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Chapter 1


 


“What
news from the front?” Hatshepsut’s voice boomed through the palace’s halls,
resonating amongst those present.


The
man prostrated before her hesitated, before raising his head slightly. He kept
his eyes down, his posture respectful, but allowing her to gaze at his face.


“Terrible
news, my Queen, your husband the Pharaoh Thutmose II is slain.”


Murmuring
broke out amongst the witnesses, some of them starting to sob. It was all fake,
Hatshepsut knew, a way to garner favor by showing how deeply depressed they
were with their divine leader’s death. 


As
if they hadn’t known he was dead for a while.


The
official messenger might only have arrived that day, but news had spread
earlier, carried by messenger birds and faster couriers. The entire city had
known the pharaoh was dead for days.


Soon
enough the vultures around Hatshepsut would start picking at her husband’s
corpse, trying to steal everything they could.


For
one moment, Hatshepsut hesitated. Should she sob as well, show herself as the
distressed wife, weak and unassuming?


No,
that wasn’t her; it wasn’t as if she didn’t feel her husband’s death, but now
she needed to show herself as strong leader. Not as meek.


“We
will make my husband’s killers pay with their lives, with their wives and with
their lands for this affront.” Her voice didn’t waver, and her message was
loudly received by everyone gathered.


Nobles,
priests and priestesses, ambassadors from far lands and generals, merchants,
all of them were in attendance for the daily royal audience, knowing today was
a day of change. Most of them waited for a chance to better their own future
prospects; some of those cheered as Hatshepsut spoke, trying to ingrain
themselves into her good graces.


Others
were more discreet and lightly applauded. It was the ones who did nothing that Hatshepsut
watched, those she would need to convince, or trample, during her claiming of
the throne. 


And
she would assume it – she wouldn’t let anyone take her birthright away from her
once again – what her father had done before had been enough, giving her away
as a bride to the new Pharaoh instead of naming her his heir.


Hatshepsut
let her eyes rove over those gathered one last time, before she rose from her
seat. Almost immediately her female attendants fell in behind her, their eyes
lowered.


Nobody
spoke as her little procession left the audience room, but someone joined her
retinue, face lowered in respect for her queen.


Hatshepsut
didn’t miss the new presence and turned to face her after entering her wing of
the palace. “Why does one priestess of Isis come to me in this time of grief?
Are you here to offer me your condolences? Or perhaps you’re here to counsel
me?”


“Maybe
I am, my queen, but nonetheless I would prefer our words to remain private.”


Hatshepsut
simply looked at her. 


Aya
was one of the priestess of Isis, young yet powerful within her order, a great
user of magic. Or parlor trick, as Hatshepsut knew they were. She hated this
trapping of religion that contaminated her kingdom, but she wouldn’t dare say
it out loud.


The
priestess was of noble birth, and it showed in her beauty. Hatshepsut let her
eyes wander down Aya’s body, seeing large breasts, wide hips, and a fit body. She
was quite sure the other woman wouldn’t have difficulties finding a husband,
should she desire to leave the temple. 


For
her to be here, now – it probably was a chance that Hatshepsut couldn’t let
pass.


“Leave
us.” She said loudly, and her attendants left as quickly as possible, the two
women remaining alone. “What do you want priestess?”


Aya
bowed once again. “I’m only here to offer my condolences, my lady, and assure
you anything you need and I can provide, I will.”


She
didn’t seem to be lying, but Hatshepsut wondered. “And what have I done to
deserve such enthusiastic support?” If the other woman was a snake it was
better to keep her away, if Aya truly was ready to support her then so much the
better.


“You
are the rightful heir my lady, as you were years ago. I just intend for the
right person to assume the throne, the way it should be.” Aya humbly replied,
lowering her eyes after looking right into Hatshepsut’s.


The
queen was intrigued. She sensed no deception in the other woman’s words, and
the gaze of the priestess’s blue eyes made her feel … lusted after. She
couldn’t help but let an eyebrow rise, she could work with that. The priestess
was attractive enough; it wouldn’t be hard to flirt a little.


Reaching
forward she put a hand on Aya’s chin, caressing her face. The priestess almost
leaned into it.


“And
it’s that the only reason?” She asked a little quieter.


“No,
my lady.” Aya replied, looking once again into the queen’s eyes. “There has
never been a female pharaoh, not once in all the years since Egypt was founded.
My goddess is worshipped as the throne of the pharaoh, as the symbol of its
power and yet a female never yielded that power, only men – as if women weren’t
good enough. That is something I aim to change.”


“Ah.”
A sound of comprehension and pleasure released itself from Hatshepsut’s mouth
almost without her meaning it to. She had finally found someone who thought
like her, who wanted better, and she would use that for all its worth. “What do
you propose then, priestess?”


“Visit
the temple of Isis the day of your husband’s funeral, my lady, and I will have
the support of my temple to offer you.”


Hatshepsut
smiled and let her hand wander lower, letting it linger just above Aya’s
breasts, making the other woman gasp. “Do that priestess, and I will know to
reward you accordingly.”


The
priestess nodded a little jerkily and bowed, lower than before, before
retreating, never turning her back on the queen. 


Hatshepsut
watched her go, resisting the urge to laugh. 


Things
were already going her away and she hadn’t done anything yet.


She
would be pharaoh, and no one would stop her, but first there were precautions
to be taken, deals to be made, and the one with the priestess of Isis was just
the first.


 


 











Chapter 2


 


Hatshepsut
relaxed under her handmaiden’s hands, the girl’s digits pressing firmly against
her back, massaging, while another woman used a wet sponge to clean up her
legs.


Her
husband’s funerary rites had been a particularly boring affair, but necessary,
and now she needed to relax and go to Aya.


Half
an hour was enough for her to finish her bath. After stepping out of the small
pool, she could almost make up her reflection in the water, from her toned
stomach to her large breasts, dark curly hair falling down her back. Hatshepsut
was a beautiful woman and she knew it.


The
attendants applied perfumes and oils to her skin, before dressing her, making
her look like the queen she was. Once Hatshepsut was satisfied they fell in
behind her, following as she moved through the palace.


Hatshepsut
was lost in her own thoughts, wondering if Aya ha found the support she had
promised, so she almost missed it when someone stepped into her path, making
her stop.


Amaunet
was one of her husband’s secondary wives, and her younger sister, daughter of
her father and one of his secondary wives. 


Hatshepsut
knew the younger woman desired what belonged to her, but she never paid Amaunet
much attention, considering her irrelevant. Now things took another tone
because, for once in her life, Amaunet had an advantage over Hatshepsut – she
was the mother of Thutmose II’s only male child – who, according to tradition,
would be the prime candidate to succeed him, if only he wasn’t a toddler.


The
younger woman smirked at her queen nonetheless, looking confident, like she had
nothing to fear and was in complete control of the situation.


Hatshepsut
had always thought Amaunet an arrogant fool and the other woman’s attitude
wasn’t proving her wrong. It was so much easier to outmaneuver someone when
they didn’t even bother to conceal their intentions.


“So
hurried, my queen; busy enjoying the last days in power?” Amaunet smirked,
convinced of her own cleverness.


“Do
you think to replace me as queen, little sister?” Hatshepsut poured all her
venom into these last words, all of her disdain for the other woman. 


Amaunet
wasn’t immune to it and her face darkened, rage pouring through. “My son will
be pharaoh, Hatshepsut. If I were you, I would take hold of my tongue; it can
create you more problems that you can imagine.”


Hatshepsut
laughed, the jewelry in her hair tinkling together. “And how is that going to
happen, dear sister. Do you believe anyone wants a toddler to be their ruler? I
didn’t think you so foolish.”


“We’ll
see who is foolish.” Amaunet replied, lips curving into a smile. “Do you really
think you have the support needed to become pharaoh? You, who are nothing more
than a woman, think to become our ruler?”


“I
suppose one can never tell with you, sister, but are you also not a woman?” Hatshepsut
questioned.


“Yes,
but I know my place. And I know my son’s place.”


“My
place you mean.” Hatshepsut bit out. “My claim is as good as his.”


“We’ll
see who is right, sister.” Amaunet replied. “Unfortunately for you, I have what
really matters in these conflicts.”


“A
brain?” Hatshepsut put out sarcastically.


“An
army.” Amaunet replied, moving forward and stopping in front of her sister. “In
your place I would thread with care, Hatshepsut, or you might pay for it
latter. Would you like to be sent down to service the soldiers? I can make that
happen if you cross a line.”


“You’re
the one crossing a line.” Hatshepsut said through gritted teeth, resisting the
urge to lash out. 


The
other woman seemed too assured of her own victory, of her own words. She needed
to be careful.


Amaunet
smirked. “Or maybe I will make you marry my future husband. Make you his
secondary wife, or perhaps a simple concubine. We wouldn’t want you to be
placed above your place.”


“So
that is your plan?” Hatshepsut questioned, finally understanding her younger
sister’s intentions. “You intend to use your cunt as your weapon against me. Or
maybe you already used it. If I know you, you already spread your legs to
someone who you believe will help you, didn’t you?”


Amaunet
face reddened but she remained silent.


Hatshepsut
smirked, once more assured of her superiority towards the younger woman. “I
have to admit, you make for a very beautiful whore, Amaunet; and quite
good at your job, if anyone is willing to give you an army over it.”


“You’ll
pay for this.” Amaunet promised.


“Maybe.”
Hatshepsut conceded. “But it will not be you who will make me pay for it,
little sister. I have allies also, and we’ll see, at the end of the day, who
will rule, me or your son.”


Having
said her piece, Hatshepsut moved once again, ignoring the other woman. Her
steps were faster and, despite what she had told her younger sister, she was
worried. Amaunet had moved quickly and found someone to back her son. 


If
the younger woman truly had the backing of someone on the military, perhaps one
of the most ambitious generals, then time was of the essence, and Hatshepsut
had to hurry. She supposed she was an idiot for not considering the
possibility; plenty of generals would give up their rights arms for the chance
to be the next pharaoh’s step-father; getting Amaunet as a wife only made the
deal sweeter.


It
took her almost an hour to arrive at the temple of Isis. She made sure her
palanquin passed through the most populated area of the city, letting the
people gaze at her, while servants distributed food.


Slaves
and laborers might have little influence, but every little bit helped, especially
if Amaunet truly had the military at her side.


The
temple of Isis was one of the biggest buildings in the city, only dwarfed by
the royal palace and a few other structures. Like most, its interiors were
decorated in golden hues, every inch of its walls engraved with images and
script.


While
beautiful, Hatshepsut believed it was a little too overdone. Sometimes simpler
things were the best.


The
temple guards bowed and let her pass.


With
a gesture she ordered her attendants to remain at the entrance, and walked
alone, moving into the main chamber. She looked around, surprised at the
absence of any priestess and decided to wait.


When
a minute had passed and no one appeared she started suspecting something.
Temples rarely were left unattended, especially when a queen had been invited
to visit.


Hatshepsut’s
heart started beating faster and she feared a trap. She turned around and
started to leave, but a resonating voice made her still.


“This
is not a trap, little queen, just a meeting.”


The
voice was female, powerful. Hatshepsut felt her bones trembling at the sound
and her skin breaking into goose bumps. She turned to face its origin,
terrified of the unknown.


She
found the woman responsible lazily reclined against one of the columns, almost
as if it was a bed.


Hatshepsut’s
breath caught.


The
other woman was beautiful, almost too much; her skin an almost golden shade,
her hair luxurious and long, wild behind her back, curly, her breasts full and
round.


If
those were her only features of note, she would already be called beautiful and
blessed, but it didn’t stop there. Her body was that of a warrior, muscled and
strong, masculine in some ways, but that only accentuated her more female
features, her round face, her succulent lips.


It
was the two last details of her appearance that made Hatshepsut tremble anew –
golden eyes slit like those of a cat, and ears above her head, black and also
like a cat’s.


The
other woman tilted her head, amused, as if she knew the thoughts in Hatshepsut’s
mind, while the queen’s world imploded on her.


“Oh,
I know what you’re thinking; I am what I am after all.”


Hatshepsut
mind only repeated to itself that it couldn’t be, that the goddess Bastet
couldn’t be in front of her.


“So
you’re going to deny what is in front of your eyes. Tut, tut, little queen, I
hoped better from you.” Bastet said as she approached, her gaze making
Hatshepsut’s catch her breath.


The
would-be-pharaoh’s mind was a mess. She didn’t want to believe her eyes, she
had never believed in gods or any mystical thing, but now she knew they were
true. For one moment she doubted everything she had always believed in, her
knowledge, her attitude and way of life, all which made her who she was.


And
then she shut her doubts away and locked them inside her mind. Later there
would be time to question her beliefs, but first she needed to face what was
right in front of her.


“Hum,”
That sound, coming from Bastet’s mouth, made Hatshepsut shudder in a complete
different manner than before. “I suppose I can see the strength the other three
were talking about; you do have some iron within you.”


Hatshepsut
bowed her head at the goddess, thanking her for the compliment.


“Did
a cat get your tongue, little girl?” Bastet asked, leaning forward, almost
pressing her face against Hatshepsut’s. “Or did you forget how to speak?”


Hatshepsut
gulped, only now realizing how tall the other woman was, her head resting
almost a foot above her. “No, my lady, I was simply unaware if I should speak
out loud in your presence.”


“If
I didn’t want you to speak, I wouldn’t have come to you in the first place,
girl.”


“I
apologize and if you allow me, why did you come to me?” Hatshepsut asked,
curious. She could only think of one reason why the goddess would come to her –
Thutmose II’s succession.


“Yes,
that’s exactly the reason and it reminds me.” Bastet moved before Hatshepsut
could react, the goddess’s hand tangling itself on the queen’s hair and gripping
tightly.


Hatshepsut
cried out at the pain and fell to her knees, guided there by the cat goddess’s
hand. Bastet did not release her hair but relaxed her hold slightly, and
circled Hatshepsut, stopping behind her back.


Hatshepsut
felt the goddess’s foot press against her upper back, pushing her forward;
making her brace herself on her hands and knees. She froze, afraid like she had
never been in her life, knowing she was at the complete mercy of the female
behind her.


She
thought about begging for her life, to plead for the other woman to spare her,
bus Bastet anticipated her.


“No,
don’t do that!” Bastet commanded, her voice grating on Hatshepsut’s ears,
making her tremble anew. “I don’t want to lose the meager of respect I have for
you.”


“Then
what do you want?” The queen asked, her anger momentarily overpowering her
fear.


Bastet
smiled.


“I
don’t like you. I think you’re vain, arrogant, too convinced of your own
prowess, of your world views.” She whispered at Hatshepsut’s ear, her tongue
licking the other woman’s earlobe. “I also don’t believe you deserve the boon
Isis intends to give you, but I suppose she has her reasons. I just don’t
understand why she chose someone who doesn’t believe in us, or at least
didn’t.”


Hatshepsut
froze, her brain considering Bastet’s words. Had she heard the goddess right?
Isis had some kind of boon to offer her?


“Don’t
bother.” The cat goddess continued. “You’re not going to find out what it is
before she’s ready, and I have my own task to perform before that happens.”


Hatshepsut
felt Bastet’s hands on her tunic, slowly pushing the fabric up her body. 


She
fought back against the woman, trying to turn around, to shake her grip off,
but Bastet’s strength was impossible to overcome. 


Bastet
pressed her clawed hands against Hatshepsut’s sides, making the human female
freeze in place. “If you refuse this, you’ll never be pharaoh. You wouldn’t
deny your goddess, would you?” She whispered.


Hatshepsut
shivered and stilled, stopping her struggles. 


Bastet
returned her attentions to Hatshepsut’s tunic, pushing it until it lay pooled
above the queen’s breasts. The goddess’s hands wandered down the other woman’s
body, touching her gently at first, stopping only when they dipped between
Hatshepsut’s thighs. 


The
queen blanched – she wanted to be pharaoh above everything – but she wasn’t her
little sister; she wasn’t ready to sell out her own body for the promise of a
boon, not even to a goddess.


“But
you’re not, little woman.” Bastet voice resonated unnaturally inside the
sanctum, and the queen shivered again. “You’re going to spread your legs like a
good little whore because your goddess commands you, not because you’ll profit
from it.”


Hatshepsut
swallowed, not knowing what to do. She didn’t dare defy Bastet, and she could
feel the goddess’s hands on her thighs, touching, claiming. She knew she should
simply resign herself to her fate, but she hated thinking like that; she wanted
to tell the cat goddess to go fuck herself.


Behind
her, Bastet smiled. She had to admit there was something fun about the queen,
something that sparkled of defiance. It had been too long since any human dared
to confront her, and she found herself enjoying it, even if Hatshepsut didn’t
put much of a struggle.


With
a thought, Bastet’s clothes dissolved into vapor, and her naked body revealed itself.
She pressed her bare hips against Hatshepsut’s buttocks, watching as the
woman’s flinched at the skin-to-skin contact.


The
goddess let her hands move over Hatshepsut’s body, admiring the queen’s charms.


She
touched Hatshepsut’s buttocks, letting her fingers linger for a few moments,
before she moved them up, pressing against the queen’s small back, her touch
feather light.


Bastet
saw goose bumps appeared on the queen’s skin and smiled. “I need to ask you
something, little queen. How do you like to be fucked?”


Hatshepsut
gulped once again, and remained silent, refusing to answer.


“Oh
wait,” Bastet smiled at the defiance. “I don’t care.”


She
reached out and grabbed Hatshepsut’s hair, pulling, making the other woman arch
into her. She just needed to think and her body changed, a cock growing between
her thighs.


Gods
and goddess didn’t have bodies like mortals did. They usually restricted
themselves to a single form, but that was a preference.


Should
Bastet wish to, she could chance her entire appearance, make herself male, or
an animal of some kind, yet at her core she would remain female, because that
was the gender she identified with.


She
circled her cock with one hand, stroking, gripping Hatshepsut’s hair with the
other. She had a task to do, but at least she would enjoy it fully.


Slowly,
Bastet pressed her cock against Hatshepsut’s entrance, letting the hard flesh
trace the woman’s nether lips, making her gasp in surprise.


The
human female tried to turn her head around, wanting to see what the goddess was
doing, but Bastet didn’t allow it, and she was forced to rely on her
imagination to picture what was happening.


The
cat goddess smiled, and kept her motion, waiting until she felt wetness
gathering in the other woman’s cunt, Hatshepsut’s lips starting to glisten. She
leaned forward then, contorting in a way human bodies shouldn’t be able to, her
head poised on Hatshepsut’s shoulder.


“Well,
maybe I was wrong before.” The goddess whispered, wanting to impose her control
over the other woman. “Maybe you are a whore, you got excited enough at the
thought of me fucking you.” She ended with a small push, letting the tip of her
prick slide into the human queen.


Hatshepsut’s
reply was a gasp, and the cat goddess smirked. 


“You
have nothing to say? Perhaps you’re accepting the truth of it.”


Bastet
didn’t let Hatshepsut reply; she leaned down and licked the woman’s neck, then
the top of her spine and trailed down.


Hatshepsut
moaned, feeling much more pleasure that she should from suck a small gesture,
but then maybe she shouldn’t be surprised – the one doing it was a goddess, a
divine being.


Her
pleasure only increased when one of Bastet’s hands cupped her breast, weighting
it, fingers moving over the skin and pulling the nipple, then kneading the
flesh. The goddess’s other hand never left Hatshepsut’s hair, forcing her to
hold her head high, facing forward, and leaving her blind to Bastet’s actions.


It
made the queen furious, at her inability to do anything against the goddess,
being forced to remain still on her hands and knees, waiting to be mounted like
a bitch by a dog.


“I
would prefer some metaphor with cats, but I suppose your assessment isn’t
entirely wrong.” Bastet replied to Hatshepsut’s thoughts with a smirk.


Bastet
didn’t like the human – she hated those that refused to believe in her and
those like her, in their will, but she knew Isis was right and that this woman
was the one who had the best chance to make something they wanted happen – a
woman assuming the role of pharaoh.


She
and her fellow goddess hated how most of humankind’s societies relegated women
to second place, as nothing more than entertainment, housekeepers and wives.


They
wanted more for them.


Which
was somewhat ironic, considering the way they were about to make their will
come to be in Egypt, by fucking the queen like she was a piece of meat. Not
that Bastet had pity for Hatshepsut – the woman clearly wanted to rule – she
should be ready to pay the price of it, but it didn’t mean Bastet was blind to
the sheer irony of it.


“I’m
giving you the choice to say no, little queen?” Bastet spoke. “Do you want to
say no, knowing you’ll never be pharaoh if that happens?”


Hatshepsut
stilled, but shook her head, offering herself to Bastet. She needed to
be pharaoh.


Not
wanting to waste any more time, Bastet pushed into Hatshepsut, sinking her cock
into the queen’s warm pussy.


She
closed her eyes at the sensations she received from her newly-created member. Hatshepsut
was tight, and Bastet enjoyed the way the woman’s nether lips clasped around
her flesh, making her feel every inch of Hatshepsut she conquered.


The
human woman tried to remain silent, wanting things to end as soon as possible,
but she couldn’t. It felt too good, Bastet’s presence within her making her
lose herself to pleasure, making her moan. Bastet was big, bigger than her
husband had been, and her pussy was stretched trying to accommodate Bastet’s flesh.


The
goddess moved back and forth, slowly pushing more and more of herself into the
other woman, making them both writhe with pleasure. She kept playing with Hatshepsut’s
breast, even while she drove forward, her cock disappearing in Hatshepsut’s
depths.


Bastet
thought about speaking some more, trying to rile up Hatshepsut against her,
making her enjoy a bit of the queen’s inutile defiance, but she restrained
herself, simply fucking the other woman. 


She
was feeling to urge to shout as she buried her cock again and again in
Hatshepsut’s cunt, the pleasure mounting, the queen’s grip increasingly tight.
Bastet knew she wouldn’t last long, and she didn’t mind.


Bastet
released Hatshepsut’s hair and let her hand slowly move down the queen’s back,
dipping it beneath her body and cupping the other woman’s mound, her digits
against the clit, playing with it, teasing.


Hatshepsut
moaned loudly in reply, her hips starting to move backwards. Whatever doubts or
reluctance the queen previously had disappeared, and she thought only about her
pleasure, about the feeling of Bastet’s hard cock moving inside of her, until
it became too much and she reached her climax, arching into the goddess.


Bastet
smiled as she heard Hatshepsut scream in rapture, closing her eyes at her own enjoyment,
her thrusts becoming faster and more fun, much more pleasurable. 


She
couldn’t resist and her hands closed around the other woman’s waist, steading
Hatshepsut as Bastet started to slam into her, fucking her much harder than
before.


Hatshepsut
could only brace herself against the floor, her orgasm being extended by the
goddess’s actions, her breasts bouncing back and forth in tandem with Bastet’s
thrusts.


The
goddess sheathed herself inside of the Egyptian queen with a shout, her cock
throbbing and starting to release its seed. She stopped moving, letting it
flow, and both women enjoying their highs.


Slowly
they came down to earth and Bastet lay against Hatshepsut’s back, relaxing.


The
queen let herself be for a few moments, but started moving when she believed
Bastet wouldn’t mind.


“What
are you doing?” Bastet questioned, her grip on the queen’s waist getting
tighter. “I didn’t say you could leave.”


Hatshepsut
opened her mouth to speak, but she felt Bastet’s cock hardening again,
incredibly fast and the goddess mounted her, her weight keeping Hatshepsut
down, forcing her to spread her legs further. 


Bastet
once again took Hatshepsut from behind, moving faster, harder, making it almost
painful, and yet the human queen started to feel that fire in her groin,
feeling the pleasure rising.


Their
motions were more vigorous, and soon enough they both came again, Bastet’s seed
filling the other woman. The goddess rose to her feet then, her gait slow and
relaxed.


Hatshepsut
turned and faced her, while seated on the ground. In her eyes, Bastet saw
anger, rebelliousness, wounded pride. She didn’t like it – the mortal should be
proud to have lain with her.


She
reached forward and grabbed the queen’s hair, her grip tight. “I don’t like the
look in your eyes, little queen.” She willed it and her cock hardened again.


Hatshepsut
tried to look away, but the goddess didn’t allow her.


“You
know what I want, woman.” Bastet said with anger, her grip getting tighter,
pulling the other woman up, making Hatshepsut straighten her back. “Get to it,
your goddess commands you.”


The
queen fumed and tried to look away. When she failed, she sighed, and leaned
forward, poising her lips against the prick’s head, letting her tongue lap at
it. 


Bastet
smiled as the other woman started to pleasure her, her grip getting lighter,
her hand running over Hatshepsut’s head. Bit by bit, the human went further,
her hands poised against Bastet’s thighs, her mouth opening and swallowing the
hard cock.


Hatshepsut
bobbed over the hard flesh, moving back and forth, again and again, her tongue
lapping at it. The queen could taste her own sex on Bastet’s flesh, the
goddess’s remaining seed, and she found herself resisting the urge to moan at
the flavor.


Bastet
knew how affected she was, but remained silent, simply holding unto the queen’s
head. She started moving her hips, slowly fucking Hatshepsut’s face.


It
didn’t take long; Bastet’s cock had been well exercised by Hatshepsut’s cunt.
With a breathy moan she came in the queen’s mouth, her seed running over her
tongue and into her throat, making Hatshepsut swallow her goddess’s seed.


Bastet
didn’t release the other woman until she was completely spent, and then she
moved away, a smile on her lips.


Hatshepsut
got up, ignoring the presence of the goddess, slowly rolling down her tunic,
trying to straighten it. She didn’t look at Bastet, not wanting to call for the
goddess’s attentions.


“If
I wanted you again, looking away from me wouldn’t help you.” Bastet said,
smiling. “I only made you use your mouth on me because your attitude irritated
me, you should learn to be more respectful.”


“I’m
the queen of Egypt; I also deserve respect.” Hatshepsut snapped looking at
where the other woman had been, but finding no one there.


Indeed,
the moment Hatshepsut blinked, Bastet disappeared, as if she was never there.
Only the taste on her mouth and the aches on her knees and pussy convinced
Hatshepsut what happened had been real.


She
looked around for a few moments, trying to find some trace of Bastet, but gave
up soon enough and prepared to leave the temple, making sure no one could
divine what happened, for surely she would never forget it.


 











Chapter 3


 


Amenemhet
was one of the more powerful generals in the military and, if Hatshepsut wasn’t
mistaken, he was the one backing up Amaunet. She could see it in the way he
spoke to her, an almost mocking gait to his gaze.


He
wouldn’t have dared look at her like that while her husband was alive, but now
he seemed too confident, as if he believed her power was at an end.


He
still didn’t dare disrespect her directly – she was the queen of Egypt after
all, but she wasn’t fooled by his demeanor and she would make him pay for it if
she became pharaoh.


For
the moment though, she had to swallow her pride and make small talk, without
alerting him to her suspicions. 


“How
are the preparations for the new campaign in Nubia?” She asked, smiling,
letting him think she was more worried about getting revenge on those that
killed her husband.


“Everything
is in order, my lady.” Amenemhet replied, smiling back at her. “I’m quite
confident everything will go according to plan.”


“That’s
good to hear.” She said, before assuming a more serious disposition. She
gestured for one of her handmaidens to fill the general’s cup. “I would also
like to speak to you about my husband’s succession.”


Amenemhet
didn’t reply immediately, but he let his gaze move over to her attendants, and
she gestured for them to leave her, to give them privacy. He smiled at her.


“I
have to be sincere my lady.” The general started with a tone of voice that was
anything but. “The line of succession is clear in these cases; your husband’s
older male child should inherit.”


“Should?”
She questioned, tilting her head and smiling at him.


He
smiled back. “In this case, the child is barely more than a toddler, and
perhaps a stronger leader should be chosen.”


“If
I made a bid for the title, would you support me?”


He
looked hesitant, but Hatshepsut knew it wasn’t real. “I could be persuaded to
do so.”


“What
would you want?” She asked him, curious. If he wasn’t too greedy, she might
fulfil his request, and in one swift maneuver undermine her younger sister’s
support and increase her own.


Amenemhet
poised his hand on her knee and started to rub, his smiled turning lecherous,
showing yellow teeth.


Hatshepsut
resisted the urge to slap him and call for the guards, but it wasn’t easy. His
touch sickened her.


She
would not spread her legs like a whore to a beast like him, not like her
younger sister had done. It was enough to remember Bastet’s hands on her body
the day before, how the goddess treated her almost like a prostitute, when she
had no way to possibly refuse her advances.


Hatshepsut
didn’t understand why the cat goddess behaved as she did, but she comforted herself
in the knowledge that only someone so far above her as Bastet could dominate
her so.


Without
a word she got up, letting his hand fall to the ground.


His
eyes widened and turned to the door, where her guards stood.


“I
will be pharaoh, general, and it’s a shame you’ve preferred to stand with my
sister instead of me, but I’m sure you’ll eventually see the error of your way.
Pray it won’t be too late.”


Amenemhet
got up and nodded, turning his back on her and leaving without bowing,
disrespecting her once again.


She
would make him pay for that, eventually, but for now she couldn’t risk making a
move and it backfiring on her.


The
rest of the day was a blur. She met with nobles, other army officers and
artisans. She tried to find supporters where she could, allies, people who
would help her, and at the end of it she was exhausted, only wanting a bath and
to get on her bed.


Her
handmaidens bathed her with all care, their hands carrying her worries away,
making her relax. A simple white tunic adorned her afterwards and she moved to
her room.


Hatshepsut
had barely stepped inside when the doors closed with a bang, stopping her
people from following her. She looked around, eyes wide, but the only thing out
of the ordinary where two naked women longing on her bed.


She
stilled and let her eyes rove over them. They were beautiful; tall and strong,
large breasts, hypnotic gazes. It didn’t take long for Hatshepsut to spot some
inhuman features, and she realized what the two beings were.


She
kneeled and bowed her head, prostrating herself before them.


“See
Hathor, this is the advantage of sending Bastet first. Now at least she
believes in us and shows respect.”


Hathor
didn’t reply, but she got up from the bed and moved towards Hatshepsut. She
reached down and ran a hand through the queen’s head, caressing her, and then
pulling her chin up.


“There
is no need to fear us, child.” Her voice was like honey. “We are not here to
harm you, quite the opposite.”


Her
eyes shone with so much love and compassion that Hatshepsut almost broke into
tears. She gazed at the goddess’s face, and then at the cow horns that adorned
it. They were smaller than those of a real cow, but Hatshepsut still found
herself intimidated by them.


Hathor
smiled at Hatshepsut, and her horns receded, until her head was that of a
regular woman. The human queen lowered her eyes, for the first time feeling she
was not worthy to face someone.


Hathor
reached out with her hands, holding Hatshepsut against her chest and carrying
her to the bed, bridal-style.


The
human blushed like she had during her first night with her husband, feeling her
heart beat faster than ever. In Hathor’s arms she felt safe, loved, desired and
cared for, unlike with Bastet the day before.


It
was something she had rarely felt in her life, the obligations of her position
weighting too much on her back.


Gently,
Hathor lowered her to the bed and climbed in, putting Hatshepsut between both
goddesses.


The
queen only had eyes for Hathor, the goddess of love, at least until she felt a
hand on her shoulder, which made her turn and gaze at the other woman. She
looked at the antelope horns adorning the goddess’s head and realized she was
Satet, the goddess of fertility.


“What
are you doing here?” Hatshepsut questioned, emboldened by the gentleness the
goddesses were displaying.


The
two divine women exchanged looks. “Bastet didn’t explain what she came here to
do yesterday, but it was simply the first step of the road that will make you
pharaoh.”


Hatshepsut
blushed when thinking about what happened with Bastet. She knew it was the
goddesses’ presence that was affecting her so – she had never blushed too
easily before.


Hathor
started caressing her face. “Bastet did what she did for a reason”.


“Although
she didn’t need to do it as she did,” Satet interrupted, moving forward and
pressing against Hatshepsut’s back. “But I suppose we should have expected
something like that from her – she’s a war goddess and a cat, fickly creatures
in all matters.”


“That
might be,” Hathor interrupted with a look directed at her companion. “But what
she did was necessary, even if she was too forceful due to the fact you did not
believe in us.” The goddess finished with a delicate caress to Hatshepsut’s
face.


“And
the fact she makes love like she does war.” Satet continued, ignoring Hathor’s
warning gaze. “As if she was conquering instead of trying to please her lovers
– you saw that last night.”


Hatshepsut
nodded, not saying anything, not daring to talk about the cat goddess least she
invoke her wrath.


Hathor
sighed and grabbed Hatshepsut’s face, planting a kiss on her lips. “What she
did was necessary, child. The pharaoh is our representative on this realm, and
as such there are some side effects to his divine essence. In this case it
meant your womb was saturated by your husband’s energies, and you wouldn’t be
able to conceive otherwise, only he could impregnate you.”


Satet
laid a kiss beneath Hatshepsut’s ear, letting her tongue taste the woman’s
skin. “Bastet cleansed those energies with her seed last night, which means now
you could lay with a man and give him a child.”


“But
that is not what is going to happen.” Hathor continued. “And that is why we are
here. For a conception to normally occur you need a male and a female – it’s
about the soul you see; only the union of man and woman can usually create a
new soul.”


“I
don’t understand.” Hatshepsut replied, looking confused from one goddess to
another. “What does that have to do with anything?”


The
goddesses exchanged looks once again. “Isis is the one who gives the power to
the pharaoh, the one who in the end choses him or her. In this case, and to
show her support for you, she will come to you and from your union a child will
be born.” Hathor said.


Hatshepsut
opened her mouth and closed it without saying anything, her mind busy
processing Hathor’s words. Isis wanted to have a child with her?


Satet
knew of her doubts, and pressed her body harder against Hatshepsut’s back,
letting her hands glide beneath the woman’s tunic, touching her, making her
shiver. “Don’t worry about it,” She said against the queen’s ear. “You’ll be
our chosen in this earth, and your child will be revered by your people.”


Hatshepsut
tried, but her thoughts got the better of her. How could she not think about
what Hathor and Satet told her?


Hathor
sighed and leaned forward, kissing Hatshepsut, interrupting her thoughts.


The
queen shivered as she felt her nipples hardening, goose bump appearing on her
skin. Hathor’s tongue dueled with hers and, together with Satet’s presence at
her back, proved to be too much. She forgot about all her worries, letting
herself be taken by pleasure.


The
goddesses’ hands roved over her body, slowly undressing her. Hatshepsut
shivered again, this time from the chill, making Hathor and Satet press their
bodies against her, warming her.


Hatshepsut
didn’t care that she had never loved another woman, much less two; she just
knew she needed them, to feel their hands and mouths upon her.


Hathor
and Satet knew this and they had mercy on her. They laid the human queen on the
bed, letting their gazes rove over her body, making her feel wanted and
desired.


Hatshepsut
knew she wasn’t as stunning as the goddesses above her, but their eyes made her
feel beautiful.


The
goddesses moved at the same time, leaning down and letting their hands move
over Hatshepsut’s body, touching her face, her neck and collarbone, her breasts
and then moving down.


The
queen let them, moaning as their skin touched hers, spreading her legs and
showing them the wetness between her thighs.


Satet
smirked and she cupped the queen’s mound, making her arch from the bed, her
breaths bouncing with the motion, drawing Hathor’s gaze.


The
love goddess leaned down and let her tongue taste Hatshepsut’s nipple, her eyes
fixed on the human’s, watching as the lust overwhelmed her. She felt one of the
woman’s hands latch onto her hair, keeping her prisoner against the breast.


She
smiled and put a hand on Hatshepsut’s stomach, gently rubbing, soothing the
other woman.


Satet
remained still for a few moments, watching them, before she let her fingers run
over Hatshepsut’s curls, dipping her hand between the human’s thighs.


Hatshepsut
moaned and arched once again, thrusting against Satet’s hand. The fertility
goddess teased her, her digits moving over the queen’s nether lips, tracing
them and making the human whimper with need.


Meanwhile,
Hathor bit Hatshepsut’s nipple, turning the woman’s whimpers into moans, her
hand playing with the queen’s other breast.


The
pleasure became too much to bear and Hatshepsut moaned louder than before,
almost shaking with it. Hathor’s mouth and hands made her breasts feel on fire,
while sweat gathered between the mounds. Satet’s touch was just as good,
especially once the goddess stopped playing and pressed two fingers against the
queen’s opening, slowly penetrating her.


Hatshepsut
came with a shout, her body tensed like a bowstring, her pussy grasping at
Satet’s fingers. She trembled and tried to speak, but the two goddesses didn’t
give her a chance, continuing their motions, trying to prolong her pleasure,
making feel aftershock after aftershock, until she floundered in the bed,
exhausted.


The
two goddesses smiled at one another, and leaned down, poising their bodies
against the human’s. They took turns kissing Hatshepsut, until the woman
regained her strength and clutched at them.


“This
isn’t over yet,” Satet whispered with one hand on the queen’s thigh.  “Our task
will take the rest of the night.”


“What
is your task exactly?” Hatshepsut questioned. She didn’t particularly care
about it at the moment, but knew later she would regret not asking.


“Think
about us like farmers preparing a field for being planted.” Hathor replied,
putting one hand over Hatshepsut’s womb. “As we told you before, usually two
females can’t conceive together, even if they have the necessary equipment. As
goddesses we can bypass that little obstacle, but it requires a little
something.”


“That’s
what you’re doing?” Hatshepsut asked, looking right into Hathor’s eyes. “You’re
preparing my womb to be capable of receiving Isis’s child?”


“Yes.”
Satet confirmed, pressing a kiss against Hatshepsut’s cheek.


The
other woman nodded and turned to the goddess, kissing her on the lips, her body
sinking into the mattress as Satet climbed on top of her.


The
goddess’s kiss was harsh, almost suffocating Hatshepsut with her want.


Hatshepsut
could only kiss back, holding unto Satet, her hands moving over the goddess’s
body, stopping to cup her buttocks. The other female moaned at that touch,
breathing deeply, their chests brushing against one another.


Hathor
looked from the side, until she couldn’t resist anymore and pushed against
them, making them roll over the bed, Hatshepsut ending on top of Satet. Hathor
smiled at the sight and leaned forward, pressing against the queen’s back, her
hips against the dark haired woman’s buttocks.


Hatshepsut
moaned again, imprisoned between two goddesses and desiring them more than
anything.


They
didn’t disappoint and made Hatshepsut lay against the bed, Hathor slipping
between her legs, using her mouth on the queen’s sex. She kissed the curls
above Hatshepsut’s pussy, letting her tongue trail to the queen’s nether lips,
tasting them, and kissing, her tongue tracing those wet lips.


Hatshepsut
moaned again and again, moving her legs and putting them atop the goddess’s
shoulders, imprisoning the other female.


While
it happened, Satet claimed her mouth, silencing her cries of pleasure.


It
didn’t take long for Hatshepsut to reach her peak once again, Satet swallowing
her cries.


The
goddesses exchanged places then, and Hathor kissed the queen, letting her taste
her own pleasure, while Satet feasted on the human’s cunt.


It
happened again and again, the goddesses tasting her in turn, until Hatshepsut
thought she would go crazy with pleasure. That was when Hathor climbed her body
and spread her legs, offering herself to the human queen, letting her gaze at
her sex.


Hatshepsut
didn’t even think about it – she didn’t care she had never done something like
it, that she had never even wondered about being with a woman. She reached
forward and ran her tongue over the goddess’s slit, tasting her, smelling her,
her hands moving to Hathor’s buttocks and pulling the goddess tighter against
her mouth.


Satet’s
fingers pushed in and out of the queen’s pussy while the woman pleasured
Hathor, its wet fleshy sounds coloring their lovemaking.


Hathor
put her hands on Hatshepsut’s hair, and tightened her grip when she felt her
own climax near, jerkily thrusting her hips against the human’s mouth.


Hatshepsut
licked the honey from Hathor’s sex and the taste of it felt almost as good as
her own pleasure.


Afterwards
it was Satet’s time to feel the pleasure of Hatshepsut’s tongue, the goddess of
fertility shouting out loud with every caress of the queen’s tongue.


The
three of them made love all night long, and when dawn came, the two goddesses
left Hatshepsut, kissing her goodbye and leaving her sleeping in her bed, lost
in dreams of pleasure and joy.


 


 


 


 


 











Chapter 4


 


Hatshepsut
woke with the twilight, the sun fading away in her windows. 


Torches
illuminated her palace.


She
got up in a daze, her body moving almost automatically. She didn’t dress
herself, simply started walking. There was a presence in her palace, a voice in
her mind, calling for her. 


Hatshepsut
knew whose voice she was hearing. 


She
left her room, uncaring of her nakedness, knowing no one would cross her path. 


Her
feet took her towards the baths, her body thrumming with the goddess’s voice.
She felt like she was pulled towards the other woman. She entered the baths and
faced Isis, goddess of magic.


Like
all goddesses Hatshepsut had met, she was beautiful.


She
was paler than Hatshepsut herself, or the goddesses that visited her before,
skin almost white. Like Hathor and Satet she was naked, but wore no headdress,
nothing adorner her head. Her curly, almost golden hair, was kept long,
creating an almost halo around the goddess’s face.


Blue
eyes looked back at Hatshepsut, evaluating her just as intricately as she did
Isis.


The
goddess also had two giant wings flowing out of her back, their feathers an
spectacle of blue, green and gold, spread out while Isis sat in the edge of the
small pool. 


It
wasn’t the wings that most drew the queen’s gaze however, it was the giant cock
that Isis sported, the biggest prick the human female had ever seen in her
life.


Isis
had her legs spread open, not ashamed to show her sex. She smiled at Hatshepsut
and gestured for the woman to approach. “You have nothing to fear from me.”


Hatshepsut
moved towards the other female, strutting a little, wanting the goddess to look
at her with lust in her eyes. From Isis’s smile while Hatshepsut approached,
the goddess knew what she was doing, but didn’t stop her.


Hatshepsut
entered the water slowly, almost gliding until she faced the goddess of magic.
She let her eyes feast on Isis body, seeing breasts heaving with every breath
the goddess took, toned muscles and soft skin.


She
climbed into Isis’s lap without the goddess having to prompt her, imprisoning
the hard cock between their bodies, her pussy rubbing against it.


Isis
smirked, reaching out and caressing the queen’s face. “I take it you’re not
against this.”


Hatshepsut
shook her head from side to side. There was something completely desirable
about Isis and she wasn’t about to pass up the chance to enjoy her. At that
moment she didn’t even care about the objective of their encounter, she didn’t
care about being pharaoh.


She
just wanted Isis’s cock inside of her.


They
didn’t exchange words. 


Hatshepsut
started moving up and down, stroking Isis’s cock with her pussy, wet lips
rubbing against that hard shaft.


Isis
didn’t move at first, content in watching the human woman’s motions, but
eventually she reached forward and kissed Hatshepsut, her mouth claiming the
other woman.


Hatshepsut
moaned and kissed back, her arms circling Isis and brushing against the
feathers on the goddess’s wings. She paused at the sensation, and gazed once
against at the wings, before focusing on Isis’s lips, tasting them. The queen
kept moving up and down, her body rubbing along Isis’s body, breasts against
breasts, and her pussy against the goddess’s cock.


Their
motions reached a crescendo, and when the human queen moved down she found the
hard prick pressing against her entrance. Hatshepsut focused on Isis’s eyes,
seeing that emerald gaze looking back at her.


She
smiled and let herself fall, sinking into the goddess’s hard flesh.


Isis
didn’t take her eyes of Hatshepsut, seeing the human close hers in a sign of
pleasure as the goddess’s cock started to fill her. Hatshepsut released a
breathy moan, her breasts heaving with the motion. Isis reached out and grabbed
the queen’s waist, steading her.


Hatshepsut
opened her eyes and looked back at the goddess, smiling, before she moved up once
again.


Hatshepsut
moved up and down, riding Isis’s cock, until she could take the prick’s entire
length inside of her. She stopped then, seated on Isis lap, resisting the urge
to moan, simply clutching the other female.


The
goddess smiled and kissed Hatshepsut’s forehead, almost like a mother would,
before she gripped the woman’s waist and moved her up, slowly, almost painfully
so, feeling every inch of cock that became uncovered by the queen’s warmth.


She
stopped when only the tip remained inside Hatshepsut, and then she let the
queen fall, gently, sheathing herself once again in the other woman.


Isis
repeated the motion again and again, gaining speed, waiting until the queen was
used to the feeling of her cock to reach a furious pace. The goddess made
Hatshepsut ride her cock, not caring for the queen’s screams of pleasure, or
the woman’s grip on her shoulders. She just wanted to fuck Hatshepsut.


Hatshepsut
danced over Isis lap, moans constantly released from her mouth. She could feel
her orgasm nearing and sped up, while the goddess tightened her grip, Isis’s
cock starting to throb.


She
moved up and down one last time, and both women came, Hatshepsut’s cunt
tightening around Isis’s cock, which in turn released its seed inside the queen
of Egypt.


Afterwards,
Hatshepsut lay there, enjoying the pleasure of her climax; Isis’s cock was
still rock hard inside of her, the goddess’s arms and wings surrounding her,
almost creating a cocoon around her body. She poised her forehead against
Isis’s and moaned slightly.


The
goddess replied by reaching out and kissing her, tongue sneaking past
Hatshepsut’s lips.


Their
kiss soon turned heated and Hatshepsut started to ride the goddess once again,
feeling the large cock moving in and out of her.


Suddenly,
Isis got to her feet, never losing her grip around Hatshepsut’s waist, moving
them until they stood in the middle of the pool. The human never stopped
moving, her body bouncing up and down over Isis’s cock, her breasts rubbing
against the goddess’s.


Isis
started thrusting against her then, fast, almost hurting Hatshepsut. It didn’t
take them long to reach another climax, and both came, once again at the same
time.


The
goddess started walking; taking them towards Hatshepsut’s quarters, the queen
lying against her, legs around Isis’s waist, their sexes joining them together.


They
arrived at the queen’s quarters and Isis gently poised Hatshepsut on the bed,
running a hand through her hair, caressing her face.


“Why
me?” The human woman asked, facing Isis’s green eyes. “Why did you choose me to
bear your child, to be your chosen?”


Isis
sighed and laid against her, their naked bodies pressed together, Hatshepsut
lying on top of one of the goddess’s wings. 


Like
the human imagined, they were soft and inviting, making her wish to sleep atop
them.


“There
are many reasons why you were chosen.” Isis started, her gaze focused far away.
“One of them is that I genuinely believe you will be a great pharaoh. You have
the qualities to rule: you’re intelligent, but limit yourself to the matters
you know about, you trust your advisers’ council, you are merciful.”


“But
that is not the only reason, is it?” Hatshepsut said with a smile, leaning
forward and pressing her body against Isis’s. She wanted to bask in the other
woman’s warmth.


“No,”
Isis confirmed with a nod. “Another reason is that you were cheated out of the
position simply because you were a woman – your father knew you were the best
candidate for it, but he did not wish to go against tradition. I can tell you
that infuriated more than one goddess, me included. So this is also a way to
give you back your rightful place.”


“And
the choice, to join what was right, with what was pleasurable, was yours?”
Hatshepsut pointed their joined bodies with a smile.


Isis
rolled and topped the other woman, smiling down at Hatshepsut and leaning down
to claim her lips. “I simply used the opportunity to strengthen the faith of
the peoples of Egypt, while giving you the legitimacy you needed. No one will
dare deny you your throne after this.”


Hatshepsut
kissed back, hands wandering over Isis’s body. The goddess replied in kind,
touching the queen’s breasts, her stomach, her thighs.


Isis
could feel her cock hardening once again, and she moved down Hatshepsut’s body,
her lips never leaving the queen’s skin, touching, caressing, her tongue
tasting the other woman.


When
she stopped over Hatshepsut’s sex the queen moaned, spreading her legs in
anticipation.


Isis
inhaled, scenting that flavor of female arousal, before she let her mouth trail
over Hatshepsut’s nether lips, tracing them, licking them and making the human
scream in pleasure.


In
turn, Hatshepsut put her legs over Isis’s shoulders, pulling the goddess
against her sex, her feet brushing against the woman’s wings.


Isis’s
tongue made the human woman forget about anything but pleasure, the rough
muscle bringing Hatshepsut again and again to the point of delirium. The woman
writhed under Isis’s touch, thrusting against the goddess’s face, wanting
Isis’s tongue deeper inside.


The
goddess only stopped when Hatshepsut despaired and came, screaming her pleasure
out loud.


After,
Isis climbed up Hatshepsut’s body, leaving a trail of saliva. She kissed the
human, letting Hatshepsut taste herself on her mouth, while her hard cock
pressed against the queen’s navel.


Hatshepsut
moaned and spread her legs, hooking them around Isis’s back, drawing the
goddess into her body.


The
pale woman gladly moved forward and pressed her cock against Hatshepsut’s
entrance, teasing her for a few moments before thrusting. Their lovemaking was
both slower than before, and harsher. Isis thrust harder, and then let herself
remain inside the other woman for a while, before retreating and advancing once
again.


Hatshepsut
arched into the goddess, her hooked legs helping her move into Isis’s thrusts,
turning their soft lovemaking into hard fucking. It didn’t take them long to
reach the point of no return and both women came screaming out loud.


Isis
closed her eyes as she sheathed her cock inside of Hatshepsut, feeling the hard
member throb and release her seed into the other woman. The goddess knew the
moment when her child was conceived, and she smiled, before reaching forward
and kissing the queen’s lips.


Hatshepsut
kissed back, wanting her pleasure to last forever, knowing it couldn’t.


Eventually
they came down from their highs, Isis pulling Hatshepsut into her arms,
hugging, kissing her face, her eyelids, and her lips, their naked bodies
pressed tightly against one another.


Hatshepsut
remained like that for a while, but then she looked at Isis’s cock, seeing its
flaccid state and moved down the goddess’s body, taking Isis’s member into her
mouth.


Isis
didn’t resist, knowing her task was finished, but wanting to have Hatshepsut
once again. She shrugged, and decided to give up, her hands reaching for
Hatshepsut’s head.


What
came next was simply for the sheer pleasure of it and she never regretted it.


And
neither did Hatshepsut.









Epilogue


 


Hatshepsut
was crowned pharaoh less than a week after Isis’s visit – which wasn’t too
surprising after every person in Egypt had a dream in which Isis herself
crowned Hatshepsut.


The
new pharaoh only thanked the gods that the dream wasn’t as vivid as what
happened between her and the goddess, although rumors that she was carrying
Isis’s child started being whispered, encouraged by Isis’s priestesses.


The
first matter that Hatshepsut took care of was the punishment of those that
tried to usurp her place.


Amenemhet
was executed, suffering the greatest punishment due to his position as a
general of the Egyptian army.


Amaunet,
Hatshepsut’s younger sister was treated with far more mercy. The new pharaoh
arranged a marriage between her and a minor noble, making the other woman
relocate to the country’s border, where she would never again be able to strike
against Hatshepsut.


The
younger female bowed to her new liege before she left, acknowledging her as her
new ruler, and thanking her for her mercy. She knew Hatshepsut could have
easily killed her and her child.


Hatshepsut
became one of the greatest rulers in Egypt’s history, someone who focused on
the development of her country, forsaking war in faraway lands, and her dynasty
lasted for a thousand years, the blessings of her gods and goddesses shining
upon her descendants.


The end
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You can also contact me at julie_law@outlook.com, and tell me what you
liked (or hated) about my short story.


Check
out my author page for some of my other
works.
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Little Mermaid


(Futanari Erotica Fairy
Tales)


Princess
Amelia sailed on a ship towards her future husband when she saw something
beneath the waves. Ever curious, she decided to inspect it and was surprised
when the most beautiful woman she had ever seen jumped out of the ocean and
came to her.


Melody
was a mermaid, one of the sea maidens, and when she saw the reflection of
Amelia’s fiery hair on the water she knew she had found her soul mate. There
was only one problem – Amelia was a human.


Soon
enough she realized that didn’t matter. Melody was prepared to give up
everything for a chance with her love, even if that meant she would lose her
life.


Little
mermaid is a book in the Futanari Erotica Fairy Tales series. It features
futanari (dickgirl) sex, breeding (impregnation), futa on female and magical
transformations. For adults only!


Amazon.com  Amazon.co.uk


 





Queen Arthur


(Futanari Erotica Fairy
Tales)


Morgana
knew the truth about King Arthur and because of that she ran from her arranged
marriage, leaving Camelot behind.


What
she couldn’t have known was that her actions would embark her in the greatest
adventure of her life, or the powers she would gain from it.


Now,
years later she’s captured by Arthur’s knights, but she had magic and would
resist the king’s attempts at breaking her, and if she failed she would make
Arthur’s life a living hell. 


It’s
a shame plans rarely survive contact with the enemy.


Queen
Arthur is a book in the Futanari Erotica Fairy Tales series. It features
futanari (dickgirl) sex, breeding (impregnation), futa on female, lesbian
threesomes and magical transformation. For adults only!


Amazon.com  Amazon.co.uk


 





Cinderella


(Futanari Erotica Fairy
Tales)


Cinderella’s
life took a turn for the worse after her father’s death. Where before she had a
life of a princess, with all the riches and comfort she desired, now she was
treated as a servant, forced to clean, cook and sew for her step-family. 


Her
life only improved when she found something about herself, something she
realized wasn't normal – and it improved because her stepsisters decided to
make good use of what lay between her legs. 


Has
futa on female, lesbian threesome. 


Amazon.com  Amazon.co.uk
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