I hardened in front of them, and within the blink of an eye, I was fully erect.

“My goodness,” I heard Tuya murmur.

The woman in front of me stared at me in disbelief, but I was horny as if I hadn’t climaxed in the first place. I turned to the next eager woman. She was already touching herself, her fingers dancing over her wet center. I beckoned her over with a crooked finger.

She shyly came over and hopped onto the bed, spreading her legs right next to her friend. Again, I pushed my wet erection inside of her, stretching her moist walls as I slid in without any effort. Her eyes widened at the sensation, and she yielded to my manhood, letting me stretch her and reach her depths.

And so it continued. One by one, I took each woman, filling them with my seed. Their moans of pleasure filled the chamber as I brought them to new heights of pleasure that they’d never experienced before. Through it all, I felt Min’s power coursing through me, my stamina never faltering. Every time I pulled out, I hardened within seconds, and I motioned for the next woman to lie down. The pleasure was intense. I enjoyed every second of it.

As I finished with the sixth woman, I looked at the water clock. It had barely begun to empty.

Tuya’s eyes were wide in disbelief. “Incredible,” she breathed.

I smiled, feeling alive rather than spent. In some languages, orgasm was synonymous with a little death, but to me, it felt like a rebirth. “Is that all?” I asked, my voice teasing. “Or shall I continue to prove myself?”

Tuya chuckled. “I’ll let my son decide.”

My eyes danced over the six young women, my cum trickling out their pussy lips. They were all flustered, a light pink coloring their copper cheeks. If Tuya or anyone else would provide me with more women, I’d happily impregnate them. I was still erect, but I tried to contain my lust. I badly wanted to go again, but I had to relax for now.

Tuya came over with my clothes. “May I?” she asked softly.

“Sure,” I said, as she helped me put on the finely woven kilt. As she did, her fingers brushed against my manhood. It excited her that I was still hard.

“You might want to hide it when you see Ramses,” she said. She wasn’t shy. She reached inside, grabbed my slippery cock and pushed it against my waist as she dressed me. She rose to her feet. “Come.”

Zafara gave me a flirtatious smile as we made our way back to the Audience Hall. “Mother,” Ramses said, looking puzzled. “Did something go wrong?”

Tuya shook her head. “I have seen undeniable proof of Min’s blessings. He is no impostor. The gods have chosen well.”

“He’s already bedded them?” he asked, arching an eyebrow. I felt the rest of the audience’s eyes on me.

Tuya nodded. “I saw it with my own eyes. He filled and made love to every one of them. His seed glitters in the dark. His phallus rises after every death, and from barren sands, he calls forth life.”

Ramses nodded. He rose to his feet and approached me, his eyes swept over me. “In front of us stands the remnants of a God. Bow down to him.”

As Ramses’ command echoed through the hall, a hush fell over the assembled courtiers. One by one, they began to sink to their knees, their eyes fixed upon me with a mixture of awe and reverence. The sound of rustling linen and clinking jewelry filled the air as nobles, priests, and servants knelt before me.

I stood tall. Ramses lowered his head. The sight of the mighty pharaoh showing such respect sent a ripple of astonishment through the crowd and a shiver down my spine. Tuya gracefully sank to her knees beside her son, her eyes never leaving mine. Even Zafara, who had brought me to this time and place, bowed deeply.

As I gazed upon the sea of bowed heads, I felt a sense of honor and responsibility. These people, who had never before laid eyes upon me were now placing their faith and reverence in my divine status. The weight of their expectations settled on my shoulders. I vowed to myself not to disappoint them.

Ramses rose to his feet. “This shall be celebrated by a feast before you travel out to our cities and impregnate our women.”

I nodded.

“You’re to spend time in our royal garden. My mother will also show you your room for tonight.”

Tuya approached me with a smile that hadn’t left her face since she’d seen my demonstration. “Come, I’ll escort you two to the royal guest chambers.”

We followed her through the meandering palace, its walls adorned with the most spectacular artwork and hieroglyphs. I wondered what the inscriptions said. Many artworks appeared to depict pharaohs, and some bore a striking resemblance to Ramses. When Tuya opened the doors and led us inside, I noticed the gentle sound of flowing water.

“There’s an artificial stream outside,” Tuya explained. “That’s why you hear the water.”

“Nice,” I said, glancing around.

“During the evening, you’ll need to light the ceramic oil lamps,” she added.

The room was spacious, with a high ceiling I assumed allowed for better air circulation to keep it cool. The walls were painted and decorated with frescoes depicting scenes of fertility, harvests, and the gods. The floor was polished limestone, softened by woven rugs in muted earth tones. A small set of high windows let in natural light. My eyes fell on the bed in the center—bigger than a king-sized bed, even though it would just be Zafara and me.

Tuya seemed to read my thoughts. “You never know when you might have an unexpected guest.”

“You’re right,” I replied with a smile. I inspected the bed: a sturdy wooden frame with a mattress likely stuffed with straw or reeds, layered with linen sheets dyed in royal colors of white, gold, and crimson. The pillows were surprisingly soft. Low, cushioned chairs with ebony and ivory inlays were arranged nearby, along with small statues that caught my attention.

“Who are these depictions of?” I asked, gesturing toward the figurines.

“Hathor and Bastet,” Tuya replied. “For protection. Do you know much about our culture?”

It was the first time she’d asked me this directly. I’d tried to hide how little I knew. “A little,” I said cautiously.

“My daughter, whom you’ve already met, is quite keen on our history. Though I wish she’d spend more time with papyrus scrolls and fairy tales instead of sneaking around.”

“We’ve all been young,” I remarked.

Tuya chuckled softly. “She’s twenty … not so young anymore.”

“Not married?”

Tuya shook her head with a sigh. “I’ve tried arranging marriages, but she’s refused them all. I tell her that if she waits too long, she’ll lose her beauty, but she insists patience is key.”

“She sounds special. You don’t talk about just anyone like that.”

Tuya regarded me with interest. “Would you like to sit with her during dinner?”

“If you would grant me the honor.”

Tuya nodded. “She could teach you a thing or two about history. If you get along, perhaps she could accompany you, but no promises. Ramses wanted her to teach other girls how to make papyrus scrolls.”

“Papyrus scrolls?” I asked.

Tuya smiled, retrieving a scroll from a nearby shelf. She unrolled it to reveal what was essentially an ancient picture book, some illustrations more explicit than I’d expected.

“Wow,” I murmured.

“They sell well to wealthy merchants. It gets lonely sailing the Nile,” Tuya said with a knowing grin.

“I can see that.”

“I’ll leave you two here for a bit,” she said, gesturing toward the door. “If you want to visit the garden, take a right in the hall.”

“Will do,” I said.

She waved as she left, her hips swaying seductively with every step. Even after she was gone, her heavenly scent lingered in the room. I took a deep breath, already missing her presence.

Zafara ran her hand over the mattress. “First impressions so far?”

I slumped onto the bed, taking it all in. “It’s surreal,” I admitted. “I’ve barely seen a fraction of this world, and there’s already so much to process.”

“I understand,” Zafara said. “You’ve done well. I know now I chose the right man to inherit Min’s powers.”

“How did you know?”

“I’m a mage. I recognize potential when I see it,” she said, brushing my cheek. Her touch radiated warmth—literal warmth as if imbued with magic.

“That’s hard to believe,” I said.

She chuckled. “It’s how it is. Though,” she added playfully, “I might have wanted a handsome man to enjoy now and then.”

“Did that factor into your decision?”

“It played a role,” she teased, “but it wasn’t the deciding factor.”

“Sure,” I said, rolling my eyes.

She playfully punched my shoulder. “How about a walk?”

I nodded, rising from the bed. Together, we headed toward the garden.

We strolled through the lush palace gardens, marveling at the colorful flowers and pruned trees. The air was heavy with the scent of lotus blossoms and jasmine. I couldn’t stop studying every flower and petal. As we walked, I couldn’t help but notice the curious glances from servants and nobles alike. Word of my divine status had spread quickly. I wasn’t used to the attention yet. I had a lot to learn and a lot to look forward to.

“So, what exactly is my task here?” I asked Zafara quietly. “Beyond impregnating women, I mean.”

She smiled. “The battle of Kadesh has left many villages decimated. Your seed will help repopulate them. Yes, impregnating women will be your most important task, but your presence will also restore hope and vitality to these places. You are a symbol of renewal.”

We paused by a small pond, watching as colorful fish darted beneath the surface. “And after that?”

“One step at a time,” Zafara replied. “But know this—your journey has only just begun. There are other times, other places that may need your potent seed.”

As the sun began to set, painting the sky orange and pink, I noticed how the clouds formed into womanhood. And an orange cloud looking like a shaft headed straight toward it. We exchanged glances and chuckled. “Nature is full of signs,” she said.

“Indeed.”

We made our way back to the palace. Servants guided us to a grand dining hall where the promised feast was already underway. There were so many scents hanging in the air that I already knew whatever awaited me would be delicious.

Ramses sat at the head of the table, with Tuya to his right. As promised, the young princess Neferu was seated nearby. Her eyes widened slightly as we entered, a faint blush coloring her cheeks. She was stunningly pretty, endowed with fresh, round boobs that strained against her white, form-fitting sheath dress. A beaded collar glimmered around her neck, but I didn’t pay much attention to the jewelry. She had a pretty smile with full, thick lips and dimples. Her shoulders were light and feminine, and she wore her hair loose. Her obsidian eyes were like two pearls from the Mediterranean Sea, and her skin tone had a nice tan.

I was glad I’d get to see her again in her full beauty, and not just a mere glimpse. Tuya motioned toward a seat next to her daughter. “That spot is reserved for you,” she said with a slight bow. “She doesn’t bite … not always.”

Neferu shot her mother a look as I sat down beside her. “Did you wander astray earlier?” I asked.

“I kind of did,” she said. “This palace is huge. It’s easy to get lost.”

“I’m not judging you,” I said with a smile.

Ramses raised his hand to get everyone’s attention. “In honor of this feast, let our chef explain what we have for you,” he said, nodding at me.

The chef entered the hall—a stout man with a prominent belly, quite different from the lean, healthy figures of the other Egyptians I’d seen so far. With pride in his voice, he began to describe the delicacies. There were various types of bread: flatbreads, sweetened loaves with honey, and pastries stuffed with figs. The meats included roasted duck, lamb, and freshly caught fish from the Nile, marinated in fragrant herbs and spices. I wasn’t much of a fish eater back home because of pollution, but these looked fresh. A bounty of vegetables sat alongside fresh fruits—figs, grapes, and pomegranates. Butter and yogurt were served as accompaniments, and desserts included honey cakes and sweet puddings. As for drinks, there was wine served in polished goblets and beer in ceramic cups.

When the pudgy chef left, Ramses told us to dig in. Just as I reached for the lamb, I paused. Something was missing—silverware. Instead, sharp knives were laid out on the table, but they were meant to cut the meat. I watched as Neferu grabbed a piece of bread and stuffed it with roasted lamb.

“You eat with your hands?” I asked, curious.

“Yeah,” she replied playfully. “We’re not godlike, like you.
 How else would we eat?”

It was my first real culture shock, but I quickly adapted. Using my hands to eat made me feel more connected to them, part of their world. I didn’t want to introduce any foreign habits, just to experience life as they did. “I’m new here,” I said with a grin. “I’ll try my best to fit in.”

“Any questions so far?” Neferu asked, reaching for a honey cake, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“That should wait,” Tuya interjected.

Neferu rolled her eyes. “I already ate some meat.”

“You’ve barely had a couple of bites,” Tuya scolded. “Desserts are meant to come after
 the meal—for the thousandth time.”

“Not during a great feast,” Neferu said. Their playful banter made me smile, but we decided to steer the conversation elsewhere. Neferu turned back to me. “How much of my country have you seen so far?”

I hesitated, unsure how to explain my arrival. “Well, I just got here.”

“Then you have to visit Memphis,” she said eagerly. “It’s the largest and most beautiful city. And there’s the Great Pyramid built by Khufu—have you heard of it?”

“You know quite a lot, don’t you?” I said, impressed.

She smiled, clearly flattered. “When I’m not sneaking around, I prefer to read.”

“You’re a good girl,” I said gently. My attention shifted to Ramses, who was deep in conversation with his advisors. His crown caught my eye. It looked like two crowns fused into one. The white part was tall and conical, while the red part was more bowl-shaped with a distinctive flat top and a curving extension at the front.

“That’s quite a crown he’s wearing.”

Neferu followed my gaze. “It’s the double crown of Upper and Lower Egypt. It’s called Pschent,” she explained. “It represents the unification of the two regions—Upper Egypt in the south and Lower Egypt in the north. By wearing it, he shows his authority over both lands.”

“It’s impressive,” I said. Her explanation gave me a deeper appreciation of its significance, a vivid reminder of the weight Ramses bore as ruler of this vast kingdom.

“I know,” Neferu said. “Before the unification, our land had been invaded and divided.”

As we continued to eat, Neferu eagerly shared more about Egyptian history and culture. Her enthusiasm was infectious, and I found myself hanging on her every word. She told me about the great pharaohs of the past, the building of the pyramids, and the importance of the Nile in Egyptian life.

“You know,” she said, pausing to take a sip of wine, “I’ve always dreamed of traveling along the Nile, seeing all the great cities and temples. But as a princess, I’m usually confined to the palace.”

I nodded, understanding her yearning for adventure. “Perhaps there’s a way you could join me on my journey,” I said, remembering what her mother suggested. “Your knowledge would be invaluable.”

Neferu’s eyes lit up at the idea. “Really? Oh, that would be wonderful. But…” Her excitement dimmed slightly. “I’m not sure my brother would allow it.”

I glanced over at Ramses, deep in conversation with his advisors. “We’ll find a way,” I assured her. “After all, I am supposedly blessed by the gods, right?”

She giggled, a sound that sent a pleasant shiver down my spine. “You certainly are different from anyone I’ve ever met before,” she said, her eyes studying me intently.

As the feast continued, I found myself increasingly drawn to Neferu. Her intelligence and curiosity were captivating, and I couldn’t help but notice the way her eyes sparkled when she spoke of things she was passionate about.

Suddenly, I felt a hand on my thigh under the table. I looked over to see Tuya giving me a knowing smile. “I hope my daughter isn’t boring you with all her talk of history,” she said, her voice low and sultry.

I smiled at Tuya, trying not to react to her hand on my thigh. “Not at all,” I replied softly. “Her knowledge is impressive.”

Ramses stood, commanding the attention of the room. “To our honored guest,” he proclaimed, raising his goblet. “May his divine gifts bring prosperity to all of Egypt!”

The hall erupted in cheers as everyone raised their drinks.

The feast went on late into the night. As things began to wind down, I found myself torn between Neferu’s engaging conversation and Tuya’s seductive smile and words.

“Mom, do you think I can be his guide?” Neferu asked, her voice hopeful.

“We’ll see,” Tuya replied, her gaze flicking between me and her son. Then she added, “Ramses wants to speak with you in his chamber before bedtime. If you want to take Neferu with you, you should ask him.”

My eyes shifted to Neferu. She was sweet, full of life and curiosity. She’d make an ideal companion, and I could certainly use a knowledgeable guide to navigate Egypt. “I will,” I said.

“Thank you,” Neferu said softly, her cheeks flushing as she lowered her head slightly.

I turned back to Tuya. “Does Ramses have any specific plans for where I should start?”

“He does,” Tuya confirmed. “But you’ll also have some freedom to choose. Memphis has been hit hard, with many lonely women in need of help. Ramses has already sent letters ahead to numerous cities and villages, informing them of your arrival and abilities.”

“What about Waset?” Neferu chimed in. “There’s the Valley of the Kings. My brother also plans to expand the Karnak temple, which is already gorgeous.”

“He’ll get there,” Tuya said and raised her hand in a gesture to calm down.

I nodded thoughtfully. “I’ll go wherever he thinks I’m needed most. Memphis is where the Great Pyramid is, right?”

“It’s close,” Tuya said. “Built by Khufu. The largest building known to man.”

I bit back a comment. How could I explain that I’d already seen it—or that it would still stand over four thousand years from now? I wasn’t sure. Either way, I was curious to see what it looked like in its prime, though even now, it must already seem ancient to them.

“It’s over a thousand years old,” Neferu said. “But it’s still breathtaking. Can you believe that it’s been there for so many years?”

“I believe it when I see it,” I said with a wink.

As the evening drew to a close, I wished Tuya goodnight. Tuya’s gentle touch lingered in my mind, as did the way she’d knelt earlier when she’d inspected my divinity. I couldn’t shake the feeling that she wanted me just as much as Neferu—and perhaps as much as every other woman in this palace.

Neferu offered to clean our bedroom. I thought it was sweet of her. Ramses summoned me soon after. When I arrived, his gaze flicked to Zafara, who stood silently beside me.

“You may wait for him in his bedroom,” Ramses said to her, his tone dismissive yet respectful.

Zafara nodded and strode off. I was alone with Ramses, and he led me down a quiet corridor whose walls seemed alive with stories. The flickering light of the oil lamps mounted on the walls revealed carvings on every surface—hieroglyphs and painted reliefs.

“Can you read?” he asked, breaking the silence.

I could, but not hieroglyphs. “No,” I said, hoping I didn’t come off as dumb. “But you may tell me.”

“This,” Ramses began, pointing at the artwork, “is the story of Egypt’s darkest time—and its redemption. A history every ruler must carry in his heart.”

I stepped closer to the wall, my eyes drawn to the first panel. It showed chariots racing across the land, the warriors upon them wielding weapons that looked nothing like those I’d seen so far in Egypt. The invaders’ faces were sharp-featured, foreign. I looked at Ramses for an explanation.

“The Hyksos,” he said, his voice thick with contempt. “They came with promises of trade but stayed to conquer. They brought their chariots, their bronze weapons, and their gods, thinking they could break us.” He pointed at the scene of Egyptians kneeling before these foreign leaders, their faces etched with fear. “For years, they ruled the north, claiming Avaris as their own.”

I could feel the bitterness in his tone. “And the south?” I asked.

He stepped to the next panel, where the Nile split the scene into two halves. The northern banks were filled with the Hyksos and their banners, while the southern banks showed Egyptian rulers, their stances defiant, except for the Nubians encroaching in the south. “Waset remained mostly free, but even the Nubians were there,” Ramses said, his tone softening. “But Egypt was fractured. Divided.”

I studied the reliefs, the Nile running like a jagged wound through the country. “It must have been unbearable,” I said.

“It was,” he said. “Especially after the strong Pharaohs like Senusret the Third and Amenemhat the Third.” He gestured to the next panel. “But we fought back.”

The scene depicted an army of Egyptian soldiers advancing with shields and spears, their ranks dense and fierce. At the forefront, a figure stood tall in his chariot, the double crown atop his head. “Ahmose I,” Ramesses said with pride. “He drove out the Hyksos, reclaimed Avaris, and reunited Egypt. He restored the power of the pharaoh and wore the Pschent, a symbol of our unity.”

I stared at the image of Ahmose, his expression carved with determination. “It must have taken incredible strength to fight against an enemy like that.”

“Strength,” Ramses agreed, his voice steady, “but also unity. Without it, we are nothing. Egypt must always be one.”

The final panel showed a triumphant pharaoh standing under the double crown, surrounded by his people in celebration. “Ahmose gave us more than a kingdom,” Ramses said. “He gave us hope. That is what I’ve dedicated my reign to preserving. It’s what made me fight the Hittites and what led to the bloody Battle of Kadesh.”

I glanced at him, the weight of his words settling on me. “I can see why this matters so much to you.”

Ramses nodded, his gaze fixed on the wall. “It’s not just the past, Nathan. It’s the future. You’re here not just to wield Min’s powers. You’re here to help us rebuild what was lost and strengthen what remains. I’ll pay you a lot for this. Women and gold you can dream of. It will all be yours.”

I felt the enormity of what he was asking, but I also felt a strange sense of purpose. It was something I hadn’t felt before. “I’ll do my best to live up to that,” I said.

Ramses turned to me with a rare smile, his hand gripping my shoulder as he looked up at me. “I believe you will.”

As we started to leave the corridor, an idea took root in my mind. I hesitated, then spoke. “Ramses,” I said, and he stopped, turning to face me. “There’s something I’d like to ask.”

“Speak,” he said.

“Would you allow Neferu to join me on my journey? She knows your land better than I do, and her presence would help me enormously.”

For a moment, he studied me, his expression unreadable. Then, to my surprise, he laughed. “Neferu, eh? You must be braver than I thought.”

“Is that a no?” I asked.

“Quite the opposite,” Ramses said. “If you can keep her out of trouble, she’s yours to take. Perhaps it will give her a chance to learn more about the world—and about herself.”

I sighed with relief. “Thank you. I’ll take good care of her.”

“I’m sure you will,” he said, his smile lingering as we stepped back into the light of the main hall.

I made my way back to my guest chamber, but the palace’s sprawling layout threw me off, and I ended up asking a guard for directions. This place was enormous. When I finally entered the bedroom, Neferu was there, deep in conversation with Zafara.

“What did he say?” Neferu asked, springing up from her seat the moment she saw me.

“He gave me permission, you’ll come with me—” I didn’t even get to finish before she threw her arms around my neck, hugging me tightly.

“I’m so glad you asked! And I’m so glad you wanted me to come,” she said, her voice filled with excitement.

As she pulled back slightly, I brushed a strand of hair away from her face. “Why wouldn’t I want you to come?”

She shrugged, looking down for a moment. “I don’t know. You’re handsome, and you could have anyone you want. My brother has some really knowledgeable historians who probably know way more than I do.”

“Maybe, but I’m not looking for historians. I want someone who’ll make the journey unforgettable—and that’s you.”

Her face lit up with a smile that could rival the sun. “I’ll be busy with my mother for the next couple of days, but I can’t wait to spend more time with you.”

“I feel the same,” I said, reluctant to let go of her. But I reminded myself to tread carefully. Even with the divine fertility powers I carried, I didn’t want to abuse them—or her trust.

She stepped back gently. “Nighty night,” she said with a playful grin.

“Good night,” I replied, watching her as she walked away. Her movements, her figure and swaying hips—it was extraordinary how much she resembled her mother. That family was almost unfairly beautiful.

Zafara swung the feet off the bed and approached me, gently touching my erection. “You’ve been like that since we left the pregnancy room, haven’t you?”

“You notice more than I thought,” I admitted.

“Of course. I’m a mage,” she said with a knowing smile. “Now, let’s undress. Let me satisfy you before our long adventure begins in the coming days.”

Before I could respond, our clothes were suddenly on the floor. She gave me a gentle push, guiding me onto the bed with seductive confidence.

Zafara straddled me, her warm thighs gripping my sides as she positioned herself above my aching manhood. With teasing slowness, she lowered herself onto me till her wet lips touched the head of my erection. Her eyes flitted to mine before she lowered herself further, my erection disappearing inside her. I groaned in pleasure as she took me to the hilt.

“Oh,” I moaned as I watched the touchdown.

Zafara began to move, rolling her hips in a hypnotic rhythm. Her breasts swayed with each motion. I reached up to cup them, marveling at their softness.

“You’ve done well today,” Zafara said, increasing her pace. “But your journey is just beginning.”

I thrust up to meet her, matching her movements. The bed creaked beneath us as our passion intensified. As her ringy vagina walls kept clenching my erection, I knew she was closing in on her release. So was I. I had been waiting for many hours. Even if I had impregnated several women earlier, I lusted for more.

Zafara leaned down, pressing her breasts against my chest as she rode me harder. I gripped her hips, guiding her motions as I felt my own release building.

“Oh Nathan,” she whispered my name as if she were possessed, her sweet inner walls squeezing around me. “I’m so close…”

I thrust up into her deeply, feeling the divine power of Min coursing through me. With a cry of love, Zafara shuddered above me as her orgasm washed over her. She threw her head back, pressing her boobs against my face. The pulsing of her walls around my shaft pushed me over the edge and I exploded inside her, filling her with my seed. My moans were muffled by her soft orbs, and I couldn’t think of a better way to climax than this.

We lay there panting for a few moments, our bodies still joined. Zafara placed a soft kiss on my lips before rolling off to lie beside me. She wrapped her leg around mine and draped her arm over my chest. “Divine seed,” she said with a smile. She glanced down at her wet lips and scooped up a trickle. My cum was glowing in the night, a proof of its potency. She shoved it into her mouth, closing her eyes as if it were a delicacy.

“Your first impressions of Egypt?” she said, as we snuggled.

I pondered her question for a moment, reflecting on the whirlwind of experiences I’d had since arriving. “It’s overwhelming,” I said. “The grandeur, the history, the people—it’s all so much more vibrant and alive than I could have imagined.”

Zafara nodded, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my chest. “And what of the women you’ve met?”

A smile tugged at my lips. “They’re intoxicating. Tuya, Neferu, the woman who I bedded, and of course, you—each unique and captivating in her own way.”

“Mmm,” Zafara hummed, a hint of amusement in her voice. “And you’ve only just begun. There are many more women across Egypt who will be eager to meet the new incarnation of Min.”

“It’s a big responsibility,” I said softly, but my cock stirred to life.

Zafara propped herself up on an elbow, her obsidian eyes serious as she gazed at me. “It is. But I chose you for a reason, Nathan. You have the strength and compassion needed for this task.”

“I’ll do my best to live up to that trust,” I said, my hand stroking her back.

Zafara smiled, a horny glint in her eyes. “I know you will. And I’ll be here to guide you.” She leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “Now, let’s see if the god of fertility is ready for round two.”

I chuckled, and I hardened within seconds.





Chapter 5 Memphis









A
 couple of days had passed since I’d arrived, and I now stood at the harbor as slaves loaded our ship with supplies. It was a beautiful ship, its sleek sails catching the sunlight.

The first stop was Memphis, and it would most likely be a three-day journey. We would stop by a couple of villages, and Ramses had told me they most likely had women needing to be bedded as well.

Neferu stood nearby with her mother, Tuya. I couldn’t wait to spend more private time with her; the past few days, she had been occupied with her mother’s tasks.

Yesterday, we’d shared dinner again, and she had told me more about Egypt—its history, its people, and its wonders. I, on the other hand, had spent my days fulfilling my duty, impregnating women one after another. Their astonishment at my divine power never ceased to amaze me, yet the task weighed heavier on my mind than I let on.

Ramses had sought out the families of veterans who had fallen at the Battle of Kadesh, meeting their sisters and widows personally to inform them of my presence. Not a single one declined the offer to be impregnated by me. Women quickly lined up—ranging from young women in their twenties to stunning, mature beauties in their early forties. The mature women didn’t think they could even become wet again, but with the help of my divine presence, I made their womanhood flow with lust as if they were young again. It allowed me to penetrate them deeply and plant my fertile seed in the depths of their pink soil. They were all grateful to be blessed by me.

“Take care of yourself,” Tuya said to Neferu, her voice both warm and firm. “And remember to be a good guide.”

“I will, Mom,” Neferu replied with a smile before turning her gaze to me.

Tuya looked at me. The scene of her touching my hardon was ingrained in my memory. Her eyes didn’t lie. I could tell she wanted way more than what went down earlier, but she restrained herself. Although I hoped I’d see her again, perhaps fulfilling her desires. “Enjoy your journey,” she told me. “And keep an eye on my daughter.”

“I promise.”

We stood there a bit awkwardly. She wasn’t sure if it was appropriate to hug or kiss me. I wouldn’t mind, but since Ramses was nearby, I didn’t make a move.

Nearby, Ramses was deep in conversation with the ship’s captain, gesturing toward the sails and discussing the journey ahead. I turned my attention to the Nile for a moment. Its waters shimmered in the golden sunlight, vast and beautiful.

I shaded my eyes from the strong glare. The Nile stretched before us, cutting through the golden desert sands. It was the lifeblood of Egypt and the source of her life. During modernity, it was polluted and gray. Now, it was fresh and blue. The air was thick with the scents of spices and incense from the harbor. Sailors shouted orders as they loaded our ship with supplies for the journey ahead.

I turned to Neferu, admiring how the sunlight glinted off her dark hair. She was a desert rose, her full lips painted with a cherry color and her eyes defined by traditional eyeliner. Her skin had a healthy glow, like the finest copper. Her eyes sparkled with excitement as she gazed at the ship that would carry us downriver.

“Are you ready for our adventure?” I asked her with a smile.

She nodded eagerly. “Uh-huh.”

Tuya embraced her daughter one last time. “Be safe, my darling. And remember your duties.”

“I will,” Neferu promised.

Ramses approached us. “The captain assures me you’ll have a smooth journey to Memphis,” he said. “They’re prepared for your arrival.”

I bowed my head. “Thank you, Lord of the Two Lands, I won’t let you down.”

“See that you don’t,” he replied, but there was warmth in his eyes. “Egypt is counting on you.”

With final farewells, Neferu and I boarded the ship. Zafara was already waiting for us on deck. As the mooring lines were cast off, I watched Pi-Ramesses recede into the distance. The great statues of Ramses II seemed to watch our departure, their stony gazes following us downriver.

The next few days passed in a blur of new sights and experiences. We glided past lush farmlands where peasants toiled in the fields, waving as we passed. Neferu gladly explained the agricultural cycles and irrigation systems that made Egypt’s bounty possible.

We stopped at small villages along the way, where I fulfilled my divine duty. Women lined up eagerly, having heard tales of my virility. With each impregnation, I felt Min’s power flow through me, leaving satisfied women in my wake. Neferu watched with fascination, but she seemed a bit shy when it came to sex. I didn’t press her. I had no wish to make her uncomfortable. I wanted to get to know her first.

I found something strange when I started catching her rubbing her temples now and then. I asked her why she did that, and she just responded that it was certain reflexes she had. Although I suspected she was a bit seasick but tried to hide it.

She was still there for me like a maid. She gave me massages when I needed to rest and brought me water or something to eat while I asked. She was lovely. A dream woman I’d always dreamed of but never found till now.

The sun hung low over the Nile, casting a golden glow across the river. We sat at the stern of the ship, the gentle sway of the vessel rocking us as the water lapped softly against its sides. A light breeze carried the earthy scent of the river, mingling with the faint aroma of reeds. We passed numerous boats—mostly merchant vessels, I guessed—and their crews gave me curious glances.

I stood out, no question about it. My height and features made me look completely foreign to the Egyptians. The women I’d been with earlier couldn’t stop commenting on my hair, touching it reverently and hoping their children might inherit my looks. My stature only added to the mystique—most men of this time were shorter, making me tower over almost everyone. It reinforced the godlike image they’d assigned me.

Neferu sat cross-legged on a cushioned bench, her unbound hair catching the evening light. Zafara reclined beside her, half-leaning on the bench with her eyes half-closed, looking utterly relaxed. I leaned on the rail, watching the horizon and thinking about the days ahead.

“Do you know why the Battle of Kadesh is so important?” Neferu asked suddenly, breaking the peaceful silence.

I turned to her, curious as always about her historical insights. “I know it’s one of Ramses’ most famous battles, but beyond that, not much.”

She smiled, her eyes brightening. “It wasn’t just a battle—it was a statement. Over five thousand chariots clashed that day—Egyptian and Hittite—making it the largest chariot battle in history. My brother loves to talk about it like it was his personal triumph.” She leaned in slightly, lowering her voice. “But truthfully? It was more of a stalemate. The real victory came later.”

“How so?” I asked, genuinely intrigued.

“Ramses turned what could have been seen as a disaster into a triumph of leadership. The Peace Treaty that followed secured Egypt’s borders and ended years of conflict. It showed the world that Egypt wasn’t just surviving—it was still a power to be reckoned with.”

“But why might it have been seen as a disaster?” I pressed as a seagull cried overhead, momentarily pulling my attention skyward.

She sighed. “The battle left many men dead or maimed. Those who returned were often too wounded to work—or infertile. Then, the harvest that year failed. Our people were struggling, and Ramses had to rebuild more than just a military legacy—he had to rebuild hope.”

“You must be proud of him,” I said, impressed by her insight.

“Of course,” she replied, her voice softening. “I’m proud of my family and our history. It’s not always easy, but we endure.” She paused, then smiled playfully. “What about you? What’s life like where you’re from?”

I chuckled, charmed by the question. “It’s hard to explain. You’d have to see it to believe it.”

“One night,” she said, her voice almost a whisper. “I want to hear all about it. Can you promise me that?”

“For you,” I said, brushing a strand of hair away from her face. Her beauty struck me again, simple yet shiny.

That evening, we anchored the ship for the night. Zafara stayed with me, while Neferu retired to her cabin. Before she left, we exchanged a brief goodnight kiss. As she walked away, I wished she could have stayed with us.

“One day, she’ll join us,” Zafara said with a knowing smile before pulling me close.

“I hope so,” I said. I slept with her against me while the ship wagged side to side.

* * *

The following day, the ship sailed closer to Memphis, and the city gradually came into view. The docks buzzed with activity—merchants shouting prices, workers hauling goods, and boats arriving and departing. Beyond the harbor, rows of simple mudbrick homes stretched toward the horizon, with larger buildings and temple complexes rising in the distance.

“Here we are, Memphis,” Neferu said proudly, standing beside me. “It was Egypt’s first capital when the first pharaohs united the land. Even now, it’s one of the most important cities.”

I nodded, taking in the scene around the harbor. “It feels different from Pi-Ramesses,” I said. “Bigger, busier.”

“It is,” she replied. “It stands at the apex of the Delta, right in the middle of the Two Lands, balancing the south and north of our country.”

“The heart of Egypt, huh?”

“Exactly,” she said, smiling at my words.

As the ship docked, we stepped into the crowded harbor. Neferu waved to a group waiting nearby, and a tall, confident woman stepped forward. She wore a simple white dress with a sash of gold, her dark hair neatly tied back. She reminded me of Tuya.

“Merit!” Neferu called, hurrying to meet her.

The woman smiled warmly and embraced her. “Neferu, it’s so good to see you again.”

“You too,” Neferu replied, returning the hug. “I’ve brought a new friend. He’s known as the God of Fertility, but his name is Nathan.”

“Nathan, huh? That’s a very unusual name,” Merit said, stepping back to study me.

“Nathan,” I said, offering a polite bow. She was taller than Tuya but still a head shorter than me. Her figure was striking—well-endowed curves and breasts seemed to run in the family—and she had slightly fairer skin with straight, thick hair. She looked younger too, though I guessed asking her age was as much a taboo here as in modern times.

“Meritaten,” she said with a hint of formality, “but as my niece mentioned, you can call me Merit.”

“I prefer simplicity,” I said, meeting her smile.

“Well, you’ve come to the right woman,” she replied with a small laugh. “But perhaps not the right city. Welcome to Memphis—the largest and most complicated city in Egypt.”

“Thank you,” I said sincerely.

“We’ve arranged rooms for you at the palace,” she continued. “You’ll have time to rest before we discuss the details of your visit.”

As we followed her through the bustling streets, I leaned toward Neferu. “So, your aunt runs the city?”

“She does,” Neferu said proudly. “She’s been governor here for years. She’s tough, but everyone respects her.”

“Who founded Memphis?” I asked.

“Narmer, the first pharaoh of Egypt,” she said. “We’ll pass a statue of him soon.”

I recognized the name, but I was clueless how he looked. I had seen a famous palette at the museum in Cairo. I wondered if I’d see it here as well in a better condition.

Walking through Memphis, I marveled at the energy of the city. The streets were alive with color and sound, far more densely populated than Pi-Ramesses. The air was thick with the scents of spices, freshly baked bread, and the earthy tang of the Nile. Men and women bustled past, traders hawked their wares, and children played under the watchful eyes of their elders. It was a world that felt ancient and yet alive.

I saw artisans crafting jewelry, potters shaping clay, and scribes hunched over papyrus scrolls. Children darted between the legs of adults, laughing and playing games like tag and hide-and-seek. Their childhoods didn’t seem much different from mine, and it was refreshing to see some things never changed—at least, not until the internet came along.

As we walked toward the palace, a statue caught my attention. Its size and detail made it impossible to ignore. It towered over the crossroads, which I guessed was the heart of Memphis. Narmer, Neferu had called him earlier—a name that already felt significant even before she explained.

“Is that him?” I asked, craning my neck to take in the massive figure. The man in stone held a strange flail in one hand and what looked like a club in the other. Symbols—plants and shapes—were carved at his feet, but their meaning was a mystery to me.

Neferu stepped closer to the statue, her sandals crunching softly against the stone path. “Yes, this is Narmer, the first pharaoh of Egypt and the man who united our land,” she said.

“What’s he holding?” I asked, pointing at the club. “I saw other statues back in Pi-Ramesses holding something similar.”

“It’s a shepherd’s crook,” Neferu said. “It represents kingship.”

“Should’ve guessed,” I said, thinking of the metaphor—a shepherd guiding his flock.

“And that club is a flail,” she continued. “It symbolizes fertility. Together, they reflect his authority over Upper and Lower Egypt.”

“Look at those plants below,” Meritaten added, pointing to the carvings. “The lotus stands for the upper region, and the papyrus for the lower—they’re intertwined because he united Egypt.”

I squinted at the carvings. “So, he’s the one who started it all?”

Neferu nodded, her gaze fixed on the statue. “Yes. Long before Ramses or even Khufu, there was Narmer. He was the first to bring the Two Lands together under one crown.”

“And now we walk through the lands he united,” Meritaten said, her tone almost wistful. “Everything we have began with him.”

It was hard to wrap my head around. The statue didn’t just stand there—it loomed like it had carried the weight of their history for centuries. I wasn’t sure I fully understood what it meant to them, but it was more than just a monument. It was legacy, power, and pride all carved into stone.

“Guess that makes him the original king of kings,” I said, half-joking.

Neferu smiled. “In a way, yes. But kingship isn’t just about power—it’s about unity and responsibility. He understood that, even then.”

I stared at the intricate carvings again, feeling the weight of their stares. Hearing about history was one thing; feeling it press down on you was something else entirely. This wasn’t just their past—it was part of their identity.

Curious, I stepped closer to the statue, standing at its base. Gazing up, I felt a wave of dizziness, like looking up at a skyscraper. A shiver ran down my spine. Near its feet, I noticed an artifact resembling the Narmer Palette. On it, Narmer wore the crown of Upper Egypt as he struck a kneeling enemy with a mace. The figure begged for mercy, but the scene left no room for doubt about the pharaoh’s power.

Beside it, another carving depicted rows of decapitated enemies, their heads placed neatly between their legs. Narmer was depicted as larger than other figures, making him look divine and important.

We continued on, though Merit tried to cut in while Neferu seemed determined to keep me to herself. “We’ve heard tales of your fertility powers,” Merit said, a hint of a smile playing on her lips. “Many women here are eager to receive your blessing.”

“I’ll do my best to fulfill my duty,” I replied, meeting her gaze evenly.

“You certainly have the looks and height of a fertile man,” Merit said, her eyes sweeping over me. She wasn’t the only one who seemed intrigued. I noticed the curious stares and whispers that followed us. They spoke about my foreign appearance—not with contempt, but with admiration.

As we approached the palace, the sheer scale of the entrance stopped me in my tracks. The path was flanked by towering statues of pharaohs, each carved with such precision that they seemed to radiate authority. Between them, rows of crouching sphinxes lined the avenue. Walking through it all, I couldn’t help but feel small.

The streets around us buzzed with life. Soldiers marched in neat formations, their spears catching the sunlight. Merchants set up stalls nearby, their goods spilling over in colorful piles, while the occasional chariot rolled past, its wooden wheels creaking against the stone. Somewhere in the distance, I heard the faint clang of a blacksmith at work. The air carried the scents of dust, sweat, and faint traces of incense, mingling into something both familiar and foreign.

Merit walked ahead without a hint of stress. Neferu and Zafara stayed closer to me, matching my pace. “The palace gates,” Merit said, gesturing ahead.

I followed her hand to where two massive columns rose before us. Each one was carved with hieroglyphs that seemed to tell a story, though I couldn’t decipher it. Above them, bright banners flapped in the breeze, their vivid colors a stark contrast against the pale stone. At the base of the gates, guards stood in formation, their spears planted firmly in the ground and their expressions unreadable.

“This is where your aunt lives?” I asked, glancing at Neferu.

She nodded, a small, satisfied smile playing on her lips. “Impressive, isn’t it?”

“Indeed,” I said, taking in the grandeur.

“You’ll stay here as well,” Merit added in her friendly tone.

Even without knowing the meaning behind every carved symbol, it was clear this place wasn’t just a home for Meritaten. It was something far greater—the heart of the city, and possibly the country itself.

Merit invited us to eat before discussing the purpose of my journey. The palace dining hall was vast and impressive, adorned with statues of pharaohs. The vividly painted pillars caught my eye, each decorated with figures—likely gods. Some had animal heads, while others were fully human.

A long wooden table stretched across the room, set with plates, cups, and trays of food. Servants moved efficiently, bringing in dishes similar to what we’d had at Pi-Ramesses—platters of roasted meat, fresh bread, marinated fish, and an abundance of fruit.

Meritaten sat at the head of the table, her smile warm as she motioned for us to join her. I took a seat between Neferu and Zafara, and we began digging into the Egyptian delicacies.

Now that Neferu was out of her mother’s line of sight, she went straight for the sweets, skipping the meat and bread. “You have to try this,” Neferu said, leaning close and holding a slice of something up to my mouth. “It’s a date cake, sweetened with honey. My favorite.”

“Thanks,” I said, smiling at her as she licked her lips. She looked impossibly cute. I opened my mouth, letting her place the cake on my tongue, the scent of her jasmine perfume lingering between us. “Very tasty.”

“I’m glad you like it,” she said with a grin.

As I swallowed, my eyes wandered past the table to the far end of the room, where a large statue stood against the wall. At first glance, it looked like just another figure of a pharaoh or god, like so many I’d seen since arriving. Then I noticed the unmistakable detail—an erect phallus. It was Min, the god of fertility, whose powers I now carried. My gaze drifted to a nearby pillar, and there he was again, painted with the same unmistakable feature. He seemed to be everywhere.

“He’s an important god for Egypt,” Merit said, taking a sip of wine. “He ensures the land is fertile, the crops plentiful, and…” Her lips curved into a knowing smile. “That women are satisfied.”

Zafara smirked, and Neferu covered a giggle with her hand. I cleared my throat and tried to focus on the food in front of me. “Makes sense.”

Merit’s eyes sparkled with amusement. “You’ll see his symbols everywhere. He’s essential to our people. Fertility isn’t just about crops—it’s about life itself, ensuring our survival. It’s an honor to have you here, bearing his powers.”

“I’m honored to help,” I said, feeling the weight of her words.

“I already have hundreds of women waiting for you,” Merit continued. “But I thought it would be kind to let you relax first after such a long journey.”

“That’s thoughtful of you,” I said, meeting her gaze.

Merit nodded, her eyes appraising me. “My sister told me you performed… impressively earlier at Pi-Ramesses.”

Neferu chuckled. “Someone’s curious.”

Merit’s cheeks flushed faintly. “I just wanted to get to know him, that’s all.”

“Mmhmm,” Neferu teased, grabbing another slice of date cake.

“How bad is the infertility situation?” I asked, steering the conversation back to the task ahead.

Merit’s expression sobered, and the faint blush faded. “Bad,” she admitted. “It’s always bad after wars. The stress leaves many women infertile, and the wounds render many men incapable. The Battle of Kadesh was especially devastating. Your presence is desperately needed.”

I nodded, grateful I could offer something to help.

After we’d eaten, Merit led me through the royal palace, with Neferu and Zafara close by. I glanced at Neferu and noticed a few breadcrumbs stuck to her lip. Without thinking, I reached out and brushed them away. “There. Better.”

She licked her lips and waved dismissively. “I can’t help it. I get like that when served delicacies.”

“I’ve noticed,” I replied, suppressing a smile as my gaze drifted from her to the walls. The artwork caught my attention—more images of Min and his unmistakable phallus.

Merit guided us into a spacious chamber lined with cushions and large beds. As I stepped inside, my jaw nearly dropped. The room was massive, filled with the sweet scent of incense. Luxurious sheets adorned the beds, and the furniture was unlike anything I’d seen before. The walls featured artwork that made me pause—a man bedding several women, painted in explicit detail.

Merit turned to Neferu. “Don’t let my sister know I brought you here or showed you this.”

Neferu chuckled, brushing off the warning. “I’m an adult. She can’t stop me from seeing it.”

“I know,” Merit said with a sigh. “But she doesn’t approve of it.”

I raised an eyebrow at the exchange. It sounded like Neferu had been sneakier than I’d realized.

Merit turned her attention to me. “I’ve done my best to keep everything organized, but let me ask—how many women do you think you can, um, bed before it gets dark?”

I considered her question before answering confidently. “At least thirty.”

Her eyes widened, clearly taken aback. She studied my face for a moment to gauge if I was serious. “Thirty?
 ”

“Yes,” I said, my tone firm to reassure her.

“Oh my,” she murmured, still processing. “I’ve only prepared ten for now.”

“Let’s start with ten,” I said, trying to ease her concern.

“No,” she said quickly. “I’ll find them for you.”

“Alright then, I appreciate it.”

Merit nodded, a mixture of surprise and admiration on her face. “Very well. I’ll have the servants gather more women. In the meantime, please make yourself comfortable. Neferu, would you like to stay or…?”

Neferu’s cheeks flushed slightly. “I’ll stay if that’s alright. To bring him some water and perhaps give him a shoulder massage between beddings … not to observe.”

Merit gave her niece a knowing look before turning to leave. “I’ll return shortly with the first group.”

As the door closed behind Merit, I took in the room once more. The erotic artwork on the walls seemed to come alive in the flickering lamplight. I could feel the energy of the place—it was clearly designed for pleasure and procreation.

Neferu settled onto a cushion, her eyes bright with curiosity. “Are you nervous?” she asked.

I shook my head. “Not really. It’s become almost routine, in a way. Though I try to make it special for each woman.”

She nodded thoughtfully. “So if Min’s power flows through you … What does that feel like?”

I paused, considering. “It’s hard to describe. Like a surge of energy and vitality. I feel potent. Unstoppable, almost.”

Neferu’s gaze swept over me, studying my height and muscles. “I can see why they call you a God.”

Before I could respond, the door opened and Merit returned, leading a group of women. They ranged in age from young adults to mature beauties, all dressed in simple white linen shifts. Their eyes widened as they took in my tall form.

“It turns out finding women wanting to be impregnated by a god wasn’t so difficult,” Merit said with a chuckle. “Ladies,” she announced, “I present to you Nathan, a man possessing the powers of Min. He has come to bless you with his divine seed.”

The women bowed low, murmuring prayers of thanks. “So, I’ll leave you here,” Merit said and winked at me before leaving.

One young woman stepped forward, her hands clasped before her. “Hi,” she said softly.

“Hi,” I said and approached her. She was a beauty with a rich caramel-like skin tone and long, curly hair. She smelled like a rose, but even so, I saw a mixture of hope and scars on her expression. “Nathan.”

“I am Nebet.”

“Are you alright?” I asked her.

She shrugged. “My husband died at Kadesh before we could have a child, so that’s why I might look a bit upset.”

“I see,” I said, feeling sympathy for her despair.

“So … will you bless me with your gift?” she asked as if it were too good to be true.

I smiled gently and took her hand. “Of course, Nebet. Come.”

As I led her to the bed, I glanced back at Neferu. She was watching intently, her cheeks flushed. I turned my attention back to Nebet, helping her onto the soft mattress. With ease, I removed her robe before my clothing. Her breasts were perky, and her womanhood was recently shaved. She was gorgeous. I ran my hand along her warm skin, feeling my lust suddenly rising. I let go of her and undressed myself before my erection would poke a hole through my garment.

As my clothing fell onto the floor, Nebet gasped as she studied my manhood. “Wow,” she whispered.

I caressed her gently, trailing kisses along her neck and breasts while my cock rubbed against her waist. She responded eagerly, her body arching into my touch and squeezing my phallus.

I gently laid her down on the bed, and she eagerly spread her legs for me, welcoming me inside. I studied her flower, looking slightly rosy which contrasted to the rest of her skin tone. While guiding the tip to her entrance, I picked up the scent of her honey. It fueled my lust.

When I entered her, she moaned with her eyes closed, and those moans continued as I started fucking her. It didn’t take long before she was trembling beneath me, and neither did it take me long to finish. I did five more deep strokes, and I released my seed inside. It felt so good that I had to close my eyes for a moment.

As my climax subsided, I felt Neferu’s, Zafara’s and the rest of the women’s eyes on my back. As usual, they tried to keep the women company, making sure they were comfortable as they waited for their turn to be bred.

As Nebet caught her breath, I gently pulled out from her slick hole and helped her sit up. Her eyes were wide with wonder.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “I can feel your divine seed within me.”

I smiled and kissed her forehead. “May you be blessed with a healthy child.”

As Nebet moved to the side, still in a daze, the next woman stepped forth. She was older, perhaps in her early thirties.

“I am Iset,” she said softly and demurely. “My husband returned from Kadesh, but his wounds left him unable to father children. Please, bless our family with your gift.”

I just smiled. “You don’t have to ask. That’s what I’m here for.”

She dipped her head. “Pardon me.”

I focused my energy on my groin, using my fertility power to summon an erection. I popped wood within seconds, fully recovered from the earlier climax as I felt my testicles swell with a fresh dose of seed.

Iset’s hands fled to her mouth. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“There’s more to see.” I took her hand and led her to the bed. I gently laid her down, spreading her legs and mounting her. I leaned onto her, my cock finding her hole. Thrusting my hips, my erection slid into her velvety walls. As I bottomed out, I kissed her thick lips. They tasted like ripe figs, making me want to ravish her.

As we made love, I could feel Iset’s desperation, her longing for a child. My flesh kept slapping against hers, and the moment became heated as I broke a sweat.

With a final grunt, I poured all of Min’s power into our union, determined to fulfill her wish. Rope after rope of cum kept firing into her womb, and when we finished, tears of joy streamed down her face.

The pattern continued, each woman approaching with her own story, her hopes. Young women, young widows, wives of injured soldiers, women who had struggled for years to conceive—all came seeking my divine blessing. And to each, I gave myself fully, channeling Min’s potent energy right into their sweet vaginas.

* * *

As the sun began to descend, casting its final warm light through the windows, I finished with the thirtieth woman. My body shivered with divine energy. The room was filled with the scent of sex and incense, and the soft murmur of how good it felt.

Neferu and Zafara had been there for me the entire time. They brought water to refresh us and towels to clean ourselves. Neferu eagerly offered shoulder massages, constantly asking how I felt. Honestly, I couldn’t have felt any better, and I didn’t miss modernity one bit.

We took a few breaks, snacking on pomegranates and figs. Neferu’s hands were sticky with fruit juice as she escorted the women out, one by one.

When she returned to me, her cheeks were flushed with a rosy blush, but she frowned at the sight of my erection. “What’s that?” she asked and pointed.

I sat down and tried to lift the wet shaft that kept slipping from my fingers. Once I managed to hold it, I spotted a midshaft gash. “How did that happen?” I asked, finding it odd that I didn’t notice it earlier. But the pleasure has been so intense, that it would’ve been difficult to feel anything.

Zafara kneeled in front of me, reaching for the tip and studying the shaft. “Thirty women nonstop is no joke. A little gash or some blood here and there is inevitable.”

“It’s starting to sting though,” I said. “And I won’t be comfortable impregnating another woman till I’m healed.”

“Can we do anything to speed it up?” Neferu asked.

“As a mage, I can think of a thing or two,” Zafara said, her eyes flitting to meet mine. “But you can heal it on your own, and I see this as a sign for you to learn.”

“Won’t that take time?” I asked. “And honestly, waiting is not something I’d like to do.” I was filled with lust. I didn’t want to take a break from bedding the women, especially as Merit had promised to bring me more.

“No,” Zafara said, shaking her head. “It will heal in a matter of seconds … The powers of Min are powerful. The way I taught you to summon erections …. There are more you can do, way more. You can heal your wounds with the power as well.”

I listened to her. It started to dawn on me how powerful Min’s powers truly were. “Why don’t you tell me everything I can do?”

She chuckled. “Patience
 , that’s why. If you devour an entire lamb in one sitting, it will bring discomfort, but piece by piece, and it will digest properly.”

I nodded, smiling at her. “You’re wise.”

“I know,” Zafara said with a playful glint in her eye. “So, do you want to learn how to heal yourself using your fertility powers?”

“Yes, please teach me,” I said eagerly, leaning forward.

Zafara nodded, her eyes gleaming with ancient knowledge. “Close your eyes and focus on the wound. Visualize the power of Min flowing through you, not just for procreation, but for regeneration. Life energy courses through every part of you. Direct that energy to the injured area.”

I did as she instructed, closing my eyes and concentrating. I could feel a warmth building within me, a tingling sensation that spread from my core to my groin. As I focused on directing that energy, the stinging sensation began to fade.

“Good,” Zafara murmured. “Now open your eyes.”

I looked down and gasped. The gash was gone, leaving smooth, unblemished skin. “That’s incredible,” I said.

Neferu leaned in close, her eyes wide with wonder. “By the gods, it’s as if it never happened.”

Zafara smiled, looking pleased. “I’ll say something I already know about you. You’re a quick learner Nathan, and even if you fail, you move on. I know for a fact that I chose well.”

“I appreciate it,” I said, her words resonating with me. “When will you teach me more?” I felt an excitement similar to the thrill I’d felt when Zafara had taught me the basics of Min’s powers. It was fascinating, this newfound ability.

Her lips curved into a knowing grin. “Remember what I told you—you’ll discover your powers piece by piece. I’ve seen so many men ruined by impatience. It serves no one, and you’re too good of a man to fall into that trap.”

We shared a smile. “I trust you,” I said.

Neferu offered to help dress me. Her hand occasionally brushed against my privates, and each accidental touch brought a blush to her cheeks. Once I was dressed, she cuddled up to me, and we exchanged warm glances.

“Are you tired?” she asked softly.

“No,” I said, running my fingers through her hair. “Maybe we can go for a walk before the sun sets.”

“I’d love to,” Neferu said with a bright smile.

“How about you show me Ptah’s temple?” I suggested.

She giggled. “This is what I love about being away from my mother’s watchful eyes. She’d probably say something like, ‘Oh, you can’t go out covered in fruit juices—you need to bathe first!’
 ”

I chuckled at her playfulness. “You’re royalty. People expect you to behave a certain way.”

Her smile faltered slightly. “But what if I don’t want to?” she asked, her gaze locking with mine. “Sometimes it feels like a prison, or a slave, you know? I see so many people here—youths, adults—they’re free to live how they want. And then there’s me, bound by expectations.”

“You don’t think they feel the same way?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I’m not sure.”

“At least your mother and brother let you come with me,” I said.

“That surprised me,” Neferu admitted. “I’ve asked before to go on trips alone with my friends, but I was denied every time. I always had to bring grumpy servants with me.”

I sympathized with her. “My parents were pretty overprotective too, so I know how it feels. But when they passed away, I realized it was just their way of showing love.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, her expression softening. “How did they pass away?”

“A car accident,” I said.

She frowned. “A what
 accident?”

“Think of it as a really fast chariot,” I explained.

“Oh … Were they merchants or soldiers?”

“Neither,” I said, smiling faintly. “It’s complicated.”

She playfully punched my shoulder. “You still owe me a story about your home. I want to know where you come from. Do they all have blonde hair like you?”

“Yeah, a lot of them do,” I said. “But even in this era, you’d find blonde hair if you went far enough north.”

She tilted her head thoughtfully. “True … but they’re not like you. They’re barbarians
 .”

I chuckled. “Sure thing.”

We rose to our feet, and I glanced at Zafara. She dipped her head, signaling she was ready to join us.

* * *

The streets of Memphis had quieted as the sun began its slow descent. The bustle of the day softened, but life didn’t stop entirely. Merchants were packing up their stalls, children played their final games of the evening and the occasional clink of tools from distant workshops rose.

As we walked, I noticed something I hadn’t paid much attention to earlier: the cats. They seemed to be everywhere, slipping between alleys, lounging on walls or prowling around the market stalls for scraps. A sleek black one with green eyes stopped to watch us pass, its tail twitching.

“Are cats just everywhere here?” I asked, turning to Neferu, who walked close beside me.

She chuckled, and then her eyes lit up. I recognized her expression. It was the one where she’d prepare to tell me something about her beloved land. “They are sacred to us. We love and protect them because they are a gift from the gods.”

“A gift?” I raised an eyebrow, glancing at another cat that darted out from under a cart.

“Yes,” Neferu said, nodding. “Cats keep our granaries safe from rodents and protect our homes from snakes. But more than that, they are associated with Bastet, the goddess of home, fertility and protection. To harm a cat is to insult her, and in fact, it can lead to the death penalty.”

I thought about the reverence in her voice and looked again at the black cat, now lazily stretching in the fading light. “So, they’re like guardians?”

“Exactly,” she said with a smile. “They bring us good fortune and protect us from harm, both seen and unseen.”

“Seems like they’ve earned their status,” I said, watching as a gray tabby hopped onto a stone ledge, vanishing into the shadows. “When did you start revering them?”

“I’m pretty sure it started in the Old Kingdom, like a thousand years ago. But their divinity grew over time.”

“Interesting,” I said.

By the time we reached the temple of Ptah, the sun was low on the horizon, casting long, golden shadows across the city.

Two towering pylons, a monumental gate, framed the entrance, their surfaces carved with hieroglyphs and depictions of who I believed to be Ptah. “Is that Ptah?” I asked my guide.

“Uh-huh,” Neferu said, nodding. Unlike the bold, warlike poses of other gods I’d seen, Ptah was depicted as calm and steady. “Ptah is the patron god of Memphis. It’s said that he spoke the world into existence, crafting everything with his words and thoughts. The scepter he holds symbolizes stability, power and life.”

The setting sun bathed the temple in crimson, making the carvings seem to glow. The pillars lining the courtyard were massive and evenly spaced, each one inscribed with hieroglyphs. Neferu explained that they were prayers and invocations to the god of creation and craftsmanship. Between the pillars, flickering torches were being lit by temple attendants.

As we walked closer, I noticed the temple’s details—its massive stone façade was smooth and polished, as if carved from a single piece of rock. At the center of the courtyard stood a statue of Ptah himself towering over us all.

“It’s beautiful,” I said quietly as I gazed up at the statue, wondering how they managed to make it.

“It is,” Neferu agreed, her gaze fixed on the temple.

The sun dipped lower, and the first stars began to appear in the darkening sky. The torches around the temple flared brighter, their light dancing on the stone walls.

“Come,” Neferu said. “Let us pay our respects before night falls completely.”

I followed her toward the temple, the sound of our footsteps muted against the smooth stone path. Neferu led me into a smaller chamber off to the side of the main hall. A low altar stood at the center of the room, adorned with small offerings—figurines, pottery and garlands of flowers.

“This is where people come to make personal prayers,” Neferu explained, her voice dropping to a soft whisper. “Ptah listens here.”

I stared at the altar, suddenly a bit lost. “What do I even say? I’m not exactly experienced with divine communication.”

Neferu smiled, a playful glint in her eye. “You speak from your heart. But if you’re worried, I can guide you.”

“Guide me, eh?” I smirked.

“Kneel,” she instructed, motioning toward the altar.

I hesitated before lowering myself onto the smooth stone floor. Neferu knelt beside me, the brush of her arm against mine sending a faint tingle up my spine. Her proximity made it hard to focus. I’d missed some quality time with her throughout my day. Zafara was already at it, clasping her hands together and whispering her prayer. I couldn’t hear her words properly, so I turned to Neferu.

“Start by addressing Ptah,” she said, her voice low and soothing. “Thank him for his blessings.”

“Okay,” I said, closing my eyes to concentrate. “Um … Ptah, thank you for…” My mind blanked, and I opened one eye to peek at her. “What exactly am I thanking him for?”

She stifled a giggle, her hand lightly brushing my arm. “You’re hopeless,” she teased. “Thank him for the gift of creation—your powers, your strength, the life you bring.”

“Right.” I cleared my throat. “Thank you for the … powers and all that.”

I wasn’t sure why I acted that way. Around Neferu, I wanted to flirt with her.

“Stuff?” Neferu whispered, biting her lip to hold back laughter. “You’re going to offend the god of creation.”

“Alright, alright,” I said, lowering my voice to a more reverent tone. “Thank you for your gifts and for, um, helping me—” I paused, glancing at her. “Helping me meet incredible people.”

Neferu’s cheeks flushed, and her lips curved into a soft smile. “Now you’re getting it.”

I managed a few more halting words, my nerves dissipating as her presence steadied me. When I finished, she clapped her hands together. “You survived,” she said, grinning. “Though I’m not sure Ptah has ever heard a prayer quite like that.”

“He probably thinks I’m an idiot,” I said, grinning at her.

“Not at all,” she said, her tone gentler now. “Ptah values effort and sincerity. You did fine.”

Her hand lingered on mine, and when our eyes met, my heart grew warmer. The flickering lamplight danced in her gaze, and for a moment, the sacred surroundings faded away. It was just her and I here.

“You’re really good at this,” I said.

“At praying?”

“At making me feel like I belong here,” I admitted.

Her smile softened further. “You do. More than you know.”

We rose to our feet and headed out of the temple. We made our way to the palace while the sky was smeared with stars. I had gotten used to the skies without light pollution, but I marveled at the sight every time.

“The stars here seem brighter somehow,” I said. “Like they’re alive.”

Neferu glanced at me, her eyes catching the starlight. “That’s because they are alive—or at least, we believe they are. They’re part of the gods’ tapestry, each one placed with purpose.”

“Which gods?” I asked, intrigued. Zafara had briefly mentioned earlier how the stars meant everything to the ancients, but I wanted to hear more.

“Many,” she said. “But the most important is Nut, the goddess of the sky. The stars are her children, and each night, she swallows them only to give birth to them again with the dawn.”

“That’s beautiful,” I murmured, my gaze tracing constellations I barely recognized. “And those stars that never set? The ones that circle around?”

She nodded, smiling. “We call them the ‘Imperishable Stars.’ They’re sacred. We believe that’s where the souls of our greatest ancestors and kings go to live forever, watching over us.”

I let her words settle, imagining the ancient kings and queens looking down from their eternal thrones. “Does everyone get to go there?”

Her expression softened, almost wistful. “No. Only those who have lived a life in harmony with ma’at, the balance of the world. Others join Osiris in the underworld, awaiting their journey to the afterlife.”

I glanced at her, the soft light of torches illuminating her profile. “Do you think I’d be allowed among the Imperishable Stars someday?”

Her lips curved into a teasing smile. “Maybe. If you don’t let your impatience get the better of you.”

I laughed. “You’re not going to let me forget that, are you?”

“Never,” she said playfully, but then her tone turned thoughtful. “You know, Sirius—the brightest star in the sky—marks the start of the Nile’s flood when it rises. That’s when life begins again for us.”

I followed her gaze to the brilliant star on the horizon. “It’s like a promise,” I said quietly. “That no matter what happens, there’s always a new beginning.”

She nodded. “Exactly. It’s hope.”

By the time we returned to the palace, I caught the scent of spiced meats and fresh bread. Merit greeted us in the dining hall which was lit by soft oil lamps. The table was laden with roasted lamb, honey-drenched fruits and platters of lentils, vegetables and bread.

“You’re back,” Merit said with a welcoming smile. “You must be starving.”

“Famished,” I said, taking my seat.

As we began eating, we recapped what we’d been up to, from the impregnations to our visit to the temple. The former had taken up most of the day, and Merit mentioned she’d also heard some gossip from the women.

“They’re very grateful,” Merit said, brushing her lips with her napkin. “Some of them were in tears, talking about how privileged they felt.”

“I’m glad,” I said, genuinely happy to hear they were doing well.

“For tomorrow, I already have more women ready for you,” she continued. “But let me know if you need a break or anything else. I’ll be more than happy to provide anything for you.”

“I will,” I said, though I wasn’t sure she understood the power of Min. A break wasn’t something I wanted—or, honestly, something I thought I was capable of taking. I thought and lusted after women constantly. My erection didn’t abate, quite the contrary. I also thought it was thoughtful of her. She was similar to Tuya, caring and sweet.

“Actually, I just remembered something,” Merit said, glancing at Neferu. “There’s a special event in a couple of days.”

Neferu met her aunt’s gaze, her expression curious until her eyes lit up. “Hathor’s Joy Festival!”

“Exactly,” Merit said with a nod.

“What’s that?” I asked, intrigued.

“It’s a festival to honor Hathor, the goddess of fertility, joy, and music,” Neferu explained, her excitement evident.

“Sounds interesting,” I said, genuinely curious.

During dinner, Neferu also told her aunt about the prayer, and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes.

“I’m glad you’re showing your respect,” Merit said, nodding in my direction. “Ptah will smile upon you.”

“I hope so,” I said.

“I also think he will,” Neferu chimed in, swallowing a bite of fruit.

After we finished eating, it was time to say goodnight. Our first day in Memphis had been eventful and fulfilling. Merit asked Neferu to show Zafara and me to our bedroom for the night. Neferu had her own room nearby.

As I walked alongside Neferu down the corridor, a thought crossed my mind, and I decided to ask. “How far are we from the Great Pyramid? I’ve been curious about it.”

“It’s not far,” she explained. “We’ll most likely visit it too. It’s really impressive. Not just the pyramid, but the Sphinx as well.”

“I can’t wait,” I said, and I truly meant it. Every new discovery only fueled my excitement for what lay ahead.

When we reached the guest chamber, Neferu pushed open the doors, revealing a luxurious space that left me momentarily speechless.

The walls were adorned with murals depicting scenes of daily life and mythology. A large bed stood at the center, draped in fine linen and piled high with cushions. Golden oil lamps cast a warm, flickering glow, making the polished stone floors shimmer.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, stepping inside and taking it all in.

“I’m glad you like it,” Neferu said with a smile. “Mine is a bit smaller, but…” Her voice faltered slightly, and she hesitated before continuing, “I wouldn’t want to sleep in a huge bedroom alone.”

“Afraid?” I teased lightly.

Her cheeks flushed. “No … maybe a little,” she admitted, her tone soft.

Her vulnerability tugged at something in me, and I found myself smiling. “Well, if you need anything, you know where to find us.”

“Sure thing. Nighty night.”

“Good night.”

Neferu returned my smile, her gaze lingering a moment longer before she turned to leave, but she stopped by the doorway. “You must be tired after such a long day,” she said, her eyes meeting mine. “Would you like a shoulder massage before I go?”

I couldn’t help but smile at her offer. “That sounds wonderful.” I was about to become addicted to her soft hands.

Beaming, she approached me. As she stood behind me, I could feel the heat radiating from her body to mine. “You’re so tall,” she said, her breath tickling my ear while she tried to reach my shoulders.

“Let me sit down,” I said, settling onto the edge of the bed.

Neferu’s hands found my shoulders, her touch gentle at first, then gradually increasing in pressure. Her fingers worked well, kneading out knots I didn’t even know I had.

“You’re good at this,” I said, my eyes closing in pleasure. “Did you practice before you met me?”

“My older sister taught me, so I’ve had practice,” she replied, a hint of playfulness in her voice. “Though never on a man or someone quite so impressive.”

I felt a warmth spread through me that had nothing to do with the massage. “Impressive, eh?”

Her hands paused for a moment, and I could almost hear the smile in her voice. “Well, you are a fertility god, after all.”

As she continued, I found myself growing more relaxed, yet also more aware of her presence. The scent of jasmine clung to her skin, mingling with the scent of the oil lamps. Her fingers worked their way up to the base of my neck, and I couldn’t suppress a small groan of pleasure.

“Too much?”

“No. It’s perfect.”

We fell into a cozy silence, broken only by the occasional crackle of the oil lamps and the soft sound of skin on skin. As her hands moved lower, working out the tension in my back, I felt a different kind of tension building within me. I glanced over at Zafara, who was suddenly nude and smiling in my direction. I couldn’t wait to enter her again.

Eventually, Neferu’s hands slowed down. “Is that okay?” she whispered.

“That was wonderful,” I told her. I stood and turned to face her, suddenly very aware of how close we were. Her eyes, dark and pretty in the dim light, met mine. “Thank you,” I said. “For everything today.”

She smiled. “It was my pleasure.”

We embraced each other. Her body fit perfectly against mine, her head tucked under my chin. I breathed in her scent again while my hands roamed her back.

“Goodnight … again,” she murmured.

“Goodnight, Neferu,” I replied, reluctantly releasing her from our embrace.

As she turned to leave, her hand lingered on mine for a moment longer. Our eyes met once more, and I saw a flicker of something—desire, perhaps, or a question left unasked. Then she was gone, the door closing gently behind her.

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. The room suddenly felt emptier without her presence. I turned to Zafara, who had been quietly observing from a corner of the room.

“That was…” I began, unsure how to finish the sentence.

“Intense,” Zafara supplied with a knowing smirk. “Neferu seems quite taken with you.”

I nodded, running a hand through my hair. “Yeah, I’m not sure what to do about that.”

Zafara approached me. “You’re overthinking it, Nathan. Let things unfold naturally.”

She was right, of course. I tended to analyze everything, but here in this ancient world, instinct seemed to matter more than careful planning.

“Come,” Zafara said, taking my hand. “Let’s get you ready for bed. Tomorrow will be another busy day.”

“Sure,” I said as I joined her in the bed.





Chapter 6 Hathor’s Joy Festival





T
 he next morning, I awoke to the soft glow of sunlight filtering through the window. As I stretched and rose from the bed, memories of the previous day’s activities flooded back. Today promised more of the same—a sacred duty I was eager to fulfill.

Merit had arranged for a steady stream of young women to visit me throughout the day. They came in groups, their eyes wide as they entered the chamber. They were at the peak of their beauties with smooth sun-kissed skin and fertile bodies.

The first to fall into my hands was a slender girl named Nefertari, barely past her nineteenth birthday. Her eyes sparkled with curiosity as she disrobed, revealing small, perky breasts and narrow hips. As I entered her, she gasped in pleasure, her virgin walls stretching to accommodate me. With each thrust, she moaned and squirmed. When I finished, flooding her womb with my divine seed, tears of joy streamed down her cheeks.

Next came Ankhes, a voluptuous beauty who was twenty-one years old. Her full breasts heaved as she rode me. Her cries of pleasure echoed off the chamber walls as she climaxed, her inner muscles clenching around me and milking my cum into her fertile depths.

Throughout the days, more nubile young women passed through my chamber. There were so many of them, and some were more memorable than others. I remembered Satiah with her long legs and dancer’s body. She also told me she would perform at the upcoming festival. Meryt, whose olive skin glistened with oils. She wanted to suck me before entering her, and she sucked passionately as if it were a dream come true with plenty of throat-stroking and eye contact. I wondered where she’d learned that skill, and she replied from dildos and pornographic scrolls. Neferu had promised to show me some of those scrolls that I was curious about. This Egypt was quite different from the Egypt of my time. I also ran into Kebi who came from a coastal city in the north. She was fair with a freckled face. Neferu had told me that she most likely had foreign blood, and it made her just appear exotic in my eyes. Kebi flushed with passion as I took her from behind. Each mating was unique, yet all were infused with my raw power of fertility.

Some women were overcome by multiple orgasms, their bodies wracked with pleasure they’d never known. Others wept with gratitude, feeling new life take root within them. Many marveled at my stamina and size, whispering that I truly must be divine. They called this a joy unlike any other.

* * *

The day before the festival, Neferu stood behind me, giving me one of her familiar shoulder massages. It was as enjoyable as ever. “Who’s been your favorite girl so far?” she asked, her voice light and teasing.

“That must be you,” I said without hesitation.

She giggled. “No, I mean the girls you’ve bedded.”

I thought for a moment. “Satiah,” I admitted. Her dancing had left an impression—those alluring moves were seared into my mind.

“She’ll dance tomorrow too,” Neferu said with a knowing smile.

“That’s right,” I said, nodding.

“You’ve been so busy breeding, you forgot about the festival, didn’t you?” she teased, leaning closer.

“Something like that,” I replied with a grin. We’d gone for a walk earlier, and I’d already seen the preparations taking shape. Statues of Hathor were adorned with flowers and gold, and dancers were rehearsing their steps for the upcoming rituals. The entire city seemed ready for a holiday.

“I’m looking forward to seeing the festival in full swing,” I said, leaning into Neferu’s touch as she continued the massage. “It’s been incredible to witness all the preparations.”

Neferu’s fingers worked a particularly tight knot in my shoulder. “Oh, you haven’t seen anything yet. The festival itself is indescribable. The energy, the music, the dancing—it’s like nothing else.”

I turned my head slightly, catching a glimpse of her face. “You seem pretty excited about it yourself,” I observed.

She giggled. “Of course. It’s my favorite time of the year. And this year…” she paused, her hands stilling on my shoulders. “This year is special. Because you’re here.”

Those words meant a lot to me. When she finished the massage, we said goodnight and went to bed.

* * *

When we woke up, we had something to eat before heading to the festival. Even if it was early in the morning, the square was alive with activity when we arrived. Banners hung between buildings, and flowers decorated doorways. The air smelled of roasted meat, fresh bread, and wine. People were everywhere—talking and laughing.

Neferu walked a step ahead, glancing back at me with a grin. “Told you this would be something to see.”

“It’s definitely a change of pace,” I said, taking in the crowds of antiquity.

Musicians played nearby, using flutes and drums. Groups of dancers followed the beat, moving beautifully. Vendors lined the edges, offering jewelry, food and small statues of what I assumed was Hathor.

Zafara walked on my other side. She looked as bemused as I did. We passed a group of women standing near the temple steps. They carried baskets of flowers and jars of milk. Their soft chanting blended with the music, and a few of them knelt in prayer.

“What’s happening over there?” I asked.

“They’re making offerings,” Neferu explained. “It’s tradition to bring things like flowers, honey or milk to show gratitude. Many of them are here to ask for blessings.”

I nodded, glancing back at the crowd. Children darted between people, laughing as they played. A group of men carried large jugs of wine, handing out drinks as they moved through the square. Cats were everywhere as usual.

Ahead of us, a raised platform came into view. A group of women stood at the center, dressed in white robes. Golden jewelry gleamed on their wrists and necks, and one of them held a rattle-like instrument, shaking it in time with the music.

Neferu leaned closer. “That’s the procession. They’re about to carry Hathor’s statue.”

The women on the platform lifted a small, gilded figure onto a wooden frame. They stepped down carefully and began walking through the crowd, followed by a line of people tossing flower petals along their path. Others knelt and bowed their heads.

I watched the scene, trying to take it all in. “It’s impressive,” I said.

Neferu gave a small nod. “Hathor means a lot to us. She represents love, happiness, and everything that makes life worth living.”

“Kind of like you,” I said, which painted her cheeks red in an instant.

“That’s sweet of you,” she said.

I lost myself in Neferu’s eyes again, the world around us fading until I wanted nothing more than to kiss her. But a woman bumped into us, breaking the spell. “Excuse me,” she said demurely.

I recognized her immediately—one of the women I’d bred earlier. “It’s alright,” I said with a small nod.

Neferu glanced at her, looking mildly annoyed. “Merit is waiting for us at a reserved spot,” she said, turning back to me. “Follow me.”

“Alright,” I replied, though part of me felt disappointed. The kiss would have to wait.

We reached a raised platform near the edge of the square. Cushions were arranged neatly under a canopy of woven reeds, clearly marking it as a space reserved for those of status. Neferu led me confidently, her hand warm in mine. Merit was already there, waving at us.

“Come,” Neferu said, eagerly pulling me forward.

Merit greeted us with her usual warmth. “I’m glad you made it,” she said. “The main ceremony is about to begin.”

“It seems like it already has,” I said, settling onto one of the low cushions.

“Oh, no,” Merit replied with a knowing chuckle. “There’s much more to come.”

From our elevated spot, we had a clear view of the central square. Musicians were tuning their instruments, while priests and dancers prepared for the next part of the festival.

The music began, a lively melody carried by flutes and drums. The dancers stepped forward, spinning and leaping. Their flowing dresses shimmered in the sunlight, catching every movement as they twirled, and the crowd clapped and cheered.

Neferu leaned in close, her voice barely above the music. “You won’t see dances like this anywhere else. These are Hathor’s chosen, trained to express her joy and blessings.”

I scanned the dancers and immediately spotted Satiah. Her skill and energy made her stand out. She moved as if she were born to dance, her hips swaying in a way that was impossible to ignore. Our eyes met briefly, and she flashed me a knowing smile that sent a rush of heat through me. Her movements carried the same joy and passion she’d shown in bed.

“She’s making the most of her time before pregnancy,” Neferu said, her tone light but teasing.

“I can see that,” I replied, forcing my gaze away.

The dancers moved in sensual patterns, weaving through one another with effortless precision. Their energy and joy were mesmerizing, and for a moment, I forgot everything else, caught up in the rhythm and celebration.

When the performance ended, the square erupted in applause. The dancers bowed deeply before stepping aside, allowing the musicians to begin another tune. The crowd’s enthusiasm only grew, the square buzzing with excitement for what was still to come.

The crowd clapped along, and a few people stepped into the open space where the performers had been. Neferu’s face lit up as she turned to me. “They’re opening the circle to everyone now,” she said, standing and tugging on my arm. “Let’s go.”

“Wait,” I said, staying rooted to my cushion. “I’m not exactly a dancer.”

She laughed, tilting her head as if considering me. “You don’t have to be perfect. Just follow my lead.”

“I think I’ll embarrass both of us.”

“Impossible,” she said with a grin. “Besides, no one will care how you move. They’ll just be impressed that someone like you is here.” Her gaze lingered on me, and her teasing tone softened. “Come on. Live a little.”

Before I could argue further, she pulled me to my feet.

“Good luck,” Zafara said with a smile, leaning back against her cushion.

“Go easy on him,” Merit said.

“Don’t worry, I’ll catch him if he falls,” she said playfully.

The music grew louder as Neferu led me into the circle. People were laughing and dancing around us, moving to the beat of the drums. I stood stiffly, unsure of where to start. I’d never danced in my life, but if some place would be the first, it would be here, as far away from my hometown as possible, so I could make a fool out of myself.

“Relax,” Neferu said, placing her hands lightly on my shoulders. “You’re too tense. Just follow me.” She began to sway to the rhythm. I recognized that it wasn’t the first time she’d danced.

I tried to mimic her steps but felt awkward in comparison. Neferu noticed and laughed, her voice warm and teasing. “You’re thinking too much. Let your body move.”

“That’s easy for you to say,” I said, though I couldn’t help but smile at her enthusiasm.

She moved closer, her hands brushing mine. “Here,” she said, taking one of my hands and placing it on her waist. “Now you’re getting the hang of it.”

The contact warmed my heart, but I focused on following her lead. Her movements were mesmerizing, and I couldn’t help but watch the way her dress swayed with every step, and her dark hair as well. “You’re good at this,” I said.

“I’ve practiced,” she replied, twirling away before spinning back into my arms. “But you’re not so bad yourself.”

“That’s generous,” I said, though I felt my confidence growing with each step.

“You’re doing better than most,” she said, her tone softening. “And I like dancing with you.”

I couldn’t help but smile. “I enjoy this too.”

Her eyes met mine, and for a moment, the noise of the crowd faded into the background. There was something romantic in the way she looked at me, a spark that made me want to pull her closer. Instead, I let the moment linger, enjoying the rhythm of the music and the warmth of her presence.

Neferu leaned in slightly, her voice barely above the music. “You know, you’re full of surprises.”

“Good ones, I hope,” I said, my hand tightening slightly on her waist.

She smirked, her lips dangerously close to mine. “Mostly.”

Before I could respond, she twirled out of my grasp, laughing as she spun back into the circle. “Come on,” she called over her shoulder. “Try to keep up.”

I shook my head, smiling despite myself, and followed her back into the crowd.

When the dancing ended, Neferu led me back to the platform where Merit was waiting. She looked amused, watching us settle onto the cushions. Neferu’s cheeks were flushed, and her hair was tangled from the dancing, but she didn’t seem to mind. I, on the other hand, was still catching my breath, and I felt a light sheen of sweat on my forehead.

“You two looked like you were enjoying yourselves,” Merit said, handing Neferu a goblet of wine.

“Of course,” Neferu said with a grin, taking a sip. “It’s Hathor’s festival. You’re supposed to enjoy yourself.”

Merit arched an eyebrow. “I’m sure your mother would have something to say about how much you were enjoying yourself.”

Neferu rolled her eyes, waving her hand dismissively. “She’s not here, and she doesn’t need to know. Besides, what’s wrong with dancing?”

“Nothing,” Merit said, being a bit more open-minded than her sister. “But if she’d seen you dancing like that, in public no less, I imagine she wouldn’t be pleased.”

Neferu shrugged, a small smile tugging at her lips. “Let her be mad. I don’t care. I just wanted to be with Nathan.”

Merit’s gaze flicked to me. “Well, it seems you’ve made your decision.” Then, with a smirk, she added, “Don’t worry. I won’t tell her.”

“Thank you,” Neferu said.

The servants returned, setting trays of food before us—roasted duck, fresh bread, figs and honey cakes. Some typical Egyptian food that I’d gotten used to now. I reached for a piece of lamb. I sure was hungry after that dance. We ate in silence for a while, the lively sounds of the festival filling the square around us.

Merit finally broke the quiet, setting her goblet down. “Nathan,” she said, seizing my attention. “There’s a ritual happening later at the temple. It’s called the Women’s Blessing Ritual.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“It’s a sacred ceremony for women seeking Hathor’s blessings—for fertility, love or strength,” Merit explained. “Normally, it’s private. Men aren’t allowed.”

“Then why are you telling me about it?” I asked.

“Because of who you are. You carry Min’s power, and your presence could offer something extraordinary. The women know about you, Nathan. They’ve heard of what you’ve done. I believe they’ll welcome you.”

Neferu tilted her head, studying me. “You’d be the first man to join a ritual like this. It’s a big deal.”

I frowned, unsure. “Are you sure they’d want me there? I don’t want to intrude.”

Merit nodded firmly. “You’re not intruding. You’re giving them hope. That’s what this festival is about.”

Neferu smiled, leaning closer. “You’ll be fine. I’m sure they don’t mind seeing you. In fact, while dancing, almost every woman looked at you.”

“I didn’t see that.”

“You were too busy dancing with Neferu,” Zafara chimed in, which was another phrase for being captivated by Neferu’s beauty.

“Alright, when does it start?” I asked.

“Soon,” Merit said. “I’ll take you there after we finish eating.”

As we continued the meal, Merit lightened the mood by telling stories about previous festivals, and Neferu chimed in with her usual humor. Despite the light-hearted banter, I couldn’t stop thinking of the temple that awaited me. I wondered how the women would greet me.

After we finished eating, Merit stood, smoothing her robes. “It’s time to head to the temple,” she said. “The Women’s Blessing Ritual is about to begin.”

Neferu perked up, immediately grabbing my hand. Zafara followed, her usual composed expression giving nothing away. Merit led us through the quieter streets toward the temple, the sound of the festival fading behind us. As we approached the gates, I noticed more women arriving in small groups, each carrying offerings—flower garlands, jars of milk, and small figurines.

“This feels intimate,” I said, watching the women enter with reverence.

“It is,” Merit replied, glancing at me. “Normally, no man would be allowed here, but the priestesses agreed to make an exception. Your presence carries weight because of the power you hold.”

We stepped into a courtyard lit by torches. The scent of incense hung in the air, mingling with the fragrance of the flowers the women brought. They knelt in a large circle, their offerings arranged neatly before them. At the center of the space stood a tall altar adorned with Hathor’s symbols: her cow horns encircling a sun disk, and delicate carvings of music and fertility.

A priestess dressed in white robes approached us. Her gaze flicked to me briefly before settling on Merit. “You have brought him, as you said you would.”

“Yes,” Merit replied, her tone respectful. “Nathan carries the blessings of Min.”

“He also carries foreign blood,” the priestess said, her sharp eyes scanning me. “And you’re quite handsome, aren’t you?”

I smiled at her words. “If you say so.” She was striking herself, her dark hair braided neatly. She was tall, though still many inches shorter than me.

“It’s not just your hair,” she added, her gaze lingering on my face. “Your eye color is rare too.”

“I’m glad you like it,” I said, keeping my tone polite.

“There are many other women here who feel the same,” she said, gesturing subtly toward the gathered women. Almost all of them had turned to look at me, their eyes curious and filled with quiet whispers. “Some of them you’ve already bedded. What they’ve said about you … well, it left me curious if the stories were true.”

I wasn’t entirely sure what “stories” she was referring to, but as I let my gaze wander over the women, I recognized a few of them. Their beauty was undeniable, and being surrounded by them here, in this sacred space, felt both intimate and slightly overwhelming.

“What stories?” I asked her.

“Of being able to impregnate dozens of women without a break,” she said. “A man’s phallus usually softens after one release.”

“I can confirm the stories are true,” I said.

The priestess smirked lightly. “I had no reason to doubt it,” she replied. She glanced toward the women. “Let me introduce you before their curiosity takes over.”

She stepped forward and addressed the group. “Women, we are gathered here in Hathor’s sacred space to seek her blessings. Today, we are joined by Nathan, who carries Min’s divine power.”

Excited murmurs spread through the group as they turned their full attention to me.

“To honor this rare blessing,” the priestess continued, “we will perform the ritual of sacred vulnerability. By baring ourselves to Hathor, we open our hearts to her gifts and seek her favor.”

She turned back to me. “Nathan, you are invited to witness this rite and, if it pleases you, to bestow blessings upon those who seek them.”

I nodded. “I’ll do so with honor.”

Her lips curved into a faint smile, and she stepped aside, motioning for the ritual to begin. The women, one by one, knelt before the altar, their offerings in hand, their faces a mix of reverence and anticipation.

The priestess began to disrobe, her white gown falling away to reveal smooth, olive skin. One by one, the other women followed suit. Soon the courtyard was filled with nude female forms of all shapes and sizes—slender dancers, curvy maids and everything in between. Their skin glowed warmly in the torchlight, and the sight fueled my lust. My groin stirred, and I felt the urge to bed every single one of them.

They knelt before Hathor’s statue, heads bowed. I tried to avert my eyes out of respect but found my gaze drawn to the graceful curves and planes of their bodies. One woman caught my eye—her back arched seductively. She was in a perfect position, revealing her full moon and the hint of her womanhood. Another had full, heavy breasts that swayed as she moved. Eventually, she also knelt, and I spotted arousal lining the insides of her thighs.

When the women rose, the priestess handed me a basket of delicate lotus blossoms. “You will now bestow Hathor’s blessing,” she instructed. “Give each woman a flower and seal it with a kiss.”

I grinned, realizing the intimacy of what I was about to do. Slowly, I approached the first woman. She trembled slightly as I handed her the lotus and leaned in to place a soft kiss on her forehead. I took a moment to admire her innocent breasts. They were works of art, and her nipples hardened before my eyes. I moved to the next, and the next, my lips brushing warm skin as I blessed each one. Some women blushed and averted their eyes. Others met my gaze boldly. One whispered, “Thank you” as I kissed her. Another’s eyes fluttered closed at my touch.

I tried to remain respectful, but couldn’t help noticing the unique beauty of each woman—the curve of a hip, the swell of breasts, the arch of a neck and the feminine makeup. By the time I finished, I was fully erect, brimming with sexual energy, and at the same time, the air felt charged with a potent power—sacred yet sensual.

I stepped back as the priestess chanted a final blessing. The ritual was complete, but the memory of all those beautiful nude forms would stay with me for a long time to come.

* * *

After the women’s blessing ritual, we spent more time at the festival before dining with Merit. The sun was dipping lower, painting the sky in orange and gold. Soon, it would be time for a poet to share a story. I sat with Neferu and Zafara, the three of us comfortably settled among the crowd. Hundreds, if not thousands, had gathered waiting for the performance to begin.

Eventually, the poet appeared. He was an older man, his gray beard long and wispy, and his back slightly hunched. He leaned heavily on a walking stick as he made his way to the center of the square. Settling himself down, he took a moment to adjust his posture before clearing his throat. His gaze swept over the crowd, sharp and thoughtful despite his age. The hum of voices quieted as all eyes turned to him. “Tonight, I will tell you a tale,” he said, unrolling the scroll. “It is one of survival, wisdom and divine providence—‘The Story of the Shipwrecked Sailor.’”

The square grew quiet as the poet cleared his throat and began to speak, his voice steady and deliberate despite his age.

“Once, there was a sailor,” he began, his words carrying over the crowd. “He set sail with a crew of 120, men of strength and skill, on a voyage of ambition and promise. But the sea is a force of chaos, and a great storm rose without warning. Waves towered like mountains, crashing upon their ship. The mighty vessel shattered, and all were lost, save one man who clung to the wreckage.”

I leaned forward, listening intently. The image of the lone sailor, adrift and struggling to survive, struck a chord with me. I wasn’t tossed into this world by a storm, but the feeling of being uprooted, of finding myself in a place I didn’t understand—it felt similar.

“He awoke on the shores of a strange island,” the poet continued. “It was a paradise, overflowing with fruit, clear streams and shade to protect him from the sun. For days, he wandered, sustained by the island’s bounty. But as the silence deepened, he realized the paradise was empty. The joy of the land was hollow without others to share it.”

The poet’s voice dropped slightly, drawing the audience in. “Then, he encountered the ruler of the island—a serpent, vast and gleaming like the sun, its golden scales shimmering. The serpent spoke to the sailor, its voice deep and wise. ‘Tell me how you came here,’ it said.”

The poet paused, letting the tension hang in the air before continuing. “The sailor told his tale of loss and survival, expecting the serpent to be angry or dismissive. But the serpent did not condemn him. Instead, it shared its own story—a fiery star had fallen from the heavens, wiping out its family. The serpent was the last of its kind, left to rule the island in solitude.”

I glanced at Neferu, sitting beside me and listening intently, her hands folded neatly in her lap. It struck me how the serpent’s isolation mirrored the struggles of the women seeking fertility and renewal, and even Neferu herself. Egypt, like the island, had been scarred by loss—of men, of families—and now I was here to help, as strange and unexpected as that still felt.

“The serpent, though burdened by loss, promised the sailor hope,” the poet said, his voice softening. “‘You will return to your home,’ it told him. ‘A ship will come for you, and when it does, you will carry with you treasures from this island—gifts to remind your people of the beauty and wisdom you have seen.’”

The image of the serpent sending the sailor back with treasures stirred something in me. It wasn’t about the wealth; it was the idea of leaving something behind, of giving something to those who remained.

“When the sailor’s rescue came, the serpent bid him farewell. ‘Do not forget what you have learned,’ it said. ‘Even in loss, there is life. Even in solitude, there is connection.’ The sailor returned home, forever changed by his journey.”

The poet fell silent, rolling up his scroll as the crowd absorbed the story. Around me, the murmurs began to rise again, but I stayed quiet, letting the tale settle in my mind.

As the poet stepped back, rolling up his scroll, I found myself thinking about the story. The sailor’s journey wasn’t about staying on the island—it was about learning from it and sharing what he’d gained. I glanced at Neferu, then at the women gathered nearby, and felt the weight of my own journey. Like the sailor, I had been thrust into something greater than myself. I hadn’t asked for this, but now that I was here, it wasn’t just about what I could take from Egypt—It was about what I could give.

Neferu nudged me. “What did you think?” she asked.

I turned to her, offering a small smile. “It’s a good reminder. Even when you lose something, there’s always something else to find.”

She tilted her head, her eyes studying mine. “Do you feel like that? Like you’ve found something?”

I hesitated before answering but finally nodded. “Yeah, I think I have.”

She smiled brightly. “I felt bad for the serpent.”

“I’m sure it’ll be fine.”

“Do you think they’ll visit each other someday?”

“I hope so,” I said.

She hesitated for a moment, then added softly, “I was just thinking … you won’t be here forever, right?”

“I still have many days left,” I said. “Our journey has only just begun.”

Her smile returned as she leaned her head against my shoulder, a quiet warmth settling between us.

* * *

After the festival had wound down, Neferu suggested we take a walk. The air was cooler now, and the stars shone brightly overhead.

“I think I liked this time of night best,” she said, her voice thoughtful. “When everything is quiet, and it feels like the stars are watching over us.”

I glanced at her. “Do you believe what they say about the stars? That they’re connected to the gods?”

She nodded, her eyes lifting to the sky. “Of course. They’re part of our stories, our history. Every star has its place in the sky, just as we all have our place here.”

I couldn’t help but smile. “I think your place is here, guiding people like me who know very little about this world.”

She laughed and turned to look at me. “And what’s your place?”

I hesitated, not entirely sure how to answer. “Earlier, I wasn’t sure. Now.” I glanced at Zafara. “Satisfying women.”

For a moment, we walked in silence, her words hanging in the cool night air. “You’re different. Not just because of your powers. You see things in a way that others don’t.”

My hand brushed against hers, and she didn’t pull away. “Maybe that’s because I’m not from here,” I said.

“Maybe,” she replied, fixing her eyes on me. “Do you think I’d fit in where you’re from?”

“You’d fit perfectly,” I said without hesitation.

“I know I asked this earlier, but how long will you stay here?” Neferu asked innocently.

I glanced at Zafara, knowing this was her arrangement. Zafara smiled at Neferu and said, “Until you’ve left Egypt satisfied.”

“What she said,” I added with a grin.

Neferu looked at me, her eyes sparkling. “Well, I hope Egypt never gets satisfied,” she said. “Today was so much fun.”

“I know,” I replied, wishing the day could last forever.

“Did you enjoy the dance?” she asked, tilting her head slightly.

“More than you can imagine,” I said with a smile. “The festival was unlike anything I’ve ever experienced.”

“I’m glad,” Neferu said. “It’s one of the highlights of our year. We all look forward to it—and to honoring the gods we worship.”

“I can see why,” I said.

We reached the Nile. I looked at the meandering river, hearing it burble and seeing the water shimmer. There weren’t many ships there now, but the river was still as pretty as always.

“Nathan,” Neferu said, turning to me. “How was it like to kiss all those women?”

“Quite nice,” I said. “It’s intimate and warm.”

“Oh … I’ve never kissed another man before,” she said, searching my gaze. “I have a feeling you were about to earlier, right before someone bumped into us.”

My heart warmed at her words since I knew they were true. “Yes,” I admitted as I came face to face with her.

I gazed into Neferu’s eyes, feeling drawn to her in the soft starlight. “You’re right,” I said. “I did want to kiss you earlier.”

“And now?” she whispered.

Instead of answering, I gently cupped her face in my hands and leaned in, pressing my lips to hers. The kiss was soft and hesitant at first but quickly deepened as Neferu responded eagerly. Her lips were warm and tasted faintly of honey wine from the festival.

I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her closer while my tongue entered her wet mouth. Neferu’s hands tangled in my hair as she pressed her body against mine. I felt a euphoria I’d never felt before. When we finally broke apart, we were both breathless, and our eyes were glued to each other’s.

“Wow,” Neferu said, her eyes swimming with love. “That was…”

“Amazing,” I finished for her.

She smiled as a pink color grew on her cheeks. “I never imagined it’d feel like that. So warm and special.”

It was true—there was something uniquely special about this kiss and about Neferu herself.

As we walked back to the palace, we held hands. Neither of us felt the need to talk, just enjoying the quiet until she broke it as we entered.

“How about we go to the Great Pyramid tomorrow?” Neferu asked, her tone light. “I’m sure there are women who’d want to meet you there too.”

“I’d love to,” I said with a smile. “I’ve always wanted to see it.”

“I’ll happily show it to you,” she said. “There’s so much else to see there too.”

“Why isn’t it the capital?” I asked.

“It’s more of a historical and bureaucratic city,” she explained. “Memphis is where life is.”

“I definitely saw that today,” I said with a small laugh.

We stopped in the hallway where her bedroom and mine branched off. She hesitated for a moment, then looked up at me, a playful smile on her lips.

“Another kiss?” she asked.

“I’d like that,” I said and pulled her close without hesitation. Our lips met once again, and the spark was just as electric. I cradled her face gently, marveling at the softness of her skin and full, smooth lips. Her hands rested on my chest, and I could feel the rapid beat of her heart against my own.

Time seemed to stand still in that moment. The rest of the world faded away until there was nothing but Neferu and me.

We broke the kiss and looked each other in the eyes for a moment.

“Goodnight,” Neferu whispered, her voice husky. Her fingers trailed down my arm as she stepped back. “Sweet dreams.”

“Goodnight,” I replied. “Thank you for today. It was wonderful.”

She smiled. “Thank you for being here. Sleep well.”

We parted ways, and I turned to Zafara, who was already inside our bedroom, smoothing the sheets on the bed. When I entered, she offered me a warm smile. “A single step out of time can lead to the fruit divine,” she said.

I chuckled. “That’s beautiful.”

“I’m glad you’re being patient about it,” she replied, her eyes meeting mine as she began to undress.

As I watched Zafara undress, her olive skin glowing in the soft lamplight, my cock started to stir again. It had done so for most of today, and I couldn’t wait to release my stored-up desire.

“You seem thoughtful,” Zafara observed, slipping out of her dress, her fresh, busty boobs jiggling. They could easily catch a pen, let alone wrap around my shaft.

“Today was intense. In a good way.”

She came to stand before me, gloriously nude. Her eyes studied my face. “You’re falling for her, aren’t you?”

There was no judgment in her tone, just curiosity. “I think I am. Is that okay?”

Zafara smiled. “Of course. Love is part of why you’re here. To bring new life, yes, but also to experience it yourself.”

“But I can’t bring her with me … or can I?”

“What I told you earlier, a single step out of time can lead to the fruit divine.”

I nodded and reached for her pussy, marveling over how she kept it shaved all the time. I rubbed my fingers over her folds and flicked my eyes to hers. “It’s time to enjoy the fruit, isn’t it?”

“I noticed your arousal throughout the day. The way your eyes lingered on the dancing women, how your body tensed during the blessing ritual.” Her dark eyes glimmered with knowing amusement. “Let me take care of that pent-up desire for you.”

I quickly stripped off my clothes, my erection springing free. Zafara’s eyes roamed over my body as I approached her. I pulled her close, feeling her soft curves press against me and her big boobs mashing against my chest. I pressed my lips to hers as my hands explored her supple flesh.

Zafara pushed me onto the bed and straddled me, her wet vagina hovering over my throbbing manhood. She lowered herself slowly, enveloping me inch by inch in her tight warmth. We both groaned with pleasure as she began to ride me, her breasts bouncing against her chest.

I gripped her hips, guiding her movements as I thrust up to meet her. The tension that had been building all day finally found release as we had sex. Zafara threw her head back, moaning in pleasure as her inner walls clenched around me. The sight of her climaxing pushed me over the edge and I exploded inside her with a moan.

We lay tangled together afterward, catching our breath. Zafara traced lazy patterns on my chest as she nestled against me. “Goodnight,” she whispered. “Soon there’ll be another girl sleeping with us.”

I grinned. “Goodnight.”





Chapter 7 The Great Pyramid





W
 e set out from Memphis just as the first light of dawn broke over the horizon. Zafara had roused me from sleep with a heavenly blowjob. I couldn’t complain. After we got dressed, I joined Neferu outside, where Merit had everything ready for our journey. We said our goodbyes, and Merit embraced me warmly, her breasts pressing against my chest. “Thank you for everything,” she said softly.

“You’re welcome,” I replied. She leaned in, unable to resist, and kissed my cheek before stepping away.

With that, we boarded the boat. The air was cool, and a faint mist rose from the Nile. The boat’s sail caught the gentle morning breeze, and we drifted smoothly along the river, leaving Memphis behind. We stood and waved at Merit, who waved at us back till we couldn’t see her any longer.

Neferu leaned against the railing beside me, her dark hair loose, strands of it catching the light. “You’ll love it there,” she said, her voice filled with excitement. “It’s not just the pyramids—it’s the stories and history.”

“I’m ready to hear all about it,” I said with a grin. “But you’ll have to forgive me if I ask a lot of questions.”

She chuckled. “Ask away. That’s what I’m here for.”

Zafara, lounging on a cushion, chimed in. “He’s curious, Neferu. You should be flattered. Most men just nod and pretend to listen.”

Neferu smirked. “Good. Then let me teach him properly.”

As the boat glided along, she began to tell the story of Khufu, the pharaoh behind the Great Pyramid. “He was a ruler who believed in leaving behind something eternal,” she said as I listened in awe. There was no better way to hear history than from a native. “The Great Pyramid isn’t just a tomb—it’s a message to the gods. A way to ensure his name would never be forgotten.”

“Did he succeed?” I asked, watching her intently.

She grinned. “You’re sailing to see it, aren’t you?”

I laughed. “Touché.”

The conversation paused as I noticed something in the water. A crocodile basked on the bank, its scaly hide blending with the mud. Farther down, a flock of brightly colored birds flew low over the reeds. “Do you see that?” I asked, pointing.

Neferu followed my gaze and nodded. “Those birds—ibises. Sacred to Thoth, the god of wisdom. The Nile is full of life. It’s why we call it the lifeblood of Egypt.”

“It’s incredible,” I said, marveling at how nature and human life intertwined here.

As we continued, the landscape shifted. Palm trees lined the shores, their fronds swaying in the breeze. Fishermen cast their nets into the water, and I saw small clusters of villagers gathered to wash clothes or draw water. A gray heron stood perfectly still near the reeds, its eyes fixed on its prey.

“Do you ever get tired of this view?” I asked.

“Never,” Neferu said. “The Nile is part of who we are. It feeds us, guides us. It’s our connection to the gods.”

As the boat sailed on, Neferu and I found ourselves standing closer together. The quiet rhythm of the water and her presence beside me made everything else fade away.

“Last night,” she said, looking up at me, “when you kissed me … I haven’t stopped thinking about it.”

“Neither have I,” I admitted. “It felt right.”

She smiled, her hand brushing against mine. “Do you think this journey will be the same? Will it feel right?”

I turned to her, meeting her gaze. “As long as you’re with me, it will.”

She laughed, her eyes shining. “Then let’s make it unforgettable.”

* * *

It had been a three-hour-long journey, and as the boat neared the shore, the Great Pyramid dominated the horizon and caught the midday sun.

We stepped onto the busy docks. Workers hauled supplies, priests carried offerings, and merchants called out to passersby, selling amulets and statues. A group of children splashed in the shallows, laughing as they chased after a stray ibis. The air smelled of river water, sun-warmed stone and incense wafting from a nearby shrine. It was a lot more peaceful here compared to Memphis.

“Come,” Neferu said, taking my hand as we made our way through the crowd. “There’s so much to see.”

The small pyramids and mastabas dotting the landscape came into view as we moved farther inland. I recognized the tomb shapes, but here they were adorned with painted carvings that depicted scenes of family life, feasting, and rituals. These weren’t crumbling ruins—they were fresh and alive.

“Why aren’t there more people here?” I asked, breaking the silence as we made our way up the sandy path toward the pyramids.

Neferu glanced at me. “You’re used to Memphis. This isn’t a city anymore. It’s a place of the past, but a beautiful place nevertheless and our most visited.”

“What happened?” I asked. “I thought this place would be full of life, given its importance.”

“It was,” she said. “A long time ago, during the Old Kingdom, this was where great pharaohs like Khufu and Khafre built their pyramids. Thousands of workers lived here, creating the monuments you see now. But once the pyramids were finished, the need for so many people faded.”

“So, people just left?” I asked.

“Over time, yes. The pharaohs of later dynasties chose different places for their tombs. They moved south, to Waset and the Valley of the Kings. This here became more of a sacred place for rituals and offerings to the dead rather than a place for the living.”

She gestured toward a group of priests near the pyramid’s base. “Now it’s the priests and caretakers who remain. They maintain the temples and ensure that the spirits of the pharaohs are honored. For most, that’s enough.” She pointed at some visitors. “Also, tourists from other parts of Egypt come here.”

I nodded, glancing back at the Sphinx. “And the people who built all of this? What happened to them?”

“They returned to their villages or moved to other cities,” she said. “Many stayed near Memphis, where the pharaohs needed them for new projects. This is still respected, but it no longer holds the same place it did when these monuments were built.”

“I see,” I said. “There can’t be many women needing to be impregnated here then.”

Zafara chuckled. “Probably a thousand or so.”

“Well, that’s plenty,” I said.

We neared Sphinx. It sat farther up the slope, partially buried in sand, but its face was whole, its features sharp and clear. I had seen it before too, but in my time, it had been worn down, its nose gone, its once-proud visage marred by centuries of wind and neglect. Here, even if it was old for them, it was still fresh and polished.

“Do you know what that is?” Neferu asked, gesturing toward it.

“A guardian,” I said, hoping to sound knowledgeable.

“Yes, it is,” Neferu said as she began to share more about the Sphinx. “But the Sphinx is much more than just a guardian,” she said. “It’s a symbol of royal power and divine protection. See how its body is that of a lion, but its head is human? That represents the strength of a beast combined with the wisdom of a pharaoh.”

We walked closer, and I marveled at the sheer size of the monument towering over us.

“The face,” Neferu continued, “is said to be that of Khafre, the pharaoh who built the second-largest pyramid. But some say it’s even older than that, carved long before the pyramids were built.”

She pointed to the headdress adorning the Sphinx’s head. “That’s the nemes headdress, worn only by pharaohs. And see the cobra on its forehead? That’s the uraeus, a symbol of sovereignty and divine authority.”

As we circled the massive statue, Neferu shared more intriguing details. “The Sphinx faces east, toward the rising sun. Every morning, it’s as if it’s the first to greet Ra, the sun god, as he begins his journey across the sky.”

She led me to a spot where we could see both the Sphinx and the pyramids behind it. “Some believe the Sphinx is connected to the stars. There’s a theory that it aligns with certain constellations at specific times of the year, marking important dates in our calendar.”

“You know quite a lot,” I said, glancing at her. I was impressed by her knowledge.

She blushed a little. “Like I told you before, I love history.”

I listened intently, fascinated by the depth of meaning behind this monument. “It’s incredible how much thought and symbolism went into creating it,” I said.

Neferu nodded, a proud smile on her face. “That’s the beauty of our culture. Everything has layers of meaning—nothing is just what it appears on the surface.”

As we stood there, admiring Sphinx, I noticed a small group of women approaching. They were dressed simply in white dresses and adorned with makeup. One of them stepped forward and addressed Neferu.

“Neferu,” she said, bowing her head slightly. “We heard rumors that a man carrying the powers of the God of Fertility had arrived. Is it true?”

Neferu glanced at me, a hint of amusement in her eyes. “It is,” she confirmed, gesturing toward me. “This is Nathan, blessed by the gods to bring new life.”

The women’s eyes widened as they turned to look at me. I could see a mix of hope and lust in their gazes.

“It’s an honor to see you,” the woman said, addressing me directly. “My name is Wiya. We received word from Ramses a couple of weeks ago about your arrival. When we heard you were in Memphis, we hoped you’d make your way here.”

“I had to stop by to see your beautiful women and The Great Pyramid.”

Wiya’s cheeks turned rosy. “You made the right choice. The pyramid still stands and our women are pretty. I own a palace and have gathered young, pretty women from nearby villages to seek your blessing. Many of us have struggled to conceive, and we pray that your divine touch might change our fortunes.”

I felt a familiar warmth spread through me—the same feeling I’d experienced during the blessing ritual in Memphis. I glanced at Neferu, unsure how to proceed, but she gave me an encouraging nod.

“Of course,” I said, studying their shapes, curves and mounds that strained against their clothing. “I’d be honored to help.”

“My palace isn’t far from where you docked,” she said, revealing the fact they’d been watching us. “You can dine with us if you want. I have around twenty women wanting to be bred … for now.”

I glanced at Neferu and Zafara, seeking their approval. Neferu nodded encouragingly while Zafara gave a subtle wink.

“That sounds wonderful,” I replied to the women. “I’d be honored to dine with you and offer my blessings.”

The women’s faces lit up with excitement. Wiya, seemingly their leader, bowed her head. “Thank you, blessed one. We are eternally grateful.”

“See you during the evening,” a pretty woman said and walked off with a giggle with the rest of them.

“Do you think we’ll have some time alone for the night, or will you be busy with the women?” Neferu asked.

“We’ll have time,” I said, patting her back.

“I’d love to take a walk here during the night,” she said.

“Me too,” I said. “Come on, I want to check out the Great Pyramid.”

She eagerly took me there.

We approached the base of the Great Pyramid, its smooth limestone surface gleaming in the sunlight. The sight stopped me in my tracks. I’d seen this before. But that version was a ghost compared to this.

Here, the pyramid stood in its full glory. I thought about the broken, weathered exterior I had known, surrounded by the noise of tourists and modern development. This was nothing like that. This was alive and untouched by the erosion of time.

“Impressive, isn’t it?” Neferu said, pulling my attention away from my thoughts.

“It is,” I replied. It felt almost wrong to compare the two. In my time, this was a relic—a symbol of a long-lost civilization. Here, it was a masterpiece of the present.

I craned my neck, trying to take in the sheer scale of it. But looking up at it made me dizzy. It was huge and looked even bigger now than later.

“It’s even more impressive up close,” I said in awe.

Neferu nodded. “The ancient texts say it took 20 years to build. Can you imagine the dedication and skill that is required?”

I shook my head. “How did they even move stones this big?”

“With ramps, rollers, and levers,” she explained. “And a lot of manpower. It wasn’t just brute strength though—it took incredible planning and engineering.”

I ran my hand over the cool stone. “And how did they manage to build it so perfectly?”

“Our ancestors were master builders and mathematicians,” Neferu explained. “They used complex tools and calculations to ensure each block was placed exactly right. Some say they had help from the gods themselves.”

“I can see that.”

As we circled the pyramid, Neferu pointed out various features—the slight inward slope of the sides, the precise alignments with cardinal directions. Her knowledge was impressive, and I found myself hanging on her every word.

As we walked around the base, I noticed carvings near the entrance. Neferu translated some of the hieroglyphs, explaining how they told the story of Khufu’s reign and his journey to the afterlife.

“Do you want to go inside?” she asked, gesturing to a small entrance.

My heart raced with excitement. “Can we do that?”

“You can, since you’re with me,” she said. “Most of the pyramids have been sealed to protect them from robbers, but they’re still open to high officials, priests and priestesses.”

“You’d have to sink pretty low to steal from a place like this,” I said.

“I know,” Neferu replied, her expression turning somber. “It’s incredibly disrespectful.”

She led me to the entrance and nodded to the two guards standing watch. They recognized her immediately. “We’ll only stay for a short visit,” she told them.

They stepped aside, and we entered the pyramid, the air inside cool and musty. Neferu grabbed a torch from the wall, illuminating the narrow passageway before us. The flickering light cast shadows on the walls as we made our way deeper into the structure.

“Watch your step,” Neferu said as we descended a steep ramp. “And mind your head. Headache isn’t fun.”

“Can’t argue with that one.”

I ducked, following her lead. The passage opened into a larger chamber, its walls covered in carvings and paintings. I recognized it from the tour guide in Egypt, but it looked nowhere near as fresh as now.

“This is the Queen’s Chamber,” Neferu explained, holding the torch high. “Though it was likely never used as an actual burial chamber.”

I marveled at the detailed artwork, scenes of daily life and religious rituals frozen in time. “It’s incredible,” I said. “So well-preserved.”

“I’m sure it looked better a thousand years ago,” she said.

She didn’t know I was comparing it to how it looked in my time. “I can imagine,” I replied.

We continued our journey, climbing upward through the Grand Gallery. The smooth limestone blocks fit together so perfectly, that it was hard to see where one ended and another began.

Finally, we reached the King’s Chamber. The room was larger than I expected, dominated by a massive granite sarcophagus.

“This is where Khufu’s body would have rested,” Neferu said, her voice filled with reverence.

I approached the sarcophagus slowly. “It’s empty now?”

Neferu nodded, her expression calm. “Grave robbers took what they could long ago. But Khufu’s spirit does not need treasures to travel to the afterlife. His legacy is here, in these stones.”

I ran my hand over the smooth granite edge. The weight of her words lingered as I stared into the sarcophagus, wondering what Khufu would have thought of it all—his pyramid still standing, but the treasures he once held were long gone.

We stepped outside the pyramid, and the sunlight hit us like a wave of warmth after the cool shadows inside. “It’s roasting,” I said, tugging at my clothes.

“Let’s sit in the shade,” she said. “We can have something to eat too.”

“That will be lovely,” I said.

Neferu talked to the servants, who obeyed her without question. Then she led me to a shaded area near the base of the Great Pyramid, where we could rest and observe the surrounding structures.

One servant, a young woman with kohl-lined eyes, poured cool water into golden cups for us. Another laid out an array of fresh fruits—plump figs, juicy pomegranates, and sweet dates. A third servant presented a platter of freshly baked flatbread, still warm from the oven, alongside small bowls of olive oil and herbs for dipping.

A particularly beautiful girl approached with a tray of sweetmeats—little cakes made with honey and nuts, dusted with cinnamon. She knelt beside us, offering the treats with a demure look.

“Thank you,” I said, picking up one of the cakes. Neferu glanced up at me with a playful glint in her eye. “Taking advantage of the opportunity now that your mother isn’t here?”

“I guess you could say that,” she replied, crumbs tumbling down her clothes.

“What a luxury to be served like this,” I said, taking a bite.

“It’s something I take for granted,” Neferu admitted. “But it’s not like I can’t cook. I’ve seen many relatives grow fat and unhealthy because they rely too much on servants.”

“Why don’t you cook for me some time then?” I suggested.

Her face lit up. “I’d love to. But today, you’re already booked.”

“A late evening meal wouldn’t hurt,” I said with a grin.

“No, it wouldn’t,” she said, smiling, “but let’s save it for tomorrow.”

We continued eating. My gaze drifted to the pyramids in the distance, their sizes diminishing with each one farther away.

“You can see that the pyramids of Khafre and Menkaure are smaller than Khufu’s,” she explained when she noticed what had caught my attention. “This wasn’t by accident.”

I looked at her, intrigued. “What do you mean?”

“Well,” she began, her eyes lighting up with enthusiasm, “over time, the pyramids became smaller and less grand. It wasn’t just about resources or ability—it was a deliberate choice.” She gestured to the Great Pyramid. “Khufu’s pyramid is the greatest. Khafre’s is slightly shorter and Menkaure’s is significantly smaller.”

I nodded, noticing the difference in size. “But why the change?”

“It’s believed that as time went on, pharaohs began to focus more on the quality and complexity of the tomb’s interior rather than its sheer size. They started to prioritize the decoration of burial chambers and the development of funerary texts.” She pointed to some smaller structures in the distance. “You see those? Those are the pyramids from the Middle Kingdom period. They’re even smaller, often built with a core of limestone rubble and faced with polished limestone blocks.”

I marveled at the evolution she was describing. “It’s fascinating how the style changed over time.”

“Indeed,” Neferu continued. “And it didn’t stop there. Eventually, the pharaohs abandoned pyramids altogether in favor of hidden tombs.”

“Is that when they moved to the Valley of the Kings?” I asked, recalling what little I knew of Egyptian history.

Her face lit up. “Exactly. It became the burial place of choice for pharaohs of the New Kingdom.”

She paused, her gaze distant as if picturing the place. “The Valley is quite different compared to here. Instead of towering monuments visible for miles, the tombs are cut into the rock face, hidden from view. The entrance to each tomb is concealed, an attempt to protect the pharaoh’s body and treasures from grave robbers.”

“That makes sense,” I said. “Is robbery such a big problem here?”

Neferu nodded. “Sadly, somewhat. It’s not a major issue, but the hidden tombs in the Valley of the Kings are more secure.”

I looked at her, the passion in her voice drawing me in. “You’re so proud of your heritage.”

“Of course,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. “It’s who we are. These pyramids will stand long after we’re gone, telling the world who we were.”

I couldn’t argue with that. Even in my time, the pyramids still stood, defying the march of history. The Great Pyramid was the only wonder left from antiquity that still stood proudly.

“What about you?” I asked. “What legacy do you want to leave behind?”

Neferu paused. “I don’t know yet. Maybe something more than just being remembered as someone’s daughter or sister. Something that’s mine … But honestly, I don’t think I care. I just want to live.”

Her honesty surprised me. It felt raw, vulnerable, and it made me admire her even more. “I think you already are living,” I said. “You’re someone who makes people see the beauty in all this. You’ve certainly done that for me.”

She blushed and looked away, but I could see the smile tugging at her lips. “You’re kind.”

“I’m honest,” I said.

For a moment, it felt like time itself had paused, just for us.

After we finished our meal, Neferu and I made our way toward the palace where the women awaited. Servants told us where they lived, which wasn’t far from the Nile. As we walked, the sun began its descent. The air cooled slightly, bringing relief from the day’s heat.

We passed several smaller monuments, each dedicated to different gods. Min caught my eye—the god of fertility. His erect phallus was displayed, leaving no doubt about his divine powers. Neferu and I exchanged glances, and she giggled, which she infected me with.

As we continued, I noticed more explicit artwork adorning the walls of buildings we passed. One depicted Min receiving oral pleasure from a kneeling woman, her lips wrapped around his manhood. The artist had captured the scene in remarkable detail—the way her cheeks hollowed, the blissful expression on Min’s face and the droplets trailing down his cock.

“That’s quite graphic,” I said, feeling a stirring of arousal.

Neferu smirked. “Sex and fertility are sacred. There’s no shame in depicting the acts that bring new life.”

We rounded a corner and came upon a small temple. More erotic scenes decorated its walls—men and women coupled in various positions, their bodies intertwined in ecstasy. One image showed a man taking a woman from behind, his hands gripping her hips as she arched her back in pleasure.

I studied the carvings in great detail. It was fascinating to realize that exotic positions had existed since antiquity. We arrived at the palace, and as soon as the woman we’d greeted earlier saw us, she rushed inside to notify the others.

“They’re excited,” Neferu said, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.

“You look excited too,” I said, smiling at her.

“I’m always excited when it’s time for pregnancies,” she replied with a playful grin.

I had noticed that too. The woman came back outside. “Welcome,” Wiya said, smiling as I noticed she wore a sweet, floral perfume. “We are honored by your presence. Please, come inside.”

She led us into their home, its walls adorned with colorful murals depicting scenes of fertility and abundance. She offered us something to drink, which we happily accepted.

“Thank you,” I said, taking a sip of the wine she had given us.

“I’ve gathered the most vulnerable and young women, ranging from eighteen to twenty. If you have time, I can prepare more for tomorrow.”

“With pleasure,” I said.

“I’ve also arranged for masseuses to help you relax after each session.”

I glanced at Neferu and smiled. “Neferu has been taking care of that after each breeding. She’ll have the final say.”

Wiya turned to Neferu, her smile warm. “It’s an honor to have you here as well.”

“I’m glad to be here,” Neferu replied with a smile.

“How do you prefer the breeding?” Wiya asked, her tone straightforward. “One by one?”

“Yes, but occasionally more,” I said. “I’ll let you know.”

“Understood,” she said. “Would you like to start now?”

“Yes,” I said with a nod.

As I entered the main chamber, my eyes widened at the sight before me. Twenty young women stood in a semicircle, their bodies adorned with fragrant oils that glistened in the flickering lamplight. They were nude, most of them shaved and some had a little bit of hair. Each was drop-dead gorgeous, with smooth olive or copper skin, kohl-rimmed eyes and flowing dark hair.

I took my time, examining each woman as my lust rose tenfold. One caught my eye immediately—a petite beauty with almond-shaped eyes and heart-shaped lips. As I approached her, she smiled so her dimples deepened. Her breasts were medium-sized but perfectly shaped, her hips gently curved. As our gazes met, she bit her lower lip.

“You,” I said softly, beckoning her forward. She approached shyly, her eyes downcast. Gently, I tilted her chin up to look at me. “What’s your name?”

“Neferti,” she whispered.

“Neferti,” I repeated, tasting the name, which I happen to like a lot. “Are you ready to receive my blessing?”

She nodded eagerly. “I’ve been wanting it since I heard about you,” she admitted.

I took her hand and led her into the bedding room, which was a spacious bedroom with luxurious lounges and a round bed topped with fluffy pillows. It was lit by torches, casting an erotic light over the room. I pulled her close, pressing my lips to hers in a deep kiss as my hands roamed her body, exploring her innocent flesh. She melted against me with a soft moan while my erection pressed against her waist.

I let go of her and undressed. Her eyes fell to my groin, and when I was fully nude, her hands fled to her mouth. “That’s thick and long,” she said.

“Don’t worry about it,” I told her.

“I’m not worried,” she said as I caught the sight of arousal lining the insides of her thighs.

Lowering her onto the cushions, I spread her legs. I took my erection and guided it to her center. With a gentle thrust, I parted her caramel-colored pussy lips and entered her pink interior. Her back arched as I slowly filled and stretched her completely.

I started off with gentle strokes, letting her adjust to the size. Once she was more comfortable, I went deeper and quicker till the sounds of our flesh slapping filled the room.

As I neared my peak, I felt that familiar surge of divine energy coursing through me, and with a final thrust, I spilled my seed deep within her womb. She was left breathless, staring at my manhood that was currently stuffed deep inside her. “Oh, I feel it. It’s so warm and creamy.”

I slowly pulled out from her hole, dragging a river of cum with me that dripped onto the sheets. I gently caressed Neferti’s cheek as she lay there, flushed and glowing. “How do you feel?” I asked softly.

“Wonderful,” she breathed, her eyes shining. “I feel full. Blessed.” She placed a hand on her lower abdomen. “I can still feel your seed inside me. It’s so warm.”

“Rest now,” I told her. “Let my blessing take root.”

“Do you also need to rest?”

I shook my head as I focused on my divine energy. Again, I became erect within seconds, and I felt the tingling sensation in my testicles as they became filled with fresh seed. “Wow,” she murmured, witnessing my powers.

“Do you want to remain here while I bring another woman?”

She nodded and moved aside. I stepped back into the main chamber, my body still shivering with divine energy. I didn’t bother to put my clothes back on, and the remaining women looked at me with a mixture of awe and desire, their eyes roaming over my nude form, and especially my erection that made their eyes wide like saucers. I took a moment to survey the group, letting my gaze linger on each beautiful face and body.

My eyes settled on a tall woman with high cheekbones and piercing dark eyes. Her full breasts swayed gently as she breathed, and her hips curved seductively. I beckoned her forward with a crook of my finger.

“What’s your name?” I asked as she approached.

“Meryt,” she replied, her voice low and melodious.

“Do you want to come with me?”

She nodded without hesitation, and I took her hand, leading her back to the bedchamber. Neferti was still reclining on the cushions, watching us curiously as the cum was spilled over her womanhood. I guided Meryt to lie beside her.

“Are you ready to receive my blessing?” I asked, running my hands along Meryt’s curves.

She nodded eagerly and then said, “May I go down on you?” she asked. “I don’t think we’ll meet again, and I’ve always dreamed of sucking another man, especially a blessed one like you.”

I nodded, intrigued by her request. “Of course,” I said with a smile.

Meryt‘s eyes lit up as she eagerly dropped to her knees and positioned herself between my legs. Her soft hands wrapped around my shaft, stroking gently as she admired its length and girth. “It’s so big and hard,” she whispered, her hot breath making my tip stir. She moved closer and closer till her lips kissed the crown. Opening her mouth, she slid my shaft over her tongue while closing her lips around my cock.

I let out a low groan as her warm, wet mouth enveloped me. She bobbed her head slowly as if enjoying every second, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked with passion. She took me to the back of her throat, and she started gagging, covering my cock in her spit.

Eventually, she came off with a pop, leaving my erection wet and hard. She submissively looked up at me from her seated position while rubbing herself. I helped her to her feet and gently laid her down.

Being curious, I spread her legs and lowered myself so I came face to face with her wet center. I parted her lips with my fingers, eyeing her pink flesh. I pressed my tongue against her and licked her. She was divine, and after a couple of tongue strokes, I positioned myself between her legs, sliding my erection inside her.

Meryt gasped as I reached her depths, her back arching off the cushions. I started with slow, deep thrusts, enjoying the tight warmth of her womanhood. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper. “Oh gods,” she moaned, her eyes wide with lust. “It’s even better than I imagined.”

I increased my pace, driving into her with powerful strokes. The sound of our flesh smacking filled the chamber, mingling with our moans.

As I felt my climax approaching, that familiar surge of divine energy coursed through me once again. With a final thrust, I buried myself to the hilt inside her, flooding her womb with my seed. She let out a groan, her inner walls clenching around me as her own orgasm washed over her.

I stayed inside her for a moment, both of us panting. When I finally withdrew, a trickle of my seed followed while my cock was still seeping, spilling it over her pussy. Meryt lay there, a blissful smile on her face as she caught her breath.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her hand resting on her lower belly. “I can feel your semen inside me.”

“You’re welcome,” I told her and prepared myself for the next.

One after another, I invited them into the room. Supple thighs wrapped around my hips, breasts pressed against my chest, silken hair cascaded over my skin. Moans and gasps of pleasure blended together. The scent of arousal and femininity hung heavy in the air. It was a sexual marathon, and one I could participate in for the rest of my life.

Another tall beauty with eyes like liquid gold rode me while her boobs bounced in front of my eyes, her head thrown back. Moments later, a shy maiden with skin like polished bronze trembled beneath me as I brought her to climax. Best friends with matching lotus flower tattoos pleasured me in tandem, sharing my cock, and eventually, I came in one and quickly pulled out, only to push my cock into the other and fill her with my blessing.

On and on it went, and with each mating, I felt my divine energy flowing into these women, blessing them with the gift of new life.

Throughout it all, Neferu and Zafara were there. Between encounters, they offered cool water and soothing shoulder massages, Neferu’s and Zafara’s touches preparing and exciting me for the next wet woman. Neferu’s eyes sparkled with desire as she watched me fulfill my divine purpose.

When I’d bred them all, we took a little break. Wiya joined us and checked in on the women. “I’ve never seen you glow like that in my life.”

They all replied that it had been the best experience of their lives, and Wiya turned to me with a demure smile. “It’s been incredible,” I said. “These women are all so beautiful and eager.”

Wiya nodded, her eyes shining with gratitude. “You’ve given them such hope. Many of them have been living in despair since the Battle of Kadesh.”

I looked around the room at the women resting on cushions, their bodies glistening with sweat and arousal. Some were gently caressing their bellies as if already feeling new life growing within.

“I’m honored to help,” I said. “Is there anything else I can do?”

Wiya hesitated for a moment before speaking. “Well, there are a few more women I know of who weren’t able to join us today. If you’re willing, perhaps you could visit them tomorrow?”

I glanced at Neferu, who gave an encouraging nod. “Of course,” I agreed. “I’d be happy to.”

“I’m glad,” Wiya said, reaching for my hand and giving it a squeeze. “A few is closer to a hundred.”

“I’m up for a challenge,” I said, making her chuckle.

“Please, we’ve prepared something to eat for you. A feast with the ladies by the Nile.”

We got dressed and headed outside. The night air felt cool and refreshing as we made our way down to the banks of the Nile. Torches lit our path, casting light across the sand. The women had set up a lavish spread on blankets near the water’s edge—platters piled high with roasted meats, fresh fruits, and sweet pastries. The scent of spices and grilled fish wafted in the breeze.

Many of the women still had that post-orgasmic glow about them, their eyes bright and cheeks flushed.

“Please, have a seat,” Wiya said, gesturing to the feast. “Eat and drink your fill.”

Neferu, Zafara and I settled onto plush cushions. A young woman approached with a jug of wine, filling our cups. I took a long, grateful sip, feeling the rich flavor coat my tongue.

“This is delicious,” I said. “Thank you all for your hospitality.”

“It’s the least we can do to show our appreciation,” one of the women replied.

As we ate, the conversation flowed easily. The women asked about my travels, eager to hear tales of far-off places. I shared stories of Memphis and the wonders I’d seen. I also told them about all the women who I’d bedded there, which they were quite curious about. They were also curious about Neferu, complimenting her dress and status. They also wished health to her brother Ramses for keeping us protected and safe.

“This place used to be way bigger before,” Wiya said. “But nowadays, Memphis and Waset is where it’s at.”

“I don’t mind the peace,” I said. “Nor the beautiful sight of the pyramids or Sphinx.”

“Me neither,” Wiya said.

After we finished eating, we decided to go for a walk. Wiya escorted us to the door. “If you need a place to stay, you’re more than welcome to sleep here,” she offered with a kind smile.

“We’ll keep that in mind,” I said, nodding politely.

We thanked her and said our goodbyes for the evening before stepping outside. The air was cooler now, carrying a soft breeze that felt refreshing after the warmth of the day.

Neferu rubbed her forehead a little. “Are you alright?” I asked her.

“Yes.” I was about to ask why she did that, but then she said, “You seemed to enjoy the attention tonight.”

“They were kind,” I said, glancing at her. “But only one woman here truly has my attention.”

Neferu’s steps slowed as she looked at me, her eyes catching the starlight. “Is that so?”

I nodded. “I wouldn’t lie to you.”

Her lips curved into a smile. “You’re bold tonight. Is that from the wine or the admiration?”

“Neither. Just honesty,” I replied. “Besides, if I remember right, you didn’t look too bothered by all the compliments you received either.”

“I’m not sure they would have meant it if I weren’t a royal,” she said, her tone unsure.

“You’re mistaken,” I told her. “You’re beautiful, both inside and out.”

Her cheeks flushed, and she gave a small, shy smile. “Thank you,” she said softly, yielding to the compliment. “I suppose we both have a knack for turning heads.”

As we continued walking, she brushed her fingers lightly against my arm. It sparked something between us—something I wanted to explore further. Being surrounded by so many women was a cultural shift for me, but what surprised me most was Neferu’s lack of jealousy. Instead, she seemed to grow closer to me with every passing moment.

I couldn’t imagine a relationship like this working in modern times, but I wasn’t going to complain. I planned to savor every second of it.

The air was cooler now, the plateau quiet except for the soft crunch of sand under our feet. As we passed the Sphinx, something caught my eye—a set of hieroglyphs etched into the stone, partially worn by time. I stopped and leaned closer. I hadn’t noticed them earlier when we were here.

“These look out of place,” I said, gesturing to Neferu.

She stepped beside me, squinting at the markings. “These weren’t here when my father ruled.”

“Where are they from?”

Neferu frowned, her fingers brushing the faint carvings. “These are from Akhenaten’s time. His followers made them when they tried to erase our gods.”

“Erase?” I asked.

She nodded. “Akhenaten declared Aten, the sun disk, the only god. He closed temples, dismissed priests and left destruction behind. His followers left marks like this to overwrite what they couldn’t destroy.”

“What happened to him?”

Neferu met my gaze briefly before looking back at the hieroglyphs. “After he died, Egypt rejected him. His name and legacy were erased, but some traces, like this, still remain.”

I ran my hand over the weathered stone. “Even so, the Sphinx is still here.”

“It is,” she said. “Stronger than the people who try to change it.”

Her gaze lingered on mine, and for a moment, the history surrounding us seemed secondary to the connection we shared. Then, she smiled and looked back at the Sphinx.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s keep walking. I’m sure the Sphinx isn’t the only one with secrets tonight.”

I followed her. “Oh, yeah? What’s your secret?”

“I’m still thinking about my first kiss,” she said, turning to me, her face illuminated by the starlit sky.

Her words made me smile, and my eyes dropped to her plump, perfectly shaped lips. They looked as though they had been sculpted by the gods. “I’ve been thinking about your lips too … Even compared them to the others.”

“Oh? I thought with all the kissing you’ve done, you might’ve forgotten mine,” she teased, her tone light but curious.

I shook my head. “Not at all. I’ll never forget them.”

“I really enjoyed it,” she admitted, her voice softer now. “I can’t imagine what my mother would say—no kissing or anything like that until marriage. But I don’t want that.”

I reached up, gently raking my fingers through her hair, my gaze locked on her lips. I couldn’t resist them any longer. Leaning in, I pressed my lips to hers. Sparks shot through me, lighting up my chest and radiating throughout my body. It felt incredible to be this close to her, and I knew it would’ve been torture to be near her without this connection, especially after all the women I’d been with.

When I pulled back, a thin string of saliva stretched between our lips. Her eyes met mine, glowing like two precious gems in the dim light, and her lips curved into a smile.

“That was nice,” she said.

“It was.”

“Hungry for an evening meal?” she asked.

I nodded, remembering that she wanted to cook for me. “Where should we go?”

She mulled it over for a moment. “We have a place reserved for us, but I’d prefer to go back to Wiya. What do you think?”

“I’m thinking the same. She’s lovely,” I said. “Not everything has to be planned either.”

“I know. I don’t like when my mother plans every part of my life,” she added with a sigh. “She’s always saying, ‘You have to wear this, you have to do that.’ Sometimes I just want to be spontaneous and free.”

“I remember your desire for freedom,” I said, patting her gently on the back.

We started walking, and I caught Zafara glancing at me. Her presence was comforting, a steady balance between giving us space when we needed it and stepping in when necessary.

Neferu’s hand brushed against mine, and I glanced at her. Smiling, I interlaced my fingers with hers, holding her hand warmly.

“Your hand is so big,” she said with a chuckle.

“I think it’s your hand that’s petite and cute,” I replied.

“That too … It’s nice, holding hands,” she said, her cheeks flushing pink.

“It is,” I agreed. “Romantic, even. Is it common in your culture?”

She hesitated for a moment, her expression thoughtful. “Not exactly, at least not like this. Public displays of affection are rare, especially among people of status. But in private, yes. Couples often show affection—kisses, embraces … mating.”

“So this…” I trailed off, nodding toward our joined hands.

“It’s a little bold,” she admitted, her voice lowering. “But I don’t care.” With defiance and confidence, her eyes met mine. “You make me feel different. Like I can be myself, not just someone’s daughter or sister.”

The way she looked at me stirred something in my chest. I tightened my grip, a small gesture to let her know I felt the same. “You should always be yourself, Neferu,” I said. “I wouldn’t want you any other way.”

“I’m glad.”

We reached Wiya’s palace. I spotted her outside with a couple of her friends. She rose to her feet immediately upon seeing us, her face lighting up. “Hi. You decided to visit us again late in the evening?” she asked, clearly thrilled.

“We liked your place so much, we wanted to see if there’s still room for us,” I said.

She looked flattered, placing her hand over her heart. “Of course, there is,” she replied. “It would be my honor. In fact, I’ll guide you there myself.”

“Thank you,” I said, following her as she led the way.

“If you want privacy, it might be best to avoid the women,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. “They’ve been talking about you nonstop.”

I waved a hand dismissively. “It’s fine,” I told her. “I don’t mind if they’re curious.”

She chuckled and led us down the hall, eventually stopping in front of a door. “This is our most exclusive room,” she said, pushing it open to reveal a spacious bedroom with a breathtaking view of the Nile. “It’s usually meant for lovers or men with harems. A little raunchy, perhaps.”

I stepped into the room, studying the room. The walls were adorned with frescoes depicting scenes of passion and pleasure. One mural showed the god Min, his erect phallus stood at its full glory, surrounded by beautiful worshippers, waiting to get fucked and sucking his cock. Another depicted couples intertwined in various acts of lovemaking.

In the middle of the room was an enormous bed, covered in fine linen sheets and a pile of pillows. There was also luxurious furniture here and there. Sheer curtains hung from the canopy, swaying gently in the warm breeze from the open balcony. Beyond, the Nile glittered in the moonlight. Oil lamps cast a warm, erotic glow over everything, which was the icing on the cake.

“This is perfect,” I told her.

“I’m glad you like it,” Wiya said, dipping her head respectfully.

Neferu turned to her. “I promised to make him an evening meal. Do you have a kitchen here?”

“Of course,” Wiya replied with a light bow. “Come with me.”

“Give me a minute or two,” Neferu said before disappearing with Wiya.

“Sure,” I said, now alone with Zafara. We settled onto the lounge and glanced around the room. “Damn, this is nice,” I said, leaning back comfortably.

“Indeed,” Zafara said with a small smile in my direction. She shifted closer, her hips brushing against me, her warmth pressing softly into my side.

“So,” I said, turning to her. “What do you know about these markings we found earlier?”

“Akhenaten … an enigma, even now. He rose to power during a turbulent time in Egypt’s history. His beliefs were controversial.”

“I heard what Neferu said. But I didn’t think that existed here till Islam came.”

“Modern Egypt is quite different from now obviously. But Akhenaten did try to radically change everything,” she continued. “He thought him to be the one true god, above all others. Akhenaten’s reign was turbulent. He built an entire city to honor Aten, and tried to rid the country of all other gods.”

“That must not have gone down well.”

She chuckled. “That’s an understatement. The priests of Amun-Ra and other deities didn’t take it lightly. In the end, after his death, his city was abandoned and his name was struck from records. It was as if he never existed.”

I leaned in, fascinated. “But clearly, some traces remain.”

Zafara nodded. “History has a way of persisting, even when people try to erase it. Those markings we saw—they’re remnants of a time Egypt would rather forget.”

“Well, it seems like they eventually returned there,” I said.

“That’s life,” Zafara said. “Like the Nile, life keeps flowing, never standing still. Even when it changes course, it carries everything forward—memories, mistakes and hopes alike.”

I looked at her. “That’s beautiful.”

“Like you,” she said and pressed her lips to mine. It felt great to be loved by so many.

Neferu eventually returned with a tray. It held a bowl of peeled pomegranate seeds, freshly made date cakes and a small dish of honey. She placed it in front of me carefully, her expression demure and slightly nervous, as if awaiting my approval.

“It looks lovely,” I told her, offering a reassuring smile.

“I hope it tastes lovely too,” Neferu said as she sat down next to me.

I reached for a date cake and took a bite. “How is it?” she asked, leaning closer.

“As sweet as you,” I replied with a playful grin.

She giggled. “I’m glad you like both.”

She grabbed a cake for herself and took a bite, and even Zafara reached for one, unable to resist the light evening meal. When we turned to the pomegranates, Neferu glanced at me with a mischievous smile.

“Can I feed you?” she asked softly.

“Of course,” I said.

She picked up one of the ruby-red seeds and gently brought it to my lips. I parted them, letting her place the sweet morsel on my tongue. The tart, juicy flavor burst in my mouth as I chewed, all the while watching the delight sparkle in her eyes.

“How is it?” she asked, her voice quiet and intimate.

“Delicious,” I said, lowering my voice to match hers. “But not as sweet as your lips.”

“There you go again,” she said with a laugh, her cheeks turning a light shade of pink.

I picked up a seed and held it out to her. “Your turn. Open up.”

She did, and I placed the seed gently on her tongue. It was oddly satisfying to feed her, and the gesture made the moment feel even more personal.

Our light meal put us in an undeniably good mood as we continued eating and talking, all the while the quiet hum of the Nile was in the background. As we finished, Neferu leaned back, glancing around the room. “I find it funny she guided us to this chamber,” she said, her voice teasing.

“Why’s that?” I asked, curious about the shift in her tone.

“It’s a room for men with many women, usually those high up,” she said. “Well kind of like you.”

“I see,” I said and studied the erotic art on the walls. “Those artworks are fire.”

“I think so too,” she said, her eyes sweeping over them. “I’ve always liked erotic art, but I’m not supposed
 to enjoy them,” she said with a playful smirk. “But I have friends who’ve brought me scrolls to my bedroom, and I’ve hidden plenty of them away.”

“You are sneaky, aren’t you?” I teased.

“I can be,” she replied with a laugh, her eyes glinting mischievously. She gestured toward a shelf. “Do you want to check them out?”

“You sure they’re explicit and not just some fairy tales?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Hardly,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I’ll show you.”

Neferu rose and went to the bookshelf, her fingers trailing along the papyrus scrolls until she selected one. She returned to the lounge, settling close beside me as she carefully unrolled the scroll.

“Let’s see what we got here,” she said, a hint of mischief in her voice.

As the scroll unfurled, my eyes widened at the vivid illustrations. The artwork was one hundred percent lewd, depicting scenes of sex and pleasure in incredible detail. One image showed a man and woman entwined. Another portrayed a group of nubile maidens pleasuring each other with tongues and fingers.

“Wow,” I said, taking in the erotic imagery while it made me aroused. “These are very detailed.”

Neferu giggled. “I told you they weren’t fairy tales.”

She pointed to a particular scene, where a man was pleasuring a woman with his mouth. “This one always intrigued me,” she said softly. “I’ve wondered what it would feel like.”

I swallowed hard, feeling a stirring of arousal rising. “It’s quite enjoyable, from what I’ve heard from other women.”

Neferu’s eyes met mine. “Perhaps you could show me sometime.”

“If you want,” I said.

She bit her lower lip and turned back to the shelf. “I want to see if I can find anything else,” she said, her voice thoughtful. After a moment of searching, she returned with another scroll in hand. Unfurling it carefully, she laid it in front of me. It was a balding man with an exaggerated penis, having sex in the wildest positions with the most beautiful Egyptian girls. They reminded me of the young women I’d bedded so far.

“You Egyptians have quite the imagination,” I said.

She chuckled. “Yeah,” she said and parted her legs, so I felt a sweet scent coming from them. She was getting aroused. “I suppose we do … Do you know what masturbating is?”

“Of course,” I told her.

“I usually masturbate to these,” she said demurely. “My best friend and I have done it together, but I wonder what it would feel like to do it with a guy,” she said, her cheeks pinked.

“We could, if you want,” I replied, keeping my voice calm despite the anticipation building inside me.

She nodded eagerly, though I couldn’t help but wonder how her mother would react if she ever found out. “I guess I’ll need to undress,” she said, her tone half shy, half teasing.

“Me too,” I said, meeting her gaze with a reassuring smile.

“Would you mind helping me?” she asked, her eyes sparkling with a mixture of nerves and excitement.

“Not at all,” I said, rising to my feet alongside her. I reached out, my fingers grazing the edge of her sheer linen dress. Slowly, I began to unfasten the golden clasps at her shoulders, my cock rising as more of her smooth sun-kissed skin was revealed. I had been wanting to see her nude for days now.

I slid the dress down Neferu’s body, savoring each new curve as it was unveiled. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her gloriously nude. My eyes roamed over her form—the swell of her perky breasts topped with thick suckable nipples, the curve of her hips, the dark triangle of hair between her thighs.

“What do you think?” she asked demurely.

“You’re gorgeous,” I murmured and felt an urge to ravish her. My eyes lingered on her bare boobs that sat high and firm on her chest before trailing down to her patch of pubic hair and her pink fruit hidden beneath it.

Neferu tugged at my clothes. “I’m getting cold.”

I let her undress me, and she reached for the ties of my tunic. As the fabric parted, she ran her hands over my chest, tracing my muscles.

Neferu pushed my tunic off my shoulders, her gaze hungry as she took in my body. Her hands explored my skin, from my chest down to my abdomen. When she reached the waistband of my kilt, she hesitated for just a moment before unfastening it. The fabric fell away, leaving me as bare as she was, and she revealed the fact that I was rock-hard.

“You’re beautiful,” I murmured, reaching out to cup her breasts.

“Uhm, do you like them?” she asked while twirling her hair on her finger.

“They are gorgeous,” I said when I realized I’d been staring for longer than necessary. I knew women like attention but there was a limit before it turned creepy.

She beamed. “I was a bit insecure about them since they were mostly small, but a couple of years ago they started growing all of a sudden.”

“You make it sound as if it were a curse.”

“No … As long as they don’t end up like melons,” she said with a titter.

Neferu and I settled onto the plush bed, our bodies illuminated by the warm glow of the oil lamps. She lay back against the pillows, her eyes roaming over my form as I positioned myself beside her.

“So, how do we start?” she asked softly, a hint of nervousness in her voice.

“Show me how you masturbate,” I asked her.

“So, first I usually wet my fingers,” she showed me, licking her fingers with her tongue, “and then I draw a circle on top of my kitty like this,” she said and gently massaged the top of her folds with her glistening wet fingers. I couldn’t help but feel like I was witnessing a private art exhibit. “I also rub the clit now and then and slide a finger inside me … but I generally need a free hand to watch the scrolls, but now I have you which is the same.”

I chuckled, but I was getting really aroused watching her.

“Why aren’t you getting going?” she asked. “I want to come when you come.”

“Good point,” I said, curling my right hand around my cock and stroking myself. I watched intently as Neferu demonstrated her technique, her fingers moving in slow circles over her most sensitive areas. The sight of her pleasuring herself was incredibly arousing. It didn’t look any different from how modern women masturbated.

“Do you ever use toys?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said, nodding slowly. “I have plenty of those hidden
 .”

“That feels good?” I asked, my voice husky.

She nodded, biting her lip. “Mhm. What about you? Show me how you do it.”

I gripped my cock more firmly, sliding my hand up and down. “Like this,” I said. “Varying the speed and pressure.”

“It looks so dry,” she said. “Don’t you ever use oils?”

“To be honest, I haven’t masturbated in a long time, but when I did, I did use lotion.”

“What’s that?”

“Forget about it. Yes, I suppose I did use oil.”

“Can I get some for you?” she asked, stopping with her hand in her honeypot.

“It’s fine … this feels quite good already.”

“I feel it too,” she said. “It just feels so good, so I don’t want to stop.”

“We’re on the same page,” I said.

“Do you want to touch me too?” she suggested. “Maybe not as exciting for you since you have already touched hundreds of women.”

“It’s always exciting to touch another woman,” I said and reached into her private area till I made contact with her flesh. She was soaked and her folds were as smooth as velvet. It was quite pleasant to touch her, feeling her wet heat spilling over my fingers. As she spread her legs, her plump folds glistened in the dim light of the bedroom. Her caramel-colored lips were slightly swollen and slick with arousal, a clear sign that she was horny.

I pulled back and stroked myself with the same hand I had touched her with. It was slightly wet but enough lubricants for now. Of all the sexual experiences I had so far, this was the best. “Do you need some spit?” she offered me.

“Sure,” I said. I didn’t want to take my hand away from my cock. It just felt so good. She held her hair back as she leaned forward and carefully spat in my hand. I wrapped my hand, covered with her juices and spit, around my cock. It felt way better.

We moved our hands in unison, Neferu’s fingers circling her clit while I stroked my shaft. The room filled with the soft sounds of our breathing and occasional quiet moans. This was long overdue. Even if I wanted sex, this wasn’t bad. Her cheeks were rosy, her dark eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

“This feels so much better than doing it alone or with a girl,” she whispered.

I nodded in agreement, too caught up in the sensations to speak. My eyes roamed over her body—the curves of her breasts that jiggled and the glistening pink between her thighs and labia.

Neferu’s movements became more frantic, her hips lifting slightly off the bed. “I think I’m getting close,” she panted.

Watching her pleasure herself pushed me closer to the edge. My hand moved faster, pre-cum leaking from the tip and easing the glide of my fingers. The familiar tension built in my lower abdomen—The divine magic and my potent seed.

“Me too,” I groaned.

Neveru’s back arched off the bed, her thighs trembling. “Oh,” she moaned, her words cut off by a sharp gasp. Her body tensed, then shuddered as waves of pleasure washed over her. Watching her come pushed me over the edge.

My balls tightened as the pressure built to an unbearable intensity. Just as I was about to climax, Neferu sat up suddenly, leaning towards me. The shift caught me off guard. My hips jerked involuntarily as I started to cum, and before I could stop it, thick ropes of semen spurted onto Neferu’s breasts.

“Oh!” Neferu exclaimed in surprise, looking down at the pearly streaks across her skin.

I aimed my cock back at myself. The third spurt hit my chest and then the rest spilled over my fingers as I slowly resorted to stroking myself. “Gosh,” I mumbled. It must have been the best masturbation in my life.

She caught her breath as she studied my semen. “Is it normal to shoot so much?” she asked me.

“If you’re divine,” I told her with hints of a joke.

She touched it with her finger and tried tasting it. “It’s very filling.”

“Yeah,” I said. We exchanged glances, and I saw how a light sheen of sweat covered her body along with my semen that dribbled down her curves, leaving a pearly trail behind.

“It’s super pearly,” she noted.

“That’s not usual,” I said and compared it to how my seed looked before Zafara had blessed me.

“I understand,” she said. “There must have been some abnormalities since you’re blessed.”

Zafara appeared with a towel, her presence subtle yet timely—a skill she seemed to have mastered. She always knew how to step aside when we needed privacy and return at just the right moment. “Enjoy yourself?” she asked, a faint smirk on her lips.

“More than you can imagine,” I replied as she dabbed the towel against my chest. Once my chest was clean, she eyed my erection. She leaned over and took it in her mouth, sucking it clean. After having bedded so many women, I forgot that when you masturbated, you got it spilled all over you. She came off my cock when there was not a drop left.

“Do you want me to clean you too?” Zafara asked, licking her lips.

Neferu nodded, and it looked so erotic when Zafara dabbed the towel against Neferu’s breasts. They jiggled for every touch.

Neferu and I lay down, and she cuddled up next to me. “I like to masturbate,” she admitted. “But I have a feeling sex feels better.”

“It does,” I said, meeting her gaze.

“Do you think we could try it someday?” she asked, her voice soft but steady.

“If you want to,” I said, my hand trailing lightly down her shoulder.

“I do,” she admitted, a faint blush rising in her cheeks. “I think I’m falling for you, and there’s no turning back. I’m just not sure how to explain it to my family.”

“There’s no rush,” I assured her, my tone gentle. Zafara moved closer, her presence comforting as she warmed my back with her touch.

“You’re right,” Neferu said, though her brow furrowed slightly. “But for now, I’d rather avoid pregnancies. I’m not ready for that.”

I chuckled and glanced down at my thick fertilizer. “Sorry for laughing, but I don’t see that happening.”

Her lips curved into a small smile. “We have our ways. Women have always been resourceful in matters of fertility.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, leaning slightly closer.

She glanced down between her legs, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “There are ancient recipes, like those written in the Ebers Papyrus. They describe mixtures we use to prevent pregnancy.”

“Recipes?” I asked. “Like what?”

“Some are made from honey and acacia,” she said. “We mix it into a paste and apply it before intimacy. Acacia ferments into something that works like medicine. It’s not perfect, but it’s effective enough.”

I raised an eyebrow. “That sounds ahead of its time.”

She chuckled softly. “We’ve had centuries to learn. Besides, there are other ways. Amulets, for instance.”

“Amulets?” I repeated.

“Hathor’s charms. It’s believed to protect women and guide their fertility.”

“And does it work?” I asked skeptically.

She shrugged lightly, her tone playful but firm. “If you believe it will, it often does, but not everyone is a believer, so the success rate isn’t always that high.”

“You two do not need to despair,” Zafara chimed in. “When the time comes for you to be intimate, I’ll teach you, Nathan, how to climax without impregnating the woman.”

I turned to her, my eyes first sweeping over her nude form. Her breasts looked so gorgeous when she lay on the side, making them form into the perfect figure eight. “Is that really possible?” I asked, my brow furrowing in disbelief.

“Yes,” Zafara replied, meeting my gaze with steady confidence. “I’ve told you before—there are many unexplored abilities that come with your power.”

“Oh, thank the gods,” Neferu said with a sigh of relief. “I don’t think applying a honey mixture down there would be pleasant.”

“Me neither,” I said, a chuckle escaping before I turned back to Zafara. Her expression remained serious, leaving no room for doubt. This was an incredible ability—one I never imagined having. I marveled over the fact that I could have unlimited amounts of raw sex and control the pregnancies on top of it.

“Whenever you’re ready, and I’ll guide you through it,” Zafara said, pecking my lips, so her hard nipples grazed my chest.

“Sure,” I said. We wished each other goodnight and fell asleep.





Chapter 8 Divine Nights









T
 he next few days passed quickly as I fulfilled my divine purpose. Word had spread quickly about my presence, and women from all over the region flocked to receive my blessing.

Each morning, I awoke to find a line of eager, young women waiting outside. They came from all walks of life—noblewomen in fine linen, peasants in simple dress, priestesses in ceremonial garb. All were united in their desire to conceive. They were gorgeous, and spilling my seed into each and every one of them felt equally as good.

In a secluded chamber adorned with symbols of fertility, I took them one by one. A shy woman with skin like polished bronze moaned as I entered her, gasping as I filled her with my divine seed. Moments later, a voluptuous beauty rode me, her head thrown back in pleasure as she received my blessing. This would continue as I used my power to summon erections right after a climax, giving me the ability to plunge into one pussy after another.

As the days progressed, the numbers grew. In lush gardens overlooking the Nile, I mated with three friends who’d grown up with each other, their matching lotus tattoos glistening with sweat as I alternated between them. In a temple to Hathor, I blessed a group of priestesses, their bodies writhing in bliss as my seed took root.

The nights were just as busy. Under the star-filled sky, I took the daughter of an old widow, her sun-kissed skin glowing in the moonlight as I filled her. In perfumed chambers, noblewomen received me, crying out in pleasure as I fulfilled their longing for children.

Between sessions, Neferu and Zafara tended to me, replenishing my energy with nourishing foods and soothing massages. Their presence was a constant comfort, grounding me amidst the frenzy of activity.

Neferu and I kissed more frequently, and we had even tried to masturbate together for another night, but we still hadn’t had sex. And despite all the women I made love to, I wanted to take her as well. I wanted to discover the ability to mate with a woman without making her pregnant.

As the days passed, subtle changes began to appear in the women I’d blessed. Their skin took on a radiant glow, their breasts swelled slightly and some reported feeling movement in their wombs mere hours after the mating. It seemed my divine gift was taking effect faster than anyone had anticipated.

By the week’s end, I had blessed hundreds of women, my seed spreading far and wide across the land. As I prepared to move on to the next location, I couldn’t help but marvel at the impact I was having. A new generation was beginning, one that would shape the future of Egypt in ways I could only imagine.

* * *

During the evening, after another day of breeding and exploring the plateau, Neferu arrived with something to eat. She usually prepared something sweet, but I’d mentioned earlier that I was craving fish and bread. She brought that, along with a lentil stew.

“This looks wonderful,” I said, smiling up at her.

“I’m glad you think so,” she replied, her tone demure as we settled down to eat. “By the way, you need a bath.”

I chuckled and wiped the sweat from my brow. It had been hot, not only because of the women but also the weather. “It’s been a hectic day.”

“I can tell,” she said, sniffing. “The scent of arousal still lingers in the air.”

Bathing had become a shared ritual for us, a moment to unwind and reconnect after long days like this. It was a pleasure to see her fully nude under the soap and fragrances. Wiya had a private bath that we could borrow for privacy, a luxury that allowed us to unwind without interruptions. It was always a pleasure to stay there alone with Neferu and Zafara.

As we ate, our conversation drifted between light topics and practical matters. The previous night, we had talked about leaving the following day. Most of the women in the area had already been bred, but we still hadn’t decided on our next destination.

After finishing the meal, we made our way to the bath. I let Wiya know so she could prepare it for us, and it wasn’t long before she returned with a polite bow. “It’s ready for you,” she said warmly.

“Thank you,” I replied, nodding in gratitude.

As we entered the private bath, the warm, fragrant air enveloped us. Steam rose from the heated limestones, and flickering oil lamps cast a soft, golden glow over the polished stone walls and floor.

Neferu turned to me, her eyes gleaming in the dim light. “Let me help you undress,” she said softly, reaching for the clasp of my tunic.

I nodded, yielding to her feminine hands. She slid the fabric from my shoulders, her touch lingering on my skin. I shivered, feeling goosebumps rise despite the warmth of the room. It always happened when we were close.

As she continued undressing me, I began to return the favor. I gently untied the knots holding her dress in place, enjoying the sight each new inch of bronzed skin revealed. The fabric fell away, pooling at her feet.

We stood there for a moment, both bare, our eyes roaming over each other’s forms. Neferu’s body was a work of art—her full breasts topped with puffy nipples, the gentle curve of her hips and the neatly trimmed dark triangle of hair at the apex of her thighs. I felt my cock responding to the sight of her but pushed the arousal aside.

“Come,” Neferu said, taking my hand and leading me to the edge of the pool. We descended the steps together, the warm water embracing our bodies.

Neferu guided me to sit on a submerged bench. She reached for a jar of scented oil, pouring some into her palm. “Let me wash you,” she said, beginning to massage the oil into my shoulders. “It’s long overdue.”

“If you say so,” I said.

Her hands were strong yet gentle as they worked the tension from my muscles. I closed my eyes, focusing on the sensation of her fingers kneading my flesh. She worked her way down my back, then around to my chest, her touch both soothing and electrifying. She also rubbed my forehead, making me come face-to-face with her breasts.

“Do I smell better now?” I asked teasingly, a grin tugging at my lips.

“Much better,” Neferu replied with a soft smile. “But I think you’ve earned an extra shoulder massage after today.”

“By all means,” I said, turning my back to her, feeling the warmth of her breath against my skin.

Her hands rested lightly on my shoulders at first, and then she pressed down gently, working out the tension. “You’ve been working hard,” she murmured, her tone both playful and caring.

“It’s part of the job,” I replied with a chuckle, leaning into her touch. “But I think I could get used to this kind of treatment.”

“You’d better,” she teased, her fingers moving in smooth, practiced circles. “You deserve it after everything you’ve done.”

“For sure.”

“How do you feel about it all?”

I considered her question for a moment. “It’s overwhelming at times,” I admitted. “But also fulfilling, in a way I never expected.”

Her hands paused briefly before resuming. “I’m glad,” she said, “that you’re bringing so much joy to these women.”

“And I haven’t forgotten you,” I replied, taking her hand and pressing a kiss to the top of it.

She let go of my shoulders and swam closer, cuddling next to me while Zafara took my other side. “How about we continue our journey?” I suggested, echoing something we’d discussed earlier.

“The Nile continues to flow,” Zafara said with a serene smile.

I glanced at Neferu, and she nodded thoughtfully. “I just hope we’re not moving too quickly, but yes, I want to see more of Egypt.”

“How about we go somewhere you’ve never been before?” I asked.

Her eyes lit up as she looked up at the ceiling, thinking. “Oh, I’ve never been to the Mediterranean coast. I’ve always wanted to.”

“Isn’t that an important part of Egypt?”

“Of course,” she said, playfully punching my shoulder. “But I’m only twenty, and our land is huge. I haven’t seen it all.”

“I don’t judge you,” I said with a chuckle. “Any cities you’d recommend?”

“Thonis,” she said confidently. “It’s one of the most important ports.”

“Then it’s settled,” I said with a smile.

“I’m excited,” she said, her voice full of anticipation. “Hathor has another temple there, and I’ve heard so many romantic things about the Mediterranean Sea. Maybe we’ll even find some poetry to enjoy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “It’s a journey I’m looking forward to as well.”





Chapter 9 Thonis









T
 he sun cast shadows over the Nile as we boarded the boat. The workers finished loading supplies while Zafara oversaw the preparations. Neferu stood at the edge of the deck, her gaze lingering on the distant pyramids, now bathed in the golden light of morning. I wasn’t sure if I’d come back. After Thonis, we would most likely head south, reaching deeper into Egypt. I was grateful to get the chance to witness The Great Pyramid and Sphinx during this era. Even if they were now a thousand years old, they were a lot fresher compared to four thousand years later.

Last night, we informed Wiya of our departure. She forced a smile, and I had seen her eyes slightly welling up. I couldn’t stand seeing such a kind-hearted woman in tears, so I offered her my blessing—something she couldn’t resist. Once I had undressed her, she melted, and I fucked her with long, deep strokes, using my powers to delay the climax as I reached into her depths. When it was time for the big O, she let out a mighty moan, and I pumped my seed inside her. She held onto me for who knows how long, thanking me for everything.

Wiya and many other women had prepared the boat for us, and before boarding, I’d embraced them all, inhaling their feminine scents.

“It still amazes me,” Neferu said with her eyes glued to the Great Pyramid. “Even though I’ve been here before, I never stop marveling at how much they represent—our history, our gods and our pharaohs.”

I joined her at the railing and turned to the magnificent sight. “It’s hard not to be in awe of them.”

She turned to me with a smile. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone look at them the way you do. Almost like you’re comparing them to something.”

She wasn’t wrong—I had compared them to how they looked in modern times, weathered and far from their prime. “Let’s just say they’re even more impressive than I imagined.”

Her expression softened, and she nodded as if sensing there was more to my words but choosing not to press. Instead, her eyes drifted toward the horizon. “It’s strange to think this is where we’re leaving from, yet we’re heading to a place I’ve never seen.”

“The Mediterranean coast,” I said, remembering our conversation the night before. “You seemed excited about it.”

“I still am,” she said. “I’ve heard so many stories about the sea—how it stretches endlessly, how its scent fills the air and how its waves never stop moving. But I’ve never seen it for myself.”

“You’ll love it,” I told her. “It’s different from the Nile but just as mesmerizing.”

Her fingers brushed the railing. “Do you think the sea feels the same to people who live near it every day? Or do they take it for granted?”

“Maybe a little of both,” I said. “But you’ll know soon enough.”

Zafara joined us. “The boat is ready. We should set sail before the sun climbs any higher.”

Neferu nodded. She turned back to the pyramids one last time. “Goodbye, Khufu,” she said softly, almost as a promise. “I’ll carry your memory with me.”

As the crew cast off, the boat began its steady journey north. I turned to Wiya and the rest of the women, who wistfully waved. I waved at them back, and I gladly accepted their blowing kisses. The rhythm of the oars slicing through the water was soothing, and the Nile’s gentle current guided us forward. Neferu stayed close to the railing, her excitement clear in the way her eyes scanned the horizon.

“Do you think it’ll be as grand as you’ve imagined?” I asked.

She smiled, her cheeks dimpling. “I hope it’s even more.”

* * *

The journey north felt different from our trip to Memphis or The Great Pyramid. The Nile’s banks slowly transformed—fields gave way to marshlands, and the air carried a briny scent that hinted we were nearing the sea.

It took a couple of days, and we stopped by a couple of villages where we were well received. I also bumped into young, fertile women, begging me to impregnate them with my divine seed. I happily did so, sliding my erection in and out of the desperate women we met along the way.

Again, I had caught Neferu’s strange temple rubbing. She told me it was just a light seasickness, so I sat next to her and held her hand, which she said helped a lot.

Fishermen waved as we passed their small boats, and clusters of birds and seagulls circled overhead.

Neferu leaned against the railing, her hair catching the breeze. “Do you feel it?” she asked, turning to me with a spark in her eyes.

I inhaled deeply. “The salt in the air?”

She nodded. “It’s strange but refreshing. Not like the Nile.”

Zafara, sitting nearby, glanced up from a scroll she’d been reading. “The sea is alive in a way the Nile isn’t. It connects lands, brings stories and carries secrets.”

Neferu laughed lightly. “You sound like a poet.”

Zafara smiled faintly. “Perhaps the sea inspires me.”

The Nile gave way to the Mediterranean Sea, its vast, shimmering blue waters stretching endlessly to the horizon. A shiver ran down my spine. I’d seen the sea before, but this felt different—raw and ancient, carrying a sense of possibility. It made me think of other adventures, of distant shores like ancient Greece or Rome. I shook the thoughts from my head, grounding myself in the present.

“It’s magical,” Neferu said, her gaze fixed on the horizon, clearly moved by the beauty of it.

“It really is,” I replied, matching her awe.

When Thonis finally came into view, it wasn’t the grand cityscape I’d imagined, but its significance was clear. The port was bustling with activity—boats of all sizes docked along wooden piers, unloading goods from far-off lands. The shouts of merchants filled the air, mingling with the scent of fish, salt, and spices. Some of those words were foreign, and many of them looked fairer than the Egyptians.

Neferu’s eyes widened as she took it all in. “So this is Thonis,” she said. “I’ve heard so much about it, but it’s different than I imagined.”

“How so?” I asked, stepping beside her.

“I thought it would be quieter, simpler,” she admitted. “But it feels alive. Like the world comes here to meet.”

“It does,” I said.

“And it feels a bit foreign,” she added, her eyes scanning the people around us.

“So am I,” I reminded her with a small smile.

She chuckled. “We’ve had this conversation before.”

Zafara, who’d been here before, decided to show us around, but the sailors made sure to notify the mayor about our presence.

We disembarked and followed Zafara through the winding streets of the port. The architecture was simpler than what we’d seen in Memphis or Pi-Ramesses, but there was a charm to it. Walls of mudbrick and white plaster were adorned with colorful murals depicting sea creatures and foreign gods. I caught glimpses of items I hadn’t seen before—ceramics painted with strange patterns, fabrics of unfamiliar textures and tools crafted in styles that were clearly not Egyptian. I also noticed that I was less exotic. I didn’t turn as many heads.

“This is a hub for trade,” Zafara explained as we passed a stall displaying bronze jewelry. “Merchants from Crete, the Levant and beyond bring their goods here. It’s one of Egypt’s connections to the wider world.”

“Surely not the Hittite kingdom,” Neferu said, wrinkling her nose.

“I hate to break it to you,” Zafara replied, “but after the peace treaty your brother signed, trade has resumed—and it’s even flourishing.”

“Blah,” Neferu muttered, rolling her eyes.

“Take it as an opportunity to discover something new,” I said, trying to lighten her mood.

“Good luck with that,” she said. “They’re known for silver, and we’re known for gold. Big difference.”

I chuckled at her wit.

I stopped to examine a piece of pottery decorated with spirals and waves. “It’s incredible how much influence travels with these goods.”

Neferu joined me, her fingers brushing against a length of fine fabric dyed in deep indigo. “There’s so much here that feels foreign.”

“That’s the beauty of it,” I said. “It shows how connected the world really is.”

“Except for the Hittites,” she added with a smirk.

I pecked her forehead. As we walked further into the port, we came across a small shrine dedicated to Min. The figure of the god stood with an erection in the corner of a market square, surrounded by offerings of fruit and flowers.

“Even here, he’s remembered,” Neferu said with her hands clasped proudly.

“It’s humbling,” I admitted. “To see his influence extend so far.”

Zafara approached the shrine. “Min’s blessings travel with the people, just as the sea carries its waves. We should be here.”

Neferu slipped her hand into mine, her gaze meeting mine briefly before she looked back at the shrine. “I wonder what stories the people here would tell about him.”

“Maybe we’ll hear some tonight,” I said, squeezing her hand gently.

She smiled, a quiet excitement in her expression. “I’d like that.”

“Where should we go first?” I asked Neferu.

“I can’t decide between Hathor’s temple or the coast,” she said.

“How many temples dedicated to Hathor do you have?” I asked. I had seen a couple already, and it sounded like they had one in every city.

“Many,” she said.

“Will there be a festival here as well?” I asked, reminding her of the lovely time we had.

“Unfortunately, no,” she said with a grin. “But nothing stops us from dancing nevertheless.”

“We’ll see about that,” I said, chuckling. I turned to Zafara. “Recommend us something.”

“We can head to the temple first,” she said. “It’s not that far from here.”

We followed her as she brought us there. As we walked toward the temple, it seemed to rise out of the landscape, its structure blending into the surrounding stone. The closer we got, the more the details stood out. Columns framed the entrance, their surfaces etched with figures of Hathor. Some carvings showed her with a human face, crowned with a sun disk between cow horns. Others depicted her in a full cow form, symbols of motherhood and fertility etched into every detail.

Neferu walked ahead, her eyes scanning the temple. “Hathor’s temples are always approachable,” she said, looking back at me. “Not intimidating like the ones for Amun or Ptah.”

I nodded, taking in the figures of sphinxes lining the path. They were smaller than the one by Khufu’s pyramid but just as beautiful. “It does feel different. Less overwhelming. Almost welcoming.”

“That’s intentional,” she said.

“What was Hathor about now again?” I asked her.

“Joy, love and fertility. People come here for comfort, not to be reminded of power.”

As we approached the entrance, the double wooden doors caught my attention. They were massive, carved with scenes of daily life. One panel showed women holding flowers, another depicted a family sitting together under the watchful gaze of Hathor. It struck me how much the carvings focused on people—ordinary lives, not just gods and pharaohs.

Neferu paused before the doors, turning to me with a small smile. “Ready?”

“Always,” I said, motioning for her to lead the way.

Inside, the temple was cooler, the thick stone walls keeping the heat at bay. Torches lined the walls, casting flickering light over the frescoes that covered every surface. The paintings caught my eye—figures dancing, playing instruments and holding offerings for Hathor. Her image was everywhere.

Neferu pointed to a painted scene of Hathor pouring milk from a jar into the hands of a kneeling figure. “She nourishes everyone. That’s why farmers, musicians, and even mothers all pray to her. She’s a goddess for everyone.”

As we moved further inside, I noticed several women kneeling in prayer near a small altar. They held offerings of bread, fruit and flowers, placing them gently before a statue of Hathor. The statue was large but not towering—life-sized, with her serene face turned slightly downward, as though watching over the people before her. It was epic, and as with the rest of the temples and statues, it sent a shiver down my spine.

Neferu led me toward another chamber, where the scent of incense was heavier, the smoke curling upward in lazy spirals. A woman seized my attention. She was tall and looked to hold some sort of authority. Her linen dress was adorned with simple gold jewelry, and her gaze was sharp. Her lips curled into a smile.

“What a coincidence,” the woman said, her tone warm but authoritative. “It’s an honor to have you here, Neferu.”

Neferu nodded uncertainly at first, then offered a small smile. “Thank you.”

“I know we haven’t met,” the woman continued, “but I’ve had the pleasure of meeting your mother and brother several times. I am Iset, governor of this region.”

Recognition flickered in Neferu’s eyes. “My mother has mentioned you before. It’s nice to meet you.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” Iset said, her attention shifting to Zafara. “And you must be the mage who brought the blessed man here, correct?”

Zafara nodded with her usual calm demeanor. “Correct.”

Finally, Iset turned to me, her gaze appraising as her eyes swept over me with a mix of curiosity and respect. Neferu took the opportunity to introduce me. “This is Nathan, who carries the power of Min.”

“Ramses informed me about your arrival. We have been waiting for you.” Iset’s expression softened into something reverent. “I can sense the divinity around you,” she said, her voice quiet but certain. “Word of your potency has reached us even here.”

I nodded slightly, unsure how to respond to such reverence. “I’m here to help where I’m needed.”

“And you are needed,” Iset replied gravely. “Our region has suffered, much like the others. If you would grant us your seed, it would be a blessing to so many women.”

“I will, but for now, I want to enjoy this beautiful temple.”

“Indeed it is,” she said. “Once Ramses told us about your duties, I quickly gathered the desperate women. They’ve been waiting for weeks. Whenever you’re ready, you may have your way with them.”

“We’ll go there,” Neferu said. “But first, I’d like to show Nathan more of the temple.”

“Of course,” Iset said. “Take your time. When you’re ready, come find me.” Before leaving, she gave us directions to her palace. We thanked her and separated.

“She tried to steal you from us already,” Neferu said jokingly.

“They all do,” I said.

Neferu rubbed her temples a little and narrowed her eyes. I’d seen her do that now and then. “Are you alright?” I asked, taking her hand.

She nodded. “Just a slight headache.”

“This isn’t the first time,” I noted.

“I’m fine,” she said, but I knew she was hiding something. “Getting to see the temple will help.”

I turned to Zafara. “After you.”

Zafara led us toward another hallway. “There’s more to see,” Zafara said. “Hathor’s temples always have hidden corners, places where people can leave private prayers or offerings.”

As we explored further, I found small carvings tucked into quiet alcoves. Some were crude, likely left by villagers, while others were detailed and ornate. One showed Hathor holding a child, her expression full of tenderness. Another depicted her dancing, surrounded by musicians.

“It’s amazing how much she represents,” I said. “She’s like everything good in life.”

Neferu smiled. “That’s why she’s so beloved. She’s a goddess we can all relate to.”

We eventually reached a small chamber with a pool of water in its center. The water was perfectly still, reflecting the flickering light of oil lamps on the walls. “This is a sacred pool,” Zafara explained. “Women come here to cleanse themselves before praying for Hathor’s blessings.”

I knelt by the edge, dipping my fingers into the cool water. It was peaceful, calming. “It feels different here,” I said.

Neferu nodded. “That’s Hathor’s presence. She reminds us to breathe, to find joy even in difficult times.”

I looked at her, seeing the way the light caught the softness in her eyes. “You remind me of her sometimes,” I said.

Neferu laughed, her cheeks pinkening. “You’re really charming.”

“Maybe,” I said with a grin, “but I mean it.”

After Zafara finished the temple tour, we made our way out into the bright afternoon sun. As we walked through the bustling streets of Thonis, the scent of the sea grew stronger, guiding us toward the shore.

“Do you want to see the women or head to the coast?” Neferu asked me.

“The coast,” I replied. “That’s what you’ve always wanted to see, right?”

She nodded, her excitement clear. “I’ve been dreaming of seeing the Mediterranean up close.”

“Then let’s have Zafara take us to the prettiest beach,” I said with a smile.

We followed the winding streets downhill, passing through neighborhoods where the architecture began to change. The buildings here were lower, sturdier, built to withstand the sea winds. Many were painted white which almost hurt the eyes in the bright sunlight.

As we neared the shore, the sound of waves crashing against the rocks grew louder. I inhaled the briny scent of the sea, mixing with the scents of grilled fish and herbs from nearby restaurants. Seabirds wheeled overhead, their cries mingling with the shouts of fishermen and the creaking of boats in the harbor.

We rounded a corner, and suddenly, there it was—the vast Mediterranean stretching out before us. It seemed eternal to my eyes. The sun glinted off the water, creating a light that made Neferu gasp in wonder.

“It’s stunning,” she said, her eyes wide as she took in the scene before her.

“It is,” I said. It wasn’t the first time I’d seen it, but it sure looked different. It must’ve been the lack of pollution. It looked fresh and clean, making me just want to hop in.

Zafara guided our way down to a small, secluded beach where the sand was fine and golden. Neferu slipped off her sandals, letting her feet sink into the warm grains. She closed her eyes for a moment. “The sand here is so different from the banks of the Nile,” she said, wiggling her toes. “It’s softer, finer.”

“It sure is,” I said. I knelt, scooping up a handful of sand and letting it sift slowly through my fingers. I slipped off my sandals, feeling the warmth of the sand beneath my feet—it was soft and surprisingly comforting.

We walked along the water’s edge, letting the cool waves lap at our feet. The water was crystal clear, revealing colorful pebbles and small fish darting about in the shallows. In the distance, we could see fishing boats bobbing on the waves, their sails billowing in the breeze.

Neferu bent down to pick up a shell, turning it over in her hands. It was a delicate spiral, its surface iridescent in the sunlight. “I’ve never seen anything like this before,” she said with wonder in her voice. “It’s like a tiny work of art.”

As we continued our walk, we came across a group of children playing in the surf. They were building sand castles, decorating them with shells and bits of driftwood. Neferu watched them with a soft smile, clearly enchanted by their carefree joy.

“So, what’s your impression so far?” I asked Neferu.

“I love this,” she said, her voice full of genuine enthusiasm. “It’s cool, not too hot, and absolutely stunning.”

I turned to Zafara. “You really brought us to the perfect beach.”

“I’d never lead either of you astray,” she replied with a small smile. She’d taken off her sandals, letting her feet gently sink into the warm sand as she gazed out at the horizon, enjoying the view as much as we did.

I turned back to Neferu and noticed her squinting slightly, pressing her fingers lightly against her forehead again. I had seen her do this several times now, and I couldn’t ignore it any longer. Placing a hand on her shoulder, I gently turned her attention to me. “Something’s bothering you,” I said, my tone serious.

Neferu blinked and blushed faintly. “I’m fine… really. I’ve never been happier, discovering the Mediterranean and experiencing this journey with you.”

“Sure, that all sounds great,” I said, unconvinced. “But I keep seeing you press your forehead like that. Why are you afraid to tell me? We’ve known each other for weeks. You can trust me—I don’t bite.”

She sighed. “I know you don’t,” she admitted. “I just didn’t want to make you feel bad for me.”

“So what is it?” I asked, leaning closer.

She hesitated before finally confessing, “I have chronic headaches. My doctor told me it’s something called migraines—some of us are cursed with them.”

“Why didn’t you tell me sooner?” I asked, my concern evident.

“It’s embarrassing to be sick,” she said, lowering her eyes. “I thought it might make me less attractive to you.”

“Nonsense,” I said firmly, taking her hands in mine. “I’ll always be attracted to you. I just wish you’d told me sooner so I could help.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, her voice soft and apologetic. “I didn’t want it to interfere with our journey.”

“We’ll figure something out,” I assured her. “There has to be a way to help.”

“As a royal, I have access to the best physicians and healers,” she said, “but they’ve only been able to relieve the pain temporarily. There’s no cure.”

I turned to Zafara. “What about you? Any ideas?”

Zafara’s lips curved into a knowing smile, the kind that made it clear she already had an answer. “I know how to cure it,” she said confidently.

“Really?” Neferu asked, her tone tinged with disbelief.

Zafara nodded. “I wouldn’t give you false hope. But it all depends on Nathan and how well he can channel his fertility powers.”

I straightened, narrowing my eyes on her. “What do you mean?”

“Your powers can do more than just create life. They can heal. You’re immune to illnesses yourself because of your abilities, but with practice, you can transfer that healing power to someone else. It’s just a matter of control.”

Neferu’s eyes widened. “You mean … he could cure me?”

“Yes,” Zafara said. “But it won’t happen on its own. You’ll need to summon the energy, just as you do when you summon your phallus. The process will be intimate, but it’s possible.”

I nodded, and Neferu and I exchanged glances. With hope, she looked at me approvingly. I guessed this was it. I hadn’t done anything sexual with her since we masturbated together. I wanted more, and something told me she wanted it too. “Can you teach me?” I asked Zafara, my voice laced with determination. “I don’t want her to suffer like this anymore.” I realized I’d begun to feel Neferu’s pain as if it were my own. It was a sign of being in love.

“Of course,” Zafara said, her tone calm but encouraging. “The time has come. Let’s find a secluded spot for privacy. It might take a few attempts, but I’ll guide you through it. You’ll practice on me first before moving to Neferu.”

“Alright,” I said, gripping Neferu’s hand and interlacing my fingers with hers. She glanced at me, her expression a mix of hope and disbelief as we walked further along the beach.

“I’ve heard promises before,” Neferu admitted. “But this time feels different.”

I met her gaze, squeezing her hand gently. “I’ll do everything I can for you. You’re not alone in this.”

Her lips curved into a shy smile. “You’re sweet.”

She didn’t realize how sweet and dear she was to me. We kept walking until we found a natural cove, carved into the limestone by years of wind and sea. The gentle sound of the waves made it feel almost sacred.

Zafara scanned the area, her eyes sharp. “The coast is clear,” she said. “This will do.” She turned to me and spoke firmly. “Alright, undress.”

Neferu startled, stabbing herself with her thumb as her cheeks flushed. “You mean right here?”

Zafara chuckled. “You can wait, Neferu. For now, Nathan will practice with me. He needs to master the technique first before moving on to you.”

Neferu nodded, relieved, but her eyes stayed on me as Zafara and I calmly began to undress.

I took off the belt that fastened the kilt around my waist. As the fabric fell away, I felt the warm sea breeze caress my skin. Beside me, Zafara was also disrobing. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders as she slipped off her sheath dress. The sun glinted off her olive skin, highlighting the curves of her body. Her breasts were full and round, nipples dark and erect in the cool air. My eyes traced the lines of her toned stomach down to the triangle of dark curls between her thighs. She was wet like a ripe fruit. I felt my own body responding, a familiar warmth building in my core. As I removed the last of my clothing, I was fully aroused, my manhood standing proudly erect. Zafara’s obsidian eyes roamed over me appreciatively, a small smile playing on her full lips.

“For healing illnesses and diseases,” she said, walking toward me, which caused her hips to sway. “The best way is to perform a fellatio with ingestion. Swallowing the healing seed is the most important part, but you, Nathan, must also focus on the healing aspect.”

“How do I do that?” I asked.

“You must meditate on health and bliss. They go hand in hand,” she revealed. “We’ll practice till you’ll get it right.”

Zafara dropped to her knees, her eyes meeting mine as my erect shaft towered over her face. Before taking me into her mouth, she reached for a sharp shell nearby and made a small cut on her forearm. A thin line of blood welled up from the wound.

“Focus on healing,” she instructed. “Visualize my cut closing, the skin knitting back together, your seed reaching my vulnerable spot.”

I nodded. “I’m ready.”

“Here we go,” she said.

I took a deep breath as Zafara’s warm lips enveloped the head of my cock. The sensation was euphoric, especially as I saw her lips stretch like rubber bands, but I forced myself to concentrate on the healing energy. I imagined a soft golden light emanating from my body, flowing through my shaft and into Zafara. It wasn’t as difficult as I thought it would be, and I truly felt my healing powers course from my swollen testicles to her.

She took me to the depths of her throat before pulling her head back. She left my cock drenched and dripping with her saliva, and then her tongue swirled around my tip. She hungrily opened wide and deepthroated me. Even Neferu’s eyes widened at Zafara’s oral skills.

I pictured the healing energy suffusing her entire being, focusing especially on her wounded arm. In my mind’s eye, I saw the cut slowly closing, new healthy skin forming.

Zafara’s head bobbed up and down my length, her lips tight around my shaft and her tongue massaging the underside. The pleasure built, but I maintained my focus on healing. My divine energy surged through me, filling Zafara with health.

I glanced down at her arm and gasped. The cut was visibly shrinking before my eyes, the edges drawing together. Amazed, I concentrated further, making sure she wouldn’t feel any pain. The energy pulsed through me with each beat of my heart. Zafara moaned around my cock, taking me to the back of her throat and squeezing the head.

The dual sensations of physical pleasure and spiritual energy swirled together. I felt my climax approaching rapidly. With a final surge of healing intent, I erupted into Zafara’s eager mouth. She swallowed every drop, her throat working as she drank down my potent seed as if she were dying of thirst.

As the last aftershocks faded, Zafara released my softening cock and leaned back, licking her lips with a smile. She examined her arm closely, running her fingers over the spot where the cut had been. There wasn’t even a faint scar left behind.

“Remarkable,” she said, her eyes flitting up to me. “You’re a natural at this. How do you feel?”

I noticed I felt energized rather than drained. “Amazing, actually. Like I could do that a hundred more times.”

“It’s because you’re strong,” Zafara said with an approving nod. “But healing migraines and internal illnesses works a bit differently. For this, I’ll give myself a sore throat and a fever, so you can try again.”

I blinked, surprised. “How are you going to do that?”

Zafara grinned mischievously. “I’m a mage,” she said simply. She raised her hand, murmured a spell under her breath, and before I could react, she coughed softly into her elbow, her cheeks taking on a rosy flush. “Touch my forehead.”

Her voice had changed, weaker and hoarse. I hesitated, then laid my hand over her forehead, feeling the unnatural heat radiating from her skin. “Geez, you’ve got a bad fever.”

Neferu leaned in, her curiosity getting the better of her, and touched Zafara’s forehead as well. She frowned. “That’s really bad.”

“Not with Nathan around,” Zafara said, her lips curling into a faint smile despite her condition.

I didn’t like seeing her like this, even if it was temporary and self-induced. “Are you sure about this?” I asked, my hand still on her burning forehead.

“I’m sure,” she said, her voice steady despite her weakened appearance. “This is important for you to learn. If you can master this, you’ll be able to heal so much more than just migraines.”

“Alright,” I said.

“Let me see your erect cock,” she said, coughing in her elbow.

I summoned another erection, and right before our eyes, my cock gloriously rose. Zafara smiled and didn’t waste any time. She wrapped both hands around the bottom part of the shaft and gobbled up my erection. I focused intently on healing energy as Zafara sucked me once more. This time, I visualized my creamy, potent seed flowing from me into her, easing her fever and sore throat.

My erection disappeared in her mouth only to reappear wet and slick. No one could handle me the way she did. I concentrated on infusing her with restorative power. I pictured the inflammation in her throat receding, her temperature lowering to normal. White healing energy pulsed through me with each heartbeat. What I felt was powerful and exciting. It was another skill and one that would come with great responsibility.

As my pleasure built, so did the intensity of the healing force. When I finally erupted into Zafara’s mouth, I felt a powerful surge of divine energy leave me. She swallowed every drop, positioning the tip right at her throat as she drank down the potent seed.

When she released me, Zafara took a deep breath and smiled. “The fever is gone,” she said, her voice clear and strong again. “And my throat feels completely better. Well done.”

I gently laid my hand over her forehead, amazed at the results. “Wow,” I murmured.

Neferu also felt Zafar’s forehead. “I can’t believe it,” she said, glancing at me. “How did it feel for you?”

“Strong,” I muttered under my breath. “It’s intense and pleasurable at the same time.”

I helped Zafara to her feet, marveling at how energized I still felt despite two intense orgasms. “How are you feeling overall?”

“Completely healed as if reborn,” Zafara replied. “Your powers are truly remarkable.”

We both turned to look at Neferu, who had been watching the proceedings with wide eyes. “Are you ready to try?” I asked her gently. I had no wish to rest. I wanted to get rid of her migraine as quickly as possible.

Neferu nodded, a mix of nervousness and hope in her expression. “Yes,” she said softly. “I trust you.”

I took her hand and squeezed it reassuringly. “We’ll take it slow,” I promised. “And we will ease your pain for good.”

I’d wanted her to blow me for days. I didn’t imagine this would be the way Neferu would go down on me, but I couldn’t focus on the pleasurable part. I wanted to do this for her. “Remember,” Zafara said. “Focus on healing her headache. You’re doing this for her.”

I nodded, drinking in her wisdom. I turned to Neferu, my eyes meeting hers. “Are you ready?” I asked.

She nodded, a mix of nervousness and anticipation in her gaze. “Yes,” she whispered. “Will you undress me? It will make me feel more comfy.”

I stepped closer, my hands coming to rest on her shoulders. “With pleasure,” I murmured, my fingers finding the delicate clasps of her dress.

Slowly, I began to undo the fastenings. The soft linen loosened. I took my time and slowly revealed inches of her sun-kissed flesh.

As the dress slipped from her shoulders, I traced my fingertips along her collarbone, feeling her shiver at my touch. The fabric pooled at her waist, held up by the sash around her hips. I paused, drinking at the sight of her bare breasts, perfect and round, nipples pebbled in the cool sea breeze.

“You’re beautiful,” I said, my hands sliding down to untie the sash.

Neferu’s cheeks flushed, but she held my gaze, trust and desire mingling in her dark eyes. The sash came undone, and I let the dress fall away completely, leaving her gloriously nude before me.

My eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve, every line. Her skin glowed golden in the sunlight, smooth and flawless. I didn’t have to summon an erection. She naturally made me erect, my cock bonking against her nude flesh. “On your knees,” I told her while I raked my fingers through her hair. “And I’ll help you with this.”

“Okay.” Neferu knelt before me, her eyes meeting mine with a mix of nervousness and hope. “I’ve never sucked another man though,” she said shyly.

“It’s natural,” Zafara said. “Let his cock glide over your tongue and lips. I’ll guide you through it.”

“Okay.” Neferu nodded nervously and parted her lips. It felt like slow motion as she guided my crown to her cherry-colored plump lips. As her lips enveloped the head, I moaned. It felt so good to see a young, inexperienced woman learning to please a man. She kept my cock over her wet tongue, and I gasped at the sensation. I was about to get carried away, so I refocused on channeling healing energy. I visualized the white light flowing from me into Neferu, easing the pain in her head.

“That’s it,” Zafara encouraged Neferu as she began gagging. “You can come off now and then and use your tongue to caress the underside. Then, take him a little deeper if you can.”

Neferu followed the instructions, swirling her tongue around the tip and licking every inch of my shaft. I loved the way she looked up to me for approval. She looked so innocent, her inexperienced movements sending jolts of pleasure through me. But I maintained my concentration on healing, picturing the tension and pain in Neferu’s head dissipating.

As Neferu grew more confident, she took me deeper, trying to suppress her gagging. “Gag all you want,” Zafara said. “It turns on the man, but don’t choke.”

Neferu listened, and I intensified the flow of healing energy. I imagined the healing energy suffusing Neferu’s entire being, focusing especially on her head and easing her chronic pain.

“How does it feel?” I asked, stroking Neferu’s hair.

She pulled back slightly to answer, a string of saliva clinging from her lips to the head. “The pressure it’s starting to lessen,” she said.

“Keep on sucking,” Zafara told her. “You’re doing well.”

Encouraged, I redoubled my focus as Neferu resumed her oral pleasure. Her lips and tongue worked along my shaft as I poured healing intent into her. The dual sensations of physical pleasure and spiritual energy swirled together, building rapidly. I curled my toes and gently cupped her neck. I warned her since I didn’t want to surprise her with a big facial. “I’m almost there.”

Once she heard my words and moans, she sucked deeper and wetter, slobbering over my cock as I curled my toes. “Oh, Neferu,” I said. Grabbing her neck, I finally erupted into Neferu’s mouth, I felt a powerful surge of divine energy leave me. She swallowed reflexively, drinking down every drop of the healing seed. I didn’t let go of her neck till I stopped jolting and shooting my seed. At the final moment, I put all my focus on her migraine, seeing it vanish for good.

When I let go, I sighed in relief. As the last aftershocks faded, Neferu leaned back, eyes closed as she focused inward. A look of amazement spread across her face as she opened her eyes. “The pain it’s gone,” she whispered. “Completely gone.”

I helped her to her feet, searching her face. She infected me with her smile. “How do you feel?”

“Better than I have in years,” Neferu said, her eyes shining with joy and unshed tears. “Thank you, Nathan. Thank you so much.”

I pulled her into a tight, nude embrace, overwhelmed with happiness at being able to ease her suffering. As we held each other, I marveled once again at the incredible gift I’d been given—and the responsibility that came with it.

I brushed a strand of hair from her face, smiling. “You never have to suffer like that again,” I promised. “And next time, please tell me.”

“I’m sorry,” she said. “Please forgive me.”

“I forgive you.”

The world faded as we clung to each other. My feelings for her grew stronger with every passing day. I looked at Zafara who smirked at us. I was grateful to have her as well, even if she could be mysterious at times.

When Neferu broke the hug, she looked exactly how Zafara had described herself earlier—reborn. “Why don’t we go out for a swim?” she asked, twirling a lock of hair on her finger.

I couldn’t help but smile back at her, the relief and joy in her voice contagious. “I’m up for it too,” I said, eager to see her happiness last as long as possible. “And you, Zafara?”

“A swim sounds perfect,” she said, smiling at Neferu’s enthusiasm.

We made our way down to the water’s edge, the warm sand giving way to cool, lapping waves. Neferu waded in first, gasping slightly at the temperature before laughing. “It’s wonderful!” she called back to us.

I followed her in, enjoying the contrast of the sun’s warmth on my back and the refreshing water around my legs. Zafara joined us, going deeper till the water played peek-a-boo with her beautiful boobs.

As we ventured deeper, Neferu turned to me, her eyes sparkling. “I can’t believe how clear my head feels,” she said. “It’s like a fog has lifted.”

I grinned, splashing her playfully. “I’m so glad I could help. You deserve to feel this good all the time.”

She splashed me back, giggling. We swam and played in the waves, reveling in the simple joy of the moment. Seeing her like this, so carefree and happy, filled me with a warmth that had nothing to do with the sun overhead.

As we floated in the gentle swells, Neferu swam closer to me. “Thank you,” she said, her eyes meeting mine. “Not just for healing me, but for everything. This journey, these experiences … I never imagined my life could be like this.”

Touched by her words, I pulled her close, our bodies pressed together in the water. “I feel the same way,” I murmured. “You’ve shown me so much beauty in this world.”

We eyed each other’s lips, and we were pulled together by love. Our lips met in a tender kiss, salty from the sea but sweet with emotion. As we held each other, bobbing gently in the waves, I felt a sense of peace and rightness settle over me. Whatever challenges lay ahead, I knew that moments like this made it all worthwhile.

When she came off my lips, she glanced at Zafara. “We should do a three-way kiss.”

“A three-way kiss?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

Neferu nodded, a playful glint in her eyes. “I’ve seen you do it before with the ladies you’ve impregnated.”

I glanced at Zafara, who was floating nearby. She moved closer, her body gliding effortlessly through the water.

“I don’t want to leave you out,” Neferu told her. “You’re dear to me too.”

“I’m glad,” Zafara said. “This positive energy is something worth dying for.”

We drew together, forming a small circle in the gentle waves. I felt a thrill as we leaned in, our faces mere inches apart.

Even if I’d done this before, it was unlike anything I’d experienced before. Soft and sensual, our mouths moved together as I explored them both. I tasted the salt of the sea mingled with the unique flavors of both my women. Neferu’s eager enthusiasm contrasted beautifully with Zafara’s slow sensuality.

As we kissed, our bodies pressed close in the water. Hands roamed freely, caressing wet skin. I felt the soft swell of breasts against my chest, the brush of thighs against mine. Arousal kindled within me, a slow-burning heat.

When we finally broke apart, we were all slightly breathless. Neferu’s cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright with excitement. Even Zafara looked a bit flustered, a rare sight.

“That was…” Neferu began, trailing off with a happy sigh.

“Incredible,” I finished for her, grinning.

“What are we going to do with your erection?” Neferu asked, giving me a mischievous smile. “Do you want to impregnate some women now?”

“Why not?” I said. “Let’s find Iset and take a little break.”

“I’m getting hungry too,” Neferu added.

We stepped out of the water, letting the sun dry us quickly before slipping back into our clothes. As we walked back to the city, Neferu’s good mood was infectious. She smiled from ear to ear and started randomly singing.

“What song is that?” I asked, intrigued.

“It doesn’t come from anywhere,” she said with a grin. “Just my heart. Sometimes, you just have to let loose. You know what I mean?”

“I do,” I said, genuinely happy to see her like this. I felt proud that I’d been able to cure her migraine and even more excited about discovering a new skill that might help us further in our journey.

Following Iset’s earlier directions, we made our way back toward the temple of Hathor and then climbed a stony path leading up to a palace perched on a cliff. The columns outside the palace were adorned with carvings—scenes of Egyptian gods, daily life and moments of war. I paused to study some of the fresher ones, likely inspired by the Battle of Kadesh, which wasn’t far from here.

The guards at the entrance recognized us immediately and hurried inside to inform Iset of our arrival. Moments later, she stepped outside, her expression warm and welcoming. She took a deep breath, her eyes sweeping over us.

“You’ve been enjoying a swim, haven’t you?” she asked with a knowing smile.

“We have,” I said. “But now we’re hungry.”

“Food or women?” she teased, her tone playful.

“For me? Both,” I said, matching her tone.

She chuckled lightly, gesturing for us to follow. “Come in. I’ll have something prepared for you. And while we wait, the view here is absolutely worth seeing.”

We followed Iset into the palace, marveling at the frescoes and carvings adorning the walls. But my eyes kept falling back to her hips. Mature women in ancient Egypt were well-endowed in every way possible. Her hips kept swaying hypnotically before my eyes along with her long, dark, lustrous hair.

As we entered a large, airy chamber overlooking the sea, I was struck by the breathtaking view. The Mediterranean stretched endlessly before us, its azure waters glittering under the afternoon sun. She led us out to the terrace. “Please, make yourselves comfortable,” Iset said, gesturing to the plush cushions arranged around a low table. “I’ll have some refreshments brought in.”

As we settled onto the cushions, servants appeared bearing trays with fresh fruits, bread and wine.

“This looks delicious,” Neferu said, reaching for a ripe fig.

I nodded in agreement, taking some bread and a handful of grapes. The quiet sound of the sea breeze mixed with the occasional chatter of gulls. After the appetizer, she brought some grilled, marinated lamb skewers that were juicy and tasty. They disappeared quite quickly.

“I hope you’ve been enjoying your time in Thonis,” Iset said, her dark eyes fixed on me as she dabbed her lips with a napkin.

“Very much,” I replied. “It’s a beautiful city.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” Iset said. “And the coast? It’s quite different from the Nile.”

“It is,” I said, thinking about how vast and serene it seemed. “Filled with dreams and wonder.”

“It’s even prettier than I imagined,” Neferu added, her voice tinged with awe. “I wish my mother had brought me here before.”

“Everything happens in its own time,” Iset said, her tone calm and measured, before turning back to me. “How many women have you blessed so far?”

“I’ve lost count,” I admitted, though the truth was I hadn’t been keeping track from the start.

She laughed softly, her lips curling into a sly smile. “So, you’re not even close to being satiated?”

“Thanks to my powers, I don’t think I ever will be.”

Her smile widened, a knowing glint in her eyes. “Good. That’s exactly what I was hoping to hear. We have many women in need of your blessing.” She paused, leaning forward slightly. “Would you like to meet them? I’ve gathered a group just for you.”

I glanced at Neferu, who gave me an encouraging nod. “I’d be honored,” I said, feeling my lust rise.

“I have plenty for you,” Iset said. “We’ve gathered many, including some loyal foreigners, so they might have an accent.”

“That’s fine,” I said, though it made me curious. “From where exactly?”

“We have a few from the Levant and Crete,” she said. “They’re well integrated into our society—daughters of translators and merchants. I doubt Rameses will mind a forbidden fruit or two.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Neferu said playfully.

Iset’s sharp gaze shifted to her. “What happened to you?” she asked, studying Neferu closely. “You’re glowing—you weren’t earlier.”

Neferu and I exchanged glances. “Nathan helped with something important,” she admitted.

“Well, I’m all ears,” Iset said, leaning forward slightly.

“I’ve struggled for a long time with migraines,” Neferu explained, her voice tinged with both relief and a lingering touch of shame. “Zafara taught him to use his fertility powers to heal me, and it worked wonders. I feel completely cleansed.”

Iset’s brow arched in surprise. She leaned forward on the table, the breeze lifting strands of her dark hair. “I thought Min’s powers were solely for impregnation.”

Zafara shook her head. “Min’s powers can be used for more than that. They encompass fertility in all its forms—creating life, nurturing health, even restoring balance to the body, and don’t forget the virility part.”

Iset’s expression turned thoughtful. “How does it work exactly?” she asked.

“It’s about channeling the energy that comes with Min’s blessing,” I said. “It requires focus and intent, guided by Zafara’s teachings.”

“During a fellatio,” Zafara continued to explain. “Nathan must focus on the healing aspect. The woman performing the act, after swallowing the seed, will be cleansed of any illness he concentrates on. It’s not limited to illnesses—wounds and infections can be healed as well.”

“I see,” Iset said, listening intently. “Well, I have a daughter who’s been dealing with depression,” Iset admitted, her voice tinged with concern. “It stems from an infection after she fell and hurt her arm on a rocky stone path. The infection is worsening, and her mood has only deteriorated because of it. Do you think you might be able to help her?”

“Of course,” I said confidently. “She doesn’t deserve to go through pain.”

“I’ll be deeply grateful,” Iset said, smiling. “She hasn’t been herself since the incident.”

“Don’t worry,” I said, patting her hand. “I’ll take care of her.”

Iset’s smile widened, her eyes brimming with hope. “Would it be selfish of me to ask if you could help her before tending to the other women?”

“Not at all,” I said.

“Will you give me a moment to speak with her first?”

“Of course,” I replied.

“I see you’re eager,” Zafara noted, her tone calm but firm. “You have every reason to be, but please make sure to explain the process to her beforehand. It’s important she understands and isn’t caught off guard.”

Iset nodded, a faint blush coloring her cheeks. “Even though she’s twenty years old, she’s still my darling. I just want to see her get better.”

“I completely understand,” Zafara said with a reassuring smile.

“I don’t think she’s ever gone down on a man before,” Iset said. “Do you mind being present to guide her for the best effect?” Iset asked.

“That’s fine,” Zafara said. “I’ll explain it to her step by step.”

Iset nodded quickly, her expression lightening, and headed back into the palace.

Soon, Iset entered with a young woman on her heels, whose left arm was bandaged. Her eyes were downcast, lacking the sparkle of youth. She was shorter than her mother but equally as curvy. She also had some nice breasts straining against her white dress. She wore a modest amount of makeup, her eyes outlined with kohl and extending slightly beyond the corners to create a bold, almond-shaped effect. Her lips were painted slightly reddish. She wore typical Egyptian makeup, but she was fair, only a slight tan that you would get at the beginning of summer, which reminded me of the fresh fruits you’d find at that time of the year.

Iset introduced her daughter to us. “Sitamun, this is Nathan,” Iset said gently. “He’s the man I told you about—the one with a special gift that may be able to help you.”

The girl looked up at me, her eyes widening slightly. “He’s huge … where’s he from?”

Iset and I both chuckled, but her mother quickly responded, “He’s obviously a foreigner, but that’s irrelevant. He carries the power of Min.”

“I can see that,” Sitamun murmured, her gaze flickering over me shyly. There was a mix of hope and curiosity in her expression.

“So,” Iset said, patting her daughter’s back encouragingly, “should you take him to the private chamber?”

“Sure,” Sitamun said, glancing at her mother as if waiting for permission.

“Don’t be shy,” Iset reassured her with a warm smile. “Go on, take him there.”

“Sorry,” Sitamun said softly, her cheeks reddening as she turned to lead the way.

I rose, following her as she guided Zafara and me to the private chamber. When we reached there, Sitamun closed the door. The chamber was adorned with colorful tapestries and lit by flickering oil lamps. The air was heavy with the scent of incense. It was similar to the other chambers I’d seen so far in Egypt.

Sitamun turned to face me, her eyes darting nervously between Zafara and me. “My mother briefly explained, but I’ve never done this before,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

I glanced at Zafara, who stepped forward with a reassuring smile. “There’s no need to be nervous,” she said gently. “Nathan’s gift is a blessing, and it will help heal you.”

“I understand that part, but I have never done a fellatio before,” she said.

“You’ll be fine,” Zafara said with a smile. She explained the process to Sitamun, her tone calm and matter-of-fact. As she spoke, I noticed the young woman’s eyes widening, a blush creeping up her cheeks.

“I … I hope I’ll do it properly,” Sitamun admitted, biting her lower lip.

“That’s alright,” I said softly. “We’ll take it slow. The most important thing is for you to relax and trust the process.”

Zafara nodded. “I’ll guide you through it. Just follow my instructions, and everything will be fine.”

Sitamun took a deep breath and nodded. “Even if you’re a foreigner, you’re really handsome,” she just had to say before we started.

I smiled at her compliment. “You’re pretty as a lotus.”

“Thank you,” she said, her cheeks blushing. “But I haven’t felt like a lotus at all. I’ve been really depressed lately. The pain in my arm keeps getting worse.”

“I hear you,” I said and gently caressed her arm and the bandage. “Trust me, and I’ll heal you.”

She looked up at me as if she were falling in love. “Okay. I’m ready.”

I began to undress, and Sitamun’s eyes widened as she saw me nude. Her gaze lingered on my erect shaft. “Wow … it’s even bigger than how they depict Min. I don’t think I can swallow that.”

“It’s not needed. Only the head needs your focus,” I told her.

Before she dropped to her knees, she glanced down at herself. “Should I be nude?”

“Only if you want to,” I told her.

“What do you prefer?” she asked demurely.

“Nudity wouldn’t hurt.”

“Okay,” she said, smirking. Sitamun slowly untied her dress, letting the fabric fall away to reveal her luscious curves. Her breasts were full and round, tipped with small nipples that stiffened. Her hips flared out invitingly, leading to shapely legs. Despite her injury, her body was a piece of feminine beauty.

She dropped to her knees, her eyes tracing my cock. It towered over her like a mountain, and it both intimidated her and made her giggle. She slowly reached for it with her left hand, letting her right, injured arm rest on her lap. “It’s warm and hard,” she said, slowly stroking me.

“What did you think it would feel like?” I asked playfully.

“I dunno,” she said with a shrug. “But I didn’t think it would be this hard.”

“Remember,” Zafara told her. “When he comes, you must swallow every drop. It’s very important.”

“I will,” she said, determined to get well again. She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around the head, sucking lightly so her cheeks hollowed out. She looked up at me, probably wondering if she did a good job or not.

“That’s alright,” I told her, raking my fingers through her hair.

She came off, licking her lips. “Should I take it deeper?” she asked.

“Take it as deep as you’re comfortable with,” I said gently. “Don’t push yourself too hard.”

Sitamun nodded and eyed my manhood. She wrapped her lips around my cock again, this time sliding further down the shaft. She was sensitive to gagging, especially as she reached the thickest part of my girth and her lips stretched like mad.

As Sitamun took more of my shaft into her mouth, I focused intently on channeling healing energy into her. I visualized a bright, pure light flowing from my body and into hers, seeking out the infection in her arm and the depression that plagued her mind.

“You’re doing great,” Zafara encouraged Sitamun as she noticed what I was doing. “Remember, you can take a break when you feel like it and use your tongue instead.”

Sitamun followed the instructions, her inexperienced but eager movements sending jolts of pleasure through me. After she’d licked every part of my joystick, she hungrily swallowed me again. She gagged slightly as she tried to take me deeper, but I gently stroked her hair.

“Don’t force yourself. This is perfect,” I reassured her. She looked up at me with those wide, doe eyes, my cock stretching her red-painted lips. The sight only intensified my pleasure and my resolve to heal her completely.

I poured more healing energy into Sitamun, imagining it suffusing every cell of her body. In my mind’s eye, I saw the infection in her arm receding, healthy tissue regenerating. At the same time, I pictured the dark cloud of her depression lifting, replaced by light and vitality.

Sitamun’s blow job grew more confident with Zafara’s gentle guidance. She bobbed her head faster which caused slobbering and wet sucking sounds. The dual sensations of her wet mouth and the flow of divine energy quickly brought me to the edge.

“I’m close,” I warned her.

Sitamun nodded slightly, not breaking her rhythm. She kept her lips sealed around my shaft, ready to receive my healing seed.

As my climax approached, I intensified my focus on healing her, pouring every ounce of divine energy into eradicating her infection and depression. With a deep groan, I erupted into her eager mouth, pulsing streams of potent, healing essence down her throat.

Eyes widening, Sitamun swallowed reflexively, her throat working to gulp down every drop. I held her head steady, making sure she took all of my seed. As the final spurts left me, I concentrated one last time on her complete healing, willing her body and mind to be cleansed and rejuvenated.

When I finally released her, Sitamun came off my softening cock. She gasped, and her eyes were closed. Slowly, wonder dawned on her face. She opened her eyes as if she’d awoken from a dream. She reached for her bandage and ran her hand over it.

“The pain in my arm, it’s gone,” she whispered, her voice tinged with awe. She opened her eyes, and she unwrapped the bandage, revealing smooth, unblemished skin where the festering wound had been. “And I feel lighter somehow. Happier.”

I smiled, spent but deeply satisfied. “The healing is working then.”

Zafara beamed at us both. “You did wonderfully, both of you. How do you feel, Sitamun?”

The young woman rose to her feet, a wide smile spreading across her face. She flexed her previously injured arm, marveling at the lack of pain or stiffness. “I feel amazing,” Sitamun said, her voice filled with joy and disbelief. “Better than I have in months. It’s like a weight has been lifted from my entire being.”

She turned to me, her eyes shining with gratitude. “Thank you, Nathan. I don’t know how to repay you for this gift you’ve given me.”

I smiled warmly at her, opening up my arms. She fell right into them. It was a tender and slower hug. I felt her young breasts mash against my nude chest while my hands settled on her bottom. I inhaled her Jasmine perfume. She was a beautiful girl, without a doubt. “Seeing you healed and happy is all the thanks I need. I’m just glad I could help.”

She started leaking tears, and when she broke the hug, she apologized, “Sorry.”

“It’s fine, let it out,” I told her.

She nodded and turned to Zafara, making sure to hug her too. I helped her put on her clothes, and I took her with me back to the terrace where Iset was talking to Neferu.

When we emerged onto the terrace, Iset immediately noticed the change in her daughter. Sitamun was smiling brightly, her eyes red-rimmed from tears of happiness. Iset rose from her seat. “Sitamun?” she asked carefully. “How do you feel, my darling?”

“Mom,” Sitamun said, her voice brimming with emotion, “I feel wonderful. Nathan healed me completely. The infection in my arm is gone, and the depression that’s been weighing on me has lifted.”

Iset’s eyes widened, and she rushed forward to embrace her daughter tightly. Tears of relief and joy streamed down her face as she held Sitamun close. “Oh, my sweet girl,” she murmured. “I’ve been so worried about you. To see you like this, healed and happy, it’s more than I could have hoped for.”

She looked over Sitamun’s shoulder at me, her eyes filled with profound gratitude. “Nathan, I can never thank you enough for what you’ve done. You’ve given me my daughter back.”

I smiled warmly at her, feeling a deep sense of satisfaction at being able to help. “I’m just glad I could make a difference. You have a beautiful daughter.”

Neferu watched the emotional reunion with a soft smile, her own eyes glistening with empathetic tears. Once Iset broke the hug, she couldn’t resist giving me one, and neither could I. She opened her arms, and I fell into her arms like a bee to honey.

Iset held me tightly, her body soft and warm against mine. I could feel the depth of her gratitude in the way she clung to me, her tears of joy dampening my bare shoulder.

“You are truly a gift from the gods,” she murmured in my ear, her voice thick with emotion. “I don’t know how I can ever repay you for what you’ve done for my daughter.”

I smiled, gently rubbing her back. “Seeing Sitamun healed and happy is all the thanks I need.”

Iset pulled back slightly to look into my eyes, her hands resting on my shoulders. “You are a remarkable man, Nathan. Your powers are a true blessing.” Her gaze held mine, deep and searching, and I felt a spark of connection between us. “Before you leave this city, I must give you a gift,” Iset said with a smile.

“That’s fine,” I replied. “I won’t leave until you’ve given it to me.”

“Wonderful,” she said. “Now, are you ready to bless the women while I spend some time with my daughter?”

“I am,” I assured her.

“Don’t forget to enjoy them too,” she added. “You deserve it more than anyone.”

“I enjoy every woman I bless,” I told her honestly.

“They’re all beautiful,” she promised, her tone playful. “You won’t be disappointed. Come, I’ll show you to them right away.”

Iset led me to a lavish chamber where a group of beautiful women awaited, lounging on plush cushions and gazing at me with lust in their eyes. They were a diverse mix, with varying shades of sun-kissed skin, dark and brown hair, and an array of sensual curves barely concealed by their sheer, flowing garments.

“Ladies, this is Nathan, the man blessed by Min himself,” Iset announced with a smile.

They commented about my height and looks as the women rose to greet me. I couldn’t help but feel a surge of desire as I took in their collective beauty.

Iset gestured to a buxom, olive-skinned beauty with thick, dark curls. “This is Ariadne, from Crete. Her father is a translator and one who helped us during the Battle of Kadesh.”

Ariadne stepped forward, her hips swaying seductively. “It is an honor, Nathan,” she purred, her accented voice like honey. “I have heard much about your equipment. I can’t wait to experience it for myself.”

Next, Iset introduced a tall, fair woman with dark hair and eyes like two pearls. “Meet Danaë, from the Greek Isles. She has a keen mind for numbers and helps manage our trade.”

Danaë inclined her head, a coy smile playing on her lips. “Hello.”

One by one, Iset presented the rest of the women. Most of them were Egyptian beauties, but there were foreigners as well like Ariadne and Danaë. Each was more stunning than the last, and my arousal grew with every introduction.

“Well, Nathan, they’re all yours,” Iset said with a wink. “I’ll leave you. Let me know if you need anything.”

“Yes,” I told her. “I’ll let you know when I want Neferu and Zafara as well. They usually help me recover.”

“With pleasure, enjoy yourselves, and may Min’s blessings flow through you.”

With that, she slipped out of the chamber, leaving me alone with the group of eager, nubile women. I turned my attention to the beauties before me, my divine energy already coursing through my veins. I beckoned to Ariadne, drawn to her exotic beauty.

“Come here, lovely one,” I said, my voice low and husky.

Honored, Ariadne sauntered towards me, her hips swaying. Her olive skin gleamed in the lamplight as she let her dress fall to the floor, revealing full, round breasts and voluptuous curves.

“I’m honored you chose me first,” she said.

“It’s my pleasure,” I said. I pulled her close, pressing my lips to hers in a passionate kiss. She melted against me, her soft breasts pressing against my chest. They felt so nice, warming my body like a fire. My hands roamed her body, caressing every curve. She moaned into my mouth as I cupped her rear, kneading the firm flesh and sinking my fingers into her buns.

Gently, I lowered her onto the plush cushions. It was time for me to undress, slipping off my clothes till I stood there fully nude and erect. My manhood caught their attention, and they looked at me in awe.

Ariadne happily spread her legs, her dark eyes full of lust and anticipation. “It’s huge,” she murmured.

I positioned myself between her thighs, the head of my cock brushing against her pink, wet folds. “As long as you’re wet, it’s no problem.”

“Alright,” she whispered. “Fill me with your divine seed.”

With one smooth thrust, I entered her and inch for inch slid inside her. Ariadne moaned, her back arching as I stretched and filled her. I pulled out till only the head remained and pushed in again, going deeper and deeper till she adjusted to my length and girth. I set a steady rhythm, my hips pumping as I drove into her welcoming heat. Her legs wrapped around my waist, urging me deeper.

As our passion built, I felt my divine energy surging. With each thrust, I poured my blessing into Ariadne, our flesh smacking louder and louder.

“Oh gods,” she moaned. “I can feel it … your power.”

With a final, deep thrust, I erupted inside her, making my cum splash against her sweet walls. Ariadne’s eyes rolled to the back of her skull, her inner walls clenching around me as she climaxed. I held her close, emptying myself into her womb.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her eyes shining. “Oh, that feels wonderful.”

I kissed her before rising, ready for the next woman. Danaë approached, her fair skin a stark contrast to Ariadne’s olive tones.

“My turn,” she said with a coy smile.

And so it continued. One by one, I took each woman, blessing them with my divine seed. Danaë rode me, her young body undulating as she took her pleasure. An Egyptian beauty writhed beneath me as I pounded into her. Twins from the Levant shared me, taking turns on my cock as they kissed and caressed each other.

On and on it went, a parade of feminine beauty in all its forms. With each woman, I focused my divine power, feeling new life spark within their wombs. Some felt it immediately, gasping in wonder as they sensed the change. Others simply basked in the afterglow, enjoying the sensation of my creamy seed inside them.

As I pleasured each woman in turn, the room filled with moans, gasps, and the musky scent of arousal.

After several hours of near-constant lovemaking, I arrived at the last woman, a petite Egyptian beauty named Neith. She was a tight one, her pussy barely budging at first. After a couple of long, slow strokes, she relaxed and welcomed my hard length inside. It didn’t take us long to reach the peak, and she shuddered in ecstasy as I filled her. When she rolled off me, spent and satisfied, I collapsed onto the cushions, my chest heaving.

“Thank you,” Neith murmured, kissing my cheek.

“You’re welcome.”

I looked around the room at the women lounging in various states of blissful exhaustion. Some relaxed, while others chatted in soft voices, hands resting on their bellies where new life now grew.

Neferu came with some pomegranate juice that I greedily drank. “Are you finished now?” she asked.

I nodded. “Neith was the final lady,” I said.

“Iset has prepared a feast for us,” she said. “She can’t stop talking about how you saved her daughter.”

“I’m glad,” I said. I looked outside the window. The sun began to set, casting the room in golden light. Time moved quickly when I impregnated the women, but I felt a surge of satisfaction knowing that I had blessed this city with a new generation. I looked around at the roomful of satisfied women. Some dozed peacefully, others chatted excitedly in small groups. All bore the glow of fertility. There must have been at least thirty of them. It sure was an accomplishment.

* * *

As night fell, Iset invited us for a feast. The air was filled with the scent of roasted meats, fresh bread and sweet fruits. Wine flowed freely as musicians played melodies on harps and flutes.

I reclined on plush cushions, enjoying the tender meat with some freshly baked bread. Neferu sat beside me, her eyes sparkling as she fed me morsels from her own plate. Zafara lounged nearby, looking content as she sipped her wine.

“This one’s for you Nathan,” Iset said, raising her goblet in a toast. “For helping my daughter and Egypt.”

I nodded, feeling a deep sense of satisfaction. “I’m honored to have helped.”

As we ate and drank, the women I had blessed earlier offered thanks and small gifts. One presented a delicate shell necklace, another a vial of precious perfume. The Cretan woman gave me a small bronze figurine of a bull.

“For virility and strength,” she explained with a wink.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Don’t worry,” Iset replied. “We’ll keep them here, so you can bring them back when you leave.”

“More women to impregnate, I suppose,” I said with a wry smile.

“Of course,” Iset said, her tone playful yet matter-of-fact.

I turned to Sitamun, who looked happier than ever. “I’ve always tried to cover up the bandage,” she said, her voice light with relief. “But now I don’t have to anymore.”

“I’m glad,” I said warmly. “You look beautiful without it.”

“Thank you,” she said, her cheeks turning a soft shade of pink. “Uhm, how long will you stay here?”

“I’m not sure,” I admitted. “Until I’ve fulfilled my duties.”

She hesitated for a moment before shyly saying, “Maybe you could … impregnate me too, if you want.”

“With pleasure,” I said with a gentle smile. “But for tonight, I need a break. Tomorrow, sweetheart.”

Her mother gave her a proud sideways hug. “I’m so proud to have given birth to such a beautiful daughter,” Iset said, her voice filled with genuine affection.

“And you have every reason to be,” I said, nodding in agreement.

As the night wore on, the atmosphere grew more intimate. Some of the women began to dance, their bodies swaying sensuously to the music. Others cuddled together in corners, whispering and giggling.

Neferu leaned close, her breath warm on my ear. “Shall we retire for the night?” she murmured.

“What’s on your mind?” I asked.

“A walk outside before sleep,” she suggested with a soft smile.

“Sure thing,” I said.

We informed Iset, Sitamun, and the rest of the women that we were heading out for a walk. We wished them all goodnight, and Iset made sure to show us our bedroom before we left. As we were about to go, Iset stepped closer, pulling me into a warm embrace. Her soft breasts pressed against my chest, and I felt the warmth of her breath against my neck.

“Thank you,” she said quietly. “From the bottom of my heart.”

“You’re welcome,” I replied sincerely.

* * *

The beach was quiet under the night sky, the sound of waves rolling gently onto the shore. The Mediterranean stretched endlessly before us, its surface dark and calm, reflecting the faint shimmer of starlight. It was a cloudless night, and I could see every star in the sky. I still hadn’t gotten used to the sight. It was magical.

A soft breeze carried the salty scent of the sea. I glanced at Neferu sitting beside me, her figure illuminated by the pale light of the moon. Her hair shifted lightly with the wind, framing her face.

She hugged her knees to her chest, her gaze fixed on the horizon. “I’ve dreamed of seeing the sea like this,” she said, her voice almost drowned out by the sound of the waves. “But I never thought it would feel so endless.”

“It does feel endless,” I said. I leaned back, my hands sinking into the cool, fine sand. “Like it just goes on forever.”

She turned her head to look at me. Even if she’d always had a bright, pretty smile, it was more evident now that she wasn’t dealing with migraine. She was free, and I was glad for her sake. “There’s something about it that feels different from the Nile. The river flows, guiding life through the land. But this.” She gestured toward the water. “This feels free. Wild, even.”

I nodded, understanding what she meant. “It’s like the sea doesn’t belong to anyone. It just exists, doing what it wants.”

She smiled at that, a soft laugh escaping her lips. “I think I envy that.”

“You?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. “The free-spirited Neferu envies something?”

Her laugh grew a little louder, and she nudged my shoulder with her own. “You make it sound like I’m untouchable. But I’m not. I have responsibilities, expectations, and sometimes it feels like there’s so much I can’t do.”

I studied her for a moment, her beauty could sometimes be distractive. “You’ve already done more than most people would dare. You’re here, aren’t you? That’s a choice you made for yourself.”

Her smile softened, and she turned her eyes back to the sea. “That’s true,” she admitted. “And I don’t regret it. Especially not after you healed me.”

Her words warmed my heart. “You’re truly free now.”

“Free from migraine, yes,” she said. “I’m not sure what I’ll do once you return home.”

“Try to enjoy the here and now,” I told her.

“I will.” She rested her chin on her knees, her expression contemplative. I watched her for a while, the way her lips curved faintly even when she wasn’t smiling, the way her fingers lightly traced patterns in the sand. There was a quiet beauty in the moment, one I didn’t want to break, but the urge to speak my mind was too strong.

“You’re incredible, you know that?” I said, my voice low.

She tilted her head, her brow arching. “Where did that come from?”

“I mean it,” I said. “You’re brave, smart and well, beautiful.”

Her cheeks flushed at my words. “You’re too kind,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “But thank you … I’m not the only one who’s beautiful here. You heard the women at the palace.”

I reached out, brushing a stray strand of hair from her face. My fingers lingered near her cheek, and she leaned into the touch, her eyes meeting mine. Slowly, I leaned in, my heart pounding in my chest. When our lips met, it was gentle at first, almost tentative. But as she leaned into me, her hand lightly resting on my arm, the kiss deepened, and the world seemed to fade away. There was no sea, no sky, no stars—just her and me.

When we pulled apart, her cheeks were still flushed, but her smile was brighter now. “I could get used to this,” she said.

“So could I,” I replied, brushing my thumb along her cheek.

She rested her head against my shoulder, and I wrapped my arm around her, holding her close. We sat like that for a long while. The vastness of the sea stretched before us, a reminder of how small we were, but in that moment, it didn’t matter. We were exactly where we were meant to be.

“Nathan,” she said, breaking the silence. “You owe me some stories about where you come from, remember?”

“I do,” I said, caught a bit off guard. I had postponed it because I wasn’t sure how to explain it—how Egypt had radically changed from how she knew it, and not just Egypt but the world itself.

She took my arm, holding onto it tightly. “I really want to know,” she said sweetly, her voice so soft and sincere that I couldn’t ignore her. “I want to know more about your origins. So far, you’ve been kind of mysterious about your past.”

I glanced at her. It felt great to be cared for like this, to have someone’s attention and interest. I didn’t want to disappoint her, not now. “You’re right, I did promise,” I said. “Maybe this is the right moment.”

“I think so too. Is it similar to Egypt?” she asked.

“Well, Egypt still exists, but it’s quite different,” I began. As I was about to continue, I thought about everything I’d seen and realized that life was both similar and vastly different. “It’s very different, but at the same time, not.”

She tilted her head to the side. “That doesn’t tell me much.”

“Give me a little time,” I said, needing to find the right words.

“Hmm. How about you start with how many years into the future you’re from?” she suggested.

“Ugh,” I muttered. I wasn’t the best with numbers.

“Around three thousand five hundred,” Zafara chimed in.

“Thank you,” I said, glancing at her. “I was just about to say that.”

Zafara stifled a giggle. “You’re welcome.”

“Wow … that’s more years than we’ve had since Narmer,” Neferu said, her tone filled with awe.

“Yes, so you can imagine all the changes,” I said.

“Well, what about the world as a whole? Do you have any interesting pyramids?” she asked, her curiosity shining.

“The only interesting Pyramid left is the Great Pyramid built by Khufu.”

“So it still stands?” she asked, relief returning.

“It does,” I said, glad I made her proud. “Instead, there are towering cities made of glass and steel. Machines carry people from one place to another faster than a chariot ever could. We also have planes.” I pointed at the sky. “Flying from one place to another.”

Her eyes widened, a mix of fascination and disbelief flickering in them. “Machines? Planes? Like magic?”

“In a way, yes,” I said with a small smile. “But it’s not magic. It’s technology. People have created ways to harness the world’s energy to make their lives easier.”

She asked more about the machines and planes, and I tried to explain as well as possible. She listened intently, but in the end, it seemed like I was telling a fairy tale to her. I also told her about the nine-to-five life, and the stress that came with it—the huge cities with populations of millions.

She tilted her head, her lips pursed in thought. “It sounds… extraordinary, but also overwhelming. Does anyone stop to enjoy moments like this?” She gestured toward the sea.

“Not enough,” I admitted. “Life moves so fast. People are always busy, always chasing something. It’s easy to forget to stop and exist.”

“That sounds sad,” she said. “Do you miss it?”

I hesitated, unsure of how to answer. “Parts of it,” I finally said. “But being here, with you, has made me see how much I took for granted. Your time is simpler.”

Neferu’s lips curved into a gentle smile, and she leaned against me again. “Then tell me more,” she said. “What else will be different three thousand years from now on?”

I chuckled softly and wasn’t sure where to begin. I looked up at the sky. “The stars,” I said. “They’re harder to see. Too much light from the cities blocks them out.”

Her eyes widened again, this time with genuine sadness. “You can’t see the stars?”

“Not like this,” I said. “That’s why I can’t stop staring at them now. It’s like they’re trying to tell me something.”

She followed my gaze, her expression thoughtful. “Maybe they are,” she murmured.

“Maybe,” I said.

“And your personal life?” she asked, her voice dropping lower. “How many wives do you have?”

“I don’t have any,” I explained. “And we’re only allowed to have one.”

She frowned. “What kind of madness is that?”

I chuckled. “That’s the part you’re reacting to? Not planes or megacities?”

“It just sounds strange to me. But what if I come with you and I want you to have more wives—will that be possible?”

“Of course, but we wouldn’t legally be married. We could still be together and live that way, though.”

“That’s great. That’s all that matters to me,” she said with a wide smile. “Did you do anything interesting before you met Zafara?”

“I was a photographer.”

“A what?” she asked.

“It’s a device you can capture moments and store them on a screen,” I said.

“That sounds cool,” she said. “Did you enjoy it?”

“I find it very enjoyable. Hopefully, I can show you one day.”

“I hope so too,” she said, smiling. “Nathan,” Neferu started, looking up to me.

“What is it?” I asked her, letting her take her time.

“Earlier when I sucked you, it felt quite nice, even if I was in pain,” she said. “Did it feel nice for you?”

“I got the best of both worlds, seeing you healthy and glowing, and also the pleasure on the side.”

“I would like to do it again, just for you,” she said. “Not because you have to heal someone or impregnate a woman. Just my special gift for you.”

“You’re more than welcome,” I said, her words warmed my heart.

Neferu smiled softly, her eyes shining in the moonlight. She rose to her feet, standing in front of me before dropping to her knees on the cool sand. Her hands gently pushed my shoulders, guiding me to relax.

“Just relax,” she said. “I’ll take care of everything.”

I let out a sigh as Neferu slowly untied my kilt, exposing me to the night air. My cock sprang up, an inch away from striking her chin. “Oh, Min,” she said and stifled a chuckle.

“I’m sorry, I should’ve warned you.”

“If you hurt me, you could’ve just owed me a healing,” she said with a wink.

“You’re right,” I said. I glanced back. “Zafara, can I use your thighs as a pillow?”

“With pleasure,” she said, glad she could be there for me. She gently lifted my head and lowered it onto her soft thighs, making me come face-to-face with Neferu. Zafara gave me a light shoulder massage in the meantime as Neferu started stroking my hardon.

Neferu lowered her head, her breath warm against my skin. Her tongue darted out, tracing the length of me from base to tip. I moaned at the sensation, my hips lifting slightly off the sand. She smiled up at me before taking me into her mouth.

The wet heat enveloped me as Neferu began to bob her head, her lips tight around my shaft. She moved her head slowly at first, getting used to the rhythm and feel of me. Her tongue swirled around the head each time she pulled back.

I tangled my fingers in her hair, reaching her neck to cup it. The sound of the waves provided a soothing sound as Neferu pleasured me under the stars. She took me deeper with each pass, relaxing her throat to take more of my length.

“That feels amazing,” I groaned, my voice husky with arousal.

Encouraged by my words, Neferu increased her pace. Her hand worked in tandem with her mouth, stroking what she couldn’t fit. The dual sensations had me writhing on the sand.

As I felt my climax approaching, I gently squeezed her neck in warning. But she simply hummed around me and redoubled her efforts. With a mighty moan, I emptied myself into her eager mouth. Neferu swallowed every spurt as if she were drinking from a faucet.

When she finally released me, Neferu crawled up to lay beside me. I pulled her close, kissing her deeply and tasting myself on her lips.

“Thank you,” I murmured against her skin. “That was incredible.”

Neferu nuzzled into my chest, a satisfied smile on her face. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. I wanted to show you how much I care for you.”

“You sure did,” I told her.

“And what about the job itself?” she asked. “Surely it wasn’t as good as Zafara’s.”

“It’s the thought that matters,” I said. “You’re both amazing women.”

“I’m glad,” Neferu said, while Zafara continued massaging my shoulders. “I feel so much better now that my migraine is gone, but there’s something else I’ve noticed since I swallowed your seed.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“Health and joy,” she said.

I ran my fingers through her hair, noticing how radiant she looked. She was glowing, as she sometimes did, but tonight there was something extra. She was stunning in every way possible. “You’ve been glowing since I first saw you, but now it feels even more so.”

She nodded. “I’m glad you noticed,” she said. Then, with a thoughtful expression, she added, “After seeing all those women you’ve impregnated, it makes me wonder how it would feel.”

When she touched on that subject, I knew we were getting closer to it. It was something I wanted to do as well, opening her legs and entering her. “It’s nice,” I said.

“Not more than that?” she asked, her tone playful.

“It’s much more than that,” I said, meeting her gaze. “Especially with someone you love.”

“For us,” she said, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear, “sex isn’t something sinful or shameful. It’s a natural part of life, a gift from the gods meant to bring joy and connection.”

“That’s a beautiful way to see it,” I said. “In my time, it’s more complicated. Some people still treat it as something to be ashamed of.”

She tilted her head, her brows furrowing. “That sounds so restrictive. Here, it’s not like that. But,” she hesitated, her voice dropping, “there are still expectations.”

“Expectations?”

She took a deep breath. “For women like me—royals—sex is something we’re supposed to wait for until after marriage. It’s not about shame but about tradition, about ensuring the bloodline and fulfilling duties.”

I leaned forward slightly, watching her closely. “But that’s not what you want, is it?”

Her cheeks flushed, and she gave a small, nervous laugh. “No. It’s not. And that’s where my dilemma lies. I’m in love with you, Nathan. I’ve never felt this way about anyone before. I don’t want to wait. I don’t want to let tradition decide when I can express that.”

My heart swelled at her confession. I reached out, taking her hand in mine. “Neferu, you don’t have to do anything you’re not ready for. You’re free to make your own choices.”

She squeezed my hand, her eyes meeting mine with vulnerability. “I am ready. That’s the thing. I don’t want to hold back just because it’s what’s expected of me. I want to be with you—not because of duty or tradition, but because it feels right. That’s what I want,” she said hopelessly. “But suddenly, I start to wonder how my mother will take it.”

“Your mother will approve of your happiness,” Zafara assured her. “That’s all that matters.”

“You think so?” Neferu asked, her voice laced with hope.

“I’m absolutely certain,” Zafara replied with confidence.

Neferu fell into a moment of deep thought. I stayed silent, letting her process. Finally, she looked at me with resolve. “Can we go back to the palace?”

I nodded—it was time. Rising to my feet, I offered her my hand and pulled her up. She helped me adjust my clothes, and together, we headed back toward the palace.

As we made our way back to the palace, the night air was cool against our skin. The sound of waves faded behind us, replaced by the soft rustling of palm fronds.

When we reached the palace gates, the guards nodded, allowing us to pass without a word. Inside, oil lamps flickered along the corridors as we made our way to the private chambers Iset had prepared for us.

The room was spacious and luxurious, adorned with colorful tapestries and plush furnishings. A large bed dominated one side, its sheets of fine linen inviting us to sink into their softness. The scent of jasmine and myrrh hung in the air, coming from small bowls of fragrant oils placed around the room.

Neferu closed the door behind us. I turned to her, taking in her beauty in the soft lamplight. “Oh, I forgot something,” Neferu said, her mood tanking. “The contraceptive mixture.”

“It’s not necessary,” Zafara reminded her. “As I’ve mentioned before,” Zafara continued, turning to me, “your powers of fertility are not limited to impregnation. They are about life force itself, and with proper focus, you can control them.”

I did remember she mentioned this. “Show me,” I said.

She moved to a small table near the bed, where a bowl of water sat beside a vase of lotus flowers. She plucked a petal from one of the blossoms and let it fall into the water.

“Observe,” she said.

As we watched, the petal began to move, swirling in the water as if caught in an invisible current. Slowly, it began to glow with a soft, golden light.

“Your seed,” Zafara explained, “is like this petal. It carries the essence of life, but you can direct its purpose.”

She waved her hand over the bowl, and the petal’s glow intensified. “When you focus on fertility, your seed becomes a powerful catalyst for new life.” The petal in the water suddenly sprouted tiny roots, reaching down into the depths of the bowl.

“But,” she continued, waving her hand again, “you can also channel your energy differently.” The glow around the petal changed, becoming cooler, more silvery. The roots receded, and the petal simply floated, fresh and unchanged.

“With practice and concentration,” Zafara said, turning back to us, “you can make love without the risk of conception. Your seed will still carry its healing properties, its pleasure-giving qualities, but it will not take root unless you will it to.”

I blinked, amazed at the demonstration and the implications of her words. “How do I do this?”

Zafara smiled, stepping closer and pushing my hair behind my ears. “It’s about intention and visualization. As you make love, picture your seed as I showed you. Imagine it bringing pleasure and vitality, but not new life. Feel the difference in your body as you channel this energy.”

She placed a hand on my chest, over my heart. “It may take some practice to maintain this focus, especially in moments of intense pleasure. But I believe you’re ready for this level of control.”

Neferu, who had been listening intently, spoke, “Is it truly safe?”

Zafara nodded, her expression serious. “As safe as any method can be. But Nathan,” she turned back to me, “you must be absolutely certain of your focus. A moment’s lapse could result in conception.”

I took a deep breath, considering her words carefully. The power she described was incredible, but it also required the utmost concentration and care. I looked at Neferu, seeing the mix of excitement and lust in her eyes. I knew how important this moment was for her, and I wanted to make sure I got it right.

“I understand,” I told Zafara solemnly. “I’ll focus completely on channeling the energy as you described. No conception, just pleasure and vitality.”

Zafara nodded approvingly. “Very good.”

I turned to Neferu, taking her hands in mine. “Are you ready?” I asked softly.

She nodded, a shy smile playing on her lips. “I am.”

Gently, I pulled her close and kissed her. The first contact of lips to lips was always the best followed by all the euphoric sensations that followed. As it deepened, I felt the familiar stirring of arousal. My cock hardened, lightly bonking against her waist. Her petite hands roamed all over my back while mine settled on her sweet bottom.

Once I came off her lips, my heart swelled, not just with the heat of the moment, but with a quiet joy that made everything else fade away. It felt like every beat was meant for her. She burst my bubble by tugging at my clothing. We undressed each other slowly, enjoying each newly revealed inch of skin.

When we were both nude, she curiously touched my erection, stroking it up and down, and I leaned forward to cup her wet pussy, running my hand back and forth. “It tickles,” she said adorably.

I slipped in a finger and couldn’t wait to enter as I felt her virgin walls. I guided Neferu to the bed. She lay back on the soft sheets, her hair fanning out around her. I took a moment to drink in the sight of her—her smooth golden skin, the gentle curves of her breasts, the subtle arch of her back and her innocent fresh womanhood. Her scent drew me in, and I couldn’t enter her before I had fully tasted her. I parted her caramel-colored lips with my fingers and laid my tongue flat against her pink flesh.

I enjoyed her sweet nectar as my tongue explored her folds, and for each brush of my tongue, Neferu moaned, her fingers tangling in my hair. My tongue never grew tired, and I switched to planting kisses all over her, making her squirm.

“Nathan,” she moaned. “Please, I want you inside me.”

I kissed my way up her body. When I reached her lips, I kissed her deeply, letting her taste herself on my tongue. Positioning myself between her legs, I rubbed the head of my cock along her slick folds.

Slowly, I began to push inside her, opening her wet hole. She was incredibly tight, her virgin walls resisting my intrusion. I felt her tense beneath me. I continued my gentle entry, savoring each new inch of her warm, wet channel. When I met resistance, I paused.

“This may hurt a little,” I warned her.

She gripped my shoulders. “I’m ready.”

With a slow thrust, I broke through her maidenhead. Neferu moaned. “You liar, that felt nice.”

“My bad,” I said and giggled with her as I started having sex with her.

As our passion built, I focused on channeling my energy as Zafara had instructed. I visualized my seed bringing pleasure and vitality, but not new life. It required concentration, especially as the sensations intensified, but I was determined to maintain control.

Neferu’s moans grew louder, her body arching beneath me. I could feel her walls tightening around me, pulsing with each thrust. She looked me in the eyes, and I was about to drown in them. I mouthed how pretty she was, her boobs kept jiggling and she held onto them for a second, squeezing them together. She let go of them and wrapped her arms around my back. Her nails raked down my back as she let out a deep moan, her orgasm washing over her.

The feeling of her climaxing around me pushed me to the edge. With a deep groan, while at the same time focusing on the pleasurable and vitality part, I let myself go, releasing inside her. As I did, I maintained my focus, willing my seed to bring her pleasure without pregnancy. The orgasm was so much more different, intense and lasted way longer. I kept micro-fucking her, milking it for as long as possible till we looked each other in the eyes, our bodies intertwined, breathing heavily. I kissed her softly, feeling a deep connection that went beyond the physical act we’d just shared.

“That was incredible,” Neferu whispered, her eyes shining with emotion.

I stroked her cheek gently. “It was.”

I pulled out, my softening cock coming out wet and slick. She draped her arm over my chest, glancing down between her legs. “Oh, I can’t describe it,” she said. “I just love the feeling of your seed inside me.”

“It felt just as great to be inside you,” I said, rubbing my knuckles on her cheek, making a rosy color appear.

“We will do that again, right?”

“As many times as you want,” I told her. “You and Zafara will be my priorities.”

“I’m glad … It feels good to be loved.”

“It does,” I said as I pulled both women closer to me.





Chapter 10 A Difficult Letter









T
 honis was a coastal city I would remember for the rest of my life—not just for its beauty, but for the time I spent there with Neferu and Zafara. It had been two weeks since I took Neferu’s maidenhead and Zafara had taught me how to have intercourse without impregnating a woman. It was a magical gift, something I could bring back to the modern world and have an endless amount of bareback sex without using any protection. I had impregnated hundreds of women already. Most of them were Egyptians, but there were foreigners as well.

I had also impregnated Sitamun. Iset, her mother, was so proud of her daughter, so proud that she’d given birth to such a beautiful gem like her.

As usual during the evenings, after a full day of breeding, I took a walk with Neferu and Zafara under the starlit sky. We’d planned to get going soon. Neferu squeezed my hand. “I want to show you more,” Neferu said, turning to me and wrapping her arms around my neck. She had to stand on her toes. “I want to show you more beautiful and special places I hope you’ll appreciate.”

My hands rested on her bottom. “I’ll appreciate everything.”

“I’m glad,” she said, her smile widening.

“What’s the next stop, then?” I asked her.

“I was thinking of Abydos,” she said. “It’s in the Upper Kingdom. It’s a sacred place to Osiris, a symbol of life, death, and rebirth.”

“Interesting,” I said. “So, tell me—what else is there? What should I expect?”

Neferu’s face lit up with enthusiasm. “Abydos isn’t just another city. It’s the spiritual heart of Egypt. The Temple of my father, Seti I, is there. Its walls are covered in carvings that tell the stories of our gods and kings. There’s also the Osireion, a sacred underground chamber said to hold the mysteries of life and death.”

She paused, her voice lowering slightly as if sharing a secret. “People believe that part of Osiris himself is buried there. It’s why Abydos is so revered—a place of pilgrimage for anyone seeking the favor of the gods. Also, my uncle Haremheb is the governor. He’s a great storyteller.”

I let her words sink in, imagining the grandeur of such a place and her uncle telling stories by the campfire. “And how far is it?”

“It’s a good journey,” she said thoughtfully. “It will take seven to ten days by boat.”

I glanced at her, noting the way her excitement was contagious. “Sounds like you’ve been there before.”

“A couple of times,” she admitted. “But I didn’t have time to truly appreciate it. This time, I want to explore it fully—with you.”

Zafara chimed in from beside us. “It’s also a good place for our mission. Abydos draws people from all over Egypt. They’ll hear about your powers soon enough.”

“It’s warmer down south,” Neferu said, her voice thoughtful. “But I think it’s starting to get chilly here.”

To me, it still felt warm, even as summer waned—a summer I knew I’d never forget. I leaned down and kissed her forehead, pulling her into an embrace. As I held her close, I opened my eyes and saw Zafara standing in front of us. If it hadn’t been for her, I wouldn’t even be here. I beckoned her over, making room to include her in the hug. She stepped in, and I wrapped my arms around them both. “There you go,” I said softly.

As we broke apart, I heard Neferu sigh.

“What’s the matter?” I asked, studying her face.

“I have to write to my mother,” she said, her expression uneasy. “It’s about … my maidenhead.”

“What about it?” I asked, though I already suspected where this was going.

“Do you remember when I told you it’s supposed to be for marriage?” she said, her voice faltering as her cheeks flushed. “I’ve broken tradition.”

I did remember—her words from that magical day replayed in my mind. “Do you remember what Zafara told you?” I asked gently.

“I do,” she said, nodding. “But I’m still not sure how to write the letter.”

“Will we pass Pi-Ramesses?” I asked.

She shook her head. “We could, but it will be an extra day. I’d rather the letter reach her sooner. I’ll send it along with the gifts, and hopefully, she’ll take it well.”

“She will,” Zafara reassured her, placing a comforting hand on her shoulder. “When you write, speak from your heart. Tell her how you feel, what Nathan means to you and the joy he’s brought to your life.”

Neferu nodded, her lips curving into a small, hopeful smile. “I will,” she said, her gaze lifting to meet mine.

I squeezed their hands, and together, we made our way back to the palace. Iset and Sitamun were waiting for us in the grand hall. Ever since I’d healed Sitamun, Iset had treated me like a god.

“How was your walk?” Iset asked, her voice warm but tinged with melancholy.

“Wonderful,” I said, though I couldn’t help but notice the shadow of sadness in her eyes. We’d already mentioned that we’d soon be leaving.

“Do you know when you’ll depart?” she asked, bracing herself for the answer.

“Most likely tomorrow,” I said.

Iset sighed and nodded, accepting it. “We’ll miss you. All of us.”

“I’ll miss this city—and all of you,” I said sincerely.

Her eyes glistened with unshed tears, though she managed a brave smile. “You’ve brought joy and blessings to our lives. May the gods watch over you on your journey.”

A pang of guilt tugged at me. I knew how many lives I’d touched—and impregnated—during my time here. But the call of adventure, and the bond I shared with Neferu and Zafara, pulled me onward.

“As promised,” Iset said, a hint of pride in her voice. “We’ve prepared gifts for you. You’ll see them when you leave.”

“I appreciate everything,” I said, genuinely moved. “Every woman you brought to me was a blessing.”

She chuckled softly. “You’ve got it all wrong. We’re the ones who should be thanking you.”

Sitamun appeared beside her, tears glimmering in her eyes. It was a relief to see her as the vibrant young woman she’d become, not the broken figure I’d met when I first arrived.

“Is it true you’re leaving?” she asked, her voice trembling.

I nodded. “I can’t stay forever.”

She sniffled, her voice barely audible. “Thank you for healing me … and thank you for impregnating me.”

“You’re welcome,” I said, and without hesitation, I pulled her into a hug. She melted into my arms, her gratitude clearly visible.

“Will you hug me tomorrow too?” she asked, her tone shy but hopeful.

“Of course,” I said, patting her back reassuringly.

“Okay,” she whispered, breaking the hug but lingering for a moment before stepping back.

“Sweet dreams,” I told Sitamun and her mother.

“You too,” they answered in unison.

Zafara, Neferu and I retired to our bedroom. The room was quiet except for the faint rustle of palm trees outside. Neferu sat at the small writing table, a blank sheet of papyrus and a lamp in front of her.

She dipped the reed pen into the ink jar, but her hand hovered over the page. She stared at the blank papyrus, her brows drawn tightly together. “She’s my mother,” she said softly, breaking the silence. “But I’m not just her daughter. I’m a royal. And what I’ve done … it goes against everything she’s taught me.”

Zafara’s voice was calm but encouraging. “She’s your mother first. She loves you more than any rule.”

Neferu’s lips tightened, and she glanced at me. Her uncertainty was written all over her face. “What if she sees this as shameful?”

I leaned forward, resting my elbows on my knees. “You’ve done nothing shameful,” I said. “You’ve lived. She deserves to know how you feel.”

She looked down at the pen in her hand, her voice barely above a whisper. “But what if she doesn’t approve?”

“It might take her time,” I said, my tone firm but kind. “But she’ll understand because she cares about you. And she’ll see that you’re happy.”

Zafara stepped closer, placing a reassuring hand on Neferu’s shoulder. “Your mother only wants what’s best for you. Write the truth. Tell her about your journey, about what you’ve learned, and about what makes you happy.”

Neferu nodded, but the pen still didn’t move. “I don’t even know where to start.”

“Start with honesty,” Zafara said. “She doesn’t need perfection—just your heart.”

“And tell her about us,” I added. “She should know you’re loved.”

Neferu glanced at me, a faint smile tugging at the corners of her lips, but it didn’t last long. “She’ll never approve of me being with someone before marriage,” she murmured.

“She approved when you asked to come with me.”

“It was more my brother who approved it,” Neferu said.

“She might not like it right away,” Zafara said, kneeling beside her and meeting her gaze. “But she’ll come around. She’s your mother. That bond is stronger than tradition.”

Neferu took a deep breath and dipped the reed pen into the ink again. Slowly, she began to write. At first, her hand trembled, and the words were unsure. But as she continued, the sentences started to flow. I watched her write about the places we’d visited, the wonders she’d seen and the moments that had shaped her. She wrote about me—not just what we’d done, but how I made her feel and the new life she was starting to imagine.

The room stayed quiet except for the faint scratch of the pen on the papyrus. I sat still, giving her the space she needed. At one point, Neferu paused, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand.

“What if this changes everything between us?” she whispered.

Zafara crouched beside her again, her expression calm and steady. “It might,” she said. “But that doesn’t mean it’ll be bad. It just means you’re growing.”

I leaned forward, catching Neferu’s gaze. “Whatever happens, we’re here. You don’t have to face this alone.”

She looked at me, her eyes softening, and gave a small nod before turning back to her letter. When she finally set the pen down, the papyrus was filled with her words. She rolled it carefully, tying it with a piece of twine.

“I’ll send it tomorrow,” she said quietly, her voice steady now.

Zafara smiled. “You did what you needed to.”

I reached for Neferu’s hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “Your mother’s going to see how strong you are. And I’m proud of you for this.”

She met my eyes, her lips curving into a small, heartfelt smile. “Thank you. Both of you.”

* * *

The morning light had barely crept over the horizon when I found myself in the courtyard of Iset’s palace. Neferu stood close to me, her hand brushing mine occasionally as if for reassurance. Zafara was further ahead, talking to one of the attendants about last-minute preparations.

Iset and Sitamun came with a small procession of women behind them, the ones I’d met, healed and blessed during our stay. I could see their faces—grateful, proud and emotional. I shifted my weight, unsure of how to react to this kind of attention.

Iset stepped forward first, carrying a bundle wrapped in cloth, and Sitamun held a finely carved box. They both wore smiles that didn’t quite hide the emotions beneath. The other women trailed behind, watching quietly.

“We couldn’t let you leave without showing our gratitude,” Iset began, her voice calm but warm. “You’ve done more for us than words can express.”

“You’ve already thanked me plenty,” I said, feeling a little awkward under her gaze. “I didn’t do it for gifts.”

“That’s precisely why you deserve them,” she replied with a knowing smile.

Sitamun stepped forward and opened the box she was carrying. Inside was a two-foot-tall statue, carved from smooth alabaster, depicting me. Nude. It was humbling, but I couldn’t miss the deliberate resemblance to depictions of Min. The attention to detail was incredible, from the carved muscles to the erect phallus and my name written in hieroglyphs at the base.

“This is for you,” Sitamun said. “It’s a tribute to your role here, to what you’ve done for us.”

She’d told me before that she wanted to give me a gift, but I’d never imagined they’d make a small statue of me. “It’s beautiful,” I said while a shiver ran down my spine. My eyes swept over it, and I could hardly look away. “Thank you.”

“It’s more than a gift,” Iset added. “It’s a reminder of the lives you’ve touched here.”

Before I could respond, Iset handed me the wrapped bundle she carried. I unwrapped it carefully, revealing pieces of jewelry that looked like they belonged in a museum—bracelets, necklaces and a collar adorned with lapis lazuli and carnelian.

“These are treasures of Thonis,” Iset explained. “They’re given only to those we hold in the highest regard.”

I ran my fingers over the rich designs, the weight of the deed heavier than the gifts. “This is … too much,” I said. “I didn’t expect anything like this.”

“You’ve earned it,” Iset replied firmly. “You’ve given us back more than you realize.”

Sitamun’s voice cracked as she added, “You gave me back my life. I’ll never forget that.”

Her words hit harder than I expected. She wiped at her eyes, her emotions spilling over. “I’m just glad you’re well now,” I told her softly. “That’s what matters.”

I glanced at the other women gathered behind them. Some smiled warmly, others waved shyly and a few simply watched, their hands clasped in front of them. I made sure to say goodbye to each and every one of them, kiss them on the lips and embrace them.

As Zafara and Neferu joined me at the gate, Iset placed a hand on my arm, her grip light but firm. “You will always have a home here, Nathan,” she said. “May your journey be safe and fruitful.”

“Thank you. For everything.”

Sitamun stepped forward, her tears now replaced by a soft smile. “I’ll never forget you,” she said.

I realized that I owed her a hug as well, and I pulled her into a warm embrace. She did everything she could to linger in my arms, and I didn’t want to break the hug either. Eventually, we broke it, and she sighed.

I reached out and placed a hand on her shoulder. “Take care of yourself and our baby, okay?”

“I will,” she said, stepping back to her mother.

As we boarded the ship waiting by the docks, the women gathered near the shoreline, their hands raised in farewell. The statue and jewelry were secured among our belongings, but the weight I felt wasn’t from the gifts—it was from the connection I’d made here, the lives I’d touched.

I stood at the railing, glancing back one last time. Their smiling faces, framed by the backdrop of Thonis, were etched into my memory.

The breeze caught the sails, and the ship moved down the river. Ahead, the Nile stretched endlessly, guiding us toward Abydos. But part of me knew I’d always carry Thonis with me—its people, its warmth and the moments that had forever changed my path.

* * *

A day into our journey, the ship docked briefly at a small village nestled along the Nile’s western bank. The sun hung low in the sky, casting a warm glow over the mudbrick homes and green fields that stretched into the distance. We stopped to send the gifts to Pi-Ramesses and Neferu’s letter to her mother.

Neferu stood beside me on the deck, holding the package—a carefully wrapped bundle containing some jewelry and her letter to her mother. She was far more confident than when she’d first written it, her uncertainty still fresh in my memory.

Neferu told them to make sure the gifts arrived safe, and also that they were for me. Then she handed the bundle to one of the crew members who would ensure its safe delivery to the royal courier. “This feels right.”

I leaned on the ship’s railing, watching the crew secure the package and my gifts. “You’re brave, you know that?”

She turned to me, her eyes searching mine. “Brave? For sending a letter?”

“For telling the truth,” I said. “You’re honest about what you feel, even when it’s hard. That takes strength.”

A smile tugged at her lips. “I wasn’t so sure at first. But you and Zafara were right. My mother deserves to know.”

“And you deserve to share your happiness,” I added.

Neferu looked out at the village, the simple lives unfolding on the riverbank. Women balanced baskets on their heads, children played in the shallows, and a man cast a fishing net into the water. “It’s strange,” she said. “Being here, seeing this, it makes me realize how much I’ve changed. I’m not the same person I was when we left Pi-Ramesses.”

I nodded, realizing that I also had changed. “Neither am I.”

She turned back to me, her eyes bright. “You’ve become stronger,” she said, a small smile playing on her lips. “That’s a big bonus.”

“I guess I have,” I said, though the truth ran deeper. I’d always been confident around women, but now, after bedding thousands of them, that confidence had grown into something else—something empowering.

Neferu’s touch brought my focus back to her. She held my hand firmly, her gaze steady. “Do you think she’ll understand?”

“Your mother?” I asked, squeezing her hand. “I think she will. Maybe not right away, but she loves you. That’ll outweigh everything else.”

Neferu sighed, her shoulders relaxing. “I hope so. I want her to know that I’m happy. That I’ve found something meaningful.”

“You’ve found someone meaningful,” I teased, nudging her gently.

She laughed. “You’re not wrong.”

We set sail again, the village shrinking behind us as the Nile carried us farther south.

* * *

Further south, the villages grew larger and closer together. At each stop, the women would gather—some with demure hope, others with open desperation. They sought blessings, healings and the gift of fertility that Min’s powers allowed me to provide.

In one settlement, a young woman with almond eyes and copper skin approached shyly after I’d bedded her sister. Her hips swayed as she walked, drawing my gaze. When our eyes met, she blushed and looked away. But soon she was in my arms, her soft moans rising till I filled her with my seed.

At the next port, a twenty-year-old virgin eagerly waited for me. Her kohl-lined eyes smoldered as she pulled me into her home. Her touch inflamed my passions, and I fucked her against the cool mud brick wall till I spilled inside her.

I continued my breeding—one sensual beauty after another. Slender maidens, curvaceous women, shy virgins and experienced widows. I reveled in their unique charms, losing myself in soft skin, flowing hair and welcoming bodies.

With each mating, I knew that many wombs were filled with new life—a legacy that would stretch across generations.

As we sailed onwards, I gazed at the fertile valley stretching to the horizon. Like the Nile nourishing the land, I had planted seeds that would bloom and flourish long after I was gone.

“You’re giving them more than children,” Zafara said, the breeze fluttering her hair. “You’re giving them life.”

Her words lingered with me, even as the sun dipped below the horizon.

* * *

The nights on the Nile were quiet, the kind of calm that made conversations easy. The ship moved steadily south, the river a dark, steady current reflecting the faint glow of the moon. Neferu and I sat at the stern, the breeze cool but comfortable.

She leaned against me, her shoulder brushing mine. “The Great Pyramid will still stand in your time, won’t it?” she asked softly.

“It does,” I said. “But it feels different here, seeing it like this. In the future, it’s just a landmark, a piece of history. Here, it’s alive—part of the world you’re living in.”

“It’s still old for us,” she said. “But I get what you’re saying.” She tilted her head slightly. “It must seem strange, knowing how much the world has changed.”

“It does,” I admitted. “And going back feels even stranger. I don’t know how I’d belong there with all my changes.”

She studied me for a moment. “Maybe you wouldn’t,” she said with a small smile.

I hesitated, then asked, “What about you? If you could leave this time and come to mine, would you?”

She glanced at the river, her hand brushing lightly against mine. “I think about it sometimes. I want to see the things you’ve described. The cities, the technology, the people. But I wonder … would I belong there?”

“You’d belong anywhere,” I said without hesitation. “Especially with me.”

Her lips curved into a faint smile, and she turned toward me, resting her hand on my chest. “And what about you? Would you stay here, at this time, if you had the choice?”

I looked at her, trying to find the right words. “I don’t know what’s ahead. But I know I want to be wherever you are.”

Her hand slid up to my cheek, her touch warm. “You mean that?”

“I do,” I said.

She leaned in, her lips brushing against mine in a kiss that felt more honest than anything we’d said.

When we pulled back, she stayed close, her forehead resting against mine. “The gods must be watching,” she said, a hint of teasing in her tone.

I chuckled. “Maybe. But I don’t think they’d mind.”

We sat there for a while, the sound of the river filling the spaces between our words. There was so much ahead, but for now, being with her was enough.





Chapter 11 Abydos









A
 s the journey continued, it became slightly warmer. The air grew drier, and the Nile flowed between narrow banks dotted with palm trees and small fishing boats. Each bend in the river brought us closer to Abydos, a city Neferu described as sacred ground, tied deeply to Egypt’s soul.

When we finally arrived, Abydos felt like a city set apart. Unlike the bustling chaos of Pi-Ramesses or Memphis, Abydos was calm and smaller.

The docks were modest, with fishermen unloading their catches and traders bartering. The faint smell of fish mixed with the dry warmth of the air. Palm trees lined parts of the riverbank, offering shade to people working nearby. Everything here felt slower, more deliberate. I suspected it was because of the warmer temperature.

Neferu stepped onto the dock first, her expression a mix of pride and excitement. “What do you think?” she asked, glancing back at me.

“It’s quiet and peaceful.”

“Abydos has always been like that. Come, let’s meet my uncle.”

I found it cute how she said uncle instead of governor. A small group of attendants awaited at the pier. Neferu exchanged brief words with one of them, and after a nod, we were guided into the heart of the city.

The walk through Abydos was humbling. The streets were narrow, bordered by sandstone walls that bore the wear of time.

A temple loomed in the distance, its outlines visible against the setting sun. “Is that the temple of Seti?” I asked Neferu.

She shook her head. “That’s actually a temple dedicated to my brother. He built it. The temple of Seti is a bit farther away. We’ll get there, don’t worry.”

We were led to a modest yet well-kept residence surrounded by a small garden. The scent of herbs wafted through the air as we entered the courtyard. Inside, seated on a low bench with a cane resting beside him, was an elderly man. His white robe was simple but well-made, and his sharp eyes studied us, his eyes lighting up when he saw Neferu.

“Haremheb,” Neferu greeted him, bowing slightly before stepping forward to embrace him. “We’ve come as promised.”

Haremheb returned the embrace, patting her back gently. “Oh, it’s so lovely to see you again. How’s your mother doing?”

“She’s fine,” Neferu replied. “But I haven’t seen her in weeks.”

“So, she finally let you go on your dream journey, huh?”

Neferu giggled and nodded. “That’s right.”

“It was about time,” he said with a chuckle, releasing her from the hug. His gaze lingered on me, his expression unreadable.

“And you must be Nathan,” he said, his voice old and rusty but carrying a tone of authority. “The one Ramses has told us about.”

I nodded and extended my hand. “It’s an honor to meet you.”

Haremheb clasped my hand. “The honor is ours. Come, you must be hungry from your journey.”

We followed him inside, where a meal had been prepared. Roasted fish, flatbreads, figs and a creamy lentil stew awaited us. We took seats around a low table, and Haremheb poured wine into cups before raising his own.

“To safe travels and the gods’ blessings,” he said.

We echoed the toast, and the meal began. Conversation flowed easily at first—Neferu updating him on our journey, Zafara chiming in occasionally. But soon, Haremheb turned his attention to me. He was curious.

“I’ve heard of your deeds,” he said. “You’ve given hope to many who had none. It’s a rare thing, to bring life back where it was thought lost.”

“I’m grateful to be able to help,” I said. “But the need seems overwhelming.”

“It is,” he said, nodding. “You see, Nathan, Egypt has faced more loss than many care to remember. The Battle of Kadesh, for example—a victory, yes, but one soaked in the blood of thousands. So many women lost their husbands, their brothers, their sons. They mourned, but more than that, they despaired for what the future might hold.”

He paused, taking a sip of his wine before continuing. “And it wasn’t just the battles. There were darker times—foreign rulers sitting on our throne, mocking our gods, dividing our land. It took great strength to reunify Egypt, to bring us back to ourselves.”

I nodded, captivated by his words. “You’ve seen so much. How do you see Egypt now?”

Haremheb’s expression grew thoughtful. “Stronger, yes, but always on the edge. Tradition holds us together, but it is also a weight. Men like Ramses carry it well, but not everyone does. Have you heard of Akhenaten?”

“Neferu told me about him,” I said. “He declared that only one God should be worshipped, correct?”

Haremheb’s lips tugged in a smile, and he patted Neferu’s back. “I’m proud of her. You see, many of my nephews and nieces aren’t always interested in our history, but Neferu has always been a great listener.”

“I know,” I said, Neferu and I exchanged glances.

“Uncle has strong opinions about Akhenaten,” Neferu said.

“As should anyone who values Egypt,” Haremheb said firmly. “Akhenaten turned his back on our gods, forsaking Ma’at for his own obsession. Worshipping one god alone—he tore apart what had stood for generations. The land suffered under his rule.”

“And you believe tradition is the answer to everything?” I asked.

Haremheb’s eyes narrowed slightly, but he smiled. “Tradition is not the answer to everything, but it is the foundation. Without it, we lose ourselves and our land.”

Haremheb struck me as a guy who loved his land, and it was clearly the case when he gladly told me more about Abydos while we ate.

“Abydos is no ordinary place,” he said after swallowing. “It is the resting place of Osiris, the lord of the afterlife, the god of resurrection. Every grain of sand here, every stone in the temple, carries his essence.”

He paused, taking a sip of wine, his eyes distant for a moment. “Do you know the story of Osiris, Nathan?”

“I know a little,” I admitted. “He was betrayed by his brother, Seth.”

Haremheb nodded. “Yes. Seth, envious of Osiris’s rule, killed him and dismembered his body, scattering it across the land. It was Isis, his devoted wife, who searched tirelessly, gathering the pieces and restoring him. Through her love and magic, Osiris was reborn—not as a god of the living, but as the ruler of the underworld. From that, he became a symbol of life’s cycle—death, rebirth, and the eternal promise of renewal.”

“That temple over there?” He gestured toward the window. “It is a masterpiece of Seti I, completed by Ramses himself. A place for pilgrims from across Egypt to honor Osiris and seek his blessings. Though the site is ancient, this temple is the crowning jewel of generations of devotion to the lord of the afterlife.”

I glanced at Neferu. “You didn’t tell me your brother finished it.”

She smiled proudly. “He has accomplished a lot, but my father, Seti, started it. My brother just polished it off.”

“Interesting,” I said, narrowing my eyes to get a better look. Even from this distance, it looked immense.

Neferu leaned forward to her uncle. “Can you tell us about the rites of Osiris, how they are unlike anything else in Egypt?”

Haremheb beamed. I could understand why he liked Neferu so much. She was indeed a good listener. “Indeed. The mysteries of Osiris are performed in secret, rites that reenact his death and resurrection. Only the priests know the full extent of what occurs, but it is said to be a glimpse into the divine—a reminder that even in death, there is hope for renewal.”

His gaze shifted back to me. “And now, Nathan, you bring a new kind of hope to these lands. It is fitting that you should be here, in this city that embodies rebirth. Osiris himself could not restore life as you can, but perhaps your role here is just as sacred.”

“It’s an honor to be here,” I said honestly. “And to hear all of this from someone who knows so much.”

Haremheb’s expression softened slightly. “Knowledge is a gift, but it must be shared to mean anything. Abydos is more than stone and sand—it is the soul of Egypt. And I hope you will carry a piece of it with you, wherever your journey takes you.”

“That’s deep,” I said, touched by his words of enthusiasm.

Neferu placed a hand on my arm. “Uncle has a way of making you feel like you’re part of something much bigger, doesn’t he?”

“He does,” I said, impressed by his storytelling skills.

Haremheb shifted the conversation to lighter topics—the quirks of Abydos’s people, tales of travelers who had passed through and humorous anecdotes from his youth. He was a man who’d witnessed a lot during his lifetime, and I respected him because of it.

When we’d finished eating, Haremheb turned to Neferu. “Why don’t you be his guide and show him the temple?”

Neferu chuckled. “I’ve been his guide since the day we met.”

“No wonder he chose you,” Haremheb said, flashing me a warm smile. Neferu was more to me than just a guide, but I understood why she kept quiet about it for now.

“There are already thousands of women in Abydos waiting for you, Nathan,” Haremheb continued. “They’ve heard about your gift. What you’re doing isn’t just a task—it’s the restoration of hope. Remember that.”

I nodded, unsure of what to say. The sincerity in his voice left no room for doubt. “I will.”

“But I have to gather them first,” he said. “My servants may bring a few to you later this evening, but by tomorrow, I can guarantee you’ll be busy.”

“I appreciate it,” I said.

Neferu leaned closer, her eyes lighting up. “Are you ready to see the temple?”

“Let’s go,” I said.

The road to the temple was quiet, lined with palms and scrub that swayed lightly in the breeze. In the distance, the temple of Seti I came into view, its white limestone walls standing out against the golden sand. The structure was immense but simple in its design.

“There it is,” Neferu said, slowing her steps as the temple grew nearer. “The temple of Seti I. I’ve only been here a couple of times before. It feels … unique each time.”

I followed her gaze, taking in the towering columns and carvings that adorned the façade. “It’s huge,” I said, gazing up at it made me feel a bit dizzy.

“It was built not just as a place of worship,” she explained, “but as a record. Seti wanted to honor the gods and the kings before him. It’s why the King’s List is here.”

“What’s the King’s List?” I asked, glancing at Zafara, who had been listening quietly.

“It’s an inscription,” Zafara said. “A record of Egypt’s pharaohs from the beginning of its unification up to Seti’s reign. It’s a statement of continuity—acknowledging the past to legitimize the present.”

Neferu nodded. “My uncle says it’s one of the most important pieces of history in Egypt. Not every ruler is on it—some were omitted for political reasons—but it tells our story. It’s like our family tree.”

The closer we got, the more details came into focus. The walls were covered in carvings of gods like Osiris and Isis, their hands raised in blessing. Scenes of rituals and offerings stretched across the stone. The gateway was flanked by tall pylons, each adorned with hieroglyphs celebrating Seti’s devotion and victories.

“Wow,” I mumbled.

Neferu took my hand. “Let’s go inside,” she said eagerly.

Inside, the air was cooler. The main hall was supported by rows of columns, each painted with vivid colors. There were also carvings telling stories of offerings, battles, and prayers.

Neferu stopped near a side chamber. “This is where priests would prepare offerings,” she said. “During festivals, this place would be filled with people. The chants would echo all the way to the fields.”

Zafara ran her fingers just above the surface of a wall, careful not to touch it. “It’s amazing how much they recorded here. It’s not just about the gods—it’s about their lives, their world.”

I stayed back, letting their words sink in. The temple was more than stone and carvings. It felt like a bridge to a time that wasn’t as distant as I had imagined. It made me think of everything Neferu and Haremheb had told me about Osiris—about life, death, and the hope of rebirth.

Neferu turned to me. “What do you think?”

I met her gaze. “It’s incredible. It’s like … every part of it means something.”

She smiled, a flicker of pride in her eyes. “That’s exactly what it’s meant to feel like.”

Neferu led the way deeper into the temple. Zafara followed beside me, her gaze sweeping over the walls and columns.

The further we ventured, the quieter it became, as though the weight of history absorbed every sound. The soft patter of sandals on stone was the only noise echoing through the halls. The carvings became more detailed the deeper we went—figures of priests offering incense, depictions of Seti kneeling before Osiris and scenes of the gods granting blessings.

We paused at a broad panel where Osiris was depicted seated on a throne, holding the crook and flail. I smiled upon seeing the crook, making me think of Osiris as a shepherd guiding the Egyptians.

Neferu traced a finger along the carvings. “I remember coming here as a child,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “My father used to tell me these carvings were reminders of our duty to the gods. Osiris represents balance—life and death, justice and mercy. He would say that without balance, even the strongest kingdom would crumble.”

I nodded, fascinated by her connection to the place. “Did you believe him?”

Her lips curled into a faint smile. “I did. Still do, I suppose. But as I’ve grown, I see balance differently. It’s not just about gods or kings—it’s about people, relationships and the choices we make.”

Zafara stepped closer, folding her arms as she studied the same carving. “Your father was wise. Balance is a concept that transcends time. Every civilization I’ve seen struggles to find it, though some do better than others.”

I glanced at her. “What about this place? Did they get it right?”

Zafara tilted her head, a wry smile forming. “They tried. But even Egypt had its struggles. That’s why places like Abydos are so important—they remind people of what they’re striving for.”

As we walked further into the temple, we entered a room bathed in dim light. The ceiling was painted with stars. Zafara ran her fingers along the edge of a stone altar in the center of the room.

“This was where offerings were made,” she explained. “Not just for Osiris, but for the spirits of the deceased. People came here to connect with their ancestors, to ask for guidance and blessings.”

Neferu added, “It’s said that if you stand here and listen carefully, you can feel the presence of those who came before. They say the air carries their whispers.”

I didn’t know if I believed that, but there was an undeniable energy in the room, a sense of connection to something much larger than myself. I caught Neferu’s gaze, and for a moment, the three of us stood there in silence, taking it all in.

“What now?” I asked after a while, breaking the stillness.

Neferu smiled, squeezing my hand. “Now, we explore more. There’s a lot to see—and who knows? Maybe the gods will reveal something special to you.”

Zafara chuckled softly. “Or maybe you’ll just learn a little more about this world. Either way, it’ll be worth it.”

As we moved further into the temple, the grandeur began to fade, giving way to more intimate spaces. The towering halls narrowed into smaller chambers adorned with flickering oil lamps. The air was cooler, and the noise of the world outside seemed to vanish.

Neferu tugged on my hand, leading me into a secluded chamber. The walls were lined with depictions of Osiris and Isis, their figures surrounded by symbols I couldn’t understand. A faint shaft of light poured through a narrow opening in the stone, illuminating the room with a soft, golden glow. Afterward, she led us to a courtyard. This temple just felt bigger and bigger. Vines crept along the stone walls, and the faint scent of blooming lotus flowers drifted in the cool air.

Neferu stopped at a stone bench near the corner of the courtyard, resting her hand on its edge. “This was always my favorite spot,” she said. “Whenever we visited Abydos, I’d sneak away here. It felt … peaceful. Like it belonged to me.”

I followed her gaze as she sat down, taking in the worn grooves of the bench and the delicate way the vines intertwined above us. “I can see why you loved it,” I said, sitting beside her. “It’s like the world outside doesn’t exist here.”

Neferu smiled. “When I was younger, I’d pretend Osiris himself was watching over this place. I’d tell him my secrets—things I couldn’t share with anyone else. My dreams, my fears and how much I wanted to see the world beyond palace walls.”

Her words struck something in me. I turned to her, curiosity pulling at me. “What did you dream about?”

She hesitated, her smile softening. “Freedom, mostly. The kind you must feel now—traveling the Nile, meeting people, helping them. I wanted to know what it was like to live beyond expectations, beyond traditions.”

“And now?” I asked, leaning back on the bench. “What’s it like finally living it?”

She glanced at me. “It’s everything I imagined. And more than I ever hoped for … because of you.” She smiled, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “I used to think I’d never find that kind of love. That my duty to my family, my title, would make it impossible.”

“And now?” I asked, my voice softer than before.

Her gaze met mine, and for a moment, she didn’t answer. Then she stepped closer, her hands resting on my chest. “Now, I’m starting to believe it’s possible.”

I cupped her face gently, my thumb brushing against her cheek. I pressed my lips to hers. The temple walls faded into the background. Her hands slipped around my neck, pulling me closer as the world outside faded.

When we finally pulled back, her cheeks were flushed. “I could stay here forever,” she whispered.

“So could I,” I replied, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “You’re incredible. I’m lucky to have you.”

She smiled, her eyes glistening. “I think we’re both lucky.”

* * *

We strolled through the streets of Abydos, the cool evening breeze carrying the faint aroma of spices from a nearby stall. The grandeur of Seti’s temple still lingered in my mind, but I also enjoyed the simplicity of the town. The moonlight glinted off the Nile, its gentle ripples just visible between the houses. We’d just eaten dinner. Haremheb had told me that for tomorrow there were already hundreds of women waiting to spread their legs for me. I’d told him I didn’t mind a challenge, but I hadn’t expected to find so many desperate and lonely women here. We were far from the battle of Kadesh, yet the loss was felt in every corner of the land. Ramses had gathered troops from all over Egypt, and their absence left a void that touched everyone.

I glanced at Neferu. She’d mentioned her childhood briefly when we were at the temple, but sometimes we had so much to talk about that our conversations were cut short.

“I liked hearing about your childhood earlier,” I began, breaking the comfortable silence. “What kind of other things did you do as a kid?”

Neferu smiled at the question, her face softening with nostalgia. “Oh, I had a very structured childhood—lessons, etiquette and all the expectations of royalty. But when I wasn’t learning, I played as much as I could and read as much as I could.”

“What kind of games?” I asked, genuinely curious.

Her eyes lit up. “We played Senet
 . It’s a board game about the journey through the afterlife. My friends and I used to compete to see who could ‘reach the Field of Reeds’ first.”

“Let me guess—you won every time?” I teased.

“Not every time,” she admitted with a chuckle. “But most of the time. I may have had some help from the gods—or so I told my friends.”

I laughed at that. “You didn’t cheat, did you?”

“No,” she said, giving me a flirtatious look. “Tricks don’t count as cheating.”

She made me laugh. “What about something more active? Running around, hide-and-seek?”

“We had those too,” she said enthusiastically. “We called it Set Maat
 , like your hide-and-seek, and we loved seb
 , a game where we threw papyrus balls at each other. We used to race through the palace gardens until the servants scolded us for making too much noise.”

I grinned at the thought of Neferu as a child, darting through the gardens in her Egyptian robes. “Sounds like you had a fun streak.”

Her smile grew wistful. “I did. But I also spent a lot of time in the library. My tutors brought me scrolls about the gods, kings, and great battles. I could get lost for hours, reading about Egypt’s history.”

“That explains a lot,” I said. “You and Haremheb are so passionate about this place—it’s like the history runs through your veins.”

She looked at me, her cheeks flushing slightly. “I owe a lot to my uncle, though. Aside from Ramses, my mother’s siblings weren’t all that interested.”

“What are they up to?”

“Most of my siblings are married. My brothers are either generals or involved in politics,” she said.

“Someone’s got to handle the politics, I suppose.”

“Yeah, but it’s definitely not going to be me,” she said with a grin, looking up at me.

I couldn’t see her fitting into politics either. She was too full of life.

I glanced at Zafara, noticing how she usually just listened and walked at her own pace. “What about you?” I asked her. “I’d like to hear more about your upbringing.”

Zafara smiled. “There might be a bit of culture shock for Neferu,” she said.

“I don’t mind,” Neferu replied. “I’d like to hear more about what you refer to as modernity.”

“Well, I was a bit like you,” Zafara said. “I was curious. I loved … papyrus scrolls.” She paused, as if she’d almost said books but changed it to make it easier for Neferu to understand. “We also played plenty of games when we were younger. Hide and seek was also one of my favorites.”

“It’s a timeless game,” I said with a chuckle. “Where did your love for magic come from?”

“I don’t know,” Zafara said truthfully. “Sometimes, you just don’t. It’s like love at first sight. Like when I saw you step onto my property, and I knew I’d found someone special.”

“That sounds like magic to me,” I said.

Zafara’s lips curved into a smile. “I think you’re right.”

“Come to think of it,” Neferu said, tilting her head in curiosity. “You never told me how you two met.”

Zafara and I exchanged glances, and I thought back to the day I found the amulet that changed my entire worldview. Zafara explained it to Neferu. “I’d lost an important amulet. While many others would have simply sold it or melted it down for the gold, Nathan brought it back to me. I knew he was special—especially with those looks.”

I chuckled, knowing she’d mentioned my appearance before.

“I also knew he was special when I first saw him,” Neferu added and aimed her curious eyes at me. “Now, why don’t you tell us about yourself? I know you’ve talked about your technologies and all that, but what did you usually do?”

I happily shared my hobbies, trying to explain surfing, skateboarding, and photography in a way that wouldn’t confuse her.

“Wow … surfing sounds like fun. Aren’t you afraid of drowning, though?” Neferu asked.

“You can either cling to the board, or you just have to learn how to ride the waves,” I said.

“I can swim, but not that well. If I come with you, can I try?”

“I promise,” I said, picturing her surfing brought a smile to my lips.

“The skateboarding thingy sounds a bit rough,” she admitted. “I don’t want to fall on the ground.”

“Don’t worry,” Zafara chimed in. “He’ll heal you in a heartbeat.”

“That’s right,” Neferu said. “Maybe I could try that.”

“You fall all the time, but it’s super fun,” I said. “I kind of grew out of it … or maybe not. I just didn’t have the time anymore.”

“Because of your photography thingy?” she guessed.

I nodded. “Right.”

“I also want you to take a photo of me if I come,” she said with a smile.

“I’ll take the most beautiful photo you can imagine … on a skateboard.”

She blew me a raspberry, making us both laugh.

“How can you not have time?” she asked. “Were you really that busy?”

“Yes … but probably not once I get back. The gifts I’ve been given here are worth a fortune back home.”

“They’re worth a fortune here too,” Neferu said. “I’m glad they appreciate your presence.”

“I’m glad for this opportunity as well,” I said.

Neferu glanced at Zafara, then back at me, her expression thoughtful. “It’s strange to think about how different your life was before coming here. So much of what you’ve told me sounds like another world.”

“It does,” I said. “But at the same time, there are some things that feel the same. Like how people connect, laugh, and fall in love.”

“Those are the most important things,” Neferu said, breaking out in a smile. “Hopefully, they’ll never go away.”

“I agree,” I said.

We continued our evening walk. Neferu became a bit quieter than usual, her gaze fixed on the ground, her thoughts seemingly far away. I gave her hand a gentle squeeze. “What’s on your mind?” I asked.

She looked up at me, her lips curving into a small, uncertain smile. “I keep wondering if my mom has read my letter yet.”

“She probably has,” I said. “And I’m sure she’ll write back.”

“You think so?” she asked. “She might not even know what to say.”

“She’ll write back,” I said firmly. “She’s your mother. She’s not going to just ignore you.”

Neferu sighed, her shoulders relaxing a little. “I hope so. It feels strange not knowing how she reacted. Part of me is scared she’s disappointed.”

“She’s had time to think about it by now,” Zafara said. “And if I know anything about mothers, she’ll respond. Maybe even sooner than you expect.”

Neferu stopped walking and turned to face her. “What if she’s angry? Or what if she thinks I’ve shamed her?”

Zafara stepped closer, resting a hand on Neferu’s arm. “She might feel a lot of things at first, but love is stronger than all of that. She’ll respond because she cares about you.”

“She’s right,” I added. “And whatever happens, you don’t have to face it alone. We’re here for you.”

Neferu nodded slowly, her expression softening. “Thank you. That means a lot to me.”

Zafara tilted her head. “Maybe we should stay here a little longer, just until you get a response. It would give you some closure before we move on.”

I glanced at Neferu. “Would that help?”

She hesitated for a moment before nodding. “I think it would. Abydos has always felt like a place for reflection and connection. If she writes back, I’d want to be here to receive it.”

“Then it’s settled,” Zafara said with a satisfied smile. “We’ll stay for a while. It’ll give us more time to explore and enjoy the city.”

“And more time for me to learn about all these ancient wonders,” I said.

“And more time to enjoy the women,” Zafara said with a wink.

“Indeed,” I agreed.

With the decision made, we continued our walk through Abydos, the stars overhead shining brighter than ever.





Chapter 12 Mother’s Words









T
 he morning sun streamed through the window, casting a golden glow across the room. I gazed down at the beautiful Nubian woman beneath me, her dark skin glistening with a sheen of sweat. Her full lips parted in a gasp of pleasure as I thrust into her, my cock stretching her feminine hole.

It was our fifth day in Abydos, and true to Haremheb’s word, there were hundreds of women eagerly awaiting my blessing. The Nubian beauty currently writhing in ecstasy was just one of many I would breed today. I’d seen more of them here than anywhere else in Egypt. To me, they were exotic, incredibly curvy, well-endowed and soaking wet. It was an absolute pleasure to disrobe her and let her fall into my hands, her lips stiff and her touch warm and soft.

Her long legs wrapped tightly around my waist as I slid in deeper, her walls embracing me. With each thrust, her breasts bounced, and I couldn’t resist leaning down to capture a dark nipple between my lips. She moaned out, arching her back as waves of pleasure coursed through her.

“Oh, give it to me,” she said with hints of desperation.

I gave it to her while kissing her neck. I could feel my orgasm building, that familiar tension coiling low in my belly. With a few final, powerful thrusts, I buried myself to the hilt inside her welcoming depths. My seed erupted, flooding her womb as she climaxed around me, her inner walls pulsing and milking every last drop.

When I pulled out my cock, I admired the sight of my pearly cum contrasting with her dark flesh. It was like the icing on the cake. She parted her pussy lips, revealing the pink flesh drowned in my cum.

As we lay there catching our breath, I knew my potent seed was now taking root, blessing this woman with new life.

When it was time for the next woman, I kissed the Nubian goodbye, and she whispered from the bottom of her heart, “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I said as Zafara escorted the next Egyptian beauty into my room—A slender young woman with almond-shaped eyes, her hips swaying as she approached. Without a word, she disrobed, revealing smooth olive skin. I pulled her close, kissing her deeply as my hands roamed her curves. Soon I was inside her, marveling at how quickly my body responded, ready to breed again, ready to fertilize Egypt’s soil.

As the day progressed, woman after woman came to receive my seed. There were shy women, experienced widows, and everything in between. With each mating, I felt my stamina and virility grow stronger. Min’s power flowed through me, granting me endless potency.

By midday, I had bred over twenty women, the scent of sweet pussy hung in the air. I got a couple of massage breaks from Neferu, but I was so filled with lust that I quickly beckoned the next woman forth. When a curvaceous beauty with full lips and heavy breasts entered, I felt desire stir anew. As I entered her warm vagina, I fucked her so hard our flesh smacked. With every thrust, I imagined new life blossoming within her womb, bringing new hope to Egypt.

The afternoon brought more eager women. I lost count of how many I took to my bed, my body never tiring as I fulfilled my divine purpose.

As evening fell, I marveled at the gift I’d been given. In a single day, I had likely impregnated more than sixty women, bringing hope and new life to so many. Though my muscles ached pleasantly from exertion, I felt healthy and alive rather than drained. I knew that tomorrow would bring more women to bless, and I would be ready.

“You’re sweaty,” Neferu said, giving me a shoulder massage after a full day of breeding.

“It’s quite the workout,” I replied with a chuckle.

“Honest question—don’t you ever get tired?” she asked.

“Nope,” I said truthfully. “I could do this all day.”

“Nice,” she said with a smile.

Zafara stepped in front of me, holding a warm cloth. “Want a quick wash?”

“Sure, wouldn’t hurt,” I said.

She started at my penis, which had been coated in buckets of pussy juice. She just smiled as she made sure to clean all the spills from my inner thighs and groin as well, cleansing away the sweat and evidence of the day’s activities. Her touch was soothing, and I purred on top of it. As she worked, Neferu continued massaging my shoulders, easing the pleasant ache in my muscles.

“You’ve done well today,” Zafara murmured, her eyes meeting mine. “The magic flows strongly through you.”

“It’s incredible. Before meeting you, I never imagined I could do something like this.”

Neferu’s hands paused on my shoulders. “Does it ever overwhelm you? The responsibility of it all?”

I considered her question. “Sometimes,” I admitted. “But then I think about all the hope we’re bringing, all the lives we’re changing. It makes it worth it.”

Zafara finished cleaning me and set the cloth aside. “You’re handling it admirably,” she said with a smile. “Many men would let such power go to their heads.”

“I have you two to keep me grounded,” I said, reaching out to take each of their hands in mine.

Neferu leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to my temple. “We’re honored to be part of this journey … and this relationship with you.”

“I like the sound of ‘relationship’ better,” I said, exchanging glances with both of them.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. “Nathan,” called a feminine voice—it was our servant. “I have a personal letter for Neferu.”

Neferu’s eyes widened, and she froze for a moment. “You may come in,” I said.

The young woman stepped inside and walked toward us. I wasn’t wearing any clothes, but she’d seen me like this before. She bowed to Neferu and handed her the letter. “It’s from your mother, Tuya.”

Neferu accepted it with trembling hands, her emotions plain to see. I could almost feel her heart racing.

“You may leave us,” I told the servant. She bowed again and quietly exited the room.

“That was … quick,” Neferu murmured, glancing at me as if searching for my reaction.

“It’s because she cares,” Zafara said. She gave Neferu a reassuring smile. “When someone loves you, they don’t waste time when it comes to matters of the heart.”

Neferu glanced between the two of us, her lips pressing into a thin line. “What if she’s angry? What if—”

“Stop,” Zafara interrupted, placing a hand on her shoulder. “You won’t know until you read it. And whatever it says, we’re here for you.”

I nodded. “You’ve been brave enough to write to her. You can handle her response.”

Neferu drew in a breath and untied the twine. Her hands trembled slightly as she unrolled the papyrus. Her eyes scanned the lines of writing, her expression shifting as she read. I could see her lips move, silently repeating some of the words to herself.

I watched her expression closely, searching for any sign of distress, but instead, her face softened, and her lips curled into a small smile.

“She’s not angry,” she whispered, her voice trembling with relief. “She understands.”

“What did she say?” I asked.

Neferu held the scroll closer, her voice steadying as she began to read aloud.

“My beloved daughter, Your letter warmed my heart. You have grown into a strong, passionate woman, and I am proud of you for following your heart. Nathan isn’t only a blessed man, but a good, handsome man as well, and I trust your judgment. Love is a gift from the gods, and if he makes you happy, then I will be happy for you.

How has your journey been so far? Has it lived up to your dreams? I miss you more than words can say and cannot wait to hear about everything in person. Your bravery and honesty inspire me every day. Please write to me again soon, and remember that no matter what, I am always here for you. With all my love, Tuya, your mother.”

Neferu lowered the scroll, clutching it to her chest as tears welled in her eyes. “She’s proud of me,” she said softly. “She even said she trusts you, Nathan.”

I smiled, a sense of relief washing over me. “That’s incredible. I told you she’d understand.”

“She asked about the trip,” Neferu added, her smile growing. “She wants to know if it’s lived up to my expectations.”

“Well, has it?” I asked, teasingly.

Neferu laughed through her tears. “It’s been everything I dreamed of and more.”

Taking a seat, she read the letter again, her smile wavering. “Oh …”

“What’s wrong?” I asked, sitting beside her.

“It’s what she wrote,” Neferu said, her fingers tracing the edges of the scroll. “She misses me so much. She’s happy for me, but I can feel how much she wants me to come back.”

“That’s only natural,” Zafara said. “She’s your mother. She loves you deeply.”

Neferu nodded, her voice barely above a whisper. “I know, but … now I’m wondering if I should go back to her after this journey.”

I exchanged glances with Zafara, unsure how to approach the sudden weight of her words. “You don’t have to decide anything right now,” I said, placing a hand on hers. “You wanted to explore the world and follow your heart. Let yourself experience it fully before worrying about what’s next.”

“But what if I’m being selfish?” she asked. “What if staying away too long hurts her?”

Zafara stepped closer. “Neferu, this is your life. Your mother gave you her blessing to follow your heart. She’s strong enough to miss you and still be proud of you. And if you’re honest with her—if you write back and share what’s in your heart—she’ll understand.”

Neferu looked up at Zafara. “You really think so?”

“I know so,” Zafara said with a confident smile. “Write to her again. Tell her how much you love her and miss her too. It’s the best way to keep her close, even from afar.”

Neferu took a deep breath, her resolve hardening. “You’re right. I should write back right away.”

“Good,” I said, giving her hand a reassuring squeeze. “We’ll help you with it if you need.”

She shook her head, a small smile returning to her lips. “No, I think I know what to say. I just needed to hear if it would be okay.”

“It will,” Zafara said. “And the best way to honor her love is to live your life fully. She wants you to be happy, Neferu. Remember that.”

While Neferu sat quietly at the table, writing to her mother, Zafara picked up the cloth again and began gently washing me. It was always comforting to have some alone time with her, reminding me of when we first met.

“Do you like it here?” she asked.

“It’s alright,” I said. “Every city here seems to have something unique to offer.”

“In terms of women, right?” Zafara said with a sly smile.

“That’s exactly what I meant,” I replied, and we exchanged knowing glances.

“Do you remember when you pointed out my solitude when we first met?”

“I do,” I said.

“What I told you then came straight from my heart. Sometimes, I think solitude is necessary, but back then, I was starved for masculine touch.”

I thought of all the nights we’d spent together, the way I made love to both Neferu and Zafara, one after the other. “I think I’ve noticed.”

“I think so too,” she said, her voice softening. “I just want you to know that even if I can seem reserved at times, I’ve never been as happy as I am now.”

“And we’re just at the beginning of our journey together,” I said, my tone warm.

“That’s true,” she said, leaning closer to my ear and lowering her voice. “There are so many civilizations out there …” she reached for my cock and squeezed it back to life. “Who also wants this.”

I looked into her eyes and saw the lust again. “I know … And I’ll give it to them.”





Chapter 13 Waset









A
 bydos had been a splendid stay. We’d spent a couple of weeks here, and I’d lost count of all the women I’d impregnated. Haremheb’s tales and his deep love for Egypt left a lasting impression on me. He was a remarkable storyteller, and I could see why Neferu admired him so much.

But now it was time to move on. We’d decided on Waset as our next destination, a city Neferu was eager to show me. She’d briefly mentioned the Valley of the Kings and the Karnak Temple, and Haremheb had joined in, insisting that I had to see them both.

He promised exotic, warm women and good weather, adding that we should wrap up the journey in Aswan, where many Nubian beauties would be waiting for me. I was hooked.

The morning sun cast long shadows across the sandy streets of Abydos as we gathered by the docks. The gentle sound of water lapping against the ship’s hull filled the air. Haremheb stood before us, his cane planted in the ground, and his weathered face softer than I’d seen before.

“I don’t like goodbyes,” he admitted. “But I suppose this isn’t truly a goodbye. The gods willing, we’ll meet again.”

Neferu stepped forward, embracing him. “Thank you for everything,” she said, her voice thick with emotion. “Your wisdom, your stories … I’ll carry them with me.”

Haremheb patted her back. “And I’ll carry the memory of your visit, my dear. You’ve made this old man’s days brighter.”

As they broke the embrace, he turned to me. “Nathan,” he began, “you’ve brought hope to so many in Egypt, including this family. I don’t know what the future holds, but I trust you to keep making a difference.”

I nodded, feeling the weight of his words. “Thank you. Your trust means a lot to me.”

“I hope I didn’t bore you at the dining table,” he said with a playful grin.

“I’ve never been so captivated by another man’s words,” I replied. “I’ll never forget your tales and your knowledge of Egypt. It was truly a pleasure.”

“In that case,” he said, his tone turning serious, “I have something special for you.” With a nod to one of his attendants, Haremheb gestured toward a small bundle being carried to the ship. “These are for you,” he said. “Papyrus scrolls—some are histories of Abydos, others are tales of Osiris and the gods. They’re treasures of our past, and I hope they serve you well.”

“Wow,” I said, glancing back at him and placing a hand over my heart. “Thank you. I truly appreciate it.”

Neferu’s eyes also lit up as she touched the bundle. “These are incredible,” she said. “I’ll make sure they’re well-read.”

“That’s exactly what I hoped,” Haremheb said with a faint smile. “Read them aloud to Nathan during your journey. Let the words connect him deeper to our land.”

“I’d like that,” I said, imagining her voice bringing the stories to life as we sailed down the Nile.

Haremheb took a step back, his cane steadying him. “Take care of her,” he said, meeting my gaze. “And take care of yourself. Egypt still needs you.”

“I will,” I promised. “Thank you for the scrolls and for welcoming me.”

Some of the women I’d bred earlier gathered behind him. Their expressions were a mix of sadness and hope—sadness that I was leaving and hope for the pregnancy I’d blessed them with. I waved goodbye, and a few wiped tears from their eyes. Leaving a city, town, or village was always an emotional moment.

Zafara stepped forward. “Your hospitality has been unmatched, Haremheb,” she said, inclining her head. “You’ve given us more than gifts—you’ve given us your wisdom.”

Haremheb smiled. “Wisdom is meant to be shared. Safe travels, all of you … And Neferu, I’ll let your mother know where you’re heading.”

“That’s okay,” Neferu said. “Tell her … I am happy.”

“I will,” he said.

As we boarded the ship, the dock grew quieter. Neferu waved at her uncle until he was just a figure in the distance, and Abydos faded from view.

“You’ll miss him,” I said, placing a hand on her shoulder.

“I will,” she admitted. “But I’ll carry his stories with me.”

“And you’ll share them,” I said with a smile. “Starting with those scrolls.”

Neferu grinned. “Let’s see what he gave you.”

I placed my hand on her shoulder. “He gave us
 .”

“My bad,” she said, her cheeks turning rosy. “Zafara, do you want to listen?”

“Why not,” she said and joined us.

As the ship glided down the Nile, Neferu told tales of gods and mortals, of love and conflict, bringing the papyrus scrolls—and Egypt’s rich history—to life.

* * *

It was about a four-day journey to Waset, and as we continued our journey down the Nile, the landscape slowly transformed. The golden sands of Abydos gave way to green banks dotted with date palms and papyrus reeds. Villages passed by, their mud-brick houses and simple docks very different from the rich city we’d left behind.

At each stop, word of my arrival spread quickly. Women gathered, their eyes filled with hope and longing. In one small fishing village, a mother approached with her daughter. “Please, she’s nineteen years old and her childhood crush perished in the war. Bless her with a child. It will help her depression.”

I accepted her proposal and took her daughter’s smooth, warm hand. “Where should we go?” I asked her gently.

“I know a private place,” she said. She led me to a secluded spot near the riverbank. She told me it was here she’d dreamed of losing her virginity, under the open sky. I undressed her, revealing her young, smooth skin. Her boobs were round and firm, and her lips red and full. She kept looking up to me, as if my height made her dizzy. I had to lean down to taste her lips, but I got a hold of her and lifted her. She wrapped her nude legs around my waist, and I held her tightly as I pressed my lips to hers. As I held her, I noticed my strength. I was without a doubt stronger than before. I had changed for the better since Zafara blessed me with Min’s powers, and I knew there was more to explore.

As I entered her, her gasps of pleasure mingled with the lapping of the waves. When I filled her with my seed, she wept with joy, clutching me close. I snuggled with her for a little bit before bringing her back to her mother, who embraced me warmly. She invited us for something to eat before more women gathered and wanted my divine seed. I made sure to satisfy them, undressing and entering them.

Further downriver, two best friends shyly requested my blessing together. Their synchronized moans echoed through the reeds as I took them one after the other, their bodies arching in unison as they received my gift.

In a larger town, the local midwife brought a group of women who had struggled to conceive. I spent hours with them, my stamina never failing as I blessed each one. Their grateful cries rose to the heavens.

Between these encounters, Neferu’s voice filled our journey with tales from the scrolls. As the landscape changed, so did the stories—from creation myths to legends of long-dead pharaohs.

One evening, as the sun set, Neferu’s eyes sparkled with excitement. “We’re getting close to Waset,” she said. “Soon you’ll see the greatest temple complex in all of Egypt.”

“Tell me about it,” I urged, curious about what lay ahead.

Neferu’s smile widened. “The Karnak temple complex is like nothing you’ve ever seen. It’s not just one temple, but many, built over centuries by different pharaohs. Each wanted to leave their mark, to honor the gods in grander ways than their predecessors.”

“Kind of like Khufu and the pyramids,” I pointed out.

“Exactly,” she said. “I’m proud of my student.”

We chuckled.

“Why don’t you explain to me the temple, what it looks like?” I asked.

“Imagine massive stone columns, taller than any tree, carved with hieroglyphs and painted in the most beautiful colors. There are avenues lined with ram-headed sphinxes, grand courtyards where festivals are held and hidden sanctuaries where only the highest priests may enter.”

I tried to picture it, but I knew my imagination fell short. “It sounds incredible,” I said.

Neferu nodded eagerly. “It is.”

* * *

The journey to Waset had been long, and as we neared the city, I could feel the weight of the Nile journey lifting. The air felt drier here, with a faint breeze that carried the scent of sandstone and distant fields. Unlike Abydos, which was smaller and more quiet, Waset’s energy was immediately different. It was larger, busier and filled with activity.

Neferu stood beside me on the deck as the ship approached the dock. “Here we are, one of the most important cities in Egypt,” she explained. “It’s the seat of power in the Upper Kingdom, and it has grown even more significant under my father’s and brother’s rule.”

I could see what she meant. The city stretched farther than any other we’d visited, with buildings visible even from a distance. Massive temples dominated the skyline, their columns towering over the city. Surrounding them, smaller homes and marketplaces spread outward, the sounds of commerce reaching us even as we docked.

“How does it compare to Abydos?” I asked her.

Neferu smiled. “Abydos is sacred, quiet, a place for devotion. Waset is alive. It’s a political and religious hub. You’ll see the difference immediately.”

The dock was crowded with workers unloading goods, fishermen pulling in their nets, and merchants calling out their wares. The sun was strong, beating down with a different intensity than in Abydos. The dryness here wasn’t quite as sharp, but it lacked the marshy humidity of the Delta. I felt a bead of sweat forming on my brow as we stepped off the ship.

Neferu scanned her eyes. We were supposed to be greeted by the governor, Taia, a distant relative of Neferu. When she spotted her, she beamed and nodded toward the dockside platform. “There she is.”

A tall woman with a queenly presence stood waiting for us, flanked by a pair of guards. Her white linen gown was finely embroidered, and her dark hair was neatly braided, adorned with subtle gold ornaments. Even from a distance, I could see she was confident, yet her expression softened as she caught sight of Neferu.

“Who is she again?” I asked.

“She’s acting as governor after her husband died in the Battle of Kadesh. It’s not a permanent role, but she’s proven capable,” Neferu explained.

As we approached, Taia stepped forward, a smile spreading on her face. “Neferu,” she greeted warmly, embracing her. “You’ve grown even more beautiful since I saw you last.”

Neferu returned the hug, wrapping her arms around her. “And you’ve taken Waset under your wing. It looks as strong as ever.”

“Oh, thank you. That means the world to me,” she said. She opened her eyes, and while still lingering in the hug, she fixed her gaze on me. Her expression suddenly softened. She had that look in her eyes—the one every woman seemed to have when they met me. She bit her lower lip, painted with lipstick. It seemed like every woman here wore makeup. I had once believed makeup was a modern tradition, but the desire to appear feminine ran deep through the history of humankind.

“Why don’t you introduce me to that man? He must be the one possessing the powers of Min, correct?”

Neferu broke the hug, giggling. “I knew he’d catch your attention. Yes, it’s him. His name is Nathan.”

Taia strode over to me and extended her hand. Feeling bold, I kissed it, making her giggle. “Nathan,” I introduced myself.

“Taia. I’ve heard a lot about you,” she said. “Ramses sent me a letter weeks ago about your arrival in Egypt. As time passed, we weren’t sure if you’d make it here. I was elated when we received Haremheb’s letter saying you were on your way.”

“Egypt is vast,” I said with a smile. “One city at a time.”

“I’ll do everything I can to make you feel welcome here,” she said. “We have plenty of women in need of your help.”

“That’s what I’m here for,” I replied.

“Are you three hungry? Would you like something to eat before seeing more of Waset?”

We all agreed and followed her to the palace. As we followed Taia toward her palace, I noticed how the heat pressed down heavier than it had in Abydos, but the streets were lively. People were dressed in lighter fabrics to combat the temperature, not only the men but the women as well. I glanced at Taia, seeing her white dress as a slight see-through. Her long legs looked stunning, although the see-through ended at her bottom. Her thick, wavy hair swayed along with her impressive hips and well-endowed breasts.

Neferu walked close to me. “I think you’ll like Taia,” she said quietly. “She has a way of making people feel welcome. And she’s done so much for Waset since her husband’s passing.”

“She seems like a remarkable woman,” I replied, glancing ahead at her again, admiring her beauty. “She certainly carries herself like someone in control.”

“She has to,” Neferu said. “This city requires strength. But she’s also kind. You’ll see.”

The palace came into view, its grandeur perfectly suited to the city it governed. Towering columns held up the massive structure, and the pathway was lined with statues of Egyptian gods—human-bodied figures with animal heads. They were always a spectacular sight.

As we entered, I felt the cool shade of the stone hallways. Taia led us into a spacious chamber where refreshments had been prepared—cool water, fresh bread, meat, milk and dates.

“Make yourselves comfortable,” she said, gesturing to the cushioned seating.

Servants moved about, placing dishes of roasted meat, fresh bread and bowls of dates before us. Neferu sat to my left, Zafara to my right and Taia across the table. We dug in, and I sure was hungry after our long journey.

Brushing her lips, Taia leaned forward slightly, her gold bracelets clinking as she reached for a piece of bread. “You’ve arrived at an interesting time,” she said, addressing me directly. “There are many women in the city who have prayed for answers and hope ever since they heard about you. They grew impatient, but now that you’re here, your presence will bring them hope.”

I nodded, setting my cup down. “I’ll do what I can.”

“Out of curiosity,” she said, her eyes sweeping over me. “How many women a day can you bed?”

“More than dozens,” I replied.

“Oh my,” she said, her copper-toned cheeks turning slightly rosy. “I’ll need a little time to prepare them, though.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “We’re not in a rush.”

“Any preferences?”

I smiled, thinking about how surreal this all was. Just months ago, I couldn’t have imagined myself in this situation—traveling back in time and having women practically throwing themselves at my feet. “I like them all. Variety is a good thing.”

“Gotcha. In the meantime,” Taia said, her eyes lingering on me for a beat longer than necessary, “you should visit the Valley of the Kings. It’s not far, and it’s a place unlike any other. You’ll find it both humbling and awe-inspiring.”

Neferu leaned forward. “I’ve told him about it before.”

I patted Neferu’s back and smiled at Taia. “You can refresh my memory.”

“The Valley of the Kings is where many of our great Pharaohs are buried. It became their final resting place because it was hidden, meant to protect them from thieves. Over time, though, it became more than just a burial ground. It reflects our belief in the afterlife and the lengths we go to preserve legacies.”

She had indeed refreshed my memory. “That’s why you stopped building pyramids, right?”

“Yes, unfortunately,” she said. “But even now, we haven’t completely stopped the thieves. There have been instances when they’ve tried to plunder the tombs in the Valley of the Kings.”

“I didn’t know about that,” Neferu said, her smile fading.

“Yes,” Taia admitted with a small sigh. “That’s the reality of our times. Greed spares no one. But some tombs remain untouched, protected by layers of traps and secrecy. The Valley is a reminder of both our achievements and our flaws.”

I listened intently, intrigued every time they explained something about their history. I noticed Taia kept glancing at my hair and features, particularly my eyes. “I find your eyes really pretty,” she said, lowering her head like a shy teenager. “I just had to say it.”

“Thank you,” I said, flattered by the compliment. “I like yours too.”

“Everyone here has a similar eye color, ranging from light brown to dark. It’s nice to see something different,” she added.

Neferu ran her fingers through my hair. “I like his hair too,” she said. “It’s so soft and shiny.”

“Are you in love?” Taia asked, her gaze fixed on Neferu.

Neferu blushed slightly. “Yes.”

“I can see that,” Taia said with a small smile. “I don’t judge you. If I were around him, I’d fall for him too.”

Neferu gave me a sideways hug, and I kissed her forehead. I noticed the way Taia looked at us—there was longing in her eyes. She wanted a piece of this too.

When we finished eating, we headed outside. Taia promised to gather the women, and if I wanted more later, she assured me she could find them.

The Valley of the Kings was a two-hour walk on foot. We took a chariot, which cut the journey down to just half an hour. When the valley came into view, we hopped off and walked the rest of the way.

The heat was intense as we neared our destination, the sun glaring down on the barren cliffs and rocky paths.

The Valley of the Kings came into view as we rounded a bend, and for a moment, I stopped in my tracks. The rugged cliffs stretched high on either side, their rocky faces casting jagged shadows across the valley floor. Scattered among them were entrances—simple rectangular doorways cut directly into the stone, some marked with faint carvings or statues.

“See there,” Neferu said. She gestured to the valley ahead. “Their tombs are hidden within these cliffs, away from prying eyes and tomb robbers.”

I scanned the valley, counting the visible entrances. Some were clustered close together, others spaced apart, blending into the terrain.

“How many are there?” I asked.

“Dozens,” she replied, walking ahead. “Not all are kings. Some tombs belong to noblemen or priests, but most are for pharaohs. Each one is a gateway to eternity.”

As we moved deeper into the valley, the faint sounds of workers reached us. A group of men hauled baskets of tools, their voices low, while others carefully chipped away at a nearby wall. The air was dry and heavy with the smell of dust.

I couldn’t take my eyes off the tombs. “It’s incredible,” I murmured. “They’re so simple, but there’s something so powerful about them.”

Neferu nodded. “They are not built to impress the living. They are built to endure for eternity. Everything here is for the gods and the dead.”

I always found it cute when she slipped into her history mode. I loved the information, and I was fascinated by every word. The valley stretched on before us, its cliffs looming higher with each step. I found myself wondering what lay beyond the shadowed doorways—what stories were waiting, locked away in the earth.

We stopped in front of one of the tomb entrances, larger than most we’d passed. Its doorway was flanked by carvings of protective deities. Neferu stepped closer, her hand brushing the edge of the rock as if she could feel something beyond the surface.

“This is my father’s tomb,” she said softly. “Seti I.”

I hesitated, unsure whether to speak or simply let her have the moment. There was something in her voice—pride, sorrow and reverence.

“He wasn’t just my father,” she continued, her gaze fixed on the doorway. “He was a great pharaoh. A builder, a warrior, a restorer. When Egypt faltered after the heretic pharaoh, my father brought it back. He rebuilt the temples, restored the gods to their rightful place, and gave Egypt its strength again.”

I watched her fingers trace the lines of hieroglyphs near the entrance. “His armies pushed back our enemies—Canaan, Nubia, Libya. He secured our borders, ensured peace, and gave Ramses a kingdom worth inheriting. Everything he does now is because of him.”

She turned to face me. “But what I remember most about him isn’t his strength or his victories. It’s the way he believed in Egypt—as something eternal. He used to tell me that our kingdom wasn’t just for us, but for all who came after. That’s why he built things to last.”

Her hand fell to her side, and she took a deep breath. “This tomb—he designed it himself.”

I nodded, trying to imagine the man she described, the weight of his legacy now carried by her and Ramses. “He must have been incredible.”

“He was,” she said. “The tombs are sacred places. They are for the dead and the gods. The living only enters with purpose. Priests, mages, even deities—they are exceptions. My father would have welcomed Min’s chosen.” She glanced at Zafara, who stood silently behind us. “And those who wield magic would not offend him.”

I glanced at the entrance, its carved doorway now feeling less like a barrier and more like an invitation. “Then we can go in?”

She hesitated, then nodded. “Yes. But only because you are divine, and Zafara is a mage.”

“What about you?” I asked. “It doesn’t feel right to enter without you.”

Neferu stood at the entrance for a moment, her hand brushing against the carved stone. She hesitated before speaking. “I will join you,” she said. “It has been years since I came here. My father would not have wanted me to stay away forever.”

Her gaze flickered to me, then to Zafara. “But we must tread carefully. This is not a place for the living to linger without reason.”

I nodded, sensing the weight of her decision. “I’ll always be respectful to your family.”

“I know,” she said, smiling up to me.

Together, we stepped inside, the cool air washing over us. The walls were lined with carvings, hieroglyphics winding like a storybook around us. Torches cast light on the faded colors—blues, reds, and golds—bringing the gods and symbols to life.

Neferu walked a step ahead, her hand trailing lightly over the carvings. Her voice was almost a whisper. “What I told you earlier, my father designed this place himself. Every symbol, every word is meant to guide his spirit through the duat.”

Zafara pointed to a figure etched into the wall, a man standing tall before a god with the head of a jackal. “Here, he meets Anubis, who protects him as he begins his journey. These spells and prayers are taken from the Book of the Dead
 , to ensure he finds his way.”

I studied the carvings, the lines precise and deliberate even after all these years. “It’s like a map,” I said.

“It is,” Neferu said. “A map to eternity. My father believed in the gods, and in the afterlife, more than anyone I’ve known. This tomb is his promise to them, his pledge to be worthy.”

We moved further in, the corridor descending as the air grew cooler. The walls became more detailed, scenes of Seti standing before gods and battling serpents. Zafara stopped at a carving of Ma’at holding a feather, scales balanced before her. “Here, his heart is weighed,” she explained. “If it is pure, he continues. If not, he faces Ammit, the soul-eater.”

Neferu’s eyes lingered on the figure of Ma’at. “My father’s heart was pure,” she said, her voice firmer now. “He restored the temples, strengthened the borders, and led with justice.”

Her steps slowed as we neared the burial chamber. She blinked, her eyes glistening. “It feels like he’s still here,” she said, her hand briefly touching mine.

When we entered the burial chamber, I understood why. The space opened up, the ceiling painted with shimmering stars that seemed to glow in the flickering torchlight. The walls were alive with carvings, gods and goddesses guiding Seti’s spirit toward the afterlife. At the center of the room stood a massive alabaster sarcophagus, its surface covered in hieroglyphs.

Neferu stopped, her breath catching as her eyes welled up. She stepped closer to the sarcophagus, her fingers hovering just above its surface. “I was a child when he was laid to rest,” she said quietly. “I didn’t understand it then. I thought I would still see him, hear his voice. But this is all that remains.”

I placed my hand on her shoulder to get her attention. Her eyes glistened with tears. I pulled her into a hug, and she melted into my arms as if this was the moment she’d been waiting for. “Are you alright?” I asked gently.

“Yes,” she said, sniffling. “I just get a bit emotional standing here. I wish he were still with us.”

I kissed her forehead, holding her close until her tears dried. She turned back to the tomb, and I kept my arm draped over her shoulder.

Zafara, standing at her other side, broke the silence. “His legacy endures, Neferu. Through the temples, the land, and his children.” She gestured to the hieroglyphs on the sarcophagus. “Here, the gods bless him. Osiris accepts him into the Field of Reeds, and he becomes eternal.”

I stepped back slightly, giving Neferu space as she stood by her father’s resting place. The silence in the chamber was profound, broken only by the faint crackle of the torchlight. “I know,” she said. Neferu turned back to me, and I took her hand, holding it firmly.

I glanced at Zafara, who moved toward a nearby wall, her fingers tracing the carvings. “What does all this say?” I asked, lowering my voice.

Zafara pointed to a row of hieroglyphics. “This is a hymn to Ra, asking for his light to guide Seti through the night. And here,” she gestured to another set, “a prayer to Hathor, asking for her comfort as he transitions to the afterlife.”

I watched the symbols, their meaning still a mystery to me, but the reverence in Zafara’s voice told me enough. “It’s like a storybook,” I said.

“It is,” she replied. “The story of a man who loved his gods, his family, and his kingdom. And the gods loved him in return.”

As we moved back toward the corridor, the flicker of torchlight revealed a group of priests ascending the tomb’s entrance. Their heads were bowed, but their presence caught me off guard. “Do they come here often?” I asked Neferu, my voice low.

“Now and then, I suppose,” Neferu said with a shrug. “Priests are allowed to enter.”

I glanced at the priests as they passed us. Something about them made my chest tighten, but I trusted Neferu.

As we stepped out of the tomb, the bright sunlight hit me hard. I blinked, letting my eyes adjust, and looked out over the valley. From here, the cliffs loomed even higher. I turned my gaze upward, drawn to the peak of one of the cliffs. It rose sharply, its triangular shape catching the light in a way that reminded me of something. “That peak,” I said, pointing. “It looks like a pyramid.”

Neferu followed my gaze, a small smile touching her lips. “Ta Dehent,” she said. “The peak that watches over the valley. It does resemble a pyramid, doesn’t it?”

“It does,” I said. “Was that deliberate? Choosing this place because of it?”

“In a way, yes. The pyramid was the ultimate symbol of the pharaohs, a connection between the earth and the heavens. When the kings of the New Kingdom chose this valley, they saw Ta Dehent as a natural continuation of that symbol. Its shape, its presence—it was as though the gods themselves had carved it into the land.”

I looked back at the peak. “Remind me again why you stopped building pyramids.”

“Pyramids were too visible, too vulnerable,” Neferu explained. “They were monuments to the gods, yes, but they also became targets for thieves. The treasures buried within them tempted too many. Here, in this hidden valley, the tombs are protected—concealed by the cliffs, guarded by the rock itself.”

She gestured to the valley around us. “This place was chosen for its isolation, its secrecy. Only a few know the exact locations of all the tombs, and the paths to some are deliberately left difficult to find. It is a safer resting place for the kings.”

I glanced back at the entrance to Seti’s tomb, then at the scattered doorways dotting the valley. “But even here, they’re not completely safe,” I said, thinking of the priests we’d passed inside.

“No,” Neferu admitted, her expression darkening slightly. “Even the most sacred places can be defiled by greed. That is why the gods are invoked in every tomb—to protect what lies within. But it falls to us, the living, to honor their rest.”

I let her words sink in, my eyes drifting back to Ta Dehent. The peak stood like a lookout over the valley, a reminder of the kings’ power and their connection to the heavens. “It’s fitting,” I said finally. “A pyramid carved by nature, guarding the valley.”

Neferu’s smile returned. “It is.”

“Are you feeling better now?” I asked, gently patting her back.

“I was fine down there,” she said playfully. “But it was sweet of you to hold me.”

“Anytime,” I replied, offering her a small smile. “I understand—it’s an emotional moment, visiting your father’s tomb.”

She nodded. “Life goes on … Do you want to visit another tomb?”

“There are so many,” I said, glancing out at the valley and the towering cliffs. “Any recommendations?”

Neferu didn’t answer immediately. Her gaze lingered on the valley, her expression thoughtful. “There are many great tombs here,” she said. “But one stands apart, even from my father’s. The tomb of Thutmose III.”

I tilted my head, intrigued. “Why his?”

“Thutmose III was not just a king—he was a conqueror, a visionary. He was the first to expand Egypt’s borders further than any before him, bringing Canaan, Syria, and Nubia under our control,” she said, her tone carrying admiration. “He set the foundation for what Egypt became—a vast empire.”

“Where is it?” I asked.

“Way up by the cliffs,” Neferu said and pointed.

Zafara stepped closer, listening with interest. “A warrior-pharaoh resting at the peak of the valley,” she said. “That is fitting.”

Neferu nodded. “It is. His victories were unmatched. My father, Seti, continued his legacy, reinforcing what Thutmose III established. But Thutmose’s achievements were the beginning, the reason Egypt thrived for generations.”

I glanced toward the cliffs. “And his tomb is still intact?”

“As far as we know,” Neferu replied. “Few dare to climb that high without purpose. But if you are ready for the journey, I will take you there.”

“Let’s go.”

The climb to Thutmose III’s tomb was steep, the path narrow and uneven. I was barely breaking a sweat, and I noticed the climb didn’t bother me or make me tired. I slowed down my steps so Neferu and Zafara caught up with me, noticing they started trailing a bit behind.

By the time we reached the entrance, the valley below looked distant, the tombs and workers reduced to faint shapes against the rocky landscape.

“This is Thutmose III’s tomb,” Neferu said with a sigh from the climb, gesturing toward the simple rectangular doorway carved into the stone.

“Do you want a break?” I asked.

“No,” she said, grinning. “I want to see it as much as you do.”

We stepped inside. The corridor sloped sharply downward, the walls lined with carvings that depicted gods, prayers, and scenes from the afterlife.

I followed her gaze as we moved deeper into the tomb. The burial chamber opened before us, the walls painted with rows of stars and scenes of the gods welcoming Thutmose into eternity. His sarcophagus rested in the center, its alabaster surface carved with symbols.

“It’s beautiful,” I said quietly.

“It is,” Neferu replied, pride and reverence in her voice. “Even now, he watches over Egypt.”

Zafara glanced toward the entrance, her expression tightening. “We should go. Something isn’t right.”

I quickly looked at her and noticed the alarm etched across her face. I’d never seen her like that before. Neferu glanced at her as well. “What is it?” Neferu asked, the worry spreading to her.

“Noise that doesn’t belong here,” Zafara said, her voice tense. “And greed where it shouldn’t be.”

The moment we stepped out of the tomb, I felt it. The calm that had surrounded the valley earlier was gone, replaced by shouts and panic. My eyes immediately found the figures at the far end of the valley—priests moving quickly, their robes trailing behind them. But something about their movements struck me as wrong.

“They’re not priests,” I said sharply. “They’re robbers.”

Neferu’s head snapped toward me, her face pale. “What?”

“They’ve been watching us since we got here,” I said, my voice rising. “They were at your father’s tomb.”

Neferu’s expression crumbled, her hand gripping the edge of the rock for support. “No,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “They wouldn’t dare.”

But the look on her face told me she knew they had. The heartbreak in her eyes sent a surge of anger through me. It felt as if I were about to boil over. Without thinking, I started running, my feet pounding the rocky path as I descended toward the valley.

“Nathan, wait!” Neferu called after me, but I was already moving too fast to stop.

The wind whipped past me as I ran, faster than I’d ever moved before. The world seemed to blur at the edges. My breaths came easily, my stamina unshaken despite the intensity of the run. It hit me then—Min’s powers weren’t just about fertility. They’d enhanced me in other ways too. I’d never run so fast in my life, and when I concentrated, I ran even faster, dust rising behind me.

The thieves were scrambling toward the far side of the valley, their robes billowing as they tried to escape. But they weren’t fast enough. I closed the distance between us in moments, my legs propelling me forward with a speed that didn’t feel human. The nearest thief turned his head, his eyes widening in disbelief as I caught up to him. He barely had time to react before I slammed into him, sending him sprawling onto the rocky ground. He cried out, clutching his side as I turned to the next one. I punched him right in the ribs, making him fall and roll onto the ground. The others skidded to a halt, their eyes wide as I loomed over them.

“What are you carrying?” I growled. “Empty your bags. Now.”

The leader hesitated, but when I took a threatening step forward, he dropped his sack. It hit the ground with a metallic clang, spilling its contents—golden statuettes, small alabaster jars, jewelry, amulets and rolled papyrus scrolls. Her father’s treasures.

The others followed suit, their bags revealing more stolen goods from Seti’s tomb. My hands curled into fists, my anger barely contained. “You dare to rob the tomb of a pharaoh?” I said, my voice rising. “Do you know what you’ve done?”

They didn’t answer, their eyes darting between each other. One of them muttered something, but I didn’t care. I needed to stop them before they could escape.

I spotted a length of rope abandoned near a nearby worker’s cart and grabbed it. “You’re not going anywhere,” I said, my tone leaving no room for argument. Moving quickly, I tied the leader’s hands behind his back, then did the same with the others. They were too stunned to resist.

“You’re fast,” one of them whispered, trembling as he looked at me. “Too fast.”

“And you’re thieves,” I snapped, yanking the knots tighter, making them scream. “You’ll pay for what you’ve done.”

One by one, I forced them to sit on the ground, their arms bound and legs tied together. They shifted uncomfortably, their faces pale as they realized how they’d been overpowered. I stood over them, my breath steady despite the chase, and felt a strange calm settle over me.

Neferu and Zafara caught up moments later, Neferu’s face still pale as she took in the sight. Her eyes went to the spilled treasures, then to the bound thieves. She knelt beside the items, carefully picking up one of the papyrus scrolls.

“It’s my father’s,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “They were stealing his prayers, his guidance for the afterlife.”

Her shoulders shook as she held the scroll close, and Zafara placed a steadying hand on her back. “They won’t get away with it,” Zafara said firmly. “Nathan stopped them.”

Tears trickled down Neferu’s cheeks, and the sight filled me with anger. The workers and priests gathered around us, their expressions appalled as they glared at the thieves. Some stepped forward, spitting and shouting vile curses. I didn’t stop them. Instead, I focused on comforting Neferu, holding her tightly.

“The treasures will be returned,” I told her softly.

“Thank you,” she said, sniffling. “I just don’t understand how anyone could do such a thing.”

“They’re scum,” I said, my voice cold. Then I turned to one of the priests. “Can you help take them back to Taia?”

“Yes,” he replied with a respectful nod. The workers worked together to haul the thieves, dumping them onto a cart one by one.

We followed the cart back to the chariots, ready to make our way back to Waset.

During the journey, as the adrenaline wore off, my thoughts lingered on what had just happened—particularly my run. I wasn’t winded. Not even close. In fact, it felt as though I could run the same distance again without breaking a sweat.

“What just happened?” I muttered, mostly to myself. Then I turned to Zafara. “I’ve never run so fast in my life. It didn’t even feel human.”

Zafara gave me a knowing look. “You’re starting to notice, aren’t you?” she said cryptically.

“Notice what?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

“The virility of Min,” she said with a faint smile. “It doesn’t just enhance your fertility—it strengthens your body: your stamina, your speed, your resilience. It’s all part of the gift.”

I blinked, trying to process her words. “You mean that’s why I wasn’t tired? Why I could run faster than I ever have before?”

She nodded. “You’re more than human now, Nathan. You’re connected to the power of a god. That’s what I told you before I passed it on to you—there will be permanent changes.”

I nodded, feeling a mixture of awe and disbelief. There was so much more to explore, and I couldn’t help but feel a spark of excitement for what lay ahead.

I glanced at Neferu, who was watching me intently. Her expression was a mixture of awe and affection. I loved seeing her like that instead of in pain.

“You’re incredible,” she said softly.

“Thank you,” I replied, running my fingers gently through her hair. “It hurts to see you cry.”

“I couldn’t help it,” she said, her voice breaking slightly. “My father was such a good man.”

“I know he was,” I said, my anger returning as I thought of the thieves. I could only hope Taia had a fitting punishment for them.

* * *

The sun was low on the horizon by the time we reached Waset. The captured robbers were tied to a cart, guarded by two priests and several workers who had accompanied us back to the city. Neferu had been quiet for most of the journey, her gaze fixed on the recovered treasures, as though keeping watch over them herself.

Taia was waiting for us at the entrance of the temple complex. Her tall presence stood out among the priests and attendants who surrounded her. As we approached, her sharp eyes quickly took in the bound men, the scattered treasures on the cart and Neferu’s weary expression.

“What has happened?” Taia asked, stepping forward.

“Robbers,” Neferu said with hints of grief. “They disguised themselves as priests and dared to dishonor my father’s tomb.”

Taia’s expression hardened, her gaze shifting to the bound men. “Is this true?” she asked, her voice low and dangerous. The robbers avoided her eyes, their silence confirming their guilt.

“It is,” I said, stepping forward. “We caught them fleeing the valley with treasures from Seti’s tomb.

“We?” Neferu said, reacting to my choice of words. “We didn’t do anything. You ran after them like a lion. If it hadn’t been for you, they would have escaped.”

Taia turned to me, one eyebrow arching slightly. “So, you chased them down?”

“I did,” I admitted.

Taia’s gaze lingered on me, and for a moment, her stern demeanor softened. “You have protected the legacy of one of Egypt’s greatest kings,” she said. “That is no small feat.”

I nodded, unsure how to respond. “I couldn’t let them get away.”

Taia’s lips curved into a smile. “It seems Min has chosen well.” Her tone carried an edge of admiration that I hadn’t heard before.

Neferu handed one of the priests a recovered papyrus scroll and gestured to the others to take the treasures to the temple for safekeeping. “These need to be accounted for and returned to the tomb as soon as possible.”

“I’ll take care of that. Don’t worry.” Taia nodded, then turned back to me. “You’re a valiant man, Nathan.”

Her words caught me off guard, and I wasn’t sure how to respond. There was something in her expression—something warmer, more personal—that made my chest tighten. Before I could think too much about it, Taia reached out and rested a hand lightly on my arm.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice softer now. “You’ve done more than protect a tomb. You’ve given hope to those who thought Egypt’s sacred places could no longer be defended.”

Her touch lingered a moment longer than I expected, and when she pulled back, I caught the faintest flush of color in her cheeks.

Neferu watched the exchange silently, a small smile playing on her lips. “What she said,” she said. “My father’s spirit rests easier because of what you’ve done.”

“I’m glad … Don’t forget, I did it for you,” I told her while looking into her eyes. It was the truth. I wasn’t sure if I’d acted that way or if it would have happened to anyone else. I turned to Taia. “Please, make sure the punishment will be just.”

“The robbers will face judgment,” she said firmly, her tone once again that of a leader. “And I will ensure that the treasures are returned to their rightful place.”

As the attendants led the prisoners away, Taia glanced at me. “You must be hungry after that chase. Dinner’s on me.”

* * *

The soft glow of oil lamps lit the room as we sat around a low table laden with food—flatbreads, roasted lamb, dates and honey. The tension of the day had eased somewhat, though the earlier events still lingered at the edges of our thoughts. Neferu picked at her food, her gaze distant, while Taia carried most of the conversation, her tone lighter now.

“You’ve earned this meal, Nathan,” Taia said. “Few men could accomplish what you did today. Even fewer would have acted so quickly.”

I managed a small smile, glancing at Neferu, who nodded. Neferu reached over and placed her hand on my shoulder. “She’s right … I’ll never forget it.”

I smiled at their flattering words. “I’m glad.”

As Neferu pulled her hand back, she accidentally bumped her goblet of wine, spilling it onto her dress. She rolled her eyes. “Of course, at a moment like this. I’m so sorry.”

“It happens,” Taia said with a reassuring smile. “We have plenty of dresses. My servant can show them to you.”

“I’ll be back,” Neferu said, rising from her seat.

As Neferu left the room, Taia’s eyes lingered on me. She took a sip of wine, then set her goblet down gently.

“You know, Nathan,” she said, her voice softer than before, “it’s been a long time since I’ve seen such bravery. My late husband was a valiant man but since his passing…” She trailed off, her gaze dropping to the table.

I felt a pang of sympathy. “I’m sorry for your loss,” I said quietly.

Taia looked up, a small, sad smile on her lips. “Thank you. It’s been difficult. Ruling alone, facing the challenges of our city. Today reminded me of what it’s like to have a strong protector nearby.”

Taia’s words hung in the air, and I felt the weight of her gaze. There was a vulnerability in her eyes that I hadn’t seen before.

“You’ve done an admirable job ruling,” I said gently. “From what I’ve seen and heard, Waset is thriving under your leadership.”

Her smile widened slightly. “You’re kind to say so. But there are moments when the burden feels overwhelming.” She paused, then added softly, “Moments when I long for companionship, for someone to share the weight with.”

I nodded, understanding her meaning. “It must be lonely at times.”

“It is,” she said. “And I know I’m not the only woman feeling this. I’m just glad that you’re willing to fill them with life.”

“You’re welcome,” I said. I had a feeling she was about to say something else but decided to take another turn instead.

“Tomorrow, I’ll have many women ready for you,” she said with a smile. “They deserve some companionship as well.”

“I agree,” I said. “Bring them to me, and I’ll happily take care of them.”

“But if you wish to rest longer after today’s events, that would be understandable.”

“No, that’s not necessary,” I said without hesitation.

Taia’s lips curved into a faint smile. “You don’t hesitate, do you?” she said, her eyes meeting mine. “That’s a rare quality.”

“It’s important,” I said, keeping my tone steady. “For them, and for all of Egypt.”

“For Egypt,” she echoed, her voice softer now. “And yet, you seem to give so much without asking for anything in return. That’s not a quality most men possess.”

I felt the weight of her words and the way her eyes lingered on mine. Her admiration wasn’t just for what I’d done—it was for who I was, or at least who she believed me to be.

“You’re kind to say that,” I said. “But I think it’s just the role I’ve been given.”

Taia’s smile widened as Neferu returned and we finished the dinner.

* * *

After we’d eaten, it was time to go to bed. Taia led us to a luxurious bedroom with plenty of space for all four of us. “I hope you’ll enjoy it,” Taia said. “If you’d like a warm bath, just let the servants outside know, and they’ll arrange it for you right away.”

“Thank you,” I said. As she left, we exchanged glances, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that she wanted me as well—especially after her confession of loneliness. Zafara had already noticed, giving me a knowing grin.

I turned my attention back to Neferu, who was struggling slightly with her clothing. “Need a hand?”

She nodded, the remnants of grief still lingering on her face. I gently helped Neferu out of her dress, my fingers brushing against her smooth skin. As the fabric fell away, I was struck once again by her beauty—her curves, her sun-kissed complexion, the swell of her breasts. But it was the sadness in her eyes that drew my focus.

“Are you okay?” I asked softly, cupping her face in my hands.

Neferu leaned into my touch, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. “I just keep thinking about my father’s tomb,” she whispered. “About how close we came to losing those treasures forever.”

I pulled her close, enveloping her in a warm embrace. She buried her face against my chest. I stroked her hair, feeling the silky strands slip through my fingers.

“It’s alright,” I murmured. “We stopped them. Your father’s legacy is safe.”

Zafara approached, her expression thoughtful. “Nathan,” she said quietly, “perhaps you could use your powers to comfort her in a more intimate way.”

Neferu lifted her head, looking between us. A faint blush colored her cheeks. “I think I’d like that,” she admitted softly.

I gazed into Neferu’s eyes, seeing the mix of vulnerability and desire there. “We would have anyway,” I said, reminding her of all the nights we’d spent together. Gently, I guided her to the bed, laying her down on the soft sheets. Leaning down, I pressed my lips to hers. As our mouths moved together, I felt a warmth spreading through me—the familiar stirring of Min’s power. I deepened the kiss, pouring all my love and comfort into it, our tongues swirled together and her breath was hot against my neck.

I came off her lips and lay down next to her. I gently turned Neferu onto her side, lifting her leg and draping it over my hip as I positioned myself behind her. She let out a soft gasp as I entered her, our bodies joining in a perfect union. I began to thrust slowly, enjoying every sensation.

With each thrust, I focused on channeling Min’s power into her—not just physical pleasure, but healing energy to soothe her troubled heart. It felt similar to when I’d healed her migraine. I kissed her shoulder, her neck, anywhere I could reach, whispering words of love and comfort.

Neferu moaned, pressing back against me. Her inner walls clenched around me, drawing me deeper. I could feel the tension in her body starting to melt away.

My hand roamed her curves, caressing her breasts and stomach. I trailed my fingers down to where we were joined, circling her sensitive bud.

With a moan of release, Neferu shuddered in my arms. Her inner muscles clenched around me, drawing out my own orgasm. I groaned, burying myself deep inside her as waves of bliss washed over us both.

As we came down from our shared high, I held Neferu close, peppering her shoulder and neck with soft kisses. She turned her head to meet my lips in another loving kiss.

“How do you feel?” I asked.

Neferu’s eyes were bright, a smile playing on her lips. “So much better,” she admitted. “It’s like a weight has been lifted. I can still feel the sadness, but it doesn’t overwhelm me anymore.”

I smiled, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “I’m glad.”

Neferu reached out, taking Zafara’s hand and tugging her onto the bed with us. We shifted to make room, ending up in a tangle of limbs and soft curves.

I found myself in the middle, Neferu on one side and Zafara on the other. Their warm bodies pressed against mine, and smooth skin enveloped me.





Chapter 14 The Karnak Temple









T
 he next morning, I awoke to find Taia had kept her word. A line of women stretched through the palace corridors, each eager to receive my blessing. Their faces were a mix of hope, excitement and nervous anticipation.

Taia greeted me with a warm smile. “I hope you’re well-rested,” she said, her voice low and intimate. “You have quite the day ahead of you.”

“I’m ready,” I assured her as my cock hardened. Taia smiled as she left me alone with the women. The first woman eagerly went up to me, a lithe beauty with long, stunning legs. As she disrobed, revealing unblemished olive skin, I pulled her close. My lips gravitated toward hers in a deep kiss as my hands explored her backside. Soon I was lying on top of her, my clothes somewhere on the floor. The crown kept bonking against her flower till it slipped inside and sank and sank.

Throughout the day, woman after woman came to receive my seed. They gladly spread their legs for me without second thoughts, and with each mating, I felt my stamina and virility grow stronger. Min’s power flowed through me, granting me endless potency.

By midday, I had bred over twenty women. I took a break with Zafara and Neferu. After last night, Neferu was feeling better, and she’d gotten an update regarding the treasures. They were safe at her father’s tomb, and Taia promised to increase the security, so it wouldn’t happen again.

For the afternoon, Taia brought more eager women—best friends who shyly requested to share my blessing in a threesome, wealthy ladies struggling to conceive and young women dreaming of motherhood. I lost count of how many I took to the bed, my body never tiring as I fulfilled my divine purpose.

Between sessions, Taia would check on me, her gaze appreciative as it roamed my body. “You’re quite impressive,” she purred, handing me a cup of water. Her fingers brushed mine as she passed it over. “I’ve never seen a man with such stamina.”

I took a sip, letting the drink cool me down. “Well, you have now. And you should know that I can satisfy many more.”

She chuckled. “Don’t worry. I won’t leave you hanging.” She ended the sentence by glancing at my crotch.

* * *

The next morning dawned bright and clear. Word had spread of my presence, and an even longer line of women awaited me. They came from all walks of life. Each one unique, but all sharing the same longing for a child.

As I took them one by one, I marveled at the variety of feminine beauty. There were full, lush figures and slender, willowy frames. Some were shy and demure, while others were bold and passionate. I enjoyed every encounter, pouring my divine essence into each eager womb.

This continued for several days. Taia began checking in on me more frequently, and one night, Zafara mentioned that she might be next. I had noticed it too, especially during dinner. Taia’s questions grew increasingly intimate, often laced with subtle hints about her loneliness. Even Neferu had started to feel a bit bad for her.

During one evening, as the sun began to set, Taia entered with a group of women—five temple priestesses, their eyes bright with excitement. “These women have sworn vows of chastity,” she explained. “But they’ve been granted special dispensation to receive your divine gift.”

The priestesses disrobed, revealing bodies kept hidden for years. I blessed each one thoroughly, reveling in their long-denied passion. As I filled the last priestess with my seed, she wept with joy, praising Min for this miracle.

Exhausted but satisfied, I finally retired to my chambers as night fell. My dreams were vivid, filled with images of the day’s encounters—flashes of smooth skin, the press of soft curves, echoes of pleasurable cries. Ever since Zafara had transferred Min’s powers to me, almost all of my dreams had been erotic and deep. Earlier, I rarely experienced wet dreams, but now it was the opposite. In my dream, I lay nude on the grass. I felt a strong sense of magic radiating from my manhood. It spread all over my body and became more and more intense.

Suddenly, I snapped awake, the room dimly lit by flickering oil lamps. As my eyes adjusted, I realized it wasn’t magic, but I saw a figure kneeling between my legs—Taia, completely nude, her lips wrapped around my cock. She glanced up, eyes wide with shock as she realized I was awake. Taia released me from her mouth, her eyes wide with a mix of shame and longing. “I’m so sorry,” she whispered. “I shouldn’t have … I just … I’m so desperate.” I was so caught off guard, especially since I was just waking up. Tears welled in her eyes as she continued, “It’s been so long since I’ve felt a man’s touch. Since my husband passed, I’ve been so lonely. And seeing you with all those women, blessing them with new life … I ache for that again. For the joy of holding a child in my arms.”

I sat up, reaching out to cup her face. “Taia,” I said, “I understand. But you should have asked me first.”

She nodded, a tear slipping down her cheek. “I know. I was afraid … afraid you’d reject me. That you’d think I’m too old, past my prime.”

“Never,” I assured her, stroking her cheek with my thumb. “You’re a beautiful woman. Any man would be honored to be with you.”

Taia leaned into my touch, her eyes closing briefly. When she opened them again, they were filled with hope. “Then … would you? Would you bless me as you have the others?”

I smiled, leaning in to place a soft kiss on her forehead. “Of course. But I don’t want to wake up Zafara and Neferu. Let’s go to your chambers. You deserve more than a quick encounter in the dark.”

Relief and joy washed over her face. She stood, offering me her hand. I took it, rising from the bed and following her through the quiet halls of the palace.

Taia’s chambers were elegant, befitting her status as the governor of Waset. Moonlight streamed through the open windows, casting a silvery glow over the room. She led me to her bed which was draped in fine linen.

As we stood beside it, I took a moment to truly look at her. She was tall, her hair wavy and thick. Her breasts were still full and firm, her hips womanly and seductive.

I drew her close, our bodies pressing together as I tasted her painted kiss. Taia melted against me, her arms wrapping around my neck as she returned the kiss. She used her tongue with experience, her breath becoming warm and warmer.

Slowly, I lowered her onto the bed, my hands roaming her curves as I settled between her thighs. I trailed kisses down her neck, enjoying the soft sighs that escaped her lips.

“You’re so beautiful,” I murmured against her skin, cupping one breast and teasing the nipple to a hard peak. I took my time, worshipping every inch of her body with lips and hands. I trailed kisses down her neck and chest, pausing to lavish attention on her breasts. Taia gasped and arched her back as I swirled my tongue around one nipple, then the other till they both gleamed with my saliva.

My hand slid lower, caressing the soft skin of her stomach before dipping between her thighs. She was already wet with desire. With my tongue, I stroked her folds gently.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice thick with need. “I want to feel you inside me.”

I positioned myself at her entrance, gazing into her eyes as I slowly pushed forward. Taia’s mouth fell open in a silent cry of pleasure as I stretched her. I paused for a moment, savoring the feeling of her warmth tightening around me.

Then I began to fuck her, setting a steady rhythm. Taia’s legs wrapped around my waist, drawing me deeper with each thrust. Her nails raked down my back as she clung to me, soft cries of pleasure falling from her lips.

I could feel Min’s power surging through me, making this, and all my other sexual experiences, more intense. I felt her pleasure as my senses heightened; every brush of skin against skin sent me to dizzying new heights of pleasure. Her skin seemed to glow in the moonlight, her body arching and trembling beneath me. She hadn’t felt anything like this in years.

“Oh gods,” Taia gasped, her inner walls clenching around me. “I can feel it … your power … it’s incredible!”

Her climax washed over her in waves, her body shuddering with the intensity of it. The feeling of her pulsing around me triggered my own release. I groaned, burying myself deep inside her as I emptied myself inside her, pouring out my essence and love.

We lay tangled together afterward, both breathing heavily. Taia’s eyes were bright with joy and wonder as she gazed up at me. “Thank you,” she whispered. “I never thought I’d feel this way again.”

I smiled, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead. “You deserve happiness. Your womb now carries new life.”

She placed a hand on her belly, a look of awe crossing her face. “You’re right. I can sense it already—a spark of something new growing within me.”

We lay in silence until she looked up at me, her eyes both playful and romantic. “I know you’re the boss, but I think you should take a break from all the breeding,” she said with a teasing smile. “I’d feel bad keeping you here all the time when there’s so much more to see.”

“That’s thoughtful of you,” I replied. “Any recommendations?”

“Yeah, Karnak—duh,” she said, her tone playfully youthful.

I’d almost forgotten about it after all the women I’d blessed so far. We had mostly stayed within the palace grounds, occasionally taking walks through the city. “We’ll head there tomorrow, then,” I told her.

“I’m glad,” she said with a warm smile. She glanced down at my erection. “I can’t believe it’s so big.”

I chuckled. “You took it nicely.”

“At first, I felt hints of pain but it quickly abated, as if by magic.” She reached down to her womanhood and touched the pearly seed. “It lights up in the dark … a tiny spark, breaking shadows apart, igniting life’s first mark.”

I looked into her eyes. “Sounds like something Zafara would say.”

She chuckled. “I don’t take credit for it. It’s an old poem about fertility, but it’s exactly how I feel, and I know it’s the case when seeing the pearly seed.”

As she kept touching herself, I noticed my seed mingled with her arousal. I closed my eyes and focused on my powers. I surprised her when I suddenly became erect again, my cock rising between us and bonking against her boob. “Wanna go again?”

She reached into her pussy and smeared some of her honey over my erection. “Definitely.”

We spent the rest of the night exploring each other’s bodies, making love several more times before finally drifting off to sleep as the first light of dawn crept through the windows. As I held Taia in my arms, I felt a deep sense of contentment, knowing I had brought joy and new hope to yet another deserving woman.

* * *

The next morning, I woke up with Taia’s leg draped over mine, her wet fruit pressed against my knee. The door opened, and a servant entered, followed by Neferu and Zafara. Zafara grinned knowingly, while Neferu let out a sigh of relief. “Oh, I was so nervous when I woke up and you weren’t there,” she said.

I rubbed my eyes, still half-asleep, as Taia’s arm remained draped across my chest. “I’m sorry. I didn’t want to wake you.”

“It’s fine,” Neferu said, her lips curling into a grin. “How did you end up here, anyway?”

“I woke up from an intense dream,” I said. “Someone wanted to be blessed, so we came here to avoid disturbing you.”

“Did she do something while you were sleeping?” Neferu asked curiously.

“Yes,” I said with a sly smile, keeping my answer cryptic. “She brought me to heaven.”

“We discussed yesterday to take a break from the breeding,” I said. “We should head to the Karnak temple.”

“Finally,” Neferu said. “I’ve wanted to go there for so long.”

“Me too,” I replied. “Please wait for us outside. I’ll let Taia wake up first.”

They both obeyed without hesitation. Women here were so submissive, always attentive to their men. I had to admit—I liked it that way.

After Taia woke up, we helped each other dress. We shared a meal before heading out. At the table, it was impossible not to notice how much happier Taia seemed. She was glowing with health and optimism, a brightness she hadn’t felt in years. We were all genuinely happy for her.

The sun crept higher, promising another sweltering day. The road to Karnak was filled with activity—priests, merchants setting up small stands near the entrance and travelers pausing to admire the towering pylons that loomed ahead.

As we approached the temple’s first gate, I felt goosebumps prickling my arms. The sheer scale of Karnak Temple made my jaw drop. The pylons rose like towers, their surfaces carved with hieroglyphs that told stories I couldn’t understand. Massive flags fluttered in the breeze, anchored by colossal poles planted deep in the stone foundations.

“Welcome to Karnak,” Neferu said. “The greatest temple in all of Egypt. Amun-Re’s home.”

I glanced at her, then back at the monumental structure. “How long did it take to build all of this?”

“Generations,” she replied. “Pharaohs add to it in their time. What you see is the work of kings spanning centuries. Even now, it grows.”

We passed through the first gate, stepping into the outer court. The scale of the space struck me—the open courtyard was massive, framed by rows of columns that led the eye toward the deeper parts of the complex. Statues of pharaohs stood along the edges, their stoic gazes turned outward as if keeping watch over the people entering.

A scribe sat near the entrance, scratching something onto a piece of papyrus. Nearby, a group of priests chanted as they prepared to light incense at a small altar.

Neferu slowed, her gaze fixed on one of the statues near the entrance. “That is Thutmose III,” she said, pointing to the figure carved from dark granite. “He expanded Karnak, just as he expanded Egypt’s borders. Every pharaoh who comes here honors those who came before.”

“Even your father?” I asked, stepping closer to study the statue.

She nodded. “Especially my father. He restored what others had neglected.”

Zafara smirked slightly. “And your brother is busy adding his name to it now.”

A smile crossed her lips. “He believes it is his duty. Just as every pharaoh does.”

I let my hand brush the surface of one of the carved walls as we moved deeper into the temple. The stone was cool, smooth in some places and rough in others, the hieroglyphs sharp and precise. Most importantly, it was fresh and had very little resemblance to the ruins that could be found in modern Egypt.

“Come,” Neferu said, leading us toward the next gate. “There’s much more to see.”

The Avenue of Sphinxes stretched before us, its stone guardians lined in symmetry, each one facing forward with an unyielding gaze. The sphinxes weren’t the ram-headed kind I’d seen closer to the main gate—they had the faces of men, their bodies crouched low as though ready to spring forward to protect the gods they served.

Neferu gestured toward them. “This is the dromos—the path of the gods. It connects Karnak to the temple of Mut, and farther still to Luxor Temple.”

I followed her gaze, my eyes tracing the unbroken line of sphinxes disappearing into the horizon.

“This path was meant for processions,” Zafara added as we walked. “During festivals, the gods themselves would travel this road. Amun-Re, Mut, and Khonsu—moved by priests, carried in their sacred barques.”

“So the gods actually leave the temple?” I asked, stepping closer to one of the sphinxes. Its face was calm, serene, but the power it represented was unmistakable.

“For the people,” Neferu said. “To remind them that the gods are not confined to stone walls. They are everywhere—among us, watching.”

I ran my hand over the rough stone of one sphinx’s head. “It’s humbling,” I said.

Neferu nodded. “It’s meant to be.”

As we moved down the avenue, the sound of distant chanting reached us. Priests were preparing for a ceremony inside the temple. The sphinxes seemed to watch over the path, their silent vigil unbroken, guiding us toward the towering pylons ahead.

As we passed through the towering pylons, rows of statues came into view, each one carved with the likeness of a pharaoh. Their arms were crossed over their chests, holding the crook and flail, symbols of power and authority.

“These are the Osiride statues,” Neferu said. “They show the pharaoh as Osiris, the god of the afterlife, uniting his rule with the divine.”

I paused by one of the statues. “They seem alive somehow,” I said. “Like they’re watching.”

“They are,” Zafara replied. “They were placed here to remind everyone who passed off the pharaoh’s connection to the gods—and his duty to protect Egypt.”

“They’re impressive,” I said.

Neferu glanced back at me. “They’re eternal. That’s what my father believed, and my brother continues his work here.”

As the statues faded into the distance, the looming columns of the Hypostyle Hall rose ahead, drawing us further into the heart of the temple.

The Hypostyle Hall rose before us, its forest of columns, unlike anything I’d seen before. Each one towered over us, wide enough that it would take several people linking hands to wrap around one. The carvings spiraled upward, filling every inch with hieroglyphs and images of gods, kings and rituals. It was breathtaking as I studied the architecture.

“This is the heart of Karnak,” Neferu said as we stepped inside. “Each column is a monument to Egypt’s devotion to Amun-Re.”

I tilted my head back, trying to drink in the beauty. The tops of the columns were shaped like open papyrus blossoms, their carvings sharp. Sunlight filtered through slits high above, warming us as we walked.

“It’s overwhelming,” I admitted. “Every detail—everywhere you look—there’s something.”

“That’s the point,” Zafara said. “It’s meant to make you feel small, to remind you that the gods and the pharaohs stand above us all.”

Neferu stopped at a column bearing the cartouche of her father. She traced it with her fingers, her expression softening. “This is my father’s work. He restored this hall, strengthened its pillars. He believed the gods deserved nothing less than perfection.”

I stayed silent, letting her have the moment, especially after what happened during our first day here.

We continued walking through the temple complex, each new sight leaving me in awe. Time seemed to fly by, and before we knew it, the sun began its descent. We found a spot outside to eat—a simple meal of flatbreads, dates, and a shared jug of cool water.

“This place is breathtaking,” I said, glancing at the statues rising in the distance.

“I know,” Neferu said with a sigh. “Now it feels like there’s not much more left to show.”

“We still have Aswan,” Zafara reminded her. “I’m sure your brother would appreciate Nathan helping the women there as well.”

Neferu’s eyes lit up. It was clear she didn’t want this journey to end, even though it felt like we were nearing the conclusion. “I’ve only been to Aswan once before,” she said, her voice picking up slightly. “But it’s beautiful. The river widens there, and the islands seem to float on the water. The sunsets are unlike anything you’ve ever seen. And the temple of Isis at Philae is special.”

She trailed off, her gaze shifting to the distance as if lost in the memory. Then, with a sigh, she added, “But Aswan will probably be our last stop.”

I glanced at her. “You don’t sound happy about that.”

Neferu smiled faintly, but her expression carried a weight. “This journey—it’s been more than I ever expected. I knew it couldn’t last forever, but seeing all of this—Seti’s tomb, Karnak, and now Aswan—it feels like it’s ending too soon.”

“It’s not the end,” Zafara said, nudging her lightly. “It’s just a pause.”

Neferu looked at Zafara. “But you’ll probably go back after this, right?”

Zafara and I exchanged glances, and Zafara nodded. “We will, but there’s room for you too.”

Neferu lowered her gaze. “Deep down, I want to, but I’m not sure what my mother will say.”

“Think about it,” Zafara said. “Let’s enjoy our time here for now.”

“I agree,” I told Neferu. “Even after Aswan, there’ll still be a long journey back.”

“I guess,” she said, her lips curving into a smile. “Either way, I’ll miss this—the journey itself. Each place has its own life, and its own stories. Once we leave Aswan, it’ll all just be memories.”

I reached for a fig and chewed thoughtfully. “Then we’ll make sure Aswan is something worth remembering.”

Her eyes softened as they met mine. “We will,” she said, her smile returning.





Chapter 15 Aswan





A
 couple of days ago we’d been at the Karnak temple. After that day, I’d impregnated more women, dipping my erection into one wet pussy after another. I had lost count of how many women I’d slept with here in Waset, and to remember elsewhere in Egypt would be impossible.

Being mesmerized by Taia’s curves and lust, I’d also taken her a couple of additional times, spreading her legs and sliding right into her beautiful flower. After our lovemaking session, I’d told her we would be leaving soon. I’d impregnated so many women there were barely any left, and we had to continue our journey as well.

She lowered her gaze, but she understood the importance of my mission and accepted that we wouldn’t stay here forever. But she looked me in the eyes with hints of desperation. “Please … can you fuck me again, one last time before you leave?”

“With pleasure,” I murmured and focused on my divine powers, becoming erect within seconds. I rolled her over and made love to her once more, her breasts jiggling with every thrust. Her sweet, wet vagina kept squeezing me, refusing to let go and wanting this to last forever. But eventually, I climaxed and filled her with my cum.

“Please, don’t forget me,” she whispered with hints of loneliness.

“Never,” I murmured, and we both fell asleep shortly after.

* * *

The sun had just begun to rise as we stood near the banks of the Nile. The soft sound of water lapped against the moored boat that would soon take us farther down the Nile. Taia stood a step away, her hands resting lightly on the linen-wrapped bundle she carried.

“Are you ready to depart?” she asked, glancing at the boat where Neferu and Zafara checked supplies. She might have wanted to see if there was any way she could delay it.

I nodded. “We’re ready. Aswan is our next stop.”

She held my gaze for a moment before offering the bundle. “I prepared these for you. They’ll be sent ahead to Pi-Ramesses and will wait for you when you return.”

I carefully unwrapped the linen, revealing a golden amulet of Amun-Re, a small vial of oil, and a papyrus scroll tied with a red ribbon.

“They’re reminders,” she said, her tone calm but steady. “Of the life you’ve brought to this temple and its women. And of what we shared.”

I held the items for a moment before opening the papyrus scroll. It depicted me and Taia in various sexual positions. I grinned upon seeing it, and it warmed my heart. “Wow, this is amazing.”

“You like it?”

“I love it,” I said.

“The other one is about you and the many women, but I decided to be a little selfish and make this one just about you and me.”

“There’s nothing selfish about that,” I told her. “You’ve done an amazing job bringing me all those beautiful women.”

“I’m glad,” she said, her smile widening.

I took a look at the scroll again, seeing us both smile while my big manhood penetrated her. The eye contact was intense and filled with love. The artist had done an incredible job. I rolled the piece back up and returned it to the bundle.

“Thank you for everything,” she said. “You’ve shown me more than devotion, Nathan. You’ve reminded me what it means to feel connected—alive.”

I nodded, the weight of her words settling between us. “You’ve taught me just as much, Taia. About strength, about purpose. It’s not easy being a widow, let alone running a city by yourself.”

“You make me feel special,” she said softly. She leaned forward, and so did I. Our lips met again, and we shared one final kiss. When we pulled apart, she didn’t speak right away, her eyes lingering on mine as if trying to memorize the moment. Then she reached out, her hand resting lightly on my arm. “The gods have blessed you, Nathan. May they continue to guide you safely to Aswan and beyond.”

Her touch lingered for a breath before she stepped back. I looked at her one last time, the steady flow of the Nile reflecting the faint light of dawn behind her.

“Goodbye, Nathan,” she said.

“Goodbye, Taia,” I replied.

Turning, I walked toward the boat where Neferu and Zafara waited. As I stepped aboard, I glanced back. Taia stood motionless by the water. The gifts would wait for me in Pi-Ramesses, but her quiet strength and warmth stayed with me as we set off down the Nile.

* * *

We relaxed for most of the day, talking about various topics. Neferu was excited about Aswan, even though it would be our last stay. Neferu leaned against the edge of the boat, her eyes fixed on the horizon. “Aswan is special,” she said, her voice quieter than usual.

“What makes it special?” I asked her.

“It’s the southernmost reach of Egypt. Beyond it lies Nubia, where the people and the land are different.”

I sat beside her, watching the water ripple in our wake. “Different how?”

“They’re strong, proud,” she said, her tone almost wistful. “Their skin is darker, their customs unique. They’ve been allies and rivals to Egypt for generations. But more than that, Aswan itself holds a beauty I can’t describe—rocky islands, granite cliffs and sunsets that make you believe the gods painted them.”

“I can’t wait,” I said, draping my arm over her shoulders. “You should be a storyteller.”

“Maybe when I’m older,” she replied with a smile. “That’s the perfect time to wind down and write about all my tales and experiences.”

“I’ll be right next to you, listening to every word,” I said.

She hugged me tighter, her warmth radiating through the embrace.

As the days passed on the Nile, we stopped at several villages along the way. The locals welcomed us warmly, offering food and drink. They were enthusiastic when they saw me, curious about my foreign appearance and my fertility powers. In every village, I was revered, and without exception, there were women eager to be impregnated.

I took on the job. Sometimes we were outdoors, undressing the beautiful women till they were fully nude and we fucked under the open sky. I loved doing it outdoors the most while the sun shone upon us, and when we were covered in sweat, we went inside to take a bath.

While we sailed down the river, Neferu would sweetly offer me massages and make sure we were well-fed. It was adorable every time she brought over trays of food, and the three of us—Neferu, Zafara, and I—shared our meals together. As the stars scattered across the sky and we prepared to dock at the nearest village, I encountered more women who desperately wanted to spread their legs for me. They couldn’t stop glancing up at my height, complimenting my hair and eyes with shy admiration. They quickly disrobed for me, letting my hands roam their flesh as I entered them one after another.

When there was only a day left of our journey, the landscape began to change as we moved closer to Aswan. The lush green of the riverbanks gave way to rocky cliffs and sandy hills. Small islands dotted the water, their jagged stones rising.

Neferu stood at the bow of the boat, the wind catching her hair as she gazed ahead. “Do you feel it?” she asked.

“Feel what?” I said, stepping beside her.

“The shift,” she replied. “The air is different here, the river stronger. This is where Egypt meets Nubia. It’s where the Nile gains its life.”

I did feel the shift, and I also noticed the shift in her tone if she were trying to savor every moment of this journey.

“And look there,” she said, pointing ahead. “You can see the temple of Khnum on the island of Elephantine.”

I followed her gaze, taking in the sight of the ancient temple perched on the rocky island. “It looks gorgeous,” I said, draping my arm around her to pull her closer.

The sun was nearing its peak as our boat glided into the harbor at Aswan. The city rose before us, framed by rocky cliffs and the shimmering Nile. Granite boulders jutted from the water’s surface, and small islands dotted the horizon, some covered with palms and acacia trees.

The dock was busy with activity—traders unloading goods from smaller boats, fishermen hauling in their morning catch, and women carrying baskets of grain or fruits. Even if they were mostly Egyptians, there were more Nubians here than elsewhere. But even the Egyptians’ clothes were adorned with beads and vibrant patterns that hinted at Nubian influence.

“Aswan is a crossroads,” Neferu said as we disembarked. “Egypt meets Nubia here, and their cultures blend. The quarries provide the granite for our temples, and the river connects us to trade from the south.”

“I’ve already noticed their clothing,” I said.

As we made our way through the streets, the cultural shift became even more apparent. Women walked with jars balanced gracefully on their heads, their jewelry catching the sunlight. Men with darkened skin wore kilts woven with bright patterns, and traders shouted offers in a mix of Egyptian and Nubian dialects. The houses were smaller than in Waset, built of mud brick and stone, many clustered around shaded courtyards.

Neferu pointed toward the cliffs that overlooked the city. “Do you know why it’s called Aswan?” she asked.

I shook my head. “Tell me.”

“It comes from the word Swenet
 ,” she explained, her tone thoughtful. “It means ‘trade’ or ‘market.’ This city has always been a place of exchange—goods, ideas, even people.”

I looked around, drinking in the beauty of the city. “It’s diverse,” I said.

“It is,” Neferu replied. “But it’s still Egypt. The gods are the same, the land is the same. Only the rhythm changes.”

“Where are you taking us?” I asked her.

“To the mayor,” she said and smirked at me. “She’s been waiting for you.”

By the time we reached the palace, the sun was high, and my skin was slick with sweat. The building wasn’t as grand as the temples of Waset but still impressive, its walls adorned with carvings of pharaohs and gods, and two statues of prior pharaohs framed the entrance.

The guards noticed Neferu and sent servants inside to fetch the Mayor. “Her name is Nitocris.”

The mayor of Aswan, an elegant woman dressed in flowing white linen and adorned with gold and lapis lazuli jewelry, greeted us with a beautiful smile. Her arms jingled as she extended them in welcome.

“Neferu,” she said warmly before turning to me. “And you must be Nathan.”

I nodded, bowing slightly. She wore plenty of makeup, the usual kohl, lipstick and some type of powder for her cheeks. She was tall as well, only a couple of inches shorter than me. “It’s an honor to be here.”

“The honor is ours,” she replied, her eyes gleaming as they lingered on me. “I’ve been waiting for you since Ramses told us about you. The women of Aswan will be eager to receive your favor.”

Neferu and the mayor exchanged a few more words before she guided us to a shaded courtyard where food had been prepared. Bowls of chickpeas, roasted fish and freshly baked flatbreads were spread before us, along with dates and figs.

As we ate, Nitocris seemed curious about our journey and listened intently as Neferu recounted it in detail. I noticed that Nitocris carried herself with calm femininity, taking her time with each bite and brushing her lips after every morsel. She wore a heavenly perfume that reminded me of the flowers along the Nile.

“It sounds like you’ve had the adventure of a lifetime,” Nitocris said to Neferu.

“Yes,” Neferu replied with a smile. “The only sad part is that this will be our last stop.”

Nitocris leaned forward to pat her hand gently. “Then make sure to savor every moment here and enjoy it as much as you can.”

“I will,” Neferu said, beaming at me.

As the meal went on, the conversation shifted to the task ahead.

“Our women have waited a long time for this,” Nitocris said. “I already have some prepared for today. Will you be ready?”

I nodded without hesitation. “Of course.”

“There are rumors,” Nitocris began, her tone intrigued, “that you’ve bedded an unprecedented number of women. Are they true?”

I met her gorgeous smile. “They are,” I admitted. “But bedding more won’t be an issue.”

“I’m glad,” she said with pride. “There aren’t only Egyptians here, but loyal Nubians as well. I hope you’ll enjoy both.”

“I’ve bedded Nubians in the past,” I told her. “I found them incredibly exotic.”

“They are indeed,” she said thoughtfully. “Their well-endowed hips, ebony skin, and fuller lips are unmatched. I imagine their lips must feel exquisite to you.”

“I can confirm that,” I said with a light chuckle, and we shared a knowing giggle.

After we’d eaten, it was time to fulfill my divine duty. I reassured Neferu that we would have plenty of time together later. She understood, but I could sense that, with this being our final stop before returning to Pi-Ramesses, she knew a decision had to be made.

* * *

As I entered the chamber Nitocris had prepared, I was greeted by a group of eager women. Their eyes lit up as they saw me, a mix of excitement and reverence on their faces.

“Here they are,” Nitocris introduced them. “The women ready to be blessed.”

They were dressed in white see-through robes with nothing beneath, and this entire room was filled with the pleasant scent of perfume. I felt my divine powers stir to life, feeling the incredible sensation of lust. My eyes swept over all of them. They came in all colors from slightly tan to dark like ebony. The Nubian’s features were quite different, and I was pretty sure I saw some mixed ones as well.

“Thank you,” I told Nitocris.

“You’re welcome,” she said. “Let me know if you need anything.”

She gently closed the door, leaving me alone with these horny women waiting to be bred. I approached a slender Egyptian beauty whose dark hair fell in waves down her back. She smelled like a rose and looked honored to be picked first. She disrobed, revealing smooth olive skin. I pulled her close, my hands roaming her curves as our lips met. Lowering her onto the bed, I settled between her thighs and slowly pushed my erection inside her. She gasped, arching against me as I began to fuck her. In the act, her legs wrapped around my waist, drawing me deeper with each thrust until we both climaxed. I fired bullet after bullet of potent cum inside, and when I pulled out, she looked in disbelief at the amount of seed that trickled out.

Rising to my feet, I focused on my powers and summoned an erection. The women looked flabbergasted, and it was time for me to breed the next beauty. I chose a Nubian woman with rich ebony skin and full, sensuous lips and wavy hair. She was more assertive, pushing me onto my back and straddling my hips. She must’ve been the horniest woman I’d bedded so far. I marveled at her beauty as she sank onto me, my cock disappearing inside her pink sweetness as she gave me a squeeze of affection. “Is that okay?” she whispered with a thick, honeyed accent.

“That’s lovely,” I said as she started rocking her hips.

Her breasts bounced as she rode me, her inner walls gripping me for dear life. When she climaxed, her entire body shuddered with the force of it. She leaned down, lying on top of me while I was still deeply inside her. We kissed each other’s necks before it was time to unsheathe my divinity. Pearly cum trickled out from her hole, adorning her slit and smooth legs.

Throughout the day, woman after woman received my divine gift. I took them in every position—some bent over the bed, others pressed against the wall and others sat in my lap as I thrust up into them. I licked a fresh slit while another woman happily rode me. A pair of friends, one Egyptian and one Nubian, shyly asked to share me. I eagerly obliged, loving the contrast of light and dark skin as I alternated between them, pushing my erection into one pussy after another. The Egyptian woman’s breathy moans mingled with the Nubian’s moans of passion.

As the sun began to set, I found myself with a tall Egyptian woman, her skin like the finest copper in the fading light. She moved with lust, wrapping her long legs around me as I entered her. I fucked her slowly at first, enjoying each sensation. But soon passion overtook us and our mating became more intense. She raked her nails down my back as she reached her peak, triggering my own intense release.

By the time night fell, I had blessed several women with my potent seed. Though physically spent, I felt invigorated by the power of Min flowing through me.

* * *

The days in Aswan unfolded in a way that felt both familiar and completely new. The air was warmer here, carrying scents of the river and the granite quarries, and the people felt different from Waset. It was as if Aswan existed on the border of two worlds, and so did we.

I took care of my divine duty as usual, but I also made sure to spend time with Neferu and Zafara. We took long walks across the city, discovered temples and foreign dishes. Nubians relied more on livestock, and we ate a lot more beef here than in other parts of Egypt. We also had more access to dairy products.

One afternoon, we walked through the market near the riverbank. Nubian traders called out in a blend of dialects, their stalls overflowing with colorful textiles, spices, and finely crafted jewelry.

Neferu picked up a small necklace of polished beads, her fingers tracing its pattern. “This would suit my mother,” she said softly, before slipping it into her bag.

On the following day, after I’d taken care of blessing the women, Neferu led us to the granite quarries outside the city. The sheer size of the operation stunned me. Workers, drenched in sweat, chiseled massive blocks of stone from the cliffs.

“This is where Egypt’s strength begins,” Neferu said, gesturing to the massive slabs. “Every temple, every monument—it all starts here.”

She knelt by a smaller block of granite, running her fingers over its rough surface. “My father believed this stone symbolized Egypt’s endurance. Strong, unyielding, eternal.”

Her words hung in the air, and I could sense there was more she wasn’t saying.

“Do you believe that?” I asked.

She glanced at me. “Yes. But strength isn’t just in stone. Sometimes it’s in letting go.”

I didn’t press her, but I knew the decision weighed on her mind.

During my breeding routine, Nitocris grew ever more astonished as I showed no signs of slowing down. I told her to bring me more and more women. I wasn’t going to leave till I had satisfied every single one of them.

As usual, after getting my manhood wet, Neferu, Zafara and I decided to do something. We visited the First Cataract. The rushing water thundered over the rocks. The sight was breathtaking, wilder than anything I’d seen in Waset or Memphis.

We sat on a rocky ledge overlooking the scene, the setting sun casting a golden glow over the cliffs. Neferu leaned forward, her chin resting on her knees.

“This place feels alive,” she said quietly. “It’s different from Waset or Pi-Ramesses. It’s freer.”

I didn’t know what to say. She had been quieter over the past few days, her usual confidence softened by something unspoken.

“This is the edge of Egypt,” she continued. “Beyond here, everything changes. The river, the people, even the gods.”

I knew she wasn’t just talking about the land. I draped my arm around her neck. “What do you think it looks like?”

“I’m not sure … Do you know?”

I shrugged. “I might have an idea,” I said. “But I don’t think I’ll ever see anything as beautiful as Egypt in my lifetime.”

She smiled and leaned her head against my shoulder. “Can we do something fun tomorrow?”

“Of course,” I told her. “A woman I bedded recommended I visit a Nubian dance. Although, I probably won’t dance.”

She chuckled. “Oh, yes, you will. I’ll take your hand and drag you to the center.”

I glanced at her arms. “Are you sure you have the strength for that?”

“I am one hundred percent sure,” she said confidently, rising to her feet. “I’ll prove it by pulling you up.”

I extended my hands, and she grasped them, pulling me to my feet. She wrapped her arms around me and grinned. “I can’t wait for tomorrow.”

* * *

After the breeding, we headed to the dance. It was currently evening, and we were greeted by a group of Nubian women, who warmly welcomed us. I recognized at least half of them since I’d blessed them earlier. The music began with a soft beat of drums and a twang of stringed instruments. The lanterns cast warm light over the dancers swaying in perfect sync with the music. The Nubian performers moved with an elegance that seemed effortless, their beaded skirts and anklets jingling with every step.

Neferu, sitting beside me, couldn’t hide her excitement. She leaned closer, her eyes sparkling. “It’s time for us to dance.”

I glanced at the growing circle of women. I loved to watch women dance, but I’d told her before from Hathor’s festival that I wasn’t much of a dancer. “Come on, you know this isn’t my thing.”

“Oh, nonsense,” she said, standing up and grabbing my hand. “We danced before, remember?”

“I do,” I said.

“And it’s not about skill; it’s about having fun.”

Before I could protest, Zafara smirked. “If he won’t go willingly, I will.” She rose, her movements already falling into the rhythm of the music.

Neferu laughed as she pulled me to my feet. “Come on, let’s go.”

The three of us joined the group, and Neferu immediately found her place in the beat. She moved with an energy and grace that made it hard not to watch her, her steps light and precise as her hair chimed in time with the music. Zafara, on the other hand, danced with a smoothness, her movements slower but just as captivating, like a calm river flowing next to Neferu’s whirlwind. I felt nostalgia from the time we enjoyed ourselves at the festival, and I was glad Neferu had encouraged me to join them.

“See? Not so hard,” Neferu teased, nudging me with her shoulder as I tried to mimic their steps.

“Not hard for you,” I replied, laughing at my awkwardness. “You look like you’ve been doing this your whole life.”

She spun around, grinning. “Maybe I have.”

Zafara stepped closer, her eyes flicking between us. “Relax, Nathan. You’re too stiff, and you’re not here to breed but to have fun.”

I laughed at her humor. “For the past months, you have taught me to be stiff
 .”

“And now it’s time to be taught otherwise.”

She placed her hands on my shoulders and guided me into the rhythm. “Feel the music, not your feet.”

For a moment, I focused on her voice, her touch, and the steady drumbeat. Slowly, my movements loosened, and I started to keep pace. Neferu cheered, grabbing my hands to spin me around before pulling me into the center of the circle.

“Look at you,” she said, laughing as she moved in closer. “Now you’re dancing.”

It was a bit difficult because of my size. I tried not to bump into them. The women cheered me on as well, and I must say that I deeply enjoyed the music.

By the time the song ended, we were breathless, our laughter mingling with the cheers of the Nubian women. Neferu gave me a triumphant look. “See? Told you it wasn’t so hard.”

“You were right,” I admitted, grinning.

After the dancing, the women invited us to join them for a hearty stew. It was delicious, and as I sat among them, I found myself at the center of their attention. Many of the women reminisced about the time they were bred, their faces lighting up with pride when I remembered them.

“I took you from the side,” I said to a young woman with braided hair.

She lowered her head demurely, a shy smile spreading across her face. “Yes,” she said, giggling along with the rest of the women.

When we parted, they assured me that I would always hold a special place in their hearts. I was deeply honored and made sure to let them know they would never be forgotten.

* * *

For our final day, Neferu wanted to spend it on Elephantine Island, and also a small hill. Nitocris was amazed by all the women I had satisfied, and she expressed her gratitude by offering us gifts before our departure.

“It’s not just the women,” she said. “It’s the atmosphere, the optimism. It feels as if Egypt has been reborn.”

I nodded, dipping my head slightly. “It’s been my pleasure,” I replied.

“I’ll write to Ramses and let him know about your miracle and departure.”

“Please do,” I said with a smile.

After that, I took Zafara and Neferu with me down to the river. We took a small boat to Elephantine Island. The island rose ahead of us, its edges dotted with palms and ancient ruins. Neferu said little on the way, her hands resting lightly on the edge of the boat.

“This was my favorite place as a child,” she said as we stepped onto the rocky shore. “My father would bring me here when he visited Aswan during his campaigns in Nubia. He wanted me to see how important this city was, not just for Egypt but for our connection to the lands beyond.”

She led me through a cluster of old temples, their carvings faint but still visible in the stone. Her hand brushed one of the walls as she paused. “He told me that Aswan was the gateway to strength—that Egypt’s power began here, where the Nile split the desert and brought life to the land.”

I stayed quiet, letting her words settle. The reverence in her tone wasn’t just for her father but for the place itself. It was clear how much this city and its history meant to her.

She turned to me, and suddenly, she smiled. “What do you think of Aswan?” she asked.

“I love this city,” I said. “It’s so diverse.”

“I know,” Neferu said. “It’s kind of what the name implies. From the dance, I can tell the women are really going to miss you.”

“I don’t think they’ll miss my dancing,” I said playfully.

“They will,” she replied. “They were all looking at you.”

“I think that’s just because I stand out,” I said.

“In a good way,” she added with a smile.

She turned back to the Nile, her gaze drifting as she looked upriver. We’d visited so many places, and it felt strange to think our journey was coming to an end.

“What are you thinking about?” I asked her.

“That we’re at the edge of Egypt, and the end of our journey,” she said, turning to me. She opened her arms, and I pulled her into a warm embrace. I loved holding her, my hands gently roaming over her back.

“I’ve discovered so much,” she said softly into my neck. “I’ve had the time of my life. It’s the first time I’ve traveled without family, but with someone I love deeply.”

As she spoke, I held her tighter, feeling the steady rhythm of her heart. “I’m not a virgin anymore,” she added, “and it feels like there’s so much more I want to see.”

She fell silent, and I held her for a moment longer before she broke the stillness. “Do you want me to come with you?” she asked.

We separated so I could look into her deep, beautiful brown eyes, which complemented her skin so perfectly. “Of course, I do,” I said. “But only if it’s what you want. I’d never force you.”

She nodded, her expression thoughtful. “Deep down, I know what I want, but I can’t stop thinking about the consequences. I don’t know how my mother will react—or even if she’ll let me.”

“You said the same thing about your maidenhead,” I reminded her. “Do you remember her letter?”

She nodded, tears welling in her eyes. “Of course, I do. That’s probably the sweetest letter she’s ever sent me.”

“It’s because you wrote from your heart,” I said. “If you tell her what you truly want, I’m certain she’ll approve—without a doubt.”

She nodded again. “I think so too,” she said softly. I didn’t press her further, letting her take her time. We shifted to lighter subjects.

“What’s been your favorite city so far?” she asked.

“Hmm,” I said, pausing to think. “I don’t want to sound like I dislike any of them. I’ve enjoyed them all, but I’d have to say Thonis.”

“Why?” she asked, her eyes lighting up with curiosity.

“I grew up near the sea, so I’m a little biased,” I said. “It felt so relaxed there, and the moments we shared were unforgettable. It was where we first made love, and Iset and Sitamun are two women I’ll always remember.”

“Yes, I’ll never forget that day either,” she said with a fond smile. “But I thought you’d say Memphis because we had so much to do there.”

“All your cities are wonderful,” I told her. “The Hathor Festival was incredible.”

“It was,” she agreed. “But even small moments, like the dance with the Nubians, are special, right?”

“Exactly,” I said. “What about you? What’s been your favorite place so far?”

She mulled it over. “Actually, I might say Thonis too. Not just because I gave you my maidenhead, but because it was always a place I wanted to see. It’s the only city I hadn’t been to before.”

“I see,” I said, smiling. “I had a feeling we’d share the same opinion.”

We spent some time walking around the island and eventually found a place to eat. The locals were honored to serve me, a god, alongside Neferu, a royal, and Zafara, an esteemed mage. They spoiled us with the richest, most tender cuts of meat.

As we disembarked, Neferu spotted a hill as the sun began to descend. We decided to climb it together, savoring the fading light of the day. We climbed the small hill overlooking the city. The sun hung low in the sky, casting a warm glow over the river and the rooftops of Aswan. Neferu stood at the edge of the hill.

“This is where it ends,” she said quietly. “For me, at least. Egypt has been my home, my duty, my identity. But it’s time to let go.”

I stepped beside her, unsure of what to say. She turned to me. “I want to come with you, Nathan. I want to see your world, to understand what lies beyond Egypt. But I’m afraid.”

When she revealed, she wanted to come with me, I felt relieved. I really didn’t want to leave her behind, even if it was a tough decision for her to make. I had to make it as pain-free for her as possible. “Is it about your mother?” I asked gently.

“Yes.” Her gaze dropped to the ground. “Of what my mother will think. She’s given everything to me. And I’m … leaving.”

“You’re not abandoning anything or anyone,” I said firmly. “You’re carrying it with you. Everything you’ve done, everything you are—it doesn’t end here. It continues with you.”

She nodded slowly, her shoulders relaxing slightly. “You’re right. But it doesn’t make it easier.”

“It’s not supposed to be easy,” I said. “It’s supposed to be yours.”

For a long moment, she didn’t speak. Then, she stepped closer, her hand finding mine. “Thank you,” she said softly. “For helping me see it.”

“I don’t want to sound selfish,” I told her, “but I felt such relief when you said you wanted to come with me.”

“Really?” she asked, a smile tugging at her lips.

“Of course,” I said. “I can’t imagine leaving you behind after everything we’ve been through together.”

“Me neither,” she said. “But I’m a bit nervous about how it’ll be. How I’ll fit in.”

“It’s different, but you’ll fit in. Don’t worry about it.”

“I have to chime in,” Zafara said, lightly running her fingers through Neferu’s hair. “You’ll need to make peace with the past. The Egypt you know won’t be the same once you come with us.”

“How different?” Neferu asked.

“It’s very different,” Zafara said, her tone honest but gentle. “You’ll have to prepare yourself for a new life and be willing to leave the past behind. It’s easier said than done, but I believe you have the strength and heart for it.”

“Thank you,” Neferu said softly. “Will the gods still be there?”

Zafara neither nodded nor shook her head. “They’ll remain in our hearts, but to the people of modern Egypt, they’re a part of history—a legacy more than a living faith.”

Neferu turned to me, her eyes searching mine. “I remember what you told me before, at Thonis. Part of me is looking forward to seeing what you call modernity, and another part is dreading it. But either way, as long as you hold my hand, I know I’ll be happy.”

I took her hand and squeezed it firmly. “I promise, I’ll never let go of you.”

Leaning closer, I kissed her, her lips warm and soft against mine.

We stood there together, watching as the sun disappeared below the horizon, casting the city below into shadow. Tomorrow, we’d leave Aswan behind, but for now, the moment belonged to her.
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T
 he boat glided into the harbor of Pi-Ramesses. It was as alive as when we’d left it. Traders called out their wares, dockworkers hauled goods from boats, and soldiers patrolled. The grandeur of the city was unmistakable—towering statues of Ramses the Great loomed over the wide streets, and the golden glow of the palace in the background reflected the morning sun.

I drew in a deep breath. Sometimes it felt like time moved too fast. I exchanged glances with Zafara, and I caught that look in her eyes as if she knew what I was thinking. “This won’t be your last adventure,” she mouthed.

Her words made me smile. I felt Neferu shift beside me, her hand gripping my arm tightly. She stared at the city with a mix of longing and nostalgia. “It’s been so long,” she murmured, her voice barely audible over the hum of the harbor. “I wonder if she’ll even recognize me.”

“She will,” I said, placing my hand over hers. “How could she not?”

“I’ve never been separated from her for so long.”

“You’re still the same, beautiful girl as when we left,” I told her, which made her cheeks rosy.

As we stepped off the boat, Neferu spotted a servant near the dock. “Where’s my mother?”

The servant’s eyes widened. “I’ll fetch her immediately,” he said without second thoughts, and he quickly disappeared into the crowd.

The harbor was quite busy, but it all seemed to fade when I saw Tuya emerge from the crowd. Her mature beauty was hard to miss. She was curvy and well-endowed, her gravity-defying breasts straining against her dress. She wore the same jewelry as before, golden necklaces, earrings, bangles and circlets of gold. In my opinion, she’d look great without it, but it was the cherry on top seeing her shine like that.

Tears of joy welled in her eyes as she approached her daughter, and she opened her arms for her. Neferu barely managed to take a step before Tuya enveloped her in a tight embrace. “Oh, Neferu, I’m so happy to see you again,” she said in her soft voice.

“I’m so glad to see you too, Mom,” Neferu said and tightened the embrace.

“You’re here. You’re safe,” Tuya murmured, her hands trembling as they brushed over Neferu’s shoulders and face, as if confirming she was real.

“I’m fine, Mom,” Neferu said softly, her own voice wavering. “I told you in my letter I’d be back soon.”

“But letters can’t hold my daughter,” Tuya said, pulling back just enough to study Neferu’s face. Her expression softened, but her brow furrowed slightly. “You look … different.”

Neferu blinked, confused. “Different?”

Tuya’s gaze lingered on her daughter’s face, her fingers lightly brushing Neferu’s temples. “Your eyes are brighter. You’re carrying yourself … lighter.” Tuya tried to figure it out, and then she asked, “Your migraines—have they returned?”

For a moment, Neferu said nothing, her lips parting in surprise. Then, slowly, she smiled. “No, Mother. They haven’t. Not since Thonis.”

Tuya straightened, her hands still resting on Neferu’s shoulders. “Thonis? What happened there?”

Neferu glanced at me, her smile widening. “Nathan happened. He healed me.”

Tuya’s eyes turned to me, and for the first time, her regal demeanor faltered entirely. “You did this?”

“I did,” I said with my back straight. “Neferu didn’t mention it at first. She was a little shy about it, but it was obvious when she kept rubbing her temples. I couldn’t let it go until I found a way to heal her, and with my fertility powers, I did.”

Tuya’s hands dropped to her sides as she stared at me, her lips parted in silent astonishment. Then, with a sudden motion, she turned to me and wrapped me in a hug. It was that hug I’d wanted when we departed from this city earlier. A hug I desperately wanted ever since she’d examined my manhood and tested my divinity. Her breasts mashed against my lower chest, and I drew in a deep breath, picking up the scent of her floral perfume along with her sweet breath.

“Thank you,” she said, her words carrying a depth of gratitude I hadn’t expected. “Not just for my daughter, but for what you’ve done for Egypt.”

“You’re welcome,” I said. I had learned a lot about my powers, and I could tell when a woman wanted to spread her legs for me. While embracing her, I felt the same. The sensation caught me a bit off guard because I wasn’t sure if it was appropriate or not, but I felt her desire nevertheless, her needs that had been ignored for way too long. I knew I could help her with them if she wanted me to.

When she let go of me, she made sure to embrace her daughter again. A quick little hug that made a difference.

Tuya finally stepped back, dabbing at her eyes as she regained her composure. “You must be hungry after your journey,” she said, her voice steadying. “We’ll have a feast prepared at the palace. Something fitting to celebrate your safe return.”

Neferu smiled, though her eyes were still glistening. “That sounds wonderful.”

Tuya glanced at me, her expression softening further. “Nathan, you must join us. You’ve done so much for Egypt—it’s only right to honor you properly.”

“Of course,” Neferu said. “He’s always been with me.”

“Right,” Tuya said, a smile curving her lips. “But it may take some time.”

“That’s fine,” Neferu replied and turned to me. “Maybe we can look at all your gifts.”

“Keep in mind that there’s more,” Tuya said, looking at me. “Ramses also wanted to give you some gold before you leave.”

I exchanged a glance with Neferu. She hadn’t told her mother yet, and I saw something flicker in her eyes. I could tell she wasn’t looking forward to revealing it. Instead, she presented the necklace she’d bought for her, and Tuya gave her an additional hug, loving the fact that her daughter thought of her.

I was led into the guest chamber, the same one I’d slept in earlier. All my gifts were there, from Memphis to Aswan. There was jewelry, the small statue Iset had given me, gold, papyrus scrolls, and even some clothes. I stooped over the bars of gold, cradling one in my hand. It had to be several pounds—enough to buy my own place. I was awestruck by everything. This was, without a doubt, the best job of my life. All I had done was to satisfy women, see a piece of the ancient world with my own eyes and get paid on top of it.

“Do you like them?” Neferu asked, holding up a kilt and tunic.

“I love them all,” I said. “But it’s overwhelming … This is worth a fortune where I come from.”

“You deserve it,” Neferu said. “It hasn’t been a small task.”

“I know,” I said, reflecting on every encounter, every woman I’d helped with fertility, and the hope I’d restored. It hadn’t been easy, but I had grown and learned so much about my powers along the way. I glanced at Zafara. “I’m not sure how I’m supposed to declare all this, though. The IRS is nothing to mess with.”

Neferu frowned and probably didn’t have a clue what I was talking about. “Our tax authorities.”

“That’s a funny name,” she said.

Zafara patted my shoulder. “Don’t worry—I’ll help you with that. There’s always a solution.”

“I’ll trust you with that one,” I said, feeling more reassured with her by my side.

Neferu glanced over her shoulder. “I’m waiting for the right moment to tell her.”

“Take your time,” I told her. “Maybe later this evening or tomorrow.”

“That’s what I’m thinking,” she said with a sigh. “But it’s more difficult than I imagined.”

“We’ll always be here for you,” I said. “If you need help.”

She beamed and leaned against me. “I know … Maybe she’s already figured it out.”

“How?”

“I told her in the letter that I love you … It’s not like I can just let go of you after that.”

“You’re right,” I said.

As we waited for the feast, we looked through some of the scrolls. Among them were a few explicit ones of me and Iset that made Neferu and me laugh. She pointed out, with a playful smile, that she’d love to try some of the positions depicted. I promised her that we would.

Time passed quickly, and soon Tuya returned to notify us that the feast was ready and Ramses wanted to see me.

We headed to the dining hall, where I met Ramses. He bowed to me, making the rest of his servants do the same. Then he clasped my hand with a wide smile.

“Nathan, it’s an honor to see you again,” he said warmly. He wore the double crown of Upper and Lower Egypt. He was just as well-built and muscular as the last time I saw him, with a square, strong jawline, prominent nose and almond-shaped eyes.

“It feels good to be back here,” I replied.

“I’ve heard so much about your blessings,” Ramses said. “You’ve given Egypt a rebirth and put us in a position of strength for the future. We have regained what we’d lost—because of you. And you healed my little sister, curing her migraines. You won’t leave until you’ve received generous gifts from me as well.”

It was humbling to have such a renowned man speak to me like that. “I appreciate everything. Not just your gifts and warm welcome, but trust as well.”

He led us to the dining hall. He told us all to have a seat. The scent of roasted meat, fresh bread and honeyed figs filled the air. The room wasn’t excessively lavish, but every detail—from the polished golden goblets to the carvings on the walls—spoke of the power and wealth of Pi-Ramesses.

Ramses sat at the head of the table. Tuya sat beside him, her hand resting lightly on one of her daughters as they spoke in hushed tones. I sat in the middle of Neferu and Zafara, but Neferu was mostly busy talking to her siblings, so I spoke a little with Zafara.

When the first course was served, Ramses raised his goblet and gestured toward me. “Nathan,” he said, his voice cutting through the quiet, making us all fall silent. “Tonight, we celebrate not only the safe return of my sister but also the man who has brought life back to Egypt. Your blessings have touched every corner of this land, ensuring a future for our people.”

He held my gaze, his tone steady but sincere. “For this, you will always be honored here, as one chosen by the gods themselves.”

I nodded, unsure how to respond to such a proclamation, but I spoke with confidence nonetheless. “Thank you. It’s been humbling to be part of something so important, and I’m proud to have sparked hope and life in Egypt once again.”

The meal continued, course after course of fresh vegetables, tender cuts of lamb, and sweet pastries served with wine and beer. As the evening unfolded, they were curious about our journey, and Neferu happily told them.

“We’ve seen much during this journey,” she began, addressing Ramses and Tuya. “From Hathor’s festival at Memphis to the quiet shores of Aswan. Nathan’s blessings have reached so many, and the gratitude of the women is overwhelming.”

Tuya smiled warmly, her eyes lingering on Neferu. “You’ve written about it, but I’d like to hear more.”

Neferu filled them in on the details of our journey. She spoke about our time in Memphis and the festival, recounting the vibrant celebrations. She described our trip to the Great Pyramid and then to Thonis. When she talked about Thonis, her tone turned cryptic as she shared how I healed her migraine and tended to Sitamun’s wound. She also mentioned Iset, who had crafted the statue of me.

From there, she recounted our visit to Abydos, where we met Haremheb, and then our time in Waset, where her mood darkened. The robbery made their expressions grim, but their faces brightened when she told them how I had caught the thieves. Finally, she spoke of Aswan and our journey back. She couldn’t resist adding a note about the dance, teasingly complimenting my so-called dancing skills.

“It sounds as though this journey has shaped you, Neferu,” Tuya said softly. “Perhaps more than I expected.”

“It has,” Neferu admitted, her gaze dropping to the table for a moment before meeting Tuya’s. “I’ve learned so much. About Egypt, about myself … and about the choices we must make.”

There was a pause, the weight of her words hanging in the air, but Tuya chose not to press further. Instead, she reached out and squeezed Neferu’s hand. “Then it was a journey worth taking.”

As the feast came to an end, Ramses stood once more, signaling the close of the evening. “Tomorrow holds much for us to discuss, but tonight, let us rest knowing that Egypt is stronger for what Nathan has accomplished.”

The guests murmured their agreement, and the atmosphere shifted as people began to rise. Neferu glanced at me, her expression a mix of relief and anticipation. For now, the weight of her decisions could wait.

* * *

Before going to bed, Neferu decided to tell her mother, and she wanted me to follow her to her mother’s bedroom. The palace halls were quiet as Neferu led me toward Tuya’s chamber. I could feel the tension in Neferu’s hand as she held mine. When we reached the door, she stopped, glancing back at me with uncertainty.

“Will you come with me?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Of course,” I said, squeezing her hand gently. “You don’t have to do this alone.”

She nodded, took a deep breath and pushed the door open.

Inside, Tuya was seated by the window, writing something, her figure illuminated by the soft glow of moonlight. I noticed how she had several pots of flowers all over her room, making it smell like a garden of roses. She wore a purple-like nightgown, but there was no bra. They probably hadn’t been invented yet, so her nipples visibly poked against the gown. She looked magical, like a mature, taller Neferu. She turned to us, and her expression shifted to one of quiet surprise when she saw both of us.

“Neferu,” she said, her voice calm but warm. “And Nathan. What brings you here so late?”

Neferu hesitated, her hand tightening around mine. “Mom, I need to tell you something.”

Tuya’s gaze flicked between us, her expression unreadable. She gestured for us to sit, but Neferu remained standing. “I’ve made a decision,” Neferu said finally, her voice steady despite the emotion behind it. “When Nathan leaves Egypt … I’m going with him.”

For a moment, the room was silent. Tuya’s face remained composed, but the slight tremble in her hand as she reached for the armrest gave her away.

“I see,” Tuya said softly. She looked at her daughter with a faint, bittersweet smile. “I wondered if this might be the case. You’ve been different since you returned. Stronger, lighter. And your letter …” She trailed off, her eyes shifting to me. “I suspected something like this.”

Neferu lowered her gaze. “I didn’t want to hurt you. I know how much Egypt means to you—to all of us. But I love him, and I believe this is my path.”

Tuya’s gaze lingered on me, her expression softening. “And you, Nathan? Is this what you want?”

“It is,” I said, meeting her eyes directly. “Neferu is everything to me. I’ll do everything in my power to honor and protect her, wherever our journey takes us.”

Tuya studied me for a long moment before nodding. “You’ve already done so much. For her. For Egypt.” Her voice grew quieter as she turned back to Neferu. “And you’ve grown into a woman, Neferu. I couldn’t be prouder of you.”

“Then why does it feel like I’m disappointing you?” Neferu asked, her voice breaking slightly.

Tuya stood and crossed the room, placing her hands on Neferu’s shoulders. “Because letting go is never easy. You’re my daughter, and I’ve watched you grow into someone extraordinary. Seeing you leave will break my heart, but it’s not my heart that should guide you—it’s yours.”

Neferu threw her arms around her mom, and they embraced tightly. I stepped back slightly, feeling like an intruder in their moment, but Tuya’s gaze met mine again over Neferu’s shoulder. Her eyes shone with unshed tears, but her smile was genuine.

“Thank you,” she said quietly. “For bringing her to this.”

When they finally pulled apart, Neferu wiped her eyes. “Good night then.”

“Good night and sweet dreams,” Tuya said.

I followed Neferu out of the room, her hand brushing mine as we walked down the hall. She was quiet for a long time, her head slightly bowed. When we were far enough away, she stopped abruptly and turned to me.

“She’s sad,” she said, her voice filled with guilt. “She tried to hide it, but I know her too well.”

I hesitated. “She’s proud of you, Neferu. That’s what matters.”

“I know,” she said, her brow furrowing. “But I can’t leave her like this. Not without giving her something in return.”

I frowned, unsure of what she meant. “Do you want to sleep on it?”

“Sure.”

We went to bed as usual. We still hadn’t settled on a day to leave, but I figured we wouldn’t stay here for more than a couple of days. My mission in ancient Egypt was complete. As we were about to fall asleep, I noticed how tightly Neferu held onto me. It was clear she wasn’t entirely satisfied with the conversation she’d had with her mother earlier. She knew her mother better than I did.

* * *

Suddenly, I woke up to her nudging my shoulder. Groggily, I opened my sticky eyes and rubbed them. Neferu stood in front of me, her figure illuminated by the faint glow of an oil lamp behind her.

“I’m sorry to wake you,” she said, sniffling.

“What is it?” I asked, sitting up as she perched on the edge of the bed.

“I couldn’t fall asleep,” she admitted. “So I went for a little walk. I found my mother sitting on the edge of her bed, crying while holding a painting of me. I feel terrible.”

“Oh,” I said, pulling her into an embrace and patting her back gently.

“I don’t know what to do … but I think maybe you could help her.”

I held her for a little while longer before breaking the hug. “How?” I asked. “I’m not exactly good at comforting people.”

“You comforted me when I had a migraine,” she reminded me.

It dawned on me what kind of solution she was suggesting. Just then, Zafara stirred, sitting up and speaking in her drowsy morning voice. “Your seed is a natural antidepressant,” she said matter-of-factly. “But yours is even more potent. Spend a night with her, and you could easily cure her depression and grief, replacing it with optimism.”

I remembered the first time her mother had knelt before me, and the idea of spending a night with her had crossed my mind more than once. Now, it seemed like an offer I couldn’t refuse.

“She looks really pretty with makeup,” Neferu said softly, her tone carrying a hint of insecurity.

“She doesn’t need it,” I assured her.

“I was just thinking in case you didn’t find her pretty.”

“Your mother is beautiful just as she is. Are you really okay with this?”

“Of course,” she said without hesitation. “It was my idea. I can’t leave her like this.”

I nodded. “Alright. Tomorrow morning, let’s talk to her and see what she says, okay?”

Neferu embraced me tightly. “Thank you for everything.”

“You’re welcome,” I replied, holding her close.

* * *

The next morning, we sought out Tuya. We found her in her chambers, looking a bit tired but still as beautiful as always. She made us wait for a little while as she put on makeup, and when we entered, she managed a small smile, her lips thick and sweet red.

“Mom,” Neferu began gently, “We wanted to talk to you about something.”

“You can talk to me about anything.”

Neferu took a deep breath. “I know you’re struggling with my decision to leave. And I want to help ease your pain before I go.” She glanced at me. “Nathan has the ability to help with that.”

Tuya’s brow furrowed slightly. “What do you mean?”

Neferu nudged me with her elbow. I stepped forward. “My abilities extend beyond just fertility,” I explained carefully. “Just as I helped Neferu’s migraine, I can also help with emotional distress and grief. If you’re willing, I could spend the night with you and use my powers to ease your sorrow.”

Tuya’s eyes widened in surprise. She looked between us, clearly processing this unexpected offer. “Uhm,” she said, fidgeting nervously. I studied her, and I could feel the lust again. She wanted this. I knew she did.

“Do you mean intimately?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said, nodding. “That’s the only way.”

“Uhm, you don’t think I’m a bit too old for you?” she asked carefully, glancing at the mirror to make sure she looked pretty.

“No you aren’t,” I said, taking her hand and feeling the smoothness of it. “I’ll never forget my first day here when you went down on your knees and examined me. I really wanted you at that moment.”

“Do you mean it?” she asked, hope glimmering in her eyes.

“Yes,” I said with a nod. “You’re gorgeous.”

She beamed, her expression softening as she mulled it over. “I can’t hide anything from you,” she said, turning to Neferu with a small smile as she raked her fingers through her hair. “You noticed I was sad, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” Neferu replied, her smile warm as she looked at her mother.

Tuya drew in a deep breath before turning back to me. “Are you sure it will help? I’m torn between two worlds. I want my daughter to follow her heart, but I’ll miss her.”

“It will,” I assured her. “I healed her migraine, and I’ve helped thousands of women. Those acts speak for themselves, don’t they?”

“They do,” Tuya said, a smile creeping onto her lips. “To be honest, I’ve kind of wanted this too. You’re irresistible. But I didn’t think it was appropriate.”

“It is,” Neferu insisted, her voice filled with conviction. “I can’t leave knowing you’re sad. You’ll have him to yourself for a night, and you’ll feel a thousand times better.”

Tuya’s expression softened as she beckoned Neferu into a warm hug. “You’re so thoughtful. You’re so dear to me.”

“I love you, Mom.”

“I love you too, Neferu.”

When they broke the hug, Tuya turned her gaze to me, her eyes carrying a clear hint of desire. “After dinner—is that okay? I want to make sure I look as pretty as possible.”

I nodded. “That’s fine,” I said with a reassuring smile. “But you’re already beautiful just the way you are.”

“I still want to shave and freshen up,” she said, her cheeks tinged with a rosy blush.

“Do what you got to do,” I said, feeling my manhood stir at what was to come.

* * *

After we’d spoken to her mother, we decided to take a walk through the city. Neferu wanted a proper goodbye, seeing her home a last time before leaving. The streets of Pi-Ramesses stretched out before us. Merchants were shouting their wares—fine linens, fragrant spices and shining jewelry displayed on wooden stalls while children played, laughing and dodging the occasional scolding from a passing adult.

Neferu walked ahead, her pace slower than usual. She seemed to be taking everything in, her eyes lingering on familiar corners and landmarks.

“This was my home,” she said, breaking the silence. Her voice was steady, but there was a heaviness to it. “Every corner of this city holds a memory. Walking through it feels like saying goodbye to parts of myself.”

She gestured toward a small courtyard tucked between two towering limestone buildings. It was shaded by a scraggly acacia tree, its roots pushing through the worn cobblestones. “Do you see that?” she said.

I followed her gaze. “What about it?”

“That’s where I used to play when I was little,” she said with a faint smile. “My friends and I would pretend we were priestesses, gathering flowers and offering them to mud statues we made ourselves. We thought the gods would hear our voices better if we played in the echo of that space.”

I chuckled. “Did they answer?”

Neferu shrugged, her smile widening briefly. “Maybe they did. Maybe they didn’t. But back then, we were certain we could hear whispers in the wind.”

She turned to me, her expression wistful. “I haven’t thought about that in years. It feels so distant now … like another life.”

I could hear the pain in her voice, even as she tried to hide it. “It’s not gone,” I said. “Those memories are part of you. They’ll stay with you, wherever you go.”

“You’re right,” she said, smiling brighter.

Our path led us through a shaded garden filled with bright colors—flowers and plants carefully tended by a group of women. They chatted as they worked, weaving baskets and filling them with flowers.

One of the women, her dark eyes lighting up in recognition, stood when she saw Neferu. “Neferu!” she called, rushing toward us.

Neferu broke into a smile and hurried forward, embracing her. “Nebetah, it’s so good to see you.”

Nebetah held her tightly for a moment, then stepped back, looking Neferu over. “You’ve returned? And yet you don’t seem like you’re staying long.”

Neferu’s smile faded slightly. “I’m not. I came to see you before I leave.”

Nebetah blinked, her expression clouded with confusion. “Leave? What do you mean?”

Neferu hesitated, glancing at me before turning back to her friend. “I’m leaving Egypt. I’m going with Nathan.”

Nebetah‘s mouth opened slightly, but no words came out at first. Finally, she managed, “You’re leaving Egypt? But this is your home.”

Neferu’s voice softened. “It will always be my home. But my heart tells me I need to go. I hope you can understand.”

Nebetah’s eyes filled with tears, but she nodded, her smile returning despite her sadness. “You’ve always followed your heart, Neferu. I’ll miss you, but I trust the gods will guide you.”

They embraced again, and as we left the garden, I could see the heaviness in Neferu’s steps. She didn’t say anything for a while, her head slightly bowed. Nebetah wasn’t the only friend she said goodbye to. She sought out some more, embracing them goodbye. They didn’t understand, but they respected her decision. They also delved into some sweet memories, which there were plenty of.

We passed through the main marketplace, where the energy of the city was at its peak. Vendors shouted over one another.

Neferu paused at one stall, picking up a small carved figurine of a falcon. She turned it over in her hands, her expression contemplative. “I used to save my coins to buy things like this,” she said. “Whenever my father returned from a campaign, he’d bring me a few copper deben. He said I could use them however I liked. I always bought small gifts for my friends.”

She set the figurine down and smiled. “It feels strange to leave this place behind. Like I’m leaving part of myself here.”

Zafara stepped beside her, placing a reassuring hand on her shoulder. “You’re not leaving it behind, Neferu. You’re taking it with you, in here.” She tapped Neferu’s chest lightly. “And the gods will always know where your heart lies.”

As the sun dipped lower, and the sky became golden and orange, we found ourselves by the banks of the Nile. The water glistened in the fading light, its steady flow a constant reminder of Egypt’s eternal lifeblood.

Neferu stood at the edge, her arms crossed as she stared out at the river. “I’ll miss the Nile,” she said quietly. “The river, the city, the people.”

I stepped beside her, draping my arm over her neck. “You’re not saying goodbye to it. As Zafara told you earlier, Egypt is part of you. Wherever you go, it’ll always be with you.”

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with gratitude. “I know.”

Zafara joined us, her expression thoughtful. “Are you ready for what’s next?” she asked.

Neferu took a deep breath, her gaze shifting back to the water. “Not yet,” she admitted. “But I will be.”

The three of us stood there for a long moment, the silence filled with the sounds of the river and the city beyond. Neferu had said her goodbyes, but I could see the weight of it still lingering in her posture. This wasn’t just the end of a journey—it was the beginning of a new one.

“What language do you speak there?” Neferu asked suddenly.

“A language called English,” I replied.

“Don’t sweat it,” Zafara said to Neferu with a reassuring smile. “You’ll pick it up when we travel through time. It’s an automatic process.”

“That sounds incredible,” Neferu said, her lips curving into a smile. She took a deep breath and then looked directly into my eyes. “After dinner,” she said softly, “please, be gentle with my mother. Love her as you love me.”

“I promise,” I said softly. I knew I had to. I needed to make love to her so she wouldn’t be in tears and could properly say goodbye to her daughter.

* * *

After we’d eaten, I retreated to our bedroom. Tuya had told me she needed time to prepare, insisting on making herself as beautiful as possible. We waited for a while, passing the time by reading some papyrus scrolls.

Eventually, a servant knocked on our door, letting me know that Tuya was ready and waiting in her bedroom.

I rose to my feet. “I need to hug you both goodnight,” I said. It felt strange not to be sleeping with them tonight.

Zafara stood first, and I pulled her into a warm hug.

She leaned in close and whispered, “Take her to heaven, and remember to focus on her happiness, well-being, and love.”

I broke the hug and nodded. “I won’t disappoint my master.”

She chuckled. “Master,” she repeated, tasting the word. “I could get used to that.”

I turned to Neferu, opening my arms. She stepped into them but didn’t linger long. “I won’t keep you here for long. I want my mother to have as much time with you as possible. Promise me you’ll make love to her—deeply, the same way you did with me our first night.”

“I promise,” I said, breaking the hug and brushing a kiss across her lips. “Sweet dreams.”

“You too,” they said in unison.

I made my way to Tuya’s chamber, my heart beating faster with each step. When I entered, I was struck by the sight before me. Tuya stood near the window, bathed in the soft glow of oil lamps. She wore a purple gown that clung to her curves, revealing glimpses of her mature beauty. Her makeup was typical but unusually well done—kohl lined her eyes, making them seem even more alluring, and her lips were painted a deep red.

“Nathan,” she said, a shy smile playing on her lips. “Thank you for coming.”

I approached her slowly, drinking in her beauty. “You look absolutely stunning,” I said, my voice filled with awe.

She blushed, lowering her gaze. “You’re very kind. I wanted to look my best for you.”

We sat on the edge of her bed, close but not quite touching. I could smell her perfume—a heady mix of lotus and myrrh that made my head spin.

“Are you nervous?” I asked gently.

She nodded. “A little. It’s been a long time since I’ve been with a man. And you’re so … different.”

I took her hand in mine, marveling at how soft her skin was. “We can take things as slow as you need,” I assured her.

Tuya’s eyes met mine, filled with a mixture of vulnerability and lust. “Tell me,” she whispered, “what do you see when you look at me?”

I gazed at her, taking in every detail. “I see a woman of incredible strength and beauty. Your eyes hold wisdom beyond your years, yet there’s still a youthful spark in them. Your body…” I trailed my fingers lightly up her arm, feeling her shiver. “Your body is a work of art, curves in all the right places, skin like the finest linen.”

“Is this how you talk to Neferu?”

“All the time, you’re as pretty as her.”

Her cheeks became rosy. “I also want to admit, when I went down on you and touched your penis, I wanted it in my mouth more than anything.”

“I had a clue, your eyes don’t lie.”

“You’re observant,” she said. She laid her hand on my thigh and gently caressed it, moving closer to my manhood. “Did you impregnate any mature women?”

“Plenty,” I told her, letting her touch me.

She leaned closer, her breath warm on my cheek. “And what do you want to do to me?”

I cupped her face gently. “I want to worship you,” I murmured. “To show you pleasure you’ve never known before.”

Our lips met in a kiss that quickly deepened. Tuya’s arms wrapped around my neck as she pressed herself against me. I ran my hands down her back, feeling the heat of her skin through the thin fabric. She was an experienced kisser. She knew how to swirl our tongues together. She knew now to move her lips, and she knew how to caress me while we kissed. She gently stroked my cock over the fabric, stirring it to life without using my powers.

Dying to see her nude, I came off her lips. We rose while a string of saliva clung from lip to lip. Slowly, I untied her gown, letting it fall away to reveal her naked form. My breath caught in my throat as I took in her beauty—full breasts capped with areolas and topped with thick, suckable nipples, flaring curves, and long legs.

“You’re breathtaking,” I whispered, trailing kisses along her neck.

“You don’t think my breasts sag too much?” she asked in her husky voice.

“Not at all,” I said and cupped them both. “They’re enormous … “

She giggled as I kept touching them, sinking my fingers into them. Slowly, I trailed kisses down her neck and chest, savoring the taste of her skin. When I took one of her nipples into my mouth, Tuya giggled and arched her back. “Oh, Nathan,” she breathed.

I gave her boobs my full attention, alternating between gentle licks and more nipple sucking. As much as I was enjoying exploring her body, I found myself longing to feel her lips wrapped around me. The memory of her on her knees before me when we first met flashed through my mind.

I pulled back slightly after having coated her breasts in my saliva, meeting her eyes. “Tuya,” I said, “do you remember the day we met? When you examined me?”

She nodded, a faint blush coloring her cheeks. “How could I forget? I was stunned for all the right reasons.”

“I wanted you so badly at that moment,” I told her. “The sight of you on your knees before me … it was intoxicating.”

Understanding dawned in Tuya’s eyes. Without a word, she dropped to her knees. Her hands trailed up my thighs as she gazed up at me with a mixture of desire and reverence.

“Like this?” she asked coyly.

“Exactly like that,” I groaned.

I took off my tunic while she undid the kilt, freeing my hardening length. Tuya’s eyes widened slightly as she took in the sight of my fully erect manhood. “Even more impressive than I remember,” she murmured before leaning in to place a soft kiss on the tip.

I threaded my fingers through her hair as she began to explore me with her tongue. She traced the veins along my shaft before swirling her tongue around the head. When she finally took me into her mouth, I couldn’t hold back a deep moan of pleasure. It felt even better than I’d imagined.

Tuya sucked me like a pro, switching between long, slow strokes and quicker, more intense head-bobbing. Her hands caressed what her mouth couldn’t reach, but sometimes, she boldly took it to the depths of her throat, and I could see the bulge above her neck.

“Tuya,” I groaned, “Gosh, that’s intense.”

She hummed in response, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through me. I could have easily lost myself in the feeling of her mouth, but I wanted—needed—to bring her pleasure as well.

Gently, I urged her back onto the bed. She lay back, her hair fanning out on the pillow. She happily spread her legs for me, and I positioned myself between them, drinking in the sight of her glistening folds.

“Your flower looks almost identical to Neferu’s,” I murmured before leaning in to taste her.

She giggled. “Hopefully, I’m equally as sweet.”

“Let me check.” I pressed my tongue against her womanhood, parting her lips with my fingers, so I could reach her pink flesh a bit better. I enjoyed Tuya’s sweet honey as my tongue explored her folds. “You taste even sweeter.”

She couldn’t stop giggling. I went back to licking her, and she gasped and arched her back, fingers tangling in my hair. I licked and sucked at her most sensitive spots, enjoying the sounds of her moans of pleasure.

“Oh,” she moaned. “Please, I want more.”

I kissed my way up her body till I reached her lips. I kissed her for a brief moment before entering her. As I positioned myself at her entrance, I focused on channeling my divine energy. I wanted this to be more than just physical pleasure—I wanted to fill her with hope, love and optimism.

I rubbed the head along her womanhood, coating it in her nectar. It was now a mixture of her spit and her juices running down my shaft as I aimed it right at her center.

Slowly, I eased myself inside her welcoming warmth. Tuya’s eyes fluttered closed as she took me in fully on the first thrust. “You feel incredible,” I murmured against her neck. I was used to having to warm them up, but Tuya’s vagina had no problem swallowing my cock at first go.

“So do you,” she said with her eyes closed.

I began to slide my erection in and out of her, seeing it disappear and reappear again and again. With each thrust, I concentrated on channeling positive energy into her, making her healthy and happy. Tuya’s legs wrapped around my waist, drawing me in deeper. Our bodies moved together as one, building towards a shared climax.

“Nathan,” Tuya moaned. “I feel … I feel so full of light.” Her eyes shone with wonder and joy.

I slid in and out of her velvety walls quicker, feeling my pleasure mounting as her walls embraced me. “Let it wash over you,” I encouraged. “Let it fill every part of you.”

Tuya arched her back, pushing her well-endowed breasts to my face. She moaned out in pleasure as she reached the peak, her inner walls pulsing around the sensitive head. The sensation pushed me over the edge, and on the next thrust, I came hard, pouring not just my seed but waves of divine, healing energy into her. I looked into her eyes throughout the climax, focusing intently as I kept filling her womanhood. Once there were only trickles left, I slowed down, lightly gliding my erection in and out of her till the seeping crown slipped out from her. While I kept the tip close to her swollen lips, cum trickled out from my cock and her lips at the same time, creampieing her thoroughly. It felt so nice to brush my softening erection against her wet folds while we were both sensitive to touches. She reached down to spread her lips, eyeing the pearly trickles in awe.

“Wow … I don’t remember it being that bright,” she said.

“It’s not supposed to be,” I told her. “It’s only like that for mine.”

Her eyes flitted up to mine, and I saw no grief or sadness. She looked blessed and happy. I lay down beside her, and she turned to me, lying on the side. Her breasts landed on top of each other, forming the perfect figure eight while her hair spilled over her gorgeous body. I caressed the curve of her hip, marveling over how beautiful she truly was.

“That was … indescribable,” she said softly, reaching out to caress my cheek. “I feel renewed, reborn. Like a great weight has been lifted from my heart.”

I kissed her tenderly. “I’m so glad. You deserve all the happiness in the world, Tuya.”

“Do you think we can do this tomorrow morning too?”

“Of course,” I told her. I’d happily make love to her again, especially seeing her take me to the depths of the throat.

She snuggled against me, sighing contentedly. “Thank you, Nathan. For everything you’ve done for Egypt, for Neferu … and for me.”

“You’re welcome.”

As we drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms, I knew that Tuya would be able to face Neferu’s departure with strength and optimism. My divine gift had worked its magic once again.

* * *

The morning air was still cool as Ramses summoned me to the palace’s private courtyard. The grandeur of the room felt muted here—no towering statues or massive columns, just the sound of a small fountain and the soft rustle of the garden’s leaves in the breeze. I had slept deeply, woken up to a horny Tuya and a glorious morning glory. I had licked her again till she was wet and aroused, and I entered her and made love to her till we both climaxed. She had taken her time when we got out of bed, admitting that she wanted to lie there for far longer. We weren’t in a rush, but she thought of her daughter, wanting me to see her as well.

Ramses stood near the fountain, his arms folded across his chest. He looked out at the horizon, his expression thoughtful. When I approached, he turned to face me, his gaze sharp but not unkind.

“Nathan,” he began. “Before you leave, there are a few things I must say. Walk with me.”

I fell into step beside him as we crossed the courtyard. For a moment, neither of us spoke.

“You’ve done something remarkable,” he said finally. “Not just for Egypt, but for the future of our people. Zafara chose well.”

I nodded, unsure how to respond to such praise. “It’s been an honor to serve your kingdom Lord of the Two Lands.”

Ramses waved a hand dismissively. “Titles mean little here. This is not a matter of kings and subjects—it’s about duty. You’ve ensured that Egypt will endure, even in times of uncertainty. That is no small thing.”

He stopped walking and turned to face me. “But with such power comes responsibility. Neferu’s choice to leave Egypt—is hers to make, but it is not one she makes lightly. She loves this land, as I do. And yet, she has chosen you. Do you understand what that means?”

I hesitated, the weight of his words settling over me. “I do,” I said finally. “I know what she’s leaving behind, and I’ll do everything I can to honor her trust—and yours.”

Ramses studied me for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then, to my surprise, a faint smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. “Good. Because you take with you more than just my sister—you take a piece of Egypt itself. Treat her as the treasure she is, for she carries the heart of this land with her.”

I nodded solemnly, his words resonating deeply. “I will.”

Ramses continued walking, his tone shifting slightly. “You know, as pharaoh, I’ve had to make difficult choices—sacrifices for the greater good. I’ve learned that love and duty often conflict, but they don’t have to destroy each other. Neferu’s choice is a difficult one, but it is hers. And I trust you to protect her happiness.”

We stopped at the edge of the courtyard, where the palace gates were just visible in the distance. Ramses turned to me once more, his expression softening. “Nathan, you are unlike any man I’ve known. Your humility, despite the power you wield, is something I admire. Egypt owes you a debt that cannot be repaid. But remember this: power may come from the gods, but it is the choices you make with it that define you.”

“I understand,” I said.

Ramses stepped back. “Then go with the gods, Nathan. Protect her. Honor her. And ensure that the legacy you leave behind is one worthy of the blessings you’ve given.”

With that, he extended his hand. I took it, feeling the strength of his grip—a silent acknowledgment of mutual respect.

* * *

The palace courtyard was quiet as we stood near the spot where Zafara had begun her preparations. While I had been away with Ramses, Neferu had spent time with her mother and gathered our gifts. She had also said her goodbyes to her siblings. We’d packed the gifts into two chests—Ramses had given us even more gold and jewelry. I wasn’t sure what I’d do with all this wealth when I returned, but that was a problem for later—and one I didn’t mind having.

Neferu looked up at her mother, her voice soft. “You look so much happier.”

“Nathan took care of me,” Tuya said, her voice low but steady. “I’ve accepted that you’ll be leaving, but I’m so proud of you. You’re following your heart, as you should. You’ve grown into a woman of strength and courage.”

“That means the world to me,” Neferu said, her eyes glistening.

Tuya smiled gently and placed a hand over her heart. “And it means the world to me that you were willing to share your beautiful man with me. It came at a time when I needed it the most.”

Neferu stepped forward and embraced her mother tightly, tears shining in her eyes. “I love you so much, Mom.”

“I love you too, my sweet girl,” Tuya replied, her voice thick with emotion. She pulled back slightly, cupping Neferu’s face in her hands. “You’ll always be in my heart, no matter how far you go.”

As they parted, Tuya turned to me, her expression soft but full of gratitude. “Thank you, Nathan,” she said. “For everything. You’ve given Egypt new life, and you’ve given my daughter a future filled with love. I couldn’t ask for more … except for one last kiss.”

I smiled warmly, touched by her words. “It would be my honor.”

I stepped closer to her, meeting her eyes for a moment before leaning in. I pressed my lips to hers in a loving kiss, cupping her neck to draw her closer. Her lips were soft and warm, the gesture tender and full of gratitude rather than passion. When we slowly pulled apart, I saw tears in her eyes, but her smile was radiant.

“Take care of her,” Tuya whispered, her hand lingering on my arm.

“I promise,” I said.

Neferu took a deep breath, squeezing her mother’s hand one last time before stepping back to join me. I wrapped an arm around her waist, feeling her tremble slightly against me.

I turned to Zafara. I recalled what she had told me before we set out on this journey. By making me focus on my apartment, she ensured we would arrive there, using the camera bag and my phone as anchors. “You’re sure we’ll end up at my place and not … somewhere else?”

“Thanks to the anchor, I’m ninety-nine percent sure,” she replied with a confident smirk. “Still thinking about your laundry?”

I chuckled, shaking my head. “I really shouldn’t have brought that up. Alright, let’s do this.”

Nodding, Zafara began to chant, her voice low and melodic. The air around us shimmered and pulsed with energy. I felt a tingling sensation spreading through my body, and I tightened my grip on Neferu. The feeling was similar to the first time Zafara had brought me here, but this time, I was grounded in purpose—and Neferu’s presence.

As the chanting grew louder, I saw tears streaming down Tuya’s face, though they weren’t the wretched tears Neferu had seen earlier. These were tears of happiness. Tuya stood tall and proud, her chin lifted as she watched her daughter prepare to leave.

A faint shimmer appeared in front of us. At first, it looked like a ripple in the air, but it quickly grew into a swirling circle of light. The portal slowly solidified, pulsing with energy and making the hairs on my arms stand on end. It wasn’t as intimidating as the first time—I didn’t need grounding now, and I felt Neferu’s steadying presence beside me.

Neferu turned back for one final moment, her gaze locking with Tuya’s. Tuya gave her a bittersweet smile and a small nod. “Go now,” she said, her voice steady but full of emotion. “Live the life you’re meant to live. But don’t forget this land—or the family who loves you.”

“I won’t,” Neferu replied. “I’ll carry Egypt with me, always.”

Zafara lifted one of the chests, and I took the other in my left hand. My right hand was reserved for Neferu, and I interlaced my fingers with hers. Together, we stepped into the portal, the light engulfing us as the world Neferu knew faded away.





Chapter 17 Southern California













T
 he portal spat us out into my foyer. I wobbled slightly as dizziness hit me, but Neferu stumbled more, her hand shooting out to grip my arm for support.

“Still with me?” I asked, steadying her.

She nodded, her eyes wide. “That felt like the strangest dream.”

“That was my first reaction too,” I said, setting the chest down and holding her waist until she regained her balance.

She frowned slightly, glancing around. “This is where you live?”

“It’s not a palace,” I admitted with a small smile, “but it’s home.”

I motioned for Neferu to step inside first. She hesitated briefly, her gaze sweeping over the space as she entered. My familiar living room greeted us—a couch, a small table piled with photo and surfing magazines, and balcony doors that let in plenty of sunlight. It was a modest apartment, though pricey for the location.

To my relief, the camera bag sat on the table. I turned to Zafara, still in awe. “You’re one hell of a mage,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief.

She leaned in, pressing a kiss to my cheek. “Told you to trust me.”

I smiled, realizing I’d never doubt her wisdom again. “I’m just amazed by what’s possible in this world.”

“I’d feel the same if I were in your shoes,” she said with a knowing grin.

Neferu’s voice drew my attention. She stood by the balcony, her gaze fixed on the view, a faint smile playing on her lips. “This reminds me of Thonis,” she said softly.

“Because of the ocean?” I asked, closing the door behind us.

She nodded and moved closer to the balcony. “How do I open this door?”

Zafara and I joined her. I slid the balcony door open and motioned for her to step outside. She placed her hands on the railing, letting the breeze toss her hair as she took in the view. “Is this the Mediterranean Sea?” she asked, her voice soft.

“Oh no,” I replied with a chuckle. “We’re on the other side of the world.”

“It’s gorgeous nonetheless,” she said calmly, her gaze fixed on the horizon.

“I’m glad it feels familiar,” I said. Her words brought a sense of relief washing over me. “I know it’s not much, but I hoped you’d like it.”

She turned to me, her smile widening. “So this is your place?”

“Yes,” I said with a small nod. “But we’ll get an upgrade soon, thanks to all the gifts your homeland gave me.”

“Wow,” she said, her tone tinged with awe as she looked around. “It’s all so different … yet not. I understand now what you were trying to tell me that night in Thonis.”

“Sometimes, it’s impossible to explain something unless you’re there to experience it,” I said.

“I agree,” she replied with a quiet smile.

We stepped back inside, and her attention shifted to something on the wall—a framed photo of a surfer riding a massive wave. Tilting her head, she studied it thoughtfully. “This is the sport you told me about,” she said, pointing to the picture.

“Surfing,” I said with a grin as I walked over to her. “Yeah, that’s it. People use boards to ride the waves.”

Her brow furrowed slightly as she stared at the photo. “It still looks dangerous.”

“Oh, it is,” I said with a laugh. “But that’s part of the thrill. Honestly, though, you’d probably think it’s ridiculous at first.”

She laughed, her eyes sparkling. “Maybe. But I can see why people would love it. The waves here are so powerful.”

I decided it was finally time to show her something I’d been thinking about since we first met. “Neferu, I want to show you something,” I said, pulling the camera out of the bag. “This,” I explained, holding it up, “is how I capture moments. It’s called a camera.”

Her head tilted in curiosity as her eyes focused on the device. “How does it work?” she asked, her voice filled with genuine intrigue.

I smiled, motioning for her to sit beside me on the couch. “It takes pictures—images of things as they are. Like a memory you can hold and look at.”

She lowered herself onto the couch, her curiosity evident. “Show me.”

Turning the camera on, I navigated to a photo I knew she’d find meaningful. I handed it to her, and she leaned closer, her eyes narrowing as she studied the screen. The image of the wedding at Giza filled the small display—the happy couple in their modern attire, and, in the background, the unmistakable silhouette of the Great Pyramid.

Her expression shifted as she stared at the photo, her brow furrowing. “Is that … Khufu’s Pyramid?” she asked softly.

I nodded. “It is.”

She brought the camera closer, her gaze intent. “Why does it look like this? It’s old.” Her voice trembled slightly, and I noticed her shoulders tense.

Zafara, seated across from us, leaned forward. “It’s one of the oldest structures still standing,” she explained gently. “The Great Pyramid is the only one of the seven ancient wonders that survived the ages.”

Neferu’s fingers traced the edge of the camera, as though she were touching the image itself. “The only one?” she whispered.

“Yes,” Zafara continued. “You should be proud. Your ancestors achieved something no one else has—a monument that has endured thousands of years.”

Neferu’s lips pressed into a thin line, and for a moment, she said nothing. Then, slowly, a faint smile appeared. “It is remarkable,” she admitted. “But what about the rest of Egypt? The gods? Hathor?” Her gaze lifted to mine, her eyes glistening. “Does she still have her temples? Do the people still worship her?”

I hesitated, unsure of how to begin. “Egypt still exists as a nation,” I said carefully. “It’s a beautiful country with a rich culture and history. But … the beliefs have changed.”

“What do you mean?” she asked, her voice sharpening slightly.

I took a deep breath. “Most people in modern Egypt follow a different religion now. It’s called Islam. They worship one god, not many.”

Neferu’s expression shifted, confusion and sorrow crossing her face. “One god?” she echoed. “And Hathor? Osiris? Ra? Isis? What of them?”

“They’re remembered,” Zafara said softly. “The gods of Egypt are still honored through stories, art, and history. But they aren’t worshiped the way they were in your time.”

Neferu’s hands clenched around the camera as her emotions welled up. “What happened?” she asked, her voice trembling. “Why would they forget the gods who gave us everything?”

I exchanged a glance with Zafara, unsure how much to say.

Neferu’s head snapped up, her brow furrowing in frustration. “Did Akhenaten have a hand in this?” She wrinkled her nose, her distaste clear. “That heretic started it all, didn’t he?”

“Not directly,” I said, trying to soothe her. “Religions change over time, and people adapt to new beliefs. It wasn’t because of him alone.”

Neferu leaned back, her expression a mix of anger and sadness. “It’s hard to imagine Egypt without its gods,” she said quietly. “They were the foundation of everything we built, everything we believed in. You remember what Haremheb told you, right?”

“Of course I do,” I said. “But that was thousands of years ago.”

Zafara placed a comforting hand on Neferu’s knee. “The gods’ legacy endures in the achievements of your people. The pyramids, the temples, the stories—they’ve stood the test of time, just like the gods’ influence. You carry them with you.”

Neferu exhaled slowly, her gaze shifting back to the photo of the wedding on the camera screen. Her fingers brushed over it lightly. “Perhaps they are still watching,” she said, her voice softer now. “Even if the people have forgotten.”

I reached over, taking her hand in mine. “You’ll always remember them, Neferu. And through you, they’ll never truly be gone.”

She looked at me, her faint smile returning. “Thank you. For reminding me.”

She took it better than I’d expected. She pointed out other strange things, like the smog, and I explained that many countries these days were overpopulated. I assured her there were still places where the sky was blue. She asked how the camera worked, wondering if it was infused with magic, but I explained it was just technology. Honestly, I wasn’t entirely sure how it worked myself—I just knew how to use it.

Her eyes landed on the surfboard leaning against the wall. Her curious gaze flickered between it and me. “Today, I think you should try it,” I said with a grin.

Neferu’s eyes sparkled with curiosity as I explained the basics of surfing, but when I pointed to the board, she arched an eyebrow. “You expect me to stand on that? On water?”

“That’s the plan,” I said, retrieving a bikini from the table and holding it out to her. “But first, you’ll need to wear this.”

She took the bikini between her fingers, examining it with amusement. “This is clothing?” she asked, holding up the top as if it were a strange artifact. She burst out giggling. “It’s so tiny.”

“Welcome to modern fashion,” Zafara said playfully. “Trust me—you’ll look incredible.”

Neferu tilted her head, her lips curving into a sly smile. “And this is what people wear at the beach?”

“Exactly,” I said. “It’s practical and stylish. You’ll be perfect.”

Her smile widened, turning mischievous. “You just want to see me in this, don’t you?”

I grinned, meeting her teasing gaze. “I won’t lie—it’s a bonus. But it’s also perfect for the water, and you’ll thank me when you’re catching your first wave.”

Neferu’s skepticism softened into excitement as she turned the bikini over in her hands. “Fine,” she said, her tone light with amusement. “I’ll wear this strange little garment. But you’d better not let me fall too many times.”

“No promises,” I said.

I watched her and Zafara change into bikinis while I slipped into my swimming trunks. I glanced at both of them, and the pink bikini top lifted Neferu’s breasts perfectly, showcasing her toned shoulders and the line of her collarbone. The bottom sat low on her hips, revealing her smooth, sun-kissed legs. Her dark hair cascaded freely down her back, framing her gorgeous face. Without the kohl that usually rimmed her eyes, her gaze appeared softer. A shy smile played on her lips as she tugged at the unfamiliar garment.

“Actually, I like it,” she said and spun around.

“You look gorgeous, I said.

Beside her, Zafara wore a deep purple bikini. The rich color complemented her olive complexion beautifully. The top pushed up her full, round breasts, causing a jaw-dropping cleavage while the bottom hugged her hips, highlighting her hourglass figure. Her obsidian eyes sparkled with amusement as she observed Neferu looking at herself in the mirror.

I packed our bag with a few towels and then grabbed my surfboard. As we stepped outside, the sunlight greeted us, accompanied by the briny scent of the sea.

The sand was warm beneath our feet as we reached the beach, the gentle crash of waves filling the air. Neferu tugged at the straps of her bikini, still adjusting to the feel of it, while Zafara walked confidently beside her.

“See?” I said, lifting my camera to snap a quick shot of Neferu as she walked. “You look amazing already.”

She paused, brushing her hair behind her ears as she leaned in to check the photo. “Wow, I look incredible.”

I smirked. “Told you.”

“Can you take more?”

“As many as you want,” I said with a grin. We found a secluded spot and dropped our bag there. Neferu was eager to take more photos, so I directed her toward the shoreline, motioning for her to pose. “Alright, let’s keep it simple. Look out at the ocean, like you’re deep in thought.”

She turned to face the waves, her fingers running through her hair as the sunlight illuminated her features. I snapped several photos, marveling at how effortlessly stunning she looked.

“Perfect,” I said, lowering the camera with a satisfied smile. “You’re a natural.”

Neferu stepped closer to look at the photos, her smile brightening. “I’m stunned,” she said, her hands covering her mouth.

“Stunned by your beauty, right?”

“Well, yes,” she said, laughing. “But also by this photo thingy. It’s fascinating. Can I see how you take some of Zafara?”

I patted Zafara on the back. “You’re up.”

Zafara stepped forward, her hips swaying sensually in her bikini bottom. Reaching the water’s edge, she glanced over her shoulder, a coy smile playing on her lips.

“Like this?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

I nodded, raising the camera. “Perfect. Just be yourself.”

She turned back to face the ocean, the gentle breeze tousling her dark hair. She raised her arms above her head in a languid stretch, her silhouette framed against the setting sun. I snapped a series of shots, capturing the interplay of light and shadow on her bronzed skin.

“Now look at me,” I instructed.

She pivoted slowly, her obsidian eyes locking onto the camera lens. There was an intensity in her gaze that sent a shiver down my spine. I took a few more photos. Beside me, Neferu watched intently, her eyes darting between Zafara and the camera.

“She’s incredible,” Neferu murmured, her voice soft with admiration.

“You both are,” I replied, lowering the camera. “Want to see?”

The two women huddled around me as I flipped through the photos. They were both in awe.

After the photos, I grabbed the surfboard and set it on the sand. “Alright, let’s get to the main event. Neferu, you ready?”

She stepped forward, her eyes gleaming with excitement. “Of course. Show me what to do.”

I demonstrated the basics—how to paddle, balance, and stand. She nodded with determination, then climbed onto the board, wobbling slightly but keeping her composure.

“Just relax,” I said, steadying the board as she found her footing. “You’ve got this.”

She paddled out, glancing back at me. “Push me on the next wave. I want to show you I can do this.”

As the swell rolled in, I gave her a gentle shove. She rose to her feet, arms outstretched for balance, gliding across the water for a few seconds before tumbling into the surf with a splash.

When she surfaced, she was laughing, her hair slicked back. “That was incredible!”

“Not bad for your first time,” I said, wading toward her.

“Not bad?” she teased, splashing me. “I’ll do even better next time.”

We kept at it, her laughter filling the air as she managed to stay upright for a few seconds at a time. After another attempt, she glanced at Zafara, who was standing at the shoreline. “Do you want to try?” she asked thoughtfully.

Zafara nodded, a mischievous smile on her lips. “Let’s see if I can outdo the princess.”

Neferu laughed, stepping aside. “Good luck. The water might like you better.”

I chuckled, setting the board for Zafara. “Alright, let’s see what you’ve got.”

Zafara approached with confidence, paddling out with ease. As the waves rolled in, I guided her, watching as she rose to her feet. She stayed up longer than Neferu on her first try. “Not bad!” I called out as she glided back to shore, a triumphant grin on her face.

“Looks like I have some competition,” Neferu said playfully.

We spent the afternoon trading turns on the board, laughing and teasing one another. Both agreed it was far harder than it looked, but the challenge only made it more enjoyable.

Being around them, drenched and laughing in their bikinis, stirred something primal in me. My arousal was hard to ignore, but I tried to contain myself. My libido, amplified tenfold since Zafara had transferred Min’s power to me, made it a constant challenge to focus on anything else.

* * *

As the sun dipped lower in the sky, we sat on the warm sand, the surfboard lying forgotten beside us. Zafara stretched out, her head resting on her arms, while Neferu leaned against me, her damp hair brushing my shoulder.

“This was fun,” Neferu said softly, her voice relaxed.

“Very,” I said, pressing a light kiss to her temple.

“Are you two getting hungry?” Zafara asked, breaking the quiet.

“Yes,” Neferu and I said in unison, making us both giggle.

“Prepare for the second culture shock,” I told Neferu, a teasing grin on my face.

She sat up straighter, her excitement evident. “What’s that going to be?”

“You’ll see,” I said with a wink.

* * *

When we returned to the apartment, Neferu and Zafara changed into skirts and tops. I grabbed my car keys and led Neferu and Zafara down to the small parking lot. My Hyundai was parked in its usual spot.

Neferu stopped in her tracks as soon as she saw it, her eyes wide. “What is that?” she asked, pointing at the car like it might suddenly come to life.

“It’s a car,” I said, trying not to laugh at her expression. “It’s how we travel long distances.”

“Come to think of it,” she said. “I remember you telling me your parents died in what you called a car accident.”

“Yes,” I nodded. “Unfortunately, there are a lot of accidents involving these.”

She blinked, still staring. “And it moves without animals?”

“Yep,” I said, popping the door open. “All thanks to this thing called an engine. Want to see how it works?”

She nodded cautiously, stepping closer as I popped the hood to reveal the engine. Her brow furrowed in concentration as she studied the parts. “This looks complicated. Is it magic?”

“No magic,” I said with a grin. “Just science. It’s powered by gasoline.”

Neferu reached out as if to touch it, then hesitated. “It looks powerful,” she said, her voice almost reverent.

“It’s just a Hyundai,” I said, shaking my head.

Zafara, leaning against the car, smirked. “You know, Nathan, with all the wealth you brought back from Egypt, you can afford a Lamborghini now.”

I laughed. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

Neferu tilted her head. “What is a Lamborghini?”

“A much fancier version of this,” I explained, gesturing to the car.

She crossed her arms and smiled playfully. “This looks fancy already.”

“It’s not too shabby,” I said. “Come on, hop in, and I’ll take you to a restaurant.”

Neferu climbed in hesitantly, her fingers gripping the edges of the seat as I started the engine. The soft hum startled her, and she leaned closer to Zafara, who was already buckled in the back.

“Relax,” I said, laughing. “It’s completely safe.”

The moment I shifted into gear and the car began to move, Neferu gasped. “It’s moving!” she exclaimed, her eyes wide as she watched the scenery pass by through the window.

“That’s kind of the point,” I teased.

Her amazement was contagious, and I found myself smiling as I explained how the car worked. She leaned forward, watching the dashboard light up and the speedometer climb as we merged onto the main road.

“This is incredible,” she murmured. “It’s so smooth, so fast. How do you control it?”

“With this,” I said, gesturing to the steering wheel, “and these pedals down here.”

She stared at me like I’d just performed a miracle.

The restaurant was a cozy spot by the beach, with dim lighting and a view of the ocean through large glass windows. After parking the car, I led Neferu and Zafara inside. We took a seat, and I watched as Neferu’s gaze darted between the modern decor, the menus, and the soft hum of conversations around us.

“This is where people eat?” she asked, her voice full of curiosity.

“It’s one of many places,” I said, handing her a menu.

She glanced at it, then back at me. “What does it say?”

I chuckled, realizing she couldn’t read Latin letters. “It’s our alphabet. Kind of like hieroglyphs but not quite.”

“The letters look funny,” she said, giggling.

“Don’t worry. I’ll translate for you.”

I walked her through the menu, explaining the dishes. Some, like fries and tomatoes, were completely new to her. I told her they were native to what we called the New World, sparking her curiosity. She insisted on trying something unfamiliar.

The waiter arrived, and I placed the order: a variety of dishes, including fries, pasta with marinara sauce, and roasted chicken with mashed potatoes.

When the food arrived, Neferu’s eyes lit up as she took in the plates in front of her. “What are these?” she asked, pointing to the fries.

“Those are potatoes,” I explained. “Fried, crispy, and delicious. Try one.”

She hesitated for a moment before picking one up and taking a cautious bite. Her eyes widened, and she immediately reached for another. “They’re tasty,” she said. Then she moved on to the mashed potatoes, scooping up a small spoonful. “And this?”

“Also potatoes,” I said with a grin. “Mashed with butter.”

She tasted it, her expression softening as she chewed. “Modernity is full of wonders,” she murmured, almost to herself.

The roasted chicken and pasta were equally successful, but what caught her attention most was the marinara sauce. “What’s in this?” she asked, pointing to the red sauce coating the pasta.

“Tomatoes,” I said.

She frowned, clearly puzzled. “What are they?”

“They’re a fruit,” I explained. “As I mentioned earlier, they didn’t exist in your time. But now, you can even find them in Egypt.”

She shook her head. “You’ve been keeping all of this from me,” she said, her tone teasing. “What else do you have?”

“Dessert,” I said with a grin.

As the main dishes were cleared away, the waiter returned with dessert: a slice of chocolate cake, a small bowl of vanilla ice cream, and a plate of freshly baked cookies. Neferu’s eyes widened at the array of treats.

“I can already guess it’s something sweet,” she said, licking her lips.

“You nailed it,” I said with a grin.

“Is it better than date cakes?”

“You’ll have to try and find out,” I replied, sliding the plate toward her.

Neferu picked up a fork hesitantly and took a small bite of the cake. Her eyes closed as the rich chocolate melted on her tongue. She let out a soft, contented sigh before diving in for another bite. “This is divine,” she said, her voice almost reverent. “The gods themselves must have blessed this.”

I laughed. “That’s chocolate. Welcome to the wonders of modern desserts.”

Zafara reached for a cookie, biting into it with a satisfying crunch. “I haven’t had cookies this good in a while,” she said.

Neferu turned her attention to the bowl of ice cream. She dipped her spoon in and tasted it. Her eyes widened even further. “It’s cold,” she said, glancing at me in amazement. “How does it stay this way?”

“Magic,” I teased.

She rolled her eyes but was too delighted by the taste to argue. “It’s sweet, creamy, and perfect,” she said, savoring another spoonful. “What’s it made of?”

“Milk, sugar, and a few other ingredients,” I explained. “It’s called ice cream.”

Neferu alternated between bites of cake and spoonfuls of ice cream, her enthusiasm infectious. She even sampled one of the cookies, her lips curving into a satisfied smile.

“I’ve always loved sweets,” she admitted, leaning back slightly. “But this … this is beyond anything I’ve ever tasted.”

“You’ve officially found your weakness,” Zafara teased, popping the last piece of her cookie into her mouth.

Neferu grinned, completely unbothered. “If this is weakness, I welcome it.”

I watched her, my heart warming at the sight of her genuine joy. “There’s plenty more where that came from,” I said, my grin widening. “This is just the beginning.”

* * *

The drive back was quieter, though Neferu couldn’t help but comment on every turn of the car and how it seemed to glide so effortlessly. She rested her hand on the window, watching the streets and lights of Southern California pass by with a curious smile.

When we returned to the apartment, the golden glow of the setting sun spilled into the living room. Neferu wandered onto the balcony, drawn by the view, and I followed, carrying a couple of blankets.

“What a beautiful sunset,” she said softly, leaning against the railing. Her gaze was fixed on the horizon, where the sun dipped lower, painting the sky in shades of orange, pink, and violet.

“It’s one of my favorite parts of living here,” I said, draping a blanket over her shoulders. “Nothing beats a sunset by the ocean.”

She smiled, pulling the blanket tighter around herself. “It’s peaceful. Like the Nile at dusk, or Thonis.”

I settled onto the small loveseat crammed onto the balcony and patted the spot next to me. She joined me, curling up under the blanket as I wrapped an arm around her. The salty breeze tousled her hair, and she rested her head on my shoulder.

“Thank you,” she murmured.

“For what?” I asked.

“For today,” she said. “For showing me all of this. It’s strange, but it’s wonderful.”

I pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “I’m glad you’re here to share it with me.”

“I won’t lie,” she said. “I was a bit overwhelmed when you showed me Egypt at this time, but I think I’ve accepted it now. It’s different, but it’s okay.”

“That’s all I could ask for,” I said softly.

Zafara joined us, slipping onto the loveseat beside me. I draped an arm over each of their shoulders, grateful for the moment and their presence in my life.

“How’s your break been?” Zafara asked, a teasing smile on her lips.

“Break?” I repeated.

“You know,” she said. “This is the first day in months where you haven’t … well, bedded hundreds of women.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “At the beach, you two really tested my restraint. It wasn’t easy containing myself with how stunning you both looked, especially with this libido still being ridiculously high.”

They both laughed softly. Zafara started gently caressing my bulge. “It’s good that you have me and Neferu who would happily take care of you.”

“Yeah,” I said, starting to get in the mood as well.

As the night wore on, the reality of my small apartment set in. Neferu and Zafara were already looking around for places to sleep when I scratched the back of my neck awkwardly.

“There’s, uh, one small problem,” I said. “The bed’s really only meant for one person.”

Neferu tilted her head. “So where do we sleep?”

I hesitated. “Well, I could take the couch, and—”

“Absolutely not,” Neferu said, cutting me off. “We’ll figure it out together. Right, Zafara?”

Zafara smirked. “I’ve slept in worse places than a couch, trust me. But Nathan…” She gave me a sly look. “Maybe it’s time to use some of that gold for a bigger place. You could afford something more fitting for three.”

“I was already thinking about it,” I said. “We’ll start looking tomorrow.”

Neferu, however, seemed more intrigued by the current situation. “What about the floor?” she asked, her eyes lighting up. “It sounds adventurous.”

“The floor?” I echoed, raising an eyebrow. “You want to sleep on the floor?”

She shrugged. “I’ve slept on mats in Egypt with my friends when we snuck around. We can make it comfortable, can’t we?”

Zafara chuckled. “Leave it to Neferu to turn a sleeping problem into an adventure.”

“All right. I’ll grab some extra blankets and pillows.”

We spent the next twenty minutes transforming the living room floor into a makeshift bed. I dragged out a couple of spare mattresses I’d stored in the closet, layering them with blankets and cushions. Neferu eagerly helped, her laughter filling the space as she tried to make the arrangements look perfect.

“This is cozy,” she said, looking at the finished setup.

“It’s certainly something,” I said, smirking.

“It’s not bad,” Zafara said. “We’ll survive.”

We started undressing, and as we settled onto our makeshift bed, lying down. Neferu’s eyes met mine, filled with desire. She also reached to my manhood, stroking it affectionately. We came together in a passionate kiss, hands roaming over familiar curves. I enjoyed her soft skin as always, and I had been waiting for this moment since we were at the beach.

Neferu straddled me, sinking down with a contented sigh. While I grabbed her hips, she rode me harder and harder. Her gorgeous body swung above me, bathed in moonlight from the window. I trailed kisses along her collarbone and bouncy breasts, her quiet moans of pleasure filling the air.

Our lovemaking was unhurried and tender. I didn’t have a hundred women waiting to be bred. All I had was Neferu and Zafara for the moment. I didn’t mind. I needed a break.

On the next downward stroke, her pussy clenched around the head which triggered my release. I filled her womanhood with cum, and she buried her face in my neck, trembling. I held her close, sharing the body heat.

After catching our breath, she came off me, cum trickling out from her vagina. I focused inward, channeling my divine energy. Within moments, I felt myself hardening again. I turned to Zafara, lifting her leg and pushing my erection into her from the side. I was equally as aroused as the first time, and as I kept sliding into her, I fondled her breasts and breathed into her neck.

After a couple of more powerful thrusts, I finished deep inside her, flooding her womb with fresh cum. I pulled out, and they both cuddled up to me. It was exactly what I needed. I pulled the blanket over us. “Tomorrow, we’ll figure out something bigger. But for tonight, this works.”

“It’s perfect,” Zafara said, glowing as usual after I’d fucked her

As the apartment quieted, the three of us settled in, the sounds of the ocean faintly drifting in through the balcony door. Neferu reached for my hand under the blanket, her fingers lacing with mine. “Goodnight.”

“Goodnight,” Zafara also said, planting a kiss on my cheek.

“Goodnight,” I murmured, squeezing their hands gently.

* * *

The following morning, I woke up feeling refreshed. Thankfully, I’d slept well, even though the surface was a bit hard. I attributed the deep sleep to lying next to Zafara and Neferu.

After getting up, I found a lovely outfit for Neferu, showing her some modern clothes. Fortunately, I had a wardrobe stocked with women’s clothing for emergencies—just in case I had some girls over.

Neferu twirled in front of the mirror, wearing a crop top and a pair of denim shorts. She chuckled, turning to me. “Why do women wear such revealing clothes?”

“It’s a trend,” I said with a grin. “A hundred years ago, and even further back, people didn’t wear anything like this.”

“So, they’re new?” she asked, bemused.

“You could say that,” I replied.

“How do you think I look in them?” she asked, striking a playful pose.

“You look sexy,” I said, my eyes lingering on her.

“I like them too,” she admitted. “But I think I prefer the skirt and top you gave me yesterday.”

“They’re all yours,” I told her, leaning in to kiss her neck.

While she went to change into her preferred outfit, I joined Zafara on the couch. She was busy sorting through the gold from the treasure chests.

“So, what’s the plan?” I asked, imagining the challenges ahead.

“First,” she said, holding up a chunk of gold, “we’ll take this to a trusted smelter. Then, you’ll need to find me your parents’ signatures. I’ll show you a little document-forging magic.”

We exchanged grins. The mischievous tone in her voice had a playful, almost naughty edge that stirred something in me.

“You sure this will all go smoothly?” I asked, my brow lifting slightly.

She nodded, her hand drifting to my thigh in a comforting gesture. “You have nothing to worry about,” she said with a confident smile. “Like I’ve told you before, there’s always a solution. Once you’ve found us a fancy house, you’ll be able to sleep soundly every night.”

I leaned in to press my lips to hers, feeling the warmth spread through my chest. I loved that woman.

* * *

The gold glimmered under the warm light of the small workshop, a modest space filled with tools, molds and the faint smell of molten metal. Zafara stood beside me, her eyes scanning the piles of ancient gold we had brought back. The craftsman we’d enlisted—a wiry man named Luis with a steady hand—leaned over one of the pieces, running his fingers along its surface.

“This is beautiful work,” Luis said, his tone a mix of awe and suspicion. “But it looks ancient. Where’d you say you got it?”

Zafara stepped forward. “Family treasures,” she said, her voice carrying a subtle and enchanting tone. “They’ve been passed down for generations, but my boyfriend here,” she gestured at me, “needs them modernized. Sentimental value, you understand.”

Luis hesitated, glancing between us, but Zafara’s unflinching gaze seemed to ease his doubts. He nodded slowly. “Alright. I can melt it down, reshape it into something more contemporary. It’ll take a few days, though.”

“That’s fine,” I said, relieved.

Zafara handed over a small pouch of cash as a deposit, then turned to me once Luis began organizing his tools. “The first step is done,” she said, lowering her voice.

As we headed back to the car, I looked at her. “You did something with your tongue, didn’t you?”

She grinned. “Magic.”

* * *

The kitchen table was strewn with old letters and forms I’d dug up, all bearing my parents’ handwriting. Zafara sat at the head of the table, the tip of her pen poised above a blank sheet of paper. Neferu stood nearby, her arms crossed as she watched with curiosity.

“This should be enough,” I said, gesturing at the stack of papers. “That’s all I could find.”

Putting the pain aside, Zafara nodded, flipping through the letters. “Plenty. Their handwriting is consistent, and the signatures are clean. This will make the forgery more believable.”

She carefully began drafting the inheritance document, her strokes precise as she mimicked the loops and curves of my parents’ signatures. “This isn’t just about one paper,” she said, not looking up. “We need a full story. The will is the foundation, but we’ll need more.”

I frowned. “More like what?”

She glanced up briefly. “An appraisal for the gold and a transfer of assets form. They’ll make it look legitimate, like your parents planned for this years ago.”

Zafara studied my dad’s signature on an old letter, then began drafting an appraisal document. “We’ll date this five years back,” she explained. “It’ll look like your parents had the gold assessed before their passing. No one questions old appraisals.”

She moved on to the transfer of assets form, her pen gliding smoothly. “This says you inherited the gold after probate. It explains why you’re dealing with it now.”

Watching her work was both impressive and unsettling. Her precision made the documents look disturbingly real.

She set the pen down and leaned back, surveying her work. “Voila. The will, appraisal, and transfer form. All aligned.”

I picked up the papers, flipping through them. The details were perfect, down to the stamps and signatures. “What if someone still questions this?”

Zafara smirked. “Then I’ll use a spell or two. Even the IRS isn’t immune to magic.”

I kissed her again, marveling at how my feelings for her had only grown deeper with time. I hadn’t thought it was possible to fall even more in love, but Zafara had that magic about her.

* * *

While we waited for the gold, we took time to enjoy ourselves. I made it a point to show Neferu more of modern culture. Zafara had even managed to get her an Egyptian passport with a valid visa, though Neferu wasn’t particularly fond of the alphabet, murmuring that hieroglyphs were much prettier.

The first time I took her to Los Angeles, her jaw dropped. The towering skyscrapers caught her completely off guard, as did the sheer number of people teeming on the streets. She told me she preferred the quieter area where we were staying now, away from the madness of the crowds. Still, she admitted feeling a thrill at being there, witnessing the modern world in all its chaos.

She adapted quickly to modern clothing and eating habits. Sandwiches and burgers became her favorites, but when we ate at the apartment, she always insisted on cooking lamb or fish for me, which reminded her of home in Egypt.

There were a few nights when I read her short stories from modern books. She enjoyed some of them, and in return, she shared stories from ancient Egypt, reading them aloud from the papyrus scrolls we had.

Explaining the internet to her was an adventure in itself. At first, she was completely baffled, unable to grasp what it was or how it worked. I reassured her that she didn’t need to understand every detail—just enough to use it. Over time, she got the hang of it, and her curiosity led her to explore more than I’d expected. The first time she saw pornography, she giggled till her jaw was sore. “If I had this before seeing you, I’d masturbate a lot more.”

“You don’t like it?”

“It’s fun to watch with you,” she admitted, “but it pales in comparison to our scrolls … and physical touch with someone you love.”

The days flew by, and before long, the gold was ready. When we met Luis again, we sold it for around $10 million. Staring at the number in my bank account felt surreal, but the money was there—earned from months of bedding fresh Egyptian beauties.

Zafara hugged me from behind, her breath warm against my ear as she nibbled my earlobe. “There are plenty more civilizations that need your divine gift,” she murmured. “Keep that in mind.”

I chuckled. There was gold and beautiful women waiting for me out there.

With the money in hand, we began searching for properties along the coast. Privacy was non-negotiable—Zafara wanted space to practice her magic without drawing attention, and Neferu and I were ready to leave behind the cramped apartment life for something more serene.

It didn’t take long to find a house we fell in love with: perched on a hill with a panoramic ocean view, the home combined semi-modern and semi-Mediterranean design. The large terrace overlooked a backyard pool that seemed to merge with the horizon, and there was even a hot tub nestled nearby. The master bedroom was spacious, its king-sized bed large enough for six adults.

“Nothing wrong with inviting more girls over,” Zafara teased, nudging me with her elbow.

Neferu wandered through the marble-floored living room, her fingers trailing along the stone fireplace. “This feels right,” she murmured, her voice tinged with awe.

Zafara nodded in approval, gesturing toward the sleek marble countertops and stainless steel appliances in the kitchen. “Plenty of space for entertaining,” she added.

I stepped out onto the patio, letting the salty breeze wash over me as I gazed at the endless stretch of ocean. The faint sound of waves crashing in the distance completed the scene. It was everything I had dreamed of and more. Turning back, I caught sight of Neferu standing in the doorway, her face glowing with excitement.

“This is it, isn’t it?” she asked, her voice filled with hope.

“Yeah,” I said, smiling. “This is the one.”

The next morning, we met with the real estate agent to finalize the purchase. The house was listed at $8 million, and Zafara handled the financial details with a calm efficiency that left the agent wide-eyed.

“Cash buyers,” she said smoothly, sliding the paperwork across the table. “We’ll close immediately.”

I couldn’t help but grin as the deal was sealed. “It’s ours,” I said.

The move didn’t take too long since I didn’t have much stuff. The most valuable I had was definitely the treasure chests filled with jewelry, scrolls and also the small statue.

Once it was evening, we were all settled. I sat with Zafara, enjoying the ocean view while Neferu cooked for us, combining her growing love for modern cuisine with her roots in ancient Egypt.

I leaned back on the sofa, the smell of sizzling burgers wafting from the grill. Neferu flipped patties with a focus that made me smile. Next to her, she had a flat stone heated on a portable burner, where rounds of traditional Egyptian bread made with einkorn flour were puffing up beautifully.

“You’ve really gotten the hang of this,” I said, watching as she brushed olive oil over the bread.

“It’s not so different from home,” she replied, glancing over her shoulder at me. “The tools are better, but the heart of it is the same.”

The table was already lined with plates of toppings—lettuce, sliced tomatoes, cheese and a small bowl of tahini Neferu had insisted we include. There was a basket of fresh bread, still warm and fragrant, alongside a simple olive oil dip.

As the food was served, we dug in eagerly. Neferu’s burgers were perfectly cooked, and the bread added a rustic touch that balanced the meal. She watched us with a mixture of pride and curiosity as we ate.

“This bread is amazing,” I said, tearing off a piece and dipping it into the olive oil.

Neferu beamed. “It’s my first attempt at making the legendary burger. I found the recipe on the magical web, but I decided to use einkorn flour instead.”

I smiled proudly at her. “You are already well-integrated.”

“Thank you,” she said, her cheeks turning rosy. “I think I’m starting to like modern food.”

We ate until we were full. Neferu shared stories of her childhood in Egypt, recalling the times she’d helped her mother prepare bread for family meals. Zafara added her own anecdotes from her travels through time, comparing the different cultures she’d encountered.

When it was time for dessert, Neferu brought out fresh figs drizzled with honey, a bowl of strawberries, and a dish of vanilla ice cream.

“I still don’t understand how you make this,” she said, pointing to the dish of ice cream as she set it on the table. “It’s cold, creamy, and perfect with figs. It feels like something the gods would eat.”

“You’re not wrong,” I said, grabbing a scoop and pairing it with a fig. “But I think you’ve already mastered pairing it with something divine.”

Neferu sat down, taking a bite. Her eyes lit up. “This is why I love it here. So many new things to try.”

Zafara licked the cream from her lips. “Indeed.”

The conversation slowed as the sun dipped below the horizon, painting the sky pink and orange. The ocean breeze cooled the air, and the rhythmic sound of the waves filled the silence.

As the stars began to appear, we relaxed on the patio, the empty plates and dessert bowls forgotten as we talked late into the night.

“It feels surreal,” I told her.

“What exactly?” Zafara asked, her hand resting on my thigh, her familiar touch both comforting and stirring.

“Everything,” I said. “I got paid millions for impregnating thousands of women.”

Zafara chuckled, her eyes glinting with amusement. “That’s no small feat,” she said.

“It’s not,” I admitted, exhaling deeply as I leaned back into the couch. “You know, I always dreamed of living like this—luxury, wealth, and loyal, beautiful women. Acquiring wealth has always been a challenge, and finding loyal women even more so. It feels like I’ve finally got it all, but I still want more.”

“That’s just being a man,” Zafara said with a knowing smile. “You always want more. The adventure never really ends.”

Our eyes met, her gaze steady and full of understanding. “You’re right,” I said softly. “I don’t want this to end.”

They pressed their lips to my cheeks at the same time, a gesture that warmed me to my core. As I sat there, I couldn’t help but wonder where our next destination might be, and what new adventures Zafara had in mind. But for now, I just wanted to rest, enjoy my wealth and my two beautiful women.




Afterword
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