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Ruling the Partner

It had taken years of research, funding and planning but finally it was all paying off. Erica and Jack had managed to discover the ancient kingdom they had been searching for.

The castle of Kaava was a legend which had passed through all archaeological circles since before anybody could remember. It spoke of a missing kingdom that belonged to a long forgotten race, that was located deep in the middle of a mysterious jungle.

Naturally every archaeologist dreamed of being able to discover such a thing but very few ever took the stories as more than myth. Erica and Jack were two of those people.

Erica and Jack were both young archaeologists who had broken onto the scene together at around the same time which was how they managed to form a bond as partners and rivals. They worked together and pushed each other to bigger and better things and it was that will which led to the two of them working together to seek out one of their field’s fairy tales.

They researched through books and libraries long discarded. They’d battled valiantly to earn the money they needed. They’d planned carefully for a one time chance at discovery and it had all paid off, the city was right in front of their eyes.

“I can’t believe we’ve really found it,” Erica said as they looked over the stone structure that was buried under overflowing green.

She was still only twenty nine years old and already she’d discovered something incredible, more incredible than any of her peers.

Erica had long brown hair which she had tied up in a handy ponytail, tanned skin from her time outdoors as well as a trim, toned, fit body. Despite her brains being her main asset she was a very good looking lady.

“You better believe,” Jack replied, “This is why we came here, isn’t it?”

Jack was the same age as her and was in exactly the same situation. This discovering would cause their names to go down in history!

He was tall, handsome and rugged. Like her his skin was darkened by the sun’s rays and his figure was covered in firm muscle. Some of the elder archaeologists were envious of his appearance but Jack never gave them the time of day.

“Yes I know, I know, it’s just… we really discovered Kaava.”

Despite starting on this expedition the two didn’t discount the possibility that the myth truly was a myth, however now they had no doubts that the entire story was real which meant a prize was waiting for them inside.

Every story about Kaava spoke about the golden, jeweled encrusted, crown which sat in its center, a device which supposedly gave the king great power. If the kingdom was real then surely the crown had to be too.

“We can’t stop here, can we?” Jack said with an excited grin on his face, “If this is the real Kaava then we need to get the crown as proof.”

“Naturally. We’ve come too far to stop now. We’re not going back without that crown.”

Like a pair of eager children the two moved from their vantage point and set off for the entrance. They’d discovered the castle, now it was time to claim the spoils.


The long lost city of Kaava was such a stunning location. Even if time had taken its toll the crumbling kingdom was a sight for sore eyes.

Erica and Jack were stunned by the sights and the structures they saw as they wandered through the ancient location. There was simply too much for two people to take in, the kingdom was just too vast. That was why they simply concentrated on their prize.

Following the legends they made their way right to the center of the castle, to the throne room which was one the domain of the civilization’s king but was now just an empty and derelict place like everything else in the forgotten city.

“Do you think this is the place?” Erica asked as they entered a huge room after a long trek.

“If it is then the crown should be just up ahead.”

As they wandered in deeper they finally noticed something, something sparkling against the rays of light which slipped in through the cracks in the crumbling walls. In a city of stone and greenery it naturally stood out.

Sitting on the throne, which was once occupied by the kingdom’s ruler, was the prize they had been seeking, the crown.

“There it is, it’s real, it’s really real,” Erica cheered in glee as she sped up with her partner by her side.

“I can’t believe it’s really here,” Jack seconded, “I can’t believe we found it. This is the greatest discovery in archaeology history!”

“We’ll go down as legends after this. The people who discovered the lost city of Kaava, who found the ancient crown of Kaava.”

Jack reached forward and lifted the crown from its pedestal. It truly was a beautiful thing, made from solid gold and encrusted with different colored jewels like diamonds, rubies and sapphires.

“The legends said that the crown carried a great power,” Jack mumbled as he looked it over, “It definitely doesn’t feel powerful.”

“Hey be careful with that thing.”

“I know what I’m doing, besides it’s been sitting here for hundreds of years, it’s not gonna crumble from this.”

“That’s our life’s work, I don’t want to take any chances.”

While Erica was stressing out, Jack lifted the crown and placed it upon his own temple.

“Come on, doesn’t it suit me?”

Jack chuckled to himself as his partner rolled her eyes. However that was when he felt something, felt some strange energy surging around him.

“King of Kaava.”

What was that? Jack was sure he heard something but it wasn’t coming from around him, it felt like it was coming from within his own head.

“My power is yours to use as you see fit.”

There was definitely a voice, a voice which wasn’t his booming in his mind, a voice which he could not control.

“Wear me and command all those around you.”

Those words, those phrases, it couldn’t be the crown could it? It was madness yes but hearing voices was madness to begin with.

“Everyone is made to obey you.”

Seriously what was going on? What was that voice, what did it mean? Could it really be the crown doing it all?

“Hey, Jack!”

The yelling voice of his partner snapped Jack from his trance like state. He felt strange, kind of disoriented.

“Woah… what just happened?”

“You tell me. You put that crown on then you started staring off in the distance and ignoring me. I was seriously freaked out.”

She wasn’t the only one. She hadn’t even heard that voice, it seemed. It truly had been in his head only.

“I guess I just got a bit carried away daydreaming, nothing to worry about.”

“Fine, just don’t scare me like that,” Erica sighed, “Now stop goofing around with that thing and let’s head back.”

“Oh yeah, sure thing.”

Jack removed the crown and they placed it in their rucksack for safe keeping. It was a long way back to civilization and they couldn’t risk losing their prize. They’d discovered a legendary artifact, they had to look after it.


Due to how deep Kaava was located in the wilderness, Erica and Jack had to spend several nights sleeping in the jungle before they made it to the edge, just the two of them.

Sleeping in the rough wasn’t anything the two were aversed to. They were archaeologists, they were used to camping out like that and had had to do so on their way to the ancient city to begin with. The only difference was now they were carrying serious cargo.

Because they wanted to protect the crown at all costs, the two of them were taking sleeping shifts so that nobody could come and steal the goods; they didn’t want to take any risks.

It was late at night and it was Jack’s turn to keep watch for thieves. Erica had just came off a turn and was tucked into a sleeping bag, deep in slumber. It was Jack alone with the crown.

Jack couldn’t forget what had happened earlier in the day when he had adorned the crown and felt a presence in his mind, and had heard a voice talking to him, calling out to him. He’d kept it secret from Erica and now he wanted to know more about it.

He opened up the rucksack and unwrapped the crown from its cloth coating. It looked just as beautiful under the moonlight as it did glistening in that throne room.

Despite the fact that it was such a stunning artifact, which could probably fetch a considerable sum if it was pawned off rather than what they intended for it, there was nothing about it which screamed mysterious power. However Jack was captured by the urge to try it on again.

Nothing magical happened as he put it on. There was no flash of light and no surge of energy but for some reason he felt different. It felt right to wear the crown.

This time there were no voices telling him what to do, he simply remembered the words he had heard. Command those around you, they are made to obey. What did they mean? The crown was said to have a great power that helped the king to rule his people. Could it really be something like the power to control?

Jack got lost in his thoughts for quite some time, revelling in the mystery, the secrets of the crown. Again he had to be snapped out of his trance and again it was by Erica.

“What are you doing with that?” she groaned at him, “You were supposed to be looking after it, not wearing it. Seriously I can’t leave you alone for five minutes.”

Who did she think she was talking to him like that? When did she get named the boss? They were equal partners, there was no superior amongst them and even if there was it should have been him.

Where were such thoughts coming from? He didn’t know, they weren’t his usual train of thought but right there and then he saw himself as the one who should be in charge.

“I don’t like your tone,” he said to her, “Don’t speak to me like that. Apologize right now.”

Erica was not a subservient woman. She’d always been feisty, she wasn’t one to back down so easily but when he ordered, she obeyed.

“I’m sorry for speaking out of turn,” Erica mumbled as she lowered her head.

That wasn’t like her, it wasn’t like her at all but Jack kind of liked it. He liked being spoken to with respect, he liked when she obeyed his instructions.

“Much better. I’ll wear this crown if I want to wear it, understand?”

“Yes Jack, I’m sorry.”

Meekly apologizing so easily, this simply wasn’t like Erica one bit. Jack was starting to get very excited. It could have always been her exhaustion making her more submissive but he didn’t think so, there was only one possibility in his mind.

“I’m glad you understand. Now come over here and give me a kiss.”

What? He even surprised himself with that instruction. What was he saying to her? Was it him who was suffering from a lack of sleep?

Of course Jack had always found Erica highly attractive because she simply was. She had a beautiful face and a hot body which gave her a lot of admirers amongst the other archaeologists back home. However Jack had been with her for so long he’d stopped seeing her as a woman, or so he thought, then suddenly he was blurring out commands like that!

As he was still recovering from the shock of what was coming out of his mouth, Erica came and pressed something against it as she followed through with the command and delivered a kiss.

It didn’t last for long, little more than a second but it got his instincts flowing again. He ordered her and she performed. He truly felt like a king, like a man who could have anything.

Suddenly Jack was very much seeing Erica as a woman.

“Take your clothes off for me,” he ordered again, confidence growing.

“Yes Jack,” she responded, completely obediently once more, before starting to perform the deed.

Like him she was sleeping in her usual daywear which meant being packed up into a tight pair of olive green shorts and a shirt, along with some dirty brown boots. It wasn’t sexy which was why it all needed to come off.

Erica popped her shirt open and peeled it down her body, exposing her large breasts contained in a white bra. Then she followed up by sliding her thumbs into her waistband and rolling her hips, undressing her lower half.

Her shorts dropped down around her ankles as she kicked her boots away and let it all tumble down. Suddenly the tanned beauty was wearing nothing but her underwear.

She looked so darn good in so little. She had such a good body, all of that time outdoors had given her a flat stomach and a firm, round, ass. Jack could feel his excitement throbbing down below.

“Good but not enough,” he growled as his greedy eyes looked over her, “The underwear, lose it.”

After delivering a single nod she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, allowing the fabric to tumble away, exposing her front completely, showing him her bare, pink, nipples. He’d seen her in a bikini before so the underwear was nothing too far but this was his first time seeing her naked.

Once her bra was taken care of, Erica reached down and wiggled herself out of her panties, fully undressing down to her birthday suit before his very eyes.

“Is this what you wanted?” she asked, completely under his spell.

The hardness in his pants approached its fullness, his bulge forming a large tent unlike the one they were sleeping in, one that gave him no chance of slumbering until it was taken care of.

Jack soaked in the sight of her stunning, naked, body, his confidence growing even greater as she obeyed him without complaint. He felt like an alpha male; like a king.

He reached down and unbuckled his pants, freeing the beast which he had suffocating within. His rock hard shaft came springing out, throbbing for attention, and he knew exactly where to get it from.

“Kneel,” he ordered and she obeyed, dropping down in front of him, before him, “Now suck my cock.”

His voice was more than hypnotic, it was simply powerful and Erica couldn’t help but listen and do. It felt so right to serve him, she couldn’t help it. Suddenly he just seemed so mighty.

Erica opened up and wrapped her lips around the head of Jack’s engrossed shaft, moans slipping free as she purred like a minx, happy to please her king. She didn’t know where such thoughts were coming from, they were new and oh so strong; irresistible.

She lathered her tongue around the very tip of his manhood as she rolled her head back and forth, suckling on his rod, pleasuring his length. It was good to serve.

“Deeper,” he growled as he held his hands behind his head and savored the moment, savored the feeling of that hot mouth wrapped around his dick.

Of course it goes without saying that she did as she was told, her lips sliding further down his shaft, swallowing the inches into her insides as she pushed herself lower and lower, towards the base. She knew he wouldn’t be satisfied until she was as low as she could go.

Trickles of drool ran from her lips as she lathered his size up in spit, glossing it in saliva, lubricating it up so that it could fit where it needed to go and that was in the very limits of her mouth; into her throat.

Her tongue worked the head and her lips the shaft as she made his dick shine in her slobber before she finally gave the push that she needed to, pressing his stiffness in deep until his cock was compressed in her tightness and her lips were sealed to the very base.

Jack threw his head back and groaned as every inch of his hard dick was pleasured in her embrace. She was such a good servant and she was getting him off.

“That’s it,” he growled as he reached down and held her head, fingers curling into her brunette locks, keeping her pinned nice and deep down his manhood, “Keep going, I’m almost there.”

Erica couldn’t go too far because of his hold but she could still buck in place, her lips slapping down into his body as her tight throat embrace pumped his throbbing shaft again and again and again.

Saliva dripped free as the air was filled with the sound of wet slurping, Erica working with a one track mind to please him, with positive results. Her sudden, intense, deep throat attack got his urges flowing.

Jack’s entire body tensed in place as something began to surge through him, something hot, thick and explosive and with a roar he let it all out; he came into her body.

Warm ropes of seed poured directly into Erica’s throat and down into her stomach, every single pulse sending a fresh rope of the heavy jizz into her, every single throb radiating through her lip lock. Of course it went without saying that she drank it all up like a good follower.

His orgasm seemed to go on and on until he had no more to give. His climax eased up as his cock’s excitement levels sunk, just the last few drips being suckled out by the obedient Erica.

Eventually, once there was no more cum left, she peeled her head back with a messy slurp, white dyed drool dribbling down her face.

“Hmm, all finished,” she purred, licking her lips clean of that jizz stained mess, “Did I do good? Did I do it right?”

Damn, how obedient she was acting was so darn hot. Jack didn’t know he had such a fetish for subservient women. Perhaps he didn’t have one at all, or didn’t used to anyway. Maybe it was all thanks to the power of the crown? He didn’t know either way, he just loved it.

Listening to her soft words flowing out, and looking at that lustful expression on her face, quickly got Jack’s excitement levels soaring again. His cock had only just gotten soft and yet it was already standing up again, nice and hard.

“So good, like you wouldn’t even believe. However I’m not finished yet. I still need more.”

“Yes Jack.”

No, something was wrong, that wasn’t right at all. Sure his name was Jack but his mind simply knew that response was off.

“Don’t call me that anymore,” he said to her with a grin, “From now on I want you to call me your king.”

“Yes… my king.”

There it was, that was much better. He could feel the aura of power flowing through him, radiating around him. Yes, as long as he had the crown he wasn’t just some simple archeologist, he was a king.

“Good girl, now offer yourself up to your king. I want to mark your body as my property.”

Erica was completely captured by his power, his might, his authority. Obeying him to the letter she lowered herself down onto the cloth flooring below, down onto her back with her legs spread open, her dripping pink pussy revealed.

“Please,” she begged as she parted herself for him, “please take me your majesty! Please give me the honor of being your woman! Your property!”

Her words got his royal sceptre throbbing. She used to be his partner but with her posed like that, under the incoming moonlight, he could only see her as his bitch.

Jack pushed his body down onto her smaller frame, his erect cock pressing against her wet slit. Once he was in position he sunk his hips down, burying his hardness deep inside of her.

A shuddering squeal poured from her lips as her velvet tightness was spread open and wrapped around his engrossed dick. A single thrust buried him right to the hilt, introducing her lower half to every single inch of his big, fat, cock.

Erica moaned hotter and hotter as he simply paused there, deep into her loins, allowing her body to attempt to adapt to his mighty size, allowing her to appreciate every single inch.

Once Jack was satisfied with seeing her expression struggling, he bucked back before thrusting back inside.

Again she released a loud hissing sound, her entire frame bouncing under his strength, around his dick. However this time Jack didn’t stay still, he continued to work and continued to move, shifting his body up and down, using her wet pussy to satisfy his needs.

“That’s it, that’s a good girl,” he grunted as his meat spear pierced her pussy, stirring up her needy tightness, “From now on you belong to me and me only.”

“Yes, yours! I belong to you my king!” Erica cried out as she ran her hands down his back, nails dragging over his skin, losing her head to the emotions with her mind already missing.

Jack had never felt so strong and dominant in his whole life. With the crown still around his temple he bucked and pounded his hard cock deep into Erica’s body, her figure squirming around beneath his force, her limbs twitching from the sensation overload.

At first it was just her hands wrapped around his muscular frame but soon she had her legs around him as well, clinging onto him like he was the only thing which mattered in the world and with her mind under his spell that was how she truly felt about him.

The way she passionately gripped him only got him more and more excited as his strength and speed increase, his actions getting harder and sharper, making louder moans of bliss pour from her lips. She was driving him crazy.

Suddenly the Erica who he knew as a friend was nowhere to be seen. This wasn’t the Erica who worked with him on all those expeditions, this was a slut who needed to be used.

Those dominating thoughts coming from above and those sensations of pleasure from down below were a double attack that brought Jack to his limits. He could feel the warmth building in his core; he was about to cum.

“I can’t take it any more,” he snarled as he thrusted into her with the last surge of strength his body had, “It’s finally time to mark you, it’s finally time to mark you as my property. I’m cumming, I’m gonna cum deep inside of you!”

“Yes my king! Mark my womb as your property!”

Her body was just as obedient as her mind and eagerly accepted all of his affection and boy did he deliver.

Jack buried himself into her after a final rush, right to the very hilt, and began to cum, releasing all of his built up seed deep into her needy pussy with throb after throb sending the ropes surging.

Erica melted in bliss as she felt all of his hot raw cream flowing into her, flooding her loins. That claim on her body was the final straw for her own emotions and suddenly she began to cum, her excitement gushing out in the most visual way possible.

Together the two of them remained locked together, her climax releasing as he drained his own deep inside of her.

That moment of orgasmic bliss seemed to last for a lifetime before eventually fading to a messy conclusion, the floor plastered by her juices with his cum trickling from her pussy.

The two of them breathed deeply as they drew apart, both of their bodies completely exhausted after such a passionate showing. There was no way they’d be able to keep doing shifts after burning through so much energy.

Still naked, with their tent a mess, the two of them eventually succumbed to exhaustion, the crown still in Jack’s possession.


Jack had thought the entire thing had been a dream until he’d awoke the next morning to find the tent still the way they’d left it. Sure the wetness had dried but they were both still undressed and he was still wearing the mythical artifact.

“Oh shit, what have I done!?” Jack said to himself as he finally thought things over with a clear mind. She’d been his partner for so long but he’d just gone after her like an animal!

His loud voice stirred the sleepy Erica from her slumber. He wasn’t sure what she was going to say to him, how mad she was going to be. However she wasn’t mad at all.

“Good morning my king,” she purred, lifting her tired head, brown hair a mess, “How may I serve you today?”

That moment of clarity didn’t last long for Jack. Hearing her talking with that subservient tone again got him grinning from ear to ear. What did he have to worry about? After all as long as he had the crown he was truly a king.

“Well I fancy some breakfast, and if you do a good job then I might reward you with an early morning blowjob.”

“Right away my king!”

Erica set off to perform her duties while Jack laughed to himself, the power flowing through him. It felt so good to be king.


Ruling the Hostess

It’d taken quite a few days but finally Jack and Erica were out of the jungle and were back in civilization. They were a step closer to getting home, with tales about the ancient city they had discovered, and with the mythical crown as proof.

Jack actually felt a little sad about being back amongst other people. He had enjoyed being alone with Erica, with her serving his every whim. In that private place he could wear the crown all he liked and live as a king. He couldn’t do that here, the crown had to be kept hidden and safe.

Without the crown on his head, Jack no longer had total control over Erica. Their relationship was pretty much the same as it had been before he put it on. It was like she didn’t remember a thing about being his servant but he did, and he missed it.

He treated Erica as his equal but deep down he wanted to rule over her again.

Despite his desires, Jack knew he couldn’t allow himself to get carried away by the sensation of wearing the crown. It was sure to be a prime museum piece when they got back home, it would be out of his hands. The faster he could forget about using its power the better.

It was hard though, it was oh so hard to forget the thrill of having total command over another.

Still Jack refused to give into the temptation, even when the two of them were completely alone in hotel rooms, away from prying eyes. He would not allow himself to fall down the rabbit hole and get more obsessed with that artifact. He would simply try to regard the memory as a pleasant dream.

That was how Jack managed to contain his urges, even as his actual dreams begged him to retake his position on his throne.


Because protecting the crown was their number one priority, Erica and Jack weren’t going to be returning home on a commercial flight. The two of them had spent a chunk of their expedition money renting a private plane to fly them back to their own country.

Due to their plans it took them a few days to actually get the chance to leave, a few days of struggling for Jack as the crown was oh so close and the woman he wanted to control was even closer. Yet he managed to persevere and last the duration and finally the scheduled day arrived.

Gathering up everything, including their main prize, the two of them travelled off to the airport so that they could get their plane.

It was all supposed to be so very simple. They’d already paid for everything, nothing should have stood in their way. However complications managed to rear its ugly head.

As Erica and Jack wandered through the airport, on the way to their destination, they were stopped at a check-in desk by a flight assistant.

“Sorry, I’m afraid I can’t let you pass,” she told them.

“What?” Erica complained, “Why not? Our plane should be waiting for us.”

“Before you go we need to check your bags.”

“We aren’t commercial passengers,” Jack assured her, “You don’t have any right to check our belongings.”

This was one of the reasons the pair had made sure to rent a private plane. They didn’t want customs snooping around and discovering the crown. Nor did they want to discover that it had suddenly been ‘misplaced’.

“I’m sorry, orders are orders. I cannot let you through until you have submitted your bags for searching.”

Now this was quite the hurdle. They were so close to getting out of this country and yet somebody was standing in their way. Erica and Jack quickly huddled up together, sharing whispers between each other.

“Don’t you think this is a bit suspicious?” Erica whispered to her partner.

“Yeah, why would they suddenly make such a big deal about stopping us?”

“Is it possible they know about the crown?”

“Well they shouldn’t.”

“But what if they do? And what if they want it?”

The woman at the counter certainly didn’t look threatening. She was a very pretty young woman, probably around their age, with pale skin, dark brunette locks, and big blue eyes. However looks could certainly be deceiving.

“Then what? Should we make a run for it?” Jack asked.

“Are you kidding!? Who knows if there are armed guards waiting outside for us!”

“Shh keep your voice down or she’ll hear us.”

“Is everything alright?” the air hostess asked the two of them, seemingly sensing their distress.

It was possible that their suspicions were all in their head but the two of them couldn’t shake the feeling that the legendary artifact they had in their bag had something to do with it. That was when Jack got an idea. If the crown was the problem then maybe it could also be the solution?

“Alright, we’ll show you what we have in our bags.”

“Jack!” Erica gasped out.

“But, but, we’ll only show you, and we’d like to do it somewhere private. We don’t want anybody else seeing our cargo.”

The air hostess smiled at the two of them, “Certainly sir! If you’ll follow me I’ll take you to somewhere a bit quieter.”

As she began to move the two of them followed, Erica leaning over to whisper to Jack.

“Hey, are you sure about this?”

“Don’t worry,” he assured her, “I’ve got a plan. Everything is going to be okay.”

He’d told himself he wasn’t going to become dependent on the power of the crown but it appeared he needed to use it one more time. If they needed this woman’s permission to leave the airport then he was going to make her give it to them.


The place where the three of them arrived was a small room, the kind that looked like it would be used for an interrogation. The lights were low, the walls were dark and all it contained was a metal table and two chairs, not cosy ones either.

Jack made sure to check for cameras or for any one sided glass windows. There didn’t look to be any, they looked to have some privacy.

“Is this adequate?” the smiling hostess asked him.

“Yeah, this should be perfect,” he replied as he opened up the rucksack, the one which contained the grand prize.

He didn’t bother going through the motions of unpacking properly. He just took out what he had to so that he could remove the cloth wrapped main event, and the answer to this tricky problem.

The flight attendant’s eyes perked up as the fabric was pulled away and the pure gold and encrusted jewels were revealed below. From finding her target or just amazement at such a strange and beautiful thing, he did not know.

“What’s that?” she asked as the crown was completely revealed, “Is this why you didn’t want to open your bags?”

“It is. And now I’ll see if you already know what it is.”

Jack placed the crown back where it belonged, around his temple, on his head. Right away he felt that overpowering confidence returning to him, the touch of a king.

Erica, who had lost her submissive streak, was given it straight back as she released a sudden moaning sound. Jack’s return to the throne brought all the memories and emotions flooding back, making her squirm in place.

“Ah, my king,” she moaned, so pleased to see him again, the real him.

“Steady Erica. I have a few questions for our host. Now I want you to stay still and answer me honestly.”

Just like with Erica, the hostess found herself completely captured by his commanding presence. She barely knew him but suddenly she had to bow her free will down at the feet of the king.

“Yes,” she responded obediently.

“Good girl. First up, what’s your name?”

“My name is Stacy.”

“And how are old are you?”

“I’m twenty six.”

“Are you a native to this country?” he asked. Her pale skin, accent and name singled her out from just being any old local.

“No, I moved here from America a few years back.”

This was all just fluff, simple questions so that Jack could test out his authority. Now it was time to get some real information out of her.

“And why did you stop the two of us?”

“Because I was ordered to.”

Now they were starting to get somewhere. Jack felt his suspicions, their suspicions, starting to prove themselves true.

“Who ordered you to? Why did they do it?”

“I was ordered to do it by a messenger from the princess. They suspected you might have discovered a crown that they want.”

Just as they thought. They did know after all! The crown was in danger, Jack’s crown was in danger!

“So are they waiting for us outside? What are they trying to do?”

“There are guards waiting before the plane to arrest you if I discover the crown. I am to report to them after searching your bags.”

Jack knew wearing the crown was a good idea. He came so close to losing it but thanks to its power he was now one step ahead of them. Nobody would be stealing away his property, not on this day.

Smirking from ear to ear at his own genius, Jack reached down and brushed a hand across Stacy’s cheek.

“That’s a good girl, telling me everything I needed to know.”

“Thank you sir,” she quivered happily, leaning into his touch, looking at him with a dreamy expression.

Stacy really was a hot little thing. It wasn’t just those model good looks, Jack could also tell that she had a smoking hot body under that tight fitting blue stewardess uniform. He was very interested in seeing how it looked without any clothing hiding it.

Jack suddenly caught himself. How could he be getting carried away with thoughts of dominating some hot thing in a situation like this? They had to get out of there.

However Jack’s excitement had been steadily building every day as he resisted the temptation of the crown. Now that he was starting to indulge a little it was so hard not to do so completely.

“Tell me,” Jack said to her, still rubbing her silky smooth skin, “how long does it usually take you to search bags like these?”

“With how much luggage you have it could take around ten minutes, fifteen if I’m being thorough.”

“Hmm, that should do.”

Suddenly Jack pulled his hands away from her and used them to unbuckle his pants. He pulled them down and everything beneath until he was standing with his lower half exposed and his cock free, already hard from accepting the crown’s power.

“Sir!?” she asked in amazement, her eyes locking onto his erect manhood.

“To pay me back for going along with this scam I want you to undress then pleasure my dick.”

“Right away sir,” she said as she began to undress, but she was quickly stopped by Jack.

“It’s not sir. It’s king.”

“Yes, my king!” she shuddered free as she returned to stripping down; pulling off her blazer, unbuttoning her blouse and wiggling out her tight skirt so that she could show him what she had underneath.

By the time she was left in black lingerie and stockings he was already rather satisfied. It was just as he suspected, she was a curvaceous thing with a flat stomach and big, soft, breasts. However he wasn’t completely satisfied and wouldn’t be until she’d finished obeying his order.

Stacy kept going, taking off her underwear, letting it drop to the floor so all was revealed. He could see every inch of her naked body.

“Hmm, you’re looking mighty fine but that’s not enough to satisfy me. Now get to work.”

“Okay my king,” she giggled happily as she dropped down between his legs as he pushed his chair out and presented himself to her.

He thought that she was going to wrap her lips around him to give him a blowjob but instead she cupped her big breasts together and pushed in, sinking his hardness deep into her soft cleavage.

A groan came rumbling from his lips when she pushed her hands together and compressed her jugs down around him. It was such a tight, smothering, hold but it felt so good, her silky smoothness contrasting with his erect state.

“Now this is innovation I can get behind,” he groaned, running his fingers through her hair, “Keep going.”

“Yes king!” she said with a wide smile, doing her duties to the best of her abilities.

She kept that squeeze in place and began to rock her body up and down, pumping his dick in that tight cleavage sleeve that she’d created. It was something only someone as busty as her would be able to accomplish.

While Jack was busy enjoying himself, Erica was left at the side, watching with wanting eyes, nibbling down on her bottom lip in anticipation. That was supposed to be her spot but someone else was occupying it. She couldn’t help but feel a little jealous.

Jack noticed how needy his partner was looking. It wasn’t fair to leave her out. Suddenly he pointed at her and clicked his fingers.

“Erica, you strip down as well. Then you can come and show your king some love.”

She giggled happily. She loved Jack the king a lot more than Jack the archeologist. He was so strong, so mighty and so dreamy. She couldn’t resist him.

“Yes my king,” she said with a soft moan as she began to strip down, joining Stacy in a state of undress.

Even though Erica lacked the bust that Stacy did she was still a truly beautiful woman and her tanned appearance got Jack purring. He guided her over to his mouth, to his lips, so that they could kiss and make out while Stacy was taking care of his cock.

Jack and Erica exchanged spit and grinded their tongues together, his naturally taking the lead in their lewd dance, as pulses of pleasure coursed through his body. This all felt so good, there was only so long he was going to be able to last.

One of his hands secured Erica in place while the other was down on Stacy’s head, willing her to keep going and going, spitting down to lube his dick with drool so that she could jerk faster in that glossy cleavage squeeze. She could feel his warmth trickling out, coating her breasts, and also the way his shaft was starting to throb. She knew he was almost there, her duty was almost complete.

Finally Jack hit his limit. With two sexy babes all over him he couldn’t hold back. With his mouth occupied his body gave the five second warning, hips jerking, pumping into Stacy’s bust before his orgasm gushed free.

Stacy moaned as rope after rope of cum came shooting from the head of his engrossed dick. It slapped her against the face, on her chin, her lips, and all over her chest. It was so thick and warm and clung to her skin like glue. It made her pussy throb in excitement.

Once all of his jizz was released, all over her, Stacy released her hold and parted her cum covered titties. It was such a thrill to serve her king, it filled her body with purpose.

Jack drew back from Erica’s lips, glistening trails of spit hanging between the two. He’d came so much he swore he felt lighter. One thing he certainly felt was oh so good.

Even though he felt relieved he still wasn’t completely happy. After all this was probably the last time he’d ever see this stunning woman, he didn’t want to leave her after just fucking her titties; he wanted to go all the way with her.

There was still time on the clock, still time to make his move.

He grabbed a handful of Stacy’s brunette hair and dragged her from her knees up onto her feet. Then he sent her toppling down onto her back, onto the table’s surface.

“We’re not done quite yet,” he told her, “First I need to finish marking you as my property. Spread those legs and make your king feel welcome.”

She did as she was told, parting them and using her hands to spread her pussy, showing off her vulnerable, soft, pinkness to him, ready for him to claim.

“Like this my king?”

“Hmm, just like that,” he growled as he held her thighs and pressed the head of his cock to her soaked slit, “When I’m done with you you’ll be completely addicted to my dick.”

Suddenly Jack thrust forwards and buried his rock hard length into her body, filling her insides up and making her squeal out a shuddering, high pitched, moan of lust. Her eyelids fluttered and her expression softened as she melted in bliss.

Jack gritted his teeth as he was wrapped up securely in her loins. It may not have been her first rodeo but that didn’t stop her body from being so damn tight. She was making him feel so good.

To overcome the exquisite sensation, Jack began to work his hips, grinding and pounding himself in her juicy pussy, forcing more squeals from her lips. She was squealing so loud he was worried she’d end up disturbing those guards anyway, and perhaps the rest of the airport too.

“Feels so good!” she howled out, “Your cock feels so good your majesty!”

“Shh, keep your voice down. I don’t want anybody to find us.”

“I’ll try,” she panted, shushing herself the best she could, “but your royal dick makes it so hard.”

Even though her mind accepted and obeyed his instructions completely, her body was reacting every time his conquering slab of hard cock ravished her tight, velvet, passage. Her mind wanted to do one thing because of him, her body another.

Jack could sense he couldn’t trust Stacy, no matter how obedient she was. That was why he called in the reinforcements.

“Erica,” he suddenly snapped, “Get over here.”

“Right away your majesty!” she squeaked as she dashed over to his side, “What do you need me to do my king?”

“This bitch is making too much noise. Keep her quiet with that pretty mouth of yours.”

She felt so darn happy to be ordered around, to be useful to him. Being a tool for King Jack made her insides feel all warm and fuzzy.

“Yes my king,” she purred as she made her move on Stacy.

Erica grasped Stacy’s hands and locked their fingers together, pinning her down into the table, before dipping and pressing their lips together in a kiss.

What was just an embrace designed to muffle her moans soon turned into more as it got deeper and deeper, their tongues twisting together as it evolved into a make out session, the pair swapping spit as Stacy got her pussy used by Jack’s erect shaft. She was still moaning but now it was all being drunk up by Erica.

Speaking of the king, watching that sexy pair of brunettes kissing while his dick was serviced was really getting him going. His thrusts were getting faster and his shaft was starting to throb.

“Oh you bitches, you’re making me cum,” he growled as he hilted into Stacy’s pussy and began to gush, unleashing his raw seed deep into her unprotected womb, marking it as his property.

That hot flow in her insides triggered Stacy. The sensation of being claimed made her cum, her entire body shuddering and quaking in place as juices gushed from her pussy.

As Jack drew back, white trickles of jizz followed.

With Stacy exhausted and panting for air, Erica drew her lips back with a wet slurp and looked up to her king.

“You came so much. Your majesty is such a stud. Stacy is such a lucky girl.”

Jack could take a hint. He knew what she wanted and that was why he hooked her hips and dragged her upwards, pressing her body down on top of Stacy, their chests pushed together.

“I get it, you want a reward for helping out. Well I guess we still have a little more time before we need to split. Another round couldn’t hurt.”

Erica squealed out happily as she was penetrated from behind, Jack burying himself deep into her pussy, returning to the place he had thoroughly trained. She fit him like a glove.

The moans came flowing from her lips as her entire frame was bucked and swayed back and forth, her flesh rubbing against Stacy’s, causing her to moan as well as their nipples rubbed together.

“So good, so good,” Stacy moaned as she looked up at the squealing, glowing, face of Erica and initiated the next kiss herself, gripping her cheeks and pressing their lips together.

Jack groaned in satisfaction as he got to watch the two stunning babes make out again while he was getting his fix of that warm, tight, pussy. Even after two orgasms that sight and that feeling made him feel like he was still pent up and and ready to gush with his first. He couldn’t help but hammer his hips inside with all of his power.

His hard abs slapped against Erica’s bare, tight, ass, making her tanned flesh glow with a red hue from spank after spank of his drilling body. She didn’t whine though, or at least he couldn’t hear them; Stacy was eating them all up.

That sloppy make out session was sending bubbling waves of excitement through Erica’s body and was making her insides tense and tighten up, further stimulating Jack’s bare, hard, cock. His last orgasm was still fresh in his memory and yet his next was being urged out. He couldn’t take it any longer, they were just too damn hot!

“It’s your turn now,” he growled at Erica as he gripped her hips tight and went into a thrusting overdrive of sharp, ass slapping, drilling movements. He kept that lighting fast pace up until his body truly couldn’t contain itself or another second.

Flow erupting, Jack buried his hips down and grunted, releasing all of his hot seed into her well trained loins. It was his third orgasm in that room but it was no smaller than the others.

Erica went through a similar moment as Stacy. That sensation of being dominated by his raw seed pushed her right over the edge and forced her to orgasm with a full body shake and a gush of her lustful juices. She climaxed all over the cum dripping pussy of her equal, the two stained in the scent of a bitch.

When Jack eventually drew back, once his lust had been sated using those pussies, a trickle of white followed him and began to drip down ahead, making the two look like mirror images of each other as they laid together, panting and gasping for air.

Jack looked over the sight with a grin, his crown still in place. Never before had he felt like such a man, such a stud, such a king. Ruling Erica was thrilling but a harem was even better.

There was no way Jack was going to allow some guards or some poxy princess to get a hold of his crown, the one that had gifted him this scene. It belonged to him and he was not going to give it up willingly.

He didn’t want to stop being the king.


Once they’d all had a little time to catch their breaths, they got changed back into their clothing at his request. The only thing left to do was hide the crown again. However before that Jack had conditions for Stacy.

“Alright, I need you to tell those guards that you didn’t find anything suspicious or unusual in our bags. Make sure you do not mention the crown or anything we did together.”

“Yes my king.”

“Good girl, you can go now,” he said as he removed his prized asset and put it back into hiding. He already missed the power and it had only been a second.

Even without the crown in place, Stacy went off to complete her goal. While she was doing that, Erica and Jack set off but they didn’t head into the airport, towards the plane. They headed back out, back into the city.

“Where are we going?” Erica asked, suddenly out of her doughy harem state again.

“We can’t risk going in there. What if they don’t believe her story and try and take the crown anyway? No, if we want to get out of here then we need to get permission from the woman trying to stop us.”
 

Yes if they wanted to be totally free they needed the bounty off their head which meant going to see this princess.

Jack’s decision certainly had nothing to do with the anger of knowing someone was trying to steal his spot and was living in a palace without his permission, not at all. This was all about survival.

“Is that a good idea?” Erica queried, not sounding confident.

“Just trust me, it’ll all be okay.”

“Okay sir.”

Hmm that was a new one. She sounded more obedient than usual. He liked that. However he didn’t let it dwell on his mind, he had more important things to think about.

Now where was that palace?


Ruling the Princess

In order to keep the magical crown safe, Erica and Jack had to enter the lion’s den to stop the woman who was trying to take it away from them; the princess of the entire nation!

Erica wasn’t sure about entering into enemy territory but Jack knew that he had an ace in the hole. After all the crown wasn’t just a beautiful artefact, that would look stunning in a museum, it was a magical accessory that was filled with the power to command others.

Using the crown, Jack was going to command the princess to call off her search.

Finding where the princess was staying wasn’t really a problem. Right in the middle of the city was a huge, stunning, palace that stood out amongst the scenery. The issue was how to get from a spectator, on the outside, to an audience with royalty within.

Of course if they told her about the crown she would probably whisk them right in, but they’d probably lose it before they even got close to her. It was a risk too far.

Instead of being dragged in through the front door, the two of them decided to sneak in through the back door. After all they were archeologists, there weren’t many legitimate professions better suited for exploring plans and discovering secret entrances.

The two of them headed off to a library to get some building plans which they studied until they discovered an underground path which they hoped would help them inside.

It was something of a long shot but Jack remained incredibly confident throughout, even as Erica was filled with pessimism. She simply lacked the influence of the crown lingering to her, filling her with the utmost self belief.

Even if things did go South they still had that same crown as their ace in the hole. Of course it was going with them, Jack needed it for the finale of his master plan.


After a day of gathering provisions, the two of them began their operation, their mission to get home safely.

The two of them were both deep underground, in the ancient catacombs which had existed long before a lot of the buildings above them, including the regal royal palace. It was these tunnels which would take them right inside, tunnels even the locals probably didn’t know existed!

Erica and Jack wandered through the dark, damp, caves, the latter leading the way as they followed the plans using their only light source for guidance.

“Are you really sure about this?” a nervous Erica asked again. She seemed willing to go along with anything Jack said but she always made it clear she didn’t share his confidence.

It wasn’t surprising that she didn’t have the same belief as Jack. For one she didn’t have the mindset of a king fresh in her memory, nor did she know about the magical power the crown possessed. She still thought of it as nothing more than a tale; only he knew the truth.

“For the last time just trust me,” he said with a sigh, “I know what I’m doing.”

“If you say so…”

He knew so but he didn’t have time to linger on that because by his estimations they had arrived right where they needed to be. If he was right then they were at the tight passage which would take them right into the middle of the palace.

“This is it. Come on, let’s head up. Time to pay this princess a visit.”

To minimize the chance of them being spotted by anybody the two of them had commenced their operation in the dead of night with the visibility lower and possibly the security softer. That was why when they reached the surface, and slipped out of a well, there was nobody to spot them in the dark.

Erica and Jack huddled up together in a corner, behind some greenery, as they checked over their plans again.

“Where are we going to next?” she whispered.

“At this time she must be in her bedchamber?”

“Then let’s head over here.”

It wasn’t too far away but they still had to be careful. They were inside but it wasn’t suddenly smooth sailings. Surely there still had to be guards around somewhere.

The two of them followed the plans and headed off towards the princess’ bedchamber. Amongst the way they spotted guards but they managed to use the shadows to their advantage to creep through before they finally found the door they needed. However there was a problem in the form of two guards who didn’t look like budging.

“Hmm, not what I was hoping for,” Jack grumbled quietly.

“Great, what do we do now?”

“Just leave it to me,” he assured her with a hush as he reached into the rucksack and pulled out the game changer; the magic crown.

Erica was confused by his actions until he placed the crown on. Then her head fluttered away as she was filled with an overbearing submissive streak. There was no more questioning from her, her king’s wisdom was absolute.

With his crown firmly in place, King Jack made his move.

“Halt, who goes there!?” one of the guards called out as Jack appeared, their eyes naturally drawn to the gold artifact he wore.

“Silence men,” Jack ordered, “Continue guarding this door and do not let anybody in or out other than me and my friend here. If anybody asks you didn’t see a thing.”

The crown’s power was absolute. The two men were instantly hypnotized by his authority and they saluted and obeyed his commands.

“Yes sir.”

Jack smirked, he loved when others bowed to his will. Really he’d wanted to invade the palace right through the front door, ordering all to kneel to his might. However he knew such a grand entrance was a bad idea which gave others too much time to react. This subtle use was a lot smarter. One use and now the princess was within his grasp.

With the guards now on his side, Jack took Erica and led her into the room, into the princess's bedchamber.


Even in the dead of night, with only the moonlight providing illumination, it was clear they were in the right place. It was a grand bedroom that was nicer than any room they’d ever been in. Silk curtains fluttered down and the carpet floor was made from a material which seemed to swallow the feet. Then, right in the center of the room, was an exotic bed with a sleeping figure within.

Unless some maid was seriously slacking off, they’d found their princess.

As Jack looked over the luxury room and the figure bulging that bed, he couldn’t help feeling irritated. Who was she to deserve something like this? Back home he, of all people, lived in a small house and she got a palace? Such a thing didn’t sit right with him.

This palace ought to belong to him. He was the king, he was the one who had the crown.

“Okay princess, that’s enough,” Jack said as he flicked on the light and illuminated the room. That stirred the woman from her sleep.

She sat up in place, her eyes heavy and her hair slightly messy. She seemed groggy as she wasn’t fully aware what was happening.

“Huh? Is someone there? Who has the nerve to disturb me at this hour?”

“I do, the rightful king. Now rise.”

Even though her eyes still weren’t used to the light and everything was still blurry, she couldn’t resist his words. She found herself clambering from her bed and up onto her feet.

As she got used to the shine from above, she finally began to notice the large man standing in her bedroom, as well as the beautiful crown he wore atop his head. She recognized what it was instantly. It could only be one thing.

“The crown of Kaava!” she gasped in shock. Just the thing she was looking for.

“It is, I heard you’ve been looking for it,” Jack said with a smirk.

“That must mean you’re…”

“King Jack, pleased to make your acquaintance princess. Or should I call you Amira?”

Calling the royal princess by her name and not her title so casually was of cause a great show of disrespect. However such things did not trouble Jack, he did not find her worthy of her title or her position anyway.

One thing he did like about Amira, however, was her body. She was an absolutely stunning woman with dark skin, elegant, beautiful, features and a trim, curvaceous, figure hugged by a silky smooth purple robe. She looked like a fine member for any royal harem.

“What are you doing here?” she asked, a hint of panic in her eyes.

“Why do you look so worried? Do you also know what this crown can do?”

“The legends say that it has the power to make others do anything you command.”

“Yes they do, and I’m here to tell you that those legends are one hundred percent correct.”

Her expression only grew darker. That was why she’d sent her guards out when she heard the rumours of two archaeologists who had brought a crown back from the jungle. She wanted its power, as the princess she believed it naturally belonged to her. However Jack, filled with its power, naturally felt the same thing.

“Well what are you going to do now?” she asked, trying to find a way she could escape from its aura.

“I was actually going to order you to call off your search so me and my servant could leave this country. But now that I’ve gotten a look at you and this place I have another idea.”

“G-guards!” she yelled but they were already the property of the king. Next up was her.

“Silence woman and bow down to your new king.”

Princess Amira dropped down onto her knees and lowered her head at his feet. She couldn’t resist, his orders were absolute. Even somebody as powerful as her had no choice but to bend to the will of the magical crown and its master.

Jack smirked as he saw the confident woman who had stood against him prostrating herself to his authority. It felt so good to be the one in control.

“Your reign as princess is over,” he told her as he looked down at her, towering overhead, “You are no longer in charge around here. I am. And you will serve me with total obedience like a good slave.”

His words sunk into her mind and shaped her. Submission captured her body and brought her mind down to the same level as her body was lowered. The woman who had always been on top was suddenly being ruled over.

“Yes sir,” she moaned out. She’d never felt like this before, it felt so good to obey.

“It’s not sir,” he growled out, always annoyed at that slip of the tongue, “It’s king.”

“Yes, my king.”

Again he smirked smugly. Before he got the crown he never pictured or desired such things. However now that he had it, now that he wore it with pride, he felt like a man who deserved to own everything and anything.

“Good girl, much better. Now strip down for me. Let me see my newest harem bitch in the flesh,” he said to her before looking at Erica, “And you strip down too. Make your new sister feel welcome.”

Erica had been watching everything unfold in silence, excited at her king laying down the law. She almost gushed all over her inner thighs when he suddenly addressed her. Her heart pounded as she squealed out happily.

“Right away my king!”

Straight away, and very eagerly, Erica began to peel herself down out of her unflattering archaeologist get-up, stripping out of the olive green shirt and those dusty brown shorts to reveal her naked, tanned, flesh to him again. Then the dethroned princess followed.

Her fancy robe was a lot easier to remove. It simply dropped to the floor, around her ankles, and left her wearing nothing at all. Her exotic body was completely exposed.

She looked even more stunning without anything covering her figure. Her bust was big, her hips were wide and her waist was narrow. The royal had really been gifted some good genetics.

“Like this your majesty?” Amira asked, her breathing heavy as she choked on his dominating presence.

“Hmm, just like that. Now go give her a sloppy kiss Erica. Entertain me.”

“Right away my king!”

Amira seemed caught off guard when Erica suddenly pounced, cupping her face with her hands and began to kiss, forcing her into a deep make out session. Amira didn’t seem sure at first but she quickly melted into willingness.

Jack smirked as he watched the two beautiful babes kissing. It got his blood flowing and he quickly developed a hard, throbbing, erection in his pants. He quickly disposed of them so that his shaft could expand without restraint.

He walked around the performers and took a seat on the end of the luxury bed, his body sinking down into the soft sheets and the quality mattress. It was furniture befitting of a king and it all belonged to him now, just like them.

After enjoying the scene for quite some time, Jack finally clapped his hands together to draw their attention.

“That’s enough. I’m more than ready now. Stop satisfying each other and come satisfy your king.”

The two parted ways with glistens of spit dangling between their lips, swinging down and coating their chins before they made their move. Erica was the first one in position, on her knees between his legs. Amira followed, like an apprentice learning her trade.

Erica continued to lead the way as she began to kiss and lick at his hardness, running her mouth up and down his hard shaft, pleasuring one side and offering up the other. Amira eventually realized what she had to do.

She joined in with the show of affection, each working over a side, running all the way across the length of his firm dick, making him glisten in their warm saliva blend. It wasn’t a surprise when he started groaning out in pleasure.

His hands reached down and supported them both together, palms resting on the back of their heads to show that he approved of their performances.

That one little touch made them both feel highly praised. They would have given more if they weren’t already trying their very best to satisfy their lord. Instead they simply continued onwards, suckling and kissing with the affection overthrowing.

Hot pulses of pre began to gush from the very tip of Jack’s royal sceptre. He loved the way they worked together but eventually he wanted them to mix it up.

“Amira,” he said down to the former princess, “It’s time for you to show your cock sucking pedigree. As for you Erica, you can handle what’s down below.”

“Yes my king,” the two of them both said, almost as one, almost completely in sync.

Both being firmly told of their places, Amira moved up and wrapped her lips around the very tip of Jack’s throbbing cock while Erica slid down below and began to suckle and slurp on his pent up orbs.

It was a double attack of pleasure that got Jack purring, his hands returning to kneading across their scalps as they worked to please him. Amira dipped deeper and deeper, her head bobbing up and down, while Erica dragged her tongue around and made him glisten with a drool shine.

Due to her frequent spells under his command, Erica had became very adept at man pleasing. Amira was still in progress which was why she needed Jack’s help in being the best servant she could be. That was why he pushed against her head and slowly lowered her deeper and deeper so that his warmth could fill the inside of her throat.

Groans of satisfaction came from his lips as the tightness squeezed him like a vice. He felt the heat starting to rise as Erica continued to build him up. His orgasm was near.

“That’s it. Please me, worship me,” he moaned out with a deep groan, “I’m almost there. I’m just about to blow. Drink up Amira, claim your prize.”

Suddenly it happened. His hips tensed in place as a throb coursed through his length and the flow began, a hot rush of jizz releasing from his erect dick, gushing down Amira’s throat as her lips were sealed tightly to the base of his length.

She gulped and drank up everything he released, so happy to be of use to her king. It made her feel so excited, her pussy drooling down into the carpet below.

Amira remained locked in place, lips smothering his lap until the last drop of cum came leaking from the tip of his hard cock. It was only then that she began to slide back, parting from the head with a wet pop and a splatter of drool.

The former princess coughed as she gasped to catch her breath, able to feel his warmth still trickling down her insides.

“I hope I served you well my king,” she moaned out, her complexion a hot red as her large chest panted in and out.

She had done a very good job, but he wasn’t satisfied. After all he was claiming a palace, a princess, a kingdom, there was no way that just one blowjob was going to be taking care of his urges. He craved more.

“You did, but it’s not over yet. Clean my shaft up. Erica you help too. Then we’ll move onto your coronation as my newest slave.”

Amira giggled with excitement as she began to lick the white staining from her king’s shaft, Erica sliding back up to assist, the two working together to leave his dick absolutely spotless.

Once the only thing dripping down his length was spit, he rose from his seat and offered the bed to his servants. Again Amira was a little off the pace but Erica was a good slave who was happy to teach.

“How do you want us your majesty?”

He hummed as he looked over the two before pointing, “I think I’ll have you both bent over, side by side. You can hold hands and comfort each other while you sing my praises.”

And they only had praises to sing! Happily the two of them took up the position he had asked, both lying down on their front at the end of the bed with their round behinds pushing off, in a perfection position for him to use.

The two of them really did lock their hands together as they peeked over their shoulders, their dripping snatches on full display, offered up to him on a silver platter. It was just a case of who to choose but of course the choice was obvious.

Jack pushed his weight down onto Amira from behind and above, sinking his rock, hard, cock into her juicy loins, filling her up with his thick slab of raw meat, turning her into a woman and his property at the same time.

A squealing moan flowed from her lips as his powerful dick completely stuffed her tight passage. Now it wasn’t just his words and his presence dominating her, it was his body as well. She was completely at his mercy.

“Oh my god,” she moaned out, words not fitting of a princess but fitting her new role, “It’s so big!”

“This shouldn’t be a surprise. You just tasted it a moment ago, but I suppose it must feel different down here.”

He began to stir his hips around, rocking back and forth, thrusting his hardness into her velvet insides. She was unable to contain her moans as more slipped free as her ebony body shook back and forth on the bed. She felt like she was going totally crazy.

Erica watched on from the side, totally jealous of her new sister. However she was also happy, happy to see another convert being made, happy to see her king staking his claim again.

Their hands squeezed together as his throbbing pole managed to fit itself into that tight vice of a pussy, powerful hips pounding back and forth, drilling into her wetness with an intensity that made her ass ripple and the bed shake below. It was not the sort of sex one would see between two lovers, it was an alpha stud claiming his property, his bitch.

Amira’s moans and squeals were only getting louder and louder as her body became accustomed to his size, trained by his length. He was exploring deeper, rubbing her g-spot and leaving no inch of her untouched. Every part of her was becoming his unconditional slave, there was no way for her to get away.

Jack continued to satisfy his overflowing male desires by slamming his hips down into that meaty ass below, that tight pussy sleeve. It felt amazing, but he wanted to do more.

Suddenly he stopped moving, buried to the hilt and wrapped his arms around Amira. Using his strength he picked her body up so that her back was smothered against his chest and her legs were dangling off the floor. Then he gripped her lower thighs and held her in place, starting to thrust again.

“Your majesty!” she moaned in total bliss, “This feels too good! I’m gonna go crazy!”

“Damn right you are,” he snarled at her, “Erica, get over here. If she wants to go crazy then you help her go crazy.”

“Right away my king.”

Erica knew that if she did good then she had a chance of going next. That was why she rose up and attacked, leaning up so that she could suck and lick at Amira’s tits, squeezing and kneading the one her lips weren’t focused on. Of course this sent more waves through the new slave.

Her head flung back and more moans flowed out as her juicy gushes kept on pouring and pouring, absolutely basting Jack’s pounding meat sceptre in her excitement. Her pussy was submitting like her mind, begging him to use her.

Jack didn’t need the invitation but he accepted it anyway, unleashing his desires into her, making her moan his title, making her squeal her submission.

Every single thrust of his engrossed length into her drooling pussy lips brought him closer to the end, towards his final act of conquest. He could feel it surging through his insides, ready for entry. He couldn’t last much longer, even a king was powerless to stop such a thing.

He gritted his teeth together as he refused to stop thrusting. Any second now and her reign as ruler was over.

Finally he felt it, he felt his body go from building to releasing. There was no longer anything he could do as his fingers sunk in tight and he growled into her.

“This is it princess, this is where you fall. Say goodbye to your old life and say hello to a life as my slave.”

The curtain call came in the form of his orgasm gushing out, unloading straight into her pussy, straight into her womb. The heat claimed her body and made her squeal, her very being submitting to him.

Throb after throb sent more gushes of his cum into her body, making her squirm and tense and finally erupt. The sensation was too strong and it made her orgasm dramatically.

Amira’s juices squirted out all over Erica as the two of them felt orgasmic bliss together, with Jack leading the charge. He continued to hold her up, bucking his hips, draining out his seed until he had nothing left to give.

Hot panting moans came from her lips as she bathed in the euphoric afterglow, her weight leaning back into him for support. She was now completely dependent on him, her king.

With his orgasm finished, Jack slowly dragged her body up and dropped her down onto the bed, allowing his cream to trickle back out, a gush of thick, white, jizz leaking from her gushing loins.

“Now get to work Erica. It’s your turn next. Then I’ll move back to Amira here. Then back to you. Then back to her and again and again until morning comes around.”

They both squirmed and moaned in place as Erica began to suckle and clean his dick again.

“Yes my king!”

Amira tried to mumble out something similar but her body was too weak to answer. She was too weak in general, too weak to ever have a chance against King Jack and his crown.


Jack looked out from the balcony over the beautiful sunset that was happening on the horizon of this exotic land; his exotic land.

He was no longer planning on returning home and giving the Crown of Kaava to a museum. Such lousy ideas were behind him. After all he was no longer an archaeologist, he was a king; a true king.

Using the power of his crown, and using the power of the woman under his command, Jack changed the ruler of the country from Princess Amira to King Jack. It all belonged to him now.

A wide smirk crept across his face as he admired the scenery, his hands down low, stroking the hair of the two servant maids he had between his legs, satisfying his length. Their names were Erica and Amira.

The two girls worked together to satisfy him, their bodies naked apart from silky, transparent, robes. Just like this country they belonged to him and even without the crown his rule over them wouldn’t end. However that didn’t mean he had plans on removing the crown. It was his forever.

Jack snapped his fingers all of a sudden as he purred, “Come girls, let’s retire back to the bedroom. Stacy should be arriving today. You two will have to show her her place.”

His harem bowed down with a giggle and said in unison, “Yes my king.”

He grinned and led the way back to the bedchamber where they could continue this and he could continue his pleasure filled existence as a king, and it was all thanks to the power of the magic crown.
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