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Foreword

My first video game crush was probably some character I have forgotten from a Japanese RPG on the Super Nintendo, but I distinctly remember the first time I heard the video game version of Lara Croft talking. She had this thrilling, sexy accent and this cheeky confidence to everything she said. My brother had rented Lara Croft’s game for the PlayStation and I proceeded to watch him play it for an entire afternoon. I could look past the jagged polygons and see that she was graceful, strong, and beautiful.

She was my second video game crush. I remember getting up late at night after everyone had gone to be to play more of her game. I felt so powerful making this beautiful British woman climb walls and leap from towers. When she was killed by a trap I felt it in my guts. By the time I had my night alone with her I was downright in love.

She wasn’t my last video game crush. There were numerous fighting game babes I would use to beat up my brother and more recently the women like Mercy or D.Va in games like Overwatch where it felt like I was playing a burlesque show come to life. I’ve never been particularly good at any of these games and these days I would just as soon watch someone else play them as take the controls.

Sometimes I even populate my own sexual fantasies with characters from these and other games. I can’t count the number of times I’ve been saved from the Metroids by Samus only to reward her with a little more than a kiss or my drop ship has crashed and only a strong silent stud like Master Chief can set things right. If I’m feeling extra kinky, I’ll even have a go at one of the bad guys in a game. Mario probably wants missionary style every time, but Wario? That guy definitely will eat my ass.

Writing the Sara Chambers series has been about bringing an original video game heroine to life in the real world. She’s inspired by more than one character and she inhabits a world of much more realistic if still fantastical dangers than any of the characters I have mentioned. I brought the attitude of a video game heroine to her though, where anything goes and sex is just another way for her to solve a puzzle.

At times, when I was writing her, I could almost imagine some horny boy (or girl!) working the controls of whatever she was doing. But as the series progress I would like to think she became her own fully-realized character. She was still all about sex and adventure, but it was an adventure that was personal to her and the sex meant something.

This collection of Sara Chambers encompasses the entirety of the overarching plot involving the nefarious Xerxes Group and the underwater god Dagon. This series began with the first book (The Temple of Temptation) and ended with the ninth book (Lust of the New God) and saw Sara travel around the globe and do battle with otherworldly creatures.

Sara Chambers has begun a new adventure with some returning companions and some new companions. You can read the first book in that series with the tenth book in the Sara Chambers series: The Skinwalker Totem. I hope this new saga proves as fun to write and as enjoyable for fans as her first kinky adventures contained in this collection.

Amanda Clover

2019
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Book One

The Temple of Temptation

The Italian Alps

The chauffeur glanced in the rearview mirror and admired the beautiful blonde in the backseat of the Rolls-Royce. She sat with perfect posture, her long legs crossed and her black dress plunging to reveal her ample cleavage. The tiny straps of the dress hung against her toned shoulders. This was a woman, the chauffeur though, who spent a lot of time in the gym.

He was used to driving the fabulously wealthy around and that often meant beautiful women, but he had never seen a woman quite like this. She was gorgeous, yes, but there was hardness to her brown eyes that spoke not of a young trophy wife’s pampered lifestyle or even the jewelry draped elegance of a high end escort. She caught him staring and he quickly looked away. The Italian countryside and breathtaking views sped by as evening fell golden upon the Alps.

“Do you drive often for Julian?” The woman asked. Her accent was posh British and her tone was unreadable.

“Every weekend, miss,” said the driver.

“Right,” she said. “He sent his helicopter to get me last time. He seemed like he wanted this urgently, I’m surprised he didn’t send the helicopter again.”

“The bad weather earlier,” said the chauffeur, chancing another glance in the mirror. The beautiful woman was holding a plain wooden box in her lap. “It kept the helicopter grounded.”

“Mmm.” The woman made a small sound of displeasure. “Helicopters operate in bad weather. One plucked me out of the jungle of Colombia and the rain was coming down sideways. Of course… that was a bit more urgent than bringing treasure to an Italian arms dealer.”

“Oh?” The chauffeur caught her eye again.

“Leftist guerillas were a bit cross I had stumbled onto their camp,” she said, waving as if they were a minor annoyance. “Right wing paramilitaries thought I was bringing explosives to the leftists. Naturally, they both wanted me dead.”

“Naturally, miss,” said the chauffeur, realizing that he was in well over his head with this woman.

The sun had set over Julian De Luca’s alpine lodge by the time the Rolls-Royce pulled up through the tree-lined drive to the palatial main house. Several guest houses, a garage, and the helipad climbed the gentle slope behind the lodge. A private ski lift reached out to the snow-capped peak behind the lodge.

Sara Chambers stepped out of the back of the sedan, her breath steaming in the mountain air as she pulled her fur coat over her bare arms. Her nipples stiffened against the chill, tenting the taut black fabric covering her breasts. A diamond necklace glittered from her neck to her cleavage. She stepped past the chauffeur and gave him a slight nod of thanks.

Julian was waiting for her in his study. The floor-to ceiling windows looked on a valley and a pleasant mountain scene lit silver by the early moonlight. Julian stood with his back to the door, his body limned gold by the crackling firelight. He held a drink in his hand.

“You should never stand with your back to the door,” said Sara, crossing to stand behind him. “You never know who might sneak up on you.”

“Ah, but if only every intruder could be so lovely,” he said and turned slowly, a wry smile curling his lips. “Hello, Sara.”

He embraced her and kissed her cheeks. Julian was a handsome man in his early thirties, his dark eyes always glittering with mirth and a smile never far from his lips. He wore his black hair cropped very close and stood with the upright posture of a man who commanded respect. His hands were strong as they traced Sara’s shapely hips. She stepped back before his caress could go farther.

“You wore the necklace,” said Julian as he lifted the diamonds from the mounds of her breasts. He let the diamonds slip from his fingers and spill back into her cleavage. His gaze took in her shapely body in the black dress. “And the outfit I picked out fits you even better than I had hoped.”

“Yes, you have dressed me up like a proper doll,” said Sara, backing away from him and over to his desk. “Now, I brought you a gift, Julian.”

He looked past her and saw the small wooden box she had placed on his desk.

“Is it in there?” He said, his smile turning into a grin.

“Yes, directly from the Hindu Kush,” said Sara, following him over to his huge desk. “I nearly lost a few fingers plucking it out of the mouth of a tiger. Oh, not a real one. It was stone, but its mouth closed rather quickly.”

He was listening to her, but his gaze was focused on the box as he walked over to it and slowly opened the lid. The small ring-shaped object within seemed to glow in the firelight. It was a band of gold no wider than Sara’s pinkie finger, dulled by time, but with intricate pictographs still visible around the rim.

“It’s so big,” marveled Julian, picking it up from the velvet lining of the box and holding the ring up in the light.

“Too big for your finger?” Sara took the ring from his hand and showed him how it was much too large for his index finger. It hung loosely around his digit. “But there were some interesting pictographs in the temple…”

She took her phone out of her purse and held it up so he could see the photo she had cued up. His eyes went wide and a moment later he burst into laughter.

“Of course! The Ring of Brahmacharya isn’t meant for a man’s finger.” He lowered the ring beneath his waist and thrust his hips forward, pressing the golden ring to the front of his tailored trousers. “It is meant to be worn on his cock!”

“That is the conclusion I reached as well,” said Sara. “I have tested the object’s authenticity. It dates to the 6th century and the inscription matches contemporaneous pictographs at the Kunduz ruins.”

“Fantastic,” said Julian as he turned the ring around in his hand. He tossed it and caught it with a swing of his hand. Sara did her best to conceal her horror at his casual handling of the priceless relic. “Ah, I saw that little twitch! You were afraid I would toss it through a window maybe? Now I believe it is real.”

“Good,” said Sara, smiling faintly. “I would like to be paid now.”

“Yes, yes, four?” He asked, opening his desk drawer and taking out his checkbook. He started to write her name on the check and stopped. He looked at her thoughtfully and tapped his pen against his mischievous lips. “Or… perhaps you would like to double that amount?”

“Double?” She raised an eyebrow. “I am out of pocket on the expedition Julian. I cannot afford to go off searching for some other relic.”

“Well, I do not believe that, cara mia. You have your father’s inheritance and—“

“The Institute of Lost History is my inheritance,” she said, allowing a bit of annoyance to flash in her brown eyes. “The commissions I undertake for men like you are my only source of income.”

“So you say,” said Julian. “I think you are very wealthy. I also think you would still like eight million Euros instead of four. And you can make that money without leaving the lodge.”

Sara weighed his words carefully and sat lightly on the edge of his desk, her shapely hip and one buttock overhanging the dark wood as she crossed her legs.

“I am listening,” she said.

Julian held up the ring and smiled up at it as if it were a radiant sun.

“The vigor of the gods,” he said. “Bottomless lust and endurance. That is the claim, is it not?”

“That’s what was on the tin. These things tend to be exaggerated, if true at all.”

He stepped closer and took her hands, his dark eyes glittering. She could feel the warmth of the golden ring in his palm.

“Find out with me,” he said. “Tonight. Now. Come to my bedroom and let us test this artifact and prove its power.”

“Or lack thereof?”

“We will prove something,” he said, leaning closer. “About myself, perhaps, if not this relic.”

Sara Chambers had made less money doing far seedier things than selling her affection for a single evening. Julian was quite handsome and they had flirted every time he had hired her. Why not? It was for research purposes.

“On one condition,” she said, sensing there was more to be gained. “If it does not work, then it goes to the Institute.”

“After I’ve paid for it?” Julian scoffed, but he continued, “Of course, my dear. Because I know you would not try to sell me a fake and I believe in the magic of the world.”

Sara had mixed opinions about magic, but she had a feeling that Julian was about to prove he knew a bit of sorcery if the ring did not work. He offered her his hand to shake. She took it gingerly and he gripped her tightly, pulling her into an embrace. His lips pressed to hers, his small mustache tickling her upper lip as her kissed her passionately.

Julian carried her in his arms to his bedroom, kicking open the double doors to reveal another crackling fireplace, a huge bear-skin rug, and a four-poster draped in scarlet silks. He set her down gently onto the bed and fell upon her, his lips ravenous and his hands sliding up her skirt as he pressed her down into the bed. She parted her thighs, one band of her garter snapping free of her stocking as she gasped against his lips and felt his hardness swelling in his trousers.

“Do you know how many times I have dreamt of you in my bed?” He asked, kissing her slender neck and running a strong hand up her thigh.

“All you had to do… mmmm… was offer me four million dollars,” gasped Sara, cradling his head as his kiss moved to the tops of her soft breasts. He pushed the diamond necklace aside and his hot breath caressed her cleavage.

He eased down the delicate straps of her dress and peeled the black neckline lower until her plump tits were free of their confinement. Her breasts bore the marks of a bikini, pink areolas rose in slight domes, capped with erect nipples that Julian sought ravenously. He kisses her breasts and lashed her left nipple with his tongue as his fingers captured her right and plucked at her tender bud.

Sara arched and pulled him tight against her breasts. Julian laughed as he began to suck at her sensitive bud, drawing it against his tongue and warming her areola with his saliva. 

“You are a feast for my hunger,” he moaned, kissing his way to her other breast and sloppily licking her nipple. He sucked it and his lips popped wetly as he drew her entire areola and some of her surrounding breast into his mouth.

“Ohhhhhhh, you are a beast,” she laughed, squeezing her thighs around him as his hardness prodded against her panty-covered mound.

“How does it go? ‘The fire of Rati will burn in his pit’?” He chuckled as he kissed his way down her toned tummy, peeling her dress of as he went until her body was bare but for her panties and stockings. He rubbed at her silky mound, feeling her soft heat radiating through the satin of her underwear. Moisture darkened a line along the gusset. He bent low, kissing her inner thighs, making her gasp softly with desire as his warm breath moved closer and closer to her tender quim.

“Yessss, the fire of Rati,” moaned Sara, pulling her knees up. “The goddess of carnal desire, kept at embers by the ring.”

“Mmmmmmmm,” he moaned, pulling her panties aside and pressing a kiss to Sara’s dewy cuntlips. She sucked in a hiss of pleasure as his tongue slid along her hairless mound and battered her throbbing clit. Her pleasure pulsed with each flick of his devilish tongue. She held her breasts in her hands, plucking at her tender nipples to heighten her mounting ecstasy.

“Ohhhh, Julian,” she cried and bucked against his tongue. “I always knew… ohhhhh… just there… give it a suck! Yesss! I knew you had a silver tongue!”

He flicked his tongue and sucked her clit at the same time, driving her over the edge into a plunge into bottomless pleasure. Her toes curled and her fingers twisted in the sheets. She bucked her hips to rub her slit against his chin and up to his nose. He continued to lick her even when he could no longer suck her pulsing clit.

She finally relaxed back onto the bed, gasping for breath, grinning madly as the flush of her pleasure colored her cheeks.

“Now,” said Julian, his grin returning as he rose above her on his knees. “I think it is time to try out the Ring of Brahmacharya.”

He unbuttoned his trousers and his cock flopped free, thick and well-veined, with a mushroom cap that was a dark red just shade off from purple. Precum glistened at his tip. He held up the ring and gazed down into her pleasure-lidded eyes as he carefully fitted the fat band around his cock. Sara thought Julian’s cock looked rather large, yet the ring was loose was he slid it down to his shaved root.

“Perhaps these men were giants,” said Julian, sounding rather disappointed. “I could—AHHH!”

He gasped as the ring suddenly constricted and emitted a small flash of golden light. His cock darkened another shade immediately and his veins seemed to bulge nearly to bursting. He grunted, his manly chest heaving as he gripped his cock.

“It is… on fire,” he said. He looked at Sara with wild, hungry eyes. His grin spread so wide and mad that it gave Sara a tickle of fear. Julian growled, “My sword glows with heat and there is only one way to quench it now!”

She tried to scramble away from him on the bed, but he caught her legs, twisted her ankles roughly, and turned her over onto her hands and knees. He mounted her like a beast, not even waiting for her to catch her breath or lift her head from the bed as he grabbed her slender waist and slammed his swollen cock deep into her velvet cunt.

“Ahhhhh!” Sara wailed, jerking her head up and looking back at Julian. He began to savagely fuck her, biting his lower lip as he pounded every centimeter of his thick cock into the slick sheath of her pussy. His muscular hips smacked loudly against her peachy bum with every thrust; his balls swung against her clit and drove pleasure through her body. “Oh, yes, fuck me!”

“Raaaaa!” Julian roared, throwing back his head and gripping her waist even tighter. He spanked her firm rear with each piston pump of his glistening red manhood. He stretched her delicate folds wide and pounded into her, relentless and intense, until Sara was wailing with pleasure. Her anus clenched with each spasm and Julian took, spitting upon his finger to slop the saliva into her crack and over her divot. Sara was in the throes of ecstasy and could offer no resistance other than her tight pucker as he drove two fingers up her arse.

“Ohhhhh in my bum as well! A bit… OH! Cheeky!” She gasped as he fucked her twitching holes with his fingers and his cock at the same time. “Julian, you’re so rough!”

He growled and leaned into her, pummeling her arse and pounding his cock into her pussy. He drove another orgasm into her on the edge of the first and savagely kissed her neck and bit at her shoulder. She cried out in pain and he released her, but only for a moment. He rolled her onto her back and climbed atop her, pushing her feet up almost to his shoulder and slamming his cock deep into her pussy.

“God, I’m so wet,” she cried, which was fortunate because at Julian’s relentless pace she needed all the lube she could get. It began to trickle out of her quim with each squelching thrust of his cock and slicked her arsehole and his thumping bollocks.

He made her cum again, kissing her lips and roughly fondling her swaying tits. He grunted and growled against her lips, more animal than man, his cock seeming so warm inside her it felt as if she might melt. She realized that she had to do something. The magic of the ring was working, but without any release Julian might go on until his heart stopped.

“That’s enough,” she gasped.

“Grrrrr!” Julian held her ankles up near her shoulders, her body bent and his cock relentless inside her.

She tried to push him away, but he was ferociously strong and his impressive, tanned body was seemingly enhanced since the last time she saw it by the pool in Monte Carlo. She managed to twist her legs out of his grasp and kicked his side, rolling him off of her just as she was about to cum again. She flipped over and tried to crawl away and he grabbed her and pulled her back towards him. Her lovely bum collided with his huge cock and he smacked and slid up her crack, his slick length tickling over her arsehole.

“Oh, no, you naughty bastard,” she laughed, but there was an edge of fear in her tone. “That’s enough of that, Julian! Snap out of—AH!”

His huge cock skewered her tender arsehole and sent a shock of pain through her body. He stretched her sensitive ring around his cock and slammed deep inside her and pressed her forcefully down flat onto the bed. Her pain yielded to a deep, tingling pleasure and the friction of her clit against his silk sheets turned that tingling into a throbbing ecstasy.

“Oh my god,” she wailed. “Julian! Ohhhhhh your damned cock is too AHHHH!”

She was wracked by the most intense orgasm yet. He cupped her chin with both his hands and arched her body, forcing her to bend and slamming every centimeter of his throbbing cock up her fluttering arsehole. Sara could hardly believe the force of her pleasure. She felt sure her clenching arse would finally make him cum, but he thrust right through her orgasm and continued to pound her.

I have to do something or my heart might give out, she thought, concern giving way to fear.

She slid a hand beneath her body, towards her dripping cunt. His weight atop her nearly pinned her arm, but she managed to reach her thigh and curl her hand between her legs and feel his swinging bollocks. She gently teased them with her fingertips and her nails and he let out groans of pleasure. It did not slow the relentless arsefucking he was giving her.

“That’s right,” she gasped. “Feels nice? How about… THIS!”

She grabbed his bollocks and squeezed hard. He let out a cry and flopped off of her, his cock leaving her stretched pucker gaping. He roared with pain and glared at her accusingly, his red cock twitching with need and his eyes wide and wild.

“Sorry about that, love,” she said. “Had to do something. Let me make it up to you.”

He flinched as she crawled towards him, but she steadied him with a hand on his washboard abs. She began to lick his cock, tasting her own nectar and the faint bitterness of her arse. She took him into her mouth, looking up at him as she stretched her lips around him and descended onto his throbbing shaft. He began to fuck her mouth, but a strong grip at his root held him from gagging her.

“Ggrrrrrrrr!” He roared, trying to pump past her fist. She felt the ring around his cock, hot beneath her touch. Despite her best efforts to restrain him, Julian began to thrust past her grasp and gag her. Sara’s eyes watered as his cock battered against her throat. She managed to get her spit all over his cock and, finally surrendering to a rough throatfucking, she tried to grip the ring with her thumb and fingertips. She pulled it up his shaft between throat-stretching, eye-watering strokes of his huge cock into her throat. Finally, she grabbed a good hold of the hot metal band and slid it into her mouth.

Sara had just enough time to pull back and spit the ring out as Julian, suddenly freed of its constraint, let out a hoarse cry of pleasure and began to cum. She was struck in the face by the first hot pump of his load, a massive splatter that covered her cheeks and nose and eyes in spunk. She managed to catch his tip in her mouth and took pulse after hot pulse of his salty seed into her mouth. It overflowed her lips and she sucked, draining his twitching bollocks and swallowing more than her share of his thick cum.

He finally collapsed back on the bed, his chest rising and falling with his labored breathing and his face red with exertion. Sara wiped her eyes and looked at him, cum dripping from her chin onto her spunk-glazed tits.

“It nearly killed me,” he said and broke out into a grin. “It nearly killed us both.”

“Seems to store all of your cum up for that one big orgasm when the ring comes off,” she laughed. “Only problem is you need someone like me around to take the ring off.”

“Pleasure slaves,” he said. “That was how they did it before. Trained to… oh, god, I’m sorry, Sara. I was rough with you.”

“Yeah?” She climbed atop him, smearing his cum all over his sweaty body. She kissed him, heedless of him tasting his spunk, and she laughed. “Maybe I like it rough.”

He reached around her and squeezed her peachy bum in both hands. Despite nearly needing IV fluids after all his sweating and cumming, Julian could not deny the lovely blonde.

“Let’s try again,” he said.

“Alright, love,” she said, “but if it kills you, I get the helicopter.”

Her mouth descended onto his cock, stiffening his manhood as she began to slip the ring once more over his tip. Hours later, as Sara sprawled with Julian on the rug beside the fire, her head cradled against his shoulder as he held the ring up to the light.

“I suppose you get to keep it,” she said.

“Another proposition then,” he said, taking it from her. “Find a way to beat it and I will let you have it for your Institute.”

“Is that a challenge?” She looked up at him.

“Anything to get you back in my bed,” he said. He his fingers over her puffy nipple and made it stiffen. She batted his hand away.

“It might just be worth my effort,” she chuckled and teased his cockhead with her fingertip. After hours of fucking, it did not stir again. She rolled off of him and clambered to her feet, standing naked above him in the firelight. “Very well, Julian. I accept your challenge. And your four million dollars.”

She held out a hand and helped him to his feet. She left his alpine retreat with new purpose and four million dollars richer. Julian had been right of course, the money was almost meaningless to her, but it was the principle.

Chambers House

North of London

Rain rattled against the mullioned windows of the old stone manor. Lightning flashed in the storm clouds scudding over the expansive grounds and cast long shadows down into the echoing training room.

“Again,” said Sara, her blonde hair back in a braided tail and her face dewed with sweat. She bounced up and down on the balls of her bare feet and her squeezed breasts hardly moved in the compression top she wore. Her forearms ached from the kendo stick, but she was not ready to stop.

“You sure?” Megan Nakamura, dark-haired, freckled, and lithe in her own workout gear, stood across from Sara with the kendo stick held low. “I think maybe you’ve had enough for today.”

“You’ll know when I’ve had enough when I’m mad at you,” said Sara, flashing a smile. She bounced up and down again and motioned for Megan to renew her attack.

Megan assumed a fighting position with her Kendo stick held upright. Sara raised her guard. Thunder rumbled and lightning flashed. Megan launched her assault with a series of rapid overhead strikes, the stick high and coming down fast on Sara again and again. Sara blocked twice, taking the stick on her aching forearms before dodging the third. She kicked on the fourth, knocking the stick aside, and swept Megan’s legs before she could steady herself.

Megan landed hard on her butt on the practice mat and Sara followed up with a leap at put her atop Mega. She straddled Megan’s chest and cocked her taped fist back to deliver a punch. Megan winced and that was enough for Sara to relax her fist.

“How is it,” began Megan as Sara rolled off of her and gave her a hand up, “that I end up out of breath and tired and you’re the one that is supposed to be getting the workout?”

“I don’t have to swing that heavy stick around,” said Sara, a mischievous grin on her face. “Still think I’ve had enough for today?”

“Once more,” said Megan and she tossed the kendo stick aside. “No weapons. First to tap out.”

“It’s going to be you,” said Sara, assuming a loose Muay Thai stance.

Megan taped up her hands and returned to the practice mats. She assumed a confident one-foot Judo stance and gave Sara a cocky smile.

“Alright then,” she said. “Come and make me submit.”

“My pleasure,” said Sara.

She winked and launched her first kick in the same instant, dividing Megan’s attention. Megan was familiar with Sara’s flirt-fighting technique and hopped back out of reach of Sara’s kick. She almost followed up, but saw Sara’s right hand ready for a quick strike. Sara attempted another kick and Megan preempted her with a series of three strikes that drove Sara back and nearly to the ground. She tasted blood.

“Well done,” said Sara, wiping her hand on her lip. “First to you then. Last to me.”

Sara went on the attack, practically leaping into Megan and shrugging off blows to her shoulders and back. Sara drove hard into Megan’s solar plexus and rode her down to the mat. They doubled up, twisting and grappling for a hold. Sara, on top, had the advantage. She used one knee to limit Megan’s leg movements and pinned one of Megan’s arms to the mat. Megan drove repeated short jabs into Sara’s ribs and side, but Sara had spent years toughening up sparring. Megan just didn’t have to room to do any damage with her punches. 

Sara twisted Megan’s arm behind her back and rolled Megan onto her knees. Sara kept her body over the slender woman, pushing down heavily to keep her from wriggling loose. She felt the heat of their bodies melding together and smelled the sweat and shampoo in Megan’s hair.

“Are you going to make me break your wrist?” Sara asked with a hint of acid in her voice.

“N-no,” said Megan, still struggling. “Are you going to make me bust your… l-lip again?”

“No thanks,” said Sara, pressing against Megan’s back and leaning her lips to Megan’s left ear. “But I’ll have you kiss it and make it better.”

Sara twisted Megan’s arm a little higher and Megan yelped with pain.

“A-alright,” she gasped. “Alright, I yield.”

Sara released her grip on Megan’s arm immediately, but kept her weight atop Megan’s back. She pressed her lips to Megan’s ear and whispered hotly, “You know what the loser has to do?”

“Yes,” hissed Megan.

“Good,” said Sara, lifting her breasts from Megan’s back and rising to her feet. Megan rolled over and looked up at Sara for a moment, a little bit of anger in her golden eyes.

“That really hurt,” said Megan.

Sara thrust a hand down to help her up. “I thought you like to play rough,” said Sara as she pulled Megan to her feet.

Lightning crashed again and the rains intensified. The lights flickered, but power held.

“I need a shower,” said Sara, grinning wildly. She ran for the exit from the training room.

“Oh, you crazy bitch,” said Megan with a shake of her head and followed after her.

They emerged from the 16th century stone manor house and into the rain-swept garden. Warm summer rain pounded their bodies, soaking their hair and workout clothes in seconds. Lightning flashed ominously and thunder rippled through the darkness that followed.

“This is mad!” Shouted Megan over the drum of the rain. She reached out to Sara to try to pull her back towards the manor. “Are you trying to get us killed?”

“I thought you wanted to come along on my next outing,” said Sara, dancing out of Megan’s grasp and deeper into the garden. “And you’re afraid of a little rain?”

Sara ran into the garden and Megan chased after her.

“Not the rain that will fry your…” Megan’s voice trailed off as she rounded the hedges and found the path empty. She ran to the fountain at the end of the path. There was no sign of Sara. She called out, “Sara?! Where did you go?!”

Arms seemed to materialize from a nearby hedge and pulled Megan through the scratching branches. She fell out the other side and into Sara’s arms. The beautiful treasure hunter pulled her into a small shed, the rain a loud rattle on the wooden roof. The smell of dust, machine oil, and gardening chemicals filled the air. Lightning flashed again and the two women pressed together in the tight space.

“I’m a bit wet,” laughed Sara, looking down at her workout clothes, clinging even tighter now that they were soaked. Her nipples stood out beneath the dark top.

“A bit,” agreed Megan, catching her breath and grinning back at Sara. “Suppose we should get out of these wet clothes.”

They kissed passionately as their hands struggled with their waterlogged clothes. Megan’s top peeled off first, her pale brown skin revealed and the small brown pebbles of her nipples hard beneath Sara’s touch. She moaned against Sara’s lips and Sara thrust her tongue into Megan’s gasping mouth.

Sara thrust her hand down the front of Megan’s workout pants and felt the hot curve of Megan’s pussy beneath her fingers. Megan managed to work both of her hands under Sara’s wet top and began to fondle and squeeze Sara’s soft breasts. Sara’s fingers traced Megan’s slick folds and parted her petals with two fingers. Sara pushed her fingers into Megan’s hot cunt as Megan began to pluck and pinch at Sara’s sensitive nipples.

“Oh, naughty girl,” gasped Sara. She pulled her top up over her breasts, freeing her soft mounds. She moaned, “Suck them.”

Megan eagerly complied, burying her face against Sara’s cleavage, kissing and caressing Sara’s breasts, and finally licking her way to one of Sara’s erect nipples. Sara moaned and began to fuck Megan with her fingers as Megan began to suck. Sara leaned her head back against one of the shelves in the small shed, savoring the hot suction of her beautiful training buddy’s mouth. Megan looked up at Sara from Sara’s creamy tits, lust glimmering in her golden eyes and her hips beginning to move as she fucked against Sara’s fingers.

“Oh, you’re nice and eager,” laughed Sara. She kept fingering Megan’s tight cunt and used her other hand to peel Megan’s workout pants down from her firm bottom. Once it was exposed, Sara gave it a good smack and a squeeze, eliciting a cry from Megan against Sara’s tender nipple.

“No being rough,” pouted Megan. “I yielded, remember?”

“That’s right,” laughed Sara. “I remember that I won. That means you get on your knees first.”

Megan felt Sara’s fingers slide out of her pussy and let out a sigh of disappointment. She continued to pout as she slid down to her knees. Sara slid her workout pants down, revealing her waxed pussy and her pink flower. Sara leaned her shoulders back and reached a hand down to spread her cunt open. Megan looked up again, past Sara’s ample breasts and into Sara’s brown eyes. The dark haired beauty leaned forward and began to lick.

“Thaaaat’s it,” hissed Sara as Megan’s tongue found her button. “Oh, you remember how to do it.”

Megan did indeed. She often lost to Sara and had a great deal of practice rewarding her friend and employer for her fair wins. Sometimes, she even let Sara win, Megan admitted to herself as she licked Sara’s sweet pussy and throbbing clit. The dark-haired young trainer began to fuck herself with three fingers in her tight cunt as she licked and sucked Sara’s sweet pussy.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Megan and the sound of her lust vibrated up into Sara’s hot quim.

“Oh, yes,” cried Sara, rocking her hips and grinding her clit against Megan’s tongue. She held Megan’s head with one hand and clung onto one of the beams of the wooden shed with the other. She rocked her hips and fucked against Megan’s face, her pleasure seeming to rise with the growing rattle of the rain on the shed’s roof.

As Sara’s pleasure mounted, she almost climbed atop Megan’s face, pulling the dark-haired beauty roughly against her pussy and grinding hard against her lips and tongue. Megan was game and did not relent in her licking and sucking. In fact, she reached one hand around to squeeze Sara’s bum and teased her crack with her fingers.

“Careful, love,” panted Sara. “Or I’ll have you licking me there as well.”

Megan pulled her lips from Sara’s clit, Sara’s juices all over her lips and chin, and said, “Make me. Please.”

Sara laughed with delight, stepping back just enough to turn around and thrust her peachy bum into Megan’s face. Megan fucked herself harder with her fingers, kissing and moaning against the firm roundness of Sara’s ass. Sara reached back and pulled Megan’s head roughly against her ass.

“Loser licks,” laughed Sara. “So go on then, you naughty tart. Lick my arse!”

“Ohhhh, yes,” moaned Megan, spreading Sara’s ass and rimming Sara’s tight arsehole.

Sara rubbed furiously at her clit as Megan licked her arse, riding her firm cheeks back against Megan’s pretty face as her pleasure rose to a peak. Megan continued to moan, licking hungrily, thrusting her tongue up Sara’s hot little hole.

“I’m cumming! Lick it! Lick my arse! Make me cummmmmm!” Sara wailed with pleasure, loud enough to beat out the rain as Megan furiously tongued Sara’s clenching arsehole. The more Megan’s hot tongue pushed into Sara’s tender pucker, the harder her orgasm shuddered through her body. Megan was a good girl, moaning with her own orgasm, breath hot in Sara’s crack and her tongue relentless.

Sara’s fingers finally stopped on her clit and Megan gave Sara’s arse a few last, adoring licks. Megan kissed her way back out of Sara’s crack and gave the lovely treasure hunter’s bum a squeeze with both hands.

“Now it’s my turn,” said Megan, rising from her red knees and giving Sara a passionate kiss. “And I want just as good as I gave. Tongue up my arse and all.”

“Oh, of course, I wouldn’t dream of—“

Sara’s cheeky reply was interrupted by the loud chiming of her phone. She fumbled in the dark shed and plucked the phone from her workout pants. The message was from Baxter, her chief researcher.

She read the text aloud, “SOMETHING BIG! WHAT YOU’VE BEEN LOOKING FOR!”

“Your pet boffin can wait,” said Megan, her brow furrowing with annoyance. She reached for the phone to take it from Sara, but another text message made Sara hold the phone out reach.

“It’s the Dagger of Delight,” said Sara. “The little swot has found the bloody dagger.”

“I’m not going to get my arse licked, am I?” Megan pouted.

“Later, dear,” said Sara. She gave Megan a kiss and ran out into the rain completely nude. Sara was back inside the huge stone manor before Megan left the shed. She did not see that Megan was still pouting furiously.

The beautiful treasure hunter changed into a pair of trousers and a white button-down shirt and hurried to the library to find Baxter hard at work. He was pasty-faced, with uncombed brown hair overly large blue eyes that made him look like a child even though he was well into his twenties. He might have been good looking if he took care of his skin and went to the gym once in a while, thought Sara.

The small, skinny young man was hunched over a trio of laptop computers set up on a table in the middle of the library. Several high-end automatic cameras were working continuously to document a huge and very delicate looking scroll flattened under glass on another table.

“You’ve found the Dagger of Delight?” Said Sara, finishing buttoning her shirt as she approached.

“That’s right,” said Baxter, turning to look at her over his shoulder. Baxter’s face reddened as he caught sight of Sara’s creamy cleavage. “Um, yes, the dagger is, well… here…”

He stepped aside so she could see the laptop he was working on most closely.

“Is that the Yucatan?” She asked, zooming in on the map. “There are no temples for a hundred kilometers, at least. Something else?”

“Yes,” said Baxter. “The text kept referring to ‘the low temple’ and I couldn’t suss it out… until I wrote an algorithm to analyze the satellite imagery. Look here…”

He zoomed in on a dark spot on the jungle foliage. An almost perfect black circle was visible. Sara had seen these before.

“It’s a cenote,” said Sara. “Not unusual for the area. The limestone gives way and reveals the groundwater. I’m afraid your algorithm failed you. And you interrupted something rather enjoyable.”

“Sorry about that,” said Baxter, clearing his throat. “Have another look though. Zoom in all the way.”

She pressed the key to zoom in on the satellite image until the black of the cenote filled the laptop’s screen. She was about to chastise him again for wasting her time when she saw the glint on the black circle.

“Something rectangular,” she said, tracing the shape with her fingertip. “What is it? Submerged in the water?”

“I think you’re seeing a reflection,” said Baxter. I believe they carved out a space next to the water down in that cenote and built their temple.”

“Why hasn’t anyone seen this before?” She asked. “This is less than two hours from Chichen Itza.”

“No modern explorer has explored that cenote,” said Baxter. “No divers. No treasure hunters. Nobody. But I found a reference to it from the journal of Simon de Grange, an explorer from the 15th century, who described a reclusive ‘cult’ of ‘pleasure mad Indians’ that worshipped in a temple at a lake underground. He described stairs down to the temple and that they, well, they had women do things to him for days before he could escape. The stairs are gone.”

“I suspect the women will be gone as well,” said Sara. “Good work, Baxter.”

“Really?” Megan sounded surprised as she walked into the library drying her hair in a towel. “What did the nerd do?”

“He found what I’ve been looking for,” said Sara, turning to leave. “I’m going to Mexico.”

“We’re going to Mexico,” said Megan, following behind her.

“Baxter,” said Sara, stopping in the doorway. “You can draw a reward from the fishbowl.”

He hopped up from his computer chair and scurried over to the fishbowl Sara had placed on one of the shelves. It was full of tightly folded pieces of paper. The last time Baxter had impressed Sara he had been allowed to draw something out of the fishbowl and had received a brand new Lamborghini Murciélago. Which he totaled a week later skidding off the road and flipping the car in a shepherd’s field. He had sworn to himself that if he ever won another supercar from Sara Chambers he was going to put it up for auction the next day.

“Go on then,” said Megan, watching him curiously. “Let’s see what you get.”

Both women lingered at the doorway, leaning to get a better view as Baxter dipped a hand into the glass fishbowl and chose a folded piece of paper. He took it out and unfolded it. His excitement turned to bitter disappointment as he read what was on the paper.

“What is it?” Megan asked with a hint of mocking amusement in her voice.

Baxter held the unfolded paper up so that Megan and Sara could see what was written on it in blue pen.

“A ruddy sandwich,” he said, devastated by the words, “Sara’s Favorite Sandwich.”

Megan burst into laughter, covering her mouth to hide it.

“Lucky draw,” said Sara. “I’ll whip one up for you when we return from Mexico.”

Sara offered him thumbs up and Megan offered a sympathetic pat on the shoulder before the two women departed, leaving Baxter alone with his profoundly disappointing slip of paper. It was particularly disappointing since he was fairly certain Sara’s favorite sandwich was a Nutella and banana on toast. Not bad, but certainly no Lamborghini.

Back in her spacious private suite, Sara placed a call to her pilot, Lindsay, to have her jet gassed up and ready for transcontinental travel.

“You got it, boss,” said Lindsay with a Texas twang in her voice.

Sara hung up the call and opened her closet full of weapons and treasure hunting gear. She began to carefully assemble her kit, preparing for any eventuality she could conceive. By the time she was done, she had two crash-proof shipping cases full of clothing and gear, along with a collapsible hang gliding pack and a sniper rifle.

“Mmmm, perhaps not the sniper rifle,” she said, pushing the case back into her closet.

Even without it, she had enough firepower to take on a small army.

More than once on her expeditions, she had.

Yucatan Jungle, Mexico

The old gray helicopter flying over the dense jungle bore the red-white-and-green triangle markings of the Mexican Navy. Lindsay was behind the controls, calmly surveying the jungle canopy below for the location of the cenote marked on the GPS. The helicopter thumped low over the treetops, air rushing in through the open side door and blowing locks of Sara’s hair from beneath her crash helmet. The wash of the engines seemed no hotter than the tropical air blowing in her face. She was ready, poised to jump, but Megan looked worried.

“You don’t have to do this,” said Sara into her helmet microphone. “You don’t have to prove anything to me.”

Megan gave her hang-glider pack a final adjustment and clambered to the other side of the open door. Her hands gripped the door frame like iron claws. Locks of her silky black hair blew loose from her helmet. Her goggles were partially fogged up despite being vented.

“I’m doing this,” she said, sounding more like she was reassuring herself than refuting Sara.

Lindsay’s voice cut in over the intercom, “Coming up on the location. I’ll slow it to a hover.”

Sara leaned out the open door and she could see the void in the jungle canopy. As they passed directly above it she could see nothing but darkness. Was this definitely the correct cenote? Had Baxter’s reflection theory been an artifact of digital imagery?

The time for worrying about such things was behind her. She reached out across the opening and grasped Megan on the shoulder. The engine grew louder and more labored as Lindsay moved into a low hover over the opening.

“I will jump first!” Sara had to shout even over the headset. “Follow my path and we should hit dry land. You are skilled with the gliders. I have seen you.”

“Right,” said Megan, looking as though she was about to be sick.

“If you hit the water,” continued Sara, “hit your flotation switch. If those fail, hit your release. Do you understand?”

“Flotation switch and then release. Got it.” Megan gave Sara a week smile, hair whipping and swirling across her face from the downwash.

“On three, love,” said Sara. “You will be fine. One… two… three!”

Sara leaped from the open door of the helicopter, sailing into the hot jungle air and out of the turbulence. She stole a look over her shoulder and saw Megan had followed her, although the young woman was in a tumble which she needed to steady out before they cleared the jungle line. Sara used her body as a brake and Megan caught up to her, rolling and twisting in midair and trying to flatten her body.

Sara grabbed Megan by her harness, risking losing a couple fingers as she pulled Megan closer and turned her face-down. She held her steady until she had bled off her rotational energy. Sara gave her thumbs up, but she had to push away. They cleared the tree level and their gliders were timed to open in seconds.

The frame popped open and the pack pulled at Sara’s body as the wings of the glider found lift. She took hold of the steering bars and began to guide the glider in a graceful, curving trajectory down into the dark hole in the earth. Megan was even with her, struggling with the glider, but managing to keep roughly on Sara’s wingtip.

They passed ground level and Sara dropped several float lights to mark the surface of the water. The hole was deep. They glided three hundred meters down from the jungle into the bedrock and into a world with just a small circle of light visible above. Ten meters above the pitch black surface of the cenote’s water, Sara saw the cave entrance and an arched structure that seemed manmade. She steered her glider towards the cave and landed just inside, her feet scuffing lightly against the rocks and the cave plunging into deep darkness ahead of her.

“Bugger!” Megan cried out and splashed into the water and sent the floating lights bobbing wildly.

Megan fought frantically with her pack and managed to trigger her floatation device. A moment later, she hit the release and fell out of her pack as it inflated, slipping into the dark, cold water of the cenote. Her clothes were saturated and her lean body lacked buoyancy. She was a good swimmer, but in darkness, in this strange environment, she began to panic.

Sara shed her pack at the water’s edge, kicked off her boots, and dove headfirst into the dark, cold water. The water had an unpleasant, decayed smell from fallen leaves and dead animals that took many years to decay in the cold, airless depths of the cenote. Sara’s fit body and calm swimming cut swiftly through the water. Megan was panicked and thrashing wildly. Sara caught her under the arms and fought her to shore.

“It’s alright, Megan,” she said, her voice echoing in the vast chamber of the cenote. “I have you. I have you now. Come on. Onto the shore.”

Sara heaved Megan out of the water and onto the slippery bank. She made sure the young woman was breathing and then turned back to fish her floating pack out of the dark waters. She pushed it onto the shore and finally climbed out of the water, her jumpsuit soaked completely through with the cold water.

“Get your clothes off,” said Sara. “Get something dry out of your pack. It’s ten degrees Celsius down here.”

“R-right,” said Megan, rolling upright and still breathless. She watched as Sara undressed shamelessly, her body pale in the dim glow of the floating lights, her nipples stiff and her arms and legs prickled with gooseflesh. Sara pulled on fresh socks, a pair of shorts, sports bra, and a tank top. Her boots were dry. Megan was taking a long time, trembling and almost in shock. Sara helped her dress and covered her in an emergency blanket.

“Stay here,” said Sara.

“N-no,” said Megan. “I’m going—“

“Damn it, Megan, you proved yourself. That was an unlucky jump. Could have happened to me.” Sara stood up and belted on the pistols she favored. “Wait here for Lindsay to return. We can climb out together.”

“Right,” said Megan.

“May radio won’t reach the surface in that cave and I might help,” said Sara, trying to soften the blow of abandoning her friend and trainer. “Be ready. If I call you, then come and rescue me.”

Megan smiled graciously, her teeth clicking as she chattered against the cold.

“Good luck, boss,” she said, cradling her radio in her lap.

“There’s a thermos in my pack,” said Sara, gesturing to the heavy pack she intended to leave behind. “Winston made us some of his orange mint tea. Just a hint of cream and sugar.”

“Oh, bless him,” moaned Megan, reaching for the pack.

Sara smiled and turned her attention back to her expedition. She switched on a torch and approached the crumbling archway she had seen when she landed. It was about three times her height, sturdy at the base and fragile near the top of the arch. This was the structure Baxter’s algorithm had picked up on the satellite imagery. The arch might have been naturally occurring, except for the last fading Inyakan pictographs left by the builders. Sara recognized a serpent and a flower and a few other symbols, but so much had faded away that she could not make sense of it.

She shined her torch through the arch and down the path into the cave. She was surprised to see a canal of black water divided by a narrow path of crumbling stone. In places, the cave’s walls jutted into the canal or formed a ledge of collapsed rock, but the only real way forward was down the narrow path.

The stones were slimy with moisture and the going proved much more precarious than she had expected. She nearly pitched over into the canal in her first dozen steps, which did not bother her unduly until another dozen steps, when she noticed something large moving within the water. A serpentine body and a spiny fin appeared for a moment before disappearing back beneath the surface of the black water. Cenotes rarely supported large fish and whatever that was seemed enormous.

Sara proceeded more cautiously. After another dozen paces, the stone path eroded and she had to take a running jump over the gap. She landed poorly on the other side, skidding for half a pace and losing her balance. She landed hard, folding one leg onto the stone path and dropping the other leg over the edge and into the water. She gasped as she almost immediately felt something large brush against her submerged leg. She pulled her leg out and the water churned violently a moment later. She caught sight of the spiny fin again and a tapered head with red eyes.

“What the hell is it?” She hissed, as the pale, serpentine body disappeared again. The head looked big enough for the creature to swallow her arm or leg and the body was at least five meters from head to tail. A giant eel? Some sort of massive carp? Sara was not sure, but she knew she wanted to avoid the canal’s black water.

Another hundred paces – along with two more leaps across perilous gaps – and Sara reached the temple she had hoped to see. It was a stepped pyramid in the Inyakan style, stones glistening with moisture and a dark entrance visible at the base. Sara swept her torch’s beam over the entrance and could make out Inyakan pictographs.

Unfortunately, she could not easily get closer to read them. The path through the canal had stopped and the temple overlooked a wide lagoon of the dark water. She shined her light down into the water and saw the serpentine movement of the creature. Its spiny dorsal fins stuck out almost completely and never fully submerged in the lagoon, suggesting that the water was fairly shallow.

Sara knew that if she tried to swim, this creature would easily overtake her, but maybe, she reasoned, she could simply run across the lagoon. She observed the movements of the creature for several minutes before deciding that the entire lagoon was shallow. Its fins only submerged near the mouth of the canal.

She waited until the creature was near the mouth of the canal and tossed a rock as far as she could behind her into the canal’s dark waters. The creature reacted at once, swimming at great speed down the canal. Sara took a running leap and jumped into the lagoon. Her legs plunged into the cold water up to her thighs. Her boots contacted the slick bottom of the canal and she almost lost her footing.

Sara heard the creature thrash for a moment in the canal behind her and then there was silence. It was coming for her. She began to move as fast as she could. The water was deeper than she had hoped and she could not reach anything approaching a running speed. She glanced back and saw the fin surface behind her as the creature entered the shallows of the lagoon. Ten meters! Her heart pounded as she struggled through the cold water towards the opposite shore of the lagoon.

Another glance behind her and she saw the fin perhaps five meters behind her. It was too fast, but she had had to try to outrun it to the shore.

Mercifully, she reached an upward slope in the lagoon and her legs emerged more from the water with each step. Two steps and she was at mid-thigh. Two more and she was just above her knee. She glanced behind her again and the fin was scarcely two meters away. The pale, scaly hump of the creature’s back was sticking out of the water. She could see the tops of its gills flexing and the red eyes staring at her just beneath the surface. It seemed to sense she had almost escaped and it thrashed furiously to gain speed.

Sara lurched to the shore and practically leapt the last meter onto the slippery rocks. Breathless, adrenaline throbbing in her veins, she rolled onto her back just as the creature surged out of the water. It surged out of the water at her. It had the rounded head of a loach, but the serrated teeth of a shark, maw open and gaping as it pushed itself on its pectoral fins towards her booted foot.

“I don’t think so,” said Sara and she drew one of her pistols and fired.

The noise was horrible within the confines of the cave. The bright flare of the muzzle illuminated the holes as the bullets punched through the creature’s thick skull. It took four shots to put it down. The creature gurgled, eyes rolling in its head, and it slid lifelessly back into the lagoon. Its body floated slowly to the surface behind it, revealing a serpentine length of nearly ten meters. Sara got to her feet at the edge of the lagoon, breasts heaving with exertion, and stared in amazement at the size of the beast.

“A bloody dinosaur,” she murmured, although the words were more for her own comfort. The truth, she suspected, was that this creature was not natural at all. More likely, it was part of some ancient magical defense erected by the Inyakans. They were clearly not very keen on visitors to their temple.

The radio crackled and Megan shouted, “What the hell was that, Sara!? Are you shooting?”

Sara unclipped the radio from the webbing of her small pack and explained, “Doing a bit of fishing. Nothing to worry about.”

“Can you warn me the next time before you start shooting guns?” Megan sounded more shaken than Sara felt.

“Will do my best, love,” said Sara. “I’m heading into the temple now.”

“Be careful,” said Megan.

“Always,” lied Sara as she watched the dead creature float in the lagoon.

She switched off the radio and turned back to the temple. She approached with great caution, mindful of pit traps, pressure plates, tripwires, and various other traps she had encountered over her years of treasure hunting. There were no further traps on her way to the entrance of the temple, but there was a warning spelled out in pictographs. She was familiar enough with Inyakan to decipher their meaning. The first guardian was the serpent, the second the flower, and the third was the heart.

“A serpent, a flower, and a heart,” she said softly. “Why does that last one give me greatest cause for concern?”

There was more to the pictographs. The motif of a knife and worshippers kneeling before a knife was repeated several times. The Dagger of Delight was, at some point, inside the temple that stood before her in the cave. It might have been removed by worshippers or looters long ago. There was only one way to find out.

Sara clipped her torch to her backpack’s shoulder strap and set off into the temple with both of her pistols drawn. The temple path was narrow and hemmed in by statues with features lost to the minerals that dripped from the upper levels of the cave. The accretion of so much white and yellow minerals gave the statues monstrous facial features and heightened the tension of Sara’s journey.

She reached a room with a stone door set on iron hinges. The door was jammed and she had to lever it open with the crowbar she carried in her pack. The hinges gave out and the huge slab of the door tilted and fell to the floor inside the room, smashing into a dozen chunks. Sara stepped gingerly over it and into a round room filled with the strong and unmistakable smell of flowers. The aroma was cloying and made her eyes water; the scent seemed to be coming from several clay pots containing dried petals.

“Aleorana Malyotoxsis,” gasped Sara, reaching for a handkerchief. Lustbloom, as it was called, was a hallucinogenic flower sometimes smoked by ancient Inyakan warriors. It was said to turn their fears into desires and their pain into pleasure. It was used by warriors unlikely to survive a battle with the enemy because smoking it was often fatal.

Sara was not smoking it, but the aroma was still getting to her. The handkerchief over her mouth mitigated the smell, but she could already see telltale flickering of colors at the edges of her vision. She could leave now or she could continue on, but she could not stay in this room for more than a few minutes.

“Not turning back,” said Sara, her body feeling warm and pleasant despite her growing fear. She breathed the floral scent through her handkerchief and searched the room for any sign of another door. Her vision swam and seemed to congeal again. She felt with her fingers and found a stone panel set into the wall. An object of brown stone about 25 centimeters long jutted from the center of the panel at waist height. She aimed her torch’s light at the object and gasped.

It wasn’t stone at all, she realized. It was tan flesh… living flesh! She crouched closer and saw the exquisite lifelike phallus that jutted from the stone wall. It was a cock nine or ten inches in length with a thick bulbous tip and ridges along the shaft.

“What in the hell?” She prodded the cock with her fingertip and it jerked visibly. Stranger still, it was warm against her touch. She ran her fingertip beneath the shaft and down to cum-heavy bollocks that dangled beneath the root. She hefted them in her hand. They felt real!

Feeling a surge of desire, perhaps enhanced by the fragrance of the lustbloom, Sara dropped the handkerchief from her mouth and leaned down to give the cock a lick. It twitched against her tongue and as she licked across the head she tasted the unmistakable salty hint of precum.

Sara gave in to the sudden urge to pleasure this seemingly incongruous cock. She moaned as she took it into her eager mouth, swirling her tongue around its bulging tip and sucking it greedily. Her saliva glistened upon the shaft. She slurped lewdly and fondled the heavy bollocks. The more she sucked, the more of the lustbloom she breathed. The cock jerked against her tongue and she tasted more of its salty-sweet precum.

“More,” she gasped, pulling her lips free of the wet cock. “I need to fuck.”

There were few positions that would work with a cock jutting out of a flat surface, but Sara found that by dropping her shorts from her peachy bum and turning around, she could line her soaking slit up with the protruding cock. She stared across the room at the broken stone door and the hall beyond illuminated by her torch. They seemed to swim and dance, shadowing moving and assuming the shape of a lovely woman as she backed onto the cock, guiding it to her dewy folds.

“Yesssss,” she hissed. “Oh my god, yes!”

It was magnificent and thick and warm! It was warm as it spread her tender cunt and she pushed back until her bum was flushed against the stone wall. The shadow woman before her began to dance and gyrate her inky black hips. Only her eyes were visible in detail, staring with lust at Sara as she fucked back against the cock.

Sara was not afraid of the shadowy woman. Some part of her knew that it was only a phantasm conjured by her mind, even as this woman robed in darkness danced closer and began to caress Sara’s swaying breasts. Sara kissed her shadow lips and tasted her shadow tongue, arching her back and crying into the kiss as her orgasm took hold.

She bucked her hips and fucked herself with the thick cock. She rode her ass back against the stone until she felt the fat tool swell and begin to spurt inside her. Hot pumps of cum prolonged Sara’s orgasm. She took the mysterious load and cried out her pleasure into the smothering mouth of the shadow woman.

There was a loud click from behind Sara and the cock filling her with spunk suddenly pulled out of her fluttering quim. Silky cream dripped from her freshly-fucked pussy. She stumbled awkwardly away from the wall, her ass bare and pussy leaking, and she turned to see that the square panel that had once mounted the cock was gone. Sara’s flashlight shined down a dark, smooth-sided shaft that descended beneath the temple.

The shadow woman beckoned for Sara to stay, but Sara knew better. Though drunk with pleasure, she pulled her shorts up and buckled them. It took a few attempts to climb into the tunnel. The sides of the shaft were smooth and the angle so steep that gravity took over and Sara slid into the darkness.

The lingering effects of the lustbloom made it difficult for her to judge how long or how deep she plummeted into the depths of the temple. Her torch broke loose of her shoulder clip and tumbled down ahead of her, finally plunging into some larger room. She cried out as she fell into the room behind it, falling for several seconds before landing, rather softly, on what felt like grass and cool dirt.

Despite being badly disoriented, Sara rolled from the impact into a crouch and drew both of her pistols. She was ready to face some other guardian beast. What she was not expecting to find was a bight, grassy field and a handsome man with the brown skin, dark hair, and patterned, bright face-paint of an Inyakan. The yellow pigment rectangles across his forehead marked him as a chieftain, but the wavy yellow and blue lines on his muscular neck marked him as a shaman. He wore a jaguar hide loincloth and strips of dyed cloth decorated his legs.

“Sara Chambers. Welcome to the Temple of Temptation.” The man spoke in a voice so deep that his words vibrated in Sara’s chest. He spoke perfect English with a flat accent that sounded almost American. “You can put your weapons away. They are no use to you here.”

She knew he was right. If she pulled the triggers of her pistols, they would not fire. She holstered them and slowly got to her feet. She stood several centimeters taller than the chieftain, but he was well-muscled and moved in a casual way that betrayed incredible strength.

“Who are you?” Sara asked what seemed to be the salient question.

“I am Kunyak Quaraatzl. I am the keeper of the treasure. You,” he gently prodded Sara’s chest just above the swell of her left breast, “are a treasure hunter. What treasure do you seek?”

“The Dagger of Delight,” said Sara.

“Mmmm.” He nodded. “It is here. Would you like to see it?”

“Yes, please,” said Sara.

Kunyak walked across the grassy field and to a plain modern doorway which stood apart from any structure. Sara’s head was still swimming with the heat of the lustbloom, but she did not think this was a hallucination. If it was an illusion, it was one created from outside her mind.

“It is through here,” said Kunyak and he turned the doorknob and slowly swung open the door. Through the doorway stood a vast chamber lit with golden light and filled with riches beyond anything Sara had ever imagined. Golden statues, ancient pottery, lost scrolls, jeweled armor, and heaps of coins from forgotten civilizations filled the room. At the center of this staggering collection of wealth, mounted upon a marble plinth, was the Dagger of Delight.

Kunyak stepped through the doorway and into the room. He beckoned to Sara from beside the plinth. Though she suspected a trap, she could not resist the lure of the room. She stepped through the doorway and approached him cautiously.

“You have a lovely collection of… my god, is that a lost Vermeer?” Sara asked, noticing a painting in the style of Johannes Vermeer that depicted a visitation to the tomb of Jesus Christ. It was thought to be destroyed over a century earlier.

“Yes, it is,” said Kunyak. “But I must warn you, Sara Chambers, that you may only take one object from this room. If you attempt to take more than one, I will punish you.”

“What? How will you punish me?” She asked, resting her hands on her pistols and cocking her shapely hips to one side.

“Mmmm.” Kunyak smiled mysteriously. His dark eyes betrayed nothing. “That is for me to decide.”

“The dagger then,” said Sara, forcing her attention back to the plinth baring the Dagger of Delight.

She lifted it in her hands, feeling the surprising weight of it. The dagger was 20 centimeters in length, forged from a silvery metal that was almost as flawless and reflective as chrome. The handle was cast in platinum with mother-of-pearl inlaid in the grip. She drew it from its plain sheath of brown leather adorned only with a simple Inyakan pictograph of a heart.

“Magnificent,” she said as she held the dagger in one hand and the sheath in the other. She could feel power coursing through her body and throbbing in her loins. This was the power she knew could defeat the Ring of Brahmacharya.

“It is said no man can resist a woman’s groove when she wields the Dagger of Delight,” said Kunyak.

“A man who embraces her,” said Sara, flipping the blade up and catching it by its handle, “will experience pleasure a hundredfold. But is it true?”

“Yes,” said Kunyak.

Sara sheathed the dagger and slid the sheath into the waistband of her shorts. Even sheathed, the dagger continued to pulse with erotic power. She felt the urge to test it out on Kunyak, to wrap her legs around him and make him explode inside her, but she resisted such urges.

“I choose the Dagger of Delight,” said Sara.

“Very good,” said Kunyak, gesturing to the doorway. “You may take one object and leave.”

She started towards the open door, looking out from the golden vault of the Temple of Temptation to the grassy field beyond the door’s frame. She placed her hand on the door’s frame and felt a faint tingling. She lifted her boot to step through the door and stopped.

Sara turned around suddenly and discovered Kunyak standing very close, his eyes wide and dark like a cat’s ready to pounce, his brow furrowed, and an expectant smile on his face. He jerked back and the smile disappeared.

“What is wrong, Sara Chambers?”

She answered him by drawing the dagger again from its sheath. She held it up to his face, the blade close to but not touching his chiseled cheek. The curve of the distorted metal turned his reflection into something monstrous and withered.

“I do not need the dagger,” she said and held the knife out to him.

“But you have chosen it,” he said.

“The magic does not reside within the dagger itself,” said Sara, holding up the sheath. “It is the sheath. Any blade may fit it just as any man may fit a woman. The pleasure, the irresistibility, are granted by this sheath.”

Kunyak’s face took a hard expression and he snatched the knife out of her hand. The golden treasure room faded to darkness. The rolling green hills were gone. She stood with the keeper in a room of dark, cold stone.

“You have the heart,” said Kunyak. “It is my heart and the heart of the temple. When you take it, I will perish and the temple will crumble.”

“I did not set out to hurt you,” said Sara.

“No,” agreed Kunyak and he sat down upon a bench of black stone, his muscular shoulders slumping wearily. “It is just as well, Sara Chambers. I have guarded this place for many centuries. In all that time, since my people left this place, no one has made it past the serpent. It is time for me to rest.”

He looked up at her and favored her with a sad smile.

“You are the first human I have spoken to in eight hundred years. You will be the last. I am glad you are so lovely.”

Sara sat down beside Kunyak on the bench. She lifted his chin with two fingers and gazed into his dark eyes.

“I’m in no hurry,” said Sara. “After all, I have to be sure this will work with just the sheath.”

She kissed Kunyak on his lips, surprising him and pressing him upright on the bench as she thrust her soft breasts against his muscular chest. He tried to speak and instead she thrust her tongue into his mouth, tasting the mustiness of the underworld and the cool rasp of stone. He recovered from his initial surprise and pulled her to him, her body against his cool, chiseled flesh. Sara’s sought his loincloth with one hand, reaching beneath the jaguar pelt to feel the stiff length of his manhood.

“Oh, you’re a big one,” she laughed against his lips.

“I am glad,” he said between kisses with growing fervor, “that you are so lovely.”

His strong hands took her top off and peeled away her sports bra. He caressed her breasts, groaning as his brown fingers sunk into the creamy flesh of her mounds. He played with her sensitive nipples, eliciting a moan from her as they kissed. They soon sprawled on the bench and Sara put the weight of her breasts in his face so he could kiss them and suck them.

As the randy Inyakan amused himself with Sara’s mounds, she finally freed his cock and began to wank him in the dark depths of the temple. He was massive. He put Julian and most of Sara’s other lovers to shame.

“Bloody hell,” she whispered, glancing at his upright cock twitching in her grasp. Regardless of any misgivings about his size, Sara was determined to fit his fat cock into her aching pussy. She had been craving a good cock again since she picked up the dagger. Whatever that was that had happened with the cock sticking out of the wall had failed to satisfy her.

“My lovely treasure hunter,” moaned Kunyak, sucking at her right nipple and then her left. “My staff has not risen in centuries. You will anoint me with your nectar?”

“That’s the idea,” she said, lifting her breasts from his face to shift on the bench and straddle his muscular hips. She leaned her shoulders back to watch, braced with one arm, as she used her other hand to guide Kunyak’s massive cock to her glistening cunt. She twitched her hips and slid her petals against his cockhead. Kunyak groaned loudly, holding Sara’s hips as he watched her teasing him. He permitted it for a moment longer and then, with a primal growl, he pulled her down onto his cock.

“Ahhhhh!” Sara cried and threw her head back as Kunyak impaled her aching pussy onto his huge cock. He stretched her like no man had before, filling her completely and, as he pulled her down with his hands on her hips, pushing against her womb. She gasped for breath and took a moment to try to steady herself as he began to move inside her.

Kunyak was forceful, but he was not rough. His muscular body worked beneath her, his body rising and falling with each stroke and his powerful hands guiding her up and down atop him. She caught her breath and began to move with him, the roundness of her creamy bottom colliding with his oaky legs and her pink pussy swallowing up every centimeter of his manhood. She gripped him with her hot inner walls and thrilled at the sensation of his fat cock rearranging her with every stroke.

“Ohhhh… oh my god… Kunyak! You are going to make me…”

“Yes, my lovely treasure hunter,” groaned Kunyak, bucking harder and making her breasts bounce with each stroke. “Cum for me. Let me feel your glory upon my cock!”

“Ahhhhhhhh!” She wailed her pleasure into the echoing darkness. Each rippling spasm of ecstasy was met with another mighty thrust of Kunyak’s huge cock. Her orgasm seemed endless, ebbing and flowing, but not stopping. Her cries of pleasure grew hoarse. Beneath her, Kunyak’s eyes began to glow blue. She wailed, “W-what is happening to me?”

“Your heart,” groaned the ancient chieftain, “is trueeeee!”

His cock spasmed inside her clenching pussy and she felt a glorious baptism of cum, spurting against her womb, sheathing his thrusting cock, and dripping out of her stuffed cunt in silky spills. She clenched him with her own pleasure, riding him and uniting with him in a race to higher and higher pleasure. The glow from his eyes became unbearable to look upon. Her wail of pleasure echoed into the darkness. Her muscles seized with the force of her orgasm and she toppled off of the mighty chieftain and onto the floor.

Darkness engulfed her. She drifted through dreams of pleasure, clutching the sheath of the Dagger of Delight tightly in one hand.

“Wake up, please, Sara!” The voice was distant. Hands shook her. Something rumbled and Sara heard stones tumbling from a great height. “We have to go!”

It was Megan. The lithe trainer shook the naked treasure hunter awake, finally, and helped Sara to her feet.

“What’s happening?” Sara asked as the stones around them rumbled and the floor shifted.

“The whole temple is coming down!” Megan cried. “I’ve roped down to get you. Come on. We have to get the hell out of here.”

Megan helped Sara dress in her shorts and tank top and did not ask why the treasure hunter was naked in the depths of the temple. As the ancient structure shook and crumbled around them, the two women climbed out of the subterranean depths. Rooms collapsed with loud bangs. As they escaped to the canal, Sara glanced back to see the temple slumping and then finally collapsing completely. A great gout of dust and debris followed as they ran out along the canal’s narrow path and to the entrance of the cenote.

Ropes were waiting for them as Lindsay held the “borrowed” Mexican Navy helicopter in a hover above the sinkhole. Sara, despite her soreness, helped Megan onto one of the ropes before grabbing the other. The collapse of the temple had set off some sort of chain reaction and the cenote itself was beginning to crumble. Huge boulders broke loose of the upper crust and fell like cannon shots into the dark water. One nearly struck Sara before she leapt off the edge, swinging on a rope and shouting, “Go! Gooo!”

The helicopter’s engines pitched up and the two women were lifted up through the crumbling shaft of the cenote and out into the humid jungle night. The rushing air buffeted them as they climbed up the ropes and into the vibrating cabin of the helicopter.

“Find what you were lookin’ for, boss?” Lindsay asked, once they had put on headsets.

Sara opened her tightly clenched fist and looked down at the almost unadorned leather sheath of the Dagger of Delight. Megan gazed at it as well, clearly surprised by such a modest item.

“Yes,” she said. “Yes. I found it.”

“Where to then, ma’am?”

“Home,” said Sara, slumping back with exhaustion into her chair. “No. We’ll make a quick stop in Italy before we return to England.”

“I’ll have ‘em gas the plane up,” said Lindsay, turning the helicopter towards the airport.

Chambers House

North of London

“I still can’t believe it was instant,” laughed Megan as she blustered through the mahogany doors and into Chambers House. “What did he say?”

“He couldn’t say much,” said Sara. “If he had, I would have given him another trust and made him cum again. After that, he was tamed.”

“I’ll bet,” said Megan. “Hard to recover from that sort of defeat.”

“Right,” agreed Sara. “He gave me this for the Institute of Lost History’s collection.”

She held up the Ring of Brahmacharya. Megan whistled appreciatively. “Looks a lot fancier than that leather sheath you nearly got yourself killed over.”

“Yes, well, that one is staying with me for the time being,” said Sara. “You never know when it might be useful.”

A door opened next to them and a hunched old man with eyes hidden beneath wrinkles shuffled into the room carrying a silver serving tray.

“Pleasant trip, mum?” Winston asked, shuffling towards them. “Would you care for some tea?”

“Not just yet, Winston,” said Sara, brushing past him. He followed behind her like some slow wind-up automaton, the tea service on the tray rattling and clinking as he moved. Sara explained, “I need to put some things in the vault and have a good soak in the tub. Why don’t you run and tell Baxter I’d like to see him when I’m done.”

“Very good, mum,” said Winston, shuffling away to go and find Baxter.

“A soak in the tub sounds lovely,” said Megan, grinning at the thought.

“Oh? Care to join me?”

Sara placed the relics in the family vault for later cataloging. Once the vault was sealed with her personal code, Sara and Megan retired to Sara’s luxurious suite. They helped each other undress and climbed into the oversized, steamy bathtub full of suds. The two women were still a bit tired from their expedition, but it did nothing to diminish their lust. Sara began soaping and kissing Megan’s pert breasts and golden-brown nipples. She looked up with mischief as she gently nibbled at the tiny buds.

“Ahh!” Megan cried out with pleasure.

Sara soon had the dark-haired beauty up on the tub’s hidden seating. Sara slipped low into the water, only her glistening bum poking through the suds as she began to kiss and lick Megan’s delicate flower. Megan cradled Sara’s head and cocked her hips to offer Sara better access to her slick pussy.

“Oh, that’s it,” moaned Megan, dropping her head back against the rim of the tub as Sara found her clit and began to suck and lick it relentlessly. It was not long before Sara’s skilled tongue sent an orgasm rippling through Megan’s body. Her golden thighs tightened around Sara’s head and she thrust her hips and fucked against Sara’s licking.

As Megan descended from the heights of her pleasure, she sat up in the tub and declared, “Now it’s your turn.”

“Oh, not yet,” said Sara. “I believe I still owe you a proper arse-licking. So turn that lovely little bum around and put it up for me.”

“You’re so naughty,” giggled Megan, but she obeyed Sara, draping her upper body over the side of the tub and onto the marble pedestal. She cocked her hips and raised her small, golden ass, suds clinging to the bubbly mounds of her buttocks.

“Oh, now look at this loveliness,” said Sara, admiring Megan’s ass and brushing away the suds like an archeologist gingerly clearly dust from priceless pottery. She cleared the golden mounds of Megan’s buttocks and slid a finger down her crack to reveal the brown knot of Megan’s anus. It flexed with Megan’s tension, tiny bubbles caught in the glistening wrinkles. Sara leaned her face closer and murmured, “Mmmm, you don’t mind if I… have taste?”

“No, have a… oooooohhhh…” Megan’s words trailed off and her eyes rolled back as she moaned with pleasure. A smile curled her lips as Sara’s tongue began to lap at Megan’s asshole. Sara was gentle, but persistent and began to steadily lick the rim of Megan’s sensitive pucker as Sara’s fingers began to fuck in and out of Megan’s tight pussy.

Megan was in heaven. As much as she appreciated Sara’s bum and enjoyed burying her tongue up it, the feeling of the favor being returned was far nicer. She lifted her head up to glance over her shoulder. Only Sara’s forehead and golden hair were visible as the beautiful treasure hunter focused gamely at the task of tonguing Megan’s lovely arsehole. The pleasure grew by the lick and Sara began to moan as she fucked her fingers harder and harder into Megan’s pussy.

Just as Megan was sure she was about to cum, Sara thrust her tongue passed the clench of Megan’s ass and into her sensitive depths. The sensation plunged Megan over the edge into ecstasy. She wailed with pleasure, biting her lower lip to stifle the echoing cries and thrusting her firm little bum back against Sara’s face. Sara eagerly allowed herself to be smothered by Megan’s perky bum, licking and fucking her tongue up her tight hole as she felt Megan’s pussy clutching at her fingers.

“Nnnnnnnn,” moaned Sara, her tongue vibrating inside Megan’s arsehole.

Sara did not relent until the last rippling contraction of Megan’s orgasm. She slowly lifted her face from Megan’s bum and withdrew her fingers from Megan’s tight channel. She licked her fingers to taste the sweetness of Megan’s cum.

“Mum,” said Winston, standing only a few feet from the bathtub, his expression as drooping and emotionless as ever. “Baxter is waiting for you in your suite.”

“Oh my god, Winston,” cried Megan, sinking down into the tub to hide herself in the suds.

“It’s alright, he can’t see a thing,” said Sara, although she was not entirely sure of that. Winston did have a habit of blundering into her room when she was changing clothes or masturbating. It had shocked her the first few times, but she had grown to find it amusing, even slightly endearing. She raised her voice and said, “Thank you, Winston. That will be all.”

“Very good, mum,” he said, lingering for a moment longer and perhaps staring at Sara’s lovely, sudsy breasts. He then shuffled out of the spacious bathroom.

“I wish he wouldn’t do that,” muttered Megan.

“Oh, he’s practically a hundred years old,” said Sara. “Leave him alone.”

“He’s a pervert,” said Megan.

“Shhhhhh.” Sara caressed Megan’s cheek and drew her attention. The two women kissed, softly at first and then with greater desire. “I have to get out of the tub. Continue soaking if you like.”

“Are you really going to make Baxter a sandwich?” Megan scoffed as she reclined in the tub.

“Oh, yes,” said Sara, squeezing her glistening breasts together. “I think he’ll enjoy it quite a lot.”

She wrapped herself in a towel and walked out into the suite. Baxter was playing on his phone when she found him sitting on the couch in her suite’s living room.

“Sara, I have some strong leads on the Ship of the Lost Tsarina of… of…”

Baxter’s words trailed off and his mouth hung open as Sara dropped her towel, revealing her naked, freshly bathed body. Her face, arms and legs were tan, but the rest of her was pure English cream, her mounds capped with slightly domed areolas and thick pink nipples. Her waxed cunt was still wet from the bath, her delicate folds peeking out from her perfect mound.

“I believe,” said Sara, sauntering over to him and dropping slowly to her knees, “that I owe you my special sandwich.”

Baxter stared in wide-eyed shock as Sara unzipped his trousers and slowly freed his cock. It was long and slender, a perfect pencil prick for a boffin like Baxter. She stroked him to his full length and looked up at him as she ran a wet, sloppy tongue over his tip. She tasted his precum and felt him jerk in her grasp so powerfully that she was nearly expecting a faceful of his spunk.

Somehow, the undersexed techie resisted the urge to spurt and watched through his thick glasses as Sara spread her saliva all over his cock. She gave his bell end another slow lick, more of her warm saliva sliding down his shaft and dripping to his balls.

“Nice and wet,” she said. “Slippery. For the sandwich.”

“Bloody hell,” whispered Baxter.

“A bit more like heaven, I’d hope,” said Sara, playfully cross as she rose higher on her knees and let the soft weight of her breasts drag against Baxter’s cock. His hard cock twitched again and he squirmed in his seat, whimpering like he was a bad boy receiving a spanking. “Oh, should I stop? Don’t you want to feel these wrapped around your willy?”

She squeezed her tits, playing them in her hands, lifting one towards her face and stretching out her tongue to lash a nipple. He groaned again and gasped, “P-please, Sara. Let me… let me feel them.”

“Alright, then, Baxter,” she said. “Since you’ve been such a good boy. Go on, give me your hands.”

He held out his trembling hands. Sara giggled and brought them to her breasts. He squeezed her tits quite hard as she smiled and watched his hands. He began to caress her mounds and press them together. He hefted them and played his fingers over her stiff nipples.

“Now,” she said, leaning away from his touch, “relax. I’m going to wank you off with them. Give you a proper Sara sandwich.”

He nodded dumbly and leaned back on the couch, his crimson cock sticking up from his lap and bouncing with his excited spasms. Sara held her breasts in her hands, looking up at him as she leaned forward and caught his spit-slicked cock in the cleavage between her plump mounds. Baxter hissed with pleasure as Sara squeezed her tits around his hardness. Her ample breasts almost swallowed up his long cock, but a few centimeters of his tip jutted up from between her tits like a plum pendant. Sara tucked her chin and stuck out her tongue, letting more saliva drip onto his cockhead and slide down into her cleavage.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” moaned Baxter.

“I know, right?” Megan laughed, sauntering into the room in panties and nothing else. “Getting to titfuck one of the hottest women in the world and all you had to do was draw the right name out of the fishbowl.”

“He had to be a good boy as well,” said Sara, beginning to stroke her breasts up and down Baxter’s straining cock. “He had to find a needle in a jungle haystack. Think you can do it again with that lost ship?”

“I… ohhhhh… yes,” moaned Baxter, watching wide-eyed as Megan sat down beside him. She put her arm around his shoulder and leaned in to watch his cock being stroked between Sara’s tightly-squeezed breasts.

“Good,” said Megan. “Because you know you’re not going to get any more fun like this unless you draw it out of the fishbowl.”

“Oh, yes, well… ohhhh god that is good… ohhhhh bloody hell…”

Sara wanked him faster and faster, his cock turning from crimson to a deep shade of purple. Precum leaked out of his tip and further lubricated her wanking. The friction there was added a flush to her cleavage and seemed to make it warmer between her breasts.

When Megan reached her fingers down and tweaked Baxter’s nipple through his shirt, it was too much. He thrust his hips, fucked his cock through Sara’s squeezing breasts, and exploded in a geyser of hot spunk that splashed all over her tits, into her cleavage, and covered his cock in his warm cum. Megan and Sara both giggled with delight.

“Oh look at all that,” said Megan. “Get it all out.”

“Ohhh yes, that’s right, glaze them properly,” said Sara, wanking until he began to gasp with over-sensitivity. She released Baxter’s cock from between her breasts and revealed her cum-smeared cleavage to him. “And I just had a bath.”

“And a shower,” laughed Megan, tweaking Baxter’s cockhead with her fingertip. His manhood jerked and a pearl of cum trickled out of the tip.

“I have to have another,” said Sara, rising to her feet, her cum-spattered breasts jiggling. “Baxter, get back to work.”

“Y-yes, ma’am,” said Baxter, scrambling to tuck his cock away. His face was flushed. He got off the couch and hurried towards the door, but stopped. He turned back and said, “Thank you, Miss Chambers.”

“My pleasure,” said Sara, smiling sweetly. Her expression hardened. “Now find me the Tsarina’s ship.”

He nodded and rushed out the door. She padded to the shower and turned it on. Megan joined her after a moment, sliding her hands up and around to grope Sara’s breasts.

“You know, he’ll be dreaming about that for years,” said Megan, kissing Sara’s shoulder.

“As long as he gets the job done,” said Sara. “There is a lot of treasure left to find.”
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Book Two

The Lost Ship of Lust

Central Africa

Loose stones clattered against the underside of the dusty Land Rover as it raced towards the bruised blue horizon. There were torrential rains ahead and those massive storm fronts stretched from the arid savanna to the southern jungles of the Central African nation of Ubanga.

“And I didn’t pack an umbrella,” said Sara Chambers as the first fat raindrops spattered the Land Rover’s windscreen.

“You are about twenty kilometers from the heart of the storm,” said Baxter over the headset Sara was wearing. Baxter was her tech boffin back at her manor in London and on this expedition he was her handler. Somewhere high above, just zipping into the rain clouds, was a drone keeping an eye on things for her.

“I’ll have to beat the worst of it,” said Sara, accelerating dangerously. “This is the first big rain of the season. Won’t be long before the floods wash out the road.”

“You’ll make it,” said Baxter, his radio beginning to crackle with static. “But the drone won’t… *phzzzt* Sara… *bzzzrrkk*…blocking the signal.”

“Got it,” said Sara and she pulled off the headset and tossed it onto the passenger seat. The rain roared against the Land Rover, a steady bash of water against the glass that made it almost impossible to see where she was going. She felt the wheels losing traction as the road turned to mud. The slightest adjustment to her steering threatened to slew the vehicle sideways into a messy skid.

She might have played it safe and taken it slow and probably been cut off for days by flooding. Sara Chambers wasn’t the “take it slow” type. She kept the pedal down and plowed through the waterlogged road, mud spraying behind the Land Rover’s wheels as she slewed through turns and plowed furrows through the buttery muck.

She passed over a flooded ravine and nearly slammed off the side of a bridge and into the muddy floodwater rushing at its supports. The passenger door took a bad dent, but the bridge's railing held and she did not let up off the accelerator. At one point, the flood was so close to her car that she looked in her rear view mirror and saw the rushing waters overtake the road behind her.

“Those defensive driving courses were worth the money,” she said, at last leaving the savanna behind and plunging into the jungle. The rainfall lessened with the jungle canopy overhead and the risk of flooding diminished. Sure, the rains could still flood out the roads in the jungle, but it wasn’t going to happen in seconds. She had time to reach the location the ex-mercenary had given her for the pyramid.

The Zhonda tribe was never known to be pyramid builders. Trap-makers, treasure hoarders, and sometimes cannibals, but not pyramid builders. Sara had plied the ex-mercenary with decent whisky at the bar, teasing him with her beauty until he showed her photos on his phone. He had been doing smuggling for the rebels in the area a few months earlier when he had discovered the pyramid. There it was on some drunk hired gun’s phone: a bloody pyramid in the biggest jungle of Central Africa.

The pictographs and other markings on the overgrown pyramid were undeniably from the Zhonda tribe. She could think of no likelier location for the Idol of Infinite Pleasure. The sacred relic was said to open a gateway to intense dreams of pleasure. The dreams were so intense that some never woke from them, preferring to live out their short lives within an erotic fantasy. The legendary idol had seemed apocryphal until the moment Sara saw that photo on the ex-mercenary’s phone. She had slid the rest of the bottle of whisky to him and hurried out of the bar.

She failed to notice the beautiful, hard-eyed woman following her on a motorcycle. It was not until Sara began to make the turn off the road in the jungle, along an overgrown trail, that she heard the rumbling of the motorcycle’s engine.

Svetlana Kordova jumped her heavy-duty Ural motorcycle over a glistening boulder and splashed onto the fading roadway. She pulled alongside Sara’s Land Rover. Sara recognized Svetlana’s rain-soaked scarlet hair immediately. Several run-ins with the Russian treasure hunter in the past had left Sara with a strong dislike for anything east of Poland.

“What do you want?” Sara shouted, recognizing Svetlana’s rain-soaked scarlet hair immediately.

“For you to have a flat tire!” Svetlana shouted over the roaring engines. The redheaded Russian’s trademark machine pistol blurted and spat fire. Bullets sparked from the hood of Sara’s Land Rover and with a violent explosion both of her front tires blew out.

Sara cursed as she lost all control of her Land Rover. The vehicle swerved off the road and flipped onto its roof in a shallow ditch. Floodwater began to flow against the windows almost immediately. Sara did a quick inventory of her body, making sure she was not injured, before unclipping her safety belt and dropping unceremoniously on her head.

“Russian witch,” she said, gathering her satellite phone and pistols from the upside-down ceiling of the vehicle. The Land Rover was beginning to move from the flowing water. The brown liquid had nearly covered the windows on one side. Sara used a collapsible baton from her belt to smash open the windows on the higher side of the rolled vehicle and she climbed out into the downpour. She dropped into the mud with a grunt and pulled herself to her feet again, scrambling out of the ditch before the floodwaters sucked her Land Rover away.

Her shirt and vest were waterlogged in seconds. Her khaki shorts stuck to her firm bum like a second skin. She ran along the road, following the track of Svetlana’s motorcycle into the jungle. It was more than an hour of running, leaping over obstructions, and swinging across flooded ravines. She was exhausted and relieved when the shape of the dark stone pyramid finally loomed out of the dense foliage.

“Pictures didn’t do it justice,” she murmured, marveling at the scale of it reaching up into the high jungle canopy. The pyramid was surrounded by the ruins of smaller structures that had nearly disappeared into the vegetation. Here and there, as she prowled carefully towards the pyramid, she glimpsed Zhonda pictograms carved into ancient chunks of basalt.

Sara followed the path Svetlana’s beefy motorcycle tore through the jungle and found the machine overturned. She touched her fingers to the engine and found it still hot. Drawing her pistols, Sara continued towards the looming entrance overgrown by the roots of a massive cycad. Some of the mighty roots had actually broken through the stone and grown into the temple.

She switched on her torch and dialed it down to the lowest lighting level. She gripped the torch alongside her off-hand pistol as she entered the temple. Only a few feet in, the beam of light swept across a small red character daubed over a pictograph. It was a message, though not one meant for her. The symbol was from the Zhonda tribe and depicted a man carrying pots. It meant, literally, that all things of value had left. A second symbol nearby warned of danger to the body.

“They’ve cleared out their temple,” whispered Sara, running her fingers over the red symbols. “Recently, by the looks of it. And I thought the Zhonda tribe was extinct.”

Just then she heard a crash and a scream echoed up from deep within the temple. Svetlana had discovered one of the traps left by the builders. Sara was not so black hearted as to wish death upon her rival, but if she happened to perish to a trap, well…

“I won’t be so fortunate,” said the British treasure hunter. “Svetlana Kordova is the worst sort of tosser. The sort too lucky to get herself killed.”

Sara holstered her pistols and backed out of the temple, retracing her footsteps in case she had been lucky and avoided a trap herself. The rains had subsided and the jungle was singing with birds and insects. A faint buzzing high in the trees alerted Sara that Baxter’s drone had survived the storm. A moment later, the satellite phone on her hip began to vibrate.

“Baxter,” she said, “had a bit of a run-in with Svetlana Kordova. Your pyramid is empty, I’m afraid. The Zhonda tribe has cleared things out.”

“But they haven’t been sighted since the revolution in the 1950s,” said Baxter, tapping away on a keyboard.

“They’ve gone to ground,” said Sara, searching around the perimeter of the pyramid, “and they’ve taken the Idol of Infinite Pleasure with them.”

It occurred to her that if the Zhonda tribe left a warning in their own language at the entrance of the pyramid that meant this part of the jungle must be within their hunting grounds.

“I think they’re nearby,” said Sara. “Do an incident search for the area for any missing poachers, stolen equipment, that sort of thing. Maybe we can triangulate their loc—“

“Sorry, missed that last bit,” said Baxter. “Say again.”

“I will give you a ring in a bit,” said Sara, lowering the phone slowly from her ear. She was staring down three spear tips held only centimeters from her face. The Zhonda hunters holding the spears had the hard eyes and ritual scars to mark them as experienced killers. She could see more of them standing in the trees.

“Alright,” she said, holding her hands up in surrender. “Not looking for a scrap.”

One of the hunters spoke in a series of Zhonda clicks and vowels. Sara knew their pictographic language well enough to read it, but had never heard the language spoken. However, it bore similarities to other Bantu languages. She let the hunter repeat himself several times before answering him in what she hoped was the right manner.

“Not an enemy,” she said in her best guess at their language of clicks and vowels.

The hunters were taken aback by a blonde white woman, a quite fetching one at that, speaking their language. They spoke quickly to one another – far too quickly for Sara to decipher – before the lead hunter said in their language, “Take.”

She was not in a position to disagree. She was marched through the jungle at spear point. The Zhonda tribesmen did not prod her or otherwise menace her, but the threat was obvious. She could only hope that these men no longer engaged in cannibalism.

There were six men in total, ranging in age from late thirties to late teens. She guessed the eldest among them was their tribal leader based on ritual scars on his back and shoulders. All six men were lean, muscular, with kinky, close-cropped hair and dusky brown skin. They were handsome and their ritual scars added to their aesthetic, with designs under their eyes, on their arms, and covering the chests of the older hunters.

They spoke very little to one another and she could only understand every few words. She did hear the word for flower, which also often meant pretty, and caught one of the men looking at her breasts and her nipples straining beneath her damp shirt. She smiled at him and one of the other hunters clucked his tongue with disapproval.

She estimated the journey was less than three kilometers, which put it less than five from a fairly major road, but their village was so well-camouflaged it was no wonder it had escaped the notice of poachers, smugglers, and other explorers. There were a dozen or so huts built into the lower branches of jungle trees and a single longhouse that actually straddled the trunk of a kapok tree at a height of over ten meters. The tree trunk seemed to pierce the longhouse and rise another fifty meters above it.

“Pyramids and tree houses,” said Sara, admiring the craftsmanship. “The Zhonda are more interesting than I thought.”

More men and a number of bare-breasted women and children emerged from the tree houses. Some of them clicked excitedly, but the men stared down warily at Sara and the hunters. The senior hunter who Sara thought of as the tribal elder urged her towards the base of the kapok tree. He spoke several words and she understood “up” and his intention that she climb the tree. Ancient handholds were carved into the massive tree. The first three hunters climbed the tree easily. The others seemed impressed when Sara followed them up the tree with similar ease.

“Parkour training,” she said with a smile at the elder.

He smiled back at her and motioned for her to approach a small bench. There, beside the bench, was a simple altar of banyan wood and the curvaceous feminine figure of the Idol of Infinite Pleasure. It was breathtakingly beautiful, so detailed and yet so abstract that it seemed to be a distorted image of a real person that moved depending on where she moved her head.

“Statue is very pretty,” she said, using Xhosa words she knew and what little Zhonda vocabulary she had picked up from listening to hunters.

The elder put a hand on Sara’s shoulder and said to her slowly, so that she could understand his words, “We sleep. We dream of pleasure. It is good.”

She made a bold offer, “I want statue. I give you plenty.”

There was no Zhonda word for money, just the idea of not wanting for material needs, but the elder seemed to understand.

“Only want pleasure,” he said and slowly placed his hand over her breast. He did not fondle her or squeeze her chest, but the placement was intentional. He clicked and said to her, she was fairly certain, “Create a baby.”

So he wanted sex? Men were all alike, even in supposedly long-dead tribes. But desire was a powerful tool and she was more than willing to work with it. Especially since the elder was so handsome. Like if Barack Obama had been raised by wolves.

“Give statue,” she said and motioned from the idol to herself. “Make baby with me.”

She squeezed his hand against her breast and let him feel the stiff bud of her nipple through her top. The elder hunter smiled, staring down at her cleavage and her shapely body. He understood the offer and began to speak to the other hunters. Several more men had joined them in the long house.

The men replied excitedly. She heard them say the phrase “create a baby” and several of them laughed or ogled her with barely-restrained lust. After a brief conversation, the elder sent the other men away with a stern bark of “go out of from here.” He wanted his privacy to make his arrangements with Sara.

Once they were gone, the elder took Sara’s hand and placed it on his muscular chest.

“Lonwabo,” said the elder with clicks standing in for the consonants.

“Hello, Lonwabo,” she said and stroked his chest from one pectoral to the other. She lifted her hand and brought his back to her soft breast. She looked into his brown eyes and said, “Sara. My name is Sara.”

“Sssare... Uhh,” said Lonwabo.

“Close enough,” she chuckled. Communicating with Lonwabo was difficult enough that Sara saw little point in trying to negotiate the finer points of her agreement with the elder. Instead, she shrugged out of her vest and began to unbutton her shirt. He watched her raptly as she revealed her thin bra, still soaked with water and sheer because of it, her pink areolas and nipples revealed and her creamy mounds squeezed by the tight, lace-fringed cups.

“Pretty,” he said, his word familiar to her.

“Yeah? You like them?” She freed her breasts from her bra, teasing the reveal by covering her mounds with her hands for a moment. His eyes widened at the sight of them. The tribseswomen she had seen had lovely breasts, many of them as large as hers, but pendulous with motherhood. Sara's breasts were pert still. They had never swelled with milk and her pink nipples, though plump, were not the thick nipples of a nursing mother.

Lonwabo could not keep his hands from her breasts. He fondled them, rubbing his rough fingers over her nipples before leaning down and kissing her soft breasts. He said the word for milk, perhaps thinking she had some to give, and he began to suck at one nipple and then the other.

“No milk,” she said in his language. It did not deter his warm mouth on her mounds, moving from one to the other and roughly licking her nipples. She moaned and held his head against her creamy flesh as his hands moved lower, stroking her hips and sliding around to squeeze her bum through her tight shorts. Sara responded by reaching a hand down over Lonwabo’s chiseled abs to the rust-colored loincloth he wore around his waist. She gave him a squeeze through the wrapped fabric and there was no mistaking his straining hardness of his cock. She moaned in English, “You have a beast stuffed down your trousers, Lonwabo.”

“Lonwabo,” he said, lifting his face from her breasts and flashing a big, white smile. He crouched before her and watched her hands as she untied his loincloth and freed the cinnamon-brown serpent of his cock. It was quite long and twitched with need as she held it in her hands.

She wanked his cock gently for a bit and then rose to her feet. He watched with delight on his face as she moved her hips and wiggled out of her shorts. The hunters had never bothered to confiscate her guns so those thumped heavily to the ground as she shed her holsters down her shapely thighs. Naked, her cunt shaved, she returned to Lonwabo.

“Make a baby,” she said in his language. She was on birth control and had no intention of making an actual baby with Lonwabo. She doubted that was his chief concern either as he grabbed her hips and pulled her closer, burying his face between her muscular thighs and running his thick tongue over her throbbing cunt. She rested a hand on the back of Lonwabo’s head and thrust her hips towards him, moaning, “Ohhhhh, you do have a taste for it.”

The muscular tribal elder licked her just enough to leave her gasping with pleasure. He stopped short of making her cum and picked her up in his strong arms. She cried out and laughed as he carried her over to the altar to the Idol of Infinite Pleasure and lowered her onto her back on a reed mat on the floor.

“All done with foreplay?” She asked rhetorically, looking from his determined eyes to his gently swaying length of brown cockmeat. She decided that suited her as well and she parted her shapely thighs and ran her fingers over the glistening groove of her quim. “Come on then, big man. Give us the whole thing.”

Lonwabo knew what he wanted and he took it, dropping to his knees and lining his fat cockhead up against her delicate folds. He took her in a single thrust, hilting his long cock in Sara’s tight, slick channel. He grunted savagely and fucked her in powerful strokes that made her soft breasts heave. She reached around him to his muscular bum, squeezing his cheeks and pulling him deeper as his heavy balls nestled against the divot of her arsehole.

“Ooooh, that’s good,” she gasped. And repeated the word for flower she had heard them speak before. Lonwabo laughed and agreed, leaning over to kiss her passionately. Some tribal cultures had an aversion to kissing. Evidently, the Zhonda tribe was not one as he thrust his tongue into her mouth to match the powerful piston strokes of his hard cock.

The intensity of her pleasure built with Lonwabo’s. Sweat poured from Sara’s body in the humid long house. It dripped and spattered from Lonwabo’s face and onto her breasts and neck. He wiped one droplet away when it fell onto her face.

“Ohhhh god,” she gasped. “You know how to use that spear, don’t you? Mmmmmmmm!”

She wrapped her powerful legs around him, drawing him deeper still. She felt his balls tightening against her and she knew he was close.

“Cum for me,” she gasped, kissing him again. “Cum inside me.”

As Sara’s orgasm surged and her pussy tightened around Lonwabo’s thrusting cock, she loudly cried out the Zhonda phrase for, “Make a baby.”

The handsome tribal elder cried out something about a stone turning into a salty sea that Sara did not quite understand. Then she felt his body stiffen and his cock throb deep inside her slick pussy and she got the gist of what he said. His cock gushed deep into her tightly squeezing pussy and he slowed his strokes to almost match each throbbing pump of his spunk.

He relaxed atop her and kissed her softly several times. She squeezed his cock as it began to soften.

Lonwabo lifted off of Sara and sat upright, one leg raised, knee bent, and the other flopped casually to the side. His long, drooping cock glistened with her juices and leaked his milky cum onto the red mat. He shouted something. Sara sat up just as two men climbed into the long house. She recognized one as a hunter from the group that had captured her and the other was one of the tribesmen that joined them in the village. Sara covered her breasts with her left arm and her creamed pussy with her right hand.

“Um, Lonwabo,” she said, casting a glance from the two men back to the ruler. “What is this?”

“Make a baby,” said Lonwabo and he pulled Sara into his arms and began kissing her. The other two men crowded in with them and began to caress her hips and squeeze her ass. She turned to one man, the younger of the two, and he cupped her breasts and ran his thumbs lightly over her sensitive nipples.

“Ahhh,” she gasped, watching his dark fingers against her pale breasts. “I should have known I would not get that idol so easily.”

The communication barrier made it all but impossible to work out the details of her arrangement with the elder, so Sara decided to go with it. She kissed the man stroking her breasts and turned her attention to the other man, who had interesting vertical scars running from his chin to his forehead on either side of his face. She kissed him as he squeezed and spread her bum and ran his fingers down the crack of her arse.

“Oh, a bit cheeky,” she laughed.

The man wet his finger and began to play with her arsehole more insistently. She found with a finger up her bum she could not resist grabbing onto their stiff cocks. Both were quite substantial, though neither quite as large as the elder, who was enjoying his view of Sara fondling and being fondled. She helped herself to a mouthful of one of the younger man’s cock while the older man fingered her bum quite pleasantly.

“Careful,” she warned, looking back at him over her shoulder, “or I’m taking you back to London with me.”

He replied with words she could not decipher and decided it was time to stuff his cock where his finger had been exploring. She grunted and moaned as pushed his cock up her tight arse using only a glob of his spit for lubrication. Fortunately, Sara rather enjoyed a nice thick willy up her bum, so she was not put off by the tribesman’s insistent arse-fucking. She communicated this loudly and repeatedly with another willy stuffed in her drooling mouth.

After a bit of awkward rearranging, Sara was riding the younger man’s cock with the older warrior fucking her arse. That left her mouth open to pleasure the tribal elder, which she did enthusiastically. She slurped on his cock and tongued his bollocks as she took it in her bum and her quim. The forceful fucking she was getting had her breasts swinging dramatically and nearly smacking the younger warrior in the face.

“Mmmmmmmmm!” She moaned around the elder’s cock, her pleasure rising by the moment. Her arsehole tightened around the older warrior’s cock and the younger warrior, grabbing her shapely hips, fucked furiously upwards into her slippery, squeezing cunt. Her pleasure peaked in that moment and all she could do for several seconds was wail with ecstasy around the cock stuffed in her mouth. She resumed sucking it as the most powerful orgasmic contractions gave way to a pleasant warmth and the long afterglow of her pleasure.

It was not much longer before the older warrior grabbed Sara’s plush bum quite roughly, spreading it open and nearly pulling his cock out. With just the head still stuffed in her pink ring, he grunted with pleasure and spurted his spunk up her bum. She felt the hot weight of it gushing into her. He was still cumming as the warrior beneath her began to cum as well, firing his seed into her already churning cunt.

“Good make a baby,” said the elder. “Very pretty.”

With a last groan of pleasure from him, he fired his cum into Sara’s mouth. She fought to keep it all in, but some oozed out of the corners of her mouth and dribbled down to her chin as she swallowed the rest. With all three men finished in short order, she took her time to savor the elder’s cum and properly lick him clean.

“Well then, a deal is a deal,” she said. “Are you going to hand over the idol?”

“Give idol,” he said and nodded sagely. “After make a baby.”

“What? Again?” She looked at the other two men she had just fucked. Their cocks, like the elder’s, were still soft. “I supposed once more would be alright.”

The elder pointed to the ladder and Sara walked over to the trapdoor in the floor of the long house. Down at the base of the ladder waited a crowd consisting of every able-bodied man in the village. Everyone from the oldest man still able to get his cock hard to the youngest man fully grown was waiting to have a turn with the beautiful outsider that had arrived in their village. Sara realized she would have to satisfy them all before the tribe handed over their idol.

“Well,” she said, a smile curling her lips, “I suppose I’d better get started.”

Several hours later, with the Idol of Infinite Pleasure tucked under one arm and walking a bit awkwardly, Sara Chambers walked out of the Zhonda village. She turned on her satellite phone and almost immediately received a call from Baxter.

“Sara,” he said. “I saw you on the thermal. I thought they were attacking you. What happened? Are you alright?”

“I would like a helicopter and an ice pack,” she said. “I have the idol.”

“Well done, Sara! I’ll have the standby helicopter en route in five minutes. Anything else?”

She felt something squish in her panties.

“Tell Winston to draw me a bath at the hotel,” said Sara. “I would like a nice, long soak.”

North of London

“How is the scan going?” Megan asked as she did alternating leg-extensions with one foot up on the locker room bench. Megan had her dark hair pulled back in a tight ponytail. She was two or three inches shorter than Sara, with long legs, a firm ass, and a compactly muscular upper body. Sara knew all too well that Megan’s tight frame concealed a great deal of strength. She tended to win sparring matches about half the time.

“Two days on the idol,” said Sara, pulling on her workout bra and squeezing her plump breasts into the compression top. Her ample hips and bum were already stretching out her exercise pants. “It’s authentic, he has verified that, but nothing supernatural to speak of.”

“No delightful dreams?” Megan asked, bouncing up and down over an imaginary jump rope.

“I might have had a dream or two about that tribe,” said Sara, thinking back with a smile to the proper gangbang she had received from all those fit cocks. “Nothing out of the ordinary.”

“Right,” said Megan. “That’s all he is up to? Running scans?”

“Oh, no,” said Sara, lacing up her running shoes. “He says he’s onto the trail of the Tsarina’s ship. If he can find that, it’s likely to be a treasure trove. I told him to find it if he ever wants to draw another reward out of the fishbowl.”

“Mmmm, I’m sure that motivated him,” laughed Megan. She finished her warmup and looked Sara over. “What are you in the mood for today? Bare knuckle? Muay Thai?”

“I’m more in the mood for a run,” said Sara.

That prompted a grin from Megan who won their races nine times out of ten. “Right then, usual wager?”

“Usual wager,” said Sara, doing a quick stretch. “But on the obstacle course. Not the race track.”

“That was designed for you,” said Megan.

“To keep me sharp when you aren’t available,” said Sara. “You’ve not gone all pigeon hearted on me, have you, love?”

“I’ll beat your fat bum, Sara,” teased Megan with a mischievous grin.

“Eat my bum? Really? Already giving up?” Sara laughed and swung her hips, teasing her plump posterior at Megan. “Let’s race to settle it. Surrendering is no fun.”

The obstacle course was built three years ago, shortly after Sara’s father died, using Sara’s designs and Baxter’s ingenuity. In the years since, the multi-terrain course had been upgraded with various “active hazards” that ranged from stun darts and adhesive foam to attack drones specially designed to make things difficult.

“You know,” said Megan as they jogged out to the course. “Baxter and I have been testing some upgrades.”

Sara raised an eyebrow and cast a sidelong glance at her friend and trainer.

“Which part of the course?” She asked as they reached the starting gate.

“Can’t remember,” feigned Megan. “Maybe running the course will, you know, refresh my memory.”

Sara wasn’t sure if her friend was bluffing to try to psych her out or if she had really been tinkering with the obstacle course at all. Either way, she was not about to be upstaged by the little tart.

“Right, then,” said Sara as she struck a casual pose beside the starting gate and hit the pre-start button that activated the mechanical traps within the obstacle course. "Ready?”

“As I’ll ever be,” said Megan, seeming so confident it worried Sara.

Sara could make out the machinery of the course whirring to life. Her heart began to pound with excitement. She stretched out one leg behind her and leaned down like a runner at the starting block.

“On your mark,” said Sara. “Go!”

She slapped the button and the gate clanged open. Before she could launch herself onto the course, Sara felt a sharp smack on her flexed buttock. Megan had given Sara a stinging wallop right on her bum. Shocked, Sara tumbled forward down the ramp and straight into the roller hazard. She struggled to get to her feet, but it was no use and she was pulled head-first into the padded rollers. She was sucked straight through the hazard, pummeled in her breasts and face in particular, and spit out the opposite end and into the roaring half-pipe of the artificial stream.

With great effort, and maybe a little bit of willpower fueled by her anger at Megan’s dirty trick, Sara jammed her legs against the side of the narrow half-pipe and wedged herself in the flowing water. She was drenched in an instant as the churning water washed over and under her. She managed to wriggle and climb above the flowing water.

The bridge over the stream was nearby and as Sara pushed herself up towards it, Megan appeared, thumping across the flexing planks, black ponytail bouncing behind her head. She stopped and wiggled her bum at Sara in the same teasing manner Sara had used when departing the locker room. She laughed and continued on.

“Cunt!” Sara shouted, but she doubted Megan could hear her over the rushing water.

With a cry of determination, Sara cleared the last few feet and pulled herself up and onto the swaying suspension bridge. She shook off the worst of the water and set off after Megan. Sara’s workout partner had a good ten second lead on her and was, by that point, over halfway through the course.

Megan may know the new hazards, thought Sara, but I have run the course many times when Megan isn’t around.

Sara dodged nimbly through one of the side approaches, avoiding barbed wire and punching rams, and climbed the tower of shifting handholds. It was a cross between a climbing wall and a Rubik’s Cube. It was diabolical, but Sara designed it with Baxter’s help, so she knew how to beat it. She leapt from hold to hold and pulled herself up to the top.

From there, it was all downhill through the obstacle course filling the cavernous building. Sara reckoned that downhill would give her enough of a speed advantage to overtake Megan, who she could see ducking the sprays of adhesive foam on the sprayer obstacle. The quickest route or Sara was a faux-rock canyon. She remembered that being under construction recently, but I didn’t remember the hazard. That was the new obstacle.

The other way to the finish ahead of Megan would be to take the spinning bridge. It was one of the toughest hazards and one that regularly caused Sara problems. It was a rotating bridge over a deep pool of water. A fall would almost certainly mean that Megan win the race. Sara considered her options as she paused only long enough to catch her breath.

That damned rotating bridge had fouled Sara more times than not. She had just started to master it when Baxter had upgraded it to vary the speed of its rotation randomly. Megan had always seemed a bit better at it than Sara and she wouldn’t be able to use the slope to her advantage to build up speed if she had to cross the bridge. The faux-rock canyon with its new hazards made Sara uneasy, but it was the only alternative.

She launched herself down the slope and veered for the canyon. She leapt the last few meters off the slope and into the canyon rocks. It was just wide enough for her to run along the bottom and about three meters up to the top. If need be, Sara reasoned that she could use the rock outcroppings to climb to the top in a few seconds. For the time being, she decided to keep that speed she had built up on the downhill and to race to the end of the obstacle course.

The floor of the canyon was solid beneath her feet, no shifting or hollow thumping of her shoes, so if there was a trap hazard it wasn’t a trapdoor. The walls of the canyon closed in a bit and she had to bleed some of her speed to dodge sideways through the narrower passages through the rock outcroppings. As she did, the toe of her shoe collided with one of the rocks. Her toes smarted for a moment, but worse; Sara heard a hollow thump.

She tensed, expecting an explosion or a stun-shock, but nothing happened. Sara raced on, heading for the final stretch.

She passed the halfway point of the canyon and still no trap. She hoped that meant this part of the course wasn't quite finished. One more outcropping and Sara caught sight of the finish line, as well as the spinning bridge, where Megan was struggling to get across to the other side.

Sensing a win, Sara slowed her pace enough to watch her friend as Megan lost her footing and dangled by a handhold from the spinning bridge. Megan’s legs kicked desperately and it seemed to Sara that she would surely fall and plunge into the water beneath, but she managed to hold on long enough for the bridge to rotate around again.

Sara’s attention was so focused on Megan’s predicament that she ran directly into something that stopped her forward momentum entirely. It was almost as if she had run into a net; an invisible, sticky net.

“What the hell?” Sara reached out and her fingers caught on sticky gossamer strands. They pressed between her fingers and into her arms and legs. When she tried to withdraw her hand she was pulled forward and ensnared deeper into the almost transparent network of sticky threads.

Being snared in the trap was a lousy way to lose to Megan, but a mechanical clanking from above alerted her that things were about to get much worse. The spider was about as big as a horse, with spindly silver legs ten feet across that allowed it to climb onto the invisible web. It had a horrifying monster face with glowing red eyes. It was a nice detail. Really well made. And it was coming straight for Sara with two vicious claws extended.

"Alright!" The treasure hunter shouted. "You win, Megan! Call off your robot!"

Sara got no response. The clanking machine seized her roughly under her armpits and lifted, stretching the web, which it sliced open with its claws. It wrapped her up in four of its limbs and held Sara against its body as it scurried up to the top of the canyon. Sara realized, to her horror, that the mechanical spider was taking her into some sort of burrow concealed atop the molded rock face of the canyon. She began to worry about her fate. Had Baxter thoroughly tested this thing? Surely Megan would not approve a hazard that could kill.

"Get off of me you awful beastie," Sara grunted and kicked against its clanging underbelly. It did not seem to notice her shoes thumping on its silver body as it dragged her into the dark, confined space of its burrow. It moved with robot determination, clamping its legs around Sara’s ankles and wrists. She gasped in shock as it spread her legs so suddenly and violently apart that it nearly tore her shorts open.

"What are you doing!?" Sara cried, suddenly very concerned about the perverse spider bot’s programming.

Her metal molester regarded her with four glowing red eyes and proceeded to slice a sharp claw-tip through her belt and the waist of her shorts. The razor sharp limb slices across her chest and down again, making short work of her clothes, shredding her top, bra, shorts, and panties until all that remained are her socks and shoes. Somehow, the precise slashes of the silver claws never drew blood, but Sara was naked and flopping about as she fought against the claws clamping her ankles and wrists to the ground.

Sara arched her back and tried to twist her arms out of the mechanical claws of the spider, her breasts heaving with the effort until her erect nipples brush against the cold metal of the spider’s body. The spider robot emits a loud click sound and a new appendage slithers out from beneath the curved abdomen of the mechanical arachnid. This new limb is gleaming silver like the rest of the spider, but it bears ridges and a wide tip and the shape is unmistakable.

“Oh, bugger, of course the bloody robot has a cock,” gasped Sara, giving up on her arching lest the spider cock rub against her body.

Bands of massaging beads began to whirr and rotate around the shaft of the robotic phallus. A clit stimulator flicked open and whirred to life. A rubbery hook beneath the appendage seemed clearly designed to fit up an arse. It was a veritable workbench of sex toys aimed straight at Sara’s blushing quim.

"Bollocks," she muttered as she realized there was no escaping the robo-rogering she was about to receive.

Sara closed her eyes and sucked in a breath as the cold tip of the spider's metal cock prodded her velvet folds. It teased up and down the length of her slit, the vibrations from its shaft buzzing lightly into her dewy inner channel. The fluttering clit stimulator brushed against her bud of pleasure and she involuntarily cried out. She brace for the thrust of its spider cock, mentally cursing Megan and Baxter and their traps and beginning to plot her revenge.

Nothing happened. The spider had gone quiet. Sara open her eyes to see the light had died in the spider’s eyes.

"Damn it, Sara," she heard Megan cry, "I'm so sorry. Baxter was testing the robot with me and..."

Megan reached down into the tunnel and heaved the metal monstrosity off of Sara. Her eyes went wide as she saw my compromising position.

"And you forgot to disengage its bloody rapist function?" Sara snapped and smacked away Megan’s helping hand. She pushed upright and scooted out of the spider’s burrow. Megan has seen Sara naked enough times in the gym shower and elsewhere that Sara was not shy about her body. She was also too cross to be worried about being naked. She grabbed Megan by her workout top and threw her back against the fake rocks of the canyon wall. "Your chrome plaything might have really hurt me."

"At least it wasn't a real giant rape spider," offered Kate sheepishly. “It didn’t do the egg-laying thing with the gelatin eggs did it?”

“The what?” Sara’s eyes widened.

“Nothing,” said Megan. “Nevermind. Not implemented yet, I guess.”

"My workout kit is ruined," Sara snapped at her. “And don't think I won't forget what happened. You and Baxter both are forbidden from playing your naughty little games with my facilities. Do you understand?"

Megan nodded sheepishly and hurried off. Sara walked back over to the deactivated spider. It was on its backs, legs folded up like a dead insect. Sara ran her fingers over the long, flexible length of the machine’s phallus. It had only touched her for a few seconds and had nearly made her cum. She could only imagine what sort of pleasure the brute might have inflicted if it had been given a full chance.

“Maybe I can find out,” murmured Sara, playing her fingertip against the clit brush. “And maybe I can use Megan as my test subject.”

Sara caught up with Megan in the locker room. Both women avoided eye-contact as they showered, but each stole glances at the naked, soapy body of the other. Megan could not hide the guilt in her eyes and Sara was possessed with a sort of angry lust she had rarely felt. They finished their showers and toweled off in the locker area.

“We’ll call it a draw today,” said Megan, trying to sound magnanimous as she wrapped herself in a soft pink towel.

“You’re lucky I don’t put you over my knee and spank your little bottom red,” said Sara, taking a moment to admire Megan’s firm bum peaking out beneath her towel.

“I suppose I do have it coming,” said Megan and she teasingly lifted the back of her towel to reveal her damp cheeks.

“Mmmm.” Sara pursed her lips, refusing to play along with Megan. “I will have to save that punishment for later. I am going for a swim on the sun deck. You are welcome to join me, even though you trained your robot spider to bugger me.”

Later, together on the sun deck adjoining Sara’s private suite, Megan and Sara swam in the warm waters of the infinity pool. Sara wore a shimmering blue one-piece that held her ample breasts under control and thronged her shapely ass. Megan favored a pink-and-white-striped string bikini that showed off her slender, muscular body and perky tits. Sara had to admit, she looked delicious in the bikini.

“You know, if you had just warned me ahead of time what I was up against, I might have enjoyed that naughty spider of yours,” said Sara, watching Megan bounce on the diving board.

“Baxter’s naughty spider,” corrected Megan. “I told him to make it grab you. He was the one who came up with the cock.”

Megan dove with perfect form into the pool and came up again near Sara, her dark hair sleek against her long neck and slender shoulders.

“And the all the little add-ons?” Sara raised an eyebrow, walking closer to Megan with her toes just barely touching the bottom of the pool. “Were all those Baxter’s idea?”

“Well… I might have come up with one or two of them,” said Megan. “The one that goes up the bum. And the clit brush. And the ovipositor.”

“Ovipositor? An egg-layer? You are a kinky one,” laughed Sara.

“It’s why you like me so much,” said Megan, her chin dipping beneath the water’s surface as she bounced weightlessly into Sara’s arms.

Sara caught Megan under her arms, buoying her just enough to lift her into a kiss. She felt Megan’s smile spreading against her lips, a soft laugh meeting her lust as their tongues encountered one another and their embrace deepened.

As they kissed, Sara ran her hands down Megan’s supple back, feeling the widening of her hips and the dangling strings of her bikini beneath the water’s surface. Sara pulled them on each side, untying Megan’s bottoms to free her tight bum from the pink-and-white stripes. Sara’s hands roamed down to Megan’s firm cheeks and gave them both a squeeze.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Megan, her hot tongue slipping and sliding against Sara’s.

Sara’s tan arms and face nearly matched Megan’s naturally golden skin, but as they kissed and Megan peeled down the shoulders of Sara’s one-piece, the creamy bikini lines of Sara’s body were revealed and the contrast became apparent. Sara’s breasts were plump, her areolas wide and her nipples thick compared to the dusky domes and small brown pebbles Sara revealed as she removed Megan’s bikini top.

“God, you’re fit,” said Sara, moaning against Megan’s lips and looking her friend over.

Megan was slender, compact, perfectly proportioned with well-defined abs. Her perky breasts were capped with juicy brown nipples. A thin strip of black hair topped Megan’s delicate quim. Sara kept things even tidier, choosing to remove every bit of hair south of her head.

They kissed passionately as Sara guided Megan into shallower waters, onto the sunken staircase and sprawling onto the submerged steps. Megan moaned loudly as Sara’s kissed found her breasts. Sara fondled Megan’s perky mounds and ran her tongue over the tender buds of Megan’s nipples. Megan cooed with pleasure, cradling Sara against her chest and squirming beneath Sara’s exploring fingers. The more Sara kissed Megan, the more Megan squirmed and moan, and the more Sara wanted to kiss her.

Sara pushed Megan’s legs back, her friend’s dainty feet in the air as the water lapped at Megan’s cunt. She kissed Megan’s toned abs and stroked the soft furrow of Megan’s quim. Sara spread Megan’s dusky cuntlips with her fingers, opening Megan’s flower so that Megan’s inner pink glistened in the sunlight. Sara kissed lower, the weight of her breasts dragging over Megan’s pussy as Sara slid deeper into the water and brought her face even with Megan’s quim.

“Oh, Sara,” moaned Megan, her thighs quivering, “you know just how to get me revved up.”

“Vroom, vroom, you little tart,” laughed Sara. She ran her tongue slowly from Megan’s submerged taint, up and out of the water, following the hot folds of Megan’s dusky flower and inner pink, until her tongue reached the bud of Megan’s clit. Megan hissed with pleasure, arching her firm bum out of the water and thrusting her juicy quim at Sara’s tongue. Sara held Megan’s toned inner thighs and battered her tongue against the button of Megan’s pleasure.

“Ooooohhhh, Sara,” cried Megan, reaching a hand down to cradle Sara’s water-darkened blonde hair.

Sara laughed and began to lick and suck Megan’s sugary cunt with relish. Sara sucked at Megan’s clit and thrust two long fingers into the clutching depths of Megan’s pussy. Megan tried to wrap her powerful legs around Sara’s head, but Sara kept a hand pressed down on Megan’s toned abdomen and held Megan under control. Sara set her own pace, finger-fucking into Megan’s clutching cunt as she teased, tongued, and lewdly slurped on Megan’s clit in alternating efforts.

“You’re making me mental,” cried Megan, her body twisting with the edged agony of being held near the point of orgasm. “Let me cum, please, Sara.”

“Think you deserve it?” Sara teased, flicking her tongue erratically against Megan’s clit. “After subjecting me to your robot boyfriend?”

“Never… ooohhh… never would have hurt you,” whined Megan. “Please, Sara, let me… let me cum…”

“Maybe,” said Sara, teasing her pinkie against Megan’s arsehole, “I didn’t want a spider sticking things up my bum.”

“Oohhh, I want it up my arse,” moaned Megan.

“See, you are a little tart,” laughed Sara and she pushed her pinkie into the tight clench of Megan’s arsehole. “Alright then, love, I’ll let you cum. Make it… spectacular.”

Sara looked up into Megan’s eyes and clamped her sucking mouth onto the Megan’s clit and her slick mound. She drew the cusp of Megan’s quim with suction and furiously battered that throbbing bud with her tongue as she pumped her fingers in and out of Megan’s cunt and arsehole.

Megan’s reaction was almost instantaneous. Her grip tightened on Sara’s head and her body tensed and almost lifted completely out of the water. She bucked her hips as much as Sara’s hand on her tummy would allow, thrusting against Sara’s fingers and her sucking mouth.

“OOOOOhhhhhhh yessssss!” Megan cried, her pleasure squeezing around Sara’s thrusting digits. Megan’s pert tits jiggled with her vibrations of pleasure as powerful spasms rocked Megan’s entire body. Sara knew how to suck and thrust her fingers to prolong Megan’s pleasure, turning Megan’s excruciating ecstasy from a few seconds into more than a minute of wailing and bucking.

“Pardon me, mum,” said Sara’s elderly butler Winston from beside the pool.

Megan squealed in surprise, dismounting from Sara’s fingers and face and leaping into the pool to hide her modesty. Sara, accustomed to being intruded upon by the doddering old man, waded over to the edge of the pool and looked up at him. She sometimes thought Winston knew exactly what he was doing when he walked in on her changing clothes or bathing or masturbating, but he was absolutely harmless and probably couldn’t see anything beneath his huge, bushy eyebrows, so she let him get away with it.

“What is it, Winston?” She asked, licking a bit of Megan’s nectar from her lower lip.

“Mr. Honeycutt has been calling you repeatedly,” said Winston. “I believe you left your telephone in your robe in the bedroom.”

“Ah, alright then, was it something important?” Sara climbed out of the pool and Winston handed her a folded towel. His rheumy blue eyes seemed to glance at her luscious body in her dripping one-piece. She took the towel and dried her hair rather than wrapping herself up, letting him ogle her hard nipples straining her bathing suit and the way the suit threaded through her shapely bum to tautly cradle her hairless mound.

“Eh, I believe so, mum,” said Winston. “Something about a ship.”

“The Tsarina’s ship! He has finally found it!” She tossed the towel onto Winston’s ever-present serving tray. “Come on, Megan! Let’s go!”

Megan climbed naked out of the pool, covering herself with her hands as she raced into the bedroom. Sara followed her, peeling shamelessly out of her bathing suit to quickly change into something else. As she disappeared inside, Winston was still slowly turning, the silver tray trembling in his hands as he began his long journey back into the house.

Sara and Megan arrived in Baxter’s corner of Chambers Manor’s sprawling library, the large, mullioned windows lit with the golden light of the fading sun. The pasty-faced boffin was hunched over a trio of laptops as they approached.

When he did not react to their approach, Sara picked up a copy of Llockwyn’s Ancient Firearms from a shelf and dropped it onto a table with the boom of a gunshot. She shouted, “Baxter!”

He jumped so badly that his chair overturned and he spilled out of it, ending up on his back, round eyeglasses askew, staring up at Sara from ground level. From his perspective she seemed to be a pair of long, lovely legs rising up to two enormous breasts sheathed in a tight camouflage tank with her eyes and the top of her head peering out from above these magnificent mounds.

“Get up off the floor,” she scolded and he snapped out of his shock and scrambled to his feet.

“S-sorry,” he said.

“What do you have?” Megan asked impatiently.

“Oh, right,” Baxter hurried over to the laptops. Sara picked up his overturned chair and joined him. He leaned over the computers and began scrolling multiple satellite views.

“Remember that imagery I showed you from Chukotka?” Baxter asked. Sara stared at him so he continued. “Uh, well, that’s Siberia, and I had some image of an ice pack in the middle of nowhere off the northern coast of Russia. Iced harbor, right?”

“You thought you saw part of a ship visible,” said Sara. “I saw the imagery. It looked like a dirty mound.”

“Rust, dirt would have been snow covered, but that’s not the point. The point was it made no sense. It was a thousand kilometers from The Heart of Kiev’s last location and there was no way to confirm what we were seeing. Until…” He scrolled another satellite view to the same location. “The survey’s imagery updated. Apparently there is a new reactor in Khibirsk and it’s pumping its warm water into the river, which thawed, and flows out… here…”

“It melted the harbor,” said Sara, leaning closer to the computer. “Can you zoom in?”

“Yes,” said Baxter, zooming the view in on the harbor. “The inlet doesn’t even have a name. Just a number from a Soviet-era geologic survey. 266K.”

He zoomed in and Sara let out her breath in a slow gasp. The “dirt” from the previously ice-locked imagery had become unmistakably a rusty red steamship. It looked to have two stacks of three intact and seemed to be afloat rather than partially submerged.

“It’s the Heart of Kiev,” said Sara. “It must be.”

“Refresh my memory about why you’re after this ship?”

“I’ll tell you on the plane,” said Sara, already walking away from Baxter.

“Wait, plane,” said Sara. “Where are we going now?”

“Siberia,” said Sara as she walked out of the library.

Northern Siberia

The Ilyushin Il-12 vibrated through the air with all the gracefulness of an unbalanced washer. The blue, prop-driven transport aircraft was of late 1950s vintage and made even the unflappable Sara Chambers a bit concerned for her safety. It was the only private transport to the remote location Baxter had been able to contract on short notice. At least, the only one willing to risk landing on the icy landscape near enough to inlet 266K to make the expedition feasible.

Yuri, the stocky Russian in the pilot seat, navigated the plane through a bit of turbulence that felt as if it might snap one of the shaking wings off the fuselage. He glanced back.

“Okay, Miss Chambers, good flight. Very safe,” he said and grinned at her.

She forced a smile. Yuri gave her a thumbs up and his headset fell off his head and slid out of the open cockpit. The plane banked left as he leaned over to reel in the headset by its cable. Sara looked away from the slewing landscape out the front windscreen and over at Megan, who was bundled up in five layers of thermal gear and still looking half-frozen and green with airsickness.

“Going to be sick again?” Sara asked, reaching for one of the unused paper bags that had become indispensable for Megan on the flight.

“N-no,” said Megan. “Just… just talk to me so I don’t think about it. T-tell me again about the Heart of Kiev.”

“Three times? Alright then, love,” said Sara, placing a comforting hand on her friend’s leg. “So the tsarina, Xenia Kochenkov, was having trouble conceiving, so she went to this Koryak mystic named Ragusthka. A real dodgy sort, lived in a hut in the middle of nowhere, ate cats, that sort of bloke. He gave her the formula to create a very dangerous magical item. Now, the tsarina was devout Russian Orthodox, so any word gets out she is meddling in black magic is going to be the end of her and her husband, Nikolas.”

“The ship,” croaked Megan.

“Right,” said Sara, interrupted for a moment by another rough bout of turbulence. Megan’s eyes rolled fearfully. One the vibrations had stopped, Sara pressed on, “so the tsarina takes the Heart of Kiev, the tsar’s steam ship, his greatest vessel, and she sails around the world gathering ingredients to create this thing called the Egg of Balykov. Supposedly, this golden egg, encrusted with jewels, filled with rare alchemical ingredients, and enchanted by Ragusthka, will make any woman fertile. Extremely fertile.”

“Too fertile,” said Megan.

“That was the fear, yes,” said Sara. “The Tsarina was said to have returned to Russia on the ship with the egg, but she and the ship disappeared. There are many horror stories, but the most common is that she gave birth to something evil. Some monster summoned by Ragusthka or the magic of the egg. I’m not too keen on that, I think it’s more likely a mutiny given all the political upheaval at the time, but it’s hard to say. For the ship to still be afloat after a century…”

“Some sort of curse,” said Megan, repeating one of Sara’s comments from an earlier retelling of the story.

“Right, you run into those quite often in our line of work,” said Sara.

Yuri leaned out of the cockpit again and shouted, “Okay, landing now. But someone else here.”

“What?!”

Sara stood up out of her seat and started towards the cockpit. She had feared that someone else would see what Baxter had found and would come after the Heart of Kiev. But she had rushed this expedition so much she thought surely she would win that race.

She reached the cockpit and almost fell into the instrument panel as Yuri pitched the nose of the aircraft towards the vast white ice sheet covering the ground. In the distance, Sara could make out the hazy inlet, dark with melted water. She could almost see the hulk of the ship, but her gaze was drawn to a pair of trucks on the ground and a big, modern heavy-transport float plane landed in the inlet. Sara buckled into the empty copilot’s seat as the engines roared louder and the icy landscape approached with alarming speed.

“Hard landing,” said Yuri. “Hope skis not break.”

The old Il-12’s landing gear was equipped with skis for operating on snowy terrain. Evidently, a hard landing might break them. Before Sara had time to consider the likelihood of that hard landing, her head was thrown back against the beaded seat cover of the copilot’s chair as the plane slammed into the snowy terrain. It could generously be described as a crash landing, as opposed to a crash, with the plane skidding 180 degrees around as it slid across the snowy field. Huge gusts of snow were plowed up over the windscreen, mercifully blotting out Sara’s view of her impending doom.

Somehow, the plane came to a stop. Yuri cut the engines and they began to rumble down until there was silence inside the plane other than the ticking of the cooling engines and the pattering of snowflakes against the windows.

“Alright back there?” Shouted Sara.

“Alive,” moaned Megan, half out of her seat. “More or less.”

Sara unbuckled to help Megan, but Megan had already managed to get to her feet by the time Sara joined her. Yuri opened the plane’s side hatch and unfolded the stairs down to the ground. It was night, but quite bright outside, owing to the mostly clear skies and moonlight shining down on the snow. Crosswinds raised clouds of snow from the plain that gently sloped down to the melted inlet. Yuri was inspecting the Il-12’s landing skis when Sara and Megan descended from the aircraft with their gear.

“Bit cold,” said Sara, her breath steaming in crystalline clouds through her scarf and the fur-lined hood of her military parka. She swore she could feel the wind cutting through the lenses of her snow goggles.

“I have something for that,” said Megan, cracking something in each of her hands. She slipped to chemical warmers into the inner pockets of Sara’s parka. The heat spread through the coat’s thermal lining, creating a barrier against the bitter cold.

“Ta, love,” said Sara, giving Megan’s padded bum a swat with her gloved hand. “You stay with the plane, help Yuri if he needs it, and make sure he doesn’t try to fly off and leave me.”

“If he wants to get paid, he’d better not try it,” said Megan.

“Right, well, make sure he doesn’t try it,” said Sara and she handed Megan a machine pistol with a telescoping stock. “Be gentle about it, though.”

“Oh, you know me,” said Megan, slinging the gun over her shoulder. “I’m always a sweetheart.”

She crunched off through the snow towards Yuri. Sara was less worried about Yuri abandoning her than whoever might be waiting for her near the inlet. They had to have seen the plane land and they would be waiting for her. She had a guess as to who it might be: a certain annoying Russian woman who liked motorcycles.

Sara unclipped her radio from her belt and switched it on. Static washed in her earpiece for a moment before stabilizing on the encrypted channel.

“Can you hear me, Baxter?” She spoke into her headset.

“Five by five, Miss Chambers,” said Baxter. “The drone will be in position in a few minutes. Cold and wind is a bit of a bother, but nothing she can’t handle.”

“Well done then,” she said. “Give us a buzz when you have a view of the target location. I’m expecting… complications.”

“Aren’t there always?” Baxter said cheerily.

“Right, time for a bit of downhill,” she said and clipped her skis onto her boots. She set off on the gentle slope down to the inlet, her skis hissing through the snow. She used her poles for stability as she took sometimes sharp turns around snow-covered boulders. She built speed for more than a kilometer, all the way down to a slight rise in the terrain, at which point she turned and slashed the snow, stopping her momentum. She tucked her skis and poles into a bundle and added a GPS marker to the package.

Still a hundred or so meters from the inlet, she bellied down against the ridge. She lifted her goggles and looked at the small encampment through a pair of binoculars. There were two large military-style cargo trucks and a half-tracked snow crawler, as well as a geodesic frame structure. The flaps at the entrance of the structure were open and blowing in the wind. There were lights on in the dome, a generator running, but no signs of human movement.

Sara adjusted her focus to look at the rusty hulk anchored just off the coast. There were motor boats moored to the hull and some dangling lights bouncing in the wind. The ship was pretty clearly the Heart of Kiev. There were no markings on its rust-eaten hull, but the ship’s structure and layout was identical to the class of steamships built just before the First World War.

“Quiet down there,” said Sara into her radio.

“On station, Miss Chambers,” said Baxter. “Taking a look in Infrared.”

She could make out the high zip of the drone over the rush of the wind, the groan of the anchored ship, and the snapping of the windblown fabric of the shelter.

“Hotspot by the geodesic,” said Baxter.

“Just a generator,” said Sara. “Get in close on the ship. They might all be aboard the ship.”

“One second… no… nothing on the decks… let me…” Baxter’s voice faded out and into a long wash of static. “One tick…”

“What is it?” Sara demanded.

“I am getting heat through the hull, lower decks, back of the ship,” said Baxter. “A glob of heat. Like they’re all crowded down there. Like… the colonists in Aliens.”

“What? What are you on about, Baxter?”

“Nothing,” said Baxter. “Look, there is heat in there. What I can read through the windows and hull are about 5 degrees, so it could be a lot of people crowded into the lower decks.”

“Right,” said Sara, tucking her binoculars back in their case. “I am going to find out what is happening. If I don’t come out, don’t send anyone else in here. Do you understand me, Baxter?”

“You don’t have to do this, Miss Chambers,” said Baxter.

She had already climbed over the ridge and was running towards the geodesic dome. She rolled into the structure’s entrance, bringing her pistols up as she cleared the blowing flap. The lights were on inside the tent, snow swirled through the open flap, and there was a cup of coffee frozen solid on a folding table. Charts and scribbled notes written in Russian seemed to confirm Sara’s suspicion that Svetlana was leading this group.

Sara also came across a secured laptop. She activated it and the word “XERXES” and a rotating green logo that resembled the head of a falcon appeared on the screen. She didn’t recognize the logo and couldn’t bypass the security features, but she made a mental note of the laptop.

“I’ve got something for you, Baxter,” said Sara. “I’ll pick it up on the way out.”

Sara left the tent and approached the trucks next. They were gassed and with the keys sitting in the vehicles. She skirted the rocky shoreline, the dark water of the harbor becoming slush in the shallows and lapping languidly at the stones to leave a glistening coating of ice. The float plane bobbed gently up and down, its interior cockpit lights glowing softly. There was a single rigid-bodied motorboat floating in the slush and tied to a stake pinned beneath a rock.

“Going to take the boat over,” she said.

“Be careful,” warned Baxter.

“Thanks for the advice,” said Sara, climbing aboard the boat.

The motor was frozen dead and without some way of heating up the engine she resorted to using an emergency paddle to row the boat awkwardly out to the drifting hulk. It towered high above her, but a rope ladder had been rigged to the top deck. She caught it and scrambled nimbly up the side and onto the ship.

The frost-caked wheelhouse on the upper deck was holed in a hundred places and slumped sideways as if in danger of complete collapse. One of the hatches was open and Sara approached cautiously, shining her torch into the darkness. She gasped and the cold seemed to penetrate her layers of clothing at what she saw within.

Half a dozen bodies sprawled on the rusty floor of the deck. They appeared mummified and covered in a thick layer of glistening slime that glittered with frost. They might have been the salt-preserved corpses of the original crew, if it weren’t for the fact that they were wearing modern cold weather gear and holding modern assault weapons. There were several shell casings frozen to the floor, but no signs of wounds on the corpses. It was as if whatever had killed these men had sucked out all their life force.

“Baxter?” Sara whispered into her headset. She heard a choppy reply and then static. “Baxter? If you can hear me, I’ve come across some dead bodies. At least some of our rival expedition has been killed by whatever is on this ship.”

Another squawk of static answered, followed by a brief burst of clarity.

“…do not go further. I will let…”

Baxter’s urgent message to get off the ship dissolved into a squeal of feedback that stabbed at Sara’s eardrum. She cursed and tore the earpiece out.

“The hell with that,” said Sara, cutting off the radio. “This is not finished.”

She backed out onto the deck and gestured to her earpiece to the spot in the sky where she thought she saw the drone wobbling against the crosswind. She moved around the rust-eaten wheelhouse and continued aft. What must have once been a grand staircase descended into the depths of the Heart of Kiev. Many of the wooden stairs had rotted away, leaving behind the rusted iron framework of the staircase. The ship swayed and creaked ominously as Sara clipped a karabiner to the top of the stair frame and one to her climbing harness and descended abseiled into the darkness.

She landed on the sloping floor of the lower decks and shined her flashlight down the hall. Mold-speckled doors stood open on both sides of the halls. She noticed at once that several trails of the glistening slime had been left on the refuse-strewn floor. She advanced with her guns out and encountered two more of the dead bodies. Both men were clutching assault rifles and had the same withered appearance as the men in the wheelhouse.

A faint, bluish light from her left caught Sara’s attention. She dimmed her torch and swung around the doorframe, aiming one of her pistols into the room that seemed to be the light source.

Tsarina Xenia Kochenkov was as beautiful as the paintings Sara had seen of the woman in various history books. She was slender, with a delicate face and supple limbs. Her curly hair flowed around her shoulders. Every part of her, including the bodice and skirt she wore, was a light, powdery blue in color. She faintly emanated light of the same pale blue color. It took Sara a moment longer to realize the tsarina was hovering a few centimeters above the rotten floor.

She was singing a Russian lullaby to herself and playing with a glowing baby booties. It was so clichéd that Sara almost refused to believe it.

She was looking at a ghost.

“Tsarina Kochenkov?” Sara spoke softly, lowering her aim, but not her guard.

The ghost turned her head slowly, her glowing hair floating around her head as if she were underwater. Her eyes glowed a bit brighter than the rest of her as she stared at Sara.

“Bloody hell,” whispered Sara.

“It will know you are her,” said the ghost in Russian in a soft, distant voice. “It knew the others… the women… it took them. Soon… soon…”

The ghost of the tsarina turned away and resumed fondling the baby booties. She began to sing another Russian lullaby. Sara took a step closer.

“What will know I am her, tsarina?” Sara asked, her hair standing on end on her neck.

“The beast with one thousand arms,” said the tsarina. She turned again took look at Sara. “You are very pretty. I am sorry for that. It’s going to like you a lot.”

“Like me?” Just then, Sara heard a noise echo in the hall that seemed to issue up from the lower decks.

“Mmmmmhhmmm,” said the tsarina, nodding her head solemnly. “It will take you down in its arms and it will stuff you full. Like all the others… like…”

The ghost of the tsarina runs her hand over her flat belly. Sadness contorted her delicate features. Tears swelled in her glowing eyes and fell in smoky droplets that dissipated in the air.

“They will be mothers,” she whispered. “But… not… the…”

Something groaned from below, closer than before and rasping slowly up the hall.

The tsarina’s image flickered and disappeared and Sara had the impression it was almost like the radio messages she had received from Baxter that had kept cutting out. Sara stepped into the room, over to the debris-heaped table near which the ghostly figure of the tsarina had appeared. Something blue glinted amid all the debris. It was a tarnished silver necklace with an unusual, large blue diamond that seemed to be clasped by tiny silver hands.

“The Tsarina Stone,” whispered Sara. It was one of the treasures assumed lost with the ship and not one Sara had even hoped of finding after so many years. She reached out for it, but before her fingers could make contact, something shot into the room and grabbed Sara around the waist.

“Ahhhhh!” She cried out, still reaching for the necklace as she was dragged from the room and out into the hall. It took a moment, and the wet, slurping grunt of whatever had her, to snap Sara out of her desire to take the necklace.

One of her arms, the one holding a gun, was pinned to her side by whatever had wrapped around her waist. She looked down as she was dragged off-balance into the deeper darkness of the ship. Thick, fleshy, gray and pink tentacles seethed in the hallway. Some, like the one wrapped around Sara’s waist, were as big around as her thigh. Others were as slender as her index finger. They twisted and knotted in on each other and made a gruesome, wet sound like a pail full of earthworms.

“Not appetizing,” grunted Sara, trying and failing to free her right arm.

She reached her left down to her holster and drew her other pistol. She pressed the barrel to the slime-sheathed flesh of the tentacle wrapped around her waist, braced herself to pull the trigger dangerously close to her hip, and stopped. The tentacles had dragged her into the bottom hold of the ship. In that dark, cavernous space, a perverse scene was playing out that nearly drove Sara mad.

Tentacles covered the floors and walls, as if they were appendages within the fleshy insides of some massive creature. Seven naked human women shared the chamber with the tentacles. Some had the hard bodies and sharp haircuts of mercies, some had the soft look of researchers, and then there was scarlet-haired Svetlana.

All of the women were eagerly pleasuring and being pleasured by the tentacles. The soft moans of their ecstasy filled the chamber. Sara passed one woman, broad-shouldered and handsome, who had three tentacles stuffed into her cunt and one in her arse and was riding them both furiously. Another woman was sucking slime from a thrusting tentacle as another thrust between her breasts and showered her with glistening spurts of goo. Sara was dragged closer to Svetlana and she saw the beautiful Russian treasure hunter was sucking and fucking the tentacles, her thighs smeared with goo and her belly distended with all that she had swallowed and had pumped into her pussy.

It was a scene straight out of one of those awful Japanese cartoons Sara had caught Baxter watching on more than one occasion. At the center of it all was a jewel-encrusted egg, the halves split open and leaking a glowing purple miasma. The tentacles, as thin as blades of grass at their roots, emerged in great bundles from the split artifact.

“The Egg of Balykov,” gasped Sara. Not only had she found it, but it was real and more terrible than even the darkest legend had suggested. This blasphemous artifact must have been what caused the ship to disappear. Clearly, whatever perverse entity or portal lurked within the egg had been reactivated by Svetlana and her team.

Sara realized she was so overwhelmed by the scale of the madness and perversion taking place that she had allowed herself to be drawn nearly to the egg itself. She quickly pressed her pistol back against the rubbery tentacle wrapped around her waist. She was in the glowing miasma. She took a deep breath and tried to pull the trigger… tried to… pull…

The dark ship’s hold seemed to break apart in chunks like a house of cards caught by a gust of wind. The dark, rusty plates and bundles of tentacles tumbled into an azure sky and revealed a grassy hill and a courtyard of white marble.

All of the women Sara had seen being fucked by the tentacles were there with her in the courtyard. Some were naked and some wore diaphanous gowns of white. A similar gown clung to Sara’s otherwise nude body.

The women were caressing, kissing, laughing, and moaning as they gently competed for the attention of a handsome man with slightly Asian features, dark eyes, long, dark hair and a matching thicket of beard. He wore a white toga opened to reveal his enormous, erect cock glistening with the kisses and nectar of the beautiful women that surrounded him. At a gesture this cooing crowd of women parted and he stepped forward, approaching Sara with a serene smile on her face.

“Ragusthka,” whispered Sara. She had just enough sense left in her mind to raise her pistol and shoot the bastard in his smug face.

Unfortunately, her pistol was a flower, a rose that matched the color of the miasma that she had been drawn into by the tentacle. Instead of shooting the tsarina’s mystic, she offered him the flower. He took it from her, plucked off the thorns, and tucked the steam of it behind Sara’s ear.

“There you are,” he said in a calm, sweet voice. “Welcome, Sara Chambers, flower of London. A beauty without compare. I am honored you have come to my garden.”

“I know what you are doing here,” she said to him, although she meant it as an accusation, her words came out in a sweet, cooing tone that made her thighs quake. Her gaze was drawn to his hard manhood and she was forced to imagine what it would feel like plunging into her delicate quim and stretching her tight arse.

“Of course you do, Sara,” said Ragusthka. He took her hand gently and she felt a buzz of pleasure at even this friendly touch. His dark eyes gazed at her. “You know the history of my people as well.”

“Hunted by Cossacks and the tsars,” said Sara, aching to caress his handsome face and muscular chest. “Tortured by… by…”

“Yes, tortured, slaughtered, driven from our lands, marginalized,” said Ragusthka. “When my family was driven from our tribal lands, I sold my magic to sailors and criminals, those looking for something illicit, women who wanted to please their husbands or husbands who could not stiffen their flesh for their brides. Imagine my surprise when the tsarina came to me and offered me piles of money and limitless access to forbidden objects.”

“You created the egg,” said Sara, her words sounding adoring.

“Yes, I did,” said Ragusthka. “My revenge upon tsars. It has begun again.”

“The tsar’s are gone,” whispered Sara, running her hands slowly over Ragusthka’s magnificent body.

“Svetlana said that as she knelt before me,” said Ragusthka and he stroked a lock of Sara’s golden hair from her face. “She told me their time had ended and that my people and people like them are no longer abused. But I saw in her mind that times have not changed so much. That new tsars and tsarinas have risen to take their place. That gold is all that matters now.”

“It’s true,” moaned Sara, her hands reaching the thick root of Ragusthka’s perfect member.

“And now you are here, Sara Chambers,” said Ragusthka, leaning in so his lips were very close to hers. “Like the others. Will you take up my cause? Will you join me in changing the world for the better?”

“Yes,” she moaned, emotion swelling in her breast. “Yesss!”

“Kneel before me now, Sara Chambers,” said Ragusthka, gently resting a big hand on her head. “Kneel and show me your devotion.”

Her desire to please the handsome Ragusthka overwhelmed her resistance to his sonorous command. Sara fell to her knees, moaning with lust, gripping Ragusthka’s huge cock in her willing hands. She guided him to her lips, ran her tongue around the plum-thick head of his cock, and slid him into her wet and welcoming mouth. She gazed up at him adoringly as she began to suck Ragusthka’s huge cock as if he were her long-lost lover.

“Oh, very good, my sweet,” said Ragusthka, stroking her hair as she pleasured him. “Do not forget the satchels of my seed.”

She popped her lips wetly free of his cock and moved between his muscular thighs to lick and suck at his bollocks. The more she slurped at his sack, the more she craved his cock. She thrust a hand between her thighs, fingers probing her slick furrow as she moved back to Ragusthka’s swollen tip and sucked hungrily at his hardness. Out of Sara’s peripheral vision she saw that the other women were pleasuring and being pleasured by duplicates of Ragusthka.

“There is enough of me to be loved by many more than you eight,” said Ragusthka. “Do not worry, my sweet Sara, the worshippers will come to me, and I will fill them with my wisdom and they will bear my fruit into this world.”

The sounds of pleasure enveloped Sara on all sides. The women – her sisters in adoring Ragusthka – surrounded her in the warmth of their writhing, rutting bodies and their cries of pleasure, sometimes muffled by their eagerness. Sara slurped hungrily at Ragusthka’s cock, as eager to pleasure him as the others. Tears of effort fell from her eyes and she fought back her gag reflex as his slimy, plentiful precum coated her throat and tongue.

“That’s it,” murmured Ragusthka. “Suck it, my sweet. Draw out your first baptism of my seed.”

“Mmmmmmm!” She cried with need, bucking her hips and fucking herself furiously with her fingers. The sensation of his huge cock sliding to the back of her throat and almost out of her mouth again, stretching her lips and filling her nose with his musky sent, pushed her lust to new heights. She could imagine nothing better than pleasuring the handsome mystic. The more she sucked, the more she craved him, until her orgasm was bursting through her in a roaring fountain of pleasure. Saliva bubbled where her lips slid along his cockshaft as she gasped her ecstasy through her cock-stuffed mouth.

“The delights of your servitude will outweigh any you have known before,” rumbled Ragusthka’s deep voice. “Now… prepare yourself for the glory of my seed!”

Sara whined with need, sucking his cock with furious bobs of her head, drool dripping from her chin and slopping onto her chest as she slurped the length of Ragusthka’s straining cockmeat. With a bellow of pleasure, he thrust forward, his cock sliding into her throat, bulging her neck, and filling her with the throbbing, spurting streams of his thick, slippery seed. He pulled out of her throat and pumped a gooey portion across her tongue, giving her a taste of his sweetness before sliding back into her throat and pumping his cum straight into her belly.

As Sara gulped around Ragusthka’s spurting cock, she saw a flash from the bright, sunny courtyard into darkness. It was so quick, it was gone, just an after-image on her vision. Another spurt of cum gurgling into her belly from his cock and she saw it again, this time she held it for a moment by concentrating. She was not in some sunny courtyard, she was on her knees in the dark hold of the Heart of Kiev, sucking slime from a tentacle that was fucking her mouth.

“There you are,” said Ragusthka, calling Sara’s attention back to the sunny courtyard. “You have tasted the sweet seed of my loins. How does it feel?”

“G-good,” she said, meaning it, enjoying the full sensation of his massive load in her belly, but doubt ate like acid at her contentment.

“Yes, it is good,” said Ragusthka, spreading his arms wide and stepping back, his huge cock dangling down to his knees. “Now it is time for you to know the pleasure of my seed in your womb. To bring my wisdom into the world.”

“The egg,” she whispered, realization striking her.

“What’s that?” Ragusthka asked, moving behind Sara and pushing her onto her hands and knees.

“N-nothing,” she said as he lifted her gossamer gown over her plump bum and began to tease his cock against her wet cuntlips. Her need to be taken by the glorious mystic and his perfect cock almost overwhelmed her doubts.

Then she saw another flash. The egg, open and spilling out that purple miasma. The glowing cloud caressed Sara’s exposed flesh as a tentacle played at her slick pussy. She felt a sense of elation, but also weakness. The egg, or the entity it had allowed into this world, was feeding on the women. It had killed the men outright, but brought the women down here for its perverted feast. Perhaps fertility and birth was a part of it.

The thought anchored Sara in reality. She could still faintly sense the mystic and the sunlit courtyard, but she perceived it as a ghostly realm superimposed over the dark world of reality. A reality in which, unless she acted quickly, she was about to be fucked by a tentacle from another realm of existence.

Her pistol had been knocked from her grasp or cast aside at some point while she was hallucinating being in the courtyard. She could see it half-covered by a gray-pink tentacle that was plunging in out of the bum of one of the moaning mercenary women. It was just out of reach, she realized, as she stretched out for it.

“Tell me you want it, Sara,” said Ragusthka, his voice seeming far away.

“I… I… want it,” she gasped, her words echoing in the dark hold of the ship. “Fuck me, Ragusthka. Please, Ragusthka!”

She did want it, even knowing that his cock was actually a fat tentacle about to plunge into her steamy pussy. Sara could not help such desires. She knew she was under some sort of spell that had supercharged her libido. And probably her fertility…

The tentacle thrust forward suddenly, skewering her tight pussy and stretching her delicate folds as it plunged deep inside her. It reached all the way to her cervix and its tip tickled at her inner opening. She whined with pleasure and shock at the strange sensation. Copious amounts of monstrous slime slid into her stuffed hole and dripped down her thighs. The tentacle began to fuck in and out of her pussy, sending her plump tits swinging.

Sara resisted the urge to give in to the pleasure completely. She could not ignore it, she still arched her back and thrust her twitching cunt back against the monstrous tentacle, but she remained focused on her pistol. Centimeter-by-centimeter, thrust-by-thrust, she scooted closer to the mercenary being fucked up her arse. Sara’s fingers brushed against the handle of her pistol. She kept moaning, “Yes, fuck me, Ragusthka!”

“I will wash your womb with my seed! My wisdom will grow within you, Sara!” He roared from far away as the huge tentacle plundered her pussy and began to tease its way into her throbbing cervix. The sensation of the tentacle tip wriggling into that sensitive, narrow passage inside her cause her to flop forward, landing tits-down on the cold, slimy floor.

It also caused her to fall forward the last few centimeters she needed to reach her gun. Sara’s hand closed around the goo-covered grip of her pistol. Just as she felt the tentacle in her pussy beginning to throb with its bizarre orgasm, she slid forward, sleeping free with a slurp, and rolled onto her back. Her pistol raised, she fired twice into the tentacle as it was spraying out a geyser of monstrous cum.

The tentacles all around her shrieked like wounded animals and released the other women. They writhed in agony for a moment, giving Sara a chance to pull herself to her feet and pull on her trousers and jacket. As she turned to the glowing egg, the tentacles attacked.

Sara was ready this time. She ducked, leaped, rolled, and dodged, firing as she moved, blasting holes in the tentacles that came at her. She jumped from a rotted wooden crate to a hanging chain and swung through the dark hold, blasting deadly-accurate shots through any tentacle that reached for her.

Sara was going for the egg and whatever intelligence guided the tentacles seemed to sense this. They doubled their efforts to ensnare her. As she got closer, some shielded the egg in case she tried to take a shot and others whipped at her furiously as if trying to knock her off balance. One caught her ankle, spilling her off a pile of scrap and causing the pistol to slide out of her grasp. Before a second tentacle could tie her up, Sara drew her knife from its sheath and cut off the tentacle holding her ankle. More screaming and flailing followed from the tentacles, many of which were already wounded by her efforts.

The blocking wall of tentacles surrounding the egg parted for a moment and Sara took her one chance. She ran headlong at the glowing vessel, leaping into a dive as the tentacles reacted and tried to close their defenses again. She twisted in the air and she felt the tentacles whipping past her only centimeters from her body. She caught the egg in her arms, cradling it like a rugby ball and rolling onto the floor hard as the tentacle surrounded her. She slammed the egg shut and severed the magic that motivated the tentacles. As one, they dropped lifelessly to the inner deck of the ship.

For a few seconds, there was quiet but for the soft moans of the women and Sara’s breathless panting. Then the Heart of Kiev began to die. Whatever magic had maintained it in its derelict state faded when the egg was sealed shut and the hull began to tear like wet paper. Fractures opened all around them and cold water gushed into the hold.

“Everybody get up!” Sara cried, running to Svetlana and helping the dazed treasure hunter to her feet. “Come on! Everyone up! We have to get out of here!”

The hold was flooding quickly, ice-cold seawater pouring in faster and faster as the fissured in the hole widened. The ship was sinking fast. Sara managed to get all of the women on their feet. Naked and covered in slime, barely aware of what was happening, they followed Sara out of the floodwater and up the stairs.

Heart of Kiev was beginning to list badly and drawing in more water on its starboard side. It was sitting so low in the water that the top deck was threatening to become submerged on that side. Sara knew enough about sinking ships to know that when that happened there would be only seconds before the whole ship was sucked down.

“Come on! Up! Everyone up!” Sara got behind the worst straggler – a big, muscular woman with a mannish haircut – and pushed her bodily up the last few rotten steps to the top deck. Baxter’s drone was hovering just above the ship and Sara waved desperately to it.

A bit of luck was on Sara’s side: the motorboats that had been moored to the steamer were on the starboard side, which meant that they were floating very close to the side of the ship that was about to sink into the water.

“Get onto the boats,” said Sara as she pushed Svetlana towards one. “Get on. Everybody on!”

She moved along the deck, making sure all three boats were untied as the dazed, shivering women climbed into them.

“Now you get on,” said Svetlana, motioning to Sara.

“Wait for me,” said Sara and she passed the egg to her treasure hunting rival. “I will be right back.”

Sara knew it was foolish to trust Svetlana and turn back to the sinking ship, but she had no choice. She could not leave it behind. She climbed the increasing incline from the starboard to the port side and ran inside the ship’s wheelhouse. The rusty structure was crumbling as she ran into the room where she had seen the ghost. She grabbed the necklace in her hands as the structure collapsed and huge, rusty sheets spilled in on her.

Svetlana watched from her motorboat as the wheelhouse sagged and crumbled with a final crash, much of it spilling over the side of the Heart of Kiev and into the frigid water. The steamer finally heeled over, water spraying up on her side as the air was driven out of the interior.

“Start the engines,” said Svetlana in Russian. She turned her motorboat towards shore, leading the other two away as Heart of Kiev disappeared forever into the nameless Siberian inlet. They reached the shore just as a sleek military-style transport helicopter landed beside the water.

Julian De Luca, one of the world’s richest men and a man with an insatiable lust for strange artifacts, stepped out of the helicopter. He was accompanied by a squad of black-armored mercenaries.

“Svetlana Kordova,” said Julian, walking towards the naked, half-frozen Russian treasure hunter, “I see you have the Egg of Balykov.”

“Is mine, yes,” she said in English, holding the egg against her breasts. The mercenaries closed around her, guns down, but the threat obvious. “You will take from me?”

“I will compensate you fully, of course,” said Julian. “I just can’t stand the thought of anyone else wasting the potential of such a wonderful artifact.”

He took the egg from her arms and transferred it to a padded case held by one of his waiting soldiers.

“The Xerxes Group thanks you for your service,” he said, returning to his helicopter as another man brought forward a briefcase full of money for Svetlana.

The helicopter was long gone, the float plane had lifted off, and the trucks were driving off into the Siberian wasteland when Sara Chambers finally pulled herself ashore. She should have been dead from hypothermia – she would have been with the slightest bit less conditioning and fitness – but Sara’s will propelled her across the snow-swept shore and into the geodesic structure.

The shelter had been cleared out, but the last of the diesel was still burning in the rumbling generator that had been abandoned. She found an overturned electric heater and switched it on, crouching as the coils slowly lit up and bathed her naked body in warmth. Only once the water had dried on her did she step away from the heater to search the dark tent for something to wear. She came away with a military patterned parka too big for her, boots a bit too small, and a pair of insulated snow pants. The secure laptop she had seen earlier had been taken.

Sara crouched down by the heater again and took off the necklace she had been wearing since escaping from the collapsing wheelhouse. The Tsarina Stone seemed to glow a faint blue against the orange of the heater’s coils. Wisps of magical energy floated into the air and the Tsarina materialized next to Sara. She looked around slowly, seeming to touch her insubstantial fingers against the geodesic panels.

“What is this place?” The tsarina asked. “Where have you brought me?”

“Siberia,” said Sara. “This on shore. Your ship—“

“Sank,” said the tsarina, smiling brightly. “I know. I could feel it happening. It really is better off at the bottom of the sea. Did it take that damned egg with it?”

“Unfortunately, no,” said Sara. “That has been stolen by someone else.”

“You have to get it back,” said the tsarina, grabbing at Sara’s shoulder. The ghost’s fingers caused a strange, not unpleasant sensation on Sara’s flesh as they seemed to pass inside her skin. She shivered and looked at the worried ghost.

“That is what I intended to do,” said Sara, “once I figure out who took it and where. But first, I rather think I would like to leave Siberia.”

“Oh, yes,” said the tsarina. “It is a most unpleasant place.”

The ghostly image of the tsarina flickered out of existence as boots crunched in the snow outside the tent. Sara tucked the necklace into her parka and stood up from beside the heater. A figure rounded the corner and aimed a machine pistol at Sara.

“Hands up!” A woman’s voice commanded in Russian.

“Put up hands,” added a man’s voice in broken English.

Sara stepped into the predawn light, pulling back the hood of her looted parka.

“It’s me, you daft cunts,” she said, smiling at Megan and Yuri.

Megan slung the machine pistol and threw her arms around Sara’s neck, hugging her and kissing her passionately.

“I thought you died when the ship went down,” said Megan. “Baxter said you went down with it and… and then the helicopter came… and then… they left and we came down here to check to be sure you weren’t down here and here you are and it’s…”

“Wait, you said a helicopter came?” Sara thought she had heard a helicopter, but she had been fighting to stay alive in the freezing water.

“A black one,” said Megan. “It had a weird bird symbol on the side.”

“Was it green?” Sara asked. “Like a hawk or a falcon?”

“Yes, that’s right,” said Megan. “Did you see it?”

“Not the helicopter, but I saw the logo on a computer in this tent,” said Sara. “Xerxes. We have to find out who they are and what they’re after. I would bet you anything they have the egg and probably a lot more than that.”

“We go now,” suggested Yuri.

“There’s an idea,” said Sara. “Come on. Last one back to the plane has to push start us.”

She set off at a run up the snowy incline as if she had not just endured a deadly battle with tentacles and a harrowing escape from drowning. Megan and Yuri exchanged a look of disbelief and set off after her.

The Knotty Hollow Pub

London

“Your taste is more traditional than I expected,” said Sara, looking around the bustling, Tudor-style pub. “I was figuring pizza and video games, maybe a bit of snogging on a futon. You brought me to a real slice of Merry Old England.”

Before Baxter could reply, the waitress returned with their pints and something fried in a basket. She cast a curious glance at Sara as if to ask, “What’s a beautiful woman like you doing sitting across from this speckle-faced stick man?”

Sara smiled, answering the un-voiced question, “He won a date with me out of a drawing.”

“Ah,” said the waitress. “Was wonderin’. Well, good luck with that, love. Let me know if you’ll be needin’ a few more pints or somethin’ stronger.”

“The pints are fine for now, thank you,” said Sara and the waitress swished away to deal with one of her many other customers. What she had told the waitress was the truth. Baxter’s reward for finding the Heart of Kiev had been a drawing from the fishbowl and he had picked “a hot date with Sara.”

“You, um, look very beautiful tonight, Miss Chambers,” said Baxter, his face going red. He cut his gaze away and fidgeted with his spectacles.

She had gone casual, which for her was a pair of hip-hugging designer blue jeans and heather grey turtleneck sweater that was modest and yet just tight enough on Sara’s plentiful bust to let Baxter’s imagination run wild. She sipped her pint, leaving a faint mark of her glossy red lipstick on the edge of the glass.

“Thank you, Baxter,” she said. “You have cleaned up well for our date.”

Well enough, anyway. He had gone with a blazer over a checked shirt and he had worn a bow tie. It made him look like a bit of a prat, but his attempt at looking cool was endearing.

“So, I know I promised no work tonight, but have you made any progress on digging up information Xerxes?”

“Mentions here and there,” said Baxter, obviously disappointed that she was bringing it up. “Nothing confirmed. But I’ll stay on it. Keeping alerts out on the darkweb for anyone trying to sell the egg as well.”

“Well done,” she said and saluted him with her pint glass.

He slumped a bit and she felt a pang of guilt.

“So what else do you do for fun?” Sara asked, prodding the basket of fish and chips and deciding against it. “Dancing? Go to the symphony?”

“Well, no,” said Baxter.

“I’m up for anything,” she said, giving him a saucy wink. “It’s supposed to be a hot date.”

Baxter leaned forward as if he had something very important to ask her. She leaned in as well, hoping he had something dirty to make the night interesting.

“Have you ever played Castles of Dunshire?” He asked.

“Castles of…? No, no I’ve never played that,” she said, not concealing her disappointment. “A video game?”

“No, even better,” said Baxter, spreading his hands dramatically over the table. “It’s a board game.”

“A board game?” She took a long draught from her pint.

“The goal is to accumulate castles: Four castles wins, but in order to get a castle you have to build a civilization… which is where the Unity Cards come in.” He continued in hushed tones, his excitement apparent as he listed the character classes, “There are two wizards, a maverick, the arbiter, two warriors, a corporal, and a ledgerman.”

Sara stared at Baxter as he proceeded to explain each class in detail and how to play them in the Castles of Dunshire. When he finished, he said, “I think you would make a great maverick. What do you think?”

Sara slowly set her pint glass back down on the table.

“We can do that if you’d like,” she said. “Go back to your place and spread out the board. Spend a few hours playing the Dunshire game.”

He nodded happily.

“Or,” she continued, leaning very close to him across the table. “We could finish our drinks, walk across the street to that natty little boutique hotel, and get a room, and you could put your cock inside me.”

She took another sip of her pint as Baxter absorbed her raunchy words in wide-eyed shock.

“The, um, the h-h-hotel across th-the street?” He stammered.

“That’s right,” said Sara, finishing the last of her pint. She stood up slowly from the table. “Or the Dunshire game.”

Exactly three minutes later, Sara Chambers was standing in the entryway of the “Ménage Suite” of the Lamplighter Hotel, bent over a table that held a small lamp and a bowl filled with decorative soaps. Her jeans were pulled down her thighs and her panties were stuffed down in her jeans. Baxter was behind her, trying to fit a condom over his stiff cock.

“Hurry up,” said Sara, reaching between her thighs and stroking her clit.

“S-sorry,” said Baxter. She heard the condom snap and heard a grunt of pain.

“You really do not need that,” said Sara. “I’m on the pill.”

“It’s not that,” said Baxter, grunting with further effort. The condom snapped again and he let out a hiss. “I have this issue… that… I mean, with my girlfriends before… I…”

Sara gave him a cross look over her shoulder, cocking her hips to one side and showing off the creamy, onion lusciousness of her bum.

“Baxter Honeycutt, are you going to put that damned cock up my fanny or will I need to frig myself senseless to get any relief?”

“R-right, yeah, okay,” he said and she heard the soft pat as he tossed the condom in the trash. “I’ll, um, I’ll do my best.”

Do his best? Sara smirked at his phrasing. It was just a bit of fun, some stand-up doggystyle. Nothing that should sound like a struggle.

Baxter stroked Sara’s bum with one hand, gripping it gently to steady himself as he rubbed the head of his cock against her slick folds. His cockhead brushed her fingers and along the wet velvet of her entrance. He hissed like he had been burned by the heat of her cunt and he pulled his cock away.

“Oh, for pity’s sake, Baxter!” Sara slapped her palms on the table, making the soap jump in the bowl. “Fuck me!”

“A-alright,” said Baxter. “B-but, I, umm… oooooohhhh…”

He thrust his cock into the hot, slippery depths of Sara’s cunt. He made it halfway in and let out a froggy cry of shock. Sara looked back at him and saw his face red and contorted with pleasure. A moment later she felt it: the rapid jerking of his cock inside her pussy and the sudden flow of his spunk into her clutching depths. He thrust all the way in, sheathing every centimeter inside her and emptying his load.

His shoulders slumped as his pleasure was spent. Sara murmured with disappointment as Baxter's cock softened in her cream-filled pussy.

“S-sorry,” said Baxter, leaning heavily against her bum.

“I will take it as a compliment,” said Sara cheerily. Her expression hardened as she looked back at him over her shoulder. “But don’t think you’re off the hook. We’re going to pop into the shower and you are going to get that prick hard again and fuck me properly.”

“W-what?” Baxter looked at her in surprise as she grabbed him by his bow tie and marched him into the bathroom.

It was around two in the morning when Sara finally rolled off Baxter and onto her side of the massive four poster. He stared up at the canopy above them with a dreamy smile plastered on his face, his cock red, raw, and still twitching after his fifth orgasm of the night. For Sara, stretched out beside him in all her sweaty glory, it had been her second of the night.

“We’ll need to work on your stamina,” said Sara. “A lot.”

“I try,” said Baxter, his voice thick with weariness. “I wank it off at least twice a day.”

“Twice a day?” Sara laughed at the thought of Baxter furiously wanking himself. “Seems that might only be making things worse.”

“What should I do?” He asked, looking at her almost pleadingly.

Several ideas occurred to her, but before she could answer him, her phone began to buzz. She motioned for Baxter to wait one moment and turned over to scoop her phone from the bedside table. When she saw who was calling, she answered immediately.

“Julian,” she said, “what can I do for you?”

“Sara, you always did prefer to work after the sun goes down,” he chuckled. His tone changed from light to serious as he continued, “My dear, I have a job for you. It will pay better than I have ever paid you before.”

“I’m listening,” said Sara.

“Good,” replied Julian. “How would you like to go to Japan?”


[image: ]


Book Three

The Song of Seduction

North of London

It was an unusually quiet evening in Chambers Manor. Megan was off in Japan to make preparations for Sara’s arrival. Winston, usually indefatigable, had taken ill with an African flu strain that Sara was rather sure she had brought back with her somehow. He had tried to carry on his duties blowing his nose like a trumpet all around the house. Sara had insisted on bed rest and lots of soup.

That left Sara and Baxter Honeycutt as the only two inhabitants of the vast manor up and about. Well, Sara was up and about, finishing off a sparring session with one of the mechanical dummies in the gym. She popped its head halfway off with a last roundhouse kick and nodded with approval.

“Had it coming,” she said to the mechanical dummy, the red light going out in its eyes. “You have been trying to grab my bum for weeks.”

Sara turned and teased the ample loveliness of her firm bottom in her tight workout pants. The robot, partially decapitated, was unable to offer any reply. Sara gave the robot a shove and it tipped over backward with a loud clang and a few more sparks. That was going to be a mess of work for Baxter to clean up.

“I had better tell him,” said Sara.

She didn’t bother to strip off her sweaty workout clothes or shower off for the likes of Baxter. He usually had his nose wedged so far in his computers she could have paid him a visit covered in mud. He was ensconced, as always, in the manor’s vast library of historic reference books. Also as always, he was hunched over a trio of humming laptops. A large screen behind the laptops mirrored one of the computers and displayed an animated map of part of Japan.

Baxter did not notice Sara had entered his domain until she stepped behind him and put her hands on his shoulders. She leaned the warm weight of her breasts against the back of his neck. That got his attention and he sat up sharply.

“How fares the search for the Song of Seduction?” Sara asked him, giving his shoulders a squeeze.

“It would be a bit quicker if our benefactor had specified the instrument that produced the song,” said Baxter, pushing his spectacles up his nose. “The, ah, the snippet of recording he gave you was poor, but I’ve managed to enhance it.”

“Julian said few have escaped its song and remembered the music.” Sara picked the digital recorder Julian De Luca had given her up from the table. “This was in the pocket of a reporter from the Tokyo Times found wandering by the side of the road.”

“Yes, they picked her up near Kyoto,” said Baxter and he zoomed the map back to show a flashing indicator on the map of Japan. “But I think that’s misdirection.”

“Do tell,” said Sara, perching her bum on the edge of his table. She caught Baxter having a look at her long legs and bottom in her tight workout pants. He quickly looked back at the computers.

“Well, I’ve identified the type of instrument from the recording.” He pulled up an image of a stringed instrument that resembled the neck of a guitar but much wider and with more strings. “It’s a common koto. A traditional Japanese stringed instrument. Nothing notable about the instrument. Which indicates to me that it might be the song itself.”

“Not enough to tell,” said Sara. “Just sounds like, what, ten notes?”

“Nine,” said Baxter. “But I’ve decided to come at it from a different angle. I’ve been using acoustic analysis of various structures. It’s supposedly in a shrine, according to the legend, right? Well, the Japanese keep very detailed records of all shrines and temples. Down to the types of joiners used. It’s taking time, but I can simulate the interiors of every shrine in the computer and try to match the acoustic profile to the recording.”

“Sounds like codswollop to me, Baxter,” said Sara.

“I think I’ve almost got it,” said Baxter. “I’ve narrowed it down to Shimane Prefecture. It’s the character of the wood used in the construction and the way the notes reverberate. It’s a particularly old, dry sacred type of wood endemic to the region. Two hours. I’ll have it narrowed down to the temple for you.”

“You’re certain?” Sara raised an eyebrow.

“Absolutely certain,” said Baxter. “The instrument and whoever is playing it could have moved to another location, but I will have the location where that clip was recorded.”

“I suppose that’s well enough then,” said Sara and she reached behind the laptops for the infamous fishbowl. Inside the fishbowl were folded slips of paper that listed every reward Baxter could possibly receive for his outstanding accomplishments. Providing the location of an artifact worth millions of dollars to Sara was certainly a reward.

“I haven’t found it yet,” said Baxter.

“Yes, well, you said two hours,” said Sara. “Just enough time to give you a reward.”

“What if I win another sports car?” Baxter asked, reaching into the bowl and fumbling around.

“Have you been in my garage?” Sara laughed. “It’s the building next to this one. It houses my late father’s collection of automobiles along with my own additions. I believe there’s still a small tank in there.”

“The Mark VI? You let me drive that once,” said Baxter, finally deciding on one of the slips of paper. “I’m a bit of a history buff. That was bloody good fun.”

“Well then,” she said, sounding a bit cross as she snapped the paper from his grasp. “Maybe I’ll give you another ride in my wee tank and we can forget about whatever is on this piece of paper.”

“N-no,” cried Baxter. “No, wasn’t that much fun. I’ll take whatever is on the sheet of paper.”

Sara smiled knowingly. Of course the little pervert wanted what was on the slip of paper. She wondered if he had worked on his stamina since their last encounter.

“Oh, my,” said Sara, a mischievous smile on her face.

“What is it? What does it say?” Baxter demanded impatiently.

Sara opened the sheet of paper and turned it so Baxter could read the words neatly scrawled on the paper.

SEX

Baxter’s choice of position

His eyes went wide. His expression changed from disbelief to an ear-to-ear grin with a deep blush of embarrassment in his apple cheeks. Sara giggled at the sight of her pet boffin becoming self-conscious about the chance to have sex with her again.

“Look at you,” said Sara. “Red as a tomato. What’s it going to be?”

“I have a Johnny this time,” he blurted, fishing in his trouser pocket for the condom.

“Perhaps you’ll last more than a single stroke,” teased Sara. She hopped up from the table and began posing to entice him. “Now then, how do you want me, Baxter? Bent over the table? On my hands and knees on the floor? Would you like me to climb on top?”

“Oh god,” he muttered as he got to his feet. “Um, I think, um, just, you know, on your back on a table and maybe me standin’ up. I think… I mean… that would at least, um, I could control, I mean to say.”

“No need to explain,” said Sara and she teased a finger from Baxter’s lips down to over his slender body to the bulge forming in his trousers. She gave his cock a gentle poke and he whimpered. “Shall I get my kit off?”

“Um, you mean, I… yes,” said Baxter, finally nodding his head. “Yes, please, Miss Chambers.”

Her sweat had dried into a prickly film on her skin and yet she was unselfconscious as she peeled off her tight top and allowed her ample breasts, marked with the red lines of compression, to drop free. Her nipples were puffy and pink, though they stiffened quickly in the cool air of the library.

Baxter stared in wonder as she hooked her thumbs into her workout pants, did a turn to face away from him, and teasingly pulled her tight pants down over her lovely bum. She peeled her thong from between her cheeks as she went and bared her hairless quim and pink pucker of her arsehole. She turned back around with a sudden swing of her hips, tossing her knickers at his face. He caught them and stared in wonder at the black strip of cloth that had been crammed in her crack only moments earlier. It was still warm from her body.

“Next time, put a song on,” she said. “I might even dance.”

“Oh… oh my god,” he whispered.

Sara would never admit it to a boffin like Baxter, but without Megan around to keep her entertained, she wanted his cock rather badly. She slid her bum onto one of the empty library tables and stretched out, her blonde ponytail a snake of gold beside her head. She pulled her legs up with her hands beneath her knees and presented her blushing cunt to Baxter.

“Come on then, Honeycutt,” she said, sounding like a cross teacher. “Give me your cock.”

“Bloody hell,” muttered Baxter as he staggered over to Sara.

Her bum hung over the edge of the table and her quim and her arsehole were both presented to him as she held the backs of her knees. He took out his long cock and fumbled with the condom while she looked on with amusement. She blew a lock of blonde hair out of her face as she watched him unroll the pink latex sheath over his hardness.

“There you are,” she said. “You know where to put it?”

“Y-yeah,” said Baxter, gripping the root of his cock so tightly the latex of the condom crinkled in his hand. Sara watched him furrow his brow and bite his thin lip as he rubbed his hard cock at the slick folds of her entrance. It felt quite nice when he rubbed his cock against her clit, but what she really needed was a proper fucking. Instead, he continued to fiddle around, rubbing his cock up and down her slit.

“Baxter, fuck meeee,” she moaned with exasperation.

“I am attempting to, um, I mean, with the over-sensitivity issue, I, erm, well…”

“Quite trying to explain yourself and fuck me,” snapped Sara, very close to outright shouting at him.

He nodded nervously, lined his cock up once more, and thrust slowly into Sara’s steamy cunt. As he did so, he made a sound like a man slipping down an icy staircase and desperately trying to hold onto anything to steady himself. His hips moved and he thrust every inch into her pussy, moaning, “AaaaaahhhhaaAAAHHh!”

He thrust quickly and deeply, three times, and on his fourth stroke he buried every inch inside Sara’s pussy and let out a groan that seemed to issue from deep within his chest. His eyes were nearly rolled back in his head and his lips quivered as his cock jerked against the soft vise of Sara’s cunt. She knew he was cumming and she let out a sigh of frustration. His cock had felt amazing for the entirety of fifteen seconds he had lasted inside her.

“Oh... oh my god, Miss Chambers, I’m sorry,” said Baxter, slowly withdrawing his softening cock from her pussy.

She lifted her head and saw the pink of the condom dangling from the head of Baxter’s cock, the reservoir tip and then some filled with a plentiful load of his spunk. She clucked her tongue in disappointment. Baxter, red-faced and ashamed, tore the condom off his manhood with a loud snap of the latex, tied a knot, and tossed it into the waste bin.

“That won’t do,” said Sara, sitting up and grabbing hold of Baxter’s shirt. She slid to her feet, eyes blazing with lust as she turned Baxter around and slammed him down onto the table.

“Miss Chambers!” He cried out. “What are you—“

“Sit still,” she snapped and circled to the other side of the table. She climbed onto the wood, her knees straddling his face and her shapely bum only inches above him. He moaned in wonder at the naughty sight of her arse and quim so close to his face. “You’re a smart boy, Baxter. I think you can suss out what comes next.”

He started to say something and Sara was done talking to him. She grabbed a handful of his hair and yanked his face against the firm peach of her bum. Baxter, being rather clever, determined what she wanted and thrust his tongue against the tender folds of her cunt.

“That’s it, lad,” she moaned, slowly releasing her hold. “See to it.”

His tongue lapped at her tender seam, slipping between her folds, up to her arse, and down again. He fucked his tongue deep into Sara’s hot channel and tasted the nectar that flowed from her depths. When his tongue found her clit it seemed almost accidental. The pleasure was intermittently intense and she began to ride back against his tongue and face to ensure that her clit received enough stimulation.

Baxter’s one saving grace was his enthusiasm. He planted both hands on her bum and licked her with sloppy enthusiasm, moaning as he did. Despite his clear inexperience, her orgasm began to build. She rode harder against his face, smothering him with her bum and grinding her juicy cunt down against his lips and tongue. She was not sure he could even breathe, but Baxter did not relent, so he was certainly alive beneath her.

“Oh, what’s this?” Sara moaned at the sight of Baxter’s cock beginning to stir again. “Back already? Well, I’ll give you a wank since you’re being a good boy.”

She wrapped her hand around his cock and began to stroke him as he licked her quim. He stiffened completely almost at once. Precum beaded at his tip and his cock turned a deep shade of crimson. She stopped stroking for a moment and enjoyed his tongue on her cunt. She bucked her hips, rode hard on his face, and felt her orgasm begin to rise.

“That’s it! Ohhhh bloody hell, that’s the spot, Baxter!” She bit her lip and squirmed her pussy against his tongue. She tightened her grip on his cock and began to wank him again. He lasted five more strokes of her hand and his cock began to jerk. She was in the throes of her own orgasm as she wanked him purposefully, laughing as his cock spat out a fountain of white spunk. It splashed his legs, the table, her hand, and his cock. The explosion of Baxter’s seed was a perfect accompaniment to her own orgasm, like a salute to her pleasure, her hips slowing as the last trembling waves of pleasure worked through her body. She rode more gently against Baxter’s tongue, smearing his panting face with her juices.

Sara dismounted from Baxter’s face and climbed off the table. Her scrawny boffin was struggling to breathe and crimson-faced with exertion. Sara wiped her hand on his trousers.

“Clean up your mess,” she commanded him. “I am going to go and fetch something from the vault.”

“R-right,” said Baxter, sitting up and looking with disgust at his cum-splashed trousers. “Wait, what’s in the vault?”

Sara was already on her way out of the library, stark naked, her knees red from kneeling on the table and her quim still blushing and wet. She had an idea for something that might help Baxter with his premature ejaculation.

There was a locked door in the manor’s kitchen that opened with a ten-digit security code. Sara hit the last number and the lock disengaged. Recessed lighting activated, illuminating a wide staircase in a wood-paneled hall. Cool air blew across her naked body, raising gooseflesh and stiffening her nipples. She descended the stairs to the second door which was as wide as the hall, made from four layers of steel, and keyed to Sara’s biometrics. She stood as the scanner painted a glittering green beam over her naked body.

“Welcome, Miss Chambers,” said the feminine voice of the computer.

The vault opened to a small antechamber with a bench and racks for coats. Sara slipped on a pair of anti-static booties over her bare feet and pulled opened the inner door with a suck of pressure differential.

The vault contained all of the artifacts that Sara and her father had deemed too dangerous, interesting, or personal to release to the Institute of Lost History. That London museum was stocked with the treasure recovered by Sara and a few other charitable treasure hunters. It had been her father’s passion and a duty she had inherited from him when he died.

Sometimes artifacts Sara intended to donate to the Institute of Lost History lingered a bit in the vault. Such was the case with the Ring of Brahmacharya. She passed several sealed glass cases, some quite large and others filled with tinted gas to preserve the ancient texts within. She headed to a small case on a high pedestal. A motion sensor detected her approach and single light switched on to illuminate the item within.

The ring had been cleaned – thoroughly – since Julian De Luca had convinced Sara to help him test its power at his alpine retreat. She had tested it once for a financial reward and was nearly killed by the sexual endurance it granted him. She had faced it again with the so-called Dagger of Delight and had easily overcome the magical stamina it imparted. The unflagging Italian had spurted as quickly as Baxter, even with the help of the ring.

“Maybe this will cure what ails poor Baxter,” said Sara

She pressed the hidden release on the case and removed the ring. It was quite heavy in her palm. The band of polished gold featured lewd pictograms of women in various sexual positions with angry serpents. The ring was much too big for a finger; it was worn over a different appendage.

Sara returned to the library to find Baxter back at work on the computers. His eyes bulged as he caught sight of her, still nude, as she approached him. He stood up from his chair.

“I-I’ve located the shrine, Miss Chambers,” said Baxter, his face going red and his trousers tenting.

“Good boy,” said Sara. “Send word to Megan. I will leave at once.”

She stepped up to him, ignoring his nervous glances at her naked body. She took his hand and pressed the ring into his grasp.

“While I’m in Japan, I would like you to do a very thorough analysis of the Ring of Brahmacharya,” said Sara.

“You don’t want me to, um, come with you?” Baxter stole another glance at Sara’s bare breasts and looked away again almost immediately.

“No, I want you to the analyze the ring, Baxter,” said Sara. She pressed her tits against his chest and leaned her lips to his ear. “If you’re a good boy, maybe we’ll even conduct some experiments with it when I return.”

She felt his cock twitch in his trousers.

“Ohhh… oh, yes, alright, very good, Miss Chambers,” said Baxter, nodding furiously.

“Well done,” she said and gave his bum a squeeze. “I suppose I had better get dressed.”

She sauntered out of the library. Baxter, hardly believing his good fortune, nearly spunked in his trousers as he watched her depart. Realizing his weakness once again, he turned his full attention to the Ring of Brahmacharya.

Rural Shimane Prefecture

Japan

“I would rather not fall from the sky,” said the faintly luminous figure standing across from Sara. The beautiful young woman wore tattered clothes from the early 20th century and her hair, once blonde, swam in the air gently as if submerged in water, a pale shade of gray-blue.

Tsarina Xenia Kochenkov was a ghost. One fettered to the necklace Sara had risked her life to recover from the sinking steamer Heart of Kiev.

“It will be fine, tsarina,” said Sara, lacing her jump boots up. “You are already dead. Nothing is going to happen to you.”

“Pshhhh,” said the tsarina, rolling her eyes. “You say that, Englishwoman, but when have you dropped a ghost from an aeroplane before?”

“It’s a helicopter, not an airplane, but, fair point,” said Sara. “Here, I’ll put your necklace in a drop case.”

She removed a piece of gear from a padded case and slipped the silver necklace with the huge blue diamond into the case. This was the so-called Tsarina Stone, a priceless relic and evidently the magical fetter of the tsarina’s immortal spirit. The ghostly tsarina leaned close to Sara to get a good look at the case. Tendrils of the ghost’s drifting hair brushed through Sara’s face, sending a cold chill through her body.

“I suppose it will do,” said the tsarina. “Why have you brought me here, Sara Chambers?”

“I have a feeling I might run into a ghost down there,” said Sara. “So I thought it might be useful to have a ghost along with me.”

“Most would consider this haunting,” said the tsarina. “You wish for me to haunt you?”

Despite her lifeless pallor and strange, drowned movements, the tsarina was still quite an attractive woman. Sara took a moment to look her over before saying, “Yes, if I’m choosing ghosts to haunt me, I would definitely choose you.”

“Oh, you have seen other ghosts?” The tsarina pressed her hands to her bodice where her heart once beat. “What were their tragic ends?”

“I did not ask them,” said Sara, tucking the padded case containing the necklace into a pouch on her trousers. “They were screaming and chasing me down a tunnel beneath Paris trying to suck out my soul.”

“They sound awful,” said the tsarina.

“Thirty seconds to drop zone,” said the helicopter pilot’s voice over the radio.

“Copy that,” said Sara. She took her headset off and unbuckled from the crash bench in the helicopter’s passenger compartment. She heaved open the aircraft’s side door. Warm wind buffeted her clothing and sucked at her tight ponytail. Two kilometers below, a dark ocean of foliage passed beneath the helicopter at high speed.

The tsarina looked out of the helicopter and her ghostly visage contorted with worry. She said something, but there was no way Sara could hear the words over the roar of the air. Sara was focused on the jump. She waited for the helicopter to clear the dense tree line, an open, rolling terrain emerging below. She saw a dirty road and a marker flare and she knew it was time to jump.

“5… 4… 3…”

She counted the jump down in her head and leapt from the open door of the helicopter. She managed to hear the tsarina screaming as she was sucked out of the open door with Sara by her spectral connection to the necklace. Sara opened her parachute almost immediately and was amused by the plummeting ghost suddenly jerking and slowing down as if attached to a parachute as well. The tsarina floated rapidly towards Sara and disappeared with a final lunge towards the case containing her necklace, apparently not enjoying the sensation of falling.

Sara guided her descent easily. It was a warm, almost windless night in this part of Japan and the landing zone had been scouted free of obstructions. Sara gave the cords a last tug and landed lightly on her feet. She landed within a dozen paces of the signal flare, the area around it lit by the harsh red incandescence.

“Nice landing,” said Megan, hopping down off the hood of a military-style off-road vehicle.

“Thanks,” said Sara as she stowed her parachute back into its bag.

Megan had cut her dark hair in a fashionable bob and wore green fatigues and pixel-style camouflage pants tucked into blousing straps on her high boots. She was half-Japanese and spoke the language fluently, which was why Sara had sent her friend and lover ahead to prepare for the expedition.

“Any intel?” Sara asked as she followed Megan back to the waiting vehicle.

“Yeah,” said Megan. She switched on the vehicle’s headlights and set off down the road. “The temple Baxter sent the location for is the Omaru Shrine. It’s no longer used, but it has a caretaker monk. Itsuki Tanaka. I talked to him a little bit. You’re going to have to convince him to let you into the shrine.”

“That was supposed to be your job,” said Sara. “Did you offer him the money?”

“Tanaka took the cash, he gave permission, but he insisted on meeting you first,” said Megan. “Just sit down, have tea with him. Maybe he can give you some insight about the shrine. He’s a real character.”

Sara didn’t like having a caretaker looking over her shoulder while she was on the hunt for treasure, but in some cases it couldn’t be avoided.

“Fine,” said Sara. “Anything else I should know?”

“Sure,” chuckled Megan. “You’re going to have to change clothes. He won’t let anyone in the shrine unless they are barefoot and wearing a kimono.”

“Any good news?”

“I got you a prezzie,” said Megan and she jerked her head to indicate the back seat of the vehicle.

Sara glanced over her shoulder and saw a sheathed Katana resting on the seat. She picked it up and pulled it out of the ornate saya just enough to view the maker’s imprint on the steel of the blade.

“Okamuri?” Sara glanced at Megan.

“Early Edo Period,” said Megan with a nod. “That particular blade is supposedly so sharp that it can cut a single hair that floats on the breeze.”

“How much did it cost me?”

Megan scowled. “That’s an early birthday present, Sara. I paid for it myself.”

“Right,” said Sara, feeling properly chastened. “Thank you.”

They arrived at a small minka with a thatched roof and lanterns glowing within. It sat beside a small field of soybeans speckled with the gentle flashing of fireflies. The house was also very close to a wooded hill, the dense trees alive with the song of night insects.

“The shrine is up the hill,” said Megan.

“But we need to talk to…”

“Tanaka,” said Megan. She reached into the back of the truck and brought out a small bundle of clothing, which she handed to Sara.

Sara opened the bundle and found a silky and rather short kimono, traditional Japanese stockings, and wood-bottomed sandals. Sara changed into the outfit and gave Megan a hard look when she realized the kimono barely covered her bum.

“I can’t help that you’ve got a fat arse,” teased Megan.

“Maybe I should fire my trainer,” said Sara, fussing with the complicated kimono and the katana. “Oh, wait, that would be you.”

“Here let me help,” said Megan, wrapping Sara’s waist in the contrasting color of the obi. She tightened the belt for the katana. Wearing the sword felt a bit ridiculous to Sara with the length of the saya compared to the very short length of her kimono.

Megan changes out of her military outfit and into a kimono of her own. Sara appreciated her brief view of Megan’s lithe body in her matching dark blue bra and panties. She also noted that Megan’s own kimono was considerably more modest than Sara’s.

“Well then, let’s go say hello to Mr. Tanaka,” said Sara.

They started towards the door, but Sara remembered the necklace and doubled back to take it out of its case and slip it into an inner pocket of the kimono. She felt a faint pulse of cold radiating from the diamond as if the tsarina were taking revenge for being dropped out of the helicopter.

“What was that?” Megan asked.

“Spiritual guidance,” said Sara.

Megan seemed to want to ask more, but shrugged and led the way up the stone stairs that climbed the slight rise upon which sat the maki. They stepped onto the well-kept planks outside the door. A man hummed inside the house, his shadow moving across the window as he stepped past glowing lanterns. He approached the door and slid it open.

Itsuki Tanaka seemed unusually young and nerdy to be a monk. He had a wide head and neck that disappeared into his brown and cream colored traditional robe. He was quite short and peered up at them both from beneath thick spectacles. His robe was immaculate and his head was shaved, but there was something shabby about his appearance. He seemed rather too plump.

“Ah, Megan-san,” he said and bowed deeply.

“Greetings, Tanaka-san,” said Megan and she bowed even more deeply to Tanaka. “This is Sara Chambers. She is my employer and is interested in exploring the Omaru Shrine.”

Sara bowed, though not as deeply as Megan.

“It is an honor to meet you, Tanaka-san,” said Sara.

Tanaka’s magnified eyes took in the sight of Sara in her short kimono. He clearly liked what he saw, wetting his lips and smiling right up until his gaze fell upon Sara's new katana. The monk had not been expecting Sara to have a sword, though he offered no comment about it.

“The honor is all mine, Sara-san,” said Tanaka, over-pronouncing Sara’s name so that it sounded like “Say Rah.”

He stepped back from the door, holding it open as he enticed them, “Please, come inside. I will make tea.”

Megan went first, taking off her shoes and walking barefoot onto the tatami floor inside. Sara followed suit, removing her Japanese sandals and joining Megan in the entryway. Tanaka smiled and beetled past them, heading for the small kitchen. Megan and Sara followed, exchanging a glance with each other. Tanaka put a pot of tea on the small stove and then showed the two woman to the adjoining room with its low table surrounded by cushions.

"Please, sit," he said. "I will bring tea. And I will tell you the story of the Omaru Shrine."

Sara and Megan sat on two sides of the low table, their legs folded and Sara's bum poking out from beneath her kimono as she rested it on the cushion. She tried to adjust the short kimono to cover her creamy cheeks, but there was nothing to be done. She shot a murderous glare at Megan.

"He's drooling over me and you have me dressed like a hentai girl," said Sara.

"Hentai?" Megan scoffed. "What do you know about tentacle porn?"

"More than you think," said Sara, recalling her strange encounter with the entity that had burst forth from the Egg of Balykov to feed upon and impregnate humans.

"He's harmless," said Megan. "He's a cute little monk."

"Men are never harmless. Not even Baxter. Keep your eyes on that one." Sara gestured with a nod towards the silhouette on the kitchen shoji screen.

The diminutive monk emerged from behind the screen carrying a lacquered tray and a traditional tea service. He set this on the low table and positioned himself on the side next to Sara as he served the tea.

"Sugar? Milk?" He offered.

"One sugar," said Sara. She stirred it into her tea. Tanaka clearly wanted to savor the moment with the two beautiful women, blowing on his tea and slurping it from the rim of the teacup. Sara was eager to proceed. "So, Tanaka-san, what can you tell us the Omaru Shrine? May I have access to it?"

Tanaka took his time setting down his teacup and wiping his lips with a handkerchief. He moved like an elderly man despite seemingly being in his early twenties.

"There was once a young musician named Yui. She was more skilled than any in all of Japan in playing the koto. It was said her music could lull a tiger to sleep or make men and women alike fall in love with her as she played. Every day Yui would bring her koto to the temple and play serene music to help the monks in their contemplation. Yui was also very beautiful and the dai-Osho, the high priest of the shrine, fell in love with her."

Tanaka made a sweeping gesture with his hand as he said, "This love was totally forbidden."

"I suppose it didn't end well?" Sara asked.

"No," said Tanaka, smiling sadly. "All of the monks at the Omaru Shrine fell in love with Yui, but only the high priest dared to act upon it. He declared that Yui was his and she was not to leave his chamber. Her sad songs played from his room day and night. The monks eventually revolted against the high priest, each man claiming that he loved Yui more than the others. Realizing that she had driven these men mad with her song, Yui climbed to the roof of the shrine and threw herself onto the stones below.

"The spell over the monks was broken. The high priest realized what he had done to Yui and threw himself off the roof after her. The other monks, in their shame, abandoned the shrine. Only a single caretaker from the order was left behind to watch over the shrine. It is this caretaker's duty to ensure the shrine does not fall into disrepair."

"You're the caretaker now?" Sara asked.

The monk nodded.

"Have you ever seen a spirit or heard the song of Yui playing in the temple?" Sara continued.

"I have never seen a spirit," said the monk, taking another sip of his tea. "I have felt her presence though, moving coldly through the halls of the temple. Screens will close or I will hear a faint moan near the former bedroom of the high priest. This is where I also hear her song. When I hear her song, I leave. It is dangerous to linger."

"Dangerous? Has anyone died?" Megan interjected the questions.

"No, Megan-san," said Tanaka. "Some claim having dreams of being pleasured by the ghost of the high priest or by Yui herself, but none has ever perished. Most forget what happened at all and wake up far away, wandering."

"Like the reporter from the Tokyo Times," said Sara.

"I do not know," said Tanaka. "Sometimes reporters or curious teenagers sneak inside when I am not watchful. I regret that I have allowed such things to occur, but I must sleep at some point."

There was a strange twinkle in Tanaka's eyes, the faintest hint of a smile on his lips, that put Sara off on the man. He seemed amused by all of this and not quite able to conceal that amusement.

"Tanaka-san," said Sara. "Might I be able to use your water closet?"

Tanaka could not restrain a grin.

"Of course," said the monk.

He rose from the table and showed Sara where to find the bathroom. She thanked him and he shuffled back to rejoin Megan at the table.

The bathroom was tiny, just enough space for an old-style Japanese sitting shower and a squatting toilet on the floor. It was clean, at least. She slipped off her thong, lifted her kimono, and squatted over the toilet to pee. She did not need to go very badly, but as she forced herself she heard a soft hum at odds with the buzz of the insects outside. As she finished and stood, she noticed a tiny camera positioned in the cladding on the wall, angled perfectly to film anyone squatting over the toilet.

"That little pervert," muttered Sara. She considered confronting Tanaka immediately with his voyeurism, but decided to hold onto that information for the time being. It might prove an important lever in any subsequent negotiations with the monk.

Sara slipped out of the bathroom, glad for her bare feet and the tatami to muffle her movements. Instead of returning to the sitting room, Sara crept deeper into the house and found the door to what she presumed was the monk's bedroom. It was dark and quiet inside. She slipped into the room, only a bit of moonlight filtering through the small windows.

Sara noticed at once that the room, unlike the rest of the house, was quite messy. There were junk food wrappers, a portable stereo, and several pairs of panties that seemed stained with semen. She also found a strange wooden box that seemed quite old. Opening it, she discovered a ragged monk's robe, time-worn and moth-eaten, as thin as gauze in her hands. There was something very unusual about this robe, but before she could investigate further she heard the fast, shuffling footsteps of Tanaka approaching the door.

She closed the box quickly and turned to greet him as he entered. She made sure an indecent amount of her thighs were on display and that the kimono was high enough to expose the dark front of her panties.

The monk slid open the door and his eyes went wide at the sight of Sara in the moonlight.

"Ah! Sara-san," said the monk, his gaze lingering on her ample thighs and the upper mounds of her breasts she had carefully revealed. She could practically hear the little pervert's prick stiffen.

"I think I went in the wrong direction," chuckled Sara. "I ended up here."

"Ah, yes, it is dark," said the monk. "This way, this way, I will show you back."

He took her arm and guided her out of the room and back to the tea table. She was a bit surprised that he did not attempt to grope her, though she was certain he was staring directly at her bum as he moved a step behind her.

Let him look, thought Sara. I'll have the Song of Seduction and he'll be watching over an empty shrine.

They returned to the table and Megan brought Sara up to speed.

"Tanaka-san was just telling me that he has never seen the koto in the shrine, but that the music seems to come from the high priest's bedroom on the upper level."

"That sounds like a good place to start," said Sara. She turned to Tanaka-san and asked, "Do we have your permission to begin the search."

"Conditionally," said Tanaka. "This is a very sensitive building, very old and fragile, and I must insist that you not damage or remove anything from the building."

"I'm looking for the koto," said Sara.

"If you find that," said Tanaka, "you may bring that one object out of the shrine and we can discuss compensation for the Omaru order."

"Of course," said Sara, giving him a mercenary smile. She had encountered caretakers like him before. Too timid to do the hard work of treasure hunting, but when treasure turned up, waiting for a big payout. Fortunately, Julian De Luca had been generous. She would have no problem paying off one greedy monk.

"Was that the only rule?" Megan asked.

"No," said Tanaka. "The other rule is that only one may enter at a time. The other must wait outside."

"I don't like it," said Megan immediately.

"It will be fine," said Sara, placing a hand on Megan's. "I do most of my work solo. Besides, I have spiritual guidance."

Megan shook her head, not really getting Sara's subtext that she literally had a ghost stuffed in her pocket.

"Tanaka-san," said Sara. "I am ready to go inside. Megan can wait here."

"I will take you up to the shrine then," said Tanaka-san. "Let me fetch a lantern."

Tanaka went back to his bedroom and returned with a lantern, a small travel bag, and a walking stick. The latter seemed an odd thing for such a young man, but Sara did not argue with him. Megan watched from the minka's doorway as Sara and Tanaka began the slow climb into the forest and up to the temple at the top of the hill. Their lantern soon disappeared from Megan's view.

In the forest, the darkness closed in around Sara and Tanaka and only his upheld lantern pushed away the night. She made the climb up the winding path effortlessly while Tanaka panted and wheezed all the way to the top.

At last, they reached the two-tiered shrine, its peaked, tiled roof rising from the forest. It was built on a stone pedestal almost reclaimed by the foliage and the wood of the temple itself was mossy and dark with age. The many painted carvings had long-since faded. Sara took out a slender torch from the inner pocket of her kimono and switched it on.

"Ah, you could have used that instead of the lantern?" Tanaka groaned and sat down on the steps up to the shrine. He muttered to himself, "The lantern was very heavy."

"Sorry, Tanaka-san," said Sara. "You catch your breath. I will pop inside and have a look round."

Tanaka waved her away, opening his travel bag and taking out a bottle of water. He was still panting, gulping water, and mopping sweat from his forehead as Sara climbed the stairs and approached the darkened temple's entrance.

Unlike Tanaka's house, the Omaru Shrine had heavy wooden doors that opened only after a reluctant pull. The hinges creaked and the faint smell of mildew rode upon the cool, dead air that drifted out of the dark temple. Sara swept the beam of her torch back and forth across the room. She saw an empty temple of antique design, clean, but unadorned and emptied of furniture.

She took off her sandals and stepped onto the brittle tatami with her bare feet. The wooden planks beneath shifted slightly. Tanaka might have been keeping the temple clean, but he was not doing a very thorough job of maintaining the structure.

Sara took her time to explore the room, finding the faint impressions left by tables, a temple altar, and a ceremonial bell. These items had been removed, though it was impossible to say how long ago.

In places, the words and images carved onto the temple's wooden structure were still visible. Sara noticed a distinctly perverse theme to the figures, many of which showed demons and ghosts pleasuring women. This was unusual for a temple. Such imagery was not unheard of, but reserved for more serious inscriptions intended to warn followers of the dangers of deviancy. Such imagery certainly did not adorn temples in places of pride.

The centuries-old words were even more disturbing. They seemed to be fragments of poetry.

“Dusk is for defiling,” read one passage. “The woman will kiss the ogre.”

Another passage seemed to be a list of various sexual words as if being recited by a madman, yet carved with a craftsman’s precision. Sara ran her fingers over the old wood and wondered at the hands that wrought such strange passages.

Something thumped above her and Sara flicked the torchlight upwards, revealing a scattering of dust as it fell from the floorboards above. Something was on the second tier of the shrine. It moved with soft, shuffling steps, the old wood creaking.

Sara cast the beam of her torch straight ahead once more and revealed the brackets where a staircase was once fitted to one of the shrine’s sturdy interior walls. The opening to the second tier was now accessed by a dodgy-looking ladder. Sara had climbed worse in much more perilous situations. She scaled the ladder confidently, taking two rungs at a time and vaulting the last few rungs, rolling in mid-air, and landing on the second floor with a thump. Her hand was on the hilt of her katana.

“Who is there?” She called out to the darkness. She fished out her torch again and swept it around the smaller second tier. There was sweet incense burning in the adjoining room. As Sara panned her torchlight across the doorway she heard the first plucked strings of a koto. A delicate, lovely melody began to play as Sara cautiously advanced towards the door. The smell of incense grew stronger. There was a faint glow of firelight.

Sara reached the doorframe and saw a koto sitting upon a low pedestal in the center of the room. It did not seem to be playing and yet the beautiful, haunting melody emerged from the instrument.

Sara took one step into the room, her head beginning to swim. She took another step, breathing the scented air into her lungs. Her body felt very hot and she tugged unconsciously at the kimono. An odd sense of euphoria welled inside her as she took another step towards the koto. She was unsteady on her feet and smiling like a fool. She was so close… she had to have it…

There was a soft scrape of bamboo on the wooden floor as the panel door behind her closed and she was shut into the room with the twanging koto. Sara staggered and tried to draw her katana from its sheath. The sword was incredibly heavy in her grasp and the blade fell against the floor as it slipped free of her sheath.

“Whooooo is there?” Sara ask, her voice thick with euphoria.

She weakly swung the blade from side to side as lust began to burn in her loins. No one answered her as she waved the sword in midair. The katana drooped lower and lower as the itch of hot lust between her thighs grew more intense. Sara gasped with need as the sword tumbled from her fingers and thumped to the tatami at her feet. For some reason, this made her laugh.

The song continued to twang from the koto on the pedestal. Sara swayed her hips to the music and turned back to the instrument. She felt something crawl up the backs of her thighs and slip under the kimono. It felt as if hands were squeezing her thronged bum, yet when she looked behind her she saw nothing.

“Wh… what’s happening?” Sara found the situation funny right up until the ghostly fingers curled into the back of her thong and dragged it down her legs. She looked down in shock as her panties dropped to her feet. “H-how…?”

Her confusion was answered by another squeeze of her bum, spreading her cheeks and as something warm and soft, like lips, pressed the backs of her thighs. Some rational part of Sara’s mind knew she should be very worried about what was happening, but the pleasure as that phantom kiss moved to her cunt was incredible.

“Ohhhhhh,” whimpered Sara, leaning forward as the back of her kimono lifted. She gripped the edge of the koto’s pedestal as a ghostly tongue began to lap at her slit. Sara bit her lower lip and whined with powerful waves of ecstasy as ghostly fingers splayed her folds and pushed into the hot channel of her cunt. A ghost was fingering her and licking her and it was madness and yet it was driving her wild.

Looking back over her shoulder, Sara could see nothing but the indentations of fingers in her buttocks. Something was there, it was lapping at her cunt and finger-fucking her gently, but it was completely invisible. Sara’s thighs began to quake and she was trapped by the pleasure surging through her body. She panted and thrust her bottom back, feeling the contours of a face press against it.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, her thigh-quaking orgasm causing her to slowly slide down the pedestal for the koto. The fingers slipped from her cunt and she dropped to her knees, her back arched and her upper body pushing against the wooden pedestal.

She looked back over her shoulder, still gasping for breath as the trailing shockwaves of her climax rippled through her body. She heard a soft movement and watched the handprint on her bum shift location, sliding up her right cheek to just below her waist.

Aftershocks of pleasure continued to tremble through Sara. Her hips jerked and breathless moans escaped her lips as she breathed the cloying incense. Her mind was a tempest of lust and pleasure that danced to the twanging song of the koto.

“Fuck meeeee,” she whined, tilting her hips to offer her slick quim to her phantom lover.

She craved cock and the unseen ghost was eager to give it to her. The fat head of its invisible manhood played at Sara’s cuntlips, parting them as if the flow of air had spread her folds open, and sinking into the hot channel of her desire. She gasped, surprised at the warmth of the phantom cock that invaded her. It was quite thick and large and throbbing with need. It pushed slowly into Sara’s tender quim, spreading her wider and sliding to the limits of her cunt.

“Ohhhhhh yesss, fill me with your big cock,” she cried, her words loud and ugly compared to the delicate plucking of the koto.

The phantom hands gripped Sara’s slender waste and the ghost fucked her properly. The fat, phantom cock plunged in and out of her quim and stretched her wide with every stroke. She felt the frightener’s swinging fuck sack bouncing against her clit and gasped with pleasure. She was soaking wet and the thickness of the ghostly cock creamed her nectar into slippery foam. Glancing back over her shoulder, Sara could just make out that foam, like a translucent sheath clinging to the shape of the ghostly cock that plunged in and out of her pussy.

Something seemed amiss to her, or rather more amiss than simply being fucked by an invisible ghost. Her pleasure-addled mind was on the verge of an epiphany, but it was delayed by the sudden burst of pleasure that tore through her body. She gripped the pedestal with both hands, thrust back onto the cock and wailing with her pleasure as she began to cum again.

“Ohhhhhh fuck me with your ghost dick,” she wailed, impaling her twitching pussy onto the translucent shaft of the cock.

The ghost seemed to lean forward, its weight shifting on its hands, and it pounded hard and fast into Sara’s squeezing cunt. She heard a strange rasping breath from behind her. It reminded her a bit of the mechanical wheezing of Darth Vader and she burst out laughing at the thought that she was being fucked by the Sith Lord himself.

Just as Sara was certain her wheezing ghost lover was going to explode, the cock pulled out of her with a wet pop and left her bereft as the last aftershocks of her orgasm stormed inside her throbbing cunt. The ghostly hands guided Sara to turn over onto her back on the tatami floor. She looked down in wonder as the phantom unwound the wide obi from around her waist and slid open the kimono to reveal her toned abs and the soft mounds of her breasts.

Finger marks and then handprints appeared on her mounds. The invisible touch of the specter molded and squeezed her breasts. Her nipples seemed to lengthen and turn as invisible fingers plucked and gently twisted her sensitive buds. Pleasure shot through her and she gasped and reached out. She felt a strange soft body kneeling between her parted thighs. Before she could explore the ghost’s body further, it grunted and pressed its cock back against her pussy.

Despite having just cum, Sara found she could think of nothing she wanted more than to be fucked again by this ghost and its incredible cock. Her head reeled with visions of being lifted into the air by ghosts and plundered in a spectral orgy. She had to settle for the single ghostly cock pushing inside her slick cunt, stretching her folds, opening her as she watched in amazement.

“Yessssss,” she hissed, marveling as one of the ghost’s invisible hands continued to fondle her breasts.

The strange, muffled sound of the ghost’s breathing grew louder and louder, its thrusts into Sara’s aching cunt more desperate. Her breasts bounced as the ghost took her forcefully, seemingly invested entirely in its poltergeist pleasure.

“Ahhhhhhhhhh ooooohhhhh!” Came a cry from above Sara. The ghost’s grip tightened on her breast and on her hip and she felt its huge cock throbbing inside her cunt. A great quantity of warm spunk gushed into Sara’s clutching depths. The hot liquid overflowed her quim and spilled down over her arsehole in a silky trickle.

“Oh, yes, cum inside me!” Sara cried out, her mission forgotten and the pleasure of the moment as hot as the cum spurting inside her. The ghost’s cock thrust twice more inside her and stopped moving. The hardness began to retreat, the cock wilting like any mortal man in the aftermath of his orgasm. The ghost, still breathing heavily and making weird sucking noises, slipped its deflated cock out of Sara’s creamy cunt.

The ghost muttered something in Japanese and there was a creaking of the tatami as it moved from atop her. She could sense the spirit moving in the flow of the air and she smelled the musk of cum quite strongly. A ghostly hand stroked Sara’s head, turning it to the side as the ghost pressed its cum-smeared cock to her lips. She opened her mouth obediently, her lust still boundless as she began to lick and suck the cock. She could see it with the residue of spunk clinging to its surface. The salty ghost-seed smeared across her lips and tongue.

As Sara languidly pleasured the spirit’s cock with her soft lips and eager tongue, a ghostly hand slid over her toned abdomen and began to caress the bud of her clit. A surprising jolt of pleasure made her kick her leg out reflexively. The movement knocked something hard out of the pocket of the kimono spread beneath her. Something blue and glittering.

The necklace lifted into the air as if under its own power, the silver chain dangling from the huge blue diamond of the Tsarina Stone. The gem cast a pale blue glow and the image of the tsarina flickered into being kneeling beside Sara. There was a surprised grunt and the necklace and diamond fell against Sara’s tummy. The cock that was pressed against her mouth also jerked back suddenly. Sara scooped up the diamond necklace from her abdomen.

“Sara, what are you doing?” The tsarina wondered. “Sprawling naked on the floor of this strange room is not very ladylike.”

“Mmmmmm being fucked by a ghost,” giggled Sara. “His cock is so good.”

“What?” The tsarina looked around. “I sense no other spirit.”

The beautiful ghost pressed a blue-gray hand to Sara’s breast and the cold prickled at Sara’s nipple. It was not much, but the cold was enough to make Sara remember what had bothered her before: the supposed ghost was very warm and doing a lot of breathing.

Sara felt a weight lifting beside her, a shift in the tatami floor as the supposed ghost stood up. It took a step back, but Sara was faster, reaching out with both arms and grabbing the “ghost” but its legs. She threw her weight, knocking it over and rolling atop it. She still desperately wanted to fuck the ghost, even knowing it was probably not a ghost, but the tsarina had given her a taste of lucidity.

“What are you?” Sara demanded, feeling a distinctly human body beneath her. She felt soft cloth beneath her hands. Familiar cloth.  The shape of a monk’s robe. She felt a human face and a slender rubber hose stuck into its nostrils. She yanked the hose out and a familiar voice cried out, “Please! Don’t do that!”

Itsuki Tanaka! His invisible hands fumbled against Sara, but she held the hose tightly. The monk stopped struggling and began to moan. His hands went to her hips and he began to stroke her and mutter in Japanese. She knew enough to understand that he was imploring her to fuck him.

Sara wiped the hose clean and stuffed it into her own nostrils. She breathed clean air and her head began to clear. There was no song of seduction. There was some sort of chemical in the incense that was acting like ecstasy or some other intense aphrodisiac.

“Is there a man underneath you?” The tsarina asked, leaning her head and trying to figure out the physics of the way Sara seemed to be straddling nothing.

“Yeah, a real tosser,” said Sara, getting to her feet. She grabbed the monk’s robe and roughly pulled it off of him. He appeared only after she had entirely removed the garment, at which point his naked body fully materialized on the floor. He was drooling and staring up at her through his thick glasses, his hand fondling his stiff cock.

“Ew,” said the tsarina. “Is he wanking himself?”

“Yes,” said Sara. She slid a slender breathing filter out of the robe’s pocket and slipped it into her kimono. She dressed while Tanaka pleasured himself on the floor, staring up at the tsarina and moaning for her to fuck him. Sara belted on her katana and considered chopping off the monk’s willy. He had, after all, violated her with it and deserved nothing better.

Instead, she walked over to the pedestal holding the koto. The instrument was the cheapest sort of replica and she tossed it aside carelessly. She felt around on the pedestal and found, on the side she had never faced, a hidden latch to a door. It opened and revealed a small speaker and digital music player. She shut off the twanging.

“Oh! He’s let out his seed!” The tsarina cried, stepping away from the mess Tanaka was making of himself.

“Yeah, right,” said Sara, glancing over at him. “Let’s hope for his sake that whatever he put in that incense isn’t dangerous. Because he’s going to be in here until it stops burning.”

Sara’s mission for Julian De Luca to locate the Song of Seduction had succeeded. Recovery would be impossible, but she had found the legendary song’s source and it was a perverted monk feeding drugs to curious teenagers, reporters from the Tokyo Times, and treasure hunters.

Nor was Sara empty-handed. She held the monk’s ancient robe in her hands and could feel the power it contained. This was an artifact at least as valuable as the Song of Seduction. Maybe too valuable to give to a man like Julian De Luca.

Invisibility was one of the rarest of powers claimed by legendary artifacts. The only confirmed invisibility artifact she knew of was the Armband of the Concubine which the Persian concubine Jaleh used to sneak into her lover’s bedchamber to avoid the wrath of his wife. That was recovered by the British in the 19th century and stolen back by Iranian treasure hunters in the early 20th. It was kept in a locked vault of artifacts in Tehran, guarded by the acolytes of the Persian Society of Forbidden Antiquities.

This robe could change the balance of power in the world in the wrong hands. It could make assassins and spies unstoppable, it could make any theft possible, and this stupid monk was using it to get off.

“Why, Tanaka?” Sara asked from the doorway. The monk was still masturbating pitifully.

“Ohhhhh it is the way of Omaru order,” said the monk. “We must take pleasure from the beautiful women. It is the only way to attain purity of the… ohhhh… of the… aAAAHHH!”

Semen began to fountain once more from Tanaka’s cock. Sara shook her head in disgust, leaving the poisoned room of the temple and shutting the door behind her. She could hear Tanaka still moaning as she descended the ladder and left the temple. The tsarina floated alongside her.

“What do you intend to do with that robe?” The tsarina asked, her hair and tattered dress trailing through ghostly water behind her.

“I am thinking of place it into a box and dropping that box down a large and very deep hole,” said Sara, hefting the folded garment in her hand.

The tsarina floated ahead, turning to face Sara as the ghost continue to float backwards.

“And what of that perverse little man?”

“I think he is going to find his sick games a lot more difficult from now on,” said Sara, hefting the robe again. “I might put a word or two in the ear of a certain police inspector I know in Tokyo. I am sure he would be interested to know that that Tokyo Times reporter had an encounter with something other than a ghost.”

“A good plan,” said the tsarina approvingly. “Any man that would take advantage of a woman like that monk took advantage of you deserves to be punished severely.”

They returned to the monk’s small house and the tsarina disappeared back into the blue diamond. Sara stepped cautiously inside and discovered Megan asleep on the tatami floor. A spilled cup of tea was next to her. Sara picked up the cup of tea and was glad to see a residue of the liquid inside.

“I think I’ll send this to that inspector as well,” muttered Sara. She shook her friend awake. “Megan. Get up.”

“Huh?” Megan lifted her head from a small puddle of drool. Her eyes were unfocused and her voice was hoarse as she asked, “What happened?”

“I believe you were drugged my Mr. Tanaka,” said Sara. “He also drugged me and became very familiar with me up in the shrine.”

“Mmmmm.” Megan sat up and rubbed her eyes. “S’okay now?”

“Yes, everything has been taken care of,” said Sara. “Unfortunately, there is no Song of Seduction.”

“De Luca won’t be happy with that,” said Megan.

“No, he will not,” agreed Sara, her stomach tightening at the thought of breaking the bad news to the billionaire.

De Luca Tower

Tokyo

The elevator doors purred open and Sara stepped into the executive suite of the massive skyscraper. Her stiletto heels clicked on the black marble floor and the skirt of her red dress swished softly, revealing her toned legs at the slits. Her plump breasts bounced with each step, her erect nipples standing out beneath red fabric and the luscious sides of her mounds revealed by the plunging neckline of the dress. Only a woman with the confidence of a starlet and the body of an athlete could wear a dress like the one that teased Sara’s loveliness with each step.

The red dress, the stiletto heels, and even the fact that she was not wearing panties had all been carefully planned by Sara. She strode across the open suite, past a stone plinth topped by a silver vessel containing fire. The polished silver and the gas-fed flame were the classic Zoroastrian image of a fire pot and represented the righteous knowledge of Asha, the cosmic truth. This appearance of this unusual symbol in Julian’s suite caused Sara’s heart to race with excitement.

Zoroastrianism was the common religion of Persia in the time of Xerxes I. Xerxes happened to be the name that Sara had seen on a mysterious secured laptop in Siberia. Baxter had failed to turn up much of anything about what she presumed was an organization. The choice of the silver fire pot was too unusual from an aesthetic standpoint for Sara to believe it was merely coincidence.

“Miss Chambers,” called Julian’s deep voice from the inner office.

She hastened to join him in the office. He was not at his desk, although she noticed a laptop similar to the one she had seen in Siberia. An ultra-modern fireplace glowed against the black marble and the lights of all of Tokyo spread out before the spectacular twenty-foot windows. An Irish wolfhound, lean and shaggy, rose from beside the fire and loped over to Sara. She let it sniff her hand and tried to pet its head. It did not growl, but it backed away and eyed her suspiciously.

Julian rose from a high-backed leather chair next to the glow of the flames and approached as well, swirling brandy in a large snifter. He was completely bald, well-groomed, and exceedingly handsome and fit in his black haori jacket, white kendo gi, and black hakama pants.

“It is good to see you again,” he said, embracing her politely and kissing her cheek. “Although it worries me that you come empty-handed. Did you leave something at the desk?”

“No, Julian,” said Sara. “Things did not work out as we had hoped.”

Julian pursed his lips into a thin frown. He took a sip of his brandy and nodded his head.

“Then come by the fire and tell me, my dear,” said Julian.

She sat with him, pretending to be relaxed, but serious, as she told sipped a brandy and told him about the events at the shrine. She shaped the story to omit that Tanaka was using the invisibility robe. She focused on his perversion, the use of the recorded koto music and the drugged incense, and painted the solitary monk as a common sex criminal with the unusual method of gassing women who came to his shrine.

“So it was all a lie,” said Julian. “I had hoped it was real.”

“I do not expect you to pay me in full for my efforts,” said Sara. “Cover my expenses and my time and I will be satisfied.”

“Sara, you did the work,” said Julian. “You will be paid in full.”

“Thank you,” said Sara, more interested in leaving Julian happy than having his money.

He leaned forward in his chair and cradled her chin and cheeks. She looked into his eyes and saw the desire. He brushed his thumb across her lips.

“Of course,” he said softly, “if I were to find that you were holding something back from me, I would be very cross. I might even have to take action.”

He pushed his thumb into her mouth. It was not meant as a pleasant gesture. Her eyes narrowed as if she enjoyed it, but it was an act of dominance. She sucked his thumb and flicked it with her tongue. He slowly slid his digit out from her soft lips.

“I like a man who takes action,” she said. “Let me make it up to you, Julian.”

“Mmmm, I won’t argue with that,” he chuckled and kissed her savagely.

His tongue thrust into her mouth dominating hers. He broke the kiss, staring at her appraisingly as he flicked down the spaghetti straps of her dress. Gravity peeled the red dress down from her breasts, exposing her soft mounds and her aroused nipples.

She stood up slowly from the chair and allowed the dress to slide down her hips and thighs and finally drop away, revealing her neat, bare cunt and her toned thighs. She was naked before him and he clearly savored the moment, leaning back in his chair and watching the firelight move on her naked body. She sauntered towards him and dropped slowly to her knees atop the bear skin spread between their chairs.

“Go on then, Sara,” murmured Julian, rolling the branding in his snifter. “Show me what you can do with that lovely mouth of yours.”

She ran her hands from his knees and into his lap, caressing the stirring bulge of his manhood. She untied the hidden belt of his hakama and gently slid them low enough to free his cock. His hardness bounced free and thumped softly against his abdomen. It was quite larger than she remembered and she gave out an appreciative moan as she took it in her hands and pressed a kiss to the underside of his fat cockhead.

Sara licked his cock, teasing beneath the ridge of his glans and licking slowly down to the base of his shaft. She pushed his cock upright and lick at his shaved bollocks.

“Suck them,” he said, resting a hand on her Japanese style up-do.

“Ohhhh, Julian,” she moaned, sucking on his bollocks one at a time. “Are these full of cum for me?”

She asked him the question and then sucked purposefully on one of his stones, hollowing her cheeks with suction and teasing it with slowly licks of her tongue.

“I expect you will have to find out firsthand,” said Julian. He guided Sara to the head of his cock and she looked up at him as she took him into her mouth.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned around the head of his cock and went deeper, taking him to the back of her throat. Julian pushed down on her head. He wasn’t forcing her, but he was urging her, so she tried to swallow his cock. She gagged at the effort and he let her up. Her eyes watered and drool connected her lips to his cock.

“Try again, Sara,” said Julian and he pulled her mouth back to his cock.

She was able to stall for a moment by licking and blowing a spit bubble on the head of his cock. But it was all the time Julian gave her. He forced her mouth down onto his cock and this time his manhood pushed past her gag reflex and into his throat.

“Do you feel it, Sara?” Julian asked, pushing her head down until her nose was mashed against his shaved pubis. “Do you feel my cock throbbing in your throat?”

“Nnnhhggggkkk,” she answered him, tears of discomfort running through her mascara as her throat flexed around his cock.

“I am not doing this to hurt you,” said Julian. “I don’t care about that. I am doing this because it feels good to me. What I want is more important than what you want. Isn’t that right?”

“Nnnnngggkkk,” replied Sara, fighting the urge to gag and breathing loudly through her nostrils.

He roughly grabbed her hair and pulled her mouth up off his cock. She gasped air as she looked up at him through her bleary eyes. Anger burned in her heart, but she did not want to antagonize him, particularly with what she had seen with the statue.

“I understand,” she gasped. “Let me… let me pleasure you.”

“Very well,” said Julian, a Cheshire smile spreading on his face. “Prove to me that you understand.”

She stroke his spit-soaked cock until she had recovered and went back down on him. This time, she forced herself to swallow his cock. It was uncomfortable enough to make her eyes water again, but she held him there, looking up at him and massaging his cock with her throat muscles. She slid back up and breathed again and then went down on him to the root, forcing her nose against his groin.

“Good, you’re learning,” chuckled Julian. “Now suck it. Don’t deepthroat it. Just suck.”

That was more her speed. Sara returned to the head of his cock, wetly licking and slurping on it. She worked both hands on his long cock as she bobbed on the top few inches. She felt him swell between her lips and against her tongue, the hot plum of his cockhead beginning to leak his oily precum.

“That’s it, Sara,” he said. “Look up at me. I want to see it.”

“Mmmmmmmmm!” She cried around his cock, relentless in her efforts to pleasure him. Her lips popped wetly. Her tongue cradled beneath his cock. She felt him stiffen and swell even more. She pleaded to Julian with her eyes as his pleasure surged.

“Yes, that’s it,” he murmured. “Do not miss a drop.”

“MMmmm!” She cried out, brow furrowing as his cock throbbed between her lips and he pumped her mouth full of his thick, salty spunk. She swallowed with each pulse of his cock, gulping down Julian’s hot load and meeting his demand to suck him off without missing a drop. When she finally lifted her mouth from his cock, Julian was already beginning to soften.

“Did I prove myself?” Sara asked, kissing his cockhead and hoping she looked adoring.

“It’s a start,” said Julian. “Let’s go to my bedroom.”

Sara spent an exhausting night in Julian’s company. He seemed to want revenge for how she had used the Dagger of Desire to thwart the Ring of Brahmacharya when he wore it during a previous encounter. He was not a thoughtless lover once they were on the equal footing of her bed, but he was fit and seemingly tireless.

Unlike when Julian had worn the ring, his cock was not without its limits. Her took her from behind and came in her cunt. She rode him and he came again, filling her pussy as she bounced atop him. He ate Sara’s luscious bum and then fucked her senseless with his cock up her arse, filling it a final time and collapsing onto the bed.

Sara stayed in the bed with Julian until his breathing assumed the steady rhythm of someone in a deep sleep. She rolled smoothly to a sitting position, waited to see if he stirred, and then got to her feet. She slipped on Julian’s gi, using it as a too-short robe as she padded over the cool marble floor and back into his office. The blinds had been pulled on the massive windows, but the fire still burned in the futuristic glass fireplace. The big dog lifted its head and looked at her warily.

Sara tried to ignore her throbbing arse and the well-fucked sloshing of her quim as she crossed the office and approached the black glass curve of Julian’s desk. The secure laptop was still sitting open on the surface of the desk. Sara pressed the power key and it switched on and displayed a rotating green falcon logo and the name Xerxes.

She stared for several seconds, weighing the implication that Julian De Luca was involved with this organization. Had he financed Svetlana Kordova’s massive expedition to Siberia? How many treasure hunters was he employing? What was the goal of this mysterious organization? The answers to these and other questions were not forthcoming.

Sara had no ability to hack into the well-secured laptop. She could not simply take the laptop, it was too large and there was too much security. She pressed a few keys on the keyboard and a 16-character password prompt appeared.

Thinking maybe she could find some information to help her guess the password, Sara attempted to search Julian’s desk. There were no drawers under the desk and very little on top of it, other than a small piece of yellow-brown paper. She picked it up and turned it over. There was a rough sketch drawn on the paper of a staff with a wide head along with “Circe.” She was a Greek nymph goddess and her staff was said to be able to transform her foes into wild beasts.

Beneath the paper with the depiction of Circe’s staff was a tri-fold map of ancient Greece. Several locations had already been marked, ruins known or already excavated, others scratched off, but there was one that had been circled in red

“Tholos,” she whispered aloud. It was the legendary vault of ancient Greece that supposedly contained magical artifacts and a staggering horde of riches. According to this map, it was located roughly 300 kilometers north of Athens.

Had they truly found Tholos or were they only guessing? Sara had left her phone in the bedroom, but she tried to memorize the exact location marked on the map.

She was staring intently at it when she heard footsteps on the marble. She quickly put the map back onto the desk. There was nowhere to hide or flee so she turned and walked over to the window. She pushed aside the massive blinds and looked out on the misty, pre-dawn city of Tokyo.

“Trouble sleeping?” Julian’s voice rumbled behind Sara.

“I was so tired I couldn’t sleep,” said Sara, “if that makes sense.”

“I suppose it does,” chuckled Julian, walking towards her slowly.

Her heart pounded. She did not dare turn around, but she could sense him hesitating by the desk. She tensed and readied for him to attack her or accuse her of spying. He moved again, approaching her and wrapping her shoulder in his powerful arm. He pulled her against his side and flicked a concealed switch on the window frame to raise all of the blinds. Gray light flooded into the office and the breathtaking view materialized in the panorama of twenty-foot windows.

“It’s quite the view,” said Sara.

“Yes,” said Julian. “I paid for it.”

His hand trailed down her back, beneath the gi, and he palmed her right buttock and gave it a rough squeeze.

“Oh, Julian,” she moaned, looking at him and fluttering her lashes. “With your fortune, you can have anything you want.”

He growled and stepped behind her, his hands on her shapely hips. He roughly stripped the gi from her shoulders and pressed a hand to the back of her head, mashing her face and her soft breasts against the glass. He slipped his hard cock into her from behind and took her there, pressed to the huge glass, all of Tokyo watching as Julian De Luca lay claim to her body. She crooned with pleasure, but with every stroke, her dislike for the billionaire curdled.

North of London

Winston had made a miraculous recovery from his bout of the flu while Sara and Megan were away in Japan. He was old enough that any sickness seemed as if it might finally finish him off, so when her family’s ancient manservant greeted them, Sara let out a cry of relief and embraced him tightly. She crushed Winston’s face against the soft mounds of her cleavage.

“Oh, thank god you are well,” said Sara, holding him tightly against the warm cushions of her jubblies.

“Welcome back, mum,” said Winston.

She released him and was gratified to see that smashing her tits in his face had brought some color back to his cheeks.

“Glad to be home,” said Sara. “Please let Baxter know I would like to speak with him in my room.”

“Very good, mum,” said Winston, doddering off with his shoulders hunched.

Once the old man had disappeared in the direction of the library, Megan turned to Sara.

“Are you sure you are alright?” She asked. “You have been acting a bit strange since your meeting with Mr. De Luca.”

“I’m fine,” said Sara, giving her old friend a squeeze on the shoulder. “I have some things I need to discuss with Baxter, but why don’t you stop by my room in about an hour. I need your help with some research.”

“Oh?” Megan raised an eyebrow and toyed with the lapels of Sara’s jacket. “What sort of research would that be?”

Sara caressed Megan’s cheek and threaded her fingers into Megan’s dark, silky hair.

“The sort you like,” purred Sara. She kissed Megan softly. The moment she felt Megan’s lips part, Sara pulled back and gave Megan a teasing wink. “See you then.”

“Right, see you then,” said Megan. Unwilling to be teased, Megan gave Sara’s bottom a hard swat as she passed.

“Ah!” Sara laughed and danced away from Megan’s hand.

Sara changed out of her travel clothes and slipped into a warm, soapy bath in her large tub with a view of the garden. It was mid-morning and the robins and doves were chasing insects in the grass. The shade trees swayed and the pink roses Sara’s mother had planted when Sara was a little girl had bloomed once more and spread their color among the trimmed hedges.

Baxter knocked softly at the door to Sara’s suite.

“Come in,” she called to him. From the tub, she had a view of most of her bedroom and watched as he entered, expecting her to be near her desk or the sitting area. In a sing-songy voice she called, “In heeeeere.”

Baxter’s slightly spotty face turned a deep shade of crimson as he saw Sara reclining in the tub, the suds on the surface of the water doing a barely-adequate job of covering her breasts.

“Y-you wanted to see me, Miss Chambers?”

“Yes, I have three jobs for you, Baxter,” said Sara. She turned over in the water, flashing her glistening breasts before they disappeared beneath the warm, sudsy surface. Her glistening bum surfaced as she swam to the edge of the tub and leaned over it to gaze at Baxter. “I would like you to double your search for information on this Xerxes group and I want you to cross-references Julian De Luca. He is somehow involved.”

“Yes, of course,” said Baxter.

“I also want you to investigate Cerci’s Staff and the possible location of Tholos,” said Sara.

“Tholos?” Baxter seemed surprised. “I thought that was a myth. Sir Ainsley Clarke spent thirty years searching for it and never found it. I am not aware of anything since then.”

“I have a general area,” said Sara. “Let’s just say that I have seen a map and I have a very good memory.”

“A map to Tholos?” Baxter grinned, so excited by the news that he seemed to momentarily forget that he was looking at Sara in her bath. “That will certainly help. If I can limit the search area and enlist Megan’s help to—“

“Later,” said Sara and she slowly stood in the tub.

Baxter gasped at the sight of Sara’s glistening, statuesque body as she stood dripping in the tub. The bubbles no longer concealed her hairless quim or the slight domes of her puffy pink areolas. Her blonde hair was up, the edges dark where they had dipped into the water.

“M-miss Chambers?” Baxter stared in awe.

“The third job, Mr. Honeycutt, is that I fucked a very unpleasant man while I was in Japan.” She rolled her eyes as if consulting her memory. “Two unpleasant men, come to think. And I would very much like to enjoy some recreation that is completely voluntary. I know I was only gone a few days, but have you managed to study the Ring of Brahmacharya while I was away?”

“Oh! Y-yes, Miss Chambers,” said Baxter, fumbling in the pocket of his trousers. He brought out the wide gold band. “Yes, I, um, did some very thorough research. It... ahhh… it is very powerful. I had to use one of the training bots to restrain me from, ah, undue, ah self-flagellation. It might be best if we notify someone if, I mean, I do not mean to presume that—“

“I’ve already told Megan to stop by,” said Sara, stepping out of the tub. She picked up a towel from the rack and Baxter watched as she toweled off her generous curves, lifting her breasts each in turn to dry beneath them and turning her back to him as she dried her luscious bum.

To her surprise, Baxter acted first. Apparently finding the sight of her toweling off her arse irresistible, the scrawny ginger fell to his knees behind her. He moaned with lust and smacked her damp bum with both of his hands, kissing it and kissing the backs of her thighs. Sara widened her stance and chuckled as she offered up the hot mound of her cunt.

Baxter attacked her pussy with relish, tonguing her freshly-bathed folds and stuffing his tongue deep into the slick passage of her pussy. His chin rubbed against Sara’s clit as he seemed to mouth words into the sweet walls of her cunt. He had no idea what he was doing, which amused Sara, but he bumped and flicked her clit enough that it felt good. She reached back and grabbed a handful of his hair and began to roll her hips, grinding her bum against his face and smearing her pussy juice over his nose, mouth, and chin.

“Oooohh, that’s it, Baxter,” she cooed, throwing back her head as she bounced against his face. “Really tongue my clit. You know where to find that, don’t you?”

“Nnnnnnn?” Baxter’s tongue slithered near it. Sara tightened her grip on his head, jerked her hips, and buried his face against her ass, forcing him to lick the right spot to send thrills of pleasure rippling through her body.

Baxter was a quick study. He caressed her thighs and the swell of her buttocks and began to suck at the bud of her clit. He moaned and panted hotly against her sex, slurping lewdly, flicking his tongue against the hard bead of her clit. Sara rocked back with increasing pleasure, amazed that Baxter had seized the initiative with her. Perhaps she could turn him into a fine lover yet.

“That’s it,” she gasped, rocking her hips and fucking back against Baxter’s mouth. “Ohhhhhhh, that’s a good boy. Mmmmmm! Make it cum. Make it cummmmm!”

“Mmmmmnnnnnmmn!” Baxter replied, muffled by her wet cunt and smothering bum.

Her orgasm was every bit as intense as the pleasure she had felt under the influence of Tanaka’s incense in the shrine. In fact, Baxter’s enthusiastic licking and sucking made her momentary forget that moment as pleasure rippled through her body. She moved her hips and set her own pace, surfing his orgasm against the waves created by Baxter’s eager tongue. The last trembling went out from her thighs and Sara stepped away from Baxter.

She turned to him, his face flushed and glazed in her juices, a dazed smile on his lips, and she kissed him passionately. Their tongues met in an intense swirl. Even as she helped him to his feet, they continued to kiss. They were only interrupted by a loud ping as Baxter dropped the priceless ring onto the tiles of the floor.

“Shite,” he muttered, fumbling for the ring on the floor.

“Only one of those, Baxter,” said Sara, trying to suppress a chuckle as he chased the rolling ring by the tub. “Try not to lose it down a vent.”

Baxter scrambled around on his hands and knees a bit more and then held up the gleaming golden ring.

“Got it!”

“Eureka,” laughed Sara. “Alright, then, on your feet, Mr. Honeycutt. Let’s pop into the bedroom and see what that ring can do.”

He grinned as she marched him out of the bathroom and over to her massive four poster. He flopped back onto the bed and she knelt atop him, unbuckling his belt and unbuttoning his trousers. Baxter’s long, slender cock bounced free. She grasped it firmly and he shuddered with pleasure.

“Careful,” he moaned.

“Oh? Giving my quim a good tonguing have you primed to explode?” She teased him with a slow stroke up and down the length of his swollen cock.

“C-can’t take it,” he moaned.

She felt him jerk in her grasp and a milky drop of precum dribbled out. Clearly, he was on the brink of spurting. Anymore teasing and the fun was liable to end before it began. Sara took the ring from Baxter’s hand and slid beside him on the bed.

“Ready, Baxter?” she asked, watching his upright and very crimson cock jerk and leak out another pearly drop of his precum.

“Yes, Miss Chambers,” said Baxter, watching her nervously as she held the ring above his cock.

The ring was much too large for Baxter’s cock. She lowered it easily over the upright pole of his manhood and down to the slightly thicker root. He took a deep breath, sensing what was about to happen.

“The fires of Rati,” murmured Sara, watching the ring and Baxter’s twitching cock closely. “The raging inferno imprisoned by the golden band.”

“What’s that, Miss ChaaaAAAHHH!!!”

Baxter’s question was interrupted by the ring, which cinched tightly at the root of his cock and flashed with golden light. Baxter’s cock darkened to purple and the veins bulged up his shaft. His cock seemed to swell in girth and length and pulsed with the trapped power of his manhood.

“Miss Chambers,” groaned Baxter, his voice huskier, his muscles straining under his shirt. “It’s so hot. It… I need to… I need TO FUCK!!!”

His eyes were bloodshot and wild as he grabbed her with sudden fury and rolled atop her. Sara cried out, astonished by Baxter’s strength as he pushed her legs almost up to her head and mounted her slick cunt in a single, mighty stroke. She gasped as Baxter’s huge cock filled her, stretching her quim and thrusting deep inside her. His eyes blazed with furious lust as he began to thrust in and out of her pussy. Each stroke made her breasts sway and sent another spike of pleasure to her burning core.

“Ohhhhh god, Baxter,” she cried. “Fuck me, you beastly boffin! Fuck me with your big cock!”

“YESSS!” Roared Baxter. He bent Sara’s body, contorting it so she was on her back and yet her legs were pushed up so far that her bum was facing upward. He smacked his heavy bollocks against her arsehole and squatted up and down, thrusting his huge cock deep into her pussy. It was an incredibly athletic position, one she never would have imagined Baxter could manage, and it reached spots inside her clutching cunt that no man had ever found.

“Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” She panted with pleasure, the position uncomfortable but worth the shocks of ecstasy that shot through her with every stroke.

She needn’t have worried about Baxter’s stamina. He squatted his cock furiously into her cunt, his bollocks thumping her arse and his swollen meat working her juices into cream around his shaft. His face was red, his eyes mad, and sweat flung from his body as he arched his back and screwed his cock down into the steaming hole of Sara’s cunt. She came so intensely that her toes ached from curling so violently, her inner walls seizing Baxter’s cock and rippling around it.

Her neck began to hurt from the unnatural position and she let out a soft cry of pain. Baxter heard her and pulled his cock out from her cunt, rolled her to her hands and knees, and stuffed his massive cock right back into her pussy. He grabbed her shapely hips and pounds his cock deep into her with fast, powerful strokes. His hips slammed against her bum and sent her tits swinging beneath her. She threw back her head, crying with wild abandon as another orgasm took her.

“Yes! Oh, god, fuck me, you utter beast!” She loved the way he handled her and the way he slammed his cock deep into her as he rutted her cunt. He reached around and roughly fondled her tits as he humped his swollen cockmeat up her tender twat.

The bed shook with the force of his strokes and her wanton cries of pleasure echoed from the tiles of the nearby bathroom. Baxter was a beast, but even as he handled Sara roughly he was not cruel or domineering like Julian De Luca. He continued to think of her pleasure, even stopping mid stroke at one point and going down on her for several minutes, lewdly slurping and licking her cunt until she was on the brink of an orgasm, and then stuffing his huge cock back inside her to finish her off.

He was also far more athletic than he had been before the ring had activated. Not only tireless, he seemed to be stronger, picking her up in his arms and supporting her by her bum as he lifted her up and down on his huge cock. He kissed her passionately, moaning against her lips and sucking at the supple flesh of her neck. She was exhausted by the fifth orgasm, but he was happy to do all of the work for her, rolling her flat onto her tummy and fucking her from the backs of her thighs.

They were in the missionary position, drenched in sweat, Sara moaning with exhaustion, when there was finally a loud knock on the door.

“C-come in,” cried Sara, her tits bouncing wildly as Baxter relentlessly pounded her cunt.

“I thought I would bring some wine and… and…”

Megan was dressed in a matching set of magenta satin lingerie, her lithe body looking toned and exquisite and her legs especially long. She stood and gaped in amazement as Baxter slammed his frothy cock in and out of Sara’s pussy. He looked over at Megan, his eyes bulging.

“Come here and I’ll fuck you too,” he growled.

“What in the hell is happening?” Megan demanded. “Are you alright, Sara? What has happened to Baxter?”

“R-ring of B-B-Bra,” she gave up trying to name the ring and said, “His cock ring. We have to get it off of him or he won’t stop.”

“Nothing will stop me,” growled Baxter, slamming his cock even harder and faster into Sara’s soaking cunt.

Megan saw the concern on Sara’s sweaty face and literally leapt into action. She jumped onto Baxter’s back on the bed and got both hands under his chin, forcing his head up. He reached for her, rising high on his knees, yet he continued to thrust his friction heated cock in and out of Sara’s churning cunt.

“When did you get so strong?” Megan grunted the question as she jabbed Baxter in his ribs with a knuckle. He yowled in pain and it was enough to make him flop back, his cock popping free of Sara’s chafed cunt. Sara rolled towards him and grabbed the root of his cock. She gave the ring a tug and managed to work it up his swollen cock.

Baxter threw Megan over his shoulder and she landed with a cry on her back on the bed. He tried to mount her, but Sara had a hold on Baxter’s cock and managed to finally work the ring free of his purple manhood. He made a strange, choked yowl and thrust forward against Sara’s hands. His cock was pointing straight at her flushed, sweat-damp breasts as it exploded.

“AAAaaaaaaahhhh!” Baxter cried as her fingers slid over his shaft and his cock jerked wildly against Sara’s hands. Massive, milky ropes of his spunk splashed her breasts, spattering up to her face and even her hair with the force of his eruption. His cock jerked again and again, coating her mounds, basting her abdomen, and gushing more than a bit into her open, gasping mouth.

“Oh my god!” Megan laughed at the sight. Sara recoiled and flopped back on the bed, looking for all the world like she had just been walloped in the face with a pie made of glue. She blinked away the gooey coating from one eye and stared up at Baxter.

His scrawny chest heaved as he struggled to catch his breath. He looked down at Sara in disbelief and in his thin, reedy voice, asked, “Did I do that?”

“With a bit of help,” said Sara, holding up the ring.

“Give me that,” said Megan, snatching the ring from Sara’s grasp. “Is this that ring you won in the bet?”

“The Ring of Brahmacharya,” said Sara, still slightly out of breath. “I won it from Julian De Luca.”

“Ah, that bastard,” said Megan, frowning sympathetically at her friend. Sara had told Megan all about her unpleasant experience with the billionaire at the top of De Luca Tower.

“He has his uses, as does this ring,” said Sara, reaching out to take it from Megan’s grasp.

Megan jerked her hand away, closing her fingers around the ring.

“I believe it’s my turn,” she said. She turned her attention to Baxter, who had slumped at the foot of the bed, one hand over his heart as if it might burst in his chest. Megan crawled over to him, her firm bum in the air, and she began to stroke his hip. “What do you say Baxter? Want to go a few more rounds?”

“W-with you?” Baxter’s eyes widened.

“Yeah, let Sara have a nice soak in the tub and you give me a proper shagging,” laughed Megan. “What do you say?”

He tried to answer her, but Megan’s mouth was already on his cock, sucking gently and coaxing him back towards a full erection. He slumped back on the bed, a stupefied smile on his face.

Sara rose from the bed and gave Megan a pat on the bum. Megan popped Baxter’s cock from between her lips and looked up at Sara.

“If he looks as if he’s about to die, give me a shout, would you?” Sara smiled wearily. “I’d rather not lose my top lad.”

“If he dies, I promise to give him the kiss of life,” said Megan and she enthusiastically returned her mouth to Baxter’s cock.

Later, soaking in the tub and listening to Baxter fucking the daylights out of Megan, Sara’s mind drifted back to Xerxes and their possible agenda.

It was not unusual for a group of wealthy people to attempt to pool their resources and start a collection. They often picked silly, pretentious names like the Centurions of History or the Cabal of Ancient Truths. Those groups collapsed over infighting and dubiously legal trades. This felt different. Julian De Luca was a dangerously wealthy man and he did not rest until he had what he wanted. He was collecting not just priceless artifacts, but ones of immense magical power. If he was the sole person behind this Xerxes organization, it would be bad enough, but Sara suspected worse.

She suspected a global conspiracy.

And she knew it would fall to her to stop it. With her dad gone, she was the only one left who could.

“Ohhhhh bloody hell, Sara,” cried Megan from the bedroom. “I could use a hand here. He’s put this monster up my arse!”

The lewd cry for help called Sara back to the moment. Before she could save the world, she had to save Megan from Baxter’s cock.
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Book Four

The Staff of the Succubus

The Hills of Modola

Northern Greece

Sara Chambers shifted in the camouflaged dugout, the sand-patterned canopy over her head rippling slightly in the desert breeze. Not that there was much of a breeze. The sky had threatened rain all morning and it had never come, leaving the air especially hot and stifling. Her wicking athletic singlet beneath her padded vest was soaked with sweat and her khaki shorts were full of sand. She wanted to crawl into some air-conditioning and have an iced Italian soda.

She wet her lips and gazed out through the tinted lenses of her binoculars. Surveying the tents, excavation trenches, shipping containers, and trucks for the thousandth time, she saw a quiet dig site. A few swarthy men in white shirts and shorts moved around, a few carried shovels, but it seemed they were hardly doing any work.

"Anything?" Baxter's voice crackled over the radio. He was in the cool comfort of the library back at the manor in England, but seemed just as impatient for some results.

"Negative," said Sara. "Still like they're all having a nap. The Xerxes Group does not seem at all chuffed to get at one of the most valuable relics in human history."

The Staff of Circe. If the Xerxes Group's map Sara had seen in Julian De Luca's office was correct, this was the location. Where was De Luca? He seemed the sort to be here to gloat over his discovery. Unless the dig had already succeeded.

"Perhaps they've already given up on this being the Vault of Tholos," said Megan over the radio, suggesting an alternative. "In which case, my bum is sweaty for no reason at all. We can go back to the hotel in Athens and have a nice, cool bath together."

Sara felt a stirring of desire. The night before in the hotel had been a wild one. Megan was getting increasingly adventurous with Sara and Sara was pretty sure they had broken that lamp. Not that she minded after what Megan did with two fingers and her tongue. Of course, Sara had had to wrestle Megan into submission first.

"No," said Sara, as much to deny herself slipping into fantasy as to deny Megan verbally. "We stick to the plan. If we still haven't seen movement by nightfall, I will move in by myself and have a look around."

Sara lasted another hour, roasting in her camouflaged dugout, before she was ready to move up the timeline of her plan.

"Right," she declared over the radio. "Sun is low enough. I'm going to move in. Megan, do not try to follow me in."

"You need backup," radioed Megan.

"I might," said Sara, crawling out of her dugout. "Which is why I need you out of trouble if things go all wobbly. I mean it, Megan."

"Copy that," said Megan, her disappointment evident.

Sara unclipped the camouflaged canopy from her dugout and wore it like a cape as she moved across the rocky terrain. She stayed low, creeping from the cover of large boulders to the shelter offered by a few trees. The surrounding hills were generally quite green with foliage, but the dig site had destroyed the landscape, uprooting the small trees and churning up the soil.

Sara finally reached the edge of the site and crouched low behind the treads of an inert earth mover. She discarded her canopy and continued into the camp, slipping past a tent.

"I see you on the drone," said Baxter in her headset. "Nothing more than usual moving. You are about fifty meters from the main dig. A few blokes milling about, not doing much."

"Right, let's see if I can grab one and ask him a few questions," said Sara, "and get some answers on this cardboard operation."

She crept to the edge of the tents. True to Baxter's prediction, she could see the five men standing about on the earthen ramps of an excavation. They were looking down, gesturing with shovels, moving a bit of earth, and talking to one another. They seemed to be Middle Eastern men, which was strange, since the poor Greek economy would have offered no shortage of young men willing to do manual labor.

Sara waited for one of the men to break off from the others. He stepped behind some bushes and she could hear him having a slash in the foliage. She crept between the tents and around to face him just as he was shaking the dew from his cock. His eyes went wide as he saw her. She pressed a finger to her lips and stepped boldly up to him, taking hold of his uncircumcised cock.

He was a swarthy, sun-darkened man of early middle age, clean-shaven, with large bushy eyebrows and black hair flecked with silver. His brown eyes stared down at her pale hand wrapped around his cock.

"What are you doing? Who are you?" He asked in Arabic, speaking in disbelief rather than outrage.

"Just a tourist from London," she said. "Curious about archaeology. But I can't keep my hands off cocks."

"Ohhhhh," the man let out a moan as she skinned back the hood of his cock and began to wank him slowly. She stepped closer to him, her breasts against his arm as she stroked him with one hand and reached her other down to cradle his bollocks.

"Would you be so kind as to answer a question or two for a lost tourist?" She teased, her lips close to his ear.

"Ohhhhh, my sweet," he gasped, still confused, but obviously enjoying himself. "Your hands are like heaven. Anything. I will answer anything."

“Who is employing you here?” She asked.

“The man did not give a name,” the laborer answered quickly, looking down to watch her hand on his cock. She rubbed his tip against her bare midriff leaving a slight dew of precum on her flat abs.

“Describe him to me,” she said.

“He was dark haired and short,” said the laborer, pausing to suck in a breath through his uneven teeth. “I… ahhh… he was very muscular and harsh. He was not kind.”

Not Julian, thought Sara.

“There was a woman with him,” added the worker.

“A redhead?” Sara asked, thinking of Svetlana.

“No, she had strange hair,” said the man. “It was purple and pink.”

“Giovanna,” said Sara. She had seen the woman at one of Julian De Luca’s estates. That would mean the other man was probably Rinaldo, one of De Luca’s many henchmen. She had never been introduced to him, but she had seen him before at one of Julian’s parties.

“Oh, miss, it feels so good,” the man moaned, thrusting his cock against her hips. She pinches the base of his cock tightly, preventing him from cumming.

“What were they paying you to dig up?” She asked.

“Nothing,” said the man. “This is the strange thing. They want us to dig and move earth and not dig up anything. We are told to look busy for someone.”

“For who?” Sara asked, her tension building as she suspected his answer.

“I… please miss,” moaned the man, looking down at his swollen, purple cock. “Please, I need to cum.”

“Very well then,” she said crossly, and stepped aside. She held his cock in her hand, working him steadily as his precum dribbled out. He tensed against her, his entire body rigid as he thrust his hips and fucked his long cock through Sara’s grasp. With a last, wordless cry of pleasure, the man erupted through Sara’s hand, firing ropes of cum onto the floor of the tent. She gently wanked him off, finishing his orgasm with expert strokes and giving him a last squeeze to milk out the final drops. She wiped the cum from her hand onto his trousers. “Now tell me, who were you looking busy for?”

“I… I do not know,” said the man, panting as his cock began to droop. “I only know it is a woman. And she is coming very soon.”

“Thank you,” said Sara, drawing her pistol and thumping the man on the head with the grip before he could react. She caught him as he slumped unconscious and lowered him gently to the ground. Once she was sure he was out, she keyed her headset.

“This is a trap,” she whispered. “Julian set it all up to catch me. I am going to make my way—“

The bush rustled and she felt a hand grab her wrist. The hand disarmed her and a dark shape moved behind her, twisting Sara’s arm painfully. She cried out as the headset was wrenched from her head. Another figure stepped around the bush and Sara realized it was Rinaldo. That meant the person twisting her arm was sure to be…

“Good work, Giovanna,” said Rinaldo. “Looks like the slut was tugging off one of the workers. Julian said she was a naughty bit of trim.”

Rinaldo was an ugly, fireplug of a man with broad shoulders and a muscular upper body, possibly to compensate for his small stature. He was also holding a machine pistol pointed at Sara’s chest. His grin revealed gold teeth. He crunched his boot down onto Sara’s headset and ground it under his heel.

Giovanna stepped around Sara and leveled Sara’s own pistol at the treasure hunter. Giovanna was lithe and beautiful, dressed in motorcycle leathers, with hair shaved on one side, bobbed on the other and dyed in a gradient from purple to pink. She smirked at Sara and regarded her with lidded, almond-shaped brown eyes.

“He warned us she would be dangerous,” said Giovanna coldly. “Evidently only dangerous to old Libyan men.”

“If you would like to put the guns away,” said Sara, smiling sweetly, “I would be happy to demonstrate a few of my deadlier moves for you.”

“I don’t think so, blondie,” said Rinaldo, jabbing his machine pistol in her direction. “We take you to the boss now. He wants to talk to you.”

“Julian is here?” Sara asked, testing their reaction.

Rinaldo snorted with derision and Giovanna moved back behind Sara and prodded her with the pistol.

“Get going, or I will shoot your fat arse,” warned Giovanna.

Sara resisted the urge to try a roundhouse kick that was likely to get her shot in the back with her own gun. She followed Rinaldo out from behind the shade of the bush and into the late afternoon sun. The day’s heat had not let up and she was not sure how Rinaldo and Giovanna were decked out in leathers without melting.

“In here,” said Rinaldo, opening the flap of an unremarkable tent. She stepped into the hum of computers. A Xerxes-badged laptop sat open atop a stack of hard plastic cases. This placed the screen and the laptop’s camera at eye-level with Sara. She looked into the tiny black lens and the screen flickered to life.

“Hello there, Sara,” said Julian De Luca. He was bald, handsome, and well dressed. The view of sunny ocean behind him swayed just enough to suggest that he was on a boat rather than the coast. Sara knew De Luca owned several massive yachts.

“Hello, Julian,” she said. “I’m disappointed in you.”

“Are you really, Sara?” He smiled. “I think a woman like you would be interested in a man with grand aspirations.”

“Is that what you call this?” Sara glanced around the tent and at Giovanna. “I have seen more professional digs in Tesco car parks.”

“Merely a honeypot to lure the very busiest little bee I know,” said Julian. “I am afraid, Sara, that your interest in the Xerxes Group has made you a liability. I left the map of the dig site out to test you. Would you really cause me trouble or should I hire you to find the Staff of Circe?”

“You want to hire me to find it for you?” Sara asked.

“No, I’m afraid not,” said Julian. “You failed the test. You couldn’t mind your own business. Therefore, I am afraid our relationship has reached its end. Rinaldo, Giovanna, dispose of our uninvited guest and implement the ‘Cash Out’ plan.”

Giovanna pressed the barrel of Sara’s pistol to the back of Sara’s head. Sara tensed, truly afraid for her life for the first time since creeping into the camp.

“No, no,” said Julian. “No executions. I want it to look reasonably like an accident. Throw her off a cliff onto some very jagged rocks.”

“Got it, boss,” said Rinaldo and he grabbed Sara roughly by her arms and dragged her out of the tent.

“Wouldn’t you rather settle this with a threesome?” Sara suggested, giving Rinaldo a pouting lower lip.

“You want to get fucked? I’ll fuck you,” laughed Rinaldo. “Then I’ll kill you.”

Giovanna smacked Rinaldo on the back of his head. She cursed in Italian, “Stop thinking with your cock. We kill her now.”

Giovanna jammed the barrel of Sara’s pistol into Sara’s ribs and whispered, “Move or I kill you with a bullet.”

Sara was marched out of the tents and around the edge of the dig site. The idling workers watched them until Rinaldo shouted at them in English to, “Mind your fucking business!”

As Sara was marched up the path from the dig site to the sheerest of the cliff faces, she searched the sky above for any sign of Baxter’s watching drone. There was no sign of the drone. What if they had detected it and jammed its control signal? She didn’t have time to worry about it, she knew, she had only a minute or two before they reached the top of the cliff.

“Ah!” Sara feigned twisting an ankle and fell to her knees along the side of the rock-strewn path.

“On your feet,” snarled Giovanna, picking up Sara roughly with a grip on Sara’s bicep. Sara stumbled forward, up the path, casting a fearful glance back at Giovanna.

At last, they reached the top of the hill. There was a road and a Land Rover parked not far from the cliff. She guessed it was Rinaldo and Giovanna’s vehicle, though she had not seen it drive up from her earlier vantage point.

“You know, I am quite rich,” said Sara. “I could pay you a lot of money not to kill me.”

“Yeah? And what do you think Julian would do to us then?” Rinaldo shook his head. He caressed Sara’s hip, his hand sliding around to her ass. “You’re pretty. Bet the boss had a lot of fun with you.”

“Yeah, he liked it when I sucked his cock,” purred Sara. “He told me I was the best. Want to find out if he’s right?”

“No,” snapped Giovanna, pointing the pistol in Sara’s face. “You’ve been—“

Sara kicked without moving her body or betraying the attack. It was a difficult maneuver, but she brought the tip of her steel-toed boot up, kicked the gun out of Giovanna’s hand, and slammed her heel right into Giovanna’s chest. The blow came so unexpectedly that Giovanna staggered back two steps and plunged backwards off the cliff. Rinaldo, realizing what happened, snapped out of his lusty trance and brought his machine pistol up. Sara leaped aside, rolling behind a boulder as Rinaldo opened fire. Bullets crackled off the stone and sent chips flying in every direction.

“You bitch!” Rinaldo roared, emptying the rest of his magazine in a furious burst of gunfire.

The moment Sara heard him fumbling with a reload, she vaulted over the boulder, somersaulting through the air and slamming both feet into his chest. She rode him down to the ground, knocking the air out of him. The gun and reload went out of his hands, but before she could finish him off, he had rocketed a punch straight into her face. Sara managed to turn aside and take it on her jaw instead of getting her nose broken, but it was still powerful enough that it rattled her fillings and knocked her off Rinaldo’s chest.

“Fancy moves, Chambers,” he growled as they both stood up and faced each other.

“You have a strong right, Rinaldo,” she said, spitting a bit of blood. “But not fast enough.”

He charged at Sara with a fury she suspected was stoked when she kicked Giovanna off the cliff. His anger made him vulnerable. Sara sidestepped his charge and drove her knee into his side. Ribs flexed and cracked under the blow and Rinaldo gasped in surprise. She kneed him twice more, but it was a mistake. He grabbed her leg and slammed her to the ground. Before she could react, the compact thug was atop her and his muscular hands were wrapped around her throat.

Sara beat her fists against him as her airway was cut off. She knew she had only seconds before the lack of oxygen would severely limit her options. She tried to drive a thumb into his eye, but he turned his face away, smiling madly.

“It’s over, Chambers,” he hissed through clenched teeth. “This is where you end.”

She could feel her vision graying out. Her fingers slipped over his muscular jaw and dropped from his face as she lost strength in her arms. No! She wailed in her mind, refusing to give up to the darkening doom.

A rock slammed against the side of Rinaldo’s head. He jerked back, but did not release Sara completely. He turned to see who had attacked him and they swung the rock straight into his face, knocking Rinaldo out cold and over backwards. Sara gasped for breath, sucking in a desperate lungful.

“Oh, miss, are you alright?” The laborer asked in Arabic as he crouched over her. “I saw him take you up here and then he attacked you. I had to help.”

It was the laborer from the bush, the one she had wanked off and then thumped over the head. She had not expected to see him. He helped Sara to her feet.

“This man is very mean,” explained the laborer. “I hate him. You are nice and beautiful. I had to help you.”

“What’s your name?” She asked.

“Ibrahim,” said the man.

“Well, Ibrahim, if you help me get this car started,” Sara gestured to the Land Rover, “I’ll give you a lot more than that tug back in the bushes.”

“Oh! Very good,” said the man with a grin. He began searching Rinaldo while Sara looked through the Land Rover. There was some equipment in the back of the vehicle and a lot of weapons, but no keys.

“Here we are, miss!” Ibrahim exclaimed as he jangled the keys he had pulled from Rinaldo’s jacket.

Sara was standing at the back of the Land Rover, looking in the vehicle. She closed the rear door and started towards Ibrahim and he started towards her. Ibrahim was grinning, no doubt imagining the pleasures he would receive for saving Sara’s life, when gunshots cut short his happiness. Ibrahim crumpled to the dusty ground as Giovanna, scraped and bloodied, climbed over the cliff firing Sara’s pistol.

“No!” Sara cried out, sheltering behind the Land Rover.

Giovanna went to check on Rinaldo and Sara took the opportunity to dart out and grab the keys that Ibrahim had dropped. More shots spattered into the dusty ground near her as she ran back to the Land Rover. She kept low, but did not hesitate, leaping into the vehicle and starting the engines. Shots broke the back window in a rain of glass and banged loudly into the vehicles frame.

Despite the instinct to get as low as possible, Sara pulled herself up in the driver’s seat and slammed her foot down on the accelerator. She cranked the wheel and the Land Rover slewed around, nearly running over Giovanna and Rinaldo and spraying them with loose rocks as Sara accelerated away from the cliff top. More bullets banged into the Land Rover, but as Sara sped away, Giovanna’s shots missed more than they hit the vehicle.

She made it halfway down the cliff before she realized she was leaking fuel. She wasn’t going to make it far. Luckily, the Land Rover had a two-way radio in the dash. She adjusted it to the proper frequency and hoped a bullet hadn’t damaged it somehow.

“Baxter, this is Sara,” she said. “Baxter, do you read me?”

“Copy that, Miss Chambers,” Baxter replied. “Bit of a sticky thicket.”

“Too right,” she agreed. “I don’t suppose Megan is available.”

“She should be just—“

Whatever Baxter said next was drowned out by the roar of a rotor as the helicopter broke the cover of the Modola hills and appeared scarcely twenty meters in front of the Land Rover. Sara had to slam on the brakes and turn the vehicle into a skid to stop in time.

“Bloody hell, you scared me,” she muttered as she abandoned the bullet-riddled truck.

Megan waved to her from the cockpit of the helicopter as she guided it to the roadside and gently descended. Sara leaped into the passenger cabin before the helicopter’s skids touched the ground. She grabbed a helmet and plugged in the intercom cable so she could be heard.

“Get us out of here quick as you can,” she said.

“On it,” said Megan, turning away from dig site as Sara strapped herself into one of the crash chairs.

Sara had to relay her instructions to Baxter since there was no radio link to her helmet.

“Tell him to get Winston, empty the vault, take the cash out of the safe, and go to the safehouse in Prague,” said Sara. “We’ll meet up with him when we can.”

“That bad?” Megan chanced a glance over her shoulder.

“Worse,” said Sara. “The Xerxes Group is coming to cash me out. And I’m afraid that means all of you along with me.”

“What the hell are we going to do now?” Megan asked.

Sara stared out of the nearest window at the sun setting over the Greek hillsides. She knew what she had to do, but it was an option of last resort. The sort of hard decision she had only had to make once before in her life and had barely escaped.

“I am going to get help,” said Sara. “From Raphael.”

The Medina

Tunis

Sara was dressed conservatively for once. She had carefully chosen a loose-fitting dress of multi-layered white linen, the skirt reaching down to her ankles and the blouse tight at the collar and loose around her ample bust. She wore flat, open-toed sandals and her hair was secured under a plain black hijab that warmed beneath the sun on the ancient streets of the Medina.

This walled district of Tunis was an eclectic blend of architecture dating back more than a thousand years and ramshackle modernity. Sara felt as if any turn in the maze of narrow streets might reveal an assassin sent by the Xerxes Group to finish her off. She hurried from one worryingly empty street, beneath an arched stairway and into another street bustling with crowded souks and fruit peddlers.

Sara checked her phone and found she had arrived at the GPS address Raphael’s man had given her. There was an arched wooden door set into a sandstone wall in an alleyway. The only remarkable features of the door were the slot for someone inside to peer out and a particularly heavy locking mechanism. A simple sign of black iron hung above the door and depicted a coffee cup. There was no word, name, or number associated with the door and the building seemed to be part of an ancient fortress wall stretching for several streets.

She knocked four times, paused, and knocked twice more.

A few seconds passed and then she heard the door being unlocked. A pair of dark, narrowed eyes appeared at the slot. They widened slightly as they stared at Sara.

“I am here to, um,” her nerves caught her by surprise, butterflies running amok in her tummy. She cleared her throat and continued, “Here to see Raphael. Tell him the Desert Flower is here to see him.”

It was a nickname Raphael had given her on their first meeting when she was barely more than a girl. Her father had kept her a good distance from Raphael and yet he had still swooped in and given her a bit of honey candy. She suspected it was the sort of treat and the sort of nickname he gave to many women.

The slot on the door clanked shut and the door opened just enough for Sara to slip inside. It took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the dark, smoky room beyond. Faint brown light slanted through high, tobacco-stained windows and fans on the ceiling did little to stir the hot, heavy air. The cracked, plastered walls were hung with stained posters depicting musical and burlesque acts that looked as if they dated back to the 1970s.

She and the door man were not alone. Muted conversation rippled from a number of tables where men hunched together, drinking and talking. There was a bartender and a grimy bar. An old radio warbled music, the static so thick that Sara could barely hear the stringed instruments and humming voices. In the back of the unnamed establishment, at one of the darker booths, sat a familiar figure in a white suit and oversized white hat.

“Raphael,” she murmured and set off across the room. Even in her modest dress, she drew the eye of nearly every man in the bar. Every man, except for the fat, bearded man sitting at the booth in the back. He seemed to be spooning sugared sections of grapefruit into his mouth with a tiny spoon.

Sara tried to seem confident, even casual, as she sauntered up to Raphael, but her heart was beating furiously in her chest. Few men threatened her as much as he. It was not his physical threat, nor the threat posed by the several men with guns positioned throughout the establishment. No, the threat from Raphael was far more insidious and one she had succumbed to, in desperation, once before.

The last time she had met with him, in fact. Despite Raphael’s rather gluttonous proportions, and an advanced age that Sara placed in his mid-fifties, despite his lidded eyes and the insolent smile that always curled his lips, Raphael exuded a confident charm and he was relentless with it. With good reason, she had learned when she finally yielded to him during a visit in Madrid. Raphael was well-endowed and a fantastic fuck. He had played her like an instrument in his hotel that night in Spain and she had very nearly succumbed to the madness of pleasure.

Sara stood before him, remembering that night, for nearly a minute before Raphael finally tilted back the brim of his hat, wiped his thin mustache and beard with a cloth napkin, and looked up at Sara.

“There you are, my desert flower.” Raphael spoke in a sensual, husky voice, his lidded gaze sweeping over Sara’s body before resting on her eyes. “You wear the hijab! A step in the right direction, my dear. Or is it merely for appearances? Do you tease an old man with the thought that you have come to your senses and reconsidered his offer?”

“I believe I made myself clear on your offer in Madrid,” said Sara, feeling her cheeks grow hotter as she remembered the way Raphael caressed her and kissed her so possessively.

“Ah, yes, Madrid,” said Raphael, stroking his bearded chin. “A night so full of passion and yet, in the morning, I was alone again and you had fled on your expedition to Portugal. Did you find the necklace you were searching for, my dear?”

“As if you don’t know that,” said Sara.

“Mmmm, yes, I believe you gave it to the Egyptian Museum of Antiquities after a short time in your father’s legendary vault. How very kind of you.”

“That is where it belonged,” said Sara firmly. “It was not a dangerous piece.”

“That may be,” said Raphael. “Though, unfortunately, the necklace has disappeared from the museum collection in recent months and I believe it has found its way into the hands of a certain collector we both know.”

“Julian De Luca,” hissed Sara, her hands balling into fists. “Did you lead him to it?”

“Ah, unfortunately not,” said Raphael. “It was in their public collection and I believe he hired a jewel thief out of Cairo. He and a few other collectors have developed a ravenous appetite for artifacts recently. Particularly those said to contain some sort of mythical power. Shall we pretend you do not know I am speaking of the Xerxes Group?”

Sara’s jaw tightened and she looked Raphael in his infuriatingly laconic face. He motioned to a seat in the booth beside him. She did not budge from her spot.

“Let us talk about your needs, Sara,” he murmured, his voice lower, almost a hungry growl. “I know you are in trouble. I know you are on the run. I know I could place a single telephone call and receive nearly a million euros. And yet I have not. You are free to leave. But sit, you came here for a reason.”

She nearly did leave and yet it was that memory of Madrid, those big, strong hands of Raphael’s running over her breasts as she sighed against his lips, which prevented her from departing. A part of her ached for more, an illicit comfort in the midst of her fear, and so she sat down beside him.

“Come, my dear,” he said, resting a heavy arm across her shoulders and pulling her closer. “Let us speak plainly about needs.”

His smell was hashish, tobacco, whiskey, and the tang of citrus from the grapefruit. He fished one hand into the pocket of his suit and took out a wrapped candy. He twisted the plastic in his fingers and the golden candy dropped into the palm of his hand.

“Would you like one, my desert flower?” He asked.

“Alright,” said Sara softly, her mind returning to that first time Raphael offered her a sweet.

He held the candy in his thick fingers and brought it to her lips. She looked into his eyes and opened her mouth slowly and submissively as he gently rolled the sweet onto her tongue. For a moment, purely by the act of closing her mouth again, her lips kissed his fingers. Raphael chuckled and withdrew his hand. Sara tasted the honey sweetness of the candy and glanced around the room, realizing nearly every man was staring right at her. Her face burned hot.

“You need money? A place to stay while you hide from this Xerxes Group?” Raphael shook her shoulder encouragingly. “These are simple matters. A boat could conceal your location and my men would die before they gave it to the likes of Julian De Luca.”

“No,” said Sara, her mouth sweet with the melting candy. “My accounts have been cut off by the Xerxes Group’s friends at the banks in London, but Baxter managed to save my cash and my artifacts from the vault.”

“A treasure horde,” said Raphael, his eyes twinkling. “Is it safe?”

“In a safe house, with my companions, yes,” said Sara.

“So why are you here?” Raphael asked. “You are such a clever girl, my sweet. You have saved your collection and have funds. Do you need hired guns? Smuggling? These are my areas of expertise as well, but an attack against the Xerxes Group would be very costly for my men.”

“I want to hit them where it counts,” said Sara. “They lured me into a trap thinking they had located the Staff of Circe, a legendary artifact that was said to turn men into beasts. They haven’t found it yet. De Luca admitted as much when he was gloating about catching me in his trap.”

“And you want to find it first,” said Raphael. He met her gaze and broke into a loud laugh. “Very good, Sara Chambers. I should expect nothing less from the famous treasure hunter.”

“You can help me find it?” Sara asked, growing excited by the prospect. “I have some leads that I could share, but I lack the resources to locate it.”

“I deal in information as well as goods,” said Raphael. “You are looking for the Vault of Tholos.”

“Yes!” Sara exclaimed, her excitement showing through her best attempt to be businesslike. “You know where it is?”

“I know the Xerxes Group has been searching for it and I will find it for you,” said Raphael confidently. “I will even find it quickly, but such work will be costly for me and therefore expensive for you.”

“I can get you the money,” said Sara. “It will take time, but I have cash assets.”

“I’m sure you do,” said Raphael and his hand began to caress her arm. “But I am not interested in your money, my desert flower.”

Raphael brought up his other hand, tilting her face toward him by her chin. She looked into his heavy, almost hypnotic eyes. He let his hand drop from her face to her right breast. He cupped her soft mound and even through the layers of linen her nipple stiffened against his hand. She let out a sigh, her lips parting slightly.

“Spend the night with me,” rumbled Raphael, his voice so deep and intimate it was almost sub-vocal. “We will rekindle the embers still burning from our night in Madrid.”

Sara might have negotiated a different deal with Raphael, or at least attempted, but as her hand caressed and squeezed her breast, she knew she could not resist him. His kissed pressed to her lips, his tongue slid into her mouth, and he collected the smooth remnant of the candy from her tongue. They swirled it between them for long seconds, Sara’s heart beating faster as the big Arab pulled her against his bulk. Her cunt throbbed as she remembered the last time Raphael had kissed her.

Raphael rolled her hard nipple through her blouse, holding it pinched between his finger and thumb as he elicited a soft whine from her lips. He pulled his kiss away a fraction of an inch.

“Do you accept the deal?” He rumbled, giving her nipple another pinch.

“Yesssss,” hissed Sara, kissing him of her own volition and thrusting her body against him. His laughter rumbled against his lips as she passionately kissed Raphael and ran her hand down over his ample belly and to the lap of his white trousers. She felt the thick cock straining in his pants and she gave it a firm squeeze.

“Mmmmmm,” he groaned against her lips. “My men are staring at you, Sara. They are wondering how I am so fortunate as to have a young, Western beauty pressing her lovely body against me and groping me through my trousers.”

Sara could tell by his tone and the way he reached around her to fondle her bum by drawing her skirt tight that Raphael relished the public display of her affection. He was a man who derived some of his authority from his legendary virility. His men would envy him and respect him for Sara’s submissive actions.

“They’re not nearly as interesting as you,” Sara confessed, glancing at the glowering men in the bar. She stroked Raphael’s cock through his trousers and added, “Their cocks probably are not as big either.”

“Perhaps not,” laughed the Arab.

Sara slid from the seat beside Raphael, dragging her body against his as she fell to her knees before him. His eyelids lifted a fraction of an inch as he gaze down at her, folding his hands on his belly. Sara continued to massage his cock through his trousers with one hand as her other hand sought Raphael’s zipper. She could hardly believe she was doing this in plain view of Raphael’s men, but she wanted to command his full attention with a grand gesture. She reasoned sucking the big smuggler’s cock right there in the bar would qualify.

“Oh, my desert flower,” he chuckled as he watched Sara reach into his unzipped trousers and fish out the thick, mocha length of his big cock. “You have grown bolder since last we met.”

“Is that a complaint?” Sara asked as she took a firm hold of his cockshaft and began to wank his thick manhood. Her hand brushed the thicket of hair at the root of his cock as she stroked him all the way up to his fat, pinkish cockhead.

“I assure you, my dear, it is not,” said Raphael with a contented sigh. He leaned back in the padded booth and watched Sara’s pale hand move against the brown of his impressive manhood.

Sara felt the attention of the room on her. The men were staring as she knelt beneath Raphael’s table, between the parted legs of the hefty Arab man. Though most of the men did not have a good view of what she was doing, her intent could not be mistaken.

Sara pulled the hijab back from her head and revealed her pale golden hair. Raphael stroked his hand through her silky locks and gently guided her mouth to his cock. She looked up at him as she ran her tongue over his heavy bollocks, shifting his stones before licking her way up to his fat cockhead. Her lashes fluttered as she took him into her mouth and begin to suck his cock. Her tongue swirled around the sweaty bulge of his glans and tasted the faint salt of his first precum.

She moaned around him softly, her eyes closing after a moment as she bobbed wetly up and down on his thick cock. Her saliva soaked his shaft and Raphael groaned with pleasure, cradling the back of Sara’s head.

The humiliation was hot as a fever for Sara as she knelt before the corpulent smuggler, in his dingy bar, being watched as she pleasured him. This sensation was heightened by every wet pop of her lips and every unintentional moan of lust as she tasted his musty cock. A few of the men watching muttered in disbelief.

Sara popped her lips free of Raphael’s cock, wanking his wet shaft with her hand as her mouth descended once more to his furry bollocks. Raphael groaned as her tongue met his stones and she began to lick them and suck upon them. He was plainly enjoying her submissive position and her eager ministrations of his thick shaft. Sara moaned softly, looking up at him as she caught one of his stones in her lips and gently sucked it into her mouth. She pumped her hand on his cock as she bathed his cum-heavy stone in hot saliva.

Raphael's breathing deepened. His hand reached down, pressing Sara more firmly against his balls and cock. "My," the old Arab groaned, his shaft throbbing in her hand. "Why, one might almost think you enjoyed this, my dear.”

"Oh, certainly not,” said Sara, her lips against his sack. “I am a proper Englishwoman.”

She winked at him as she tongued his other bollock. She gave it a good slurping before returning her hot, eager mouth to his cock. Sara gazed into his eyes, hollowing her cheeks with suction around his tip and stroking the base of his cock with her hand. She moaned quite loudly around him, "Mmmmmmm!"

Raphael threw back his head, groaning heavily, his hand tightening in her hair, gripping her and keeping her in place. She felt the tightening of his bollocks and the throbbing of his cock. A moment later, he erupted, his seed pumping from his thick slab of a cock and into Sara’s waiting mouth.

She winced a bit with the first gush, but then moaned encouragingly around him, her lips sliding over his spunk-slicked cock. Some of his thick, creamy seed spilled down his shaft and into his thicket of pubic hair. The rest of his load pumped into Sara’s mouth and she gamely swallowed, gulping down his tacky load and looking up into his eyes.

Raphael's lidded gaze met Sara’s, hot with amusement and satisfaction. He pulled back, his cock sliding from between her lips, smearing them with his cum.

"Hm," the old smuggler said, admiring her flushed face. "A most satisfying beginning.”

She was too breathless to do more than lick the cum from her lips and nod her agreement.

“Come," said Raphael, stowing his cock back in his pants and easing out of the booth. "Let us retire and discuss it in more... comfortable surroundings."

Sara rose to her feet slowly, her face burning with humiliation. She was forced, however briefly, to see the men that had just watched her kneel before the fat smuggler and suck his cock. They leered at her as she stepped out of the booth and took Raphael’s offered hand.

He tugged her possessively against his side, one hand sliding down to her hip to pull her tightly against his bulk. He walked her through the bar and she felt every eye upon her, the taste of Raphael’s cum still thick in her mouth and the weight of it in her belly. The sensation hardly faded once she was out of sight of the men, led down a narrow corridor and up a flight of stairs.

Sara knew she was going to be fucked by Raphael. She knew he would test her again and she hoped that she would be as strong as she was that night in Madrid. 

They reached the top of the stairs and Raphael was breathing a little heavily, his bulk shifting to a door that blocked the narrow corridor. He opened it and entered, admitting Sara from the claustrophobic hallway to a large, stripped-down bedroom. A box fan turned in one of the windows, stirring the warm, night air through the room. A second fan turned quickly overhead, making the room less musty than the bar downstairs. There was little more than a bed, a side table, and an adjoining bathroom to furnish the room.

“My dear,” said Raphael, beckoning her too him as he sat heavily on the edge of the bed.

Sara felt as if she was being lured into the clutches of a predator that was going to devour her. She lingered at the door, leaning her shapely body against the frame, the circulating air blowing her modest dress and revealing the shape of her breasts and the curve of one hip.

“You are sure you can lead me to the Vault of Tholos?” She asked him. “I must find the Staff of Circe before the Xerxes Group.”

“I can lead you to it, my sweet,” said Raphael. “I swear upon my wife.”

“You don’t like your wife,” said Sara, tilting her head suspiciously.

“I swear it upon my own life then,” said Raphael, his hands upon his breast. “I will give you this information and it will take you straight to the Staff of Circe. I cannot say whether you will reach it before the Xerxes Group, but they do not know what I know about its location.”

“How can you say that?” Sara asked.

“Because they asked me,” said Raphael with a sly smile. “And I told them nothing.”

Sara’s lips tightened as she considered his words. Raphael patted the bed beside him.

“Let us not discuss business any longer, my desert flower,” he pleaded.

Despite her reluctance, Sara felt a powerful pang of desire. She was wet from pleasuring him in the bar and her body ached with need. She wanted to feel his thick cock, spreading her tender folds. She wanted the self-proclaimed “Bull” to remind her of his virility.

She stood in the doorway and slowly undressed for him, the linen blouse sliding from her creamy breasts and revealing her pink areolas and erect nipples. She slipped out of the skirt, baring her shaved cunt and the ample curve of her hips to him. The skirt slid down her thighs, her toned legs, and pooled in delicate white pile over her feet. She stepped out of it and out of her sandals and padded towards the bed where Raphael waited with a twinkle in his dark eyes.

“Oh, my dear, you are more beautiful each time I see you,” he said, stroking her flanks up to her breasts as she stood before him. “I am the luckiest man in the entire world at this moment.”

He pulled her closer and buried his face in the soft valley between her breasts. She moaned as his kiss and his hot breath caressed her. Raphael molded her mounds against him, lifting his face with a laugh and seeking out her left nipple with his tongue. He latched to her like a hungry babe, suckling at her breast with urgent tugs of suction as he slid a big hand between her thighs. She sighed at the double sensation and cradled his sweat-dewed head against her breast, knocking his hat to the floor in the process. Raphael thrust his middle two fingers into her slick pussy and tongued her tender nipple.

“My flower, my beauty,” he moaned, kissing his way to her other nipple. “Your bull is stamping his feet for you. He is ready. Are you?”

“Oh, god, yes,” confessed Sara.

He grabbed her in his arms and rolled her onto the bed. She cried out in surprise and Raphael was atop her in a moment, pushing her toned legs back, his trousers down his meaty thighs and his fat cock grasped in one hand. He looked down into her eyes and saw the beastly lust there. Sara felt his huge cock rub against her clit and braced a hand, fingers splayed, on the swell of his belly.

“Gently now,” she warned.

“Exactly as gently,” he growled, “as you deserve.”

He thrust his stiff pillar into her slick cunt, hilting in a single stroke and pressing so deep that she felt as if Raphael’s thick cock might rearrange her. His heavy, fuzzy bollocks pressed against her anus as he somehow squeezed another fraction of an inch of his cock into her stuffed pussy.

“Oh… oh my god,” she gasped breathlessly.

His weight pushed her legs back further and as Raphael began to move his hips, drawing his cock back and thrusting it in again with each stroke, he began to roughly fondle her breasts. The way he touched her, the way he pounded his magnificent cock into her, drove Sara wild. It was as if her body was a door and he had used his key to unlock all of its secrets. He plundered her with every stroke, fat fingers plucking and rolling her tender nipples.

“Ohhhhh! Raphael!” She cried out and braced her hands on his shoulders. He still wore his sweat-damp shirt as he pounded his fat cock into her pussy. Tension coiled in her abdomen, her walls tightened their grip around him with every stroke, and she plunged with sudden speed over the rushing white waters of her ecstasy.

“Yes, my sweet,” panted Raphael, fucking her roughly. “Let your honeyed flower open to the sun.”

Sara’s fingers twisted in the sheets on Raphael’s bed and she arched beneath him as much as his bulk permitted. Her orgasmic cunt squeezed his thrusting cock with intense, rippling waves. So much of her cum slicked his manhood that it began to trickle out and down her clenched anus to soak the bed. She did not care. Her climax was so profound that it was followed by another mere moments after the first had ended.

Sara was in danger of plunging into a third orgasm when Raphael’s bulk shifted atop her and he drew his hard cock from inside her. She moaned at the sudden emptiness. He rolled her over onto her hands and knees, guiding her with confidence into a position that suited his lust. He took her with another stroke, hilting once more and at an angle that found her climax just as swiftly.

“My lovely desert rose,” moaned Raphael, breathing heavily and clearly on the brink of his climax. “Stay with me. Do not leave. Do not worry about the danger. I will protect you. I will make you my wife.”

“Ohhhhh shut up,” laughed Sara, pushing her peachy bottom back against him. “Shut up and cum for me.”

“Ahhhhhhhh!” He threw back his head, flicking sweat all over her back. She felt his cock swell and his swinging bullocks tighten. He roared and she howled in the throes of mutual pleasure. His fat manhood bucked in her depths and she felt the hot rush of his cum. Her pussy was caught in an involuntary spasm of pleasure and milked his spurting length, ensuring that her stuffed pussy was truly overflowing with his hot load.

“Bloody hell,” she gasped, coming out of the fog of her orgasm.

“Heaven,” wheezed Raphael, slowly drawing his cock from her cum-slicked depths. “It was heaven.”

He rolled beside her and immediately lit a hash pipe from the night table. As the cloying scent filled the air, Sara stretched out languidly beside him, the fan on the ceiling hardly stirring the sex-musked air around them. He passed her the pipe and she handed it back with a frown. Raphael shrugged and lit it again, inhaling the dense, intoxicating smoke.

“Are you ready to talk?” She asked, stroking his chest.

“No,” said Raphael. “I said spend the night. I meant the night. All night, my lovely flower.”

He caressed her hip, set the pipe aside, and rolled atop her, kissing her passionately with his drug-spiced lips and tongue.

She finally managed to exhaust him shortly before dawn. She had lost truck of her own orgasms and was certain his were approaching the double digits. His virility was unquestionable, something her aching holes and sore throat could attest to. He lay snoring on the bed as she padded into the bathroom to have a shower. When she emerged, Raphael was naked and seated at a small desk as if this were how he normally worked. His naked bulk squeezed into the office chair was comical enough to nearly make her burst out laughing.

“Refreshed, my sweet?” He asked, tapping at his laptop. “Come and have a look.”

She stood behind him, toweling off, but could not quite make sense of what she was seeing. It seemed to be a map of Athens superimposed over something else.

“What is it?” Sara asked.

“You are looking at the Vault of Tholos,” said Raphael. “All of the sources De Luca used misread the original Greek. It is not ‘300 kilometers above Athens’ it is 300 meters below it.”

Sara squinted at the overlay.

“Not possible,” she said. “The Greeks did not have the technology to dig that deep over 2,000 years ago.”

“Ah, the modern Greeks would agree, which is why they built a sewer system over it,” said Raphael. He pointed to a glowing anomaly on the map. “But here, they recorded an unexpected hollow space when the sewers were built a century ago. A vertical shaft descending deep into the earth. They left it be so that they could finish the sewer, but it is still there, walled off.”

“That’s your evidence?” Sara asked, drying her hair, her breasts bare and drawing Raphael’s gaze. He reached out and fondled one and she swatted his hand away. “I need more than that to mount an expedition like that.”

“You won’t need to dig,” he offered. When he saw that she still did not believe him, he turned back to the computer and opened another file. “I recovered this from the archives of Adelonius. Dated third century BC. They digitized it and I hired a man to translate it. The Staff of Circe is not an object, it is a body part.”

“What?!” Sara leaned her hand on his shoulders and pressed her breasts against the back of Raphael’s head as she looked over his shoulder. The scan of the ancient scrolls depicted a beautiful winged woman driving men to their hands and knees with something unusual. “She has a cock.”

“The Greeks believed Circe was the daughter of Titans, primordial gods, but the Babylonians believed Serice, as they called her, was a demoness and she dominated men and women alike with her staff, turning them into her ‘livestock.’”

“She ate them?” Sara’s eyes widened.

“After a fashion,” said Raphael. “She ate their souls in the act of pleasure. She was what you would think of as a succubus. The Babylonians called her a ‘dark harlot’ and drove her from their lands.”

“To Greece,” said Sara. “Where she was sealed into the Vault of Tholos by the King Polyxenos. It makes sense. They said he sealed a hundred men into the vault with the Staff of Circe. He probably sealed them in there to keep her occupied while they sealed it.”

“She is immortal, my dear,” said Raphael. “If any of it is true, she is still down there, mad from over 2,000 years of imprisonment.”

“How will I find the entrance?” Sara asked, walking over to the bed and starting to get dressed.

“That, my dear, I leave up to you,” said Raphael. He smiled sadly as he watched her beautiful body disappearing beneath her linen dress. “But I hope desperately you survive so that you can owe me a favor again.”

Athens

Athens at night reminded Sara of the civilization that might spring up in the post-apocalyptic destruction of Washington D.C. A thriving, if recently poor, city bustled around the base of monuments to its long ago empire. Athens was still a city of philosophers, they just drove taxis or rode scooters and tried to pick your pocket or seduce you into bed in a basement apartment.

“Please, miss, one drink,” said Peter, the philosopher who had been trying to seduce her for more than twenty minutes. He honked the horn and shouted in Greek at a truck loaded with turnips blocking the busy road. He accelerated around it and nearly squashed several women sharing two scooters.

“No,” said Sara firmly. Peter was cute, he reminded her of a boy she had once fallen for and then had to send to prison for being an art thief. Samuel. He liked Greece too. Particularly the museums. She smiled at the memory of those wild nights when she was barely more than a girl. Her father had caught her in bed with Samuel and nearly shot the poor boy.

“Yes, please?” Peter asked.

“Just take me to the address I gave you when you picked me up at the airport.”

The Royal Athenian was note a welcoming hotel. It had been designed to resemble the great Greek structures of antiquity, but time had worn away its façade to reveal the cheap wood construction of its columns and the flaky paint used to make it white. The neighborhood around it had fallen on similar hard times and now a guard sat on a stool outside the lobby and the ground floor windows were covered in bars.

“Here? Such a beautiful woman stays here?” Peter shook his head. “Let me take you to a good hotel, miss.”

“Thank you, but no, Peter,” she said and slid a one hundred euro note through the divider of his taxi. “Please wait for me here. If I am not back in two hours, you may leave.”

She climbed out of the taxi, her bag under her arm, and walked past the drowsy guard and into the lobby. It was every bit as dismal as the exterior of the hotel, with threadbare couches, plastic plants, cracked tiles, and a bar that looked like it had been robbed of all but the cheapest swill.

She wished desperately that she had Baxter or Megan for backup, but Baxter was in Prague and Megan was arranging for more transportation on a more limited budget. Sara had been forced to go outside her usual network of contacts. Raphael was out of her comfort zone, but he wasn’t dangerous. Not literally, at least. The man she intended to meet at the Royal Athenian had unknown allegiances and he was, according to some rumors, a killer.

The elevator was out of service, so Sara took the stairs up to the hotel’s third floor. The muffled sounds of arguments and people fucking spilled through the doors she passed on her way to room 322. She took a deep breath, her hand resting on the handle of her pistol beneath her carryall bag. She knocked deliberately five times. Nothing. No answer. She knocked again.

A gloved hand reached over Sara’s shoulder and pressed the blade of a knife against her jugular.

“Let go of your pistol,” said a smooth, Iranian-accented voice, “and back towards the sound of my voice.”

“Not a very friendly greeting,” said Sara, backing towards his voice.

“A cautious greeting,” said the man, keeping the knife against Sara’s neck as he backed away from her. “That is good. Continue backing towards me. A bit more.”

She backed through a doorway and realized she had just been lured into the hotel room across the hall from room 322. Her contact had arranged for this and he had sprung his trap. If he wanted her dead, he only had to sever her jugular. She doubted there was much she could do other than try to draw her pistol and fire a few times before she passed out from blood loss.

The man reached past her and slammed the door shot quickly. He kept them knife to her throat as he took her pistol and carryall and began to pat down the rest of her body. Though he was not shy about where he touched her, the man did not take the opportunity to fondle her ample curves. He patted her denim-clad bum for only a moment before moving down her legs to her ankles. He found the tiny holdout pistol there and took it from her.

“Turn around slowly,” said the man, finally withdrawn his blade from her neck.

Sara turned to face Ehsan Jahanshah. He was a handsome man with a Persian complexion and expressive dark eyes. He wore a simple black suit and trousers and leather gloves. He frowned beneath his thick, well-groomed mustache.

“Sara Chambers,” he said. “I have heard you are searching for something very dangerous and hard to find. I am more curious why you believed I would help you.”

“You know I seek the Vault of Tholos?” She asked him.

He made a hissing sound which she took to be disapproval.

“I do not seek it alone,” she said. “The men who are after it have far worse intentions.”

“I am not interested in picking winners among thieves of the west,” said Ehsan. “The Persian Society of Forbidden Antiquities has a singular mission, Miss Chambers, and that is to protect the most powerful treasures of the Persian Empire from plunderers. Including you.”

“The Vault of Tholos is not Persian,” said Sara, “but I see I was right to suspect you would consider it under your protection.”

“Yes, very perceptive.” Ehsan turned away from her and walked deeper into the room. He had prepared a pot of tea on a hot plate and he poured the steaming liquid into two small teacups. “Sugar? Cream?”

“A bit of each,” said Sara.

He dropped a lump of sugar and a splash of cream into her cup, swirled it, and handed it to her. She sat down at the rickety hotel table, the chair protesting beneath even her modest weight.

“You still have not answered my question,” said Ehsan, stirring a bit of cream into his own tea. “Why did you think I would assist you?”

“You took my carryall,” said Sara, gesturing to the tan bag that Ehsan had confiscated from her and placed on the bed. “Have a look inside.”

“You westerners think you can buy whatever you want with money,” he scoffed, but picked up the bag and sat down across from her. “I have no interest in your… this is…”

He lifted the paper-wrapped object from inside the bag. A bit of gold was already showing. He unwrapped it fully, revealing a magnificent, polished compass with a crystalline face. Its surface was etched with a labyrinth of Old Persian writing.

“The Compass of Cyrus,” said Sara.

“How?” Ehsan looked at her with disbelief.

Sara shrugged and took a sip of her tea. “Sometimes when the history books say something is destroyed, it is not destroyed. What’s more, Ehsan, the legends are true. It will show the way to any person you wish to find.”

“Where has it been?” Ehsan demanded.

“In my vault,” said Sara. “It was too dangerous to be left in a museum or given back to a government, but I have used it to locate missing persons before. And now I am giving it to you. Find whoever you seek or keep it safe.”

“This has been believed destroyed for 500 years,” said Ehsan. “Cyrus was… we have the tablets in our vault that describe the creation of this device. I… I thank you, Sara Chambers.”

“Now you see why I thought you might help me,” said Sara.

He sighed and gave her the slightest of nods.

“The Xerxes Group are a great evil,” said Ehsan. “They are buying and finding what they can and what they cannot they are taking. From all over the world. The Americans, the Japanese, the British and French, even the Russians are involved.”

“Julian is their leader?” Sara asked.

“No, someone else,” said Ehsan. “Someone they call ‘Matteus.’ He is a collector, but a very reclusive one. I know little about him.”

“And the Vault of Tholos? Can you help me?”

“Perhaps,” said Ehsan, taking another sip of his tea. “Tell me what you already know.”

Sara began to explain what she had suspected herself and what she had learned from Raphael. Some of her information seemed to surprise him, but not the fact that the vault was located beneath the sewers of Athens.

“There is a dry tunnel, abandoned long ago,” said Ehsan. “It leads to the deep well that will take you down to the vault itself. I have not gone near the vault, but I sometimes check that dry tunnel to be certain it has not been explored by others. I have rigged it with explosives in the event that they try to bring the Staff of Circe back to the surface.”

“What if that is what I intend to do?” Sara asked.

“Then you are a fool, Sara Chambers,” said Ehsan. “But I am a fool as well. I might forget to check the cameras I have placed in the tunnel. I might forget to trigger the explosives.”

Sara hoped he was telling the truth and not playing a game with her. As she was leaving, she received solid evidence that he did not intend to kill her.

“Take this,” said Ehsan, pausing at the hotel door and handing a small vial of clear liquid to Sara. “Drink it.”

“What is it?” She asked.

“The antidote to the poison I slipped into your tea,” said Ehsan. “You have about an hour before you begin to feel the effects. You may wait until you do if you do not trust me to—“

She unscrewed the top of the vial and drank the antidote. It tasted sour and made her tongue tingle. Ehsan chuckled and shook his head. “Very rash, Miss Chambers, but you are fortunate I am on your side. Today.”

Sara departed and found Peter still waiting in his taxi.

“Take me to the Hotel Seaside Athens,” said Sara.

Disappointment registered on Peter’s face. He resumed trying to convince her to stop for a drink, but Sara was not interested. She had Ehsan’s map and she was eager to begin her expedition. She had the gear in her hotel. A quick shower and she would set out immediately for the entrance to the dry tunnel Ehsan had marked on the map.

Although the Hotel Seaside Athens had something of a view of the Athenian coast, it was still a hotel in ill repair, with the odor of fisheries thick in the air and a clientele of prostitutes in and around the entrance. Sara brushed past them on her way inside, taking the stairs past a man getting a blowjob in the stairwell. The prostitute cursed at her in Greek and Sara told her to sod off.

Sara reached her room, unlocked the door with the old-fashioned key, and slipped inside. She noticed that the lamp was tipped partially over less than a second before the attack came. Giovanna, clad in a tight, black bodysuit, launched herself from the shadows and tackled Sara to the ground. She has a wickedly serrated blade of black carbonized steel. She tried to slit Sara’s throat and Sara twisted Giovanna’s wrist and caused her to cry out and drop the blade.

“Fine,” laughed Giovanna, wrapping her hands around Sara’s throat. “We’ll do this the hard way.”

Sara hammered punches into Giovanna’s ribs, forcing her to release the chokehold. Sara got one boot under Giovanna’s body and kicked her backwards into the bed. Giovanna banged into the cheap headboard and the couple staying next door shouted in Greek and pounded on the wall in reply.

“I knew you were a lezzie,” laughed Giovanna. “Come on then, bitch. I’ll show you.”

Sara leaped at Giovanna, grappling with her atop the bed. Their strengths were almost equally matched, their bodies straining and sweat glistening on their foreheads. Sara drove her knee into Giovanna’s abdomen. Giovanna grunted and laughed. She grabbed a handful of Sara’s hair and yanked Sara’s head back, exposing her neck. Before Sara could react, Giovanna shocked Sara with a wet lick up her neck to Sara’s jaw.

“Psycho,” growled Sara, trying to hammer a punch into Giovanna’s jaw. The angle was bad and Giovanna caught Sara’s wrist and pinned it to the bed above Sara’s head. The rainbow-haired assassin straddled Sara, arched atop her, and kissed her. Giovanna’s tongue thrust into Sara’s mouth and the shapely assassin jerked her hips so that Sara could feel the warm softness of Giovanna’s cunt.

“Don’t pretend, Sara Chambers,” laughed Giovanna, kissing Sara again. For just a moment, Sara relaxed her guard and enjoyed the kiss, her tongue fencing against Giovanna’s. The wild-haired assassin laughed into the kiss and pressed her knee roughly against Sara’s groin.

Although that sent a pang of pleasure through Sara, it also woke her from her fog of desire. She wrapped her legs around Giovanna as if caught up with desire.

“You’re too easy, you little British tart,” laughed Giovanna. “I’ll have you dripping like—AH!”

Giovanna cried out as Sara’s muscular legs suddenly closed their trap tightly around Giovanna’s midsection, stopping her from breathing. In order to escape, Giovanna had to release Sara’s pinned wrists. As Giovanna fought to escape Sara’s legs, Sara twisted her body, throwing Givoanna back onto the bed and giving Sara just long enough to climb on Giovanna’s back. She bent one of Giovanna’s legs into an agonizing submission hold.

“Ahhhhhhhhhh! You bitch!” Giovanna cried. “Not fair!”

“Fair?” Sara Snarled, pulling on Giovanna’s leg and eliciting another cry of pain. “Fair? You were going to throw me off a cliff.”

“Was… was just going to stab you tonight… quick and AAHHHHHHH!” Sara bent Giovanna’s leg to the breaking point.

“Ahhhhhhh!” Giovanna screamed, tears welling in her eyes. Sara relaxed the pressure on Giovanna’s leg just a fraction.

“Where is the Vault of Tholos?” Sara demanded, wanting to know what the Xerxes Group knew.

“Not telling you anything,” gasped Giovanna.

Sara pressed her weight against Giovanna’s back. She could feel the warmth of Giovanna’s body and the tension in Giovanna’s muscles. The contact excited Sara. She pressed her lips to Giovanna’s ear.

“Talk to me,” growled Sara into Giovanna’s ear. “We can do this the hard way or the easy way.”

“What’s the easy way?” Giovanna Gasped, her pretty face contorted in pain.

“I break bones until I get the information I want,” said Sara and she nibbled at Giovanna’s earlobe.

“W-what’s the h-hard way?” Giovanna tried to turn to look at Sara, but the treasure hunter sat higher atop the assassin and returned most of her weight to pressuring Giovanna’s bent leg.

Sara answered Giovanna’s question by sliding lower, the backs of her thighs, and peeling down the skintight lower half of Giovanna’s bodysuit. Inch by inch, Sara revealed Giovanna’s creamy bikini line on her firm, golden bum-cheeks. Giovanna squirmed as Sara peeled the bodysuit lower, exposing Giovanna’s dark-thatched quim and glistening pink cuntlips. Sara gave the bodysuit’s lower half another yank, pulling it down Giovanna’s thighs and past her knees. The suit got caught up on Giovanna’s heavy boots, but the assassin had stopped struggling and allowed Sara to wrench off the boots and peel the bodysuit off completely.

Giovanna was naked from the waist down, gloriously toned and firm, with a distinct feminine curve to her hips and the bikini-marked globes of her bum.

“What an arse,” laughed Sara, squeezing both cheeks and spreading them to expose the dusky knot of Giovanna’s arsehole.

“Oh, so that’s how it is?” Giovanna finally managed to look at Sara over her shoulder. Although she was sweaty and a bit red-faced from struggling with Sara, she had a mischievous smile on her face.

Sara smacked Giovanna’s bum and watched how it barely jiggled. She gave it another rough squeeze and leaned down to smack a wet kiss against Giovanna’s bikini line. Giovanna responded by lifting her hips and presenting her pussy and ass to Sara.

All pretense of a submission hold was forgotten as Sara dipped her face lower and ran her tongue over the fuzzy furrow of Giovanna’s cunt, tasting the sweat and nectar gathered there, and licking her way up into Giovanna’s crack, over her clenching divot, and out of her ass. She rolled Giovanna over suddenly, flipping her onto her back, and pounced upon her.

“I’ll never talk,” said Giovanna, grabbing Sara’s peachy, denim-clad bum rather than resisting.

“Oh, I’ll get you to sing,” laughed Sara, kissing Giovanna’s exposed neck up to her pouting lips.

Sara thrust her tongue into Giovanna’s mouth as she deftly zippered down the bodysuit’s latex-like top. Giovanna’s pert breasts seemed to swell in size as they bounced free of the confines of the suit. Sara laughed again, palming one of the smallish mounds and feeling the pebble of Giovanna’s stiff nipple. Their kiss intensified, Giovanna moaning against Sara’s lips as Sara caught Giovanna’s right nipple in her fingers and began to lightly pinch it.

Giovanna’s hands moved from Sara’s bum to her hips and up to her breasts straining within her blouse. Sara laughed as she felt Giovanna unbuttoning that blouse. The treasure hunter knelt upright, straddling Giovanna and looking down at the lithe assassin as Giovanna’s hands unbuttoned Sara’s blouse.

“You want to see them, don’t you?” Sara caressed Giovanna’s hands, but did not stop the woman as she unbuttoned the blouse lower and lower, revealing Sara’s lacy white bra.

“I watched you sunbathing at Julian’s villa,” said Giovanna. “Those tiny little bikinis you wore drove me wild. I wanted to see these tits.”

“Oh, of course,” laughed Sara, shedding the blouse and revealing her plump mounds looking bigger than ever in the bra. Giovanna’s squeezed Sara’s breasts through the lacy material and let out a moan of desire. Sara reached behind her back and unbuckled the heavy bra. She slipped it offer her shoulders and allowed Giovanna’s hands to catch the cups and slowly pull them away from the impressive roundness of Sara’s bust.

Giovanna reached up and began to gently fondle Sara’s breasts. Her touch grew rougher and more excited by the moment as she shaped Sara’s tits and squeezed them together. She played with Sara’s thick, pink nipples and sunk her fingers into the yielding flesh of Sara’s creamy mounds.

“They’re so fucking soft,” murmured Giovanna as she seemed to marvel at Sara’s mounds. “And those pretty pink nipples are… mmmm… I have to suck them!”

Giovanna sat up and buried her face in Sara’s cleavage. Sara let out a laugh mingled with a cry of pleasure as Giovanna sucked one of her sensitive nipples eagerly and tweaked the other. Giovanna seemed to be in heaven, smacking wet kisses, twirling her tongue around Sara’s nipples, and sucking them so hard that as Giovanna moved back and forth between Sara’s teats that Sara’s nipples turned rosy red.

“Ohhhhhhh, you’re making me so wet,” laughed Sara.

“Let’s do something about that,” replied Giovanna, thrusting a hand between their bodies and strumming Sara’s clit.

Sara let out a loud cry of pleasure, tossing her hair and arching atop Giovanna. The wild-haired assassin took the opportunity to flip Sara onto her back. Giovanna, muscles taut and her feminine curves firm, crawled atop Sara on her hands and knees, present her dark-thatched pussy to Sara as she stretched out over the beautiful blonde.

“Oh, giving me a taste of the honey?” Sara laughed.

“Mmmmmhmmmm,” murmured Giovanna, already leaning down to run her hand over Sara’s clit.

Sara embraced Giovanna’s round, toned ass and pulled it lower, nuzzling her face against the heat of Giovanna’s little cunt. She lapped at Giovanna’s slit, moaning as she felt the lash of Giovanna’s tongue, spurred to even greater enthusiasm by the hot pangs of pleasure shooting through her. The women formed a perfect circuit of pleasure, tongues lashing clits and fingers probing hot, clutching holes. Sara stole a moment to rim Giovanna’s dusky star, rolling a lick around the pucker and eliciting a surprised cry of the assassin. Giovanna repaid the naughty licks with a wet finger thrust up Sara’s bum. Combined with Giovanna’s insistent sucking on Sara’s clit, the pleasure proved to be too much.

“I’m cumming!” Sara cried out, momentarily distracted from licking and fingers the beautiful assassin atop her.

“MMMMHMMM!” Giovanna moaned loudly, pumping three fingers into Sara’s stretched quim and sucking hard upon Sara’s clit. Waves of ecstasy rippled through Sara, her cunt clutching at Giovanna’s fingers as she writhed and bucked with pleasure.

Sara returned her attention to Giovanna’s steamy cove and worked to repay the orgasm as it was still echoing through her slick walls.

“Oh, fuck,” moaned Giovanna.

Giovanna sat higher, pushing upright atop Sara and riding the treasure hunter’s eager face. Giovanna moved with the confidence of a woman accustomed to saddling her slick cunt on the face of eager women. She was in a race for her own pleasure and Sara was the submissive mount for that intense quarter mile. She grabbed Sara’s plump breasts, roughly squeezing them and pinching Sara’s nipples so hard it made Sara scream against Giovanna’s pussy.

“YESSSSSS!” Giovanna cried, riding hard against Sara’s face and practically smothering Sara beneath her pussy and ass. Sara’s tongue never retreated, her fingers never withdrew; she served pleasure to Giovanna until the assassin had her fill.

Their mutual orgasms only signaled the beginning of an intense, sometimes dangerous erotic grappled between Sara and Giovanna. Tongues and fingers sometimes boiled over into outright wrestling for dominance. Tribbing became a battle, licking was an attack, and even their kisses were small wars fought by the hot, slippery combatants of their tongues.

Despite her incredible fitness, Giovanna’s stamina was no match for Sara’s. Sara had climbed the Himalayas and spent three days exploring a cave without rest. She had walked three hundred kilometers through the jungle and survived a plane crash in the desert for nearly a week. Her stamina allowed her to outlast Giovanna. The beautiful killer with her wild hair finally collapsed, gasping, drenched in sweat. She moaned, “You win.”

Sara tied her up with a climbing rope and left her on the bed. Giovanna was too weak to resist, though she eyed Sara with hostility as Sara dressed in her expedition gear.

“You can’t leave me like this,” said Giovanna, thoroughly trussed on the bed and in quite a compromising position.

“A bit of entertainment?” Sara took a bullet vibe from her purse and held it up.

“You wouldn’t,” gasped Giovanna.

“Oh, yes, I think I would,” laughed Sara. “You came here to kill me.”

She taped the bullet carefully over Giovanna’s clit and switched it on. The assassin began to man through clenched teeth and squirmed helplessly against her bonds. Giovanna refused to cry out with the agony of the pleasure she was experiencing, but she could not hide it from her face. Sara gathered up her gear and made ready to leave.

“Wait,” gasped Giovanna. “No one is coming for me. You can’t leave me like this.”

“Then tell me where I can find the Vault of Tholos,” said Sara.

“Y-you’ll turn it off?” Giovanna asked, almost hopefully.

“I’ll take care of you,” promised Sara.

“Somewhere here,” said Giovanna. “They’re not sure where exactly. Maybe in the sewers. There are teams down there searching. If you go… they’ll find you. Just… just leave Athens. I won’t tell anyone you got away.”

“How kind of you,” said Sara, turning back toward the door.

“Wait!” Giovanna cried, her cry cut off as she began to shudder with another orgasm. “Y-you can’t do this!”

“I’ll leave a note with the clerk in the lobby,” said Sara. “He’ll send someone up to set you loose.”

Sara opened the door to leave, but looked back to add, “In about six hours.”

“No! Wait! Stop! Come back here!” Giovanna wailed, but with the door to the hotel room closed, her pleas blended in with the sounds of fucking and arguing spilling out of every other room. It would be hours before anyone freed the beautiful assassin from her predicament.

Plenty of time for Sara to find the entrance to the Vault of Tholos.

Underground

Heavy boots thumped over grated floors ten meters above Sara’s head. The beams of torches swept back and forth, light spilling through the grates and sending shadow grids stretching across Sara’s body. But the men weren’t looking down.

“This map that fat Arab gave us says there’s a ladder another hundred meters or so west of here,” said one man.

“His map makes no sense,” complained another. “We’re going in circles, I swear.”

“Shut up and keep looking for a ladder,” snapped the first man. “Mr. De Luca ain’t gonna be happy if we come back empty handed.”

Sara held her breath, her harness creaking faintly as they passed above her. Their heavy footsteps sent trickles of rust spilling from the grate, but none looked down and noticed the loops of her harness. They last man passed overhead and the lights dimmed. Their voices echoed into the distance.

She let out the breath she had been holding and switched her torch back on and panned it down at the tunnel beneath her. She released the brake on her harness and resumed her slow descent into the darkness. She landed on wet stone. Musty storm drainage flowed along a central channel, sluicing through a grate and disappearing down another tunnel. Sara followed her map from Ehsan to the spot where the workers had sealed off the dry tunnel a century earlier. There was no marker on the stone, but when she pushed, she felt the brickwork flex against her shoulder. She took out her climbing pick, listened to be sure there was no sign of the men from the Xerxes Group, and she began chipping away at the bricks. Once her sharp pick broke through the old mortar, the bricks began to spill out with each pull. She dragged more and more of them away, opening a space wide enough for her head and shoulders and shining her light into an empty cistern. Across the darkened chamber, at the very edge of her beam, she saw the entrance to a tunnel.

Sara felt the familiar swell of excitement she experienced every time she made a discovery on an expedition. She could sense the treasure within reach. She worked urgently, smashing a hole big enough for her to climb through. She tossed her torch and kit bag through, carefully fed her sub machinegun through, and then climbed to the other side.

She was a bit surprised to find a corroded bronze plaque in the cistern that marked the location in Greek and mentioned that a “dangerous geological anomaly” was 100 meters to the north. She made her way across the cistern, marveling at its vacant size and sturdy construction. To think such a space had been laboriously carved out of this underworld and then abandoned, never used, was almost tragic.

The slightest sound of her footsteps echoed in the vast space as Sara continued to the tunnel entrance. After a few meters, the meticulous brickwork of the tunnel floor gave way to unfinished stone. She continued to a spot where boards and excavation debris had been used to create an improvised blockage. A rusty tin sign warned, “DANGER! DO NOT PROCEED!” in Greek.

Not know what lay on the other side of the blockage, Sara drove pitons into the rock face of the unfinished tunnel and secured her climbing harness. Once she was certain it would hold her weight, she began breaking through the boards. Knowing the men were searching for this place, the echoing sounds of the boards splintering and clattering loose nearly made her mental.

At last, sweaty and arms aching, she broke through, took two steps into the darkness, and very nearly plunged to her death. The floor was illusory; dusty over cobwebs mimicking the color of the stone. She went through, slipping on nearly sheer rock. If she had not secured her harness she would have fallen straight down the shaft. Her brake caught and she swung on her harness and thumped against the side, her breath knocked out of her lungs and her sub machinegun slamming so hard into the wall it was a wonder it did not discharge.

“Watch it, Sara,” she chided herself as she recovered from the impact. “Don’t want to end up in bits.”

Sara cleared her head and surveyed her surroundings. She was dangling five meters or so over the edge of a vertical shaft running down into an impenetrable darkness below her. She slipped a chemlight out of her pack, snapped its inner glass, and shook the chemical stick until it began to glow brightly orange. She dropped it beneath her, counting as it fell.

“Six seconds,” she breathed deeply, staring at the stick glowing faintly in the distance below her.

That put it at right around 300 meters and at the absolute limit of the lightweight rope she had packed for her harness. She began her descent, taking it slow and anchoring every twenty meters or so for what promised to be an exhausting climb up. She was surprised that the air grew sharply warmer as she descended. By the time she had nearly reached the bottom, the air felt like it was nearly 40 degrees Celsius. She was pouring sweat and tired from hammering anchors into the stone. And she was at the end of her rope and still nearly ten meters above the floor.

“Well, Sara,” she muttered, “nothing ventured…”

She gave the rope a swing, kicked off from the wall, and released her harness. She somersaulted in the air and landed on her feet, the impact jarring through her boots and up her legs. She unlimbered the SMG and switched on the tactical light under the barrel. She advanced slowly out of the shaft and into a tunnel. This opened into a natural cave space that reminded Sara of the abandoned cistern far above her. She mopped sweat from her brow. Water steamed from underground springs in pools stained brightly with mineral. Mineral formations closed in from the floor and ceiling like the ragged jaws of primordial beasts.

Sara aimed the light at a glint of gold. There was a mineral-encrusted statue depicting a woman and a small golden placard beneath it. She wiped away some of the minerals and revealed ancient Greek carvings.

“This vault contains danger and not treasure. If the vault beyond is opened,” she whispered, “death will be visited upon you and your family. This is the decree of King Polyxenos Epiphanes Soter.”

There was a small bust of the king beneath the inscription. It was exciting to even find a relic like this placard and the statue behind it. To know they represented an even greater find in the vault beyond filled Sara with an almost vertiginous sense of awe. She snapped a few photos of the placard and the mineral encrusted statue, then tucked the phone away and continued past the warning placard.

The path that once led to the vault was long erased by minerals seeping from the ceiling, but there was no missing it when she shined her light. The door was three meters tall and made from a single block of stark white marble. An occult symbol of Soteria was chiseled into the marble, a wreath-crowned woman with eyes that seemed to weep red minerals from centuries of water flowing over the marble vault. Other than this one smudge of color, the stone was immaculate. It was also steaming like liquid nitrogen. Sara reached out a hand and found the stone slab ice cold to the touch in the hot and humid air.

The locking mechanism was concealed along the left side of the slab. It consisted of a three piece mechanical lock that might once have been difficult to crack. It had corroded over time. Sara gave it a good crack her climbing pick and the mechanism broke free. There was an invisible release of pressure that Sara felt between her eyes. Unlocking the vault had broken a seal beyond the physical. The door shook and began to swing slowly outward. Sara moved to the side to give the door space to swing outward. It brushed stalagmites aside like sandcastles, sending broken pieces of mineral clattering across the floor.

Sara angled her gun’s light into the darkness and stepped into the vault. She was the first human to enter in over 2,000 years. The air was cool and crisp and the temperature comfortable compared to the sweltering cave. The walls were hidden behind red draperies, unadorned, but of luxurious quality. The floor was made from a zig-zag of black white tiles forming a repeating chevron pattern that disoriented Sara when she stared at it. Adding to the otherworldly atmosphere, the lighting seemed to be coming from spotlights that shined bright oblongs against the red curtains every few meters, yet the actual light sources were not apparent.

Something like wind stirred the curtains as Sara advanced and she was certain she heard a husky, woman’s voice whispering in a language Sara did not speak. Hemmed in on both sides by the curtains, Sara advanced to a turn in this corridor which then opened into a room. It was a bedroom decorated with several statues of white marble. These statues were of exquisite quality and depicted beautiful women who seemed to be engaged in sexual acts, frozen in mid-cry of pleasure or mid-arch of the back. Two modern lamps stood beside an enormous four poster bed hung with a canopy of gauzy pink.

Sara could make out the dark shape of a figure on the other side of the semi-sheer canopy. It seemed to be a woman reclining on her side.

“Hello?” Sara called out as she advanced cautiously, pointing her SMG at the figure on the bed. “I can see you on the bed. Would you mind coming out?”

The husky voice answered her in that same indecipherable language. It was louder now and it raised gooseflesh on Sara’s arms and legs. Her pulse raced. She could not understand the language and yet… she understood it.

“Come to me,” it said. “Do not be afraid.”

“N-no,” said Sara, fighting back a tremor in her hands.

“Do not deny yourself this pleasure, Sara,” whispered the voice, one again indecipherable and yet perfectly clear, as if the words were being spoken in two languages at once.

“Come out or I’ll shoot,” demanded Sara, her voice cracking in the middle of her effort to sound resolute.

“Your weapon will not hurt me,” said the voice.

Sara shuddered as the figure stirred, shifting onto its hands and knees and crawling closer to the canopy. Something about it was wrong. It moved as if it had too many appendages.

“No,” whispered Sara, suddenly realizing how foolish she had been to think she could bargain with a 2,000 year old demon.

Despite her fear, she was drawn towards the bed as if a rope were tied around her waist. Her sub machinegun dangled uselessly from her hand as the canopy parted and Sara was drawn onto the bed.

Enclosed within that intimate space of red cushions and gauzy pink canopy, the world seemed to faintly glow. Sara breathed a heady atmosphere of exotic perfume mingled with the musk of raw female sexuality. She stared, wide-eyed, at Circe, the legendary daughter of Titans, the winged, horned beauty, and the succubus of ancient Greece.

Circe’s smile stirred a depth of lust inside Sara that she had never found before. Circe’s lips were full, her eyes large, exotic, and tinted red, her features delicate despite their scale and her cinnamon-red hair silky, thick, and sprouting a pair of horns that curled back over Circe’s head.

Everything about Circe seemed large, as if she had been forged in a slightly bigger scale than Sara with big, creamy breasts, wide hips, and ample thighs. Even her head and hands were large as she stretched out on the bed, seeming to casually strike the pose of a pinup on the bed. She wore a delicate web of black leather cords that hardly covered any part of her body. These cords certainly did not conceal her demonic tail or her delicate, tatterdemalion wings. Her tail curled over her creamy bum and her wings, though resembling those of a bat, flexed like a butterfly preparing to take flight.

“Sara Chambers,” said Circe in her doubled voice. “You have found me. Am I everything you desired?”

“Yes,” Sara answered before giving the question any thought. “I mean, you are, um, you are beautiful.”

“Am I now?” Circe giggled and ran her hands over her curves, up to her breasts, and plucked at her thick pink nipples. “Mmmmmm. And what are you going to do with me now that you have found me?”

“How did you know my name?” Sara wondered aloud.

Circe waved a long-fingered hand as if the question was meaningless.

“You project your desires around you,” said Circe, crawling closer to Sara with her shapely bum raised and her tail twitching seductively. “I sense what you want and I pluck it from the air. You entered so determined to have my help defeating someone named… mmmm… Julian. Yes and his little group. But now that you see me in the flesh, you naughty girl, all you can think about is how badly you want to fuck me.”

“N-no,” said Sara, unable to look away from the succubus’s twinkling red eyes. “No, I don’t want to, um, do that. I need your help. He was after you and your power, Julian, I mean, so I had to find you first and, um, put you in the, in the diamond, I brought a diamond.”

Sara fumbled in her pack and dropped a huge, uncut rose-tinted diamond. It was perfect for a powerful binding ritual that would allow Sara to transport and exert some control over Circe much like the spirit of the tsarina bound to the Tsarina Stone. Circe giggled at the sight of the tone and crawled closer to Sara.

Close enough to touch.

“Maybe later, my dear,” purred Circe. “Right now, I am hungry, and I can sense that you are as well. So let us make a meal of things.”

“W-what?” Sara’s eyes grew even wider.

Circe leapt on Sara with the grace of a pouncing cat. The stunned treasure hunter remembered to raise her SMG, but forgot to aim it or pull the trigger. Circe knocked the gun from Sara’s hand and easily overpowered Sara with her inhuman strength. The warm weight of her body seemed to mold to Sara and excited her desire to the point that her skin felt feverish. She parted her lips as she looked up into the eyes of the predatory demoness.

“You are thinking what a fool you were to think you could resist me,” purred Circe, moving her lips closer to Sara with every moment.

The succubus’s warm, sweet breath tickled Sara’s face and sent a thrill of desire through Sara’s body. Intense, lewd images flashed through Sara’s mind. She saw herself splayed out and at the mercy of the succubus in a thousand different lewd positions.

Circe continued, “You are right to doubt your power over me. But you are no fool, Sara Chambers. For over 2,118 years I have waited, swearing my vengeance on the kings of men that rule over your world. This Xerxes Group you oppose inherits that arrogant, mortal power. These are the kings that must be brought low. Your enemies are mine. I am with you.”

“Y-you are?” Sara moaned as she searched Circe’s beautiful face for some sign that the succubus’s words were a trick.

“Of course, my beautiful little human,” whispered Circe, her lips so close that they brushed against Sara, sending electric tingles of pleasure from Sara’s lips, to her face, and down to her throbbing clit. Circe continued, each word dragging hotly against Sara’s mouth. “Let us consummate our pact in the most carnal way possible.”

“Yessssss,” hissed Sara, surrendering to her need.

Circe laughed softly and smothered Sara’s lips in a scorching kiss. Sara felt a rush of euphoria as Circe thrust her nimble tongue into Sara’s mouth. There was a strange suction to the kiss of the ancient demoness and a faint violet glow in Circe’s red eyes.

She is feeding on me, thought Sara. She is devouring my soul.

“Do not be afraid,” whispered Circe, relenting from the kiss by a fraction of a millimeter. “Though I hunger for a hundred men, I will only take a little of your precious essence, Sara. Is that not a worthy price to pay for my aid?”

Sara replied to Circe by leaning up and kissing her. It was what her body craved and who was she to deny such pleasure? Circe laughed and swirled her hot, sweet tongue into Sara’s mouth. Sara felt the same rush of pleasure and saw the faint violet glow in Circe’s entrancing eyes. She knew she had no power to resist the succubus. There was no point fighting it, so she would willingly give Circe what she asked.

The surprise came when this strange, enervating pleasure made Sara cum. She bucked her hips, thrusting against Circe’s body, her panties rubbing inside her shorts as her quim throbbed with ecstasy.

“Yes, now you have a taste of it,” Circe murmured. “Thousands of men and women have given their soul for that glimpse of perfect pleasure. But I need not feed upon you to grant you such a boon.”

Circe knelt upright above Sara, her body seeming radiant and the tattered flesh of her wings restored. Her tail flicked out and teased Sara’s harness and tank top down to Sara’s shorts. With a wave of her hand, Sara’s clothing stripped from the treasure hunter’s body as if peeled away by a hundred invisible hands. Her boots, socks, and shorts were discarded, her harness and shirt were tossed aside, and her bra and panties slipped away to expose the full, luscious body of the vulnerable treasure hunter.

Sara trembled with a mixture of lust and fear. She had encountered strange, otherworldly evil before, but never had confronted such power directly.

“I have many delights to show you, my dear,” purred Circe, lifting and shaping her breasts in both hands. “Many pleasures to inflict upon you.”

Sara watched, awestruck, as Circe’s immaculate quim rearranged itself and thrust upward as a perfect, thick presentation of maleness. This new cock twitched and dripped an oily drop of precum that landed on Sara’s exposed thigh and made her flesh tingle.

“Y-you grew a cock,” said Sara, staring in disbelief.

“Oh, yes, I could grow another, if you’d like,” laughed Circe. “I can be whatever you desire, Sara Chambers. Would you… like touch it?”

Sara sat up, nodding dumbly as she reached out a hand and gently ran her finger over the head of the succubus’s cock. Circe sucked in a soft moan of pleasure and the cock twitched. Sara dared to go further and curled her fingers around the warm shaft of Circe’s cock.

“It feels real,” whispered Sara, watching the cock jerk and drip out another drop of precum.

“It tastes real too,” said Circe, petting Sara’s head. “Go ahead, my sweet. Taste it.”

Sara leaned closer, breathing in the natural perfume of the succubus’s cock. She touched the tip of her tongue to clear drop of precum at the tip and was amazed by the honey-sweet flavor and the way it sent a thrill through her body. Her nipples and clit throbbed with need. She moaned loudly and stuffed Circe’s hard, demonic cock into her mouth.

“Ohhhhh, my dear,” laughed Circe. “Such enthusiasm.”

It was magnificent. Sara had never had an aversion to pleasuring a man with her mouth, in fact, she quite relished the act at times, but this was different and wonderful. The succubus’s cock was incredibly clean and smooth, almost feminine despite its bulging masculine nature. The sweet drops of precum lubricated her throat and Sara found herself easily deepthroating Circe’s cock even though it was rather thick.

“MMNnnnnnnnnggnnnnn,” moaned Sara, her eyes staring up adoringly at the succubus and her heaving breasts. Circe cradled Sara’s head, gently guiding her to take every millimeter until the demoness’s smooth bullock rested against Sara’s chin.

“Your throat is like velvet,” purred Circe. “So warm and welcoming. Would you like some cum, my dear?”

“MMmmmmm,” Sara pleaded, slurping and bobbing on the cock. Her spit spilled down Circe’s shaft and Sara hollowed her cheeks as she sucked urgently and was soon rewarded with a twitch from Circe’s cock and a hot gush of delicious, creamy liquid. It spurted out in pulses and Sara swallowed instinctively, feeling the liquid tingle as it slid down into her belly. The more she drank, the more she craved.

“Oh, I think you were almost as hungry as I was,” laughed Circe, popping her wet cock from Sara’s drooling lips. “But there are other ways to give you my seed.”

“Yes,” gasped Sara, sprawling eagerly on the bed. “Fuck me. Fuck me with your glorious cock.”

“How can I refuse?” Circe laughed, once more pressing Sara down into the bed as the succubus parted Sara’s thighs and climbed atop her. Circe guided her fat cock to Sara’s steamy cunt and kissed Sara passionately.

“Mmmmmmm!” Sara cried against the kiss of the succubus as Circe thrust her demonic cock into the aching channel of Sara’s cunt. Circe hilted inside her in a single stroke and began to move with deliberate thrusts. Circe moved with the grace of a serpent, her hips working and round bottom flexing as she pumped her cock in and out of Sara’s clutching cunt.

“You keep yourself nearly hairless,” laughed Circe, her lips against Sara’s and her cock pumping steadily in and out of Sara’s trembling quim. “Do the men of your age prefer this?”

“I-I prefer it,” gasped Sara. “I don’t care what the men prefer.”

“Ohhhhhh, good girl,” moaned Circe, increasing the pace and force of her thrusts. “We will get along famously.”

Circe’s smile became slightly more sinister and the succubus began to move with a demonic force. Sara’s breasts bounced wildly, her flesh slapped where it made contact with the thrusting succubus, and Sara let out a keening cry of pleasure.

“YESSSSS!” She threw back her head and wailed with ecstasy, her orgasm seizing and squeezing against the smooth, fleshy piston of Circe’s cock. Circe kissed Sara’s bared neck and sucked at the supple flesh there. Sara’s orgasm rippled again and again along the length of Circe’s cock until she was finally spent.

Circe was far from done. Though Sara was gasping for breath from the intensity of her orgasm, Circe flipped her over without even withdrawing her cock and began to furiously mount her from behind. The strokes of the succubus were so forceful it terrified Sara, yet she could not escape a new onslaught of pleasure. Her head jerked up, her tits swung beneath her, and she was claimed by the succubus in a crescendo of intense passion. The demonic cock erupted inside Sara, basting her with the hot, intoxicating seed of the demoness.

It was hardly a moment from Circe cumming before she had lifted Sara up like a doll and was moving the lovely treasure hunter up and down on Circe’s demonic cock. The pair were still locked in the throes of their pleasure when Sara heard boots approaching. Her eyes widened and she gasped, “Someone is coming.”

“You? Again?” Circe laughed.

“No,” said Sara, pushing on Circe’s powerful shoulders to try to get her to stop. “The Xerxes Group. They had men down in the sewers searching for the entrance to your vault. They must have found it.”

“Then it is time for us to leave,” said Circe. The succubus set Sara down gently and leaped from the bed. Sara gathered her clothing and her sub machinegun and joined the succubus.

“Give me a minute to get dressed,” said Sara, trying to pull her clothing on quickly.

“I can slow them down,” laughed Circe. “Lure them into the bedroom one by one.”

The demoness held up her hands and an otherworldly wind stirred the red curtains that hid the walls of the vault. Sara could sense vast shapes rearranging themselves behind those curtains, the magical space within the vault twisting and deforming to suit Circe’s needs. Sara pulled on her shirt and shorts and laced up her boots. She snapped on her harness and was charging her SMG as the first of the Xerxes men stumbled into the room.

He saw Circe and tried to fire. The demoness leapt upon him, ferociously kissing him and draining a stream of glowing violet energy from his lips. He cried out as if in ecstasy as his body withered in seconds. Another man stumbled in and Circe attacked again. A third man entered, raised his pistol, and Sara cut him down with a burst from her machine gun.

“Awww, you wasted him,” pouted Circe.

“It is time for us to get out of here,” said Sara. She hefted the rose-tinted diamond from her pack. It was almost as big as her fist. “I will bind you to the diamond.”

“Is that necessary?” Circe asked. Before Sara could answer, another man entered the room. Circe grabbed him, flew him to the ceiling and sucked the life from his cock with her hungry mouth. While she was draining the man’s life force, Sara began the ancient ritual of binding. She used a bit of the cum dripping into her shorts to serve as the binding material. It sizzled against the glowing diamond as Circe was fettered to the object.

“Old magic,” said the succubus, tossing aside the husk of the man she had just drained and wiping a bit of his cum from her lips. “Crude, but powerful. Of course, I could just take the stone from you.”

“Unless you’re in the stone,” said Sara.

“What?” Circe seemed genuinely surprised for the first time since Sara had met her.

Sara spoke the power words of rescission and Circe was drawn into the diamond as if by an invisible cord pulling with incredible force. The diamond flared momentarily bright pink with magic as it absorbed the succubus. Once she had disappeared completely, the glow faded and the diamond steamed with residual heat. Sara wrapped it in her discarded panties, then her bra, and stuffed all of it into her backpack.

Two more men staggered into the room, saw the corpses on the floor and tried to aim their guns at Sara. The treasure hunter was not proud of what she did, but it had to be done. She emptied the magazine of her SMG into them, reloaded, and hurried out of the succubus’s boudoir. She could hear other men shouting and even shooting guns somewhere amid the shifting curtains and disorienting chevron floors. Without Circe to guide her, Sara had to follow the shifting pathways through the curtains.

Sound and time did not seem to function normally within the magical geometry of the vault. She turned a corner, heard a scream from only a few paces away, and then looked in the opposite direction and saw one of the Xerxes men running in the distance. At a crossroads she encountered two more men. As she tried to run away from them she actually got closer to them and so she ran at them and escaped.

Bewildered and more than a little nauseated, Sara reached the entrance to the vault. Two more men were waiting for her there.

“Hands up,” said one, pointing a gun at her.

“Are you the daughter of the Titans?” Asked the other man.

“Of course she isn’t,” said the first man. “She’s hold a gun.”

“That’s right,” said Sara and she shot both of them before they could pull the triggers on their guns.

She slung her weapon and ran from the vault, hurrying through the dark tunnel and out into the vast emptiness of the shaft leading back towards the abandoned sewer. Her rope was still fixed to the side of the shaft, the end of it dangling almost ten meters above the ground.

Even with the weight of the rope and the pitons out of her pack, she was still too heavy to attempt any sort of wall climbing up the sheer face of the shaft. She discarded her gun, her extra pitons, and even the bra and panties wrapping the diamond. She tossed aside her pack and shoved the diamond down into the pocket of her shorts.

Sara hefted two climbing picks, took a deep breath, and ran at the wall. She jumped a good two meters vertical and slammed the climbing pick into the stone. It caught, barely, and held her weight. She swung her other climbing pick and created another handhold. It was an exhausting climb up the smooth stone inner face of the shaft, but she reached her rope. The climb up, nearly 300 meters straight up, was even more arduous. She was slow to escape the oven-like heat of the underworld and she nearly passed out from exhaustion at the halfway point. She rested, hanging on her harness, and continued her climb up the shaft.

She finally reached the top, pulling herself into the abandoned sewer tunnel and crawling under the remains of the barricade. She flopped flat on the ground, barely able to move for several minutes. Her exhaustion saved her life.

A much larger unit of men from the Xerxes Group approached from the abandoned cistern. There were at least twenty of them and they were carrying packs of equipment and heavier weapons. Among them, apparently leading this group, was Rinaldo. She was glad to see that he had a nasty bandage on his head.

Sara crouched among the wrecked barricade as Rinaldo and his men passed. It was as they were filing past her position that Sara noticed a faint winking red light partially concealed by dirt. She waited for the men to pass and then brushed aside more of the dirt.

Her blood ran cold at what she saw.

Several blocks of plastic explosives were attached to a timer that was counting down.

From 30 seconds.

Sara lifted her head and looked around. In the darkness she saw several more winking red lights stretching up the tunnel and probably into the cistern beyond.

Ehsan Jahanshah had evidently not taken the night off his monitoring duties and had decided to blow up the abandoned shaft when the Xerxes Group entered in force. There was no way Sara could run from these charges in time. She had a single hope of escape.

She took the rose-tinted diamond from her pocket and shouted the words of release, part of her attention focused on the timer on the nearest explosive charge. It reached twenty seconds remaining as Circe reappeared from the diamond. She looked more than a little cross.

“Was that another 2,000 years?” She asked.

“W-what?” Sara stammered. “No, only an hour or so, there’s a—“

“Right, I can feel your fear,” said Circe. “Come here then. Give me a hug.”

Circe wrapped Sara in the soft warmth of her embrace and leaped into the air. With her face mashed into the luscious breasts of the demoness, Sara was carried at nearly supersonic speed through the tunnel, the cistern, and up through the grated Sara had entered from the storm sewer. Circe carried her all the way to the surface, smashing aside a hundred-pound manhole as if it weighed no more than a coin and leaping into the warm Athens night.

“Oooh, look at that,” said Circe, looking down at the lights of the city as she spread her demonic wings. “Things have changed a bit, haven’t they? So many more yummy people.”

At that moment, the charges blew and a dozen manholes burst with flame, spitting their covers up into the air and smashing parked cars and café awnings. One bronze cover impaled an ancient brick wall. Another took the top off a statue at the center of a fountain. The few pedestrians on the street screamed and ran and car alarms went off for a kilometer in every direction.

“Hm, looks as if I saved your life, Sara,” said Circe. “Perhaps you should think twice about forcing me back into that rock. It is very cramped in there. Not nearly as comfortable as the Vault of Tholos.”

“I’ll, um, keep that in mind,” said Sara, finding it very difficult to concentrate with her face pressed into Circe’s cleavage.

Circe alighted gently atop a nearby apartment building and released Sara from her grasp. The demoness crouched fearlessly on the ledge, giving Sara a rather obscene view of the succubus’s luscious bum and her pouting, scarlet-thatched quim. Sara barely resisted the urge to fall to her knees and begin tonguing the demoness’s cunt and the lavender knot of her arsehole.

“You can if you would like,” purred Circe, curling her tail to draw attention to her cunt.

“Stop reading my mind,” pouted Sara.

“You want to go to a boat,” said Circe, turning and facing Sara. “And you need to contact… Megan. Is she pretty? I sense that you have been intimate with her. Perhaps we can all be intimate together.”

“No,” said Sara. “You leave her alone.”

“As you command,” said Circe, in a mocking tone. “Shall I carry you to your boat?”

It was a short and slightly humiliating flight to the small yacht waiting in the harbor. The yacht was registered to a non-existent American businessman, which had kept it from being discovered by the Xerxes Group. Circe seemed unimpressed with the accommodations, flipping open cabinets and looking under pillows. Sara did her best to ignore the shockingly naked and excruciatingly beautiful demoness. If Sara looked at Circe for more than a moment she began to fantasize about what she wanted to do with the succubus.

Sara connected her satellite phone to the yacht’s power generator and the handset immediately began to ring.

“What is that?” Circe looked in confusion at the chiming phone.

“A means of communication,” said Sara, picking it up. “Someone wants to talk to me.”

The caller’s number matched Megan’s. Sara answered.

“Megan, is the plane ready? We need to fly to…” Sara stopped talking before she said something she regretted. “Megan?”

She was answered by a long silence.

“Megan, say something,” said Sara, her concern growing.

There was another long pause and then a voice spoke that sent chills up her spine.

“Megan is safe,” said Julian De Luca. “She had your plane all ready to take off. Where were you going with her?”

“Release her,” demanded Sara.

“Of course,” said Julian. “If you bring me what I want.”

Sara knew what he wanted, but she was not certain Julian knew about its true nature.

“The Staff of Circe?” She asked.

“Deliver it to my estate in Turkey,” said Julian. “The one with the vineyards you enjoyed so much. You have two days. I will be waiting for you. Try anything foolish and your friend dies.”

“At least let me speak with her,” pleaded Sara, but Julian had already ended the call.

Sara looked up into the faintly luminous eyes of Circe.

“You are angry,” said Circe, a smile spreading on her face. “You want to hurt this man.”

“That’s exactly what I am going to do,” growled Sara.
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Book Five

The Sunken City

Sara’s Safe House

Prague

Julian De Luca and the Xerxes Group had taken almost everything from Sara Chambers, including her best friend Megan Nakamura, her bank accounts, and her family’s estate north of London, but they had not yet managed to find the safe house in Prague. It was one of a number of preserved red-roofed, three-story houses standing shoulder-to-shoulder in Prague’s cobblestone Staré Mesto neighborhood. The lively neighborhood and architectural tourists seemed a poor fit for a safehouse, but Sara liked to think of the old building, dating back to the 16th century, as hiding in plain sight.

The house held most of the amenities of home, including a slimmed-down library, satellite links hidden inside a water tank on the roof, and a vault to contain the relics evacuated from her London manor. She had only been there for a few minutes and already she felt at home. The fact that Baxter Honeycutt and Winston, her family’s ancient butler, had made it to the safe house certainly helped.

“Thank god you made it out,” she said, hugging Baxter tightly and squeezing him against her breasts. She hugged him so tightly that it mashed his glasses on his face.

“Well, yes,” he said, standing up straight and fixing his glasses, “your warning gave us the time we needed. Had to give Winston a bit of a poke, but he can move a bit faster when there are Xerxes assassins on the way.”

“Good to see you too, Winston,” said Sara.

Sara looked at the old butler with his stooped shoulders and his bushy, white eyebrows almost hiding his gray eyes. She hugged him just as tightly as Baxter, burying his face in the welcoming softness of her cleavage. His arms hung as his sides like dead weights. She wasn’t sure he enjoyed the hug until she released him and caught the hint of a smile playing at his lips. The randy old butler did enjoy a bit of a squeeze after all.

“Very good, mum,” he said and smoothed his rumpled waistcoat.

“So you have it?” Baxter asked excitedly. “I mean, rather, you recovered the Staff of Circe from Athens?”

Sara set her carryall bag on the library table, unbuttoned the flap, and slowly opened it to show Baxter the carefully padded rose-colored diamond within. The stone was worth several hundred thousand pounds, but that was not why it was so valuable at the moment. A shimmer of light from within the diamond betrayed its magical nature.

“You were right,” said Baxter, leaning over the diamond. “What was it like inside the vault?”

“Disorientating,” said Sara and she plucked the diamond into her hand. “Circe was very grateful to be free. Perhaps a bit too grateful, all things considered. She seems willing to help, but she demands a price be paid.”

“The kiss of the succubus,” said Baxter. “Yes, I’ve read about that. I believe it was Felidus, third century BC, talked about a flame kindled inside each human and the succubus takes that flame or some measure of it. Just a bit and the flame will be fine. Too much…”

“She snuffs them out,” said Sara. “I have seen her do it to men from the Xerxes Group. Men with sub machineguns, mind, that wanted to put holes through me, so I was not complaining. But we must be very careful around her. I have some control while she is tied to the diamond. If the spell of rescission was ever broken or the diamond destroyed she would be free to create the sort of havoc that made King Polyxenos trap her in the Vault of Tholos.”

“Right, apocalyptic sex demoness,” said Baxter. He wet his lips, looked at Sara, and added, “May I see her?”

Sara held the rose-tinted diamond in the palm of her hand and spoke the ancient words of release. Papers swirled from a nearby table and the lights flickered. The diamond began to glow, brighter and brighter, until there was a pop of light brighter than a camera’s flash. The glow faded from the stone.

“Fascinating,” said Baxter, leaning over Sara’s hand and staring closely at the diamond. “Can she hear me if I try to talk to her?”

“Yes, she can hear you,” said Circe, her voice deep and sensual. She was standing behind Baxter and towering over the hunched boffin. His eyes went wide and he said, “She is behind me, isn’t she?”

“Yes, she is,” said Sara. “Circe, meet Baxter, my chief researcher. Baxter, this is Circe, the immortal demoness I plucked out of the Vault of Tholos.”

Even when Baxter stood and slowly turned to face the succubus, he was dwarfed by her. Her full lips curled into a smile and her large, smoky eyes glowed slightly red. She was several inches taller than Baxter and the thick horns that curled from forehead and back over her silky red hair added another inch or two to her height. Her slightly unfolded wings of leathery flesh made her seem bulkier.

She had chosen to sheath her deliciously voluptuous body in a diaphanous dress that cinched tightly against her bust and revealed the shape if not the detail of her loveliness. Her flesh was healthy and flawless with the faintest tint of lavender. Her thick tail curled around her hip and flicked impatiently as she extended a hand towards Baxter.

“A pleasure to meet you, researcher,” said Circe and her voice rolled over Sara in a wave that stirred her desire.

Baxter weakly offered his trembling hand to Circe. She grasped his hand and brought it to the swell of her left breast, squeezing her hand over his to press his touch against the softness of her mound. Baxter let out a strangled cry and doubled over.

“Oh, my,” laughed Circe. “You did not even touch my bare flesh and you spilled your seed into your trousers.”

Baxter, crouching before the towering demoness, let out a pitiful whine. Sara was not unsympathetic with Baxter’s plight. The first time she had met Circe she had nearly cum from the sound of her voice. She could certainly imagine how that first touch had felt to Baxter, who she knew was very quick to explode under normal circumstances.

“It’s alright,” she said, squeezing his shoulder. “Go and change. Clean yourself up so we can talk.”

“Yes, sorry, Miss Chambers,” he said, ducking his head and retreating from the library.

Sara turned back to address Circe, but the succubus was gone. For a frantic moment, Sara feared Circe had escaped entirely into the world and reached or the diamond to recall her. Then she heard Circe’s voice cooing softly from the far corner of the library.

“What have we here?” The succubus asked, prowling in a slow circle around Winston who was standing as drooping and motionless as ever. “You smell like… nothing.”

Sara hastened to interrupt the predatory demoness.

“That’s enough now, Circe,” said Sara. “Leave Winston alone.”

“What is this?” Circe demanded. “He has no essence.”

“He’s very old, but I assure you, he is alive. He brings me my breakfast and makes my bed.”

“That is not human,” said Circe, pointing at Winston.

“Sorry, mum,” said Winston.

Sara’s attention was drawn to Winston’s groin, which had swollen enormously. She had always wondered if her old butler was a pervert and if so if he was even still capable of sex. The raging tent in his trousers seemed to prove that he was indeed still capable.

“Oh, Sara, let me play with him,” said Circe with excitement. She brushed her body against him, walking around behind him and mashing the barely-clothed mounds of her breasts against the back of his head. She stroked his cheek, down his chest, and squeezed his enormous bulge. “I’ve never met anything like this before.”

Sara was not eager to hand Winston over to the succubus, but as she watched a big smile spread across the face of her usually impassive manservant.

“Winston,” said Sara, “Would you like to go up to the bedroom and have a bit of fun with Circe?”

“Oh, yes, Winston,” cooed Circe, kissing his withered neck and squeezing the bulge. “We will have loads of fun together.”

“Yes, mum,” said Winston.

He took Circe’s hand and followed the towering beauty out of the library, doddering alongside her with a smile plastered on his face.

“Do not kill him, Circe,” shouted Sara.

“I don’t think I could if I wanted to,” replied Circe, already helping Winston up the stairs. Sara could hardly imagine what the succubus saw in the stooped old butler in his frumpy suit. Then again, who was she to question a sex demoness that had walked the earth for thousands of years?

A squeal of delight from upstairs piqued her curiosity, but before she could creep up the staircase to have a look, Baxter returned to the library. He had put on a fresh pair of trousers and his rather pale cheeks were flushed as if they had been splashed with water. His unruly brown hair was a bit damp as well. He greeted Sara with a weak smile, his blue eyes enlarged by his thick-framed glasses.

“Did you put her back in the diamond?” He asked and glanced around the library as if she might be hiding.

“No,” said Sara. “She took a peculiar interest in Winston and they went upstairs.”

“Winston?” Baxter craned his neck to have a look up the stairs. He whispered to Sara, “Are you sure that’s safe for him?”

“No, but what a way to go if she manages to do him in,” said Sara. “You and I have more pressing matters, Baxter.”

“Of course, Miss Chambers,” said Baxter, walking over and unlocking the pass code on a laptop. “What did you have in mind?”

Sara leaned over his shoulder, breasts pressing against the back of his head as she opened the satellite map and scrolled over to the known location of Julian De Luca’s massive estate in Turkey.

“Megan is being held here,” said Sara. “I am almost sure of it.”

“You’re not going to give him the succubus, are you?” Baxter tilt his head to look over his shoulder and found himself staring into the creamy valley of Sara’s deep cleavage.

“Of course not,” said Sara, ignoring Baxter’s blatant staring. “We have just over 36 hours to mount a rescue operation and save Megan.”

“Something Xerxes is likely to be expecting,” said Baxter.

“Right. No hang gliders or speedboats,” said Sara, zooming out the view on the satellite map. “But I was thinking of something else. Do you remember that old nautical map of the Aegean my father used to keep in his office?”

“The one made from gold paper?” Baxter raised an eyebrow. “It supposedly showed the location of the Sunken City of Golconda.”

“Did you save it from the manor?” Sara asked.

“Yes, I remember rolling it up into a postal tube. Wait a tick.”

Baxter dashed off into the stacks, eager to please Sara. He ran back like a dog that had caught a thrown stick and he dropped the mailing tube on the table in front of her. Sara popped the tube open and slid out the delicate golden map. She unrolled it on the table, using books to weigh down the corners. She closed her eyes in concentration and began to lightly run her fingertip over the map.

“What are you doing?” Baxter asked.

“There was a pushpin in the map,” said Sara. “I’m feeling for the… for the hole… yes! There it is!”

The perforated spot on the map was an unremarkable spot eight or nine centimeters from one of the supposed locations of the Sunken City.

“There,” said Sara. “Bring that coordinate up on the map. Best as you can.”

She read off the longitude and latitude on the map and Baxter tried to match the satellite view on the laptop using the nearest landmass as a reference.

“My father once told me that the pin in the map marked a powerful magical artifact created by an evil empire. He said it was so powerful it could stop time. The evil empire tried to sail it from Greece to North Africa, but their ship was sunk. In that spot.”

“Roughly in that spot,” said Baxter. “I wouldn’t trust a pushpin in that map with much more than a thirty kilometer radius. But what are we even looking for? What does the object look like? How long ago did the ship sink?”

“I had a thought on that,” said Sara. “Cross reference this vicinity of the Aegean with all ships reported sunk belonging to anything that could be considered an ‘evil empire.’”

“Sounds like a bit of a stretch, Miss Chambers,” said Baxter. “But I’ll give it a go. Old, big archives. Will take a while to do a full search. You want a cup of tea?”

“In a bit,” said Sara. “I am going to check on Circe and make sure she has not killed my faithful butler.”

Sara left Baxter to the computers in the library and took the staircase. She tread lightly so as not to alert Circe to her approach. She needn’t have worried, she realized, as she reached the second floor of the house and heard a loud cry of pleasure coming from Winston’s bedroom. Circe sounded almost as if she was singing, her pitch rising and falling with her pleasure. Sara crept closer to the door and could make out distinct sounds: Winston’s bed thumping, the slap of flesh, and lewd, wet sounds that could only be Winston’s old todger ramming into Circe’s demonic folds.

Circe wailed something in a dead language, perhaps even the tongue of Titans or demons, and this was followed by a loud thump and a crash of breaking glass or ceramic. Sara almost kicked down the door to rescue Winston, but then she heard the succubus panting with exertion.

“Are you alright, mum?” Winston asked. His voice was muffled by the door, but distinctly calm and untroubled.

“You are a beast,” moaned Circe. “I do not… do not come near me with that… that thing.”

Soft thumping sounds approached the door and Sara took a step back. Someone on the other side fumbled with the door as if barely able to work the knob. It finally turned and the door swung inward to reveal Circe on her knees, drenched in sweat, red eyes delirious and hair disheveled. She was naked and her pale skin was deeply flushed. She lifted her gaze to Sara and moaned, “Help me.”

“What did he do to you?” Sara asked as she picked the big succubus up with some effort.

Once Circe was on her feet she began trying to kiss and embrace Sara. The succubus was so weakened that Sara was able to hold her at bay.

“Please,” moaned Circe. “I need to feed. I feel as if… ooohhhh… I am dying.”

“Winston!” Sara shouted angrily. “Help me get her into my bedroom.”

“Yes, mum,” said Winston, stepping out into the hall as he finished buttoning his waistcoat. His appearance provided no clue as to what he had done to Circe to drain her of her life force. His wispy white hair was not even out of place on his head.

Sara supported most of Circe’s weight as Winston shuffled ahead and held open the door to Sara’s bedroom. It was not much larger than Winston’s, with a queen size bed that seemed hardly big enough for the oversized beauty of the succubus. Winston pulled closed the curtains over the windows that looked out on Prague’s Old Town. Sara dragged Circe, who was muttering and completely delirious, over to the bed. With a grunt of effort, Sara rolled Circe onto the bed on her back, the succubus’s plump breasts wobbling and her hair spilling scarlet like blood across the pillows.

“Oh, Sara Chambers,” moaned the succubus, her words hoarse and faint. “I must feed to survive.”

“Leave us, Winston,” said Sara. “And close the door.”

Once she heard the door close, she turned her attention back to Circe.

“Only a bit,” said Sara.

“Y-yes,” said Circe, smiling weakly. “Now, quickly, sit your quim upon my face.”

“What? I thought a kiss would—“

“I need it quickly!” Circe moaned with need, groping at Sara.

“Oh, very well,” said Sara. She took off her boots and bum-hugging shorts, leaving only her plain blue cotton panties and her tall athletic socks from the waist down. Circe watched as Sara peeled off the panties, wetting her lips as Sara’s perky pink folds were exposed.

“Hurry,” whined Circe.

Sara detected none of the overwhelming sexual pheromones wafting off the succubus that she had experienced before. Her body, though still beautiful, was marked by tiny dark capillaries on her flesh that marred her perfection. Even her voice as she pleaded again for Sara to hurry was a croaking imitation of her rich, sensual contralto.

Despite all this, the fact that Circe was helpless made her somehow even more appealing to Sara. She wanted to help the succubus and she knew what the deadly demoness needed.

“Careful now,” warned Sara, crawling astride Circe’s face and offering the slick pink groove of her pussy to the sickly succubus. A single press of Circe’s soft lips was all it took for Sara to feel an intense jolt of pleasure as the demoness began to feed.

“MMMMmmmmm,” cried Circe as he buried her tongue into Sara’s slick groove.

The succubus reached up, weakly at first, to cradle Sara bum and pin the treasure hunter atop her face. Sara threw back her head and moaned loudly as Circe’s tongue swirled and probed to Sara’s throbbing core. For Sara, the pleasure of the feeding was even more intense than the pleasure of Circe’s tongue rippling against her clit or the succubus sucking wetly at Sara’s folds.

Moment by moment, the pleasure grew, the feeding intensified, and Circe grew stronger. Her fingers squeezed tightly against the luscious peach of Sara’s bottom. Circe’s demonic tongue seemed to elongate and squirm deeper into Sara’s pussy and the wet sucking of her mouth grew more intent.

“Ohhhhhh... you’ve nearly made me… ohhhhh god… I think that’s enough. You should stoAAAAHHHHH!!” Sara could not hold back the floodgates of her pleasure. Her orgasm burst through her body and drenched Circe’s sucking mouth in sweet nectar. Each spasm of pleasure created a faint flash of violet light that Sara could feel bursting into Circe’s demonic mouth to slake the succubus’s immortal thirst.

“Mmmmmmmmm!” Circe moaned, her lust for more vibrating into Sara’s pussy. Fear crept into the pleasure as Sara realized her orgasm was not stopping; the spasms were continuing and Circe was sucking her and gripping her with greater vigor.

“Stop!” Sara cried out, trying to roll off Circe’s face. But Circe held Sara by her bum, her fingers clutching tightly against her cheeks and her fingertips in the warm crescent between them. The hold was so intense that Sara had the distinct and unpleasant sense that Circe could rip her in half along the seam of her bum if she suddenly had the urge.

Despite the mind-numbing waves of pleasure and the increasing weakness in her body, Sara was not about to simply give her life over to the succubus. She leaned over her and fumbled on the table beside the bed. The Ankh of Set on the nightstand was not a particularly powerful magical artifact, it warded off outside influence of a sleeper’s dreams, but it was quite heavy being made from solid gold. Sara grunted as she picked it up.

“Stop it now,” gasped Sara. “Your final warning, Circe.”

“Mmmmmmmm!” Circe moaned, her tongue quivering deep inside Sara’s cunt and her eyes closed in voracious pleasure. She was deep in a feeding trance with no intention of releasing Sara from her grip.

With great effort, as her strength was fading, Sara lifted the Ankh of Set over her head and brought it down on the center of Circe’s forehead, right between the roots of Circe’s horns. There was a terrible crack sound and Circe’s glowing violet eyes flew open. She threw Sara off her face and across the room, smashing a lamp in the process.

Sara pushed up off the floor, fumbling for another weapon as Circe floated off the bed and onto her feet. She was bathed in the power of her feeding, violet demonic energy crackling over her body as she spread her wings and floated above the ground towards Sara. Sara grabbed a piece of the broken lamp and brandished it like a cudgel.

“Stay back!” Sara cried, wishing desperately she had thought to bring the rose diamond with her.

The violet glow disappeared as if a switch had been flipped and Circe dropped lightly to her feet on the floor. Her demonic features melted away, to be replaced with a no less beautiful, but far less terrifying, body of normal human proportions. Her red eyes became blue and her smile lost its enlarged canines. There was a tiny red blemish on her forehead, now hornless, where Sara had struck her with the Ankh of Set.

“Apologies, Sara Chambers,” said Circe. “Your manservant had nearly killed me. In my frenzy, I lost the ability to control my feeding. It will not happen again.”

“Damn right,” said Sara, lowering the broken lamp. “There are clothes in the dresser. Make yourself fit into them. And clean up in here, if you would.”

Sara tried to pretend as if she had not been nearly killed, but her body ached as if she had just run a marathon and climbed a kilometer up a sheer cliff. She pulled on her shorts, laced up her boots, and stole a last glance at Circe’s bum as the succubus squeezed her luscious rear into a pair of Sara’s trousers.

Sara returned to the library and gave Baxter a grateful smile as he passed a cup of hot tea into her hand. That restored some of her strength and a handful of sweet lemon biscuits provided by Winston on a silver tray restored a fair measure more.

“Are you well, Miss Chambers?” Baxter asked. “You look a bit off-colour.”

“What have you found, Baxter?” Sara asked, looking at his laptop screens and pointedly ignoring his comment.

“Ah, right, I have found a few sunken vessels that match your criteria,” said Baxter. He tapped away at his laptop and three markers appeared on the screen. “This is a Greek bireme. This is an Ottoman Galleon. And this…”

He zoomed in on the third marker. The year of the sinking appeared on the screen.

“1944,” said Sara.

“Right. You wanted evil and it doesn’t get much more evil than the Jerries.” A black and white image of a U-boat flying the Kriegsmarine banner as it sailed surfaced appeared next to the marker. “A Type VIIC U-boat, U-756, Captained by Otto Mueller. Interestingly, it was stricken from the record shortly before it was reported lost. The Nazis sometimes did it when a submarine was on a special operation. Like transporting a secret weapon from an SS occult facility in Sardinia.”

“So how did it sink?” Sara asked.

“A u-boat was spotted on the surface in the search location by a US destroyer,” explained Baxter. “The Fintail. According to the captain, they fired on the sub and their - let me get the wording right - ‘our first salvo froze in the air above the submarine like marbles dropped into gelatin.’”

“Evocative,” said Sara. “And almost certainly magical. It matches the description I have read of Dr. Totenkopf’s Clock.”

“Yes, well, Captain Robertson of The Fintail was not put off by the strange incident and decided to ram the u-boat. He reported it suffered damage and sunk with an apparent loss of all hands.”

“And this was U-756?” Sara wondered.

“I am certain of it based on reports of its departure from Sardinia,” said Baxter. “This is what your father was looking for, Miss Chambers.”

“Mmmmmm, he does have a lot of essence,” interrupted Circe, appearing as if from nowhere to lean her breasts against Baxter’s shoulders. She stroked his head and he stiffened and let out a whimper. Circe looked at Sara, a naughty smile on her lips, and asked, “Could I play with him next?”

“Not now,” said Sara. “We will all give Baxter a turn if he helps me save Megan.”

“W-what?” Baxter’s glasses slid to the tip of his nose. He tried to turn his head to look at Sara, but could not with Circe’s plump breasts bracing the back of his neck.

“You heard me, Baxter,” said Sara, giving his thigh a squeeze. “You are getting smothered in quim once Megan is safely back.”

“Ohhhhhh bloody hell,” muttered Baxter.

“Unless he’d like a cock up his arse,” suggested Circe.

“N-no,” gasped Baxter. “Not that. N-no thank you.”

“Leave the poor lad alone, Circe,” said Sara, rising from her chair. “We’ve a U-boat to find.”

The Aegean

Sara’s hand was shaking. She held out her fingers. Baxter saw it too as they stood together on the back deck of the yacht.

“What is it, Miss Chambers?” He asked.

“I believe… I believe I am afraid, Baxter,” said Sara, flexing her fingers. She had survived countless dangers and almost always maintained her cool, even when the bullets were flying and the adrenaline was pumping in her veins. But those had been games she played with her own life. This was Megan’s life on the line. She looked at Baxter and said, “I cannot lose her, Mr. Honeycutt.”

“I know you have feelings for her,” said Baxter. He took hold of Sara’s hand. “You have to put those aside. Treat this like any other expedition.”

“What if we don’t find the sip?” She said, her eyes flicking to the blank sonar screen. “Or what if we don’t find it in time? We have been casting about out here for three hours and nothing.”

“Then you give him what he wants,” said Baxter. “You have to give it to him to save her life.”

“Julian De Luca will not honor his bargain. Once he has Circe under his control, he will kill Megan and then me. If she is even still alive…”

The thought that she was not gnawed inside Sara. Baxter pulled her against him and hugged her tightly. It was a bold move for him, asserting himself like that and touching her without being asked, but she welcomed it and hugged him tightly in return. She needed the camaraderie in that moment. His hand roamed down her back and to her shapely rear partially sticking out of her open-legged wetsuit He gave her a bum a squeeze, breaking the spell of comfort.

“What?” Baxter asked, giving her an innocent smile.

The sudden pinging of the side-scan sonar prevented her from chastising him for his temerity. She pushed Baxter away and hurried to the computer screen. The display definitely showed the outline of a sunken vessel on the ocean floor and its shape matched with the design of the Type VIIC almost perfectly on its side. There were also several other objects on the ocean floor, much larger than the U-boat, that might have been more sunken ships or something else.

“We could send down an ROV,” suggested Baxter.

“Not enough time for a recce,” said Sara. In ten hours Megan would be killed if Sara did not either hand over the Staff of Circe or rescue her friend and lover. “This is a dive to over 100 meters. With the stops for decompression it will be tight. I can’t spend long down there.”

“And you are certain this will work underwater?” Baxter held up the Second Compass of Cyrus. It was a twin for the crystal-faced compass Sara had given to Ehsan Jahanshah to win his trust. This one was made by Cyrus to find objects rather than people.

“I have never tried it,” said Sara as she finished belting on her tanks over her tight-fitting wetsuit. She snatched the compass from Cyrus and slipped it into a mesh pocket on webbing. “You be ready with the Diver’s Pearl in the event something goes wrong. I would rather not have the bends when I am trying to rescue Megan.”

“Right,” said Baxter. “It’s in the cabin.”

“Circe is safely in her diamond,” said Sara. “She should not be able to escape, but do not touch the diamond. Her powers are not entirely known to me.”

“Right,” agreed Baxter, his pasty face reddening slightly at the thought of his embarrassing first encounter with the demoness.

Sara belted on her diving knife and picked up her flashlight. She tested the flow on her rebreather and fitted the mask into her mouth. The air had a distinct chemical tinge as it began to flow into her lungs. She gave Baxter the thumbs-up and walked over to the diving ramp of the small yacht.

“Good luck, Sara,” said Baxter. “I’ll be watching the computer for any emergency signal.”

She gave him another thumbs-up, latched her harness to the anchored line down to the sea floor, and rolled over the low railing and into the water. She fell through a rush of bubbles and began her descent along the line from the bright blue surface waters to the darker waters beneath. Visibility was good, but her destination was over 100 meters down.

Slowly, kelp forests came into view, their vertical stems rising for dozens of meters out of the darker waters. She swam down among these massive, gently flapping plants, their leaves brushing against her bare legs. She knew she should have worn an insulated diving suit going this deep, but she had no choice, there wasn’t one on the yacht and there was no time for a shopping trip. She kicked her legs, diving straight down as fast as she could.

Shoals of smaller fish darted away from prowling predators. Groupers and tuna swam closer to Sara curiously, but darted away when they could not recognize her as something to try to eat. There was a tense few moments as a pair of tiger sharks approached, their black eyes rolling to have a look at her, their movements languid as if to prove that they did not fear her. She reached for her knife. Her breath hissed louder in her mask. They could have been a bother, but continued on into the darkness and left Sara untouched.

She descended below 50 meters, the Aegean pressing in on her uncomfortably and the cold, thick water slowing her movements. Her bare legs were stark white down to her dive fins when she shined flashlight back up towards the blue glow of the surface. Something strange moved past at the edge of her light. It was big, but she could not tell if it was coming towards her. It did not matter if it was. She had to keep going for Megan’s sake.

The kelp cleared and Sara experienced a sensation as she fell beneath the kelp forest like a video game character that had glitched through the world’s terrain. She plummeted to 60, 70, and then 80 meters of dark blue.

At last, shapes on the sea floor began to come into view. There were massive and strangely smooth outcroppings of rock dotted with caves. The stone appeared almost like volcanic rock or the sort of rounded stone formed from the current in a stream. They were out of place in this otherwise desert-like plain. Those must have been the objects the sonar had picked up near the sunken vessel. She kept well clear of the caves, war of what might be lurking inside them.

She swept her light along the sea bed and the dark shape of the U-boat, heavily encrusted with anemones and deep corals, appeared from the gloom. The U-boats conning tower was intact, its hatches open to the sea. A crab scuttled away from her light and disappeared into the tangled barrels of an anti-aircraft gun that had toppled off the submarine. There was a massive fissure in the port side of the submarine half-buried in sediment. Sara reasoned that this would be her best bet to enter the wreck since all her equipment would make accessing the top hatch very difficult.

She reached into her mesh pocket and took out the Second Compass of Cyrus. She concentrated on finding a magical object and the needled began to move. To her surprise, it pointed her away from the submarine and back towards the caves in the strange rock formations.

She shined her light towards the cave just as she spotted a flash of movement above her. Sara tried to turn the beam of her light upwards to see whatever was there more clearly. At that moment, thick tentacles lashed her arms and ensnared her rebreather pack. She screamed into the mask and fought to free one arm, reaching desperately for her knife. She lost her flashlight and as it drifted out of her reach its beam caught the malevolent golden eye of the octopus and its huge, billowing body.

She stabbed at the tentacle binding her arm and a cloud of black ink jetted all around her. She could feel a sharp beak pecking at her rebreather and she heard a sudden ping and a rumbling as it punctured the container. Trapped oxygen and chemicals burst into the water. Sara yanked the release on her harness and shrugged free of the rebreather, holding her last breath in her lungs. The agony of holding her breath at nearly 100 meters was incredible. She was expert at free diving and could hold her breath for several minutes, but not 100 meters underwater and fighting a giant octopus the whole time.

She had failed, she realized, as she kicked away from the octopus. Now all she could do was fight her way to the surface and hope the Diver’s Pearl prevented the bends.

The octopus attacked again, using the blinding cloud of ink to conceal its movements. Sara’s arm might have been stronger than one of the octopus’s huge tentacles, but it had eight and it was using them to constrict her and control her. It twisted her wrist and with a sharp jolt of pain she lost her grip on her diving knife. She cried out, losing precious air in a surge of bubbles from her mouth.

The octopus was merciless. Its powerful tentacles enveloped Sara, pinning her arms to her sides as she was lifted away from the sea floor. Her lungs ached terrible. Her head pounded with the effort of simply staying conscious. She realized the octopus was carrying her towards the caves. Was that its home? Was it going to drown her and then eat her?

The horror of that question gave her a new surge of strength. She fought against the cold, against her oxygen deprivation, and savagely bit one of the octopus’s tentacles. It responded by painfully biting her back. It was not hard enough to penetrate her sleek wetsuit.

Unable to escape the octopus, she was borne into one of the caves by the giant octopus, the light of the surface dwindling and a faint glow appearing ahead of her. She had just enough time to wonder about the origins of that glow before her body gave out and she slipped into unconsciousness. Her last sensation was the feeling of gulping seawater into her lungs.

Sara regained consciousness gagging and puking warm water out of her lungs. She heaved and gasped in cool, musty air. She managed to push herself onto her hands and knees, her body bathed in a green glow and someone – or something – standing over her.

She looked up from its slimy feet and clawed, webbed toes and found herself looking up into the bulging black eyes of a fish man. There was no other way to conceive of him. His head was snouted, with tiny nostrils that flared with its breathing. His wide head, finned on the sides, sported a huge mouth that gaped open to reveal dozens of tiny translucent fangs. His short neck sported gills. The rest of his body was bipedal and muscular, covered in glistening green flesh.

“Wer bist du?” The creature asked in a gurgling voice.

She blinked the tears of gagging from her eyes and stared up at the creature. It took her several seconds to realize that she had just heard the monster speak German to her. “Who are you?” It had asked.

“Friendly,” she said in German. “Not looking for trouble.”

“Why are you here?” It spoke in clear German, flaring its fins on the sides of its head and making a menacing hissing sound.

Sara was not sure how to answer that. An octopus had dragged her inside an undersea cave that had turned out to be, what was this? Some sort of grotto? She looked around at her surroundings.

“I do not know,” she replied in German.

This was evidently the wrong answer, as they creature grabbed her roughly and began dragging her out of the grotto. She passed beneath glowing orbs filled with swirling light and through an arched doorway embellished with images of aquatic creatures.

“I will walk,” she cried. “Let me walk.”

“Schnell!” The creature hissed, releasing her and permitting her to stand. She saw that it held a short, barbed weapon like a sword. It pointed the tip at her.

“Right, no trouble from me,” she said, hands raised as it marched her down the tunnel.

Lit intermittently by glowing globes of green light, the hallway was carved from green soapstone and its walls were carved with complex reliefs of scenes. She wanted to stop and examine these exquisite images, but was afraid of being stabbed in the back by the fish man. She spotted images of humans and fish-headed humanoids, usually with the humans being forced to labor or otherwise serve the fish-headed creatures. Some images depicted human women being impregnated by the fish men. Others seemed to depict the crew of the submarine being forced to mate with female fish-headed humanoids.

So that’s why this thing speaks German, she thought.

One image that repeated in many of the reliefs was that of a giant fish-headed creature towering over the others. This one looked less human and more monstrous and in almost every image where it was depicted it was being offered a naked human woman tied to an altar.

“This thing had better not be taking to an altar,” muttered Sara under her breath. She had been tied to them before and she rarely enjoyed the experience.

There was little doubt that these creatures were worshippers of the ancient god known as Dagon. It had appeared first in Amorite accounts over 4,000 years ago and was referenced by almost every religion since as either a deity or a false god. It was said by the ancient Babylonians that those who entered the undersea temples of Dagon could be blessed with his mark. Sara had read accounts of the gruesome fish-like qualities of Dagon’s followers. Perhaps being “marked” by the god meant being mated by the god.

Sara was marched through a door that seemed made from liquid metal. It gleamed and slid into the floor to reveal a huge chamber and the thumping rhythm of beating drums. It was exceptionally hot in the domed chamber and Sara began to sweat at once. Several green orbs high above cast an unearthly glow over the assembled ranks of dozens of fish-headed humanoids. Some looked more human than others, with bits of hair, human noses, and widely-spaced human eyes. All somehow bore the taint of monstrous interbreeding.

Around the edges of the chamber were numerous artifacts, from German machine pistols and Nazi flags, to ancient navigational tools, basketballs, shipping chains, fishing equipment, and gleaming heaps of Greek gold. Her captor brushed past her and placed the Second Compass of Cyrus and Sara’s diving knife on a small outcropping of soapstone. Only a hand’s breadth away was a large stopwatch with circuit-like engravings on one side that gleamed silver.

Dr. Totenkopf’s Clock, thought Sara. If it still works, I might be able to use it to escape.

The crowd of more than a hundred fish-headed humanoids and their mixed offspring provided a counter argument to her chances of escape. They stood on several tiers of platforms surrounding a black void open to the sea. There was a huge statue depicting their underwater god in gruesome detail and, on the other side of the ominous moon pool, a horizontal slab made from white-veined green soapstone engraved with strange symbols.

“I knew it,” muttered Sara. “It’s the bloody altar.”

“This way,” said Sara’s captor.

He gripped her shoulders in the clammy flesh of his clawed hands and shoved Sara towards the altar. The drumbeat grew louder and the ranks of fish men parted to make way for Sara. Some eyed her lasciviously as they began to sing in German, “Hail to Dagon! Hail to the Creator of the Seas! Hail to the Father of the Deep!”

“A nice beat, but the lyrics could use work,” said Sara, earning another shove from the creature behind her.

At the lowest level of the congregation was a small path to the altar which actually extended out over the moon pool. Sara hesitated at the base of the stone slab, not out of fear, but out of archeological amazement. The intricate designs on the massive altar were bewildering. Symbols and spirals seemed to dance before her eyes, forming and reforming, achieving squirming and impossible angles that were nevertheless carved immutably into the stone.

There was powerful magic in this place. Far greater than any she had encountered with the possible exception of the Vault of Tholos. She could feel that ancient magic warping her senses and twisting her mind.

“Undress,” said her captor.

She turned slowly to face him and she was shocked that he no longer had a fishy appearance. None of those gathered in the chamber looked like a human-fish hybrid. They were beautiful women and handsome men with manes of curly hair and dark, soulful eyes. Their singing was beautiful.

“Exalted Dagon, we bring you love!” Their voices rang out in the domed chamber. “Exalted Dagon, father of the endless water, praise be your deeds! We bring you the vessel of perfection!”

“Remove your vestment,” said the blond-haired man standing behind Sara.

Her hands moved as if in slow motion. Her fingers caught the zipper of her wetsuit near her throat and she dragged it down, her breasts springing free into warm air. Her pink nipples grew erect with excitement and she dragged the zipper of her wetsuit down her muscular abdomen and revealed her shaved pussy. She looked into the dark eyes of the man before her as she shrugged out of the wetsuit and it draped down her legs. She stepped out of it, nude before the eyes of so many men and women.

“The stone welcomes you,” said her captor and he held out his hand to indicate the altar.

She stared again at the squirming words on the surface. It was all so clear to her. How had she not seen it before? This was her good fortune. Dagon would bless her with his mark and she would have the honor of spreading his perfection into the world.

Sara was giddy as she climbed onto the altar, showing off her shapely bum and blushing quim to the congregation of men and women singing the praises of Dagon. She wanted them to see. She needed them to know that she was ready to offer her body to Dagon.

“On your back,” said man with blond hair and dark eyes. He caressed her flank and Sara rolled gently onto her back, gazing up at him with a dreamy smile on her face. The slab of stone was warm and much more comfortable than she had expected.

The man stepped away from the altar as the drumming reached a pounding crescendo that seemed to shake the whole room. Sara lifted her head to see where the man had gone and something caught her eyes across the room. The silver and gold pocket watch gleamed on the shelf. Why did she care about that? She needed it for something…

“Megan!” The name came to her suddenly and Sara realized she had to escape her terrible predicament.

It was too late. Water erupted in a geyser from the dark pool beneath the altar. Sara was immediately drenched in the cold, salty water. It shocked her and stiffened her nipples painfully. Her worries about Megan and the drumming seemed to recede into a hazy distance. She realized there was a man standing over her who was not there before.

He was tall and well-muscled, with pale white flesh that glistened on the chiseled washboard of his abdomen up to his bulging pectorals. He had a thick, dark beard and a thicket of black curls upon his head. His eyes were a bright blue-green color and stared down at Sara with incredible intensity. Something moved, lower, and drew her attention. His huge, flaccid cock had begun to stir.

“I know you,” said the man in a soft voice that was nevertheless easily heard over the distant beat of the drums. “Sara Chambers. You are an island child. You have been where all my waters touch.”

“Dagon,” said Sara. “You cannot be real.”

“Many clever machines have convinced mankind that the gods are not real,” said Dagon, climbing slowly onto the altar. “But you know better, Sara Chambers. You have seen the real machines that turn beneath the heavens. The gears of the gods are not for mortals to fathom, but you have seen them in a hundred miracles.”

“Y-yes,” Sara confessed as Dagon climbed above her on the altar. Though he was very close to touching her, he had not yet made any direct contact. Even his stiffening cock, growing to a truly impressive length, had not so much as brushed against her mound or her belly. Her voice trembled as she asked, “W-what do you want?”

“Your permission,” said Dagon, his eyes deep, dark pools that seemed to peer through her. “Give me your permission to continue perfecting this world. To touch your lovely body.”

“Touch me?” Sara gasped, arching on the slab and lifting her breasts so that her sensitive nipples grazed the muscular chest of Dagon. She cooed with pleasure. Thoughtlessly, rashly even, she moaned, “Yessss. Touch me.”

Dagon’s lips were soft and cool and she yielded to his kiss instantly, inviting his probing tongue and his passion into the hot cove of her mouth. As he kissed her, his powerful hand caressed her breasts. He squeezed and fondled her ample mounds as if astonished by their warmth and their plush size. He rolled her nipples with his fingers and she cried out with a mixture of pleasure and pain into his smothering kiss.

“Oh, mighty Dagon,” she cried, taken with his loveliness as he embraced her. “Touch me however you would like.”

“Thank you, Sara Chambers,” he murmured and his kiss left her lips.

His hand moved lower, pressing apart Sara’s shapely thighs and stroking lightly over the warm seam of her cunt. She sucked in a hitching breath as he massaged her clit with powerful fingers. He dipped his head to her chest and laved her jutting pink nipples with his devious tongue. Her moans became wails of pleasure that echoed through the great domed chamber. She arched again, thrusting her soft breasts against Dagon’s face as he plunged two long fingers into the clutching channel of her cunt.

“You are blessed with all the riches of human loveliness,” admired Dagon, his kiss cool against her glistening nipples and soft mounds. He fucked his fingers in and out of her pussy, his eyes dark and hungry as he looked into her eyes. “Together we will create something more. I will bless you. I will mark you with my perfection.”

Some distant voice in some dim recess of Sara’s brain cried out that this was not a good thing. That it would have terrible consequences if she gave in to the pleasure offered by Dagon. That voice was one against a moaning chorus demanding she offer herself to her dark-eyed lover and his promise of perfection.

Something flashed in Sara’s vision. For a moment, she saw the world as it was, with a huge, fish-headed monstrosity atop her, its head big enough to bite her in half as it ran its tongue over her soft breasts. It was not thrusting a finger into her pussy, but a bundle of writhing tentacles that covered its loathsome arms in a fringe. Its powerful hands were wrapped completely around Sara’s thighs and had wrenched them wide apart.

She looked into this creature’s black, inhuman eyes and was wracked by terror and the overwhelming pleasure of an orgasm in the same instant. She arched hard atop the soapstone altar and thrust her fluttering cunt against the monstrous tentacles.

At the height of her climax, half-crazed with which she was seeing, the vision of a handsome lover returned. Her fears receded like the low tide at Brighton and she twisted her upper body and bucked her hips with pleasure. His voice, soothing and deep, seemed to reach into her mind as he said, “Do not fear me, Sara Chambers. Together we will be so powerful.”

“Yes,” cried Sara. “Oh, yes! Dagon, I need your mark.”

She threw her arms around Dagon’s powerful neck and pulled him into a passionate kiss. The sight of him as a fish-headed monstrosity was forgotten and she eagerly embraced him as a gorgeous human lover. She parted her legs wide for him as he climbed atop her completely, rubbing the fat head of his cock against her slippery folds. She wailed against his kiss, arching to offering her hot groove to him even more completely.

As he thrust forward and took her with a single stroke, Sara Chambers wrapped her muscular legs around Dagon and welcomed him into the depths of her clutching cunt. She stroked his powerful shoulders and upper back as he began to move in mighty thrusts, stretching her wide and driving her down into the soft green bed. She was back in the manor with Dago, with this handsome, dark-eyed lover. Her body shook with each of his powerful thrusts and she wailed her pleasure against his ravenous kiss.

“You are huge,” she moaned, feeling the fullness of him with each stroke. When she cast her gaze between them she saw her flat belly bulging with the size of his cock. Her muscles tightened and she could feel every ridge and bump, every tickling quill, every slithering root-tentacle flicking against her tender cuntlips and the throbbing bud of her clit. It was all so natural.

“Your mammal warmth arouses my need,” murmured Dagon, his voice deep and soothing. “Will you bear my mark? Will you take the seed of a god, Sara Chambers?”

His thrusts had grown more intense, shaking Sara’s breasts with each stroke as pleasure furrowed Dagon’s dark brow. She could feel the tension building in the muscles of his shoulders.

“Yes,” she cried. “Oh, yes, please. Fill me with your seed!”

Dagon roared with pleasure so loudly that it shook the bed beneath her. He thrust deep into her pussy, so deep that it felt as if his massive cock might break her. Something snapped in her mind as she watched her abdomen bulge grotesquely. Cum gushed inside her with such force that it splattered out of her stuffed cunt and splashed down her thighs. Her orgasm struck in the throes of Dagon’s pleasure and her wail of ecstasy joined his baritone bellowing. She thrusts herself against his surging cock, sliding over him and taking the mighty spurts of his seed deep into her tender quim.

A faint, greenish tattoo appeared on Sara’s bulging abdomen, like an eye surrounded by the eight curved tentacles of an octopus. The symbol tingled from inside her, from her womb, and glowed for a moment on her belly before fading out of existence. The bulge in Sara’s stomach fell as Dagon withdrew his cock. Much of his cum followed it out in a warm wave that soaked the bed and covered her inner thighs. The fishy musk of his seed filled the air.

“Dagon,” gasped Sara, reaching up to his caress his handsome face. “I love you.”

“Sleep now,” said Dagon. “We will meet again when the time is right.”

“Y-yes,” she whispered adoringly, already slipping into the darkness of sleep.

Sara awoke from this strange, vivid dream as she was pulled from the Aegean by Circe’s powerful hands. The succubus lifted Sara into the air, her huge, leathery wings supporting them both into the trackless blue sky.

“Circe?” Sara croaked.

“Yes, I found you,” said the succubus. “I presume I will be rewarded for fishing you out of the water?”

“Reward?” Sara’s brain was not working properly. She felt something hard in each of her hands. She lifted them up and saw that in her right hand she held the Second Compass of Cyrus and in her left a large golden stopwatch. One side of the clamshell design was marked with a delicate circuitry of silver. The other side bore the Reichsadler of Nazi Germany.

It was not mercifully short flight to the yacht. Sara’s entire body ached, but particularly her lungs and her abdomen. She was dressed in her wetsuit, though not her rebreather harness. Baxter reached up as Circe descended towards the deck of the yacht, catching Sara in his arms and lowering her to the deck. He quickly wrapped her in a towel.

“I thought we’d lost you,” he said. “You’ve been down too long to—“

“How long?” She cried hoarsely, grabbing the front of his shirt.

“Almost eight hours,” said Baxter.

She pushed him away and clambered to her feet. She was so unsteady that even Circe looked on with concern. She shoved them both away and staggered into the cockpit of the yacht. She marked the coordinates for Julian’s estate on Turkey’s southern Mediterranean coast into the GPS and put full power to the engines.

Time was running out to save Megan.

Belek, Turkey

Sara surveyed the Turkish coast through her night vision scope. Across the sea, the lights of the resorts of Belek faded into darkness. Julian De Luca’s estate could easily be mistaken for wilderness, but with Sara’s night vision scope and the bright moonlight she could see several armed guards, shaded pathways, outbuildings, and a massive mansion partially concealed from the shore by numerous palm trees and a high stone wall.

“Baxter,” murmured Sara, adjusting the focus on the scope, “if things go wrong there is no option left. You need to return to the safe house, clear our again, and disappear. Julian will not let me live.”

“You are not going to fail,” said Baxter, giving her a supportive squeeze on her shoulder. The Kevlar and spandex body suit she wore creaked beneath his hand.

His tone failed to convince Sara that he really believed she was going to succeed. She found it implausible as well. Her plan relied on cheap subterfuge, the trustworthiness of a soul-sucking demoness, and a magical Nazi artifact that she did not dare test to see if it was still functional.

“Do you have the staff?” She asked Baxter.

He ducked into the cockpit of the yacht and returned holding a long walking stick hastily carved with occult symbols and topped with a cheap crystal bought from an Athens gift shop. It would not fool the most cursory inspection by Julian De Luca, but it might fool him at a distance. That was Sara’s hope anyway.

“Good enough,” she said, slinging into over her shoulder and tucking it into the layers of webbing of her backpack.

Sara took the rose-hued diamond from a pouch on her belt and spoke the words of release to free Circe from her prison. With a burst of light and a waft of perfumed air, the towering succubus appeared on the deck between Sara and Baxter. The succubus wore glistening jewels on her body, clinging to her plump breasts, her hips, and her bottom through mysterious means. Her tail flicked teasingly over the roundness of her bum and she smiled and fluttered her lashes over her glimmering red eyes.

“It is time,” said Sara.

“Oh?” Circe prowled towards Sara, reaching out to stroke the curve of Sara’s hip and pressing her jiggling mounds against Sara’s chest. “Right here in front of the boy who spills his seed at the slightest provocation?”

Circe tried to reach a hand up and stroke Sara’s golden hair, but Sara pushed the succubus’s hands away.

“No, it is time rescue Megan,” said Sara. “Put on something more appropriate and get in the launch. We are heading for shore.”

Circe rolled her red eyes and waved her hand, dissipating the diamonds clinging to her body in tiny puffs of smoke and conjuring a black body suit that mimicked Sara’s, but was still nearly pornographic clinging to Circe’s voluptuous body. The succubus’s thick nipples poked the black material stretched tightly over her breasts and the gusset of her trousers was so taut against her pussy that Sara was fairly certain she could see Circe’s clit. With a snap of her fingers, Circe’s loose red hair pulled back into a ponytail and her horns and other demonic features disappeared from her body. She was still almost a foot taller than Sara, but now this seemed to be an effect of her stiletto-heeled knee boots.

“Better?” Circe asked, holding out her arms and slowly turning around and back again.

“Much,” said Sara. “You know the plan, Circe. Julian is expecting me to go alone, so you stay out of sight until you are needed.”

“Yes, yes,” said Circe with a dismissive wave of her hand. “You have a powerful immortal demoness with thousands of years of experience and you want me to serve as backup.”

“Megan is my responsibility,” said Sara, gazing firmly into Circe’s beguiling eyes. “You wait at the rendezvous point.”

“Right,” said Circe. “Your ancient succubus friend will be waiting like a good dog.”

Sara boarded the Zodiac boat moored to the yacht’s diving deck. She glanced back at Circe and said, “We are not friends.”

She untied the rope and kicked off. Circe watched from a moment as the motorboat separated from the yacht and then launched into the night sky with incredible speed. Sara lost sight of her immediately, even with a full moon. She started the Zodiac’s outboard motor, muffled for stealth, and set course for the sandy shore of Julian’s estate. She was several miles from the coast and the Zodiac, at full speed, bounced from wave to wave, seeming to skip like a stone towards the shoreline.

Although silent infiltration was her hope, she was prepared to deal with Julian’s numerous guards and henchmen. They were waiting for her on shore. Two men in sweat-ringed polo shirts aimed their machine pistols at Sara as the Zodiac crunched ashore. One spoke into a radio, no doubt raising an alert about her arrival. Before the other man could approach her raft, Sara drew her silenced pistol and fired twice at each man. They dropped to the ground.

“What were you saying?” The voice over the radio demanded. “What was that sound? Are you there, Paulo?! Answer me!”

Sara picked up the radio. No point trying to confuse the security, but radio might at least inform her of their movements. She moved inland, using a dense field of date palms for cover. The bundles of dates growing on the trees were nearly ready for harvest and the smell of fruit was strong in the air. She listened to the radio on the lowest volume setting as the soft crackle of concern gave way to anger as the bodies were discovered. She heard vehicles moving out from the estate towards the beach.

Alerting security so soon after her arrival was not good. There was a small but worrying chance that Julian might simply decide to execute Megan as soon as he realized Sara was on his property.

No, thought Sara, the bastard will want to gloat. He will want her alive for that.

She emerged from tree date grove as the rotor of a helicopter began to spin up on the roof of the white sandstone mansion. Steel shutters had been lowered over most of the windows on the huge building, giving it the appearance of some futuristic fortress. The garages remained open with several men visible inside.

Sara stayed close to the imposing bulk of the house to avoid being seen. She climbed the walls, bracing her legs on alternate sides of a narrow channel between two structures of the house to reach the third floor. The shutters covered the windows, but the ventilation system was still open. It took her only a moment to pry open the seal and remove the filtration screen to climb inside. The ventilation shaft was narrow and she had to abandon everything but the staff and a single pistol as she crawled into the ductwork. Totenkopf’s Clock was safely tucked into the hip pocket of her body suit.

After several difficult minutes of crawling and dragging the staff behind her, Sara opened an interior grate and emerged into the building’s heating and air-conditioning room. The room was dark and quiet as she crept to the door and entered an ultra-modern hallway lit with overhead lights designed to create the impression of real daylight coming through skylights. The illusion of natural light in the white hall was disconcerting to a woman clad all in black and trying not to be seen.

It felt like a trap. Sara drew her pistol.

“That’s far enough,” said Julian De Luca from behind her.

Sara and dropped to a shooting crouch, her pistol braced and aimed directly at…

Megan. Megan stood alone in the hallway. She wore a thick metal collar around her neck. She was barefoot and dressed in a silk slip, her eyes wide with fear.

“Megan,” said Sara, lowering her pistol. “Are you—“

“Don’t come near me,” said Megan. “He put a bomb around my neck.”

“That’s right,” said Julian, stepping out of a door and into the hall several meters behind Megan.

The thumping of boots behind Sara alerted her to the presence of several members of Julian’s heavily-armed security team. Julian held up his hand to stop them from shooting or otherwise attempting to interfere. In his other hand, he held the detonator for the bomb around Megan’s neck.

“Let her go,” said Sara, reaching slowly to her back. “I brought you the staff. Release her.”

“Give it to me,” demanded Julian. “Slide it along the floor.”

“And you will let Megan go?”

“Of course,” said Julian, giving Sara a devilish smile she had last seen on his face as they relaxed together in his bed after making love. “I will set her free.”

Sara’s expression hardened. As she had expected, Julian intended to kill them both, and knowing his cruel streak, he would likely kill Megan the moment he had the staff just so Sara had to see it happen.

“Alright,” said Sara, lowering her gun as she slid the staff all the way out of her webbing. “Just don’t do anything rash. You can have everything you want.”

“There was never any doubt,” laughed Julian. “Quickly now, Sara, my patience is wearing thin.”

Sara met Megan’s fearful stare and slid the false staff across the floor. His attention was drawn to the movement of the staff, but in that same motion, Sara dropped her pistol and reached into her pocket to grip Totenkopf’s Clock. She had read all the meager material and rumors about the device. If it worked, she would have sixty seconds.

“At last,” hissed Julian, scooping up the staff. “The Staff of… of… what is this nonsense?”

His eyes blazed with fury.

“There is no Staff of Circe,” said Sara, rising to her feet. “The Vault of Tholos was all a trap and we both fell for it.”

“You stupid bitch,” sneered Julian. “Then you and your friend will die.”

He took a step back into the doorway to shield himself from the bomb blast. Before he could press the plunger on the detonator in his hand, Sara pressed the button on Totenkopf’s Clock.

Sara felt an ice-cold thump in her chest that reverberated through the hall. The clamshell golden watch opened in Sara’s hand and the world stopped around her. Time had ceased to advance. Motes of dust froze in midair and Sara’s quivering breath felt odd in her lungs. Nothing, not even sound waves, could be affected by time, which created a maddening, perfect silence. Totenkopf’s Clock began a mute countdown of sixty seconds.

That was the amount of time Sara had to save her friend and make her escape. She launched herself at Megan, prying open the mechanism locking the bomb to her friend’s slender neck. She grunted, forcing the steel device open and quickly hanging the device from Julian’s shoulders. She had wasted fully thirty seconds getting the collar off Megan. She had hoped to simply grab her friend and escape.

Sara slung Megan over her shoulder, muscles straining as she forced her way past the security guards, knocking two of them over like toppled mannequins. She lingered for a moment to wrench the guns from their hands and toss them down the hall. She kept one of the sleek machine pistols for herself.

She made it to the stairs, her footfalls eerily silent, and down to the second floor, struggling with Megan’s weight over her shoulder, before she heard the loud click of Totenkopf’s Clock in her pocket. The flow of time returned to the bubble created by the Nazi artifact, sound and motion crashing in with the violence of a pocket of air collapsing deep underwater.

A loud boom shook the entire house, plaster raining down and windows shattering against the metal blast shutters. Smoke gusted out of the third floor door and into the stairwell. Julian had detonated the bomb.

“W-what is happening?” Megan cried.

“No time,” said Sara, setting her friend down on the stairs. “We have to go.”

Megan, to her credit, only nodded and took Sara’s offered hand. Megan knew enough about the mystical workings of the world to understand Sara had just done something magical to save them both.

Sara pulled Megan along behind her, down to the first floor, and reached the open garages. The mechanics she encountered held up their hands in surrender when she brandished the machine pistol at them.

“We need a vehicle,” she demanded.

One of the mechanics fearfully pointed at the only vehicle remaining in the garage. Sara’s lips tightened in a frown.

The electric golf cart whirred out of the garage and bounced over debris from the explosion, almost getting its small tires stuck on a single piece of wood. Behind them, Julian’s mansion was burning, which meant all of the security teams that had been dispatched around the island would be hurrying back to the massive house. Sara wheeled the golf cart off the road and drove parallel to the coast.

“What did you do back there?” Gasped Megan

“Nazi time-stopping pocket watch,” said Sara. “I found it on the bottom of the ocean in a cave with a bunch of fish men. I think I might have had sex with their god, but I don’t remember.”

“Um, alright,” said Megan, nodding agreeably. She grabbed the dash of the golf cart as it hit a rut and nearly overturned. Sara yanked the wheel hard and managed to steer it back onto solid ground. Megan, recovering, asked, “Where are we going now?”

“Rendezvous with a succubus,” said Sara.

“This is not a normal rescue plan,” said Megan.

“Desperate times, desperate measures,” said Sara, swerving the golf cart around a boulder in their path.

“That’s not a—look out!” Megan’s warning was too late. The golf cart had no headlights and they did not see the pond until it was only a few feet in front of them. The golf cart slammed into the water and Sara and Megan were pitched out of their seats and headfirst into the pond.

It turned out to be a lucky accident, as only seconds after the golf cart disappeared into the water, an SUV drove past only a few feet away, armed men hanging out the windows. Sara held Megan’s head underwater until the vehicle was gone.

Megan sputtered and gasped for air. “Are you trying to kill me?”

“Shhh,” said Sara, holding a finger to her lips. “We are close. She was told to be on top of that hill just over there.”

They climbed the steep hill, their feet sinking into the loose, sandy earth with each step, Sara in her wet body suit and Megan barefoot and wearing the short slip given to her by Julian. It was a climb that might have been impossible for two women in less than peak physical condition, but Megan and Sara had always competed with one another to hone their bodies and the climb became a race. Megan, shameless in her bare-bottomed slip, managed to reach the top first, treating Sara to a distracting view of her golden bum and the tan furrow of her cunt.

“I win,” gasped Megan, climbing the last few meters to the top of the hill and falling to her knees.

“Cheeky slut,” laughed Sara, joining Megan at the top. “Wasn’t fair waving your bum at me like that.”

“You’ve missed it, haven’t you,” said Megan between gulps of air.

Sara slid her hand up the back of Megan’s thigh and gave Megan’s toned bum a good, hard squeeze. Megan gasped and twisted out of her reach. She looked to Sara as though she had something naughty to say, but they were interrupted by the sudden arrival of a towering woman in a skin-tight black body suit.

“I had to kill two men while I was waiting for you to arrive,” said Circe. “What kept you?”

“She had a bomb around her neck,” said Sara, rising slowly to her feet.

Megan offered no further information. She stared in wide-eyed awe at Circe’s sensual beauty. Circe smiled sweetly and approached to caress Megan’s arm.

“Oh, this is a pretty one, Sara Chambers. What was it you call her?”

“Megan,” said Sara. “Megan, this is Circe. She is going to get us out of here.”

“Yes, come here, my lovely.” Circe wrapped one arm around Megan and pulled the woman against her right breast. She wrapped her other arm around Sara and pulled the treasure hunter against her left breast. “You might want to hold onto me.”

“Stop right there!” The familiar voice belonged to a woman.

Circe turned slowly with Megan and Sara in her arms and faced a beautiful and very compact woman dressed in fatigues and an armored vest. Her dark hair was worn in a tight double braid and she held a short-barreled rifle in her hands pointed at Circe. The pencil-thin beam of a green targeting laser shimmered in the air.

“Giovanna,” said Sara.

“You killed him,” said Giovanna, her face tightening with anger as she took a step closer. “That’s what happened, isn’t it? You blew him up?”

“He left me no choice,” said Sara. “He had a bomb around Megan’s neck. He was going to blow her up and have me killed.”

“No,” said Giovanna, her aim lowering a bit.

“Yes, you know I am telling you the truth,” said Sara. “His plan all along was to get the staff and kill me. He sent you to murder me more than once.”

“I should,” said Giovanna, seeming to fight back tears. “You killed him, you bitch! I should gun all three of you down.”

“Try it,” teased Circe.

Giovanna growled and brandished the gun. Sara stepped out of Circe’s grasp and toward Giovanna. She put her hand on the barrel of the rifle and slowly pushed it down toward the ground. Giovanna tensed, making a sound of effort. Instead of pulling the trigger, her arms went limp and her aim dropped straight down to her side.

“I can’t kill you,” muttered Giovanna. “Not after what happened in Athens.”

“Come with me,” said Sara, offering Giovanna her hand.

“That’s not who I am,” scoffed Giovanna. “I am a mercenary, a killer, and I work for Julian De Luca.”

“He’s dead,” said Sara. “Come and work for me.”

This seemed to make Giovanna angry. She stepped back, shaking her head.

“No. You can’t buy me. Do you really think this ends with Julian?” Giovanna backed away slowly. “You have no idea how bad this is going to get, Chambers.”

“The Xerxes Group?”

“All of the most powerful people in the world, united by a single purpose,” said Giovanna. “Do you really think you can hope to fight that?”

Before Sara could answer, Giovanna disappeared into the woods stretching onto the hilltop. Sara followed her to the edge of the hill and saw the headlights of several trucks approaching below.

She returned to Circe and Megan. The demoness seemed amused by what she had witnessed and Megan was still staring up at Circe with something like awe in her eyes.

“I could have killed her easily,” said the succubus.

“No,” said Sara. “It’s time for us to go home.”

Sara’s Safe House

Prague

Megan was in the bathroom, putting on her lingerie. Sara was in the bedroom, one foot up on the bed as she rolled on her stockings and clipped them to her crimson garters. Circe, who had dressed herself in extravagant and very sheer lace and a corseted bodice of black leather, reclined on the bed watching Sara and lazily flicking her tail.

“Something is different about you,” said Circe. “I have felt it since I plucked you out of the sea.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” said Sara.

“No, I see it,” said Circe. “Come here.”

“No more fooling around,” scolded Sara. “We promised Baxter his reward.”

Circe rolled her demonic eyes. “His reward will take all of fifteen seconds to administer. We will walk into that bedroom and he will explode before we even reach his bed. Now come here and let me have a look at you.”

“I think Baxter might have a surprise in store for you, Circe,” said Sara.

She felt a slight compulsion to approach the succubus. She knew that Circe was using her hypnotic powers, but she did not try to resist. Sara crawled onto the bed and rolled onto her back beside the succubus. Sara’s lovely body was sheathed in crimson lingerie imported from Italy. Her ample curves shimmered with silk fringed with crimson lace.

Circe rolled onto her side and caressed Sara’s abdomen just beneath Sara’s breasts. Sara sucked in a breath, her core throbbing with need at the tingling touch of the demoness. She resisted the urge to arch her back as Circe’s fingertips began to slowly travel lower.

“W-what are you doing?” Sara demanded. “Save this for…”

“There it is,” purred Circe, running her fingertips down to just above the waist of Sara’s panties. She pressed against Sara’s flesh and tingling warmth spread outward. Sara watched as a symbol seemed to fade into existence on her lower abdomen. It was a small symbol, like a reptilian eye, surrounded by eight curved tentacles. It began to glow a faint shade of green each time Circe pressed down with her fingertips.

“W-what is that?” Sara gasped, though she already knew. She had seen that symbol before, in her dream of the undersea grotto.

Surely it was a dream, she thought.

“You have been a very naughty girl, Sara Chambers,” giggled Circe. “That is the mark of Dagon.”

“Dagon?” Sara gasped again as Circe pressed down and made the symbol glow an intense, sickly green color.

“The Old God of the Sea,” said Circe. “Always after his perfection. The thing about Dagon is that he only marks willing acolytes. Which means…”

Circe raised an amused eyebrow as she gazed at Sara.

“No,” said Sara. “It was a dream.”

“What was a dream?” Megan demanded, standing the doorway of the bathroom.

Sara quickly pushed Circe’s hand away and sat up in bed, covering the fading mark of Dagon with her hand.

“It was… I was… oh, Megan, you look stunning,” said Sara, almost able to forget about the strange symbol on her body when she looked at her beautiful friend.

Megan Nakamura had seemingly recovered from her time being held captive by Julian De Luca. She had changed into a balconette bra that lifted and enhanced her pert breasts, a matching satiny high-cut panty with a very narrow gusset, and a black garter with black silk stockings on her long, slender legs. Her makeup was exquisite, her eyes shadowed and lashes long, her lips glossy and pink. Of all her lovely features, it was Megan’s freckled face that always stirred the lust inside Sara.

Megan, apparently satisfied with the reaction to her dramatic entrance, pushed off the door frame and sauntered over the bed. She dropped to one knee and teased her fingers up Sara’s knee to her thigh.

“Are we going to have a bit of fun in here, just us girls?”

“Yesssss,” purred Circe, reaching across Sara’s legs and leaning her lips close to Megan’s.

“No,” said Sara, pushing them apart from each other. “Baxter gets his reward. If we still have the energy, then we can enjoy each other.”

“He’ll be done in with a single stroke,” said Circe.

Sara took Megan’s hand and Circe’s hand and led them both out of the bedroom. Baxter was waiting for them in his bedroom. It was not much of a room, smaller even than Winston’s, and with an antique wardrobe at the foot of the bed there was hardly space to move around.

“H-hello,” cried Baxter, sitting up in bed, a stupid grin spread across his face. He had taken off his glasses and his hair was mussed up as if he had just pulled his sweater off over his head. He covered himself with the sheet like a modest woman. “I, um, I took my clothes off and I thought, you know, I should wait until you got here for… oh… oh god…”

His words failed him as Sara, Megan, and Circe all crawled onto the foot of the bed, their bodies decorated in extravagant lingerie and hungry smiles on their faces. Circe, with the hungriest smile of them all, seized the blanket and yanked it away from Baxter. His hard cock bounced free and thumped against his pallid abdomen, his bollocks shifting in his red satchel.

“Oh, Baxter, you’re so big and hard,” said Sara, crawling between his spread legs and taking hold of his shaft. She looked up at Baxter adoringly as she wanked his hard cock. “Have you been thinking about us coming in here and giving you a reward?”

“A really big reward,” purred Megan, cupping the head of his cock and giving it a squeeze. She pulled her hand away and held it up so Sara and Circe could see the precum glistening on her palm. “I’m afraid Baxter is leaking.”

“Mmmmmm, give me a taste,” said Circe, leaning over Baxter’s lap so that her huge breasts brushed against his cockhead and running her tongue over Megan’s hand.

Circe licked the salty smear from Megan’s palm and sucked Megan’s fingers, causing both Megan and Baxter to moan with pleasure. Sara dipped her head lower and ran her tongue over Baxter’s swollen bollocks. She felt his stones tighten and twitch almost instantly.

“Ohhhhhh… Miss Chambers!!” His cock jerked in Sara’s grasp and he pumped his spunk into Circe’s dangling breasts, painting gooey white strands over her mounds and smearing his spunk onto her lace-fringed corset.

“MMmm?” Circe popped Megan’s finger from her mouth and slid her cum-splattered tits over Baxter’s cock. “You’ve spilled your seed already? Well, my boy, it seems you have taken your reward prematurely.”

“Ohhhhhh… oh, no,” moaned Baxter, his cock giving a final twitch in Sara’s grasp as his cum smeared Circe’s lingerie.

“My turn to taste,” moaned Megan and she smothered her face in Circe’s lovely cleavage, loudly kissing, sucking, and licking up Baxter’s cum. Circe cooed with delight, her disappointment in Baxter’s brief performance momentarily forgotten.

Sara took the opportunity to crawl beside Baxter and scoop up what he had been fumbling for on the bedside table.

“Miss Chambers, ahhh, Sara, I’m terribly sorry for that, um, I had meant to put the ring on before you came in but I thought you might…”

“Shhhhhhh,” said Sara, pressing a kiss to his lips. “None of us expected you to hold out with Circe in the room.”

He stole a sidelong glance at Megan and Circe as they made out passionately kneeling over his lap, their hands working to caress and undress one another as their tongues lewdly intertwined.

“She, ah, shhhhmmmmmm,” his words were forgotten against Sara’s kiss. He moaned into Sara’s mouth, his tongue stirring against hers.

Sara’s snogging proved a suitable distraction for her to slip the Ring of Brahmacharya down Baxter’s skinny body to his flaccid cock. The wide gauge of the ring slipped easily over his cockhead and down his shaft. The moment the golden band reached his root it cinched tight beneath her fingers, gripping his cock and making it swell instantly.

“Ahhhhhhhh!” Baxter cried out, breaking his kiss with Sara. “That’s… yes… aAHHHHH! Bloody hell! I need to fuck!”

His eyes were wild, his muscles suddenly tense and bulging, and his cock, already an impressive size when erect, was suddenly absolutely massive, crimson, and throbbing with need. A furious grin spread on Baxter’s face as he pushed Sara aside and practically leaped at Circe. The succubus cried out in surprise as she was caught by Baxter in something like a rugby tackle and knocked onto her back on the bed. Circe’s lovely breasts were half out of her corset thanks to Megan’s efforts. Baxter forcefully spread her thick thighs and tore her panties down her legs to reveal her glistening quim.

“You beast!” Circe cried with delight. “There is clearly more to you than I—OOooooooOOOhhh!”

Her words were cut off by the first forceful thrust of Baxter’s swollen cock. He kissed Circe savagely, tongue thrusting into her sweet mouth as his cock took the exquisite clutch of her cunt. The bed shook with his animalistic thrusts and both Megan and Sara stared with amazement at the beautiful succubus pinned beneath the bestial Baxter. Circe wailed with pleasure, her feet in the air and her toes curling as Baxter plundered her perfect pussy.

“Yes! Oh, yes! By the abyss! No man has mounted me like this before! Ahhhhhh!” She tossed her scarlet hair and parted her full lips in a wordless song of ecstasy. Baxter howled, slamming his cock in and out of her pussy, squelching wetly as each thrust made Circe’s huge breasts wobble and heave.

The sights, sounds, and smells of such intense rutting drove Megan and Sara into one another’s arms. Their lips locked and legs intertwined. They gasped with lust, in some ways jealous of Circe and in some ways relieved that they were not on the receiving end of Baxter’s relentless thrusting.

“Ohhhhhh, Sara,” moaned Megan, jerking her hips and rubbing her pussy against Sara’s fingers, “let me thank you for your rescue.”

Megan kissed her way down Sara’s heaving breasts, pausing to lick and suck Sara’s pink nipples before descending on the shaved groove of Sara’s cunt. She lapped at Sara’s sweet furrow, her eyes gazing up hungrily at Sara. Pleasure shot through the treasure hunter as her best friend lapped at her clit. She moaned and cradled the back of Megan’s head.

Beside them, Baxter had turned Circe onto her hands and knees and grabbed the roots of her demonic wings for leverage. Her tail slithered over the bed and slipped its fat tip into Megan’s slick pussy. Megan cried out against Sara’s pussy, the vibrations edging Sara closer to her climax. Each thrust of Baxter’s huge cock into Circe’s demonic cunt made Circe’s tail jerk and thrash inside Megan’s slippery pussy, which elicited another moan and another wave of pleasure through Sara. They were linked in a circuit of wailing pleasure with Baxter and his unflagging cock providing the battery to energize it all.

“Yessss!” Sara cried, arching off the bed and thrusting her pussy against Megan’s eager tongue.

“MMmmmmm!” Megan wailed as her own orgasm gripped the fleshy demonic tail wriggling in her tight pussy.

“Aahhhhhhhh!” Circe cried, throwing back her head as her cunt gripped Baxter’s thrusting cock.

Circe’s body began to glow as with violet demonic energy, her eyes blazing red as her orgasm shuddered through her and she fed on the essence of three humans at once. Her body grew hotter and hotter, Megan crying out in surprise and lunging away from her tail as it scalded her delicate pussy. Baxter, however, could not seem to stop. His body began to glow as well and his flesh began to steam. His crimson cock pounded furiously into Circe’s pussy, sloshing in and out, drawing back her gripping lips on each backstroke and making her dangling breasts swing violently with his thrusts.

“Yesss! Yessss!” Circe cried and she began to scream in some long-dead language.

Suddenly, there was a loud ping of breaking metal and the sundered Ring of Brahmacharya fell in two pieces to the rumpled bed between Baxter’s smoldering knees. The bestial boffin let out a strangled cry of pleasure and exploded inside Circe’s steamy cunt with the force of several orgasms at once. An almost fearful expression of pleasure twisted his face as the floodgates opened and he poured pump after pump of his hot seed into Circe’s pussy.

Sara watched as he continued to thrust without relenting, his cum overflowing Circe’s pussy and pouring in globs down her thighs. Spunk dripped from Baxter’s twitching balls as he continued to erupt inside Circe, seemingly unable to stop. Sara realized that Baxter’s eyes were sinking into his sockets and his cheeks were drawing tight against his cheekbones.

“Circe, stop it!” Sara cried.

The succubus, wailing and surrounded by a violet glow of demonic energy, was apparently unable to hear Sara. She continued to thrust back to meet Baxter’s increasingly feeble thrusts, her pussy making lewd, wet sounds as she skewered herself onto his twitching cock.

“That’s enough!” Shouted Sara and still Circe ignored her. Sara exchanged a fearful glance with Megan and together they sprung into action. It took their joint effort. Megan grabbed Circe by her horns and Sara took hold of Circe’s tail and together they managed to pull her off the bed. Baxter fell back, withered and whimpering, onto the bed.

Circe, seemingly mad with lust, turned her attention on Sara and Megan.

“My lovelies,” she said, sprouting a cock from between her ample thighs. “Time for more fun.”

She pinned Megan face down to the floor and slammed her cock into Megan’s delicate pussy. Megan, at first afraid, wailed with pleasure after feeling Circe’s perfectly measured strokes and the thick ridge of Circe’s cockhead. Sara tried to crawl away, but Circe grabbed her legs and pulled her back, forcing her to straddle the back of Megan’s head so that Circe could lean forward and lap Sara’s slick pussy and pink puckered arsehole.

Megan began to cum and Sara joined her, feeling the succubus feeding off their essence as she pounded her cock into Megan’s pussy and lapped at the rim of Sara’s tensed arsehole. When Circe thrust her tail into Sara’s pussy and her tongue deep into Sara’s bum it was all over for the lovely treasure hunter. She cried out with ecstasy, rocking her hips and fucking back against the face of the gorgeous demoness.

Sara was not sure if Circe finally realized she was draining too much of their essence or if Circe finally became so sated that her huge and still somehow feminine cock exploded inside Megan’s pussy. With a last long moan of pleasure, Circe slid her wilting cock out of Megan’s creamed crevice and flopped back onto the floor in a sitting position, her knees drawn up and her arms resting heavily on them.

Sara, still quivering with her most recent orgasm, narrowly resisted the urge to crawl over to Circe and begin licking her cock. Megan, not quite as willful as Sara, failed to resist and Sara watched as her friend lowered her head almost to the floor and began lapping like a hungry kitten at Circe’s bollocks and drooping cock. Circe chuckled, a satisfied smile on her face as she gave Megan’s lovely bum a pat.

“I am afraid I broke your little toy,” said Circe.

Sara was not sure if she meant the Ring of Brahmacharya or Baxter. She crawled past Circe and Megan and onto the bed. She found the two golden halves of the ring. The symbols were intact along the outside of the gold band. It might be possible to rejoin the halves and restore some of the magic. In her experience with magical artifacts, such things rarely worked as well after being repaired.

She turned her attention to Baxter, who was breathing, but seemed shrunken and catatonic. She tested his pulse and his heartbeat seemed weak.

“He needs fluid,” said Sara. “A good bit of rest. And… bloody hell… you’ve turned his hair white.”

“Oh, yes, that happens sometimes,” said Circe dismissively. She stood, pushing away Megan’s lust-drunk licking and leaning over Baxter next to Sara. “You can’t completely blame me, Sara Chambers. He gave me so much at once that I could not have stopped if I had wanted to.”

“Did you want to?” Sara asked, feeling Baxter’s clammy head.

“No, not really,” said Circe and her tail flicked out and spanked Sara on her bottom.

It was more than a full day before Baxter recovered. Sara had kept him on bed rest drinking tea and being tended to by Circe, who had sworn not to touch him, but clearly enjoyed teasing him in various revealing costumes each time she brought him soup or a fresh cup of tea. During her first visit she had pulled back his covers and he had exploded just from the sight of her cleavage, bursting all over the front of her straining nurse’s uniform. Sara had been forced to clean him up because Circe was not allowed to touch him, even with a damp washcloth.

It was just before dusk on the second day of Baxter’s recovery when there was a knock at the door. Baxter had persuaded Sara that he was fit to return to work in the library and Circe had disappeared upstairs with Circe.

Winston began puttering towards the door, but Sara, studying the mechanism of Totenkopf’s Clock in the front room, called out, “I will get the door.”

She opened the door to a rather chilly Prague evening. There was no one there other than those passing by out in the street. She glanced down and saw a brown package on her doorstep. It was about the size of the small backpack she often took on expeditions. There was no postage or delivery stamp on the plain brown wrapper, just her name and the name of the sender.

Alistair Chambers.

Her grandfather.
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Book Six

The Altar of the Beast

Sara’s Safe House

Prague

Sara Chambers was not sure what to do.

To the casual eye, the brown paper package sitting on the dining room table of her safe house might have appeared nondescript. The sender’s name, Alistair Chambers, and that of the recipient, Sara Chambers, were written on the backpack-sized box in block letters. There were other details that Sara was trained by years of treasure hunting to notice: the fine, sand-like grit trapped under some of the tape, the hurried way that tape had been applied, and a faint aroma of camphor.

“My grandfather disappeared in the Yucatan when I was a little girl,” said Sara.

“How old would he be now?” Megan asked.

“Well over eighty,” said Sara. “He was a fit man, so I suppose he could be alive and well, but… something is not right.”

Baxter, Megan, and even the succubus Circe had joined Sara around the table. Baxter and Megan looked on with interest while Circe stood back a bit, toying with her scarlet hair and seemingly bored by the indecision.

“How would he know to find us in the safe house?” Baxter asked.

It was a good question, thought Sara. No one other than Megan, Baxter, and Winston should have known about the safe house’s existence. Her family had not owned the house in Prague before her grandfather’s disappearance.

“The timing can’t be a coincidence,” said Sara.

“What was your grandfather like?” Circe asked, her strange accent and sensual voice sending a thrill through Sara. “Was he virile?”

“She just said he was virile,” snapped Megan.

“He was a big man,” said Sara, continuing to study the paper-wrapped box, “built like an ox, with a thick mane of hair going from blond to white when I was a little girl. He kept pince-nez reading glasses in his front pocket and he liked to play tricks.”

“Tricks?” Megan cocked her head. “Like sending a package to you 25 years after he disappeared?”

“Did he like women?” Circe purred, ignoring Megan and leaning over the table in such a way that her plump breasts nearly burst from the maddeningly sheer bodice she wore.

“He had girlfriends,” said Sara. “I never knew most of them.”

“Maybe a girlfriend then,” suggested Megan.

“Which still does not answer the questions of how did they find us here and why now?”

“I think I can make a guess at the timing,” said Sara. “We abandoned the vault and my fortune was liquidated by the Xerxes Group. If it really was my grandfather or one of his lovers who sent us this, perhaps they were notified somehow of what had happened at the estate.”

“Are you going to open it already?” Circe asked with a sigh. “This talking is tiresome.”

“Right,” said Sara and she reached for the box.

“Wait!” Baxter exclaimed. “It could be a bomb. We should take it to a lab with an MRI and we can—“

“Cowards,” laughed Circe, snatching the box from the table. She tore open the wrapping paper before anyone could object. Megan and Sara watched in surprise; Baxter ducked under the table.

There was no explosion and no cobra leaping out to strike at Circe’s jiggling breasts. The succubus removed a large, time-yellowed cigar box with foreign writing and Middle Eastern imagery on the package.

“Turkish cigars,” said Sara, nodding to the box. “My grandfather smoked them.”

Circe flipped the box’s lid open enough to have a look inside, rolled her eyes, and tossed the box onto the table.

“Miniature portraits,” she said. “Very lifelike, but why does this matter?”

Dozens of photographs spilled out of the box. They were pictures of Sara and her handsome father. There were photos of their trips along the Nile, an expedition to the Chilean mountains, diving in Australia, and landing a sea plane on the Yangtze.

“How old were you in these?” Megan asked.

“Looks like seven,” said Sara. “Never older. That means my grandfather took all these photos.”

There were ancient monuments, but most of the photos seemed to be taken in the hotels, cabins, and tents where Sara’s father and grandfather planned expeditions. There were tables strewn with equipment and maps on the wall in the background. As Sara fingered through them, feeling a deep tug of nostalgia, the motif of a map on the wall seemed to become more and more apparent.

“Hold on a tick,” said Sara, shifting several of the photos into a line. “These maps. They’re not right.”

“What’s that?” Baxter leaned closer to the images. “Oh, she’s right, those are all maps of Egypt. Why would that be on the wall in the arctic? Or here in the Black Forest, still Egypt.”

“The same location is circled in every image,” said Sara. That’s the Nile, Luxor here and the Valley of the Kings, but this spot that has been marked is nothing. More than one hundred kilometers west.”

“Desert,” said Baxter. “There’s nothing out there.”

“Your grandfather seems to disagree,” said Megan.

“Or whoever sent us this package,” said Baxter warily.

“If it was the Xerxes Group, then they know we’re in the safe house. They could have come up with a much easier way to lure us out and kill us.” Sara crossed her arms over her ample chest. “No, something is out there and I intend to find out what it is and why I was sent to find it.”

“Sara, we have gold and some artwork that we could sell, but with all your accounts frozen we’re not very liquid.” Baxter scratched at a bit of scruff growing on his jaw. “We can’t mount another expedition under these circumstances.”

“Raphael,” whispered Sara, but the moment she thought of the portly smuggler and information broker she knew she could not return to him for help. Not so soon after the last time. The price he exacted was too high and she had come too close to surrendering to his charms. Unless she wanted to end up his harem bride serving his corpulent pleasure she needed to find someone else.

“What’s that?” Megan asked.

Another man, more dashing and just as dangerous, flashed into Sara’s mind.

“The two of you see what vehicles and equipment you can round up with the gold,” said Sara. “I will take care of the rest.”

“And what about me?” Circe asked, stretching and yawning, her pose seeming casual, but obviously intended for maximum sex appeal. “What do I get to do?”

“You stay here for this one,” said Sara. “Or I’ll put you back in your gem.”

“Not fair,” said Circe, pouting out her lower lip.

“Do not devour any souls while I’m gone,” she warned the millennia-old demoness.

“Come with me,” said Megan, leading the succubus out of the room. “I will show you what Netflix is.”

Sara leaned with her back to the table, studying a photograph she remembered her grandfather taking. She could still see him standing across from her and her father in the lodge in the Lapland where they were preparing their expedition for ancient pottery.

Her grandfather had told her that if anything went wrong while they were out in the frigid wilderness she was to follow the stars east, presumably towards civilization. Nothing had gone wrong on the expedition, other than the pottery being smashed to bits when they found it, but her grandfather’s advice had stuck with her.

“You look knackered, Sara,” said Baxter, cleaning the lenses of his spectacles with a silk handkerchief. “You’ve been running yourself ragged these last few weeks.”

“You’re right,” she said, slowly emerging from her reverie. “Unfortunately, I do not get to set the pace at the moment. We’ve dealt the Xerxes Group a blow, to be sure, but they won’t be done with me. I need to follow up on this while I have the breathing room.”

“I’ll arrange a flight for you,” said Baxter. “To Luxor. You get some rest, Sara.”

“Mmmm,” she said, thinking about Raphael again for a moment and remembering his thick cock plundering her tight quim in the bedroom of his Libyan hideout. Her nipples stiffened as she let herself wallow in the memory. She caught Baxter staring at her heaving breasts and aroused buds. She gave him a hot look, a smile slowly curling her lips.

“Miss Chambers?” He asked with concern, his face flushing.

“Had a chance to mend the Ring of Brahmacharya by any chance?” She asked, reaching out with both hands and smoothing the front of his shirt over his slender chest.

Baxter put his spectacles back on and ran his fingers through his rather shaggy hair. “Um, no, sorry. I’ve put it in a scanner to ensure I can restore the carvings inside once the gold has been hated. Even if I repair it physically, I’m not so sure—“

Sara ignored Baxter’s words, pressing her soft breasts against him, thinking of Raphael’s possessive hands and the way he took her with such authority. The way he dominated her with pleasure.

“Think you’ve worked on your stamina at all?” Sara murmured, her lips very close to Baxter’s. Her pet boffin shuddered against her.

“It’s… it’s better, Miss Chambers,” he said, his voice cracking like a teenage boy. “I’m better.”

“Mmmmm,” she said, stepping back, but taking hold of his hand. “Let’s go upstairs for a bit and test that out.”

Sara was grateful that Megan was preoccupied showing the towering succubus how to use the flat screen in the lounge. She felt a bit guilty taking out her lust for Raphael on Baxter, particularly after the workout he’d been given the night before, but she needed some relief to have a nap. She drew him into her bedroom and locked the door. Bewildered, intimidated perhaps, but grinning all the same, Baxter stood awkwardly beside the bed.

“Well,” said Sara, stripping her blouse off to reveal her soft lace bra, “get your kit off then, Baxter.”

“Oh, um, right,” he said, looking away from Sara gently wobbling tits as she reached behind her back and unbuckled her bra. Her mounds fell free of their lacy slings and she palmed her soft mounds, feeling the hardness of her rather thick pink nipples against her touch. She watched Baxter take off his shirt and reveal his pale and slender body. Though not exactly frail, Baxter was not built like Megan or Sara with hours a week put in on the obstacle course and various exercise routines. The only workout she knew Baxter to do was swimming and that had ended since they had been force to abandon her family’s mansion north of London.

Sara slipped out of the bum-hugging cargo pants she was wearing and revealed the maroon thong she was wearing. She turned away from Baxter, giving the lad a good view of her peachy bottom as she pulled the snug thong from between her creamy globes. Her supple flesh was marked with tan lines that only seemed to enhance her beauty with their contrast to her golden arms, legs, and midsection.

“Forget about that,” said Baxter as he tugged down his trousers and underwear and his hard cock bounced free.

“What’s that?” Sara asked, pulling her loose hair back into a ponytail and tying it with a band.

“I forget how every inch of you is bloody gorgeous,” said Baxter and he surprised Sara by stepping forward, pulling her into his arms, and kissing her passionately. His hands held her hips, but as their kiss intensified and their tongues tangled, Baxter boldly reached around her and grabbed himself two handfuls of Sara’s bum.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned against his kiss. “Why, if I didn’t know better, I’d say something has gotten into you. I thought you’d be feeble after last night.”

“Maybe I have something to prove,” he said and gave Sara’s bum a good swat.

“Now, now,” scolded Sara, her hand reaching between them to the stiffness of his cock pressed upright against her tummy. “A bit more like that and I’ll make you prove it.”

He gave her bum another smack, even harder than the first, making heat radiate through her spanked cheek and into the core of her cunt. She pushed him roughly back onto the bed.

“Very well then, Baxter,” said Sara, crawling onto the bed between his legs. “See if you can hold out for this.”

She grabbed hold of his cock, looked up at him mischievously, and began to lick him just beneath his tip. She wanked his stiff shaft as her tongue rolled beneath him and traced the bulging ridge of his cockhead. Baxter shuddered, but managed not to geyser straight away like he might have done a few weeks earlier.

“Good, good,” said Sara. “But I’m just getting started.”

“Maybe you should let me have a taste of… ohhhhh… bloody hell,” his head dropped back on the pillow as Sara’s soft, pillowy lips wrapped around his cockhead and she began to suck him. She hollowed her cheeks and her lips popped wetly on his tip. Her head bobbed, her ponytail bouncing slightly, though she used her hand to stimulate most of Baxter’s rather impressive length.

“Gah, you should really stop that,” moaned Baxter.

“Mmmmm?” She asked, slurping at him whorishly and bobbing even faster. She cradled his bollocks, massaging them and feeling them tighten up as she gave him a suck that had his legs trembling. He groaned and jerked, but he held back despite the copious, salty slime of his precum flowing against her tongue. She gave him one last loud slurp and popped her lips free. “Well done, Mr. Honeycutt. One last test.”

“Oh, Miss Chambers,” he groaned, his wet cock glistening as she idly stroked him. “I’m not sure I can stand much more.”

“Ten strokes,” she said. “In my lovely little pussy. And I’ll give you a special reward.”

“T-ten?” He stammered, lifting his head.

She nodded, leaning over him, the weight of her soft, gently sway breasts bumping against his cockhead as she continued to wank him. “You can last ten, can’t you?”

“W-what do I get?” He said, eyeing her breasts uncertainly as she brushed them against his cock and inadvertently smeared precum on her jiggling mounds.

“How would you like to fuck my arse?” She suggested.

“Oh, my… yes, of course,” he said, laughing.

“But, if you can’t last ten strokes, there should be a punishment,” she said, stretching out between his legs, resting on one elbow atop his thigh and wanking his cock against her smothering tits. “If you lose, I’ll sit on your face and I won’t get up until, hm, how does three orgasms sound?”

“Three?” Baxter goggled. “I… I’m not sure, this...”

“Four then?” She said and leaned down to give his cockhead a long, slow lick.

“Three then,” gasped Baxter, barely resisting the urge to thrust into her mouth and explode.

“Right!” Sara released him immediately and began to crawl up his body, dragging her soft breasts from his slender abdomen and up to his chest. She caught his cock between her thighs, rubbing his manhood at the steamy, slick entrance to her pussy. She kissed him lightly and whispered, “Now then, let’s put you to a real test.”

Sara straddled Baxter and knelt upright, a towering goddess above him, plump breasts heaving, eyes glittering, and a mischievous smile on her face. He held her hips as he looked up and marveled at her beauty. She gripped his shaft in one hand and guided him to the hot folds of her cunt. The slickness of her pussy spread over Baxter’s cockhead, the warmth seeping down his shaft as Sara took a deep breath and lowered her cunt onto Baxter’s swollen manhood.

“Ohhhhhhh, Miss Chambers,” he gasped as the velvet tightness of her pussy engulfed and gripped his hard cock.

“Let’s count them down together,” gasped Sara, riding down to the hilt of Baxter’s cock and sliding her hot, slippery pussy back up to his tip. She looked into his eyes and gasped, “One.”

She pushed down, impaling her cunt on his hard cock, feeling each ridge and thicker vein on his shaft as her tight pussy clutched against him. She let out a long breath as she took him to the hilt and began to ride back up to his tip again.

“Two,” she cried, pushing down onto his cock once again, stuffing her aching core with his stiff manhood. Baxter’s grips tightened on her hips and she felt a tremor go through his body. She rode back up to his tip.

“Three!” She pushed rolled her hips, arching her back as she did and thrusting her tits forward. She cried out with pleasure as his cock swelled inside her. As she hit the hilt of his cock, Baxter thrust his hips forward suddenly. His cock was buried completely in her pussy, but he lifted her off the bed a few inches with the force of his desperate thrust.

“Baxter!” She cried. “You should—“

“Ahhhhhh!” Her pet boffin could stand no more. Baxter’s hilted cock jerked inside her silken core and she felt the hot pulse of his cum. She rode up quickly and slammed her pussy back down, riding hard atop him as her inner walls fluttered around Baxter’s spurting cock. The hot wash of his seed slicked his shaft and her pussy made lewd, wet sounds as she rode up and down on him the last few times.

“Ohhhh, Miss Chambers,” groaned Baxter, clearly crestfallen that he had so thoroughly failed her final test. “I’m sorry… couldn’t hold out… ohhhhhhh… your pussy is so good.”

“Yes, it is,” giggled Sara, slowing her ride atop his cock as she felt the last few twitches of his orgasm. Sara remained atop Baxter as his breathing slowed to normal and his cock deflated in her creamy pussy. His spunk began to dribble out of her folds and down his slackening bollocks. “As you have lost, it seems I must punish you. Shall I sit my bum on your face now with your cum oozing out or shall we save it for another time?”

“A-another time,” croaked Baxter.

“Right,” said Sara, dismounting from Baxter, “I believe I will have a bath and then that nap you were talking about. Please deal with my flight to Egypt, Baxter. Business class will be fine.”

“Y-yes, Miss Chambers,” he said, sitting up slowly as she disappeared into the bathroom. Although he had savored the thought of plundering her plump arse, the idea that her bum might smother his face was almost equally enticing. Working for Miss Chambers was quite an honor.

Luxor, Egypt

“I will not help you, Sara Chambers,” said Ehsan Jahanshah. He was a handsome man with a Persian complexion and expressive dark eyes. He wore a simple black suit and trousers and leather gloves and sat with perfect posture, frowning slightly beneath his thick, well-groomed mustache.

Sara was seated across from him in the lobby restaurant of the Hotel El Sherief. Fans turned above them, too near to the high ceiling to do much other than stir the smoky air. The restaurant was almost empty and their lunch of grape leaves, kebabs, and fatteh was untouched. Sara had not touched her tea, but Ehsan sipped carefully at his tiny cup of coffee.

“I want you to consider very carefully what is at stake here,” said Sara. “If the Xerxes Group—“

Ehsan held up a gloved hand, stopping her objection. He took a last sip of his coffee and set it down lightly on its saucer. He wiped his lips carefully with the napkin.

“I have heard what you had to say, Miss Chambers. I helped you once before. That was an exception and more help will not be forthcoming.” He seemed about to say something else, some final jab at Sara, when a group of noisy young men in football jersey came down the stairs. They headed out into the afternoon sun, laughing and talking excitedly.

“Israelis,” sneered Ehsan.

“I am not interested in politics,” said Sara.

“No, you are British,” said Ehsan. “You are white and rich, your home country remains isolated from the violence consuming the rest of this world. You are not interested in politics because it is an option. Lucky you.”

Ehsan’s smug, tight-lipped smile gave Sara a prickle of anger.

“You think I am isolated from violence? Every rich and powerful person is a part of the Xerxes Group,” she said, glancing around the restaurant as if speaking of them would summon them. “They fashion themselves as a modern day Illuminati or Knights Templar. These are the people I oppose, Ehsan. These are the people who want me dead. They are the people who will plunder your Persian Society of Forbidden Antiquities of every one of its treasures.”

“The enemy of my enemy, is it?” Ehsan’s smile was cold.

“Something like that,” said Sara, holding his gaze without flinching.

Ehsan’s cold smile slowly relaxed. He sighed and said, “This sort of pressure worked once, Miss Chambers. You are talking about a full expedition and great danger. For what? To recover some treasure your grandfather wants you to find? Or is it a trap?”

“Yes, well, that is the risk, and yes, to recover a treasure that my grandfather wants me to find. He thought it was important.”

“Did he?” Ehsan She motioned to the dingy bar behind them. “Stay. Think about it. At least have a drink with me, Ehsan.”

“I do not drink,” he said.

“Ah, right,” she said. “But what are your opinions on premarital sex?”

The hotel room was not much nicer than the dingy restaurant, but at least there was a cool breeze coming in through the open windows. The strong smell of Ehsan’s aftershave prickled Sara’s nostrils as she kissed his neck and pressed against his muscular body. His hands were large and strong, caressing her hips as she unbuttoned his shirt and began to kiss his dark-haired chest. He stroked the roundness of her bum through her tight-fitting trousers as she moved down his chest, unbuttoning the whole way, and kissing the washboard of his abdomen.

“Someone gets a regular workout,” she laughed as she unbuckled Ehsan’s belt and kissed his muscles just above his waist. He rested his hands on her shoulders, smiling with confusion as she finally went down to her knees before him.

“What are you doing, Sara?” He asked softly.

“I was going to suck your cock,” she said, unbuttoning his trousers. “Do you have a problem with this?”

“With your mouth?” He ask, clearly confused. “Is this a thing you do in the west?”

“You… you’ve never had your cock sucked?” She shook her head. “It’s a pretty standard bit of a good shag. But we can skip it if you would rather…”

She finally managed to get his trousers unzipped and hauled down his tight briefs, his hard cock bouncing free. It was dusky brown, slightly curved, and uncut. She skinned back the tip with her hand, looking up at him with wide, lust-filled eyes as she leaned her lips to his cock and gave him a good lick just beneath the tip.

“Ohhhh… perhaps… perhaps I should experience this western decadence,” said Ehsan, steadying himself with his hands tight on Sara’s shoulders as she began to lick and kiss his cockhead.

“Trust me,” chuckled Sara, “there’s a reason western men put up with us terribly decadent women.”

She engulfed his cock in her eager mouth, moaning as his bulging tip slid over her tongue and to the back of her throat. She stroked his root as she bobbed her mouth on him, keeping up the rolling of her tongue as her lips popped and slurped wetly over his cock.

“Ohhhhhh this is… it is heavenly,” said Ehsan with a wide grin on his face that was at odds with his normal composure.

Sara popped her lips free, pressing a wet kiss to his cock and slowly kissing her way down his shaft. Her hand continued to work his slick manhood as she began to lick and suck at his lightly hairy bollocks. Ehsan smelled quite nice, like soap and perfume, and she savored suckling his tender stones as she gave him a good wank.

“Incredible,” moaned Ehsan. “I knew such pleasures existed… but I never… I have not had time to… ohhhh… Sara, my work keeps me busy…”

She released his tender stone from her mouth and lifted her head back to the tip of his cock.

“You’re not a virgin are you?” She had never considered the possibility. Ehsan seemed to be in his early thirties and fully a man. Could he really have avoided any sort of relationship with a woman?

“N-no,” said Ehsan. “When I was much younger, there was a woman I was arranged to marry. We made love, but did not conceive a child.”

“I had no idea you were married,” said Sara, releasing her grip on his cock and leaning back so that her bum rested against her heels as she knelt before him.

“She did not love me and I had no time for her,” said Ehsan. “We are no longer together. Since then… I have been preoccupied with my duties.”

Sara could not keep the smile from her full lips. She had intended to seduce Ehsan as a last resort, she had hardly suspected it would work he was such a serious and dangerous man, and yet she had exposed his true vulnerability. She intended to exploit this discovery to the fullest.

“Well then, Ehsan,” she said, resuming wanking his cock, “this should be quite the learning experience for you. I think you will find that I am a very eager instructor.”

Her mouth descended once more on Ehsan’s straining cock, her lips following the curve of his shaft down until his bulging bell end was lodged against her throat. She winced as she gave it a good swallow and gulped his cock down her throat.

“Ahhhhh! You are going deeper!” He cried, hands tightening on her shoulders, legs wobbling as she deepthroated his cock.

Sara made soft, froggy sounds as she slid his cock up and down in the silky squeeze of her esophagus. Ehsan could hardly stand it. One of his hands moved to the back of her head and he grabbed a handful of her blonde hair, almost desperately, as if he wanted her to stop. But Sara had no intention of stopping. She bobbed enthusiastically on his cock, watering eyes gazing up at him as she gurgled and moaned around his manhood, saliva spilling down his bollocks and wetting her chin.

With a gentle thrust, he sheathed his whole cock in Sara’s mouth and exploded down her throat. She felt the jerking of his manhood against her throat muscles and had to swallow repeatedly as his cum gushed thickly into her throat. Her belly filled with the familiar warmth of a hot load of cum. She eased Ehsan’s cock back into her mouth, sucking gently, tasting a hint of the saltiness of his seed as he sagged on the edge of the bed.

“Sara,” he murmured, stroking her head, “this is too good. I should not feel such pleasure.”

He sat heavily on the bed, his flaccid cock popping from her wet lips and resting against his dusky thigh. Sara wiped her chin and lips and regained her feet, standing before him. He put her arms around her and pulled her against him, resting his head against her flat tummy. She stroked his thick black hair and his muscular shoulders.

“It’s alright, Ehsan,” she said, caressing him. “If you will help me, then I no longer have to search for aid. I can stay a while. We can find more pleasures.”

He looked up at her, his dark eyes bulging with emotion. He seemed on the verge of tears.

Well, thought Sara, I did give his knob quite a good Hoovering.

“Yes,” said Ehsan. “Yes, very well. The Persian Society of Forbidden Antiquities is at your service. We will aid you in your expedition.”

“Good,” said Sara. “Then let us continue the lesson about pleasures…”

Ehsan undressed her with confidence despite his inexperience. She shed her modest outfit and revealed her thong and the lace of her bra. He smothered his kiss in her cleavage as his hands peeled her thong from the globes of her bum, palming and squeezing her firm cheeks as his hot breath tickled against her tender breasts. She freed her tits for him and his hands went to her chest, gathering them up and crushing them against his face. He teased each nipple with his tongue, watching her reaction with his big, dark eyes before sucking gently at each nipple.

“Ohhhhh… Ehsan…” She moaned, quivering with anticipation as he teased her tender teats. He lifted her into his powerful arms and carried her to the bed. She sprawled atop it, parting her legs but covering her slick sex as he looked down at her, his cock stiff once more and curving erect from his loins.

“Your beauty has always haunted me, Sara Chambers,” he said, a hint of emotion in his voice. “By turns I have hated you for it and adored you for it, always without speaking my desire.”

“Hated and adored?” She fluttered her lashes at him, sliding her covering hand from her slick pussy up to her heaving breasts. “I suppose it’s better than indifference.”

“Certainly not indifference,” said Ehsan, climbing atop her on the bed and pushing her thighs apart. “Your business is at odds to my own, this I hate, but you, the woman, the clever, infuriating woman… this I adore.”

Ehsan kissed her and his usual cold, measured approached had been abandoned. He kissed Sara passionately, his tongue thrusting into her mouth as he thrust his hips forward and took her in the same moment. She cried out against his lips as his curved cock slipped into her aching pussy, stretching her and sliding into her in a way no man quite had before. There was a slight discomfort to her stroke, as if he stretched her a bit too much, but it was more than offset by the way his cockhead bulled against a spot inside her that pulsed with pleasure.

“Yessssss, Ehsan,” she cried, wrapping her arms around him and pulling his cock even deeper with her heels against his muscular bum. He worked his hips with intense strokes. They were fast and deep and relentless. The bed shook beneath them and their breath came in hot gulps between kisses. Her breasts cushioned his body, his coarse chest hairs rubbing against her tender nipples.

“Your flower… so tight… it is a revelation to me,” moaned Ehsan.

“That scimitar of yours… is driving me mad,” cried Sara, much louder and apparently closer to an orgasm than Ehsan. She squirmed and bucked beneath him so vigorously that they were no longer able to kiss. Ehsan pushed himself up on his hands and gained even further leverage, slamming his cock into her with every stroke and making Sara’s soft breasts splash and wobble with the force of his thrusts.

“Oh, Sara! It is so good!” Ehsan cried, his muscles straining as he slammed urgently into Sara’s clutching cunt.

“Told you,” she laughed, tossing her blonde hair and arching beneath him, pulling him even deeper into her tight channel. The hot tightening of her ecstasy reached its peak and Sara could no longer maintain her sense of humor. Her brow furrowed with pleasure and she succumbed to the intense, rhythmic spasms of a powerful orgasm. She twisted her head on the pillow, her lips forming into a wordless oval as she wailed, “Ohhhhhhhh!”

“Ahhhhhhh!” Ehsan threw back his head, his muscles straining with his tension. “Saraaaaa!”

The pace of his deep strokes slowed, but the depth of each stroke was more intense. Sara’s fluttering walls gripped his cock as he exploded inside her, spurting heavily into the depths of her squeezing cunt. She was still panting and shuddering with pleasure as Ehsan finished inside her and withdrew, shaking, with a lewd slurp. Sara moaned as she felt the warm, silky trickle of his spunk over the sensitive divot of her arsehole.

“Was it like that with your wife?” She asked, looking over at him as he rolled beside her onto the bed.

“No,” laughed Ehsan. “No, never like that.”

She luxuriated with Ehsan in the hotel bed, listening to the traffic sounds through the open window. He seemed ashamed of what he had done with her and soon rolled upright and began to smoke a strong-smelling cigarette. She watched him, noticing the scars on his body in the waning sunlight. He had been shot, stabbed, and burned more than once. She had her own collection of battle scars, but nothing like those he sported on his chiseled flesh.

“Your scars,” she said.

She reached out a hand lazily and stroked her fingers over his back. Ehsan shuddered and stood up from the bed. He covered himself with his discarded clothing. His features were pinched, his eyes guilty as he stubbed out his cigarette.

“You have what you want, Sara Chambers,” he said. “Two hours. Meet me at the abandoned granary on Sanrahah Road.”

“Ehsan,” she said, sitting up, “Have I done something to make you angry?”

“We are not the same, you and I,” he said, his eyes burning fiercely. “I am a warrior. My scars were earned in battle. I fight a war that never ends against those who would pillage my heritage for their hoards of treasure. You are one of those pillagers.”

“No,” said Sara, but she could see the argument was over.

Ehsan pulled on his trousers and left the room buttoning the shirt. “Two hours,” he called out as the door closed behind him.

Sara sighed, feeling guilty about the manner in which she had manipulated him. She stretched out over the bed on her belly, reaching down to the floor to retrieve her mobile from her pocket. She dialed Baxter.

“Miss Chambers, how did it go?” Baxter asked.

“He has agreed to help us,” she said. “I am meeting him in two hours at the old granary on Sanrahah Road. See if you can get a drone up to provide me some coverage.”

“Megan wants to join you,” said Baxter.

“Absolutely not,” said Sara. “Tell her this is a touchy one. It was not easy to get Ehsan to agree to help.”

“Bet you worked him over pretty good,” said Baxter, a laugh in his voice.

“I taught him some new tricks,” said Sara humorlessly.

“Oh, I mean, well, if that’s your thing,” said Baxter, a hint of jealousy in his voice. “Strong, muscular, handsome Arab and all that.”

“Persian, not Arab,” said Sara. “Two hours.”

There was no shower in the hotel, so she took a good, soaking bath to clean up after the sex. As she stretched out in the tub she felt a tremor in her abdomen. She lifted her head and looked down through the steaming water and her flat stomach. A symbol glowed on the skin of her abdomen just above her vulva, like a luminous tattoo in the shape of a stylized octopus.

“Dagon,” she whispered and felt another, more powerful spasm. It felt almost like an orgasmic ripple and her contracting walls seemed to seize against something deep inside her. Her memory flashed to nightmarish glimpses of coupling with a huge, aquatic biped in the sunken city. She writhed with pleasure and felt its inhuman seed gushing into her depths.

Sara snapped awake, lifting her head from the rim of the tub. There was no glowing symbol on her abdomen. It had been a dream. And she was going to be late for the rendezvous with Ehsan if she did not hurry.

The granary on Sanrahah Road was a box, dilapidated building with a tin roof and sun-bleached walls. The windows were broken out of the building and desert swallows came and went as they pleased. The rusted skeleton of a grain elevator and feed conveyors slumped into the empty lot, collapsing under the weight of its own construction. A single sodium light cast an orange glow over the lot, like a faint imitation of the sunset staining the russet sky.

Sara stepped out the taxi that had brought her to the granary and shouldered her backpack. She wore a Bedouin’s robe over her shorts and tank, her pistol and a boot knife concealed beneath the flowing, cream-colored garment. Her honey-brown eyes were lined dark and heavily shadowed and the headpiece she wore hung loose around her neck. The wind rippled the robe, pulling it tight and flapping against her prominent breasts as she crossed the lot.

Ehsan and his men were waiting on the other side of the granary, facing the deeper desert that was slowly swallowing up the abandoned lot. There were two sand-eaten Land Rovers of 1960s vintage and she counted ten camels. The men were dressed in brown and red robes and Sara could not fail to notice that several carried scimitars on their belt along with well-used AK-47s and older weapons slung over their shoulders.

Ehsan stepped forward to greet her, only identifiable from the others because he wore his headdress as a scarf around his neck, his usually immaculate dark hair fluttering slightly in the desert wind.

“This will not be a long journey, but it will be difficult,” said Ehsan. “Are you certain you are ready, Sara Chambers?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Can you ride a camel?” He asked.

She looked past him to the camels sitting on their folded legs. Her smile flashed white in the darkness.

“I’ll manage,” said Sara.

Journeying Through the Desert

The western desert that lay ahead was an undulating cloth of gray beneath the silvery glow of the gibbous moon. The Land Rovers had driven ahead of the caravan of camels, their blackout tail lights slits of red that disappeared over the dunes. The wheels of the trucks left deep tracks through the sand for the camels to follow. It had been quite some time since they had disappeared out of sight.

Sara was near the front of the caravan, on the back of her swaying camel as it padded across the desert sands. The day’s warmth had long since passed and the desert wind was cold. Sara was bundled more tightly in her robe, glad for the warmth and weight of her Bedouin headdress. Ehsan rode his camel alongside Sara, matching the pace of her beast to stay nearby.

“We will ride into the morning and rest when the sun grows high,” said Ehsan, his breath faintly steaming in the moonlight. “Your map was not very specific. It may take us days to find this location, if it is even exists.”

“It does,” said Sara, sparing him a glance. “My grandfather would not have gone to such great lengths to lead me astray.”

“If it was your grandfather who sent you this information at all,” said Ehsan.

She did not reply. She had considered the possibility several times while arranging this expedition and setting off across the desert. The cold night offered her little comfort, nor was any to be found in the suspicious, dark-eyed stares of Ehsan’s men.

“Very well,” said Ehsan, “let us presume that he did send you this map in this unorthodox way you have described. What do you hope we are setting out to find?”

“Something to change the balance of power,” said Sara.

“Word is that you blew Julian De Luca and several other top members of the Xerxes Group to bits. Do you not believe you have already dealt them a serious blow?”

“What do you think, Ehsan?” She asked, casting a sidelong glance at him.

“Perhaps not,” said Ehsan. “Perhaps you have only made them angry.”

“They were already trying to kill me,” said Sara. “I’m not worried about making them angry.”

“A man tries to swat at a fly in his house with idle swings of his hand,” said Ehsan, slowly swinging his hand. He made a fist and shook it, continuing, “But when he feels the sting of the wasp, his full attention is on crushing the insect that has caused such pain.”

“I’m a bit more trouble than a wasp,” said Sara, casting her smile at Ehsan.

“Oh, I believe this, Sara Chambers,” chuckled Ehsan. “You have an incredible talent for—“

A radio crackled and the lead camel driver said something in Persian. He turned back and shouted to Ehsan, who gave the man a terse reply.

“What is it?” Sara asked.

“Hamid has spotted something,” said Ehsan. “He is in one of the trucks on the other side of the dune, just ahead. It is perhaps nothing, but I must investigate.”

Ehsan shouted to the man at the head of the column and motioned to two others on camelback. They joined him, tapping their camels and riding ahead.

The hardly made it a dozen meters when there came a dreadful, repeating thumping sound. Ehsan turned back and shouted, “Break up the column! There are helicopters!”

No sooner had he given the warning then the night sky was suddenly illuminated by bright streaks of fire that lanced down to the desert on the other side of the dune. There followed several small explosions, another volley of rockets, and then two enormous fireballs as the Land Rovers were presumably incinerated.

Sara and the other men drove their camels in ten different directions, spreading out the column before dismounting and seeking shelter in the sands. Sara had just leaped from the back of her camel when the three helicopters thumped over the dune, low enough that their rotors stirred a storm of dust in their wake. It appeared to be an American attack helicopter and two transport helicopters, operating in blackout other than the faint glow of their interior lights.

Several of Ehsan’s men began to fire their rifles up at the helicopters. The three aircraft broke formation, with the two transport vehicle circling to the south and the attack helicopter gaining altitude to engage the shooters. Sara knew enough to know those men firing guns were already dead. A helicopter like that would be using infrared to see the heat of the gunmen against the cooler desert and would pick them off one-by-one.

Sure enough, the attack helicopter roared overhead, its gun booming, and small explosions crackling on the ground a moment later as it silenced one of Ehsan’s men. It was mayhem as someone fired multiple flares, perhaps providing a distraction, but also illuminating the scene with sharp white light. Sara broke away from her camel, grabbing her pack and running for the nearest dune. This meant heading south and cresting the dune just as the two transport helicopters landed in the desert.

In addition to more than a dozen armed and armored men, Sara could make out a familiar woman with a compact frame.

“Giovana,” muttered Sara.

Behind her was a tall, lean man who wore a crisp uniform that seemed pure white by the glow of the drifting flares. It reminded Sara of a doctor’s coat from the 19th century, with a high collar and buttons down the front. She could not recognize the man, but he possessed almost skeletal features and dark eyes that glittered in the light of the flares. He looked directly at Sara and pointed, shouting something she could not hear over the roaring rotors.

Half of the soldiers broke off and ran towards Sara, firing their rifles as they approached. She rolled out of the path of their fire, tumbling backwards down the dune just as the attack helicopter roared overhead once again, firing its cannon and obliterating two more of Ehsan’s men.

“It’s a bloody massacre!” Sara shouted into her radio. “Baxter? Baxter can you hear me?”

Static crackled back, followed by choppy words that she could barely make out over the din of helicopters and gunfire.

“… eaking up… drone… run!”

She heard Baxter’s last word clearly and ran, ducking and rolling over a dune and tumbling down its sandy slope. As she reached the bottom, she came face-to-face with a pair of armored soldiers holding assault rifles. Her pistol was out in her hand and firing on instinct. One man took a hit through the face mask he was wearing and dropped straight down. The other was pummeled with shots in his body armor and fell back, firing wildly on full auto.

A massive explosion from the direction of the Xerxes Group’s transport helicopters could only be Baxter’s handiwork. He only had the one drone available, but it was equipped with four six kilos of plastic explosive. Flying it directly into the helicopters and exploding would have done some serious damage. Sara had no intention of wasting any distraction. She bolted into the trackless desert. The remaining attack helicopter seemed to focus on covering the troops on the ground, permitting Sara to escape unnoticed.

It was only after she had left the battle far in the distance that she realized one of the Xerxes Group’s bullets had clipped her radio. She was out of communication with Baxter and had no idea if any of Ehsan’s group had made it out alive.

“You think you can stop me, you bloody bastards?” Sara cursed, glancing back over her shoulder at the distant thump of the helicopter. She had a compass, plenty of ammo for her trusty .45 and enough water to last her at least a day. She could find the location on the map as long as she kept moving.

By the following midday, her confidence was slipping. Her water had run out much more quickly than she expected and the sun was merciless. The sands were loose and made for difficult going up and down the sometimes 15-meter dunes. She reached the area where she thought the circle on the map began by late afternoon. Delirious to the point that she was not even certain what she was looking for, Sara wandered the desert.

Sara spent hours climbing around a rock outcropping that she was certain would turn out to be the entrance to some ancient tomb. She slumped down in the slight shade provided by the rock, exhausted and parched. She reached for her water for the tenth time and tried to squeeze a drop from the mouth of the bag. Her dry tongue rolled around the opening. She croaked and dropped the empty bag into her lap.

She squinted across the heat-hazed desert. The dunes shimmered and seemed to undulate in the distance. A figure appeared on one of those dunes, indistinct in the rippling heat.

“G-grandfather?” Sara croaked, her lips parched.

The figure seemed to beckon to her. She did not want to leave this tiny patch of shade from the blazing sun, but she had not seen anyone since the night before. She pushed herself up to her feet using the rock for support and staggered out of the shade and back into the pitiless direct light of the sun. Step by step, Sara felt her last reserves of strength fading. She had seen enough picked skeletons sticking up from the sand to know what her fate would be if she collapsed in the open.

“Grandfather,” she called out, louder than before, pursuing him up the dune as he turned and began to walk away. “Grandfather… please…”

She reached the top of the done, unsteady on her feet, and realized that the figure was gone. She felt a moment of despair as she realized it was all a mirage. In the hazy distance she saw a brightly-colored Bedouin’s tent and three camels.

Another lie to torment me, thought Sara.

She took a step on the downward slope of the dune and her body finally gave up. Her strength sapped, her body badly dehydrated, Sara pitched forward and tumbled down the dune. She let out a faint cry as darkness rose to meet her.

Sara was not sure if she was dead or dreaming, but she was in the sea, swimming with strange fishes, and a great beast rose from the deep, not to devour her, but to protect her. It wrapped her up in its slimy arms and held her against its chest. She heard the beating of its titanic heart, a steady rhythm that reminded her of a hundred drums pounding in unison.

“Dagon,” she whispered.

She awoke to moonlight. The desert had cooled around her and her body was refreshed as if she had been given plentiful water to drink. She stood, her legs still sore, feet still blistered, and she set off through the night.

It seemed only a short walk before she came upon two walls of stone polished smooth by blowing sands. There was no roof, but the walls were several meters tall, shading the space between them from all but the narrowest silver of moonlight. That space continued on for a great distance as if the walls formed the hallway to some immense and ancient temple.

“Is this it?” Sarah whispered. She touched the stone to be sure it was not some mirage. Her fingers slid over its cool surface. Any inscription on this ancient stone had long ago been worn away by the desert winds.

She staggered between the massive stones, her pace quickening as the corridor formed by the walls seemed to elongate before her eyes. She reached an intersection of corridors created by more stones and decided to follow the branch to the right. She found herself in a long and identical hallway. She looked back and saw the hallway she had just left behind, only there was no entrance visible.

“It’s not the entrance to a temple,” muttered Sara. “It’s a bloody maze.”

She hurried on, taking a left branch and then a right. She found herself in a circular room that was the intersection of six other corridors. Again there were no marks on the walls, no furniture, only compressed sand beneath her feet and the hallways formed by the smooth stones. She followed several more branches and reached a rectangular room with five other possible directions. It was as she was studying this chamber, open to the moonlight like all the others, that she heard something approaching.

A rumble resolved into loud, thudding footsteps. Whatever was coming was huge and following the path Sara had just taken. She heard snorting, heavy breathing. She backed away from the corridor towards the entrance to another and drew her trusty .45 from her belt. The beast that appeared in the doorway blotted out the moonlight. Its head and segmented horns resembled a grotesquely oversized goat’s with a thick mane around its muscular neck. Its chest and arms appeared to be that of an immense and muscular human. Its groin was wrapped in a furry loincloth and its legs were furry tan, with inverted knees and huge cloven hooves.

It stood in the doorway, its nostrils flaring at the end of its snout and its inhuman eyes glowing red in the darkness. It looked directly at Sara and liked its bestial lips with a long, pink tongue.

“One step closer and I’ll be shooting holes in you,” warned Sara, gripping her pistol with both hands.

The beast lowered its head, showing her its huge, curling horns. It let out a high-pitched roar and started towards her.

Sara opened fire. The .45 was deafening in the confines of the high-walls, each shot reverberating painfully from the ancient stone and each bullet striking true in the massive beast’s muscular chest. The shots flattened and dropped from his flesh as if he were made from steel. He continued towards her without slowing and Sara, reloading her pistol, turned and ran.

She ran through the moonlit maze without thought or effort to remember her path. She took turns whenever possible and did not slow, though her heart was hammering madly in her chest and her breath was coming in desperate gulps. She gained some distance on the beast, but when she tried to catch her breath it was on her again in seconds, forcing her to flee once more.

I can’t kill this brute, thought Sara, her legs aching as she raced through another empty room and down another hallways. I can’t escape him. What choice does that leave me?

A weary smile crept onto her face. She knew what had to be done. Whether or not it would work or just get her killed more quickly, she could not be certain. Not every legend of minotaurs and mazes ended with the minotaur slaughtering the poor woman thrown into the maze. In some versions, the minotaur only wanted to be loved. Or “take a bride” as the saying went to describe a horse-cocked, bull-headed brute plundering the pussy of a helpless human.

“If I have to go,” said Sara, turning to face the approaching sound of the beast, “I’ll go down doing what I love.”

The loud, cloven footsteps echoed through the moonlit maze as the beast approached. Sara held her fear in check. She watched the dark doorway, waiting for the beast to appear, imagining all the ways it could dash her against the walls or rip her limb-from-limb.

It appeared suddenly, its snout steaming in the cold desert night and its red eyes wide and hateful. It stopped when it saw that Sara was no longer running. Its massive, muscular chest heaved and its humanlike hands clenched into fists.

“I can give you what you want,” said Sara, her hands moving slowly to the robe she wore.

The minotaur watched from the doorway as she untied the laces of the robe and let it slip from her shoulders, revealing her shapely body clad only in boots, socks, shorts, and a tank-top. Her nipples strained in the chill air, poking out prominently beneath her top as her ample mounds rose and fell with each breath. She stepped out of the robe pooled at her ankles.

The minotaur snorted and took a step into the room. Sara was almost certain she saw its furry loincloth stir with arousal.

“All alone in this maze,” said Sara, reaching down and lifting the bottom of her tank-top, “without anyone to share your desires.”

She lifted her top over her breasts, catching their soft weight in the shirt as she peeled it over her head, releasing her mounds to bounce back into place, pink nipples almost painfully erect in the cool night. The minotaur made a soft sound, almost like a whine. And then it spoke in a strange, rough, but oddly high-pitched voice.

“You do not fear me?”

It took Sara a moment to realize she had actually heard the goat-headed minotaur speak.

“I would not say that,” said Sara, continuing to undress by kicking off her boots. “You are bulletproof and big enough to smash me to bits. But there’s no point running from you.”

“No point?” Snorted the minotaur, stepping closer. “You run until you cannot run and then I feast.”

“Oh?” Sara tried not to let the pang of fear overtake her. She decided to keep her shin-high socks on. She unbuttoned her shorts and worked them down her hips, revealing the tiny pink thong she wore beneath. She turned her back to him for a moment, letting him see the creamy globes of her bum as she peeled off the thong and revealed her delicate pink holes. She dropped her thong down her shapely thighs and looked at the minotaur over her shoulder, “So you intend to eat me?”

“I devour,” said the minotaur, taking another step closer, “all those who would plunder the temple of the beast.”

Despite her possibly impending devouring, Sara let a smile creep into her lips. Despite an attack by the Xerxes Group and a nearly-fatal walk in the desert, she had found what she was looking for. The temple had to be what her grandfather was after. All she had to do was somehow get past this creature.

“I’m not here to plunder,” said Sara, turning back to face the creature. Naked but for her socks, she ignored every instinct of self preservation and began walking slowly towards the minotaur. The beast reacted with obvious surprise, drawing itself up to its full height and staring at her. It was probably not used to prey that approached it willingly. Sara softly said, “I am seeking help.”

“Help? I do not help. I devour.” The beast threatened, but he was not devouring her. In fact, the only movement was the unmistakable swelling in his loincloth.

“I think we can help each other,” said Sara, reaching out slowly and touching the beast’s massive, muscular thighs. He grunted, his body tensing, but still he did not move. Her soft touch slid up to the furry bulge of his loincloth. He stood nearly three meters tall, towering above Sara, his fists as big as her head and his cock seemingly the size of a coiled python in his furry loincloth.

The beast replied with an uncertain growl, watching Sara’s every move, but remaining in the doorway of the room as she ran her fingers over the bulge of its loincloth. She felt the outline of its cock; huge and oddly tapered. She pressed her fingers against it and it pushed back against her fingers with straining desire.

“May I take it out?” Sara asked sweetly, looking up into the beast’s red eyes.

The beast reached down slowly and untied his loincloth. The pelt he wore around his hips, reeking of bestial scents, fell to the sandy floor. His cock sprung forth with urgent need, pink and glistening in the moonlight, sheathed in tan fur at its root above two enormous bollocks. The cock was tapered almost to a scooped point, like a spongy hypodermic as big as Sara’s wrist, with a slit that seemed thick enough for her finger. It was longer than her hand and forearm and at its base was as thick as her bicep. The animal smell of it was unpleasant, but she did not let that deter her from reaching out with both hands and caressing the beast’s massive member.

“Mmmmm,” grumbled the beast, its cock jutting upright as she gently squeezed and stroked its hardness. Sara pressed her face against its pungent member, rubbing her lips across its shaft and nuzzling against its hefty bollocks. She moaned with desire, arching her body so that he could better see her voluptuous femininity.

“This is not… how you should act,” said the beast. “You should fear me.”

“But I want you,” moaned Sara, hugging her body against the beast’s legs and wanking him against her shoulders and the tops of her soft breasts. “I need this mighty cock. I need to worship it.”

“You would worship my manhood?” The beast seemed confused.

“Oh, yessss,” cried Sara, lifting herself to squeeze his cock between her soft breasts, writhing against him to encourage his desire. “Your cock is magnificent! Oh… mmmmm… let me… mmmmm…”

She began to suck him, ignoring the sour taste of his unwashed cock as she stretched her lips around his tip and began to drool and bob on his bestial member. The beast grunted with surprise as her tongue flicked at its slit and she did her best to suck.

“Ohhhhh… girl… you are mating with your mouth?”

He shuddered and his cock throbbed between Sara’s lips. She tasted a salty discharge of his precum, nearly as plentiful as a human’s full ejaculation. She let the slimy liquid lubricate her lips and spread over her tongue. She embraced the wrongness of what she was doing, sucking, slurping lewdly, and moaning around the tapered tip of the beast’s huge cock as her breasts cradled the shaft.

That wrongness sent hot ripples of desire through Sara’s body. Her core ached and her pussy steamed with need.

“You will not fool me!” The beast suddenly shoved Sara roughly away. She slid across the floor, but was quick to recover and rebound to her feet. The beast was stalking towards her, its huge cock bouncing with each step and anger blazing in its red eyes.

“I need your cock,” cried Sara, ducking out of its reach as it grabbed for her. She circled around it, mindful that at any moment it could snap her neck if it caught her, but the treasure hunter had a mad smile on her face. She had no intention of trying to escape the beast.

She dodged another attempt to grab her and rolled under its reach. As she came again, she launched inside its grasp, leaping at the beast, catching its maned in her hands and wrapping her powerful legs around its waist. Its huge cock slid into her hot, slick pussy as she pulled herself tight against the beast’s body.

“Ahhhhhhhh!” The brute roared as Sara’s little cunt stretched around his manhood. She could not fit all of it inside her pussy, but she rode down until his cockhead was mashed against her back walls and his furry sheath was tickling against her cuntlips. The beast grabbed Sara’s arms, wrenching them away from its body and out to her sides.

“You know this is what you want,” gasped Sara, ignoring the pain of her hyper-extended arms and working her hips to slide her tight pussy up and down the huge, hot length of the beast’s cock. Her inner walls clutched tightly against his massive member as she rode all the way until only the tapered tip was inside her and plunged back down again, cramming her pussy with bestial cock.

The beast’s expression was animal and difficult to read, but his eyes seemed to betraying the instincts warring within him. His natural desire was to rip Sara apart and feast on her corpse, but the hot squeeze of her tight pussy and her heaving breasts stoked his desire to mate.

“Fuck me,” gasped Sara, breasts bouncing as she slammed her pussy up and down on the beast’s slippery cock. “Oh, please, fuck me! I neeeed it!”

Sara leaned forward and kissed the beast on its fuzzy lips. It pulled back in surprise, its lip curling in a savage snarl that revealed fangs. For a moment, Sara was sure it was about to bite her throat out, but instead, the beast released her arms and reached down to cradle the globes of her bum. It squeezed roughly and began to thrust its hips.

“Ohhhhhh, yessss!” Sara cried, tossing her head and fucking back against the beast. Its huge cock slammed in and out of her pussy with bruising force, but any discomfort was lost in the rush of pleasure that filled her with each stroke. She rode faster and faster, more than matching the beast’s thrusts, crying out as her tits bounced wildly. “Fuck meeeee!”

Her orgasm crashed through her with the violence of being thrown across the room. She fell forward suddenly, pressing herself flush against the beast’s rippling muscles. His hands on her bum prevented her posture from changing completely. He held her cheeks tightly and rammed his cock in and out as her pussy throbbed with her orgasm. The storm of pleasure wracking Sara’s was so all-consuming she could scarcely breathe.

The beast let out a bleating roar of pleasure, his hands tightening on Sara’s bum and his cock ramming deep into her pussy. There was a sudden pressure inside her as his cum began to gush in massive quantities. Spurt after spurt of bestial seed flooded into Sara’s pussy, slicking the beast’s huge pink cock and drooling from her stretched cunt in long strands that splattered onto the floor. Each jerk of the beast’s cock fired another salvo of his seed into her fluttering depths and overflowed her clutching pussy.

His thrusts slowed as Sara moaned against him.

“This pleasure,” moaned the beast, “is incredible. You do endure my cock, you seem to crave it.”

“Yesssss, don’t stop,” she pleaded. “Fuck me more. Fuck meeee.”

She was wild with need and the beast could not deny her. She began rolling her hips again, squeezing his cock and coaxing it back to full hardness before it even slipped from her creamy cunt. The beast gave a savage roar and pushed her to the floor. She cried out as he grabbed her hair in one fest and his hand roughly turned her by her hips. She flipped onto her hands and knees and he was upon her again in an instant, sheathing his huge cock inside her with a lewd squelch and a hot wave of overflowing spunk that dripped down her legs and gushed into the crack of her arse.

“You want to be mated, strange woman? I will mate you properly! For Aduar does not refuse his bride!”

Aduar? Sara recognized the name. It was the Babylonian god of fertility and courage. As his cock slammed into her creamy pussy, she realized for the second time in as many weeks she was being fucked by a god.

Unlike her undersea coupling with Dagon, there was no vision of a handsome human to make her forget the strange reality. The bestial scent of Aduar pressed down upon her as his huge, muscular hips slammed against her plump bum. His cock squelched lewdly in and out of her pussy, churning his first load into a musky froth that filled the air with the harsh stench of animal sex. Her breasts mashed against the cold desert floor and her thighs quaked with the force of each impact.

“Ohhhhhh, Aduar,” she gasped. “Take me! Make me yours!”

The pleasure, as filthy as it was, could not be denied. She relished each animal grunt and each thrust of his inhuman cock. If Megan could see her now, what would she think? Her father? The mighty Sara Chambers, international treasure hunter extraordinaire, was being pounded into the floor by a goat-headed minotaur.

“Your cunt grips me like a vice!” Bellow Aduar. “Your wide hips, your breasts, you will nurture my sons well! Ahhhhh! Take my seed, strange human!”

She came with him, her pussy clutching the moment she felt the first powerful eruption of his cum inside her. His forceful stroke buried his cock inside her stretched pussy with each release of his thick, hot seed. Again it overflowed her and poured down her thighs and again she took each spurt with relish, her mouth open in a wordless cry of pleasure. Of adoration. Of love? Love for this beast?

“No,” she gasped, something burning on her abdomen.

“What?” Aduar’s strokes slowed. He slipped his softening cock from her well-used pussy, cum pouring out with a gush and leaving Sara gasping with her ass raised and her head on the floor. “You defy my will? It is too late, human. I have bred you and… and… what is this?”

A light began to glow from beneath Sara. Brighter and brighter, its radiance eclipse the glow of the moon above. Aduar, confused, rolled Sara roughly onto her back and saw the radiant mark upon her abdomen.

“This… this is… no! I did not know! I did not know!”

There was a rushing sound in the distance and darkness blotted out the light from above. Sara tilted her head, looking away from the towering minotaur and above the walls of the maze. For a moment, Sara saw nothing, but the rushing continued, growing louder and louder as the minotaur looked skyward as well.

“Dagon, forgive me,” shouted Aduar, fear edging his voice.

It was then that Sara realized what had blotted out the moon. A massive wave towered hundreds of meters into the air, stretching as far as she could see, its cap already curling as it began its plunge towards the ground. The water slammed into the maze and for a moment Sara saw the walls smashed to pieces, the minotaur swept away, and then the water was upon her.

She was lifted and churned and washed by the seawater that had risen from the empty desert. The wave carried her over the sand and she broke the surface, gasping for air, the water receding into the dry desert. She was deposited on the side of a dune and when she looked back over her shoulder she saw nothing but an empty desert.

She tried to hold her head up, but she was exhausted. Her cheek pressed against the cool sand, her eyes closed, and darkness swallowed her up as surely as the wave.

Into the Temple of the Beast

Sara awoke on the cool desert sand. She was not refreshed. Her muscles ached with dehydration and when she tried to wet her lips her tongue was dry. She pushed herself up from the sand and brushed away a desert spider that had sought the warmth of her body in the chill of the night. She was fully dressed and without a trace of the wave that had carried her over the desert or the filth that had dripped from her body.

She might have believed everything was a dream, but as she took a step towards the top of the dune, she felt it: she had been fucked. Her cunt ached from being stretched by the beast’s cock. Where had the maze gone? She saw no sign of it behind her. She continued up the dune and when she reached the top a shaky breath of surprise escaped her lips.

The Temple was a stepped pyramid like the Pyramid of Djoser, low and wide compared to the famed pyramids of Egypt. The entrance was guarded by two obelisks carved with statues of goat-headed humans. Their resemblance to Aduar was marred by erosion, leaving their bestial faces almost blank and their stone cocks scrubbed away by time. Sara stumbled down the dune and passed through the entrance and into the temple.

She still had her pack and she pulled a torch from it, shining the beam ahead of her as she followed the narrow tunnel into the temple’s interior. Ancient text survived on the temple’s interior, words that seemed to be a proto-Akkadian language pre-dating the writings of Babylon. Sara ran her fingers over the texts, her body reinvigorated by the discovery. How long since human eyes had looked upon these words? If only she could read them.

There was a scuffing sound like a boot on stone ahead of her. Sara swung the beam of her torch around and glimpsed a ruffled of brown robes that disappeared into the deeper darkness of the temple.

“Who is there?” She called, drawing her pistol.

More scuffing answered her voice, this time receding deeper into the temple. She reached a spiral staircase that descended into the stone floor, its steps wide and marked with well-worn footpaths. She descended cautiously, following the spiraling stairs, sensing a faint golden light the deeper she went. She emerged into a room bathed in a golden glow. The light emanated from numerous pillars of amber that stretched from floor to ceiling. Suspended in the amber of each pillar was a robed human finger. She walked slowly among the columns, playing the beam of her torch over each figure. The men had shaved heads and Semitic features. A few bore crude facial tattoos. They bore no injuries that might suggest they were dead. Their eyes were closed, as if each man had been peacefully asleep when he had been submerged into the amber.

Sara counted twenty columns arranged in pairs. She reached the last pair of columns and froze.

One was intact and as the others, but the amber of its paired column had melted into a gooey liquid that covered the stone plinth and formed a pool on the floor. There was no sign of the robed figure from this particular column.

“Where did you go?” Sara wondered aloud.

She leaned down to study the pool of amber when she heard scuffing footsteps again. She moved swiftly to pursue them and seemed to be gaining ground on whoever was there. She reached a door that had been left open, swinging out over narrow stone bridge over a pool of amber liquid.

She stepped out carefully. Under normal circumstances, she would handle such an obstacle easily, but she was weak and shaky and did not trust her own feet. She held her breath as she shuffled slowly across the bridge. She lost her balance near the midpoint, pitching sideways over the side. She threw out her arms, losing her pistol in the amber as she managed to regain her balance.

“Bloody hell,” she muttered and hurried the last few steps across the bridge.

Her momentum carried her through the doorway on the opposite end of the pit full of amber liquid. She was moving too fast to notice the rope noose strung across the path. Her head went through the oversized loop and an unseen mechanism cinched it tight. Her momentum choked her on the noose and she almost lost her footing. The torch fell from her fingers, rolling and spinning across the floor to create momentary shadows of her kicking legs and arched, struggling body.

Before she could get the rope from around her neck there was a clanking of ancient pulleys and the noose lifted her up off the ground so that only her toes were still touching the stone beneath her. She was kept on the edge of strangulation. Gasping, wobbling on her toes, she struggled desperately to reach her boot knife to cut herself free. She quickly realized she would have to contort herself into a position that would almost certainly cut off her flow of air completely.

The robed man she had glimpsed earlier – the man who seemingly escaped from the amber column – emerged from the shadows ahead of Sara. He raised a lantern and opened the shutter, shining a faint golden light in her face through smoke-stained glass. His eyes were strangely pale, almost blue, but his features were otherwise those of an ancient Babylonian main. Sara stood motionless, keeping both toes on the floor.

The man spoke in a guttural language Sara did not recognize. He seemed to ask her a question repeatedly.

“My name is Sara Chambers,” she rasped, fighting to breathe. “Just thought… I would pop in… see how you were.”

He spoke again, his apparent anger becoming a smile that Sara found unnerving. He took hold of her hand and then the other and bent them behind her back. He tied them together with a short length of rope and then lowered Sara to the floor. He was not expecting her to drop to her back and suddenly windmill her legs, knocking him off his feet.

He shouted and was on his feet in a moment, grabbing her bound wrists as she tried to run and driving her to the floor.

“Eetusha kan yeshada len sonasha venta!” He said, driving his knee into her back and binding her ankles together.

The robed man slung Sara over his shoulder and carried her through the hall and into the adjoining room. He grunted as he climbed another staircase, reaching a large chamber lined with ancient, yellow tapestries that used gold thread to depict scenes of a man with the head of a beast defiling women. Torches burned in wall sconces, illuminating a large and well-kept room that appeared ceremonial.

She could not help but notice a mask with the head of a beast hung upon one wall. It closely resembled the head of the minotaur she had seen in her dream. There were golden swords mounted on racks, a golden spear, and several golden shields with intricate designs resembling the head of the beast. Nearby, in an alcove all to itself was an enormous phallus preserved in a cylinder of amber. This resembled Aduar’s cock as it had appeared in her dream, from the tapered tip to the huge harry bollocks.

Then Sara saw where her captor was carrying her.

“Oh no,” she groaned. “Not another bloody altar.”

The robed man dropped her roughly onto the angled stone of the slab. He drew a curved dagger from a hidden sheath and began to slice through Sara’s clothing, removing her robe first and then her tank-top, boots, shorts, and panties. He was methodical about the process, not pausing to caress or admire her nudity. When she was completely naked and writhing on the altar, he used more ropes to bind her securely to the stone. The ropes framed her breasts tightly and secured her legs to the sides of the altar.

The robed man smiled at his handiwork, finally taking the time to admire Sara as her bound tits began to darken with trapped blood, her hips jerked helplessly, and she tried to arch her back atop the table.

“You can’t do this,” she cried. “Not again. It’s… it’s cliché. Tying a woman to the altar? Come up with something new!”

The robed man spoke to her in his incomprehensible language, reached out slowly, and seized one of her reddening breasts. She cried out as his fingers pressed divots into the swollen flesh. He pinched her nipples between thumb and forefinger, tighter and tighter, twisting until she let out a scream.

“Sadist,” she cried. “Let me go!”

He did not. He slapped her face, lightly, but hard enough to make his point that she was helpless and should behave. She watched with anger burning in her eyes as he shuffled across the room and undressed. His body was lean almost to the point of gauntness, his back marked with numerous crude tattoos, but it was as he turned around to face her again that Sara was truly shocked.

“You’ve cut your cock off,” she gasped, staring wide-eyed at the scar running over his loins. In place of his cock and bollocks there was a pink seam and a tiny hole for his urine. “At least you’re not going to stick it in me.”

The eunuch strode proudly past the altar as if parading his maimed body. He approached the alcove that held the amber cylinder and the bestial cock suspended inside. He took it down, intoned several words softly, and the amber melted through his fingers, leaving the fleshy pink cock in his hands. He spoke again, securing the root of it against his castrated groin. There was a loud sucking sound and the man jerked as if in momentary pain. He released his grip on the huge, bestial phallus and it drooped from his skinny loins as if it was a part of him.

“Oh, hell, there goes that,” said Sara, rolling her eyes. “I’m getting fucked.”

The man ignored her, chanting softly in his strange language as he reached his hands up to the minotaur’s head mounted on the wall. He took it down and revealed that it was hollow, but filled with strangely pink and moist-seeming flesh, almost as if freshly skinned from the beast.

The man’s eerily pale blue eyes stared at Sara as he lowered the minotaur’s mask over his head. He settled the mask onto his shoulders and his body convulsed. He staggered back several steps, the huge cock and bollocks swaying between his legs. When he lifted his head again, he peered out at Sara from within the mask with eyes that glowed faintly red.

When the man spoke again, it was with two voice. One continued in his foreign tongue, the other, in the resonant voice of Aduar, seemed to speak in clear English.

“I am an acolyte of the great bull, god of fertility and courage, guardian of the golden temple, and now, father of the golden host.” The man took a step closer to the altar. “I am Aduar. The great bull himself. God of fertility and courage. I am the father of the golden host.”

“I’m Sara Chambers,” said Sara. “And this would be much nicer if you would untie me.”

“Long have we waited for a warrior woman to pass through the maze,” said the Aduar impersonator. His bony hands caressed her feet, up her shapely legs to her thighs, forced apart by her bindings. His fingers trailed over her delicate mound. “I have… lost track of the years. But it is my honor that you have come during my watch over the temple. The others will be so jealous.”

“Take shifts, do you?” She asked, trying to keep him talking, her eyes glancing nervously at the stiffening beast cock rising from the man’s loins. “What’s it like being frozen in amber?”

“Like? We dream of the golden paradise that awaits all servants of Aduar,” said the man. “But now, after countless centuries, it is my good fortune to wear the Mask of Aduar and the Cock of Aduar to—“

The single gunshot rang out with a painfully sharp report. Sara jerked in her bindings as blood spurted out of a hole in the accolyte’s chest and spattered her abdomen and breasts. He staggered for a moment, reached a disbelieving hand to the hole, and then toppled heavily backwards.

Alistair Chambers stepped through the cloud of gun smoke and lowered the barrel of his .455 Webley. He did not look a day over 50.

“Hello, Sara,” he said with a warm smile. “Sorry about the timing, but I had to wait until he was occupied.”

“Right,” said Sara, looking down at her blood-splashed nudity. “Mind untying me?”

“Yes, of course,” said Alistair, holstering his pistol. As he unbound her naked body, he cleared his throat and said, “My you have grown up, Sara.”

“Is that right?” She spoke with annoyance as he set to work freeing her legs.

He stared at her soft breasts, shifting as she sat up, and said, “You’ve your mother’s… eyes.”

Once he had finished untying Sara, she slapped him hard across his face. Alistair rock back a step and rubbed his cheek.

“I thought you would be happy to see me,” he said. “Saving your life and all.”

“You saved my life from the danger you put me in!” She said, jabbing a finger into his chest.

He struggled not to look at her naked body, rubbing his cheek where she had slapped him.

“Unfortunately necessary,” said Alistair, “Only a warrior woman was going to get into this place. Last I checked, I don’t fit that description.”

“Right,” said Sara. She picked up some of her clothes and frowned at the strips the acolyte had made of them with his dagger. Alistair took off his hunting jacket with its padded shooter’s shoulder and draped it over Sara’s naked body. It was long enough that it reached past her waist and almost covered her bum. “Ta. Can we leave now? I’m not done slapping you in the face for making me think you were dead.”

“One tick,” said Alistair and he bent down and yanked the Mask of Aduar from the head of the acolyte. It seemed to take quite a bit of effort and made a disgusting ripping sound as he pulled it off. The dead man’s face was covered with dozens of horrible holes. Alistair looked at Sara and asked, “Right, I have my hands full. Would you mind getting the, ah, the… you know?”

“You want the willy as well?” Sara chuckled. “Right then, you can watch how your granddaughter handles a cock.”

“I didn’t mean, ah, that’s just… hands full and all that,” said Alistair, his face going red.

Sara ignored him, grabbed the flaccid pink member in both hands, braced one booted foot on the dead man’s leg, and pulled with all her strength. The cock stretched and stretched and finally tore free, revealing similar wounds on the acolyte’s pubic area.

“Now we can go,” said Alistair.

“Where are we taking these?” Sara asked, flopping the cock in her hands.

“Well, you see, after I disappeared, and my apologies for doing that to you and your father, I joined a very exclusive organization.” He led the way through the temple as he spoke. “It’s a small, but long-lived brotherhood that directly opposes the agenda of sinister organizations like the Xerxes Group.”

“Don’t tell me you’re in the illuminati,” said Sara.

“What?” Alistair laughed. “Heavens no. They haven’t existed for more than three hundred years. No, I work with a benevolent—“

“Oh, stop teasing it and tell me,” snapped Sara. “Do you have any idea what I had to go through to get in this temple?”

“You had to defeat the maze of Aduar, right?” Alistair asked.

“Yeah, after a fashion,” she said, her gaze dropping to the floppy cock held in her hands. “Just tell me, alright, grandfather?”

“Yes,” said Alistair. “Yes, I owe you that. I am a brother of the Knights Templar. Have been since the day I disappear. It is my sworn duty to guard the world from the use of ancient magics. The sort of magic imbued in certain items that the Xerxes Group have spent the last few years gathering.”

They paused in their conversation to cross the pit filled with amber and walk among the acolytes still frozen in amber.

“The Knights Templar still exist?” Sara was shocked. She had not seen evidence of their activity more recent than 200 years old.

“We’re better at hiding ourselves these days,” said Alistair. “I will take you to meet them. It is high time.”

“Where are they?” Sara asked.

“The most dangerous place in the world,” said Alistair. “A place where good and evil are often masquerading as one another, where every handshake hides a dagger, and cruelty and depravity lurk behind every door.”

“Where?” Sara demanded.

“Vatican City,” said Alistair with a grin.

They finally stepped out of the temple and into the wildly blowing desert morning. A helicopter emerged over the nearby dunes, an older model Russian-made vehicle that the pilot seemed to struggle to control. Sara held the jacket tightly about her otherwise naked body, the cock dangling over her forearm, as the helicopter touched down only a few feet away. The cargo door slid open and Baxter beckoned.

Rome, Italy

“If you’ll excuse me, grandfather,” said Sara, rising from the table. “After the past few days I think I need a very long night’s rest.”

“Right,” said Alistair, rising from the table across from Sara and nearly overturning his wine glass. “Sorry again about any trouble I put you through with this whole charade. I had to get that mask. In the wrong hands, someone could channel a god. Only a matter of time before the Xerxes Group tracked it down.”

“Thanks for letting me keep the cock,” said Sara. “Not sure what I’ll do with it, but it will be an interesting addition to my collection.”

“A good conversation piece,” said Alistair, raising his glass in salute. “I always knew you’d make it through that maze.”

“You’re welcome to sleep here,” said Sara. “I’ve had Baxter sell off the gold so we have three suites in the hotel. More than enough room for you to join us.”

“No, no,” said Alistair. “I must get this back to the Templars. We will talk more tomorrow. Then you’ll get to meet them.”

Sara hugged her grandfather goodbye, still a bit cross with him, but excited to have him back after all those years missing even if he had failed to provide an adequate explanation for his apparent agelessness. She saw him to the door of her suite and locked the door behind him.

She shed her dress as she walked back to her bedroom wearing nothing but a g-string and a sheer lace bra. She pushed the door to the bedroom and Alistair lifted his head from the bed. He was bound to the mattress similarly to how Sara had been tied to the altar. His flaccid cock curled over his bollocks.

“Sorry to keep you waiting, Mr. Honeycutt,” said Sara, walking towards the bed and climbing onto her hands and knees.

“Th-that’s okay,” said Baxter, somewhere between nervous and excited. “D-did he tell you how he looks so young?”

“Templar magic,” said Sara. “But put that out of your mind. Right now, your only concern is me. And my pleasure.”

She crawled between Baxter’s legs, smirking at him as she dragged her dangling, lace-sheathed tits over his cock. It stirred against her and Baxter whine with desire. She dragged her tits up his toned body, over his chest, and against his face. She felt his hot breath spill into her lace bra as she crawled higher, her knees briefly on his chest, stifling his breath. Then she was above him on the bed, turning and straddling his face, her luscious bum was all the poor boffin could see.

“This would be easier if you untied me,” said Baxter, gazing up in wonder at the creamy globes of her bum threaded with her black g-string.

“That’s exactly what I said to that unfortunate cultist of Aduar,” chuckled Sara. “But for the time being, you will remain tied down to ensure you are a properly obedient boy. Now then, I believe you owe me… Ohhh…”

She did not have to finish her instructions to Baxter. He leaned up the moment she said “Now then,” and had thrust his nose into her crack and his lips against the barely-covered mound of her pussy. She laughed softly as she felt his breath between her cheeks and his tongue forceful and wet against her underwear. He squirmed his tongue past this meager barrier and tasted the sweet folds of Sara’s pussy. She let out a soft sigh, turning her hips ever so slightly to give Baxter even more access to her honeyed hole.

“Ohhhhh… mmmmm… Miss Chambers… nnnnnnn…”

Any sort of coherent communication was impossible as Sara squirmed her bum in Baxter’s face and he shoved his tongue into the hot channel of her cunt.

“That’s a good lad,” laughed Sara, riding her plush cheeks back against his face and grinding her slick folds on his tongue. She curled a finger into the back of her g-string and drew it from her crack. “Don’t forget to give my arse a bit of attention.”

“Of course, Miss Chambers,” moaned Baxter, sliding his tongue from her pussy and into her crack. He lapped at the clenched ring of her arsehole, rolling his tongue around that delicate divot and smothering himself in the warm, soft flesh of her bum. Sara pressed back, crushing him beneath her weight and savoring the sensation of his hot tongue rimming her tight hole.

“Oh, you’ve gone hard,” she laughed, noticing his cock sticking straight up. “You must like my bum.”

“Mmmmnnnnnnnm,” he replied from beneath her cheeks, his words vibrating along his tongue and against her sensitive arsehole.

“Keep it up, Baxter,” she said. She leaned across him, lifting the weight of her bum from his face, but keeping it close enough for him to lean up and dutifully lick. She took hold of Baxter’s cock, wanking it slowly as he continued to rim her arse. “Don’t be shy about it, Mr. Honeycutt. Get your tongue up my arse.”

“Yes, Miss Chambers,” he moaned, thrusting his tongue against her pucker and pushing past her clench into the hot tunnel of her arse.

Sara laughed throatily as she began to tongue his cockhead. He twitched in her grasp and she laughed again, licking away the glistening smear of his precum. Baxter moaned with his tongue up her bum, the sound vibrating deep into her arse as he tongue-fucked her naughty hole. She rolled her hips, grinding her pussy and clit against his chin and smearing her juices onto his face. The little bit of scruff on his chin actually enhanced the pleasure, prickling against her clit with each grind of her pussy.

“Oh, let’s have a proper taste of this,” she gasped, fitting his fat cockhead into her mouth and giving him a suck. Baxter’s hips jerked and he moaned loudly into her crack, screwing his tongue urgently into her arsehole as he felt the first suction of her warm mouth. Sara moaned around him as she began to bob her head, “Mmmmmmmm.”

She sucked him as he lightly thrust his hips, focused on joining the pleasure she felt to the pleasure she was giving. Baxter’s hot tongue suddenly wriggled from her arse and she heard him moan behind her, “I can’t hold out with you doing that, Miss Chambers.”

“You’re going to cum already?” She asked, looking over her shoulder and only seeing a hint of his hair peaking up over the heart-shaped mounds of her bum.

“I’m very close, I’m afraid,” he said. “I apologize, but you are so good with your mouth and licking you has turned me on so much.”

“Of course it has,” laughed Sara. “Go ahead, Baxter, pop your tongue back up my arse and let loose. I won’t miss a drop.”

“Bloody hell,” he moaned, but as her warm mouth closed once more around his cock he eagerly thrust his tongue back into Sara’s crack. She slurped wantonly on him, bobbing her head vigorously and riding her pussy against his chin as his tongue fucked her arse.

Baxter tensed beneath her, his limbs pulling at the ropes binding him and his toes flicking and fidgeting with the pleasure. She chuckled around his cock, taking his hardness into her mouth down to her gripping hand. She wanked and sucked in perfect unison and there was nothing Baxter could do to resist his welling pleasure. He let out a cried muffled by Sara’s plush bottom, trust desperately through her stroking fist, and erupted into her mouth.

The moment Sara felt the hot, salty gush of his spunk against her tongue, she hollowed her cheeks with suction. She held her mouth still on his tip, sucking hard, as her hand worked his spit-slicked shaft. He pumped out a massive load, filling her mouth nearly to bursting before he finally went a bit soft against her tongue. She gulped down his tacky seed and began to work her hips urgently on his face. She was approaching an orgasm of her own and sucking out Baxter’s cum had excited her to the brink.

“Ohhhhhh, yes,” she gasped, lifting her mouth just an inch from his cock. “Fuck my arse with your tongue. Yesssss, Baxter, make me cummmmm!”

“Nnnnhnnhnn,” he answered, his tongue buried well into her arse and wriggling like an eel.

Sara threw back her head, crying out with pleasure and furiously grinding her clit against the scruff of Baxter’s chin. It burst from her clit and radiated in incendiary bursts through her arching body. Her pussy clutched at nothing and her arsehole gripped at Baxter’s tongue with the force of her ecstasy.

“There it is,” cried Sara. “Ohhhhh… I’ve been waiting for that! Ahhhhh!”

It turned out a tongue up her bum was just the thing Sara needed to get off. She came hard, riding Baxter’s face until she slowly descended from the heights of her climax. She slid off of his face, his tongue leaving her arse with a little pop that made her giggle. She dragged her shapely body over his cock, which was already stiffening again, and turned to give Baxter a proper kiss on his sweaty lips.

He moaned with surprise, her tongue thrusting aggressively into his mouth and tasting an acrid hint of her arse on his lips. She didn’t care. She was still quivering from that incredible orgasm and seemed to melt atop him, languidly stretching her body out against him. She felt his stiff cock between her thighs and almost immediately she craved more.

“I need it,” she said, squeezing her thighs around Baxter’s cock. “I need it. I need your big dick in my tight little pussy, Baxter.”

“Oh… M-Miss Chambers,” he moaned against her lips, bucking his hips and fucking between her squeezing thighs. “Y-you’ll let me fuck you?”

“Yes,” she said with a smile against his lips. “Hard and fast. No holding back. Can you manage?”

“If you untie me,” said Baxter with a lopsided grin.

It took her almost ten minutes of grunting and pulling at the knots.

“Why did I have to tie the bloody thing so tight?” She asked, bending over one ankle, ass in the air, and furiously pull at the rope. For Baxter, Sara’s efforts to untie him served as a sort of avant-garde striptease, though Sara already had her kit off and was doing more straining and cursing than dancing. By the time she managed to free him, his cock was red and aching for a go at her slippery little cunt.

“Come here,” he insisted, grappling with her and pushing her back on the bed.

“Oh, I like this new forceful Baxter,” she laughed as he pushed her legs up behind the knees.

“You’re going to absolutely adore the rogering I’m going to give you,” said Baxter, a wicked grin on his face. He bent her into a favorable position on her back, feet in the air and knees bent back, and he slapped the weight of his cock against her tender cunt.

“Ah!” She gasped. “I said fuck me, not beat me up with it.”

“Right,” said Baxter, adjusting his hips and catching his fat cockhead on the folds of her sex. He took a deep breath and thrust into Sara’s eager pussy. She watched his expression of concentration, smiling up at him as he hilted his cock in her tender quim. His bollocks slapped against her arsehole and his short hairs mashed her clit.

“Ohhhhh, that’s the business,” laughed Sara. “Hard and fast, Mr. Honeycutt.”

“Yes… Miss… Chambers…”

He punctuated each word with a thrust, slamming into her as hard and as fast as he could manage. Her tits bounced with each stroke and her soft lips formed into an oval. He released her legs and grabbed her hips, using his weight to pound her down into the bed. It shook with the force of his thrusts and her breasts jiggled and swayed even more wildly.

“Yessssss,” cried Sara. “Oh, Baxter, fuck it. Don’t stop. Fuck mmmeeeee!”

“Yes, Miss Chambers,” he gasped, sweat beginning to slide from his hairline and drip down his face. He was a machine and his fat cock was the slippery piston slamming in and out of her well-lubricated cunt. The harder and faster he fucked, the more she begged for it.

Baxter pulled his cock out suddenly, leaving Sara gasping, “What’s wrong?”

“Had to stop,” he said, gripping the base of his cock tightly. “Turn over. Come on then. I’ll give it to you from the back.”

“Ohhhh, yes, tell me how you want, Mr. Honeycutt,” she cooed as she rolled onto her hands and knees. She arched her back and offered up the generous, heart-shaped loveliness of her bum. He gave her cheeks a few good smacks. Sara laughed with delight, “Oh, Mr. Honeycutt! Have I been bad?”

“Always,” laughed Baxter. He gripped his cock tightly in his fist and lined it up on her blushing pussy. He slid easily into her, the new angle making her pussy even tighter and finding new pleasure points for both of them. He grabbed her by her narrow waist and pounded his cock up her puffy little pussy. Her ass smack against his hips and her tits swung beneath her as she pushed herself up on her hands.

“Ohhhhh, yes, that’s it,” she cried, edging towards an orgasm with every stroke. “Give it to me! That’s it, Baxter! Give it to meeeee!”

She pushed back against him, meeting his strokes and molding her plush bum against his hips, riding almost to his tip and then slamming back again. He leaned into her, grabbing her with one hand on her shoulder, using his grips for maximum leverage.

“Ahhhhhhh!” They cried in unison and as she felt his cum spurt into her pussy, Sara experienced a shockingly powerful orgasm. It was as if she was coming normally and having a second climax deep inside her as her cervix spasmed sharply. The shock of it made her lose her balance and collapse forward onto the bed. Baxter took this as permission to double his efforts and he hammered hard into her clutching cunt as he emptied his load into the depths of Sara’s pussy.

She felt a strange pressure building inside her, something emerging from the orgasm and giving her an unpleasant sensation. She slid off Baxter’s still hard cock and crawled off the edge of the bed.

“What’s wrong?” He asked, still trying to catch his breath.

“Need a bath,” said Sara. “Nothing wrong.”

Her hurried pace and slam of the bathroom door betrayed her discomfort. She locked the bathroom door and started the huge, clawfoot tub filling with hot water. As it filled, she sat on the toilet, but nothing came out other than drips of Baxter’s semen. She felt another spasm inside her, seeming pushing against her cervix from within, and she let out a cry that echoed from the tiles.

“Are you sure you’re alright, Miss Chambers?” Baxter called through the locked door.

“Y-yes,” said Sara, pulling herself up on the rim of the tub. “Go and… go and ask Winston to make me some tea.”

“Alright,” said Baxter and seemed to depart.

Three more spasms wracked Sara’s body. She felt an overpowering urge to get into the tub. She pulled herself over the rim and spilled into the warm water up to her neck. The weight of that water on her body helped. She looked down and groaned as she saw the glow of the octopus symbol just above her vulva.

“Dagon,” she whispered.

Saying the name sent another spasm through her body. A pressure that built and built without relent. She bit her hand to keep from screaming as her cervix dilated. Suddenly, with almost ejaculatory force, something big and squishy was pushing out through her pussy. The egg bulged for a moment at her cunt lips. A finally contraction squeezed it out and into the hot water filling the tub.

The luminous egg was slightly larger than a tennis ball. It glowed a faint green color that matched the fading glow of the mark on Sara’s abdomen. As she stared in disbelief at the luminous egg, something curled inside unmistakably moved.

“No,” whispered Sara. “No it can’t be.”

“Mum?” Croaked a faint voice through the bathroom door. “Your tea is served.”

“Leave it on the table beside the bed,” said Sara, distracted by the incredible sight she was seeing.

The blue-green creature curled inside the egg moved again. With sickening certainty, Sara knew what she was seeing was real. Inside that large, translucent egg was the inhuman offspring of Sara Chambers and the ancient god of the deep called Dagon.
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Book Seven

Quest for the Unholy Grail

Rome

Sara Chambers felt the succubus feeding upon her life force with each kiss. She was stretched beneath the ravenous demoness on the gold satin of her hotel bed, her thighs apart and Circe kneeling between them. Sara tried not to look into the succubus’s glowing violet eyes, but it was impossible. They were hypnotic and she knew she could lose herself in them.

Circe’s soft, heavy, and lusciously warm breasts pressed down against Sara’s ample mounds and she kissed Sara once more. The succubus’s exquisitely plush lips parted and Sara tasted a hint of the sweetness on the demoness’s tongue. She felt the familiar electric tingle on her lips and saw the faint sparking of demonic energy around their kiss.

There came the usual rush of pleasure, shooting from her the kiss down through Sara’s body, caroming from her stiff nipples to the aching bud of her clit, and arcing deep into her core. Their tongues met and swirled together. Circe’s mouth was so sweet that Sara wanted to suck her tongue like a hummingbird drinking honey.

Circe seemed dissatisfied as she pulled away from the kiss.

“You are distracted,” said the demoness, running a thumb over Sara’s lips. “Is it your missing elder?”

“My missing… no, my grandfather is not missing, he will be getting in touch with me very soon,” said Sara, hoping her words were true. It had been several days since they had relocated to Italy and her grandfather had not contacted her.

“Whatever the cause of your distraction,” murmured Circe, “your essence contains bitter notes.”

“Oh, I do apologize for not tasting good enough for you,” said Sara.

Circe missed the obvious sarcasm, or chose to ignore it, as she leaned down and whispered against Sara’s lips, “That is a start, but you should try to taste better. I have just the thing to get your full attention…”

There was an electric crackle and Sara felt something warm and fleshy stiffening against her thigh. Circe had exerted her demonic power to grow a penis. It was not the first time.

“I am really not in the mood,” said Sara, pushing at Circe’s shoulders. “I said you could have a snack. I’m starting to feel lightheaded.”

“Oh, alright,” whined Circe, rising to her knees and sitting back with her round bum resting on her heels. He breasts were magnificent, pales and flawless like the rest of her body, capped with pink nipples that jutted on domed areolas. Her cock retreated like a snake, disappearing into Circe’s body and leaving behind only the immaculate mound of her pussy. “You are the only one who tastes good. You have forbidden me from hunting prey. That Baxter Honeycutt boy—“

“Not a ‘boy.’ He’s in his mid-twenties,” said Sara.

“He’s an overgrown child,” said Circe. “One touch of my finger and he goes off. And your friend, Megan, she will have nothing to do with me.”

“You made her pass out,” said Sara. “What about Winston?”

Circe’s eyes widened. She shook her head and said, emphatically, “I am not touching that thing again.”

“What is it with Winston? You never explained that to me.” Sara sat up, feeling dizzy for a moment. She had not worked out exactly what the succubus was taking from her whenever she fed, but it usually left her feeling disoriented and slightly feverish.

“He is a human skin stretched over a pit,” said Circe. “When someone says ‘nowhere’ they mean the void inside that… thing. I tried to feed and it was… it’s not that he hungers, it’s that he IS hunger.”

“None of that makes any sense,” said Sara. “He has been my family’s butler for as long as I can remember. Other than occasionally looking through my knickers and showing up when I’m climbing out of the shower, he has been a perfect gentleman.”

“My suggestion is to lock him in a chest and drop him down to the bottom of the ocean,” said Circe, tossing her crimson locks over her curved horns. “It will not end him, but it will keep him far away for a time.”

Sara grimaced. She had no intention of dropping Winston into the ocean, but it was Circe’s mention of the ocean that reminded her of her real worry.

“What is it?” Circe demanded.

“Do you swear not to tell any of the others?” Sara demanded.

Circe grinned and crooned, “Ooh, this I must know!”

“I mean it seriously,” said Sara. “Swear on your true name.”

“Very well, on my true name,” said Circe, holding up her hand as if taking an oath. “I will not speak of this to the others. Not even that ghost woman. Now what is it that vexes you, Sara Chambers?”

Sara swung a toned leg off the bed and walked across the hotel room to her bathroom. She motioned and the statuesque succubus followed. Sara leaned over the rim of the claw foot tub, showing off her peachy bottom and her blonde-tufted quim as she scooped something wrapped in a towel out of the bottom of the tub. She cradled it in her arms like a newborn, but it was silent and smooth.

“You… how did you get that?” Circe marveled at the softball-sized, gelatinous egg that Sara held swaddled in the towel. It pulsed with life and a dark shadow stirred within the egg.

“It came from me, Circe.” Sara swallowed the fear that threatened to rise in her throat. “When I went diving in the Aegean to recover that artifact… I… had an encounter. He looked like a man, he was beautiful, but I knew he wasn’t a man. I could sense it in flashes. He was…”

“He was a god,” whispered Circe. She reached out and ran her fingers over the surface of the egg. The succubus moaned and shuddered as if the contact gave her sexual pleasure. “Dagon… I knew him. The Lord of the Deep. One of the Old Gods.”

“While it was inside me,” Sara wrapped the egg back in the towel, “I could feel my connection to him, like he was watching over me. I don’t feel that anymore.”

“Because that egg is Dagon,” said Circe. “Do you not feel it? His power – his essence – is incredible. You  have given him flesh. You have birthed a god.”

“It is still just an egg,” said Sara and she returned the towel to the bottom of the bathtub.

Circe’s wide eyes changed. When Sara turned and looked up at the succubus, she saw a terrible wildness there, an uncontrolled hunger that she had never seen before.

“You are right,” whispered Circe. “He is still vulnerable. If I could drain the essence of this egg, I could have his power. The power of a god…”

Circe reached for the towel-wrapped egg. Sara cried out and grabbed the succubus around her waist, her arms sliding over the demoness’s plump breasts. Circe did little more than shrug her shoulders and spread her leathery wings to dislodge Sara.

“Stay away!” Sara cried out and charged at Circe. The demoness’s full attention remained focused on the egg. She lashed out without looking and knocked Sara across the bathroom with a single backhanded blow. Sara slammed hard into the sink and crumpled to the tiled floor, the wind knocked out of her.

“The power of a god,” repeated Circe as she unwrapped the gelatinous egg. She scooped it up in her hands, crying out with ecstasy as thick tendrils of violet essence began to spill from the throbbing sphere. “So much… so much power!”

Sara watched as Circe’s entire body began to glow. The demoness’s eyes were like violet searchlights and her hair swirled around her as if submerged in water.

“Yesssss!” Circe cried, floating off the floor, her body contorted as if in ecstasy. “Yes! Ohhhhhh! So much! Aahhhhhhh!”

With a bright blue flash and a thunderclap, Circe was thrown across the bathroom. Her body smashed the mirror and broke dozens of tiles in the rough outline of her shape. She slumped to the ground, singed and steaming.

The egg remained hovering in the air for a moment, bathed in blue light, and then it slowly descended back into the bathtub. Sara pushed herself to her feet, ribs sore from where she had been slammed into the sink. She stumbled over to the bathtub and saw the egg pulsing faintly, but seeming unharmed. She smiled and wiped unexpected tears from her eyes. She wrapped the egg back in its towel.

“Circe,” she whispered and turned her attention to the succubus.

The demoness seemed dead. She was motionless and burned in several places. Her hands were particularly blackened, her elegant fingers curled and charred, hands split from the heat and oozing violet-tinged blood. Sara lifted the succubus’s head by her curled horns. A stream of drool spilled from the slack mouth of the demoness.

“Circe?” Sara patted the succubus on her cheeks, but there was no response.

She wanted to be angry at Circe, to shout at her and punish her for her behavior, but Dagon had apparently already handled that part. Sara just wanted Circe to wake up.

Not knowing what else to do, she pressed a kiss to Circe’s parted lips. There was nothing but a faint burned tang and the sliminess of Circe’s drool.

“Please,” Sara whispered. “Please wake up.”

She kissed Circe again, thrusting her tongue into the burnt sweetness of Circe’s lifeless mouth. It was a disturbing sensation, kissing the apparently dead demoness, but she did not know what else to do. She pulled back and kissed her a third time.

Circe awoke suddenly, seizing hold of Sara with her burnt hands and kissing her with a sudden heat and fervor. Violet energy spilled from Sara’s lips and into the hungry mouth of the succubus. Pleasure churned inside Sara, stirring her loins and causing her to cry out against Circe’s ravenous lips. More and more of her life essence flowed into the mouth of the demoness. She felt the charred hands gripping her begin to heal and violet light spilled from Circe’s lidded eyes. Her tongue was a serpent in Sara’s mouth and her body began to burn with the heat of raw lust.

“Enough,” gasped Sara, fighting to break the kiss.

“No,” moaned Circe. “I need more. Please.”

She looked up helplessly at Sara, strong but seemingly barely clinging to Sara’s shoulders. Sara hesitated only a moment before kissing Circe again. They slid down together onto the floor, amid the dust from the fractured tiles, their bodies speckled with blood and bruised from being slammed around the bathroom. Circe’s cock slid from atop her cunt and Sara’s hand found its swollen shaft.

“Oh, hello,” she laughed against Circe’s lips, kissing her again and feeding the succubus more of her essence. She gripped Circe’s beautiful cock, squeezing it and wanking it full hardness. She continued to kiss the succubus as she straddled her hips and held the root of that demonic cockflesh.

“I need you,” moaned Circe. “I am sorry, Sara Chambers. I should not have—“

“Shhhhh,” said Sara, kissing Circe again. “Shut up and give me a proper shagging.”

“Shagging?” Circe looked momentarily confused.

Sara answered the succubus by pressing the hot furrow of her quim against the head of Circe’s cock. She looked down into Circe’s glowing eyes as she impaled her slick pussy onto Circe’s long and somehow feminine cock.

“Shagging,” gasped Sara, riding her tight cunt down Circe’s shaft until she reached beneath her and caressed the succubus’s tight bollocks.

“Oh, you want me to fuck you,” said Circe, smiling with predatory glee. “It would be my pleasure, Sara Chambers.”

The succubus kissed Sara again and Sara was struck by a hot surge of pleasure reaching through her. She wailed against Circe’s lips and her pussy clutched at Circe’s hard cock. The succubus cradled Sara’s firm bottom and before Sara realized what was happening she was being lifted up off the ground. The succubus stood, holding Sara supported by her bum as Circe began to pound her glistening cock into Sara’s cunt. Sara cried out, lacing her arms around Circe’s shoulders as the succubus backed her against the wall, using it for leverage to pound the demonic cock harder and faster into Sara’s pussy.

“Oh, Circe,” cried Sara, their bodies pressed together, breast-to-breast, the succubus squeezing her against the wall as Sara’s legs wrapped around Circe’s hips. Each thrust of the succubus’s magnificent cock sent another powerful ripple of pleasure through Sara’s body. There was no cock like Circe’s, no kiss or caress quite as hot and intense. It seemed to take only seconds before Sara was driven to her limit. She cried out, “I am so close!”

“Do not hold back,” whispered Circe. “Cum for me. Give me your essence.”

“Yesssssss!” Sara cried, throwing her head back so she would not lose herself in Circe’s glowing, hypnotic eyes. She could avert her gaze, but she could not escape the pleasure as Circe thrust again and again into Sara’s dripping-wet pussy. Sara’s animal wail rose in pitch as her ecstasy peaked and exploded into magical violet fire bursts behind the lids of her closed eyes. Each spasm of her orgasm squeezed around Circe’s demonic cock and surrendered another morsel of her essence to Circe’s hunger.

“The sweetness,” cried Circe. “So full of life and vigor. Ohhhhhh, Sara! You are delicious!”

Sara was struck with a surge of suicidal pleasure, crying out, “Yessss! Devour me, Circe! Drink my essence!”

“Ohhhhh, do not tempt me,” laughed Circe, demonic energy crackling over her horns. “Your soul would be a feast!”

“Cum for me,” moaned Sara. “Cum inside me!”

“Ohhh, you want to feel it?” Circe’s eyes blazed. “My demonic seed pour into your naughty little quim?”

“Yesssss,” cried Sara, a new wave of pleasure wracking her body.

“What if I sow my seed?” Circe’s thrusts grew more intense and erratic. Her breasts bounced and swayed with each movement as she held Sara pinned to the wall. “Plant it like Dagon? Is that what you want to be, Sara Chambers? A broodmother to ancient evil?”

“Yes,” moaned Sara, the lewd words of the succubus stoking her pleasure. She squeezed her legs even more tightly, her head jerking up as she looked into Circe’s glowing eyes. “Fuck me! Fill my fertile pussy, Circe!”

With a musical laugh, Circe thrust her cock again, driving it deep and exploding in the hot, slick channel of Sara’s cunt. Sara felt the first pump of pleasure and the hot release of demonic cum inside her. The surge triggered another wave of orgasm, a pleasure so intense it warped her mind and made her howl with need. She surrendered more of her essence in that moment, leaning up and kissing Circe, almost forcing the demoness to feed on her. Pump after pump of demonic cum flowed into Sara’s fluttering quim until it was spilling out of her creamy pussy.

“You are a strange creature, Sara Chambers,” whispered Circe, her strokes slowing. She finally pulled her cock from Sara’s pussy with a soft slurp and Sara whimpered as she felt a great deal more demonic cum suddenly pouring out of her pussy and down her thighs as she regained her footing.

“Did you… I mean… did we?” Sara was breathless, afraid, but excited by the prospect she had just been impregnated by the succubus.

“You would like that?” Circe stroked a lock of hair from Sara’s face. “My sweet, no, we did not. To create an offspring I must give up part of my soul. But if it is something you truly desire, we could perform the ritual. You are an extraordinary woman and would make a good mother to one of my daughters.”

Circe’s smile was almost sweet, but a deeper malevolence swirled in her demonic eyes. Sara shuddered, recoiling from the brink of damnation.

“N-no,” said Sara, glancing at the bathtub. “I’m afraid I have enough mothering to keep me busy.”

“Dagon?” Circe’s lips curled into a smile. “Oh, he will be a handful when he gets bigger.”

Sara did not want to consider whether or not Circe was correct about the creature inside the egg. It was certainly powerful, which meant she had better be prepared for it to hatch.

After providing Circe with her meal, Sara returned the succubus to the diamond to which she was bound. Circe was amenable to this and said intended to rest. Sara turned her attention to researching whatever she could find about Dagon. He was considered a “dead” god in that no known followers or active sects survived. Of course, she knew firsthand that this was incorrect, having discovered a veritable underwater cathedral devoted to the ancient god.

Her search also yielded scans from ancient Greek and Babylonian sources that described Dagon as towering like a colossus and with a countenance both “of the gill” and “of man.” This checked out with the disconcerting flashes Sara experienced when she tried to remember making love with the human who seemed to be Dagon. Beneath his human visage was a different reality, where the giant god took her womb with his monstrous cock.

“What are you researching?”

Megan’s question startled Sara from her studies. Sara had covered the coffee table and half the couch with books, her laptop, and a computer tablet. She looked at Megan, who was dressed casually in olive cargo pants and an oversized blue button-down worn open over a tight-fitting blouse. Megan’s dark hair was back in a ponytail and she had a pen tucked behind one ear.

“Oh, this?” Sara picked up one of the yellowing books. “You know, this and that, old gods, new gods. Undersea giant gods.”

“You’ve had your nose buried in books this whole time?” Megan seemed incredulous.

“Uh, well, yes,” said Sara. “Why?”

Megan answered Sara by picking up the remote control for the large flat screen TV on the wall. She switched it on and changed to one of the 24 hour news channels. A panel of experts and a host were having an animated discussion. They shared the screen with a fourth frame that displayed what appeared to be telescopic imagery of a distant explosion in space repeating over and over at a very low frame rate.

Sara was about to ask again for clarification, then she read the chyron, “Umbra: A new star is born and it might be closer than we think!”

“This is almost certainly related to the rampant cult activity occurring throughout Europe, Africa, and the Americas,” said a beautiful blonde woman on the panel. “It is well known that human sacrifices have-“

“I’m sorry, this is preposterous. There is no link between the formation of a new stellar body and the activity of cults here on earth,” said a science expert on the panel. “The universe just doesn’t work this way.”

“There is more to the universe than science understands,” warned the blonde woman.’

“Science is what—“

Megan muted the TV and glanced over her shoulder to give Sara a meaningful look.

“Can I get a summary of all this?” Sara asked.

“Space telescopes detected an explosion that turned out to be the formation of a new star,” said Megan. “They’re calling it Umbra. They thought it was close, only a few light years, but it seems closer every time they get a good look at it. They keep revising how far it is.”

“Like it’s coming towards us,” said Sara, stroking her face. “Creepy, but what does it have to do with us?”

“I don’t know, an organization of the richest and most powerful people in the world collecting the most powerful magical artifacts?” Megan sat down beside Sara. “I don’t know if that woman was right, that it’s about cult activity, but if I had to wager it has something to do with the Xerxes Group.”

Sara scoffed, “You think they have the power to create a new star?”

“What if it’s not a star?” Megan said darkly.

A long, tense silence of consideration descended between them. It was ruptured by the loud ringing of Sara’s mobile. She did not recognize the number, but she answered.

“Yes?”

“Sara, dear, it’s your grandfather,” said the familiar gruff voice.

“I was wondering when you would get in touch,” she said, relieved to hear from him but unable to conceal her annoyance. “You told me to come to meet you in the Vatican and then promptly disappeared. We have been camped out in Rome ever since.”

“Never mind all that,” said her grandfather. “I’ve someone I want you to meet.”

“Who is that?”

She could hear the smile in her grandfather’s voice as he said, “The Pope.”

Vatican City

The papal bodyguard stood nearly seven feet tall, completely bald, and wore a suit of immaculate white with a red necktie as the only splash of color. He also wore visible body armor, an earpiece and carried a sub machinegun in a body harness. This was no ceremonial guard. He motioned to Sara with one huge hand and she approached up the stares into the entrance to the papal residence.

She was wearing a modest ankle-length black gown that nevertheless revealed the shapely contours of her body when she moved. The bodyguard patted her down thoroughly, his huge hands cupping her breasts, tracing her hips, and even reaching beneath her bum to squeeze her quim from behind.

“Buy me a pint at least,” gasped Sara.

The guard grumbled and nodded his head, indicating the door he was guarding. It was huge and exquisitely carved with religious imagery. Christ held out his hands in welcome to men, women, children, and even beasts. The door frame enumerated the many saints and depicted them in acts of miracles and martyrdom.

The door opened for Sara as she approached and she was greeted by her grandfather. He was dressed in an anachronistic suit with waistcoat, tweed jacket, and a high collared shirt. He smiled warmly and greeted her with a hug.

“Good to see you again,” he said, patting her back. He turned with an arm around her shoulder and Sara was shocked to find herself in a relatively small salon with Pope Isaac II and an enormous man with long, braided blond hair and a thick blond beard.

“Your holiness,” said Sara, bowing low to the pope. Though she was not Catholic, she intended to show him the proper respect.

“Rise, my child,” said the pope in his familiar soft, Spanish-accented voice. “We are comrades here. Do not concern yourself with ceremony.”

She realized the pope was dressed casually, for a pope, in a simple white chasuble and white skullcap with the papal seal in gold. He was taller than she expected, a bit rotund, but not unhealthy and with a kindly gleam in his brown eyes. Sara’s grandfather guided her to one of the antique chairs and said, “I knew him when he was just Father Garcia in Ecuador. Saved each other’s hide more than once. He helped me and I helped him.”

“As it should be,” said the pope.

“I don’t believe I know this other gentleman,” said Sara, indicating the blond giant.

“I am Sven,” said the man in a deep voice. “I am the senior brother of the Holy Order of the Knights Templar.”

“Bloody Teutonic monster,” chuckled Sara’s grandfather, nudging her with an elbow. “Ripped the head off a Turk after the grail.”

“So it’s true,” said Sara. “I thought you had disappeared with the grail.”

“We still protect the Holy Grail,” said Sven, his eyes heavily-lidded as if tired and his manner slow. “It is safe.”

“Are its powers real?” Sara asked.

“Yeah, ‘course they are,” said her grandfather. He stroked his cheeks and said, “How do you think I’ve maintained my youthful glow?”

“So you’re immortal,” said Sara.

“We are ageless,” said Sven. “A blade or a pistol will still end our lives.”

“You called yourself ‘senior brother’,” she leaned towards him. “How old does that make you?”

“I have been alive nine hundred and thirty two years,” said Sven.

“That 1,000th birthday is going to be a blowout, eh, Sven?” Sara’s grandfather chuckled.

Sara was astonished. She had certainly encountered magic and means to prolong lifespans, but they tended to be crude solutions and lasting only a few decades. Sven seemed no more than forty years old. His blue eyes were bright beneath half-closed lids.

“The Xerxes Group will want to get their hands on the grail,” said Sara.

“Yes,” agreed Sven.

“But there are graver concerns, Miss Chambers,” said the pope. He took a velvet-wrapped package from a small carryall and removed a slim, ancient-looking book of black leather. He handed the book gingerly to Sara who leaned across to take it from him.

“Semita Post Resurrectionem,” said Sara, reading the Latin title faintly embossed on the cover. “The Path After Resurrection.”

“This book is considered apocryphal,” said the pope, adjusting his eyeglasses. “But it was written by Mary Magdalene. She witnessed Christ’s resurrection, but it is what he did after rising from the dead that concerns us now.”

“The Unholy Grail,” said Sven.

“What?” Sara could not hide a hint of laughter from her voice.

“The Dismal Grail, I prefer,” said Sara’s grandfather.

“The Holy Grail has a twin,” said the pope, his soft voice commanding Sara’s full attention. “It is not evil, but rather dangerous. Water poured into this vessel reflects visions of terrible realms, supposedly the domains of the gods that came before ours. To drink of the grail is to pass from our reality to the cursed domains of these gods.

“According to the book you hold in your hands, Jesus Christ did drink from the cup, after the resurrection, and that when he returned he spoke that this cup will be poured out upon the land when the End of Days come. Christ will rise and drink again to close our world to the dead gods.”

“Not exactly The Revelation,” said Sara.

“The Xerxes Group believes it is true,” said Sven. “And they are after the Unholy Grail.”

“It will be the final piece they need to enact their plan,” said Sara’s grandfather.

“What plan is that?”

“Their wealth and mortal power has reached its limit,” said the pope. “So they seek the one honor denied them by their humanity.”

“They are trying to become gods,” said Sara’s grandfather. “Literally. By drinking of the grail they believe they can enter the domain of the old gods and strike an alliance, to be elevated in exchange for a sacrifice.”

“The whole world,” said Sara, understanding at last. “Those madmen will pour out the grail in exchange for ruling alongside the other dead gods. But surely it would not work.”

“Whether or not these unknowable gods would truly bargain with humans is not for us to guess,” said the pope. “But the Dismal Grail is real, its power is real, as attested in the book you hold in your hands, and these madmen might just undo us all in their quest for glory.”

“How do we stop them?” Sara asked.

“We find the Dismal Grail,” said Sara’s grandfather.

“You don’t have it?” Sara said with alarm.

“I will find it,” said Sven. “You will help.”

“You and Sven will go to the holy land,” said Sara’s Grandfather. “That is its last known location.”

“My team will need some time to research and gather our resources,” said Sara. “The Xerxes Group has done a lot of damage to me and I do not have the gear at hand.”

“The Knights Templar will provide you with whatever you need,” said Sven. “We leave tomorrow morning.”

The blond giant stood, offered Sara his hand, and departed. Sara’s grandfather hugged her and said, “You can do this. Our family is used to saving the world.”

“Someday you will have to regale me with the tales of how you saved the world while you were missing,” said Sara.

“Of course, my dear,” he said, patting her shoulder and stepping out of the room.

That left her alone in the small salon with the pope. He remained seated and smiling at her in a kindly manner.

“Thank you, your holiness, for entrusting me with this book,” said Sara. “And for giving me an audience.”

“I asked you to come,” said the pope. “But please, do not leave just yet. I have something for you. Come here, my child.”

Sara approached the pope, smelling the age of his garments and the smoke of censers. She instinctively knelt before him. He held out his hand with the papal ring and she pressed her lips to it.

“What is it, your holiness?” She asked, looking up at him.

“A blessing,” said the pope.

Sara bowed her head and the pope touched her there as he began to speak, in Latin, intoning a prayer of Christ, protecting her against all enemies of the innocent. She felt no obvious magic, but his words calmed her and suffused her with a belief that she felt deeply despite her lack of faith in the church.

“There are other blessings,” said Pope Isaac, stroking her cheek. “If you wish me to bestow them.”

Sara could not help noticing the bulge in the lap of the pope’s garment. She was shocked for a moment and then a naughty smile spread across her face.

“Of course, your holiness,” she said. “Although, I am a sinner. I do not know if I am deserving of such a blessing.”

“We are all sinners, my child,” said the pope and his hand moved to his lap. He rearranged his chasuble and Sara’s eyes widened as she caught sight of the papal penis. It was a deep shade of crimson and incredible shiny, almost as if oiled. It was also perfumed with a strong citrus scent. It seemed as large as a brandy bottle, thick and with an enormous tip, but not incredibly long. The pope had no pubic hair, which made his phallus seem more youthful than his advanced age.

“You holiness,” gasped Sara, marveling at the ideal proportions of the pope’s cock and imagining it stretching her tight quim. “It is so handsome!”

“I am the Lord’s servant on earth,” said the pope, cradling Sara’s head. “I am his voice on earth when he speaks, but I am also his flesh on earth when he would know pleasure.”

“Oh, I know a thing or two about pleasure,” said Sara, allowing the pope to guide her head to his immensely fat cock. She curled her fingers around his cock, not even close to being able to grasp his thick cock entirely in her hand. She began to give him a gentle wank as she leaned her face to his bulbous tip and ran her tongue over and around it.

“Yes, my child,” moaned Pope Isaac. “Put the holy instrument of the Lord into your mouth.”

“Oh, your holiness, mmmmmmm!” Sara’s lips stretched wide to fit Pope Isaac’s massively swollen cockhead into her mouth. It was like trying to fit a whole apple into her mouth. She drooled copiously down his cock onto his heavy bollocks. The pressure on her jaw was uncomfortable as she sucked him past her taut lips, her tongue pinned down by his size so that all she could do was wiggle it slightly beneath his glans.

“This is your blessing, Miss Chambers,” moaned the pope, lacing his fingers in her hair and guiding her to bob her mouth on his cock. She moaned agreeably, sliding her lips up and down his cock and drooling steadily down his shaft. Sara fought against the pain in her jaw as she pleasured the pontiff.

She gasped as she pulled off his cock and pressed her face between Pope Isaac’s meaty thighs. She began nuzzling his bollocks. The old pope let out a delighted groan and said, encouragingly, “Suck them, my dear. They are full of the Lord’s seed.”

“Oh, your holiness,” she moaned, tonguing his fat bollocks. “Your cock is so thick. Would not my breasts be a blessing as well?”

“Yessss,” hissed Pope Isaac. “Squeeze my cock between those lovely mounds.”

She slipped down the shoulders of her gown, peeling it down to her waist and revealing her modest bra. The pope watched with glittering eyes as she reached back and unbuckled her bra, her huge breasts dropping slightly with gravity. The pope licked his lips at the sight of her creamy titflesh and her thick, pink nipples.

“Bring them here, my child,” he said, motioning with his hand. “So that I might bless them with a papal kiss.”

She stood, hugging the popes head, straddling his lap as she smothered his face with her plush mounds. He moaned and brought his hands up to her tits, squeezing and shaping them with his rather rough touch. He kissed her breasts and sought her nipple with his wicked tongue and sucking mouth. He looked up at her over the rims of his spectacles, lips popping wetly around her areola as his tongue furiously flicked at her sensitive bud.

“Ohhhhhh, yes, your holiness,” she cried, feeding her other nipple into his mouth. “Suck my tits.”

“The nuns never have breasts like these,” moaned the pope. He squeezed her tits roughly and leaned his lips to her other nipple, sucking and bathing it in his warm mouth. She let him fondle and kiss and suck her breasts, but soon was descending to her knees once again, dragging the weight of her breasts over his wet cock. He groaned again as she squeezed the sides of her breasts, trapping his cock between her soft mounds and massaging him with her breasts.

“You have sex with the nuns?” Sara found the idea more amusing than scandalous.

“Oh, yes, Miss Chambers,” grunted Pope Isaac, grinding his hips and fucking the swollen red length of his cock through her creamy mounds. Precum glistened on his cockhead and smeared into her cleavage with each thrust. “They are Brides of Christ, after all, so unless he… so… so… do that thing with your tongue again, please.”

“This?” Sara tucked her chin against her against her collarbone and stuck out her tongue, letting Pope Isaac’s cock ride up the slippery ramp of her tongue and to her lips. She swirled her tongue around his salty tip before his cock slid away and deep into her cleavage once again.

“Ohhh, Heavenly Lord,” moaned Pope Isaac, his cock growing darker with each thrust between Sara’s breasts until it was as purple as a plum. She sensed the tension in his body as he gripped the arms of his papal throne. “Yes, my beauty, ohhhhh… coax forth the Lord’s seed.”

“Yes, your holiness,” cried Sara, wanking him vigorously between her tits. “Cum all over me! Baptize my breasts in your sacred slime!”

With a last, hoarse cry of pleasure, the Holy Father thrust between her mounds and erupted in a massive geyser of cum. His seed rained down onto Sara, splashing her face, splattering into her mouth, and decorating her squeezing breasts with thick, milky ropes of spunk. She squeezed him tightly, working her breasts around him as his load poured out between her tits and licking it as it bubbled from the twitching plum of his cockhead.

“Ohhhh… Miss Chambers… such a pleasure,” the pope sighed, sinking back into his chair. His cock slipped from between her breasts, leaving a filthy smear of spunk behind on her friction-flushed tits.

Sara looked down at her cum-soaked chest and scooped a glob of papal jizz up with a fingertip. She popped it into her mouth and sucked it clean with an emphatic, “Mmmmm! Thank you for the very voluminous blessing, your holiness.”

“In nomine Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti,” said the pope, wearily making the sign of the cross over Sara as he caught his breath. “As I wash the feet of prisoners on Holy Thursday, Miss Chambers, I must insist I kneel and bless you with the holy tongue.”

“Oh? Well, you are the pope, it is hard to refuse such a generous offer,” she said.

She sat in one of the chairs, her legs spread and dangling over the arms, her shapely ass hanging slightly over the edge of the seat. The pope knelt on a golden cushion, caressing her thighs and kissing his way to the steamy folds of Sara’s pussy. He moaned with lust and began licking her ravenously. His face reddened with effort and sweat beaded his forehead. His tongue slipped into her honeyed slit and lapped at her tender walls.

“Ohhhhh, Holy Father,” gasped Sara, cradling his head. His tongue lathered her folds and lashed her throbbing clit, sending hot spikes of pleasure into her core. Sara plucked and teased her hard nipples as the pontiff pleasured her perky pinky pussy. He clearly relished stuffing his tongue up her cunt as deep as he could and he was not shy about lapping circles on her tight pink arsehole.

“Oh, Pope Isaac,” moaned Sara, “you are so very naughty.”

“And you, my sweet, are so delicious! Nnnnnnnhnnnn!” He rimmed her tight clench and then began lapping furiously at her clit.

Against all expectation, the pope was quite skilled at licking her. He seemed to delight in the subservience of it and in no time his flicking tongue and sucking lips had Sara on the brink of an orgasm. She held his head, thrusting her hips and fucking against his tongue.

“Oh, Holy Father,” she gasped. “Your tongue is a delight! You are going to make me cum!”

“Your nectar is manna from heaven,” moaned the pope, sucking noisily at Sara’s cuntlips. His tongue circled her arsehole again, making her shudder with pleasure. When he resumed licking her clit, it finally sent her over the edge.

“Yesssss!” She cried, holding his head tightly as she was overwhelmed with powerful waves of pleasure. She bucked and writhed against the pope’s face, smearing him with her juices as he enthusiastically licked her clit. She arched so thoroughly she nearly fell out of the chair. As she recovered, her pleasure receding, the pope lifted his cum smeared face from between her toned thighs.

“It is a miracle,” he said, glancing down, “for I have risen again.”

Sara lifted her head from the back of the chair and saw that the pope’s crimson cock had indeed swollen to full hardness, milky drops of his post-ejaculate dripping from his dimpled tip.

“It seems we must continue to pray,” said Sara, sliding out of the chair and turning onto her knees. She rubbed the warm seam of her bum against the pope’s cock and moaned, “Pray with me, Holy Father.”

“Of course, my child,” he grunted, gripping his cock and pressing his huge cockhead to the slippery lips of her pussy. He grunted and Sara moaned as her tight quim was opened and stretched wide by Pope Isaac’s fat cock. She was very slippery, which allowed him to slide the full length of his straining cock into her depths in a single stroke, his hips flush against her bum and his bollocks pressing against her clit.

“Bloody hell, that’s big,” groaned Sara, grasping onto the chair in front of her for balance.

“The Lord has blessed me with an ample member,” groaned the pope.

“He has been, oooooh, most generous,” agreed Sara as Pope Isaac sawed his fat cock vigorously into her pussy. His withered hips slapped against her bum and his fat cock made lewd, wet sounds as he pushed it in and out of her delicate channel. Her plump breasts swung with the force of his rutting and her tight pussy fluttered with pleasure around him.

“And will you... ohhhh… partake of the Lord’s seed… once more?” Gasped the pope, gripping her hair and one hand and smack her round ass with his other. “Do you crave His hot blessing in your sinful cunt?”

She did, but she recalled her yearning for Circe’s seed and felt a tremor of fear. Perhaps there was more to Pope Isaac than there seemed. His cock was certainly monstrously big. No point taking a chance.

“I do crave His holy seed, your holiness,” cried Sara. “In my mouth.”

“Oh, sinful indeed!” Pope Isaac administered several more hard swats, holding her head pulled up with her ponytail wound around his fist. “Cum for me then, sinner! Cum on my holy cock!”

“Yes!” Sara cried, thrusting back onto his massive member and bouncing her bum against his hips. “Ohhhh, it’s so good! I am so close!”

“Cum on the Lord’s cock!” The pope growled, slamming his huge cock into Sara’s stretched cunt.

Sara wailed wordlessly as her orgasm thundered through her, her back bowed by the pope pulling her hair and her velvet folds clutching tightly at his cock. Waves of intense pleasure rippled through her, each thrust from Pope Isaac sending another shockwave from her clit, through her core, and to her aching nipples.

“Ahhh! Your sinful cunt is too tight!” Pope Isaac roared and drew his cock from the hot channel of Sara’s pussy. Her inner walls yielded their grip on him with a soft slurp and she turned, desperately, fumbling with his cock and leaning down to suck him. The pope grabbed her head roughly, thrusting his cock between her stretched lips as he roared, “Yes! Drink the holy cream from my cock!”

It was all the warning he offered as his cock exploded into her mouth. Massive gushes of his hot, thick seed basted her tongue and throat. She let it fill her mouth, pump by pump, sucking and moaning around him, hand working on his glistening shaft. He relented in his apparent attempt to jam his cock down her throat and pulled back slowly, breathless and red-faced, watching Sara as she opened her mouth wide for him and showed him the huge mouthful of his cum.

“Oh, yes, drink it down like a good girl,” he said, stroking her cheek.

It took four swallows to clear her mouth of Pope Isaac’s plentiful load.

“Thrice blessed,” he gasped, caressing her cheek as he smiled down at her. “You are ready to save the world, Miss Chambers.”

“And on a full tummy no less,” she said, giving his cock a good, slow lick as it began to soften in her grasp. “I can feel your blessings improving my chances already.”

En route to Israel

The cargo plane shuddered as it hit a small patch of turbulence. Sven, huge and bearded, jostled in the seat beside Sara, so at ease that his eyes seemed nearly closed. He reminded Sara of a great, sleep lizard, perhaps a Viking dragon, the way he exerted the absolute minimum amount of effort at all times. Yet he was incredibly muscular, she could see his strength in his upright posture and his body bulging beneath his desert fatigues.

“I bet you’ve been to the Holy Land quite a few times,” she said.

“Yes,” his voice rumbled.

“Do you protect other artifacts?” She asked, wondering if they were a true rival to Ehsan’s Persian Society of Forbidden Antiquities.

“Only if they are related to the grails,” said Sven.

“Are there grails aside from the Holy and Unholy Grails?” She asked.

Sven slowly rolled his eyes to look at her.

“Many,” he said. “Now please stop talking. I am trying to pray.”

“Oh, of course,” said Sara, though she did not feel chastened. “I bet you take this religion stuff seriously dealing with the Holy Grail.”

He looked at her again, blinking slowly as if in disbelief.

“I pray when I am flying,” he grumbled. “It is unnatural.”

“Flying?”

He nodded so slightly that for a moment she thought the turbulence had caused his head to move. So the big brute was afraid of flying? She had not anticipated that. He betrayed no concern in his actions.

“Flying is very safe,” said Sara. “Safer than a car or a bus.”

“Also unnatural,” said Sven. They hit a particularly nasty patch of turbulence and he gripped the arms of his seat so hard the plastic covers creaked beneath his powerful hands. She found his show of vulnerability endearing. She found herself suddenly curious about the vows of Knights Templar. Were they celibate?

They hit another patch of turbulence and she chuckled and said, “It is a bit bumpy. You know what helps me get my mind off flying?”

Sven gazed at her with his lidded eyes, resigned to hearing her explanation.

“A good shag,” said Sara cheerily.

“This word,” said Sven. “Alistair Chambers uses this word sometimes.”

“Does he now?” Sara chuckled.

“I do not know its meaning.”

“It means a proper fuck,” she said.

“Vulgarity,” growled Sven.

“Oh, come now, Sven,” she stroked his forearm. “It’s that vulgarity that makes each and every one of us. Without that vulgarity we’d just be amoebas dividing our cells.”

The huge knight said nothing. Sara took out her field GPS and checked their progress. They were still more than an hour from Ben Gurion Airport in Jerusalem.

“We have a bit,” she said, tucking the GPS device into her pack. “Fancy a shag to get the mind off?”

“You are a sinful woman,” said Sven, but he could not hide a flicker of interest in his icy blue eyes.

“Correct,” said Sara, leaning against him to slide her hand into his lap. She felt something beginning to stir in his trousers. “A big, strapping man such as yourself surely gets up to a bit of sin now and again.”

“It is human nature,” said Sven, his gaze dropping to Sara’s hand massaging the bulge in his trousers. “We have servants in the chapel who comfort us.”

“Ah-ha!” Sara squeezed the fat hose of Sven’s cock and felt it twitch through his pants. “Servants? Do you have a favorite?”

“Yes, I do,” said Sven. “Jezebel. She provides me comfort.”

“What do you mean?” Sara teased, leaning her head over his lap and watching his cock twitch in his trousers as she tickled it with her fingers.

“As it would be a wife’s duty to comfort her husband,” said Sven. He shifted in his seat and added, “You should stop doing what you are doing.”

“What’s your favorite position?” Sara asked, tracing her thumb and index finger along the width of his cock, outlining the shape of it clearly in his pants.

“These questions are inappropriate,” said Sven. “There is the marital position. This is used.”

“Oh, Sven!” Sara cooed sympathetically. “You are over 900 years old and you have never had doggystyle?”

“Like a beast?” He shook his head. “I am a man.”

“Mmmmm, yes you are,” agreed Sara, giving his cock another squeeze. “But there is a lot more than missionary in the chapel. You might be almost a thousand years old, but you haven’t lived yet.”

She unfastened his belt and began to unbutton and unzip his pants. He took hold of Sara’s wrists firmly in his big hands.

“Your grandfather vouched for you, Sara Chambers,” said Sven. “He said you were a good woman.”

“Very good,” agreed Sara. “He just doesn’t know everything I’m good at.”

She twisted her wrists, freeing them from Sven’s grasp. Before he could offer another objection, she had unzipped his trousers and pulled down his briefs. His huge cock bounced free, standing up straight from a thatch of blond hair, his bollocks fat and his cock near as long as her forearm.

Sven’s eyes widened in shock and his nostrils flared with anger. She grabbed his manhood in both her hands and without further prelude she stuffed his cock into her mouth.

“Ahhhhh! What is this?” Sven cried as she slurped loudly on the top third or so of his cock’s length. “Are you trying to devour my manhood?”

“Mmmmm, don’t worry,” she said, popping wetly off his tip. “I promise I won’t do anything you won’t enjoy.”

He leaned his head back in his chair and gripped the arm rests as if the plane had just hit a new patch of turbulence. Sara sucked his cock and massaged his bollocks, watching his fearful reaction with amusement. Though the big Viking templar was afraid, he was not telling her to stop. Sara’s blonde ponytail bounced with the bobbing of her head as she sucked Sven’s cock. She massaged his bollocks with one hand and stroke hid shaft with the other. Rather quickly she felt his sack tightening up.

She popped her lips free of his manhood and purred, “Not so fast.”

She stood up and he watched in amazement, his wet cock twitching as Sara undressed. She peeled off her jacket, blouse, and bra, topless from the waist up. Though the cargo plane was pressurized, its seating area was not heated, and Sara’s breath steamed in the cold air, her nipples painfully stiff.

“You are a beautiful woman,” said Sven.

“Uh-huh,” said Sara. “And I have a very tight quim.”

“God, please, forgive me,” moaned Sven, clearly struggling with his feelings of lust as he watched Sara slide her trousers down from her peachy bum. She turned back around, grabbing his cock and straddling his lap. Her lips were scarcely an inch from Sven’s as she pressed her hot pussy against his cock and slowly slid down onto him. They gasped together, their breath mingling as she impaled herself onto his massive Viking cock.

“You’ve got a cock to match these muscles,” she said, stroking his shoulders as she rode her pussy down to the root of his cock. She was stuffed full of his throbbing manhood. Sven finally grasped her hips as Sara began to ride his cock up and down again. She worked her hips, rolling them and bouncing her ass up and down as her stretched quim gripped his hard cock.

“This is… ohhhhh… not like Jezebel,” groaned Sven.

“Yeah, but you like it?” She asked as he looked down and watched her breasts heaving and her hips working.

“V-very much,” moaned Sven.

“Me too,” moaned Sara. “That big cock… is going to make me cum.”

“Ohhhhh… Sara Chambers,” he moaned, his grip tightening on her hips. “Ride my manhood until you experience climax.”

“Such dirty bedroom talk,” she laughed. “Are you going to pound my little pussy until you cum?”

“W-what?” He gasped, his brow furrowed with confusion.

“Nevermind,” she laughed again and kissed him. She rode hard, focused on the pleasure, her toned ass hardly jiggling even as she rode faster and faster on Sven’s huge cock. She could feel it swelling inside her, feel the pleasure surging in his length, but she reached her peak first. With her arms laced around his thick neck, she tossed back her head and rode him as if she were riding a bucking bronco. Her tits bounced and splashed wildly and her tight pussy gripped his massive cock. She felt every bulging vein and the fat bell of his cockhead.

“Ahhhhh! Sara Chambers! It is too good!” Sven roared and thrust upward with such force he nearly knocked Sara off his lap. She was clinging so tightly to his neck that she was able to pull herself back, sliding her pussy down to his base as he exploded deep inside her. Pump after pump of hot cum erupted into her pussy and overflowed down his twitching cock. The molten spunk poured from inside her, his cock so big that there was hardly any space for his cum.

“Oh, my god, Sven,” moaned Sara, sagging against his chest. “You… you are incredible.”

He cradled her firm ass, kissing her and finally smiling as his cock twitched and began to deflate inside her.

“You have taught me much,” said Sven. “Including this new doggystyle.”

“Oh, no, this isn’t doggystyle,” she said. “We’ll have to work on that one some other time.”

Jerusalem

Professor David Motyka was a lean man with thinning brown hair and a lean, avuncular look. He dressed in khakis shorts and a khaki vest over a button-down shirt and wore round spectacles low on his nose as he looked from Sven to Sara.

“This is the place, I am certain,” said David, shining his torch at what appeared at first glance to be a pile of firewood.

Sara took out her knife and pried at the wood, dislodging chunks and revealing ancient, burned timbers. She motioned to Sven and the big Viking got his hands on the wood and shoved it aside, revealing a narrow hallway through the rubble.

“How long have you known about this place?” Sara asked, shining the beam of her own torch down the hallway.

“We have known of it for centuries,” said Sven. “Professor Motyka only discovered the actual location a few months ago.”

“February,” said Professor Motyka. “I was researching Biblical reports of Christ for the University of Jerusalem when I came across some references to an inn where he supposedly stayed the night following the resurrection. These were in non-canonical texts, of course, so it had not been researched much, even by the Catholics. They usually follow up on everything. I decided to take a chance and, well…”

He shined his light down the hallway again.

“Where did your colleague become injured?” Sven asked, lifting aside more fallen timbers to clear the entrance.

“He didn’t ‘become injured’,” said Professor Motyka. “There was an explosion. Someone had placed a device here as a trap.”

“Then the grail is not here,” said Sven.

“The what?” Professor Motyka scratched his head.

“Nevermind, professor,” said Sara, patting Sven on his huge bicep to encourage him to keep quiet. “Even if this place has already been looted, we need to go inside and find out what we can.”

Sara ducked under Sven’s arms and began walking at a crouch down the hallway. It seemed to be a normal hallway of mud bricks from the Roman era cotemporary with Christ, only it had been compressed by the weight of debris and soil on top of it. One wall slumped inward at an angle and as Sara advanced she saw the signs of bomb damage, including blood stains.

“That is where the bomb was,” said Professor Motyka, pointing to a charred crater on the wall. “It was something called a claymore mine. The doctors say he will recover, but he will not walk the same ever again.”

“Very sorry,” said Sara. She turned to Sven, who was bent almost in half to fit into the hallway. “If the Xerxes Group planted a trap here, it only means that they assumed someone might follow, not that they found what they were after.”

“The what group?” Professor Motyka looked from Sara to Sven with confusion.

“Nevermind, professor,” said Sara. She shined her light down the hall. “Looks like there is some sort of room up ahead.”

“Right, Ari and I mapped this with ground penetrating radar and we think the inn’s common room is at the end of the hall. There are three smaller rooms off that larger room. One is the kitchen, based on the remnants of a chimney structure, and the other two are private rooms of some sort.”

“The private rooms,” said Sven. “I will go first.”

He pushed past Sara, forcing her to flatten against the wall, and he continued down the hall and into the common room. The ceiling was slightly higher in this room, with incredibly intact beams still supporting the roof of the structure. Sara ran her fingers over one of the beams and the millennia old wood felt as if had been turned to stone. There were also the remains of tables and chairs, mostly broken down to charred splinters with only a few Roman nails behind to prove they were once something more.

“Remarkable,” said Professor Motyka as he picked up one of the nails. “If this truly dates to Tiberius, then just one of these nails could be very valuable.”

“Why don’t you see how many you can find,” suggested Sara. “Sven and I will—“

She was interrupted by the crunch of an ancient door being smashed from its hinges. Sven had forced the door open to one of the private rooms and broken it from the wall. He set the door gingerly aside as Sara and Professor Motyka joined him at the doorway.

The private room was remarkable. Though the structure had seen fire at some point, the paint on the wall had survived, etching into the stone and revealing images of incredible, but amateurish, detail. Someone had stayed in this room and drawn a huge mural of Christ’s crucifixion and resurrection. Professor Motyka been excitedly taking pictures.

“Not in here,” said Sven, pushing past him. Sara stole one last glance at the incredible mural and followed behind Sven. The door to the other private room had been smashed inward, revealing a smaller bedroom and the burned remains of a bed. Sven swung his flashlight around and turned away in disappointment. “Nothing.”

“Wait,” said Sara, stopping him from leaving. “Look at this. It’s the same style as the mural in the other room.”

She crouched down and there was another image, much smaller, drawn on the wall. It depicted Christ talking to the Apostles, Christ embracing Mary Magdalene, and Christ drinking from a cup.

“This is it,” she said with excitement. “Look at the cup. These lines, they indicate a curse or sickness, so it is showing Christ drinking from a diseased cup. But then look here.”

She pointed to an image, seemingly disconnected, of a falling star and mountains.

“Those are the Eilat mountains,” she said, tracing the range. “I am almost certain.”

“What is the star?” Sven asked.

“That star,” said Sara, impossible to restrain her excitement, “is Christ returning. With the grail. He fell from the sky.”

They left Professor Motyka behind at the excavation of the ancient inn. He was glad to be left alone with his new discoveries and their feigned disappointment was enough to convince him they had not found anything of note. Baxter arranged for a vehicle for Sara and Sven and by the late afternoon they had traveled into the Negev and arrived at the mountain range.

“Baxter,” said Sara, into her headset radio, “what have you got for me?”

“I do not understand what you are doing with your friend,” said Sven.

“He is using infrared satellite imaging to search for buried structures or anomalies in the mountain range,” explained Sara.

“I have two possible points of interest,” said Baxter. “One looks to be a small Roman settlement, judging by the shapes of the buildings. About six meters underground.”

“Might be it,” said Sara. “It would be a big dig. We’ll need lots of heavy equipment. What else have you found?”

“A cave,” said Baxter. “Not too large, the entrance might be accessible from the surface. There are some signs of human habitation, but not very distinct.”

“We might as well investigate it first,” she said. “Lead the way, Baxter.”

Baxter’s quad drone zipped down from the sky, startling Sven, who reached for a pistol and started to aim out the window of the vehicle they were in.

“Friendly,” said Sara, reaching across the Viking’s broad chest to lower his aim. “It’s a drone. He’s going to show us the way to the cave.”

They followed the drone up a winding road, parking when the road ran out and continuing on foot. The mountains were not particularly high, but a hot later afternoon wind was blowing dust across them and made for unpleasant hiking.

“I believe there is a shaft just below the drone,” said Baxter, bobbing the drone up and down over a crevasse. Sara walked to the edge and leaned over. Sure enough, there was a shaft several meters down into darkness. She broke a glow stick and dropped it, watching as it bounced and rolled off into an unseen cave.

“Someone just earned himself a draw from the fishbowl,” said Sara. “Maybe two if the grail is actually in here. Did that make the journey with us to Rome?”

“Uh, yes, Miss Chambers,” said Baxter. “I made sure it was packed.”

“I bet you did,” she chuckled. She cut off the radio and turned to Sven. “In the mood for a bit of climbing?”

Sven, despite his impressive stature, proved to be a skilled climber, descending without need for ropes or webbing. Sara followed behind him, just as sure-footed, but not taking any chances with her life. She used a harness and rope for safety as they descended the vertical shaft and dropped down into a small cave.

The cave, at first glance, seemed empty. The floor was an unusually dark, clay-like soil marked by white patches of mineral deposits. Sara and Sven moved cautiously through it, expecting another trap, but finding nothing.

“No one has been down here for ages,” said Sara. “Not even animals.”

“The curse of the cup blackens the soil,” said Sven, kicking at the dirt. “Nothing grows where it resides.”

“So it’s here?” Sara swept her torch’s light through the cave again, still not seeing anything but natural formations. She looked at the floor again and drew in a breath of surprise. “Look. At the soil. It forms a circle, growing darker and darker towards the center.”

“Where the cup is buried,” said Sven, finishing her thought. They traced the center of this blackened circle and Sven thrust his hands into the soft earth. He grimaced, digging down to his elbows. “Something here.”

He pulled out a large wooden cup and shook out the foul-smelling dirt. Sara felt the dismal nature of the object. It seemed to be made from decaying wood, veins of disease spilling down the sides.

“This is it,” she said. “It has to be.”

“There is a way to be certain,” said Sven, handing her the cup. He took his canteen from his hip and rinsed the cup out. Then he carefully filled it.

Sara gazed down into the water, which seemed to swirl and ripple. The water began to faintly glow in shifting colors and an image took shape. She saw enormous oddly-angled buildings of white stones, with dark windows placed irregularly and stairways the seemed to narrow, widen, and twist without any sensible design. These overlooked a placid lake of dark waters and above this were dark mountains and a sky roiling with the unpleasant shades of a bruise. The clouds cleared, revealing an enormous ringed planet.

“This place,” gasped Sara.

Something moved in the image as if it heard her voice, a sinister, formless presence skulking in the shadows of the city and gathering in the placid lake. She could feel it looking back at her and she grabbed the rim of the cup and tipped it out.

Sven shook his head.

“What did you see?”

“A city of white stone, a lake, mountains, and a strange planet in the sky,” she said. “Something… watch me.”

“I saw a different place,” said Sven. “There were mountain-sized crystals of ice and red-husked insects that walked on two legs. And something bigger, moving behind the ice.”

“The realms of the old gods,” said Sara. “The cup is real. It works.”

King David Hotel

Jerusalem

Sven poured another tall glass of whiskey from the hotel room’s bar and down it in two gargantuan swallows. Sara eyed him from the balcony. He had put away most of a bottle since they had arrived at the hotel. What he had seen in the grail clearly weighed on his mind.

“You know, there are better ways to get your mind off it,” said Sara. She stepped back inside and crossed the room to Sven. She stopped him from pouring another glass of whiskey with her hands on his. He let her take the bottle and the glass and set them aside. He looked down at her, his blue eyes clouded with drink and his mouth an unhappy curl in the midst of his heavy blond beard.

“I have seen many things in my centuries,” said Sven. “I have never before seen the likes of what I witnessed in that cup.”

“There are other things you haven’t done,” said Sara, taking his big hands and drawing them towards her breasts. She was still wearing her blouse and her bra beneath, but she squeezed his hands against her mounds so he could feel the yielding softness. Something rumbled in his chest. “Let us put that disgusting cup out of our minds and I will show you something new.”

“What is that, Sara Chambers?” He asked, gently squeezing her breasts.

“Doggystyle,” she replied, leaning up on her tiptoes to kiss Sven on his lips. She tasted the whiskey there as his lips parted and his tongue invited hers to play. She pressed against him, his hands sliding from her breasts to her shapely hips.

“This is the intimate position you mentioned?” He murmured against her lips.

“Yes,” she whispered, looking up into his steely blue eyes. “I’ll show you.”

Sara pushed away from him, crossing the small, but elegant hotel suite from the bar to the sofa. She stripped slowly, maintain eye contact with Sven as she revealed her soft breasts to him, turning and peeling out of her pants and panties. He approached her from behind as she dropped to her knees on the couch. She dropped onto her hands and knees, looking back at him over her shoulder and caressing her own creamy bum.

“You are lovely,” said Sven. “I have missed out on much.”

“You don’t have to miss out anymore,” she said, reaching under her body, between her thighs, and petting her pink pussy. She parted her delicate folds so that Sven could see her tight pussy. “Bring that big templar cock over here and slide it in. I’m ready for you.”

She was. She had been thinking about getting fucked by the big Viking the whole ride from the cave back to the hotel. His need for a distraction had been all the opening she needed to offer up her pussy.

“Come on, Sven,” she hissed as she plunged two fingers into her pussy. “Fuck me.”

“I cannot look upon you like this,” said Sven, averting his gaze from Sara’s peachy bottom, her glistening cunt, and the pink pucker of her arsehole. It was too much for the big Viking, so close and intimate, raunchy beyond all his imagination.

“Look at me,” demanded Sara. “Look at my creamy bum… my pussy swallowing up my fingers. Look at my arsehole, Sven. There is nothing shameful about any of it.”

“N-no?” Sven forced himself to look at Sara’s naked body.

“Nothing shameful,” reiterated Sara. “Come closer now. Come here. Give me that cock.”

Sven took off his shirt and jacket and Sara gasped at the sight of his body covered with scars and crude tattoos. The Templar cross was a motif that repeated throughout various elaborate, but amateurish tattoos on his arms, his chest, and his back. He stripped off his trousers and out of his briefs and his huge cock bounced free, hard and crimson. He caught it in his hand and stepped closer to Sara. His massively muscular chest heaved and he breathed loudly, like a bull ready to charge.

“Bring it here,” she said and motioned with her fingers slick with her pussy juices.

Sven stumbled closer, drunk, his cockhead brushing against her bum and the backs of her thighs. She caught hold of his tip and he let out a grown. She guided him to her hot furrow, pressing back as she felt the huge tip of his cock splitting apart her delicate petals and opening her steamy inner cunt. Sven groaned and thrust forward, sheathing his cock in the yielding walls of Sara’s pussy in a slow single thrust.

“Get those big paws on my hips,” gasped Sara.

“R-right,” moaned Sven, taking hold of Sara’s shapely hips and beginning to thrust into her pussy. He worked his cock almost completely back out before thrusting back in, slow and steady. She let him set his pace at first, enjoying the way his cock stretched her differently in this potion. After a dozen or so strokes, her pussy aching with pleasure, but nowhere near her orgasm, she grew impatient and began to thrust back to meet his strokes.

“Ohhhhh, it is goes so deep inside me,” moaned Sara. “Fuck me. Fuck me harder, Sven.”

“Yes, right,” grunted Svene. He bore down on her, smacking her bum with his muscular hips and driving every inch of his swollen cock into her tight pussy. He fucked her so hard and so fast that he began to churn her copious nectar into a froth that whitened her cuntlips. The heat of the friction built with each mutual stroke. Sara arched her back and slammed her ass against Svene.

“Yes,” she cried. “Oh my god, Sven. It’s so good! It’s… it’s… you’re going to… make me cummmmmMMM!”

She wailed with ecstasy, fucking back to meet his mighty thrusts, impaling her little pink pussy on Sven’s mighty Viking cock. Her orgasm was met with a deep groan from the Viking. As her walls fluttered around his thrusting cock, Sven bellowed and unleashed his seed. The feel of Sven’s massive member jerking and pumping out a huge load was more than Sara could stand. She rode his orgasm to another peak, her tits swinging and her ass thumping against his hips. With a last, desperate wail of pleasure, she pushed back onto his cock and rode a second orgasm.

“God in Heaven,” moaned Sven, slowing his strokes in her cream-filled pussy. He pulled out of her slowly, trembling, his cock slowly softening. “I have never done anything like that before.”

She felt his heavy load dripping out of her as he fell back on the sofa to catch his breath. She turned and pressed herself against him, kissing him.

“There are a lot more things like that I can show you,” she said. “When we take the cup to the big templar fort in… where was it?”

“Malta,” said Sven, draping a muscular arm around Sara’s naked body and caressing her hip. “The Citadel of the Knights Templar is in Malta.”

“Mmmm, well, I’m sure we can find a quiet spot there so I can show you a few more tricks,” she stretched against him, pressing her soft breasts against his chest and kissing his lips. His beard tickled her face. She cupped her bum, squeezing it as he kissed her. She wanted to stay like this, pressed against his reassuring strength, but his hands were spreading her pussy and his cum was spilling out of her, all over the couch.

She pushed away from him gently and said, “I am going to go take a shower. You are welcome to join me.”

“Ah, perhaps,” he said. “I desire another whiskey.”

“Not too much, Sven,” she said, glancing at him over her shoulder as she made her way to the bathroom.

The hot water felt great as it washed away some of the fine grit and the last of that weird rotten smell from climbing down into the cave. She washed her hair and thoroughly lathered her breasts, bum, and dripping pussy. She took her time, wanting to be fresh for Sven so she could have another go at awakening his inner libertine.

She had taken a liking to the big Viking, more than most men she worked with, maybe even more than smuggler Raphael, who she loathed but could hardly resist. He was certainly easy on the eyes. Even all his scars and cryptic tattoos appealed to her interests in solving ancient mysteries. She shut off the shower, dried off and wrapped herself in a towel. She was fantasizing about what she was going to do next with Sven as she stepped into the suite.

Sara instantly knew something was amiss. There was a strong smell of cordite in the air and a broken whiskey glass near the bar. She tensed as she stepped past the smashed glass. Her heart fell as she found Sven, naked and face down, a hole in his head and a pool of blood spreading around him.

Anger flared to replace her horror as she glanced around the room. Her luggage and his had been dumped beside the bed, drawers pulled from the dresser. The case containing the cup was gone.

“Bastards,” she whispered.

She heard the crackle of a radio from out in the hallway. They were still nearby! She grabbed her pistol from its holster and charged out into the hallway.

Giovana was waiting for her. The compact, hard-bodied woman dropped Sara with a leg sweep and Sara went down hard, her pistol bouncing out of her grasp. Sara was up again in an instant, rolling to her feet and barely keeping the towel on her body. Giovana met her in a fighting stance.

“You killed him, you bitch,” said Sara.

“Not me,” said Giovana. “Krueger. He—“

Sara punched Giovana in the stomach and followed up with a kick to the side of Giovana’s legs. As the Xerxes Group thug went down, Sara grabbed Giovana by her black ponytail and swung her head against the wall. Fortunately for Giovana, her head collided with an interior wall, crunching into the drywall rather than smashing against stone. Giovana drove a fist into Sara’s kidney. Sara cried out and released Giovana, staggering back.

“I didn’t kill him,” repeated Giovana, spitting blood. “Now, listen to me, you need to get out of here. Once Krueger finds out I wouldn’t let them kill you, he is—“

Sara’s roundhouse kick was so fast that Giovana had no time to react. Sara’s foot caught Giovana in the temple, knocking her unconscious and spinning her to the floor. Sara’s towel was lost, but she didn’t care. She stood over the unconscious woman and considered whether or not to finish her off.

She was fortunate that the decided on mercy and stepped away from Giovana. In that instant, a distant suppressed rifle popped and a bullet missed Sara’s head by scarcely an inch. The bullet thumped into the wall near her head.

Sara ducked and rolled, scooping up her pistol. She searched for the shooter, but they were gone. In the distance, a helicopter pounded through the night sky, disappearing with the Dismal Grail and any hope of immediate revenge. She glanced back down at Giovana.

It was time to get some real answers.


The Citadel of the Knights Templar

Malta

Giovana sat in a chair, stripped down to a tank top and her panties, her pert breasts heaving and sweaty despite the cold of the dungeon. A single harsh white light shined on her, revealing the tacky blood stuck in her hair where Sara’s kick had landed and a few other scrapes and bruises she had picked up while being transported from Jerusalem by the Knights Templar. Her arms and legs were bound tightly to the frame of a wooden chair, wrists crossed behind her back and ankles to the legs of the chair, both hyper-extended to cause her discomfort.

“We should use the battery,” suggested Ian, a lean, redheaded templar with an Irish burr. “Few jolts of that and she’ll crack open.”

“No torture,” said Sara firmly.

“You are not in charge of this interrogation,” said Harlan, a senior templar with a shaved head covered in scars. He was thick-necked and a strange mixture of fat and hugely muscular. Sara did not like the man, nor did she care for Ian, but she could sympathize with their desire to exact revenge more than extract information.

“She is my prisoner,” said Sara. “I knocked her out. I tied her up.”

“You showered while Brother Sven was murdered,” said Harlan, his arms folded across his huge chest. “Now you demand mercy for his murderer?”

Sara stared angrily at him, ready to smack sense into him if that was what it took.

“I told you I didn’t kill him,” spit Giovana.

“You said it was Krueger.” Sara turned back to her.

“He ordered it, yeah,” said Giovana.

“Who is this Krueger?” Harlan demanded.

“Doctor Krueger,” said Giovana. “I don’t know him well. I worked for Julian, but then when he died Krueger sort of absorbed all of Julian’s staff. He’s the head of the Xerxes Group.”

“Why did they want the grail?” Sara said.

“They don’t let me in on those meetings,” said Giovana.

“She knows more,” said Harlan. “She’s lying.”

“That’s all I know,” insisted Giovana.

“Use the battery,” commanded Harlan.

Giovana gazed at Sara with dark, pleading eyes as Ian set about attaching copper wires to Giovana’s chest, wrists, and thighs. These all led back to a large, hand-cranked device that seemed very old. Harlan reached a meaty hand down to the handle and began to crank. A dynamo whirred inside the device and Giovana began to scream.

“Tell us why Krueger wanted the grail,” demanded Harlan.

“C-can’t,” cried Giovana, her muscles tensed. “D-don’t know!”

Harlan cranked the handle faster, the whirr inside the device growing louder and Giovana straining and arching against her bonds, agony written across her face. Blood trickled from a nostril.

“That’s enough!” Sara shouted. “You’re killing her!”

Harlan stopped cranking the dynamo, but let it wind down slowly, continuing to shock Giovana for several more seconds. She fell back into the chair, gasping and exhausted, her face red and her body covered in a sheen of sweat. Her head dropped forward. She muttered something.

“What was that?” Ian grabbed her hair and yanked her head back. Sara smacked his hand away.

“Novgorod,” muttered Giovana. “Krueger is taking it to the Wooden Church.”

“A wooden church?” Ian looked to Harlan. “What is that supposed to mean?”

“Not ‘A’ wooden church, The Wooden Church,” said Sara. “It is a pre-Christian church built in Novgorod, supposedly, almost 3,000 years ago. Nobody knows who built it or what gods it worshipped. It has been burned, bombed, and nothing can destroy it. The thing can be smashed to bits and the next day or the next week or month it is back again. Stalin had a fence put around it.”

“It is one of the most unhallowed places on earth,” said Harlan. “The put cameras on it and destroyed it again in the 1970s and it relocated a mile away. It is like a scab reforming over a wound again and again.”

“Do they have the mask of Aduar?” The question came from Alistair Chambers, who had entered the room unannounced.

“Grandfather? What do you mean?” Sara looked at him in surprise. “We recovered that from—“

“It’s gone,” said Alistair. “Someone took it from the Citadel while you and Sven were en route to Jerusalem.”

“Between the theft of the mask and the killing of Sven, we must have a mole,” said Harlan. “Alistair, your granddaughter cannot be trusted. She is an outsider and she knew of both the mask and the grail.”

“I found them both for you,” snapped Sara.

“Take her to the safe house and await further orders,” said Harlan, waving dismissively. “We will continue the questioning of this assassin and find out if she knows the traitor’s identity.”

“You can’t do this,” said Sara, rounding on Harlan. “I have as much right as you lot to get answers from Giovana. I—“

“You have been intimate with this woman,” said Harlan. “You are lovers.”

“No, I… it was once,” said Sara. “It…”

“At best, you cannot be objective,” said Harlan. “Now go with your grandfather and do not vex me again, girl, or I will be forced to put you in a cell yourself.”

Sara bit back her anger and let her grandfather take her hand and lead her out of the cell. She cast a last glance back at Giovana, her eyes pleading once more as Harlan began to turn the crank on the battery. Her screams echoed through the dungeon as Sara and her grandfather ascended from the depts.

“We’ll get you somewhere more pleasant,” said Alistair.

“I can’t leave her like that,” said Sara. “They are going to kill her.”

“I’ll be sure they don’t,” said Alistair. “Ian can be overly zealous. Harlan just wants answers. I will convince him there are better ways of asking them.”

“Don’t let them keep torturing her,” said Sara.

Her grandfather tightened his grip on Sara’s arm. He pulled her close and addressed her in an urgent whisper.

“Be cautious of what you say in the citadel. There are ears everywhere and too much sympathy for this woman will weigh against you when you are being questioned.”

“They are going to question me like that? Hook me up to the battery?”

“No, no,” said her grandfather. “I would never allow such a thing. Now then, Sara, you need to get some rest. Get your mind off of everything that is happening. These matters are in the hands of the Knights Templar now.”

Knights Templar Safe House

Malta

“We should get the hell out of here,” said Megan.

She was standing beside Sara on the balcony looking out over the choppy waters of Mellieha Bay. A storm was brewing on the horizon and wind stirred Megan’s dark hair and Sara’s blonde locks. Sara took another long sip of her gin and soda. Drinking the alcohol reminded her of the way Sven had downed his whiskey in the hotel after he had looked in the grail.

“I can’t leave my grandfather,” said Sara. “But you and Baxter should go.”

“I don’t trust the Knights Templar and I don’t trust your grandfather,” said Mega. “He appeared out of nowhere and dragged you into the middle of all this. Now you’re being blamed for, what, betraying them? How could you betray them when they involved you against your will.”

“They are trying to stop the Xerxes Group,” said Sara, finishing her drink. “I’m running out of allies, in case you haven’t noticed.”

Megan took Sara’s hands and forced her to look away from the ocean view.

“Sara, you know we are all in this with you until the end,” said Megan. “I just think… you need to put distance between you and the Templars. Things are not safe here.”

“Very well,” said Sara. “Tomorrow. I’ll try to convince my grandfather to come with us. And I’m getting Giovana out of there.”

“We’ll help you do it,” said Megan, sliding an arm around Sara’s shoulders. “Come on, let’s get inside before the storm blows in.”

They returned to the golden firelight and surprisingly cozy atmosphere of the safehouse. It was much smaller than Sara’s safehouse in Prague, but its beach atmosphere and views, combined with a rustic look, made it feel very comfortable and homey. Baxter was stretched out on a futon, working on three different laptops at once.

“So,” said Sara, eager to put her mind off her worries, “did you ever locate that fishbowl, Mr. Honeycutt?”

“What? Oh!” Baxter goggled as he realized what Sara was talking about. He bounced up from the futon, overturning a stack of papers in the process. He shuffled them back into rough order and said, “Yes, Miss Chambers. It’s in the kitchen.”

“I think I’m going to turn in,” said Megan. “You two have your fun, but don’t stay up too late.”

“I might come up to kiss you goodnight if things wrap up with Baxter too quickly,” said Sara.

“Oh, that would be lovely,” replied Megan, giving Sara a wink as she climbed up to the house’s small third-floor bedroom.

The rain began to patter on the windows and roof of the safehouse as Sara and Baxter arrived in the kitchen on the first floor. Baxter had set the fishbowl full of prizes out on the counter.

“Let’s see,” said Sara, scooping up the bowl and holding against her chest, “I promised you two draws if that cave contained the cup. So go on then, Mr. Honeycutt. Draw two.”

Baxter could not keep a flush from his cheeks and a grin from his face as he reached into the bowl and rummaged through the sheets of paper. Sara watched his excitement with amusement. It was almost contagious enough to get her mind off the past 24 hours.

He chose a slip of paper from the fishbowl and unfolded it in his hand. His smile slipped a bit.

“What is it then?” Sara asked.

“Luxury Triumph motorcycle,” he said holding the paper up.

“And you’re disappointed with that?” She said.

“Well, I suppose not, but I don’t know how to ride a motorcycle,” said Baxter. “Perhaps if you teach me?”

“We’ll see. Go ahead and have your other draw,” she said. “Lots of nice prizes in there still, I’m sure.”

Baxter swirled the papers with his hand once again and chose another. He unfolded the small slip and this time looked absolutely crestfallen. He held it up so Sara could read the text.

“A trip anywhere in the world,” she read aloud. “Nowhere you want to go?”

“It’s just, ah, I thought… I mean…”

Sara set the fishbowl aside and kissed Baxter. He stiffened in surprise and then quickly relaxed as she pushed him backwards against the counter.

“You thought you would have your way with me?” She laughed against his lips. “Defile my beautiful body with your stiff boffin cock?”

“Ah, not that I, um, I mean…”

“Oh, Baxter,” she laughed and kissed him again, more passionately than before, her tongue sliding against his and her shapely body pressing him tightly against the counter. As their mouths melded together, Sara slipped a hand down to his trousers and unzipped them. His cock was stiff as could be and popped straight out through the flap of his boxers and the fly of his trousers and into her hand. She began to stroke him as they kissed.

“Miss Chambers,” he moaned. “Please… be careful…”

“Oh, I’ll be careful,” she said, unbuttoning his shirt and kissing his chest. She kissed her way down his body and to his red cock. She looked up at him and ran her tongue around his swollen tip. Baxter winced and moaned. She could taste the oily salt of his precum.

It was only as Sara slid his cock between her soft lips that she remembered Baxter had a problem when he was not wearing the Ring of Brahmacharya.

“Ohhhhhh, Miss Chambers,” he cried, wide-eyed. “I can’t… aaaaahhhh!”

It took a single bob of her lips, a single suck of her hot mouth, to send Baxter over the edge. He whimpered as his cock jerked against her tongue and his hot load gushed into her mouth. She looked up at him, working his shaft with one hand and steadily bobbing on his spurting cock. She swallowed his cum several times, slowing her sucking as the flow diminished and Baxter sagged, panting, against the countertop. His cock slid from her mouth and began to deflate.

“Oh, Miss Chambers,” he said, smiling, but also clearly in distress. “I am sorry. I thought I had learned to, um, control myself.”

Sara wiped her lips clean with a finger and then licked Baxter’s cum from her fingertip. She stop up slowly and kissed him again, not worrying about whether he would be bothered by a hint of the taste of his own cum.

“I’m not done with you yet, Mr. Honeycutt,” she said, eliciting a moan from him as she dragged her fingers over his sensitive cockhead. “I have had a very trying day and I desperately need a nice hard cock to fuck me properly. Do you think you can manage?”

“Uh, y-y-yes,” gasped Baxter, watching as her hand circled his cock and began to stroke him again. It was too soon and he winced and squirmed as she worked her hand on his cock, milking out copious post-ejaculate fluid that slicked her fingers. She kissed him to quiet his whimpering, aggressively thrusting her tongue into his mouth as his cock finally began to stiffen again in her hand.

She took down her trousers and stepped out of her panties and sat on the counter top, her toned thighs spread wide. “Get over here and slide that cock in, Mr. Honeycutt.”

He nodded and staggered towards her, his cock seemingly huge jutting from his lean frame. She grab hold of it, her eyes blazing with need as she guided him to her slick pussy. Baxter, to his credit, thrust into her, burying his stiff cock in her slippery folds. He groaned with pleasure and had to stop as he sheathed his full length inside her.

“Already?” She asked, unable to hide her annoyance.

“One second,” said Baxter. “Let me just… catch my breath.”

Sara took the opportunity to unbutton her blouse and strip off her bra. Her plump breasts and stiff nipples drew Baxter’s lecherous eye. He palmed one of her breasts without asking permission, a move that pleasantly surprised her, and he began to fondle and squeeze her mound as he slid his cock in and out of her pussy.

“That’s it,” gasped Sara. “That’s a good lad. Fuck me properly. Come on.”

“Ohhhhh, you’re so tight,” moaned Baxter, thrusting hard and fast. “I can’t… can’t hold out. Ohhhhh my god.”

“No, not yet,” cried Sara, her orgasm rising, but still far away.

“I can’t!” Baxter cried, slamming his cock into her and exploding. His cum pumped deep into Sara’s pussy as he whined and desperately thrust his creaming cock into her tight channel. He pulled back, as if to pull out, and Sara grabbed his cock by its slippery root.

“No! Don’t you dare stop,” she warned. He started to whine and she slapped his cheek. “Keep fucking me! Keep going!”

Whether it was fear or desire, Baxter managed to thrust through his agonizing refractory period, sliding his cock in and out of Sara’s hot, slippery pussy. The harder he thrust into her pussy, the more it churned the cum already inside her. The thick, musky scent of sex filled the kitchen and only made Sara hotter.

“Fuck me!” She cried, lacing an arm around his neck. “Oooh, that’s it, get your hands under my ass and fuck me deep. Yessss! Ohhh, Baxter, come on. I see that look, don’t you dare cum again yet. You’re going to fuck me until I cum.”

“Y-yes,” he gasped, his face red and his body quivering with his effort to restrain himself from his orgasm.

Sara began to smile as she felt her orgasm rising. She locked eyes with him, jerking her hips and fucking herself against his cock. She was impressed with the force of his strokes and the intensity of the way he was fucking her. Her breasts bounced with the force of their mutual thrusts, the lewd sound of his cock sliding into her creamy pussy exciting her further. His hands squeezed and held her ass and he leaned down and kissed her on the lips.

It was, of all things, Baxter’s tongue thrusting into her mouth that pushed Sara over the edge. His forceful kiss, almost possessive, was so unlike him that it triggered her orgasm. She cried against his lips, working her hips to meet his cock as ecstasy rippled through her body.

“Cum inside me,” she gasped, in the throes of her pleasure.

Baxter kissed her in answer, their cries of pleasure meeting and melting together in that swirling embrace. She felt his cock twitch and the spilling warmth of his cum trickled down the crack of her ass, squeezed out of her creamy pussy with every thrust and every contraction of her inner walls. They slowed their thrusts at almost the same pace, holding the kiss into the afterglow, his body atop hers.

“That was a proper fuck, Mr. Honeycutt,” she gasped breathlessly against his lips.

“Yeah, it wasn’t bad,” he chuckled, slowly sliding his cock out of her creamy pussy.

“I think I’ll get you that motorcycle,” she said. “Teach you to ride it. But this counts as the trip anywhere in the world.”

“Anywhere I pick, you probably would end up there,” said Baxter, starting to pull on his trousers.

Sara had just buckled her bra when there was a heavy, rapid knock at the door. The storm had picked up while she and Baxter had been fucking and the wind was blowing the rain sideways against the windows. She threw on her shirt and drew her pistol from its holster. As she approached the door, the person on the other side knocked again.

“Sara! Open the damn door!” It was her grandfather.

She threw open the door and Alistair Chambers stumbled inside, one arm supporting a rain-soaked Giovana, and the other holding a bloody wound.

“Grandfather! What… what did you do?” She helped Giovana into the room. She had clearly been put through much more violence after Sara left the Knights Templar.

“Had to bust her out,” said Alistair. “They weren’t listening to me about torturing her. I had to… ahhhh… bit of that gin would be nice.”

She handed him the bottle and he took a swig and poured some on the gash in his side.

“Tried to run me through with a bloody sword,” he groaned. “But I got her out.”

“What do we do with her?” Megan, summoned by the pounding on the door, had joined them in nothing but an oversized t-shirt. She was holding an AR-15 and pointing it at Giovana.

“Let me get my grandfather patched up,” said Sara. “We’ll take the boat—“

“Vehicles coming,” said Baxter, looking out the window.

“We’ll take the boat now then,” said Sara, helping Giovana back off the couch. “Get what gear you can carry. Laptops and guns. Nothing else. I need to get something from upstairs. Let’s go!”

Sara fetched the egg – her egg - from the box where she kept it in the dresser. She tucked the box into her pack along with a few other valuable artifacts. She tucked the gem containing Circe into her pocket. By the time the head lamps of the Templar trucks slashed across the front of the house, Sara and her comrades were escaping out the back, towards the docks.

“Where are we going?” Giovana croaked, her dark hair hanging in her bloodied face.

“You know where,” said Sara, grunting with effort to hoist her onto the yacht. People were shouting from the house. The crash of thunder was joined by the boom of guns.

“Russia,” said Giovana, crawling onto the ship. “Please… I don’t want to go.”

“Too bad,” shouted Sara, motioning for Megan to get the yacht underway. “We’re going to Novgorod.”
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Book Eight

New Realms of Dark Pleasure

Warsaw

The club’s Middle Eastern theme was layered over the unmistakable Soviet-era construction of the building. Sara spotted the heavy pillars and flaky plaster of what was probably a grain office in the 1970s. The doorways had been given Moroccan arches surrounded by local approximations of Moroccan tiles, the windows had been covered in curtains of gold and saffron, and the furnishings had been upgraded from “institutional” to “cheap luxury,” but these changes could not hide the bones of Stalin.

The scent of spices and tobacco were thick in the air and Middle Eastern music played from a hidden sound system. Automated lights swiveled back and forth aimlessly, flashing their beams across an empty dance floor.

The club had not yet opened for the day, or was still closed from the night before, and its owner reclined in the largest booth like a sultan of Arabia in his seraglio. Raphael was as corpulent and lethargic as ever. He rested against the cushions dressed in his familiar white suit, a smoldering cigar in one hand and a tiny cup of Turkish coffee in the other. Beneath his thin mustache was the faintest curl of a smile that mirrored the delight twinkling in his eyes.

Sara Chambers moved to the Middle Eastern music, swaying her hips and causing the golden belt around her waist to shift and glint enticingly. She wore billowy pants of sheer silk that left her thong underwear visible. Her breasts were cradled in similar sheer silk and her eyes, painted like a harem girl, stared lustily at Raphael over a gold-fringed veil. She rolled her hips, her toned tummy rippling, her breasts bouncing as she moved across the dance floor, closer and closer to Raphael and his lecherous smile.

“Ah, my sweet English flower, it is as if I have plucked you from my dreams,” he said, his deep voice rumbling from within his girth. “Come closer, my sweet, so that I might breathe in your scent.”

She danced closer and closer to him, her hips moving with practiced twitches as the golden belt around her waist jingled softly. Her pink nipples were stiff and rubbing against the sheer fabric of her blouse. Her pussy was warm with desire.

Sara had once been disgusted by Raphael, repulsed by his fatness and insulted by his overbearing flattery, but he had grown on her with each encounter. He was always helpful to her needs as an adventurer and had on many occasions provided information, transportation, equipment, manpower, or even illegal documents. A price was always paid in money, yes, but there was another price she paid and Sara found, each time, she paid it more willingly than the last.

At first it had been only to listen to his flattery, then to permit his caress or sit upon his lap, each time he expected more from her and each time she gave him what he wanted. With one exception: she refused to join his international harem of wives. She would not marry him and serve him and bear his children. But tonight, owing to her great need for assistance, she had agreed to come closer than ever before. Tonight, until the sun rose over Warsaw, she was Raphael’s harem girl.

“Closer, my dear,” he beckoned with his pudgy fingers. “I cannot breathe the perfume of your youth in full bloom.”

“Oh, yes, master,” Sara cooed, playing her humiliating part in his fantasy.

She slid onto his generous lap, her curves against his round belly as he slid an arm around her. He leaned his head forward to admire the swell of her heaving breasts and drummed his fingers against her hip.

“Oh, yes, I think I have your scent, sweet as the jasmine in the air of the Al Andalus garden in Cairo! Mmmmm!” He pressed his face against her breasts, moaning as he breathed deeply of her soft cleavage. Sara cried out, clinging to him and crying out with laughter like some naïve American college girl he had seduced from into join his harem.

His hand slid up beneath her left breast, gathering it through the soft fabric of her harem blouse and fondling her. He rubbed his thumb against her fat nipple, sending thrills of pleasure through her body. “Mmmmmm! Yesss! Oh, Sara, sweeter than any flower of the Nile! How do they grow such precious blossoms in England!?”

His rough hands pulled open her blouse, causing her large breasts to burst forth and settle freed of their confinement. He moaned greedily, kissing her breasts and running his tongue over one nipple and then the other. She held his dark-haired head, his mocha skin contrasting with the creamy white of her bare breasts.

The pink of a nipple disappeared into his sucking mouth and hot pleasure rolled through her. He popped his lips free of one breast and descended upon the other with an equal hunger. When he was not sucking one he roughly squeezed and shaped it with his hand and plucked at her glistening, spit-wet nipple.

“Ohhhhh, Raphael!” She cried, squirming on his lap. “You always know just how to touch me!”

It was no lie. Whatever his qualities as a man, Raphael was an extravagant lover, with experience that only his age and hedonistic past could offer. He tweaked her nipples with his skilled hands as he captured her lips in a kiss. As his thick tongue thrust and swirled into her mouth, he pulled at her nipples and sent further shocks of pleasure rippling through her body.

She felt his hardness growing beneath her, throbbing and twitching against the firm curve of her backside. She rocked against his lap as he kissed her and fondled her. She let him feel the cleavage of her bum as she rode against the bulge of his hardness.

“My dear,” he gasped against her lips, his breath hot and thick with the taste of hashish, “it is time for you to serve your sultan.”

She knew what he desired. Her pussy ached with need for his thick cock, but before he would grant her such pleasure she had to give him what he desired.

“And my sultan will have everything we need to get to Novgorod?” She gasped, squirming her bum against him. “Even the mask maker?”

“I am a man of my word,” he grumbled, looking wounded as he sat back in the booth. “Serve your sultan until dawn and you will have transport, weapons, some of my personal bodyguards, and even your witch to make this strange mask you say you need. Unless…”

“Unless what?” She asked, her tummy tightening.

Raphael smiled, reaching out to stroke a lock of Sara’s blonde hair from her face. He caressed her cheek and ran his thumb across her pouting lips.

“Unless you see the sense in my offer, my English flower,” his voice was a deep lake of honey. “You do not need this life of danger. A pretty flower such as you would thrive in a garden. My garden. Become one of my wives, my sweet. You will live in luxury and never again have to fear for your life.”

“Oh?” Sara slid slowly out of his reach, off his lap, and onto her knees on the floor. “And I suppose my sultan would keep me on my knees, serving his cock.”

She reached to his lap, massaging the thick shaft of his manhood through his straining trousers.

“Yes, my dear, you would serve your sultan,” he said, stroking her silky hair. “As you will serve him now.”

He unbuttoned his trousers and reached inside, pulling out the thick, musky staff of his mocha colored cock. It was magnificent and she knew all too well how it would stretch her and reach places inside her that few men could find. The thought of a life in this man’s harem was maddeningly tantalizing after the ordeal she had suffered recently. She grasp his cock with one small hand and leaned forward at the slightest pressure on the back of her head.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, pressing him to her lips and then parting those lips to suck.

“Yesssss, my dear, yes,” moaned Raphael as his cock stretched Sara’s lips and she took him to the back of her throat. She slurped back to his tip, gasping softly to recover for a moment before sliding him back into her mouth. “Oh, you are always so eager once you taste my cock. I think tonight, before dawn, you will see sense. You will realize this is the life for you.”

“Mmmmmhmmm,” was the only reply Sara could offer him as she obediently bobbed her mouth on his fat cock.

He rumbled with amusement as she wantonly served his thick maleness, her saliva glistening down his shaft and her soft lips popping each time she reached his fat cockhead. She tasted the salt of his precum on her tongue and moaned more urgently, massaging the hefty stones of his bollocks with one hand as he tongue curled beneath his bell end. Raphael groaned with pleasure, his belly jiggling beneath his white linen shirt.

“Oh, my sweet,” moaned Raphael, his head lolling back on the cushion of the booth. “Your mouth is heaven. Your lips, the kisses of angels. You feel my loins throb with pleasure? If you wish to drink my seed, it is coming.”

“Mmmmmm!” Sara lustily moaned around his cock. She wanted it, wanted to feel him bursting in her mouth and wanted to taste the thick warmth of his cum. She looked up at him, her eyes highlighted with the makeup as she massaged his tight stones and bobbed her sucking mouth on his cock.

“Ahhhh!” The old Arab’s grip tightened in her hair and his hips jerked slightly. A moment later her efforts were rewarded with a hot burst of his cum. She swallowed at once, continuing to suck but slowing the bobs of her lips to become more deliberate and intense. His cock continued to twitch and pump his thick seed against her throat and tongue, his sharp taste filling her mouth as she obediently drank his cum.

“Ohhhhhh, my sweet,” he moaned as she finished his last drops. “To be served each day by your hungry mouth would be a delight. I would lavish you with gifts and ensure you were never without my stiff cock for your pleasure.”

“Mmmmmmm,” she slurped her mouth free of his cock and gave him softening tip a slowly lash of her tongue. He shuddered with sensitivity. “Master, I serve you until dawn. I cannot abandon my duty.”

“Yes, yes, saving the world,” he said, motioning a fat hand with a lazy wave. “You are always up to rescuing mankind. The Unholy Grail? The realm of the Old Gods? These things are too much for me, Sara. Come. Press your body against mine, so that I might show you an old man knows of more important things.”

His hands and kiss were as eager as before, pressing her back into the booth as his kiss roamed all over her luscious body. She sighed with pleasure as his hand pressed between her thighs and his thick fingers explored the slick folds of her pussy. He laughed with lust, sucking loudly at her breasts as he thrust two fingers into her hot quim.

“Ahhhh! Ooooh! Raphael!” She squealed, squirming in his embrace as he fondled, licked, and suckled her quivering flesh. She wailed with ecstasy, cumming around his thrusting fingers and shaking with the force of her orgasm. Each pump of his hand, each lash of his tongue against her tender nipples, sent another hot spasm of pleasure through her body.

As her pleasure receded to a warm afterglow, he kissed his way from her breasts back to her lips and drew his fingers from the slick sheath of her cunt.

“Now, I will show you how your sultan fucks,” he growled, his eyes twinkling with his passion.

Raphael, being a man reluctant to exert himself, often settled back to let Sara climb atop him and do all the work for their mutual benefit. Tonight, however, he snorted like a bull, pushing her back and turning her onto her hands and knees with his rough hands. He fell behind her so heavily she felt the floor shake. His hands gripped her shapely hips and his fat cockhead pressed against the slick lips of her cunt. He gave her bum a testing swat, a squeeze, and teased his fingers at the cleft of her arsehole. She clenched tightly, suddenly thinking he meant to bugger her. Raphael chuckled and drew his fingers away to grip the shaft of his cock.

“No, my sweet, tonight I pluck a different flower,” he said, rubbing his cock against her slick pussy. “You do not ask me to wear a condom?”

It was true that she often asked him to wear protection. The last thing she needed was for the old Arab to finally put her up the spout. She knew he wanted it, she knew better than to let him have it, particularly after recent events with a certain underwater god, but in the heat of the moment she gasped, “I trust you to pull out.”

“Ah, my sweet, your trust is not misplaced,” chuckled Raphael.

He fed his cock into her pussy and thrust deep in a single, powerful stroke, his broad hips smacking against her bum and his cock sheathed inside her tight fanny. She felt him twitch inside her, pressing against that spot he always managed to find, and she was on the brink of an orgasm with that one thrust.

“Oh, bloody hell,” she gasped, struggling to catch her breath.

Raphael was not about to give her a chance. He gripped her slender waist in his big, powerful hands and began to slam his cock into her. The big man moved with the power of a bull behind her and against her back, his weight pressing her down and his hands holding her hips thrust upwards. She whined with each stretching stroke, all sense of their harem game forgotten as Raphael pounded into her fluttering fucksleeve. Each slam of his cock sent another ripple of pleasure through her body, down to her core, and made her dangling breasts swing with the force of his thrusts.

“My lovely flower,” grunted Raphael. “As warm as summer rain along the Nile, as tight as the grip of a silken glove. I adore you, my bud, my blossom. I would give you everything you ever need. Everything you could… want!”

His breathing grew heavier by the moment. His thrusts were more intense. His cock, huge upon his first thrust, now felt massive. It seemed to fill her to her core. She was so close.

“I’m going to cum,” she gasped.

“I know, my sweet,” he wheezed atop her back, kissing her shoulder, his sweaty body dripping against her. “I know. Cum with me. Cum with me and I will fill you.”

“Yessss,” she moaned, the only word she could find in answer to him.

She felt buried beneath him as he thrust forcefully into the clutching cove of her quim. She pushed her bum back as best she could, but she was at his mercy. His fat cock pounded into her pussy, her juices dripping down her thighs and her pleasure tightening around him. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head up more so that he could kiss her neck. His breath was so loud and warm in her ear. He was panting like a weary bull, straining with the effort of his rutting.

“Ahhhhhhhhh!!” Sara wailed, pleasuring spiking through her as her climax arrived with sudden force.

“Yes, my sweet!” Raphael roared, slamming deep into her fluttering cunt. “Take the seed of your bull!”

“Yessss!” She cried and she felt his hot cum fire deep into her unprotected pussy. With each stroke he pumped out another heavy spurt until his seed was oozing around his cock and dripping from his bollocks. Her pussy had an incredible molten feel to it as he pulled out of her stretched cunt and left it dripping with his cum.

“My flower,” he wheezed, climbing back into the booth and blotting at the thick sheen of sweat on his face. “You have been plucked. Now you must dwell in my garden.”

“Until dawn,” she reminded him, crawling between his legs to lick and kiss his cum-smeared cock and bollocks.

He patted her head and smiled, still struggling to catch his breath. Her soft ministrations grew more intent and before long she was sucking him gently, drawing his fat cock back towards hardness.

“Such a good addition you will be to my harem,” groaned Raphael. “Once you forget this nonsense about saving the world.”

It was four hours until dawn over Warsaw. Sara awoke sore in Raphael’s spacious bed on the third floor of the club. He was snoring loudly, his cock flaccid across his thigh and his big belly rising and falling with his breathing. She slipped out from under his meaty arm and stole across the bedroom to the small table. There was a sheet of paper where he had written two addresses. One address belonged to a warehouse where she would find everything she needed for her journey to Novgorod. The other address was that of a Latvian mystic named Olga Blatavsky.

Raphael had assured her that this woman was a witch capable of fashioning the mask Sara would need if they could not reach the Unholy Grail before it was used. The mask would conceal her identity so that the denizens of the realm on the other side of the blasphemous grail would believe she belonged among them. It all seemed a bit ridiculous, even to Sara, but her grandfather had warned her she needed the mask.

“Goodbye, Raphael,” said Sara, tucking the paper into her trousers. The corpulent Arab stirred on the bed, turning onto his side and muttering something about a bull. Sara departed before he awoke.

Latvia

Near the Russian Border

The house was small and very old, its roof mossy and its white paint mostly worn away by the harsh winters. There was no road to the house, but Baxter had located it by drone and Megan and Sara had driven to the location in one of the UAZ vehicles provided by Raphael. They sat outside, their headlights illuminating it like the grim carcass of some long-dead forest creature. The only indication that the house was occupied was a thin stream of smoke issuing from its chimney.

“Let me handle this,” said Megan Nakamura. “You have been through enough already.”

“You think I am afraid of some old woman?” Sara climbed out of the vehicle. “You can stay in the truck if you would prefer, but I am going inside.”

“I don’t think you are afraid of anything, Sara,” said Megan, resting a hand on the small of Sara’s back. “And sometimes you need somebody around to tell you maybe you should be afraid.”

“Here?” Sara cocked her head, looking at the small, dark house.

“Not taking any chances,” said Megan, hefting a sub machinegun she had slung over her shoulder.

They approached the house cautiously, Sara in the lead, the path overgrown with thick weeds. It was late afternoon, the sun still in the sky, but little daylight reached through the primeval forest surrounding the old house. The smell of the smoke from the chimney tickled Sara’s nostrils. Beneath the wood smoke were hints of exotic herbs and strange, musky substances that had perhaps collected within the chimney over the years.

Sara reached the door and was surprised to see a modern digital camera doorbell. She glanced at Megan who seemed surprised as well. Was this a trap? Megan readied the SMG. Sara, glancing about warily, pressed the doorbell.

“Whozzat?” The question issued from the doorbell’s speaker.

“My name is Sara Chambers. I am looking for Olga Blatavsky. I would like to hire her services as a…” Sara glanced at Megan, not quite sure how to put it. Megan shrugged. Sara quickly answered, “Folk artist.”

There were several seconds of silence and then the voice answered, “Olga is dead.”

“Olga is dead,” muttered Sara.

The door opened suddenly, revealing a lean and very young seeming woman with frizzy red hair tied up with ribbon. She wore nothing beneath a heavy apron that reached from her neck to her ankles. When the young woman held the door open, she partially turned, and Sara could easily see her small, pert breasts in the space between the apron and her body.

“I am Ingrid,” said the woman. “Olga’s granddaughter. You want art? I do art. Come inside.”

She beckoned them both into the small, pleasantly warm house. Music was playing from a Bluetooth speaker, something foreign but modern sounding, with techno beats and a woman singer. Ingrid danced around in a circle as she led them into the house, revealing that she was wearing nothing at all under the apron, her small, firm rear and slender legs completely exposed from the back. Ingrid continued over to the speaker, shut it off, and whirled around to show them a half-scale clay sculpture. The unfinished rendering seemed to depict three women in an erotic embrace.

“This art! Is dream I have last night. This me,” she pointed to the central figure, which did resemble her despite having a carrot-shaped penis, “and this you two.”

“Bloody hell,” murmured Sara, stepping closer. The sculpture did in fact depict Sara and Megan, flanking Ingrid, caressing her, both completely nude.

“You want?” Ingrid asked. “One hour, finishing touches, I sell you.”

“That’s us,” marveled Megan. “How?”

“I see you,” said Ingrid.

Sara and Megan exchanged an incredulous glance.

“In mind’s eye,” said Ingrid, tapping her temple. “I see many things. Most are things that come to this house. People and animals. I make sculpture. But I see now. You not want sculpture. You want mask.”

Megan still seemed baffled.

Sara stepped closer and said, “That’s right. I need you to craft a mask for me. Something very particular.”

“Yes, you have darkness around you,” said Ingrid, motioning in a circle around Sara’s head. “Bad aura. You want mask of…”

“Dagon,” said Sara.

“Dagon!” Ingrid proclaimed as if it had come to her psychically. Then she frowned. “What is Dagon?”

Sara closed her eyes and pictured the underwater god who loomed large in her memory. She had glimpsed him through the veil of his illusion as he took her and impregnated her with his strange egg. She saw the handsome man with the pale body and the intense, dark eyes. No, this was the illusion. She looked deeper, peering past this easily-conjured fiction to the truth of her monstrous lover.

“He had a wide, fish-like head,” said Sara, “with fins where you might imagine ears to be and a spiny fin atop his head. His mouth was wide and yawned open, almost seeming to smile, pale-lipped and filled with fangs. His eyes bulge from either side of his head, black and gleaming.”

She shuddered and felt herself growing faint.

“The scales,” said Ingrid, sketching quickly with a pencil. “What color?”

“Pale,” moaned Sara, the image seeming to writhe in her memory. “Pale green.”

She sagged and would have crashed to the floor, but Megan was quick and caught Sara beneath the arms.

“Sit,” said Ingrid. “I will bring tea. Then I work.”

Megan dragged Sara to a dusty couch and moved aside a stack of moldering books so that Sara could stretch out on her back. Megan paced with worry, glancing nervously at the half-sized sculpture as if it might come to life.

“This Dagon thing,” said Megan. “How do you know what it looks like?”

“Encountered him,” croaked Sara. “When I dove down in the Aegean.”

“And why do you need a mask of him now? I thought you had that minotaur mask.”

“Mask of Aduar,” corrected Sara. “Another god. It is the only way to enter their realm safely. You wear the mask to trick the guardians. But the Xerxes Group stole the Mask of Aduar from the Templers.”

“Right and the Templers are mad at us too,” said Megan with a sigh. She sat down heavily in the chair next to the couch. “We don’t have many friends left.”

“I will be friend,” said Ingrid, returning with a tray of steaming teacups and stodgy biscuits. “We talk about price for mask. I make. You pay.”

“I have cash,” said Sara, waving towards the satchel she had brought with them into the house.

“Cash good. Yes.” Ingrid smiled, revealing surprisingly white teeth. “Not good enough. To make mask we will do sculpture.”

“I am afraid I don’t quite follow,” said Sara, sitting up on the couch.

“This thing I see, a happy moment with my new friends,” said Ingrid, gesturing to the three nude figures. “We have this moment in real life, not just in my head.”

“What is that supposed to mean?” Megan asked.

“She wants to have sex with us,” said Sara. “Both of us.”

“Yes, this is it,” said Ingrid. “Free love. Very good. I will light candles. Use prieks sakne. Ah, joy root.”

“What is—“

Megan began to speak, but Sara cut her off.

“We agree to your terms,” said Sara.

“Ah, good!” Ingrid pirouetted, revealing her small, firm bottom peaking out through the apron. “Enjoy the tea and cookies. I will be back with mask!”

“We agree to her terms?” Megan gave Sara a dirty look.

“We are dealing with the end of the world here,” said Sara. “I intended to give her whatever she asks and we will hope that her mask-making skills are equal to her grandmother’s. In case you failed to notice, she had a splendid bum.”

Megan rolled her eyes, but let the matter drop. They ate the biscuits and drank the tea, listening to Ingrid singing to herself, occasionally tearing cloth or slapping something that sounded like flesh. After one hour, Megan began to pace. After three hours, Sara and Megan slumped together on the musty sofa and dozed off by the warmth of the cast iron stove.

Sara was awakened with a poke to her shoulder. She lifted her head slowly, eyes bleary, and nearly screamed at the monstrous visage that came into focus only inches from her face.

“Good heavens,” she gasped, staring at the black-eyed mask. Ingrid held it beneath its finlike ears, moving it from side to side and puffing out her cheeks as if she were a fish swimming underwater. It was certainly grotesque.

“Is Dagon,” said Ingrid, handing the mask to Sara. “I feel his evil inside this mask.”

“It is rather horrid,” said Sara, turning it over and looking at the wire creating the inner structure. It resembled a papier-mâché carnival mask more than the lifelike menace like the Mask of Aduar. There were large eye holes and the sculpted mouth of the mask was so exaggerated it would leave Sara’s own mouth exposed. She wrinkled her nose and looked at Ingrid with disappointment. “I am afraid this won’t do, Ingrid. It won’t convince me, let alone the things I might be facing.”

“Is not alive,” said Ingrid, wiping a lock of plaster-clotted hair from her face. “You must give life. Spirit in mask will make it real.”

“How do I do that?” Sara asked.

“Give hand,” said Ingrid, holding out her own hand.

Sara offered the redheaded witch-woman her hand. Ingrid took hold of it and, before Sara could react, pricked Sara’s fingertip with a needle. Ingrid squeezed Sara’s wounded finger, producing a fat drop of blood that welled and then dripped onto the mask. The blood soaked into the pale green mask and disappeared. It was a bit of magic, but after seeming to absorb the drop, Sara was disappointed that nothing else seemed to happen.

“Well?” Sara looked from the mask to Ingrid expectantly.

“Put on,” suggested Ingrid.

Sara lowered the mask over her head. It was dark inside the mask and not easy to see out of the bulbous eyes on either side of the fish-like face. It was oddly front-heavy, which made it pull against the back of her neck and droop from her face if she tilted her head forward.

“Yes,” said Ingrid, a crazed smile on her face. “Yes. Working! Wake up friend!”

“I really don’t think it’s working,” said Sara, her words echoing loudly inside the mask. “But I’ll give it a go.”

She jostled Megan awake. Megan stirred and slowly sat up. She blinked sleepily and then her dark eyes flew wide and she began to scream. She fought and kicked out at Sara, going over the back of the couch in the process and knocking over an antique lamp. Her screaming continued as she scrambled across the floor, reaching for objects with which to defend herself. She settled on an umbrella, waving it back and forth and shouting, “Stay back! What have you done with Sara?”

Sara had never seen such fear in her best friend’s eyes. She quickly took off the mask and Megan, seemingly almost as shocked by this latest transformation, continued to scream for several more seconds.

“It’s me,” said Sara, crouching beside her friend. “It’s me. It was a mask.”

“It will seem like mask to you,” said Ingrid. “To all others, it will be real.”

Sara admired the crude mask one last time and then put it aside. She helped Megan up and embraced her friend tightly to calm her nerves.

“It’s alright,” said Sara. “I’m sorry for playing a bit of a trick on you.”

“It was cruel,” pouted Megan. “I thought you were a monster.”

“Very good mask, yes?” Ingrid watched Sara and Megan embracing. She seemed to enjoy the sight, playing a finger against her lips. “Time for reward for all of hard work?”

Megan, still recovering from her shock, gave Ingrid a hard look, but if the red-headed witch noticed, she did not seem to care. She turned around, showing off her pert rear and her slender back crisscrossed with the strings of the apron.

“Untie, please,” she said, looking over her shoulder.

Sara released Megan from her embrace and approached the spritely young witch. She untied the bow of the apron from Ingrid’s back and the back of her long, slender neck. It dropped away as Ingrid turned, revealing her compact figure, compact and boyish like a teenage girl’s but with a tuft of crimson hair that belied her full adulthood. Ingrid’s eyes sparkled with amusement as she posed with her hips cock to one side, clearly unashamed of her nudity.

“You are beautiful woman, Sara Chambers,” said Ingrid, teasing a fingertip down the buttons of Sara’s shirt. “Friend Megan is very sexy also. Women who give pleasure to women.”

“How do you know that?” Sara asked, more amused than anything by Ingrid’s seductive behavior. “More of your visions?”

“No, this is from looking at you,” said Ingrid as she began to unbutton Sara’s shirt. “I see you look at Megan and Megan look at you. I think, ‘These women give pleasure to each other.’ So why not me also? Now you give pleasure to me and we are all happy.”

Before Sara could reply, Ingrid slipped Sara’s shirt from her shoulders and let out a delight cry at the sight of Sara’s plump breasts straining at her bra. Ingrid cradled Sara’s mounds with both hands and began pressing excited kisses to Sara’s cleavage. Megan approached from the other side, apparently recovered enough from the shock of seeing Sara in the mask to not want to be left out of the fun.

Megan kissed Sara hungrily and began to unbuckle Sara’s bra. The moment she had it undone, Ingrid pulled the cups away from Sara’s breasts. Ingrid moaned, murmured something in Latvian, and began to eagerly tongue Sara’s nipples. The warm sensation of Ingrid’s sucking mouth and nimble tongue sent shivers of pleasure from Sara’s fat nipples to her throbbing clit. She moaned loudly, but the sound was swallowed up by Megan’s hungry kiss and her probing tongue. Sara could only intensify that shared kiss, her lips seeming to melt with Megan’s.

Ingrid drew Sara’s attention back as she began to move lower, unbuttoning Sara’s trousers and stripping them down her legs.

“So beautiful,” moaned Ingrid, admiring Sara’s immaculate cunt. “Is like in dream. Does it taste as sweet?”

“Yessss,” moaned Megan, breaking the kiss with Sara. She reached down and cradled the back of Ingrid’s head, guiding the young witch to Sara’s slick pussy. Sara cried out with pleasure as Ingrid’s skilled tongue explored the seam of her quim. The petite witch lashed the throbbing bud of Sara’s clit with short flicks of her tongue. Ingrid’s small, strong hands caressed Sara’s hips and kneaded the firm apple of Sara’s bum.

“Go and get her,” gasped Sara, her thighs quaking with pleasure. “Show her what you can do.”

“My pleasure,” said Megan, slipping down to her knees. Ingrid briefly withdrew her tongue from Sara’s clit to share a short, but intense and sloppy kiss with Megan. Sara watched as her best friend stroked Ingrid’s slender body, moving down her back and behind her. Megan looked up at Sara as she lowered her face to Ingrid’s small, firm bottom and ran her tongue down the crack of Ingrid’s bum.

“Ooohh, yes, is like my dream,” moaned Ingrid. “Lick everywhere, pretty woman.”

“Oh, I won’t miss a spot,” promised Megan. She locked eyes with Sara as she licked Ingrid’s teenage arsehole with relish. She only stopped rimming the perky pink hole to lick lower, stuffing her tongue up Ingrid’s cunt. The pleasure Megan was giving Ingrid clearly inspired the petite witch to new heights of lust as she began noisily licking and sucking at Sara’s pussy.

“Oh, yes, you’ll make me cum if you keep that up, young lady,” cried Sara.

“Yes. Do cumming, I want taste,” moaned Ingrid, her lips and chin already glistening with Sara’s juices.

Sara held Ingrid’s head with her hands, thrusting her shapely hips and fucking against the young witch’s eager tongue. Ingrid sucked and licked with complete commitment. Her arched back and pert bottom were offered up to Megan completely and the beautiful young Asian woman was taking her toll with lashes of her tongue and thrusting fingers.

Sara cried out, thrusting her hips forward roughly and holding tight to Ingrid’s head as her pleasure peaked. She spilled the hot, sweet flow of her nectar into Ingrid’s sucking mouth, feeding the young witch her cum. Sara’s thighs quaked with the force of her orgasm and she nearly dropped to her knees as Ingrid latched to her clit, sucking so hard that a second orgasm was forced upon the first. Finally, Sara had to push her away, gasping, “Ohhh enough!”

“I dream of much more,” cried Ingrid.

“For now,” gasped Sara, holding the young witch at bay. “It’s my turn to show you a thing or two.”

As Sara descended to her knees and kissed the young witch’s cum-smeared lips, she knew that she would be spending more time than she had expected in Ingrid’s company. Their cries of pleasure were a song addressed to the night that gathered around the small house. By the time Megan and Sara left, the mask packed into a large basket, they were both walking a bit awkwardly. Ingrid waved to them from the door.

“Please come back,” she called out. “I make more masks. We have more pleasure!”

Sara was not sure she would survive another night with the insatiable young witch.

On the Road to Novgorod

They crossed over the border into Russia in a convoy of five green surplus military trucks. Raphael’s men were in the rear two trucks and the lead truck, while Sara and her companions were divided between the second and third vehicles in the line. Traffic was sparse along the ill-maintained highway to Novgorod. It would be a drive of seven or so hours, stretching late into the night.

“Has she given up any information?” Sara asked, gesturing with a nod to the woman with her hands tied behind her back.

“Not as of yet,” said Baxter Honeycutt, Sara’s boffin and trusted companion. “Your grandfather suggested some of the less severe Templar methods but I am afraid I am not up to the task.”

“We are not torturing her any more than the Templars already have,” said Sara. She put a hand on Giovana’s shoulder. “Are you alright, Giovana? Did they do any lasting damage?”

“Nothing I can’t handle,” said the beautiful, compact young woman. She shifted on the seat in the back of the UAZ and winced, her short hair still damp with sweat and her dark eyes betraying a moment of pain.

“Untie her,” commanded Sara.

“Are you certain, Miss Chambers?” Baxter gave Sara a concerned look.

“We are not her enemy,” said Sara. “She knows it. There is no point forcing the matter.”

“Right,” agreed Giovana. “I’ve been in your custody long enough that I will be kill-on-sight by the Xerxes Group.”

“Friendly lot,” said Baxter as he took out a pocket knife and cut Giovana loose. The muscular beauty rubbed her wrists and rotated her shoulders, clearly relieved to be out of the plastic cuffs. She gave Sara a grateful nod.

“Don’t think you are forgiven for helping Krueger kill Sven.” Sara gave Giovana a harsh look. “I liked that Viking quite a lot.”

“I didn’t know Krueger was going to kill him,” said Giovana. “But for what it’s worth, I’m sorry. We were just supposed to get the Mask of Aduar and leave the hotel. I even had drugs to knock you both out. I’d been told you were irrelevant to the Group’s plans once we had the mask.”

“But they don’t tell you everything,” said Sara.

“Krueger is different than the others. Once Julian De Luca was dead, Krueger assumed complete control over the Xerxes Group and his only focus was on the Dismal Grail and the Mask of Aduar. He kept talking about how it was ‘time for the ascension.’”

“He has lost the plot,” said Baxter. “I don’t know much about the old gods, but I know a mask isn’t going to convince them to let him join the club.”

“He intends to present himself as the master of humanity,” said Giovana. “I heard him saying it to the others in the convocation of leaders. He is the only one with the courage to actually drink from the cup and go through to the other side.”

“Lost the plot,” repeated Baxter.

Sara was considering the logistics of what Krueger intended.

“If he drinks from the cup and is drawn into their realm, how does he get back?” Sara asked.

“I heard them talking about that too,” said Giovana. “There is only one way back. You have to be a god.”

Baxter looked at Sara with concern. “Miss Chambers, that means…you cannot go through with this.”

“With what?” Giovana asked, looking from Baxter to Sara. “What is your plan?”

Baxter quickly interjected, “Don’t tell her that!”

“It does not matter, Baxter. There will be no chance for her to warn the others.”

“I wouldn’t warn them anyway,” said Giovana. “I’m done with that lot.”

“I intend to drink from the cup,” said Sara, a look of grim determination hardening on her face. “I have a mask like the mask of Aduar. I will go to the other side and I will stop Krueger. Whatever it takes.”

“Madness,” muttered Giovana, looking away. “You’re as barmy as Krueger if you think you can deal with creatures like that. You’ll probably go crazy after the first one you see.”

“She’s right, you know. You will never have a way to get back to us.” Baxter frowned deeply. “I wouldn’t care for that. I feel as if…well…we’re getting on so well lately…”

A sudden redness blossomed on his pale cheeks and he fidgeted in his lap. It was an endearing reaction, but I couldn’t keep from having a bit of a laugh at his expense. Even when faced with a life-or-death situation - my probable exile to a realm of monsters and gods - Baxter’s cock was doing at least a bit of the thinking for him.

“Oh, my sweet little boffin,” she said, reaching across the seat to stroke his thigh. “You’ll miss me if I don’t come back, won’t you?”

“V-very much, Miss Chambers,” he said, though he was not quite able to look Sara in the eye. There was no missing the swelling in his trousers. The long stiffness of his cock twitched visibly and she ran her hand over it, feeling that hard length of pipe beneath her fingers.

Sara withdrew her hand from his lap and met Giovana’s gaze.

“Baxter here has a bit of a crush on me,” explained Sara. “We’ve been working on his stamina and…how is that coming Mr. Honeycutt?”

“I’ve, ah, made some improvements,” said Baxter, casting a nervous glance at Giovana. “I have been doing a lot of, er, training? Is that what you would call it?”

“You’ve been wanking off?” Sara chuckled at the thought of the nervous young man stroking his cock to some fantasy.

“S-something like that,” said Baxter, looking away. Sara gave Giovana an amused glance.

At that moment, the truck jostled over a rough patch of road and Giovana slipped partly out of her seat. Sara managed to catch the compact young mercenary in her arms and by chance their lips were very close. For a moment, Sara’s hands were reminded of the compact strength of Giovana’s body and the firmness of her tight bum. Giovana’s breath was warm and slightly minty. Sara leaned a bit closer, intentionally brushing her lips against Giovana’s.

“You know, it’s hours still to Novgorod,” she murmured, speaking the words against Giovana’s lips. “A very boring drive. I think I would like to…get my mind off what it is to come.”

“I can see why,” replied Giovana, letting her hands slip from Sara’s sides down her back and around to Sara’s plush rear. “Your plan is absolutely terrible. It might do you good to forget about such a…such a stupid plan.”

Giovana shifted, her muscular thigh pressing against Sara’s quim through Sara’s trousers. Their breasts were mashed together by the awkward position; Sara’s large and soft and Giovana’s pert and small. Baxter stared with confusion at the two women locked in an embrace half in their seats. He dared not move, lest he remind the two suddenly amorous women that he was watching.

Giovana gave a soft, lusty cry and kissed Sara with passion long pent with contrition. Sara answered her, crying out against her lips, opening to Giovana’s kiss. Their tongues swirled together in a hot embrace. Sara pulled Giovana against her, riding back into the seat and squeezing both cheeks of Giovana’s firm bottom.

“You saved my life,” gasped Giovana between hungry kisses. “Why would you…mmmmmmm…go to such effort to spare me?”

“I rather fancied you, Giovana,” admitted Sara. “Also I owed you a proper fucking for all the trouble you have caused me.”

“Me?” Giovana pulled back from the kiss to roll her eyes. “I seem to remember you blowing up my employer’s house.”

“That was fabulous, wasn’t it?” Sara laughed, toying with the zipper on the front of Giovana’s fleece jacket.

“A lot of good people died,” said Giovana, a hint of bitterness darkening her mood.

“If they had been good people,” said Sara, unzipping the jacket to reveal Giovana’s undershirt taut against the young woman’s small breasts and stiff nipples, “they would not have been working for the Xerxes Group.”

Giovana nodded grudgingly and then grabbed a handful of Sara’s hair. She pulled the treasure hunter’s face down and smothered her against Giovana’s breasts. Sara acquiesced at once, moaning and kissing Giovana’s perky tits through the shirt as her hands slipped beneath it, up Giovana’s muscular abdomen and to the small, soft mounds. Giovana hissed with pleasure as Sara’s fingers found the hard buds of Giovana’s nipples. Sara massaged those hard nipples and teased them with her fingertips, moaning softly as she pressed kisses to Giovana’s neck.

The short-haired mercenary woman unzipped Sara’s heavy jacket and sweater as Sara lifted Giovana’s tank top and began to kiss Giovana’s breasts. With a bit of a struggle, both women had their kit off from the waist up. It was Giovana’s turn to be drawn to the creamy mounds of Sara’s breasts. She fondled them and molded the ample flesh with both hands, looking up at Sara and laughing as she ran her tongue around one of Sara’s pink areolas. Sara laughed with delight, pulling Giovana against her breasts and feeding her fat nipple into Giovana’s mouth.

Warmth engulfed Sara’s tender bud, followed by hot suction and the flicking of Giovana’s tongue. Pleasure shot through Sara and she looked across the seat, making eye contact for the first time in several minutes with Baxter. He quickly looked away.

“You know,” moaned Sara, combing her fingers into Giovana’s hair, “I think we’ve neglected someone.”

“Oh, no,” moaned Giovana, sucking hungrily at Sara’s other breast. “Haven’t, mmmmm, forgotten a thing.”

Giovana thrust her hand down Sara’s trousers and into Sara’s panties. Sara cried out in surprise as Giovana’s fingers parted her slick folds and rubbed at the hot seam of her pussy.

“Really, Giovana!” Sara gasped. She squirmed on her seat as Giovana began to pump two fingers into her hot cunt. “You are taking…oooooohhh…liberties.”

Giovana slid off the seat and into the footwell between Sara and Baxter. She unbuckled Sara’s belt and roughly shucked the military style trousers down Sara’s thighs. Sara lifted her bum from the seat to assist Giovana. In moments, Sara’s trousers and panties were around her ankles and Giovana was pulling off Sara’s boots. She was in such a hurry to undress Sara that she nearly struck Baxter in the face as she discarded one of the boots.

Baxter ducked as the boot thumped against the side of the truck.

“Oh, goodness,” laughed Sara, watching him recover. He gave Giovana a sullen glance. Sara was about to offer him an apology, but Giovana grabbed Sara’s legs and parted them with such force that Sara slid low in her seat, her neck bent awkwardly and her bottom overhanging the cheap military vinyl. Her eyes widened as Giovana looked up at her and clamped her hungry mouth against Sara’s cunt. An instant later, Giovana’s tongue was thrusting inside Sara’s tender pussy and the dark-eyed mercenary was sucking forcefully at Sara’s clit.

“Mmmmmmmmm!” Giovana cried and her lips popped lewdly with suction as she licked and sucked at Sara’s wet cunt. Warm nectar and saliva oozed down Sara’s crack and dripped to the floor of the truck. The cramped space inside the truck grew hotter and hotter by the moment. Baxter shifted uncomfortably, his cock obvious in his trousers as he watched the compact mercenary woman pleasuring his beautiful boss.

Giovana’s tongue and deft sucking drove Sara to the limit and beyond. Sara arched dramatically on the seat, her plump breasts shifting as she thrust her pussy against Giovana’s face. The mercenary moaned, tonguing Sara’s clit and adding her thrusting fingers to Sara’s tight quim as she drove Sara to new heights of pleasure.

“Oh, I’m going to get you now,” gasped Sara, recovering gamely from her climax.

“I’m not done with you,” warned Giovana, wiping her sleeve against her lips. “Turn over.”

“No!” Sara laughed, grabbing Giovana in one of the many grapples she had practiced with Megan in the training gym. The two women struggled with each other, one nude and the other nearly naked, their bodies flushed with desire, hardly enough room to move, let alone fight. Sara won the battle, or at least Giovana let her win, and Sara bent Giovana over the seat and took Giovana’s place in the narrow footwell.

“Let me go,” cried Giovana, looking back over her shoulder but making very little effort to escape Sara’s strong hands.

“Oh, no, it’s time for some real interrogation,” said Sara, curling her fingers into the back of Giovana’s arctic trousers. No amount of camouflage could hide the firm bubble of Giovana’s bum. Sara pulled without bothering with Giovana’s belt, yanking the trousers down from Giovana’s tight cheeks, revealing her creamy flesh until Sara could dip forward and run her tongue down Giovana’s crack. She felt the soft divot of Giovana’s arsehole clench beneath her tongue.

“Ohhhhhh, I’ll talk,” laughed Giovana. “Whatever you want to know.”

“I want to know,” said Sara, getting Giovana’s trousers down to the woman’s knees. She leaned in again, licking from Giovana’s hairless cunt, tasting her hot honey, and lapping her way back up Giovana’s arse, “how much you like having your arse licked you dirty little slapper.”

“Ohhhhhh, when it’s a posh Englishwoman like you,” moaned Giovana, reaching back to cradle Sara’s head, “I can’t get enough of your tongue between my cheeks.”

“Nnnnhnnnnn,” agreed Sara, rimming Giovana’s tight little arsehole. Sara massaged Giovana’s slick pussy with her fingers as she lapped at Giovana’s hot clench. She heard a grunt from behind her and remembered that Baxter was sharing the truck with them. “Oh, dear, Baxter! I had forgotten all about you! Why don’t you pitch in?”

“W-what?” Baxter goggled with confusion.

“Yeah, nerd,” purred Giovana. “Get over her and eat my ass!”

“You heard the woman,” said Sara, spreading Giovana’s cheeks.

Baxter let out a muffled moan of capitulation and slid off his seat and into the already-crowded footwell.

“That’s a good lad,” said Sara, cradling the back of the head and pushing his face down to Giovana’s ass. Giovana arched her back, offering up her pert rear to Baxter’s tongue. He let out a submissive moan as he began to lick.

Sara took the opportunity to unbuckle Baxter’s belt and take down his trousers enough that she could get at his stiff cock. He grunted into the creamy mounds of Giovana’s bum as Sara’s soft hand wrapped around his shaft and began to give him a wank. She smeared the slick precum around his tip with her thumb as she continued to massage Giovana’s pussy with her other hand.

“Ohhhhhh fucccck,” moaned Giovana, riding her ass back against Baxter’s face and working her hips to rub her clit against Sara’s fingers. The mercenary’s cries of pleasure grew louder and louder, Baxter moaning into her crack as he tongued her arsehole and Sara rubbing intently at Giovana’s clit even as she continued to wank Baxter’s stiff cock.

Giovana cried with pleasure, thrusting her bum back so hard she nearly knocked Baxter over. Sara chose that moment to plunge three fingers deep into Giovana’s pussy and she could feel the contractions of Giovana’s honey-slicked walls.

“Oh my god,” cried Giovana. “YESSSS!”

The beautiful mercenary rode Baxter’s face and Sara’s fingers to the end of her orgasm, finally slipping forward away from both. She turned, flushed, bending low as her hand joined Sara’s on Baxter’s cock.

“Oh, you’re good at that,” she laughed and kissed Baxter’s lips. He moaned with surprise, recovering gamely and swirling his tongue against hers. Sara, feeling left out, joined them in the kiss, their tongues awkwardly but eagerly melding into a threesome as Sara and Giovana worked together to wank Baxter’s cock.

“I need this,” gasped Sara, giving Baxter’s cock a firm squeeze. “I need you to fuck me, Baxter. Can you do that for me?”

“Y-yes, I…it’s just…both of your hands…ohhhhhhHHHH!!” He looked down in despair as his red cock, tugged to its limit, burst with pleasure. Hot streams of his cum spurted through the fingers of the two women and splashed against Giovana’s thighs. She cried out in surprise, watching as he painted her legs with rope after rope of his premature explosion. Sara moaned with disappointment.

“Oh, no, this won’t do at all,” she said, giving Baxter’s cock a few final strokes as his pearly seed dripped out onto the floor of the truck. “Get up on the seat, Baxter. We’re not giving up yet.”

His cock was already beginning to lose its stiffness as he climbed back into the jostling seat. Giovana and Sara exchanged a look and moved between Baxter’s parted legs. He moaned in amazement as the two beautiful women set to work, Sara with her eager mouth on his cock, and Giovana, seemingly just as eager, slurping and tonguing his drained bollocks.

Baxter grinned stupidly and shuddered with pleasure as the warmth of their mouths seemed to swallow him up. They gazed up at him, lust in their eyes as they managed to bring him back from the brink of flaccidity to a full and proud stiffness. In moments, his cock was as hard as a flagpole, red and glistening with their saliva. They traded places, Sara moving to his bollocks and sucking them as Giovana began to bob and slurp on his hard cock.

Baxter was so rapturously enjoying the two beauties slobbering on his knob, that he did not think to warn them that he was enjoying their efforts a bit too much. He offered no warning before pleasure suddenly took hold while Giovana was sucking on his cock and Sara had his tightening bollocks in her mouth.

“Ah!” Baxter cried, a sound almost like he had averted a sneeze. A sound that was easily lost in the rumble of the truck.

A moment later, his cum launched into Giovana’s unsuspecting mouth. Caught by surprise, she jerked back, pulling her mouth from his cock and receiving a substantial splash of goo in her face. As Giovana pulled back farther, Sara’s face was exposed and the tailing streamers of syrup-thick spunk splashed her upturned face and landed in salty splatters in her shocked mouth.

“Bloody hell,” cried Sara, closing her eyes as she was slimed with Baxter’s cum.

“He’s cum again already!” Giovana laughed, trying to stroke out the last of his load with her hand as she winced away from his dripping load.

Sara, undeterred, licked her way up his cock and sucked the dregs from his wilting willy. She slurped Baxter right back into shape, stiffening him up again with her deft mouth and ignoring his cries of pain as she nursed him through his refractory period.

“Third time is the charm, eh, Baxter?” She said, giving his cock a last lick around his bell end.

“You’re definitely crazy,” laughed Giovana, still mopping up Baxter’s cum with a handkerchief.

“What’s crazy about wanting this,” she squeezed Baxter’s cock and leaned aside so Giovana could have a good look at it, “stuffed up my fanny?”

“Oh god,” moaned Baxter, face crimson from Sara’s very unladylike words.

“It does look nice,” said Giovana. “Maybe I’ll have a try.”

“Wait your turn,” said Sara and she climbed off the floor and onto Baxter’s lap. Her tits were in his face as she straddled him and guided his hard cock to her soaking slit. She moaned with him as she slid her pussy down onto his throbbing cock. His tip pushed past her slick folds and she gasped as she filled herself with his cock, riding down to his root and giving his bollocks a squeeze for good measure.

“Oh, Miss Chambers,” he gasped, instinctively cradling her bum with both of his hands.

“Now then,” she said, rolling her hips as she looked down at him seriously, “don’t you dare cum before I have or I’ll throw you out of this truck and leave you by the side of the road.”

“Might be a stroke of luck for you,” said Giovana, watching Sara ride atop Baxter’s cock.

“Quiet,” hissed Sara over her shoulder. She turned her attention back to Baxter, crushing her soft breasts into his face. “Now then, give me that cock. I know you can hold back until I’ve had my fun.”

“Y-yes, Miss Chambers,” he moaned, squeezing her ass with both hands. He began to thrust beneath her, meeting her practiced rides up and down his shaft with rather ragged strokes of his cock. Her tits bounced and slapped against his face and he moaned, loving every collision and the velvety feel of her cunt gripping his cock.

Sara savored his stiff manhood, hard and straight as steel, filling her just how she needed to be filled. It was as reassuring inside her fluttering cunt as a loaded pistol in a holster. She only hoped Baxter could keep the safety switch on for a bit longer. She massaged his bollocks as she heaved atop his lap, her cunt so tight it seemed to suck at his thrusting piston.

Sara’s pleasure grew with each ride atop Baxter’s lap and each desperate stroke from her stiff-cocked boffin. She felt her orgasm, tantalizingly close, her heart pounding and her breath coming in gulps. She was going to cum! It was Giovana, suddenly on her knees behind Sara, thrusting her tongue into Sara’s crack, that pushed the beautiful treasure hunter over the edge. She cried out as she felt her arse being licked, tensing and squeezing around Baxter’s cock. Pleasure burst through her in hot waves, rippling from her licked clench to her buzzing clit to her nipples brushing against Baxter’s face.

“Miss Chambers!” Baxter cried, thrusting desperately into her pussy. His cum erupted deep inside her and slicking his cock. She could feel it, dripping from her folds and oozing down his bollocks as she squeezed out every hot drop.

“Oh, Baxter,” she laughed, leaning her tits into his face and smothering. “I suppose you can stay in the truck a bit longer.”

“Good,” said Giovana, giving Sara’s crack a last lick. “Because I’d like a turn with him next.”

Baxter whimpered helplessly from beneath the smothering sweetness of Sara’s breasts. He was entirely at their mercy and there were still hours to go until they reached Novgorod.

The Wooden Church

Raphael’s men were not the fanatical warriors that had accompanied Sara in Egypt. They arrived in the wooded area overlooking the fabled Wooden Church, unloaded Sara’s gear, and quickly departed. They would not be sticking around to fight what looked like a small army encamped around the eerie wooden edifice of the unpainted church. The stormy skies overhead seemed conjured by the uniquely dismal appearance of the church itself. It was an ancient building of wood that had somehow survived for many centuries despite its aura of decay.

Sara looked at it through her binoculars, studying the steeple and windows covered in wooden shutters. Why had no one ever torn it down? Why had this grotesque, seemingly blasphemous church been permitted to stand by the peasants, the tsars and the Soviets? Something that seemed so fragile, on the brink of collapse, had endured like a mountain in this dark forest.

“Perhaps they can’t tear it down,” she mused softly. “Perhaps it cannot be destroyed at all.”

“You’re right,” said Giovana, nestling beside her in the pines. “I heard them talking about something like that. Its evil protects it from destruction.”

“I guess that means we can’t just blow it up,” said Megan, crouching down beside Sara.

“Where have you been?” Sara asked, looking up at her.

“Oh, Circe was, ah, helping me with—“

“We were having intercourse in the truck,” said Circe, joining them at the tree line.

The voluptuous, redheaded succubus had conjured military-style clothing that resembled that worn by everyone else and yet somehow seemed to only enhance her beauty. The trousers fight tightly around her plump bottom and she wore her jacket and shirt unbuttoned so that her huge breasts seemed to nearly burst through. Giovana gave the succubus a wary glance, but said nothing.

Megan gave Circe a bashful smile and Circe winked at Megan.

“Careful with her,” Sara warned Megan. “She will suck out your soul if you give her a chance.”

“I will have you know she gave me eight or nine chances,” said Circe. “And I only sucked out a little bit of her soul. I enjoy her company and would never devour her life force completely.”

“Uh, thanks?” Megan looked up at Circe and Circe smiled back obliviously.

“I have drones up,” said Baxter, joining them at the tree line and sliding a tablet over to Sara.

Sara lifted the tablet and scanned the four panels of live footage streaming from the four micro drones flitting over the church. Sara did not like what she saw on the feeds. The Xerxes Group had fortified the church like a military position, with machine guns, sand bags, patrols of armed men in full combat gear, and even guard dogs. Sara tapped one of the drone feeds and the drone swooped closer to the roof of the church. Strange interference washed over the screen, pixels changing colors and for a moment seeming to reveal another image or pattern.

“What is that?” Sara asked, pointing at the glitching camera.

“Not sure,” said Baxter, furrowing her brow.

“Oh, I’ve seen that before,” said Giovana, leaning over Sara’s shoulder to look at the tablet. “It’s radiation. Dangerously high radiation, probably.”

“I think…she’s right,” said Baxter. “It might not be the usual sorts of radiation though. It clears up when you move away. It’s almost like…a field around the church.”

“An aura,” said Giovana. “I heard them using that term a lot. They think this creepy church is the place for Krueger to take the drink because the separation between our world and the realm of the gods is so thin. They’ve been looking for places like this for weeks.”

Sara began to ask whether or not the radiation would be dangerous when Megan jabbed a finger at one of the drone views and said, “Look!”

A striking woman arrived on a motorcycle and took off her helmet, a spill of pink hair falling down the back of her leather jacket as her breath steamed in the night air. Sara tensed with recognition.

“Svetlana Kordova,” she muttered. Sara’s long-time competitor in the treasure hunting field had become one of the Xerxes Group’s most dangerous agents.

“And there is Krueger,” said Baxter, pointing to another drone view as a gaunt man emerged from the back of a black sedan.

The man on screen straightened his long coat and said something to a pair of nearby guards. He carried a large black box under one arm that surely contained the mask of Aduar. The bull-like mask was what Krueger intended to wear when he took the sip from the Unholy Grail. The snarling, open mouth of the mask would allow him to pour the liquid straight into his mouth. Then, if the legends were true, he would step through into a realm of terrible gods from a time long before mankind held dominion over the earth.

“I wish we had a guided missile right about now,” said Baxter as they watched Krueger enter the church. “Might save you a good deal of trouble.”

“We don’t have a guided missile,” said Sara, a smile slowly curling her lips. “We have something better.”

Her gaze lifted to the busty succubus leaning over them and watching the video feeds. Slowly, everyone focused their attention on the comely demoness and she blushed and stood up.

“What? What have I done?” She asked.

“How would you like to kill a great deal of baddies?” Sara asked with a smile.

“You have my attention,” replied Circe. “Tell me more.”

Sara’s plan was as simple as it was cold-blooded, which seemed to suit Circe quite well. The succubus crouched beside the treasure hunter, her intoxicating scent seeming to roll out of her cleavage and from her steaming breath as she listened to Sara’s plan. Sara finished and the Succubus smiled.

“It would be my pleasure to assist you, Sara Chambers,” said Circe. The demoness pouted her luscious lips and blew a kiss to Megan that was so intense Sara could almost feel the demonic kiss on her lips.

With a wave of Circe’s delicate hand, the demoness’s clothing fell away and evaporated, revealing her voluptuous body. Her countenance became more savage and demonic. Her hands and feet transformed into black-tipped talons and her wings, demurely folded against her back, snapped open wide as she lifted into the air. She spiraled quickly up into the sky, disappearing like a bird of prey into the clouds overhead.

Sara, Megan, and Giovana crept out from their vantage point and slipped across the frosty ground towards the church. Baxter remained behind, watching them and controlling the drones overhead. Sara’s snow camouflage was excellent and she moved slowly and deliberately. She motioned her companions to a halt as close as she dared to get to the church.

“We should go in,” said Giovana. Unlike Megan, the dark-haired killer had not been given a gun. Despite being unarmed, she had insisted on joining them.

“We wait,” said Sara. “Once Circe starts, we can move in.”

They did not have long to wait.

The demoness struck on the opposite side of the church. She was a pale blur that hurtled from the sky at impossible speed, her crimson hair a trailing comet that slashed out of view beneath the church’s roof. A moment later, she was rising again and men were shouting. She flew high into the air, a man cradled in her arms, his body wreathed in violet energy as she drained his essence with a kiss.

Far from drinking him dry, she flew a few hundred meters into the air and simply dropped the man. He did not make a sound as he hurtled back down, colliding with the church’s roof with a terrible bang that raised a dust of snow. His lifeless body slid of the sloping roof, trailing blood behind it.

Circe dove again and this time she was met with gunfire. Again, she plucked a man from the ground, though he perished quickly as he was struck with bullets aimed at Circe. She tossed his corpse aside and attacked again.

“We go now,” said Sara. “Pin them down where you can. Watch out for each other. I will face Krueger and recover the grail. If we can stop him from drinking then I won’t be going on holiday to hell.”

Circe cried out as she was struck between her breasts with a well-placed shot. She dropped a few meters and then shot off after the sniper responsible. A moment later and she was screaming into the sky, a woman in her lethal embrace. Sara did not want to watch the woman die and she hurried into the church.

As she had hoped, Circe had the full attention of the guards. The one man left protecting the entrance Sara had chosen was craning his neck to see through the shutters covering a window frame. He did not notice Sara and the others until Sara had pressed a pistol to his neck.

“Drop it,” she growled and the beefy guard raised one hand and slowly used the other to unlimber the machine pistol from his shoulder. He dropped it heavily on the ground. When Sara leaned forward to pick it up, he tried to grab her wrist and twist the pistol out of her hand.

“Wong move,” said Giovana and she punched the man in the throat. There was a sickening crunch followed by a gurgling sound. The man recoiled and flopped back in the small entryway of the dimly-lit church. The horrible sound of his death was masked by the shouting and gunfire from the other end of the church.

“Thanks for that,” said Sara.

“Credly,” she said, kicking the dead man with her boot. “He was a murderer and rapist. He had it coming.”

“All the same,” said Sara and she tossed the guard’s machine pistol to Giovana. “Thanks for that.”

Sara looked around the church. The walls were lined with Russian Orthodox icons arranged in rows. These depicted saints and might once have been bright with gilt. Now the faces of the figures were blackened as if mold had grown out from their eyes and mouths and covered the paintings in soot.

“That’s disconcerting,” noted Megan.

Sara switched on her torch as they crept past the icons and through a musty curtain. The beam illuminated a room completely covered in the foul black mold. It rasped beneath their boots as they approached the chapel’s altar. Everything, from the altar itself, to empty candlesticks, to the dangling cloth draped over the altar, was covered in the black mold. Everything with the exception of a large wooden cup.

The Unholy Grail lay on the floor before the altar, rotten, marked with glistening veins of decay, but untouched by the black mold.

“The grail,” murmured Sara. Megan stepped past her and reached for it. Sara caught her wrist and stopped her. “No, don’t touch it. The evil in that thing is…you must prepare yourself for it. We must be very careful.”

Sara took out a handkerchief and crouched down beside the cup. She lifted it gingerly, feeling a chill up her back as she caught sight of a residue of water within.

“He drank from it,” muttered Giovana, evidently spotting the same thing. “That mad bastard.”

“Yes, you are too late.” The icy voice of Svetlana came from the entrance they had used to enter the church. The green beam of a laser played across the cup and crept onto Sara’s face, remaining almost still on her forehead as she turned to face her longtime rival. Svetlana was holding an assault rifle to her shoulder, gazing down the sight as she held her aim on Sara. “I watched him do it.”

“He’s a fool,” said Sara. “One who might wipe us all out if he catches the attention of something powerful enough and hungry enough to come after us.”

“Maybe,” said Svetlana in her thick Russian accent. “I did not think would work, to be honest. He pays so I take his money. So much money. Then I see it happen. He goes through to other side. After that?”

Svetlana shrugged. The gesture moved the laser dot from Sara’s forehead for a fraction of a second. It was all the time Megan needed to shoot. The bullet cracked from her pistol and hit Svetlana in the hand. She cried out, pulling the trigger and firing a burst of bullets into the ceiling of the church. Megan threw herself at Svetlana and both women lost their guns and began to grapple. Svetlana wrapped a hand around Megan’s through as Megan return the favor with a series of sharp body blows.

“Get off of her!” Sara shouted, trying to aim her pistol one handed with the grail in her other hand.

Before she could intervene, the door on the opposite side of the church banged open and several armed Xerxes Groups guards stormed into the church. They were dragging the limp, bullet-riddled body of Circe and laughing savagely. Sara barely had time to process what was happening before Giovana began firing with the machine pistol, raking shots across the front two men and sending the others scattering for cover.

“Do it!” Giovana shouted. “You have to go after him! I don’t know how long I can hold them!”

She reloaded the gun and returned fire in short bursts. Sara looked sadly at Circe’s limp body and over at Megan struggling desperately with Svetlana, their battle too close for Sara to take a shot.

“Bugger it all,” cursed Sara, shoving her pistol into her hip holster. She sheltered behind the altar and slung her backpack off her shoulders. She pulled the crude mask of Dagon that Ingrid had crafted for them and slid it over her head. Her breath was loud in her ears as she struggled to pull a water bottle from her backpack. She felt dizzy, as if the strange magic that animated the mask was seeping into her brain. She managed to unscrew the cap of the water bottle and she sloshed some of its contents into the grail.

Giovana cried out, sprawling on the floor as she was struck by a burst of gunfire. Sara had no time to tell if she was dead or only wounded. She picked up the grail, took a deep breath that seemed to taste of ashes, and pressed the wooden cup to her lips.

She drank. Poison poured into her mouth. It gurgled down her throat and into her blood. As one of the guards rounded the altar and lowered his gun, Sara Chambers passed through the yawning chasm of eternity and into the realm of strange gods.

Beyond Time and Space

Existence collapsed inward, into her burning belly and throat, imploding into a microscopic particle before exploding again and unfurling around her. Sara Chambers witnessed the creation of an entire universe in the span of an instant.

She blinked her eyes once and she was in a garden. Columns of seamless white stone rose through dense foliage that seemed both cultivated and aggressively wild. As if a well-maintained garden had somehow gone mad and sent creepers up the surrounding columns and roots questing over the white stone path. She lifted her hands in front of her face. The air smelled sweet and had a faintly oily texture. Although she moved at a normal speed she perceived her motions as if by delay.

She took a step and nearly fell into a patch of plants with flowers like real human labia dripping with trickles of clear liquid. They shivered as if anticipating the thrust of some unseen cock. She steadied herself and adjusted to the strange delay in her perception. After a few careful steps, her mind seemed to correct the delay and her perceptions almost matched her actions. She studied her surroundings.

Sara stood upon an overgrown path of white stone. The columns she had initially noticed formed a rough colonnade with their entablature long crumbled into the foliage. Far away, in a distance that seemed painterly, she could just make out the shape of a massive structure of a white stone that matched the columns.

There, she somehow knew, she would find Krueger.

Once Sara determined she wanted to approach the structure she found herself simply arriving at it as if the columns had somehow transmitted her there instantaneously. More disconcerting still, she looked up at the looming building and realized it was far larger than she had believed. It towered above her a kilometer or more, its white walls faceless and its only entrance a yawning black doorway into a dim grand hall. The distorted sounds of laughter and strange lilting voices echoed from within, like children cavorting in a vast canyon.

She resisted the urge to call out to the voices and then the urge to run far away from them. She drew her pistol from her holster, reassured that it still existed and still fit into her hand, and she crept into the temple. Each step – no matter how carefully she trod - seeming to echo loudly in the gloomy hall. Gloomy, yes, but not entirely dark. Shafts of golden light penetrated the distant roof and speared through the darkness, creating pools of warmth and illumination.

She approached the first of these distinct areas of light within the room and a massive statue seemed to resolve into being. It depicted an elephant-headed creature similar to Ganesha, but with four overlong and muscular arms folded across its ample body. Its head was bowed as if in consideration and its three eyes were closed. The statue glittered and Sara realized that the body and head of the creature were completely encrusted in subtle patterns of precious stones. The statue, which seemed to be at least twenty meters tall, would have been pricelessly valuable if it existed on earth.

“Lord Dagon,” boomed a voice that reverberated through Sara’s body. It took her a moment to comprehend that she was being addressed. She was horrified to see that the statue had opened its three pale blue eyes and was gazing down at her. “It has been a long time since we have met. You have changed.”

“I seek Aduar,” she said, her voice seeming pitifully small in the vastness of the chamber. “He has come bearing lies.”

“Aduar,” said the elephantine statue. “He passed this way, yes. He is still here. But…Lord Dagon, you have become so small. So soft. So…so delicious.”

The statue reached out with one of its long arms and scooped Sara up in a hand as large as the shovel of a digger. She tumbled backwards, landing on a cushion sewn with countless jewels as the fingers of the hand threatened to close around her.

“You are too small and weak,” boomed the voice of the elephantine statue. “Better to be a morsel than to fade away.”

It lifted Sara towards its face and its head tilted back. It opened the glistening cave of its mouth and revealed flat teeth as big as tombstones. Sara could imagine these ivory molars grinding her into a paste and she managed to roll to her feet in the palm of the statue’s hand. She slipped between its closing fingers and leaped onto its knuckles.

“Squirming eel,” chuckled the giant, bringing up another hand to prevent Sara from escaping.

She did the only thing she could to avoid being caught between the two giant, gem-covered hands: she jumped. She tucked and tumbled through the air and landed heels-first on the center eye of the giant. She was just large enough in comparison to the creature for this to hurt and it flinched back, grunting in pain and swatting at her.

It missed. She had already propelled backwards from its gelatinous eye and rolled into its lap. She landed on the enormous hose of its flaccid cock and jumped from the spongy tip, kicking off a shower of smaller gemstones in the process. The statue bellowed with fresh anger and pain. Sara ran, her body shaking with the force of the howls of rage that chased after her.

More statues materialized in the distance. Some depicted bestial creatures or monstrous beings with no animal comparison. Some of these statues were so terrible that her vision swam at the sight of them and her stomach tightened with fear. The worst were nothing more than nodules of flesh, formless or, worse, made up of incomprehensible shapes that obeyed no earthly geometry. She kept away from these statues, afraid with each step she took that they might spring to life like the elephant-headed god.

The laughter she had heard from outside the structure drew her deeper, until she arrived at a gold-lit patch of meadow ringed with the stones of an ancient pre-human henge. At the center of this arrangement was a pool of clear water. Three beautiful, petite women were frolicking in the water. Though clearly adult in proportions, they seemed small in comparison to the gaunt giant in their midst.

“Krueger,” whispered Sara.

The master of the Xerxes Group wore nothing but the head of Aduar, which attached to him and appeared as real as if it were alive. The nostrils flared and snorted as the bathing nymphs caressed his naked flesh. One of them giggled as she lifted his long, slender cock and began to pleasure him with her mouth. Another reached around him from behind, stroking his emaciated body, flesh puckered with runic scars, to flick her fingers against his nipples.

“Oh, Aduar,” giggled the third of the fair-haired nymphs. “We have missed you so much. Your virility sustained us.”

She climbed into his arms and he lifted her to his bestial snout, breathing in her scent and running his pink tongue over her gold-tufted cunt. She cooed with pleasure, writhing against his bull-like face and wrapping her pale legs about his head. She clung to him, holding his horns and bucking her hips, wailing with pleasure as the other two nymphs combined their efforts to pleasure “Aduar” and his stiff cock.

Sara, who had encountered the real Aduar at his temple, or at least a realistic facsimile, was not impressed with Krueger’s impersonation. The nymphs drooled and moaned over his cock, they wriggled their delicate bodies against him, but he was tiny in comparison to the hulking brute that had pursued Sara through the maze. That beast had fucked her senseless. Krueger seemed content to enjoy the tender pleasures the nymphs were offering him.

Sara realized she was still holding her pistol in one hand. She lifted it and aimed it at the chest of the beast, cursing softly as one of the nymphs licked her way up Krueger’s body and blocked Sara’s shot.

“Oh, Aduar,” cooed the nymph riding against his face. “Mate with us! Pleeeeease! It has been a hundred thousand years!”

Krueger’s response was muffled by the grinding quim of the nymph astride his face. They carried him down into the water, climbing atop his body as one sheathed her silky cunt onto his rigid cock and the other continued to ride atop his bestial face. He seemed unwilling or unable to resist them, grunting and snorting, thrusting his hips and pumping his glistening cock into the pussy of the nymph riding his lap. The water churned around them and Sara started as she realized more nymphs were emerging from beneath the water.

Hands caressed Krueger’s body, pulling him deeper until his head and hips were barely above the water. The surface churned around him as the nymphs writhed and fought to touch him. With a bestial roar, Krueger came inside the nymph riding atop him. In that same moment, the nymph straddling his face began to sing with pleasure, her voice high and clear and her words in a long-dead language. Dozens of hands were covering Krueger’s body and pulling him deeper into the water.

Sara allowed herself to hope that Krueger would perish obliviously in the water, but no sooner had she thought this than he seemed to realize he was in danger of drowning. He began to fight against the cooing nymphs, thrashing and dislodging the giggling nymph from his snout. With a roar, he knocked the nymph riding his cock into the water. Another began to climb atop him.

Krueger held his arms in a strange, stiff posture almost as if he had been struck by electricity. His bestial grunting became words in an unfamiliar language. The water began to swirl and the nymphs cried out in fear and scattered from him. With a sudden, silent explosion, the pool around Krueger emptied and the teeming nymphs seemed to disintegrate into hundreds of wet scraps of cloth. They became countless eels writhing on the sunlit ground and Krueger, alone in the emptied pool, rose to his feet.

He turned and looked directly at Sara.

“You!” He shouted. She remembered the gun in her hand, raised it, and fired. The gun flashed silently. The bullet struck Krueger in the abdomen and he jerked back. He touched the wound to his stomach and looked in disbelief at the blood on his fingers. She fired again and again, but Krueger was already running.

She chased him through the golden light and out the other side, into the echoing darkness, the bangs of her gunshots catching up with her senses at impossible intervals. They emerged from the darkness and into another golden circle that seemed to be mossy woodland, the ground covered with a carpeting of pine needles softened with moisture. Krueger vaulted over a fallen tree trunk as the last of Sara’s bullets thumped into the wood and sent splinters flying.

“I don’t need the gun!” She shouted, tossing it aside. “I’ll kill you with my bare hands!”

She never saw the creature that emerged from the woods. It grabbed her in arms as soft as the floor on which she walked, squeezed the airing from her lungs and lifting her off the ground. It was vaguely humanoid and roughly twice her size, seemingly made from the detritus of the forest itself, with a pair of yellow eyes staring out from the mossy hump of its head. It opened a rough, toothless mouth and spoke in a language that was wordless and as old as the earth itself.

“Why do you harm the forest?” It threw her down on the forest floor and stood over her, glowering with its primeval anger. “Lord Dagon does not belong here.”

Its crude hand wrapped her body and began to press down, threatening to crush the life from her chest.

“Not…not Dagon,” she gasped.

“You bring fear and pain to the forest,” accused the strange creature. “Your metal pierces the wood.”

“The tree? I…I am sorry,” she said as the last of the air was crushed from her lungs.

The angry yellow glow in the creature’s eyes dimmed. It relaxed its grip on her chest.

“You do not belong here,” said the creature. “You are flesh and blood.”

“So was…so was the man who I was pursuing!” She gasped the words between gulps of air. “He is an impostor and I am trying to stop him.”

“Impostor,” said the creature, seeming to mull the word in its vegetal mouth. It lifted its hand from Sara’s chest and allowed her to sit up.

“Like me,” she said and she took off her mask.

“You are…you are the usurper,” the creature said with a hint of fear in its ancient voice. “You are the creature that makes steel and stone. You disrupt the forest.”

“The man I was chasing was like me,” said Sara. “I was trying to stop him and take him back.”

The creature prodded her face with a curious finger.

“You are soft and warm,” it said, caressing her cheek with a gentle fingertip. “And much smaller than the forest knows.”

“I am just one of billions of humans,” said Sara. “I don’t have any special powers.”

“You usurped the gods,” said the creature. He touched her breasts through her shirt, curiously stroking them with his huge fingers. “What are these?”

“My breasts,” she said, pulling away and covering her chest with her arms. “And it’s not very polite to touch them like that without asking.”

“May I…may I touch them?” The creature asked.

Sara sensed an opportunity. Unlike the elephant-headed god and the nymphs, this creature seemed to be curious rather than hostile. Perhaps she could enlist it as an ally.

“Alright,” she said, uncovering her chest. “But be gentle.”

“Gentle,” repeated the creature, staring at her breasts as it began to lightly lift and squeeze them between its fingers.

“Here, maybe this will help,” said Sara, lifting her shirt up an over her head and allowing her soft breasts to drop free. The creature murmured with amazement and began touching her breasts with relish. It caressed them, molding them with its fingers and pressing them together.

“You are woman,” said the creature. “Female animal.”

“Yes,” said Sara, enjoying herself despite her fear as the cool, soft material of the creature’s fingers caressed her tender nipples. “Are you male?”

“I am the forest,” said the creature. “I am all things.”

The mossy material of its body sloughed away, gradually revealing a human man with dark hair and a burly body. He was muscular, though not slender, with the hardy physique of a woodsman. His beard matched the thicket of dark hair at his groin. His cock was massively, obscenely erect, the bell end shiny and purple with his engorgement.

“I see a few things there to be sure,” said Sara, marveling at his exquisite body. “I’ve never shagged a forest before, but I suppose there’s a first time for everything.”

“The animal urges are new to me,” murmured the handsome woodsman as he stepped towards her. “Your kind are so short-lived. So small. So warm.”

He caressed her cheek and she leaned in to kiss him. He was cool to the touch, true, but his flesh warmed beneath her fingers and his mouth, sweet and strange, opened to her kiss. Their tongues met and the woodsman wrapped Sara up in his powerful embrace.

“What do they call you?” He asked against her lips.

“Sara,” she said, looking up into his green eyes.

“I am Epok,” said the woodsman in his deep, rich voice.

“Well, Epok,” she said, sliding her hand down the chiseled washboard of his abdomen and dancing her fingertips on his cock, “let’s see if humans can learn to live in harmony with the wood.”

“That would be…oohhhhhhh…”

Epok’s words turned into a long moan of pleasure as Sara began to wank his huge cock with her deft hand. She chuckled softly against his lips, giving him one more kiss before sliding down his body, dragging her soft breasts and stiff nipples over him. Her mounds collided with his hard cock and it jerked in her grasp. She knelt before him, letting saliva drip from her mouth onto his cock and using that to slick his swollen member. Epok watched with fascinated pleasure as she pressed her breasts up and caught the trunk of his cock between them.

“So soft,” groaned Epok, stroking Sara’s head. “Your flesh envelops my wood.”

“Wait until you feel my mouth,” she said, winking up at the woodsman. A moment later she parted her soft lips and engulfed the head of his cock in her sucking mouth. She massaged his length with her pressed titflesh and sucked rhythmically at his tip.

“Ohhhh! Oh, by the gods! It’s good!”

He cradled her head in his hands, thrusting his cock between her breasts and pushing his manhood in and out of her eager mouth. With a bellow of a bull moose, he unleashed the river of his pent lust into Sara’s mouth. It flooded her throat and all she could do was swallow as his huge cock jerked and throbbed between her breasts.

His cum was sweet and pure, like the bubbling of a mountain spring pouring into her mouth, salted with his desire. She drank as much as she could stand, with the rest pouring down her chin and spattering onto her breasts and thighs. She finished him with slow, swirling licks around the crown of his cock. He grunted as the last of his seed twitched out and trickled down his shaft.

“Oh, Sara,” he said, chuckling, his muscular chest heaving. “You have shown me the way of human pleasure. Now let me show you the way of the forest.”

Before she could answer him, she was lifted from the ground by the caress of a thousand leaves, tickling over her naked flesh and stripping off the last of her clothing. Wind and warmth caressed her everywhere as she turned in the air. Streams of leaves gently battered her breasts and between her thighs. His touch, insubstantial and yet persistent, was like a thousand delicate paintbrushes teasing her from her thighs to her clit. This delicate pleasure opened her up and he was inside her, licking her with a tickling tongue of fern leaves.

“Ohhhhh, Epok,” she cried, writhing in midair and reaching for his head. His human form emerged from the flow of leaves, atop her and between her legs, his cock stiff once more and rubbing at her entrance. She looked up into his green eyes, caressing him as he begged her permission. She moaned, “Yesss!”

He thrust into her with his massive staff, spreading her tender folds and filling her with the oak of his maleness. His leaves stroked her nipples and teased between her cheeks to tickle her arsehole as she leaned up and kissed his lips. He worked his powerful body, fucking her with the steady confidence of an ageless being.

She moaned with ecstasy and her orgasm overtook all other thought. She wrapped her legs around him and for a few glorious moments she forgot where she was or who was with her. Sara’s thighs quaked and her pussy clutched at Epok’s thrusting cock.

The strange forest god’s pleasure brought them back down to earth. She turned on her hands and knees and he took her from behind, his strokes slapping against her ample bum and his cock stretching her and opening her with every stroke. Her tits swung beneath her with the force of his thrusts. She could feel another orgasm building. She craved it.

“Yes, oh, yes! Your cock is so powerful! You are a god! I am only human!” She wailed, lowering her head as he pounded harder and harder into her slick folds.

“Human and beautiful,” he groaned. “Like the flowers and trees of my wood! Oh, Sara! I cannot deny this welling pleasure!”

“Then don’t deny it!” She cried, looking back at him over her shoulder. “Cum for me, Epok!”

His cock jerked inside her and he poured his seed into Sara’s depths. He threw back his head and pounded into her pussy, slamming against her bum and skewering her with his throbbing cock. Each pump of his seed overflowed her folds and spilled down her thighs, washing her like the tide, pouring the natural power of the woods into her human cunt. Unleashing such power inside her sent Sara to a new peak of pleasure. She rode back on his twitching cock, savoring each spurt and slapping her plush rear against his powerful body.

With a last groan and a mighty thrust, Epok collapsed against her back, kissing her shoulder and neck. His cock slowly wilted and slipped from her creamy pussy.

“Will you…help me?” She asked over her shoulder.

“Help?” Epok lifted his head.

“I have to stop the man wearing the mask of Aduar,” said Sara. “He intends to unleash the old gods on the earth. On your earth, Epok.”

“The old gods? The old ones will not listen to him.” Epok smiled and stroked her again. He kissed her cheek from behind. “Let us explore our pleasure further.”

“No,” said Sara, crawling away from him and turning to face him. “I have risked everything to stop him. Help me, Epok. Help me stop him.”

“But Sara,” said Epok, stroking her cheek. “They will see you are not Lord Dagon and they will destroy you.”

“Whatever it takes,” said Sara, rising to her feet. “He must be stopped.”

“Very well,” said Epok with a sigh. “I will do what I can. But the old ones will not listen to me either.”

“As long as they don’t listen to Krueger,” said Sara.

She searched briefly for her clothing, but it no longer seemed to exist. Similarly, the mask of Dagon had been destroyed or swallowed up by Epok. The forest god seemed to think finding it was futile.

“There are those among the old gods that would never be fooled by such a ruse,” said the forest god. “I will aid you in your misadventure, but trying to deceive the old ones is pointless.”

“So then we do it your way,” said Sara. “As long as I stop Krueger.”

“Yes,” said Epok, slipping an arm around Sara’s shoulder, “let us find the other human.”

Sara journeyed through the cavernous building with the handsome god of the forest at her side. She was trying to follow the faint trail of Krueger. Epok was quiet and confident, guiding her away from circles of light where danger manifested and helping her to spot blood stains. They reached a passage that descended to a lower level of the building.

The air grew heavy and unpleasantly warm as they made their way deeper. Sweat dripped from Sara’s body and her building sense of dread seemed to manifest as her pounding heartbeat. It took her several seconds to realize she was hearing the steady beating of drums rather than her heart. Unearthly green light spilled into the distant hallway as if from flames that burned green. Distorted shadows danced and elongated on the tunnel walls.

“The old ones are ahead,” whispered Epok. “Please, for the last time, reconsider.”

“I have to stop him,” said Sara.

She turned away from Epok and confronted the maddening horror of the old ones.

The tunnel became an elevated walkway of stone as it passed through the doorway and into the amphitheater of the old ones. Beneath this walkway, an incomprehensible orgy raged in the pit as an unnumbered mass of creatures fought and copulated. To stare at any detail in this grisly scene for more than a moment was to invite total madness. Green flames billowed from a pair of massive braziers on either side of the walkway, the flames rising high above and filling the air with nauseating incense. What might have been an audience filling the amphitheater was instead thousands upon thousands of drummers, each of some red-skinned species of amphibian, and each beating their drum in perfect rhythm.

The walkway approached the stage, where the masked figure of Krueger stood facing the old ones themselves. There were six of these unspeakable gods, each more terrible and disturbing than the last. To the left there was a lean bipedal figure with sallow flesh and a featureless mask for a face, its arms disturbingly long and its hands sporting far too many fingers. A creature writhed beside it that seemed to be a mass of fat pink worms, each with a different horrible face that soundlessly wailed. Another old one was simply a greasy bubble a dozen meters across with a faint ghostly figure hovering at its center, like the swirl of milk dissolving into a cup of tea. Beside this was a creature as black as pitch, an unhallowed shadow-thing that seemed to rearrange its features in the darkness from one moment to the next.

Most terrible of all was the creature at the center, largest of the old ones, which spread leathery wings thirty meters across and regarded Krueger with a quartet of glistening black eyes. Its face was a grisly mass of seeping wounds, the widest of these a mouth that pulsed with nauseating flesh like the delicate layers of gills. This creature wore a cowl and cape of tentacles that quested with seeming autonomy about the amphitheater, crushing orgy-goers and drummers alike.

“…from the ruins, I will rise and stand among to enslave the last of the humans. We will remake the earth and…and feast upon the power of the mortal souls.” Krueger’s voice seemed feeble, barely audible over the drumming. “The god of mankind will reach out into the stars alongside you and my species will endure through me. The others, they will be chattel and nourishment for you. Have them all!”

Sara walked up behind Krueger, planted her hands in the middle of his back, and shoved him off the walkway. He fell without even a cry, disappearing into the orgy of violence, perhaps fucked or torn apart the instant he landed. The old one that resembled a mass of pink worms began to laugh with a thousand voices all at once and the four-eyed creature with the hideous mouth turned its attention to Sara.

“The Mother of Dagon,” said the beast in a voice that roiled Sara’s mind.

“I am,” she croaked, shocked to be addressed as such, but remembering the perfect egg that she held in her hands. It was safely in her grandfather’s care. “And this fool did not speak for mankind.”

The writhing pink worms squealed with nauseating laughter. Sara tried to shut it out and focus her attention on the horrifying winged creature that seemed to speak for all of the old ones.

“I see your purpose,” rasped the creature, its words oily and foul inside Sara’s mind. “You are too late. The way is clear.”

“I speak on behalf of mankind,” said Sara, her voice small against the sounds of the orgy and the drumbeat of the crowd.

“No,” said the winged creature. “You speak for nothing. Your world is ours. You will be spared, Mother of Dagon.”

She tried to speak again, to cry out and deny the old ones, but they were already moving past her. Their hideous bodies slithered and stepped and limped past the walkway. The stone shook and the revelers below screamed in exultation as they were crushed underfoot by the passing monstrosities. Sara wailed in terror, her mind unable to contain the madness of what she was witnessing. She fell into a crouch, covering her head until they had passed. The drums fell silent and the amphitheater ceased its shaking.

A gentle hand rested on Sara’s shoulder. She lifted her head, eyes bleary and tears staining her cheeks, and saw Epok standing beside her.

“The forests will die,” he said softly. “You must go, Sara. Go and stop old ones.”

She did not ask him how she could possibly stop the old ones. She felt the urgency in his green eyes and she followed him back through the tunnel and up into the great temple on the surface. It was easy to follow the old ones to the rift that Krueger had opened by drinking from the cup. It was the same place where Sara had entered, though the tiny portal had been rent asunder as the hideous gods passed into the living world. The edges of reality flapped like a torn tent in a gale force wind, the view revealing a snowy plain and flashes of fire and smoke.

“Come with me,” she said to Epok, hesitating at the threshold. “You can help.”

“It is in the hands of mankind now,” said Epok and he embraced her, holding her against his muscular chest for a moment. “Goodbye, Sara.”

She nodded and stepped through the hole in reality, passing through the cosmos and time and arriving at the end of the world.

Doomsday

Fire was everywhere on the snow, leaping into the trees and roaring around the wooden church, which lay in splinters, destroyed after centuries of deathless decay. Vehicles were overturned and burning. Heat walloped Sara with the force of a blow and sent her reeling from the flames. She was hemmed in on all sides by destruction, the flames closing in on her, and through the smoke she glimpsed the massive shapes of the old ones moving towards Novgorod.

The heat was becoming unbearable. Sara shielded her face from the heat, but her body was naked and unprotected and her hair was surely about to burst into flames.

Circe dove through the flames, her powerful arms wrapping around Sara’s body and her wings covering Sara to protect her from the worst of the heat. The succubus lifted Sara into the sky, lifted her away from the destruction and the carnage on the snow below. Sara’s lungs ached from breathing the hot air and her flesh felt more than a little cooked, but she was alive.

“Where are the others?” She gasped.

“I saved your friend from these creatures,” said Circe, cradling Sara’s face tightly against her breasts as she flew through the air. “The one called Megan Nakamura with the soft lips. The other one…it was too late. The humans killed her. I am sorry, Sara Chambers.”

Sara felt a pang of sadness. Her feelings for Giovana were complicated by the young woman’s time as a hired gun for the Xerxes Group, but she was a spirited lover and she had died fighting on Sara’s side. She, like so many others that had died recently, deserved better than to be gunned down in this terrible place.

“Svetlana?” Sara asked, hopeful her rival had at least perished in the destruction.

“I am not certain,” said Circe, spreading her wings wide to slow and begin her descent. “I believe she escaped.”

A final beat of Circe’s wings lifted a dusting of snow from the ground and they alighted gently. Sara was reluctant to give up the warmth and sweet scent of Circe’s breasts for the pitiless cold, but Baxter and Megan were waiting with a heavy coat for her.

“Thank god,” said Megan, throwing her arms around Sara before she could even put on the coat. “You were only gone a few seconds and then those…things appeared. What happened?”

“By drinking from the grail and making himself known to them, he invited them to our world,” said Sara, zipping up the coat and nodding her thanks to Baxter for a pair of camouflaged trousers. “I took out Krueger. It didn’t matter.”

Baxter began to ask Sara a question, but his words were drowned out by the scream of jet engines as several Russian attack jets flew overhead. A moment later, explosions thundered from the direction of Novgorod.

“We need to go,” said Sara. “Do we have a transport?”

“I convinced a few of Raphael’s men to return,” said Sara’s grandfather, joining them in the woods.

“How is it?” She asked.

“It is fine,” said her grandfather. “Cozy in the truck.”

“Dagon knows what is happening,” said Sara, running a hand over her abdomen. “I can feel him. I know what I have to do.”

Her companions exchanged a glance. With mad gods rampaging through Russia, with doomsday upon them, Sara was ready to wake a god of her own.
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Book Nine

Lust of the New God

Remote Lapland Cabin

Finland

The world was ending thanks to the insane folly of Krueger and the Xerxes Group. Sara could hear it in the strained voices on the radio and glimpsed it on the intermittent TV broadcasts that the cabin’s old television set managed to pick up. Russia was falling apart. Their military was being battered aside at every turn by the old ones that had been unleashed upon the earth. Nothing slowed the progress of these eldritch gods. Aircraft burst into flames if they flew too close to the rampaging fiends, tanks liquefied, soldiers were reduced to gore and ash, and villages burned.

“They will be in St. Petersburg in a matter of hours,” said Baxter, perched on the edge of the dusty old sofa and listening to the shortwave.

“What else are they saying?” Asked Megan, who did not speak Russian.

“They are trying to evacuate St. Petersburg,” said Sara. “But there will not be time.”

“I’ve decoded some encrypted traffic,” said Baxter. “On the military channels. They are talking about something called the Final Option. They are moving something to St. Petersburg.”

“A hydrogen bomb?” Her grandfather suggested.

“What is this ‘hydrogen bomb’?” Circe asked, the succubus’s plump breasts straining at the military fatigues she had conjured to wear as she leaned closer to Sara’s grandfather.

“Wah? Oh, you’re a damned demon,” he started as if just noticing her leaning beside him. He chuckled and looked down her camouflaged blouse. “It’s a bomb that will create a fireball big enough to destroy a whole city. Might even destroy the old ones. But you don’t want to go blowing those things up willy-nilly.”

“Well, what are we going to do about it?” Megan asked. “There has to be something we can do. Right, Sara? Mister Chambers?”

Sara remained silent. She was still shaken by what had happened to her after drinking from the Unholy Grail. She knew she would never come back from that experience unchanged, but she still felt as if the real world was a dream and her body was trapped sleeping in the unholy realm of the old ones.

“Bloody hell, I don’t know,” muttered Sara’s grandfather.

“I am going upstairs for a bit,” said Sara. She knew they were looking to her for her leadership, that they needed her, but she could not do it. She felt their expectant gazes on her as she got up from her seat by the fire and climbed the ladder into the cabin’s attic space.

There was a small cot, a single porthole window looking out on the night sky, and the small case Sara had given to her grandfather to keep safe. She got down on her hand and knees and crawled to it. There was a faint greenish glow from the locking mechanism. She entered the correct digits and lifted the lid.

The egg had grown so much in the past day. It was as if the arrival of the old ones had agitated the creature growing within. Sometimes that dark shape seemed almost human, but other times it took on the fish-headed aspect of its father.

“Dagon,” whispered Sara, running her fingers over the gelatinous membrane of the egg.

She felt the undersea god’s power radiating from the egg. She experienced flashes of the conception, Dagon in the guise of a handsome human moving atop her, taking her like she had never been taken before. Claiming her. The memory stirred her desire. She slipped one hand between her legs, feeling the heat growing there as her other hand remained on the pulsing surface of the egg. Beneath her desire, Sara sensed a deeper truth, just out of reach.

She thought of exploring this truth with her fingers. She chuckled at the thought. Despite everything that was happening, the end of the world itself, she wanted to masturbate.

The creak of someone climbing the ladder behind her pulled her from such thoughts. She drew her hand away from the egg and quickly closed the lid of the case. The unearthly glow of the egg was shut out just as she turned and saw her family’s decrepit butler, Winston, climbing into the attic. He was slow and seemingly feeble, and yet never seemed to tire. He climbed the ladder and crawled onto his hands and knees with a groan.

“Winston?” She asked, realizing she had lost track of him in all the chaos of the past several hours. “What is it?”

“The sauna has been prepared for you, mum,” he said, his voice thin as paper.

“Oh, did I ask for that?” Sara could not remember requesting the sauna be heated for her, though she had noted the small building by the lake when they arrived at the cabin.

“Yes, mum,” said Winston. He pulled himself up onto the cot and sat down. Sara stood up and was aware that even Winston was looking at her for some sort of direction. Or at least she thought he was. His eyes were hidden by his extremely bushy gray eyebrows.

Maybe it was the end of the world, but Sara felt the sudden need to talk to Winston. To let him know he was appreciated and perhaps even get to know the man better that she had known her entire life.

“Winston,” she said, “you have been with my family for a long time.”

“Yes, many years, mum,” he said. “I came to work at the Chambers house when your father was a young boy. I watched you born and saw your mother, god rest her, raise you into a wonderful young woman.”

“But I am a woman now,” said Sara, standing over him.

“Yes, quite,” agreed Winston.

She still could not see his eyes, but she felt their gaze taking in the sight of her shapely hips and ample breasts straining beneath her pullover. Her lips parted. Her breasts rose and fell with her excited breathing. She thought about doing things with Winston. Things she should never contemplate with a man his age, for fear of what it might do to his heart.

Then she remembered the curious incident in Prague. Circe, the succubus, tried to feed upon Winston and came staggering out, apparently nearly killed by her encounter with Sara’s elderly manservant.

“Might I ask you a question, Winston?” Sara asked, tapping a finger against her pouty lower lip.

“Anything, mum,” said Winston.

“Just what happened between you and Circe in Prague? She seemed very afraid of you.”

The question stood for several seconds, unanswered in the cold silence of the attic. Winston finally made a sound somewhere between a sigh and a throat-clearing. He tilted his head back and looked up at Sara and she saw a faint black glitter under his brows.

“Circe was an exciting young woman,” said Winston. “But she was very demanding, mum.”

“Right,” said Sara. “She is used to getting what she wants. But she seemed to think she could, well, feed on your essence as she has done with many of us, only to come out of that room far worse off than when she went in.”

“I am a very old man, mum,” said Winston. “Perhaps she needed a younger, more vibrant person.”

“What did she do?” Sara asked, lowering her voice.

“Well, as you would expect a succubus to do, mum,” said Winston. “I am far too much of a gentleman to explain it in full detail.”

“Please, indulge me,” said Sara.

“Very good, mum,” said Winston. He took a deep breath before launching into his story. “She kissed me on my lips and she found that lacking. She told me to sit down upon the bed and she got to her knees and took my manhood into her mouth. That was rather nice for me, but she did not seem to enjoy that very much. Then she climbed atop me and she truly hated that. But, I confess, Miss Chambers, that I was overcome with the desire of my nature and I rather insisted she finish what she started. It was as we consummated the act to completion that Miss Circe became very ill and departed from the room.”

“You made her finish having sex with you?” This surprised Sara. She knew Winston to be tireless in his way, true, but Sara had seen Circe literally rip men in half. How could he have possibly insisted that Circe do anything against her will?

“It was not one of my finer moments, I will admit,” said Winston. “In my defense, she spent a long while performing sexual acts upon me and trying to feed on my essence. In the heat of the moment, I behaved inappropriately and I have since offered my apology to Miss Circe. She does not seem interested in having it.”

“No, I believe she is afraid of you now,” said Sara. “Which is a bit troubling considering she is a 10,000 year old demoness.”

Winston simply answered, “Yes, mum.”

Sara, though still dazed from her experience in the realm of the gods, sensed there was a thread that needed pulling with Winston. She was about to press him for more answers when something rattled loudly behind her. The egg was jostling the case.

“I will be down to use the sauna in a moment,” said Sara. “Thank you, Winston.”

“Very good, mum,” he said and climbed slowly down the ladder.

Sara waited until he was out of sight and then opened the case once more. The egg was flashing with unearthly light and the shape inside it was moving as if trying to escape. She quickly changed out of her clothes and into robe. Then she wrapped the egg tightly in a towel. Light still showed through the material so she wrapped it in a second towel. She descended the ladder carefully, the towel-wrapped egg balanced against her breasts. This seemed to calm the creature within the egg.

“What are you doing?” Baxter asked as she descended the ladder in front of him. “What have you go there?”

“Some towels,” said Sara quickly. “I’m just going to pop into the sauna for a bit.”

“Oh? End of the world, I suppose why not? Perhaps I could join you,” said Baxter. “Would you like some company?”

“No, no, not just now,” said Sara. “I need to, ah, be alone and clear my head.”

She brushed past him and bustled out the door of the cabin and into the cold night air. Her breath steamed from her parted lips and the egg began to shudder again, perhaps because of the cold. She hurried to the sauna beside the lake. A single light glowed from the small building. It was like a miniature of the cabin nearby, built from sturdy cedar wood and given a simple gabled roof. The warmth within gusted out as she opened the door.

She sat down in the steamy heat, sealing the door behind her. The egg began to writhe within the towels. She set it on the bench beside her, unwrapping it and making a small nest of the towels. The egg pulsed with green and blue lights, each flash revealing the movements of the creature silhouetted within the egg.

Sara felt an unexpected longing to caress the egg. She picked it up from its nest and held it against her robed chest. The egg stirred gently, the flash calming, but this was not enough. She untied the robe and slipped it from her shoulders. The heat from the sauna had given her a flush in her cheeks. She squeezed the egg against her soft breasts. It had grown to the size of a beach ball. She pressed her cheek against it and felt the movements of the creature inside.

“Hello, little one,” she murmured, feeling a surge of maternal affection. The creature jerked at the sound of her voice. It made a strange gurgling sound from within its egg. “Do you hear me? Do you know your mummy’s voice?”

The gurgling sound grew louder and a dark limb pressed out from the egg that was definitely not human.

“Shhhh,” said Sara. “Shhhh. It will be alright. Don’t be scared of—“

The limb pressed within the egg again, the surface of the egg stretching and growing so translucent that Sara could make out the dark shape of fingers ending in hooked claws. She wanted to scream, to throw the egg away, but she could not stand to possibly harm the creature inside. She made it with Dagon.

The surface of the egg ruptured and viscous slime gushed from the hole. The dark gray claw she had seen through the milky surface thrust through the hole and hooked its claws into the egg’s exterior. Another limb emerged, slimy and dark like the first, and it reached in the other direction. With a sudden jerk, the creature split the egg open completely, slimy liquid splashing over Sara’s breasts and into her lap.

The thing that emerged from the egg was definitely not human. It unfolded its limbs and stood almost half as tall as Sara. Its lean body was dark gray, with a lighter coloring along its belly and groin and mottling at its groin. It flesh was smooth, like the skin of a shark, and it possessed no visible genitalia. Thick red frills of primitive lungs sprouted like anemones from its neck.

Its face was a horror. Its wide mouth was filled with translucent, needle-like teeth. Its nostrils flared in its snout as its mouth opened and closed. Its black eyes were huge and bulged grotesquely from either side of its snout. If anything, this creature looked less human than the Dagon she had glimpsed between flashes of her erotic hallucination.

Sara was beyond screaming. She stared in mute, wide-eyed horror at the creature as it grew before her eyes, muscles bulging beneath supple flesh, limbs lengthening, and shoulders broadening. The smell of seawater was thick in the air. It blinked at Sara, staring with those huge black eyes.

“What… what are you?” She whispered.

“Daaaaaagggggoonnnnnnn,” the creature hissed in reply.

It leaped upon her, knocking her back on the sauna bench. Steam gusted around it as its clawed hands fondled her plump breasts, squeezing and leaving red marks from its sharp claws. She was unable to make a sound as the reborn Dagon extruded a pink cock and slid between her thighs.

She desperately wanted the illusion to return, the dream she experienced in Dagon’s underwater temple of being ravished by a handsome man. It did not. This monstrous version of Dagon, gestated within her body, slid its glistening pink cock into her folds. When she tried to push it away it pinned her wrists above her head and began to thrust in and out of her clutching channel. The dreamlike vision would not return, but the pleasure did. She moaned as she felt ridges on Dagon’s slippery cock. Her body seized at with each thrust, squeezing tightly around his thrusting maleness.

“I… I tried to stop the others,” she gasped. “They wouldn’t listen…they came anyway. They came into my world.”

“Othersssssss,” hissed Dagon, thrusting faster, leaning over her and extended a prehensile pink tongue to lap at her nipples and squeeze her breasts. He was growing bigger, moving more forcefully atop her.

“Your world,” she said, rocking her hips to fuck against his monstrous cock. “They have invaded, Dagon. They are destroying all of mankind.”

He screamed with fury, slamming his cock hard and fast into Sara’s stretched quim. It was growing bigger and bigger, swelling with growth and with his apparent pleasure. His black eyes swiveled wildly in his head and his prehensile tongue lolled from his angler’s mouth.

“Dagon, please,” cried Sara, feeling the pleasure tightening inside her. “Please, you must save us. You must aaaaaaahhhhh must protect us!”

He answered her in a rasping voice, but Sara could not hear him because she was screaming. She wrapped her creamy legs around his slick body, taking his cock to its hilt as he drove in and out of her pussy. Her core sent out rippling waves of pleasure, gripping at his cock and squeezing around it with each spasm of her ecstasy. She would have embraced Dagon completely, even kissed his monstrous mouth, but he held her hands pinned above her head. She bucked and arched against him, cumming until her pleasure broke and receded and she could hear him again.

“Ssssstrength and violencccceee,” he rasped.

In that moment, he pulled his cock out of her pussy with a loud slurp. She saw that it had more than double in size and sprouted a ridge of flexible quills along its sides. This grotesque cock twitched in Dagon’s webbed hands and he spurted warm streams of slimy spunk all over Sara’s body. It dripped from her heaving breasts and pooled on her flat tummy. She lifted her head as Dagon climbed off of her and she glimpsed his pink cock retreating into the slit in his groin.

“You must help us, Dagon,” she said, running her fingers through the spunk decorating her breasts. “You can have me, you can have my body, but save the others.”

Dagon blinked at her once and she saw the reflection of her flushed face in the dark orbs of his monstrous eyes. He loped away, already grown so tall that he had to hunch to exit through the door of the sauna. She followed him through the gusting steam and into the cold, crisp night air.

“Wait,” she called out to him as he bounded away. “Wait, Dagon, please! You must help us!”

“Musssssst grow,” hissed the hunched godling.

Dagon’s slimy flesh glistened in the moonlight. He leaped into the air, pivoting deftly and rotating to dive into the dark surface of the lake. He disappeared beneath the water with barely a ripple. Sara stood at the shore, the wind stirring her hair and chilling her naked flesh.

The lord of the deep had abandoned her.

The Long Night

Sara cleaned herself in the cold lake water and returned to the sauna for her robe. The faint musty seashore smell of the hatchling god hung in the air. The egg had dissolved into nothing but a rind of translucent jelly sliding into the floorboards. She thought about praying to the god of the deep. It was a ridiculous thought and she chided herself for thinking the god would hear her pleas. He was a living thing, she reasoned. She would have better luck shouting at the lakeshore.

The fire was still crackling in the hearth when she returned to the cabin and Sara’s grandfather was snoring under a blanket on a chair. Baxter was huddled at the radio. He looked up at her with concern.

“Cup of tea?” He asked, sliding a steaming mug towards her across the counter of the kitchenette.

“Ta,” said Sara, sitting down at the stool beside him. “Anything good to report? Or perhaps ‘less bad’ than before?”

“Afraid not.” Baxter turned the knob and the radio garbled for a moment before another channel became clear. A steady female voice spoke in Finnish and then repeated her message in Russian. Sara understood enough of the latter to translate.

“Finland is evacuating Helsinki?”

“The giants – that’s what they are calling them – are in view of St. Petersburg. The Russians are in a panic. They’re throwing everything they have at them.” Baxter scratched at the whiskers beginning to grow on his cheek. “I suppose the Finns didn’t want the same thing to happen to Helsinki.”

“What about that Final Option?” Sara asked.

“The Russians moved it into St. Petersburg, the fortress at Hare Island, and, near as I can tell, the location was overrun by the giants. Russian high command keeps trying to get through to the unit responsible and they’re getting radio silence in reply.”

“So they moved a hydrogen bomb into the city,” said Sara. “Try to figure out the exact location.”

“You’re not thinking of using a hydrogen bomb?” Baxter laughed.

“All options on the table,” she said with a wink. “Not my preference though.”

Baxter nodded gravely. “Might have enough juice in my last long range drone to make it to St. Petersburg. Won’t have much time to loiter, I’m afraid, but the airspace is a bit hectic, so it should go unnoticed.”

“Well done,” said Sara, taking a sip of the tea. Baxter had made the cup with one cream and two sugars, just how she liked it.

She happened to glance at the wall clock and her heart jumped in her chest. More than three hours had passed since she left the cabin for the sauna. How had so much time passed? She shuddered as she recalled the strange way the quills on Dagon’s cock rubbed inside her tight channel. Had he fucked her for hours on the bench in the sauna? Had she stood by the lake for hours waiting for him to return?

There was an even more troubling explanation: the arrival of the old gods had disrupted the flow of time.

Sara shook her head. She could not worry about things over which she had no control.

“Where are Circe and Megan?” She asked.

“The attic,” said Baxter. “They were snogging on the couch. Caught me looking their way and decided they preferred some privacy.”

There was a thump from the attic followed by a peal of laughter that Sara recognized as coming from Megan. A moment later there came rhythmic thumping and loud moaning.

“Sounds as if they have found a coping mechanism for the apocalypse,” chuckled Sara.

“Yeah, they’ve been going at it for the past hour,” said Baxter, sipping his tea. He pinched his lips into a tight line, forcing a smile. Sara noticed how fine worry lines were beginning to appear in Baxter’s face. He was too young to be getting wrinkles.

She stepped off her stool and moved behind him, massaging his shoulders and stiff neck. He groaned with relief as she worked her hands over his tired muscles. She leaned her breasts against his back and breathed softly in his left ear, “You know, there is a downstairs bedroom.”

“Oh, Miss Chambers,” he moaned. “I don’t know if I’m up for—“

Her hand slipping into his lap settled that matter as she found his cock stiffening and very responsive to her touch. She began to kiss his neck and tickled her lips against his ear.

“What about searching for the bomb?” He asked, fighting against his lusty instincts.

Sara knew it was hardly the proper thing to do, shagging away time better spent saving the world, but after her strange encounter with Dagon, she needed a bit of human affection to reassure her. She turned Baxter’s chin and leaned over his shoulder to kiss him on his lips. As she did, she gave his cock a good squeeze through his trousers. He moaned into the kiss, shifting in his seat as his manhood jerked in reply.

Sara let her lips linger, parting them and exploring his mouth with her teasing tongue. She was used to her boffin being submissive to her desires, so it came as a surprise when he pulled away from her and got up from his stool. He was clearly flustered.

“What is it?” She asked. “Something wrong, Baxter?”

He broke into a grin and took hold of her hand.

“Come with me,” he said. “I want to show you something.”

He snatched up his backpack and brought it with them as he led Sara into the small bedroom on the cabin’s ground floor. Like the rest of the cabin, it was paneled in pine and crowded with rustic furniture. It was also a bit cold, being not directly in the path of the fireplace.

Sara switched on the electric heater as Baxter rummaged in his hiking pack. He pulled out a small black journal and paged through it. He found what he was looking for and held it out to Sara.

“What’s this?” She asked, taking the book from him. She squinted in the dim glow of the heater’s coils. She could just make out various occult symbols and oddly familiar runes. She heard Baxter doing something as she began to decipher the pictographs.

“Holy circle for courage of woman battling?” She looked up from the pages of the book and nearly dropped it. Baxter was standing with his trousers down to his knees. His rather long cock was fully erect and jutting from his groin. There was a band around the base of his cock, pictographs faintly pulsing with crimson magic.

“Oh my word,” murmured Sara, fascinated by the sight. She walked around the bed to get a better look. What she had taken to be a bit of jewelry was actually a band seemingly tattooed in glowing crimson onto Baxter’s manhood. Realization hit her and sent a hot pulse into her core. “You’ve recreated the Ring of Brahmacharya on your cock.”

“I’m afraid not exactly,” said Baxter and his erection twitched up and down. “It is only a fraction as potent as the ring. But it is indelible. My cock will never fail to satisfy you again, Miss Chambers.”

“Oh, my,” she said, both touched by his willingness to go to such lengths for her pleasure and struck in her depths by his seemingly rather enhanced cock. “You were always good for it, Baxter. You didn’t have to…do this. But I will treasure it.”

“Yeah?” He said, smirking a bit at her compliment.

“Oh, yes,” said Sara and she went to her knees before Baxter.

“Thank all of the gods,” groan Baxter as Sara took his enhanced cock into her mouth. She wrapped her soft hands around his shaft, working up and down on his length as she flicked her tongue beneath the underside of his tip. He gazed down at Sara, his blue eyes overly large behind his thick-framed glasses. He had an excellent view at her cleavage barely contained by the neck of her robe. He curled a hand around the back of Sara’s head, into her silky hair, and gently guided her to bob her head on his cock.

Even though Baxter was being very gentle, Sara was impressed. He was being more assertive by urging her with his hand. Perhaps the magic he had done to keep from spilling his seed prematurely was salutary in other ways.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned around him, slurping deeper on his cock and looking up to meet his goggled gaze.

He pushed her down more forcefully and her eyes widened as Baxter’s cock slid into her throat. She swallowed around it, working her throat muscles around the head of his cock as her tongue slid beneath his shaft.

“NnNnnggggnnkkk,” she said, tears welling in her eyes as she fought back a gag.

“Oh, heavens, I’m sorry, Miss Chambers,” he said, releasing his hold on her head and letting her pop up, gasping, for air.

“No, no, don’t apologize,” she said, still out of breath. “I like being treated a bit rough. Just don’t do any permanent damage.”

“Right,” said Baxter. “Perhaps better if I put it somewhere else now? I have certain urges that are difficult to control.”

“You want to give me a proper seeing to?” Sara chuckled as she rose to her feet. She made to embrace Baxter and kiss him. Instead, her normally mild-mannered boffin caught her in his arms, turned with her, and tossed her face-down onto the bed.

“Ah! You brute!” She laughed and looked back at him over her shoulder.

“World is ending, Sara,” said Baxter with a smirk. “Would be nice to get one last good fuck in.”

He shoved her head down into the pillows. Sara laughed as he grabbed hold of her hips and lifted them up. She gladly complied. He flipped up the back of Sara’s robe and revealed her round, creamy bum with its faint tan lines and the gold-tufted mound of her pink pussy. He teased the fat head of his cock at her slick folds and Sara moaned and tightened her grasp on the edge of the bed.

“Oooooh, slip it in then, Baxter,” she moaned, wiggling her hips invitingly. He teased her a bit more, sliding the very tip of his cock along her steamy slit and then slapping the weight of it against her arse.

“Maybe I should just slip it in here,” suggested Baxter, rubbing the spit-slick head of his cock against the tender pink divot of Sara’s arsehole.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned. She decided she would let him have it if he was in the mood, but she preferred that charmed cock in her throbbing cunt.

“Maybe later,” said Baxter and he rubbed his tip against her pussy once more. He lined his cock up and grimly added, “If there is a later.”

He thrust into her, sheathing the entire impressive length of his cock in her well-primed pussy. She sucked in a breath as she was filled with Baxter’s hot cock meat. Hot? It felt positively feverish in her tight channel as he began to work it in and out of her Sara’s wet cunt. His slender hips spanked against her bum and he grabbed her slender waist, grunting as he increased the pace of his strokes.

“Ohhhhhh, that’s a good lad,” she moaned, lifting her head up from the bed. “Fuck it like you mean it, Mr. Honeycutt.”

“Yes, mum,” he groaned, fucking her faster and making her plush rear wobble with each impact. She pushed up on her hands and her plump tits swung beneath her with the force of Baxter’s strokes.

“Yesss,” cried Sara, her pleasure rising with each thrust. She arched her back and pushed her pussy back onto Baxter’s cock. It felt absolutely huge inside her and he was holding out like a champion. In fact, she felt her own orgasm beginning to tighten in her tummy. “Ohhhhh, Mr. Honeycutt, you’re doing a… ooooohhh… a fine job. I expect you will make me cum any moment.”

“I love it when you talk like that,” he laughed, slamming in and out of her pussy, his cock a crimson piston well-lubricated with her plentiful nectar.

“Oh, Baxter,” cried Sara, throwing her silky blonde hair back. “Your cock feels so goooood!”

He grabbed a handful of her hair and used it for leverage, slamming so hard and fast into her pussy that the impact on her ass actually hurt a little. It was more than made up for by the sensation of his perfect cock plundering her depths and his bollocks slapping against her buzzing clit. With a heedless wail of ecstasy, Sara unleashed a powerful orgasm, her inner walls clutching at his cock and her clit seeming to burst with intense shocks of pleasure. 

She was sure Baxter could feel her pussy clamping rhythmically around his thrusting cock, yet he only fucked her harder, grunting and dripping sweat onto her bum as he pounded his cock into her pussy. She rode out her pleasure and collapsed headfirst into the bed. Baxter let her hair slip from his fingers and pulled his cock from the gaping depths of her pink pussy. She moaned at the sudden emptiness, but she was not bereft for long.

“Turn over,” said Baxter. He let his hands do the convincing, flipping her over, still gasping, onto her back. She looked up at him, her face flushed, her creamy tits heaving with her excited breathing, and her thighs spread wide to offer him her blushing pussy.

“Oh, Mr. Honeycutt,” she moaned, trying to maintain her composure, “your restraint is admirable.”

“Restraint?” Baxter grinned as he positioned his cock at her blushing folds. “I intend to fuck the daylights out of you, Miss Chambers.”

Her reply became a long moan of pleasure as he slid his cock back into her hot channel. He put his weight into his hips, leaning over her and kissing her hungrily as his cock pounded into her pussy. Her tits bounced and splashed with his thrusts, her stiff nipples rubbing against his shirt and vest. She managed to unzip the vest and he shrugged it off. He burst buttons removing his shirt and tossing it aside. He even seemed more manly, his lean muscles better defined than she remembered and a fuller scruff on his face than she had noticed before.

“Ohhhhh yes, fuck me,” she cries, her feet bouncing in the air as he pounded into her pussy. Each stroke landed heavily, most of his weight behind it as he drove his cock to the hilt into her again and again. His cock was swelling even larger. As she felt her orgasm beginning to start, she realized that his muscles were tensing and he had a faraway look in his eyes.

“Are you close?” She gasped.

“Yes,” he moaned. “Don’t worry. I’ll pull out.”

It was a fair point. She wasn’t on any birth control. No time for keeping to a schedule with so much riding on her shoulders. So much responsibility and she had managed to bollocks it all.

But the world was ending? What use was contraception when everything might be over in a matter of hours?

“No,” she gasped. “Don’t pull out, Baxter. Cum inside me.”

He slowed his strokes a bit and looked at her with concern. “Are you sure, Miss Chambers?”

She leaned up to pull him into a kiss. “Mr. Honeycutt,” she whispered against his lips between kisses, “you are to fill me with your cum and do not pull out until I give you permission.”

It took seven more strokes. She counted each as her pussy fluttered around him and her pleasure coiled in her tummy. He let out a wordless cry and his cock jerked on the downward stroke. She felt the hot spurt of his spunk against her womb.

“Oohhhh, Baxter!” She cried, her orgasm triggered by the hot rush of his cum into her depths. She wrapped her long legs around him, pulling him deep as he emptied his bollocks with pump after pump of his spunk into Sara’s creamy cunt. Her orgasm seized hold of his cock and her contractions wrung out every drop of cum she could.

He kissed her with such feverish passion that she felt as if her mouth was melting into his. She felt his cock still throbbing deep in her core, dribbling the last of his cum into her hot channel. She had asked for it and he had given it to her. So much that it was overflowing her folds and leaking in a silky trickle down over her anus.

“Sara,” moaned Baxter. “Is it really over? Is this really the end?”

She looked up into his blue eyes, partly hidden by the fogged lenses of his glasses. She caresses his flushed face and stroked his sweat-damp hair. At last, she could feel him going limp inside her.

“We’ll think of something,” she said. She was trying to come up with a bit of hope to give him, something about finding the Final Option in St. Petersburg and using it against the old ones rampaging through that city, but she feared that giving voice to that idea would have made it seem to ridiculous to bear.

She leaned up to kiss him again. As her lips pressed against Baxter’s, a scream tore the night. The unearthly howling sent a chill through Sara’s body.

“They’re here,” said Baxter, sliding his wilting cock from Sara’s creamy pussy. “How is that possible?”

“It’s not them,” said Sara.

The howl repeated and it was loud enough to shake the windows in their frames.

“What then?” Baxter cried, fishing a pistol out of his backpack and checking the magazine.

“It is Dagon,” said Sara, walking to the window.

The howl reverberated again and this time she saw him standing in the predawn light, a huge dark mass against the gray sky. By magical means Sara could scarcely comprehend, the god of the deep, reborn through her body, had grown immensely in size. He stood hunched and brutish, taller than any church steeple. His roar again shook the windows. She felt that vibration reach into her womb and make her ovaries ache.

She whispered, “He has risen.”

Baxter could not stop Sara from walking out into the frigid early morning completely nude. She stepped barefoot over the frozen ground to the lakeshore, the wind stirring her hair as she looked up at the massive figure towering out of the water. Dagon’s blue eyes caught the golden dawn breaking over the horizon and flashed as he gazed down upon his bride and his mother.

Baxter, Sara’s grandfather, Circe and Megan, and even Winston all joined her at the lakeshore, though the others remained a few steps behind Sara.

“Mighty Dagon,” she called. “I have brought you into this world in our time of greatest need. The old gods have been unleashed and threaten to destroy mankind. Please, help us.”

Dagon’s roar was bestial and unknowable, the foul wind from his breath buffeting Sara and the others. He took a slow step closer to the shore. The movement churned the surface of the lake and sent a wave rolling up the shore and over Sara’s bare feet to her shins. The moment the water touched her, she cried out and fell to her knees. It was as if the water was electrified and when it made contact with her flesh she was part of a circuit with the mind of the god of the deep.

My sweet mother, the voice of Dagon rang in her head with the force of a church bell. The old gods spread their madness upon this world. I cannot stop them.

“I will stop them,” said Sara, here teeth clenched against the force of Dagon’s will. “I need your help, Dagon.”

What do you ask of me then, mother?

“A city is burning along the Neva Bay,” said Sara. “It is called St. Petersburg. Once the old gods are done with it, they will come here. But I need you to go into the city and keep them occupied. I think – I hope – there is a weapon within the city that can destroy them.”

I know the waters, said Dagon. A river meets the sea. I could traverse this with ease and arise in their midst. I am powerful, mother, but I am not a match for all of the old ones and the madness they have brought.

“Fight them,” she struggled to form the words, “as long as you can.”

To risk destruction on the day of my rebirth? You ask much.

“I am your mother, Dagon,” cried Sara, tears falling from her red-rimmed eyes.

She was answered by a long silence. Dagon dropped into the lake as if his body was liquid, disappearing and sending a gentle wave of cold water rippling out across the surface of the lake and up onto the shore. He was gone, moving through the impossible geometry of the liquid world.

Sara gasped, the connection with the god’s mind severed. A trickle of blood fell from her nose, a result of the force of her communion with Dagon. As the wave receded and Baxter and Megan lifted her to her feet, she felt her consciousness slipping away.

“St. Petersburg,” she moaned. “Get me to St. Petersburg.”

Saint Petersburg

Russian Federation

The screaming of jets overhead woke Sara. A moment later, she felt the rattling of their sonic booms.

She was in the back of a truck, riding on a mixture of kit bags and Russian assault weapons. She vaguely remembered Baxter stopping by the side of the road on the way to St. Petersburg and looting another vehicle from a group of soldiers that had fallen dead without any sign of injury. Circe had carried her into the back of the truck and they had continued toward the burning ruins of the city that had once been called Leningrad. Crumbling Soviet-era housing and much older palaces and churches with onion domes were backlit by the flames roaring throughout the city.

She lifted her head and she could see them through the windshield. The old ones cavorted through the flames. Some were shadowy, some shapeless, and each more terrible than the last. The one that was a mass of pink worms slithered through the eye-socket ruins of shattered buildings while the largest, with its huge leathery wings and cowl of tentacles, picked up train cars and shook them into its hideous mouth. The amorphous one, like a soap bubble with the suggest of a humanoid figure suspended in its midst, slid over tanks and soldiers too slow to get out of its way, dissolving them into nothing in an instant and leaving a glistening trail of slime in its wake.

The madness of these old gods spread like contagion. Sara could feel it gnawing at her mind. Baxter began to laugh and Megan wept.

“This is close enough,” said Sara. “I will go alone from here.”

“No,” said Megan, wiping tears from her eyes. “I will go with you.”

Sara thought about refusing her, but she saw the determination in her friend’s eyes.

“Those things can’t kill me,” said Sara’s grandfather, hefting a Russian assault rifle. “I’m going with you.”

His bravado rang hollow in the face of such immense and otherworldly horrors, but this was it. The final battle. There was no point in denying Megan, her grandfather, or anyone else who wanted to join her.

“Winston,” said Sara. “You remain here with Baxter. Watch his back while he is providing overwatch.”

“Very good, mum,” said Winston. He zipped up a combat vest over his dark suit and hefted a light machine gun with a belt of ammunition dangling from its side.

“Baxter, you need to find the ‘Final Option’ and quickly,” she said. “Once we get in there we don’t know how long we’ll have before, well…”

“Before we are driven mad or destroyed utterly?” Circe suggested.

“Yes, quite,” said Sara.

“If the drone isn’t overhead to act as a relay, you will need to reach some elevation for the radio to work,” said Baxter, passing back a radio set. “Ground level communications are, well, obstructed.”

As if on cue, something exploded in the city and sent flames gusting a hundred meters into the air. The shockwave of the blast rippled over the truck a moment later. Sara felt it in her teeth.

“Right,” she said, checking the actions on her pistols before holstering them on her hips.

“One other thing,” said Baxter.

“What’s that?”

Her favorite boffin leaned back from the driver’s seat and pressed a kiss to her lips. For a sweet moment, everyone else in the truck receded and the destruction of St. Petersburg became no more than the rumble of thunder. She sighed against his lips, closing and then opening her eyes, looking into his as that moment was broken by the mind-shattering screaming of a thousand python-sized pink worms exulting over something in the ruins of the city.

“Right,” said Sara, opening the truck’s loading door. “Off to save the world then.”

She leaped down from the truck and was followed a moment later by her grandfather, Megan, and Circe, all decked out in fatigues and armed to the teeth. Even Circe was carrying an RPG launcher, though it seemed more cosmetic than anything when Sara knew the ancient succubus could fly at incredible speed and blast through walls.

Nor was Sara armed only with her twin pistols. In one pocket she carried the time-stopping device of Dr. Totenkopf’s Clock. If it worked at all in the presence of the gods, it might provide her with the ability to briefly stop time in her immediate vicinity, allowing her to escape certain death or to destroy some powerful foe.

Even less predictable, but perhaps more powerful, was the object in Sara’s other pocket. The Tsarina Stone, a priceless blue diamond, contained the spirit of Tsarina Xenia Kochenkov. The ghost had spent more than a century trapped on a steamer and exposed to mind-bending evil. Sara was unsure of the limits of the tsarina’s ghostly powers, but she believed the tsarina would help when she was called upon.

“Look there,” said Circe, pointing a finger at the ruins ahead of them. “I see humans approaching.”

It was true. Through the smoke and flames, there was a desperate group of people fleeing the destruction, coming straight towards Sara and her companions. They were men, women, and children, but as they drew nearer Sara saw that they were moving with loping gaits, their hands held like claws. Their mouths slavered and many were bloodied or even apparently shot.

“Off the street,” said Sara, pulling her friends into a nearby bookstore. “These things are no longer human.”

“We have to help them,” said Megan.

At that moment, a small car pulled out near the approaching crowd and stopped. The driver shouted something in Russian that was lost to the noise of destruction in the city. The crowd of people charged at his car, some leaping with inhuman agility onto the roof. They pulled him from the driver’s seat with such violence that his body tore in half, spilling his innards onto the street in a crimson gush. Megan covered her mouth and turned away.

“Bloody awful,” growled Sara’s grandfather. “Ought to feed those abominations some grenades.”

“No time for that,” said Sara. “The last known location of what I’m after is Hare Island. That’s almost three kilometers through this nightmare. We need to keep moving.”

Her grandfather nodded grimly and stepped back from the shattered window of the bookstore. Sara led them out the back of the store and into a small car park. They picked their way among the cars, which seemed to have been flattened as if by a giant foot, and out onto another street. It was eerily quiet, the sounds of destruction from the rampaging old ones sounding strangely distant. The street, cars, and the fronts of shops had sprouted unnerving blue lichen from almost every surface. Among the sprouting lichen were corpses, already grotesquely swollen as if dead for several days. Disconcertingly, some of these bodies stirred.

“Quickly,” whispered Sara. “We don’t want to end up like these poor sods.”

They moved through the street and made it to a roundabout and fountain where several of the lichen-covered corpses were flailing about in water. Sara’s grandfather raised his rifle to shoot them and Sara pushed the barrel of his gun down. They moved on.

The next block had been swallowed up by a huge fissure that had swallowed up sidewalks, part of a huge apartment building, cars, and the street. Broken pipes gushed water into the vast, dark maw of the fissure.

“We’ll have to skirt around it,” said Megan, gesturing to the broken apartment building.

It was rough going, particularly for Sara’s grandfather, who had to be hauled up to broken floors by Sara, Megan, or Circe on several occasions. They reached the other side of the fissure having wasted precious time. Just as they exited the ruined apartment, the fissure groaned open wider and the remains of the huge structure crumpled into the hole. Dust plumed from the ruins, but as the stones settled, Sara heard something else. Something slithering through the wreckage.

“Run,” whispered Sara. Her eyes widened as dozens of huge pink worms slithered out of the ruins and curled over the lip of the fissure. She screamed, “Run!”

They ran as the old one burst from the fissure as a writhing pink mass of worms. Each worm had a hideous, slimy mouth that opened and closed and snapped at anything fleshy that came into reach. Sara glimpsed one of the worms biting the head off a corpse.

“Ssssssaaaara Chambers! Hee hee! Mother of Dagon!” The old one’s worms piled up and it rose above them, more than two stories in height. “Come here, Mother of Dagon! Hee hee hee! I will suck out your bones!”

They continued to run, but rubble choked the streets ahead of them. Sara and Megan could navigate it with ease, but her grandfather was slowed.

“I will carry him,” said Circe, doubling back.

“No!” Shouted Sara’s grandfather. “Give me that bazooka!”

He set his assault rifle aside and took the RPG from Circe. The mass of pink worms was almost upon them.

“Go, Sara,” he said. “If I can kill this thing, I’ll catch up. If not… well… I am proud of you, dear. You’ve grown into quite the woman.”

“Suck out your bonessss!” Hissed the mass of seething worms.

“Goodbye, grandfather,” said Sara, knowing better than to try to argue with his bravery. Megan and Circe helped to keep her moving. A moment after they rounded the corner on the street they heard an explosion and a high-pitched screeching. It was followed moments later by automatic fire from an assault rifle. The shooting ended abruptly.

Sara hesitated, as if she might see her grandfather round the corner behind them, but Megan pulled her along.

“You said it. We have to keep moving.”

So they kept going, running through the rubble in the hopes of losing the old one.

“Sara?” Baxter’s voice crackled through the radio. “Sara, can you hear me?”

She realized the drone was buzzing directly overhead. She answered the radio, “Read you, Baxter. What is it?”

“Been trying to get through,” said Baxter. “The bomb is being carried in a large truck located on the southern edge of the island, just outside the fortress. I will drop a marker on it when you get closer. But right now you have to…“

Thick black smoke gusted over their heads and the radio cut out in a wash of static.

“Baxter? What do we have to do?”

“…off the street! Sewer access ahead of you about 100…”

“Baxter! I can’t hear you! What about the street?” Sara shouted into the radio. She was answered by static. The smoke was billowing from a massive fire from the neighboring street and the wind was keeping the cloud overhead.

The street began to rumble beneath their feet. Four blocks ahead, not far from the bridge across the River Neva to Hare Island, a massive domed shape slid out from behind a collapsing building. It was the soap bubble creature with the swirling indistinct entity at its center. It had been feasting on the living and the dead and had grown immensely since Sara had encountered it in its unholy realm.

“Oh my god,” murmured Megan. “It’s coming this way.”

Sara saw that her friend was right. The strange creature rounded the collapsing ruins, the membrane of its bubble indenting against the ruins. Someone was fleeing ahead of it in a car, but the vehicle braked without explanation and the bubble moved with deceptive speed, overtaking the car in an instant. The car and the people within it dissolved to nothing in a gaseous puff within the bubble.

“No fighting that,” said Sara, her hairs standing on end. “We have to get away from it.”

“It is too fast,” said Circe. “I can escape. You cannot.”

“Underground,” said Sara. “That’s what Baxter was trying to tell us. Sewer access. We need to get off the street.”

“There!” Megan pointed to an open manhole. It was in the direction of the huge bubble.

They ran for the dark hole. The old one was sliding towards them with alarming speed. It smoothed the street in its awake, dissolving signs, lamp posts, parked vehicles, and anything else in its path and leaving behind a glistening river of slime. Sara could sense her doom in the sheen of its membrane. She could imagine dissolving in an instant and feeding the unholy growth of this creature.

They reached the manhole with scarcely seconds to spare. Circe went down first, leaping without even looking. Megan caught the ladder and swiveled down into the hole. Not quick enough. That horrible membrane was upon Sara. She could feel it beckoning her, promising a quick and painless death of complete annihilation. Instead of succumbing to that lure, she dropped down the manhole.

She fell into Circe’s arms. The succubus was flying in the dank tunnel and already held Megan in one arm. Sara felt the familiar thrill of contact with the succubus’s warm flesh. Only the presence of the bubble rolling over the open hole and spilling slime down into the tunnel kept her grounded in the moment.

“Set us down,” said Sara.

Circe lowered them gently to the bottom of the tunnel, where narrow stone walkways bounded a channel flowing with water and debris. The water was not raw sewage, but had a foul chemical smell to it as if something had ruptured upstream and contaminated the pipes. Sara and Megan turned on Russian military torches to light the underworld.

“How do we navigate this?” Megan asked, hopping over the channel to the other side.

“Follow the water,” said Sara. “There will be a drain along the riverbank, hopefully close to the bridge, possibly even under it.”

“Right,” said Megan. “I’ll take point.”

Four blocks on the surface might have taken them five minutes, but underground it was a laborious process of ducking under rusty pipes, sliding past fallen stones and through waist-high rushing water, and even doubling back when the tunnel ahead collapsed.

“Something up ahead,” whispered Megan as they followed another detour. “Some sort of room. And movement.”

Megan stopped at the entrance to the larger chamber. She held them up with a raised hand. Sara and Circe crept forward so that they could see into the room as well.

“My god,” whispered Megan.

They were looking over the railing of a catwalk and into some sort of shallow lagoon. The water was dark and oozed from a huge system of ancient pipes rising from the center of the room. The rusty pipes were barely visible, because adhering to them were dozens of resinous nodules, each containing a human woman. The heads of these women were free of the nodules and each had a blissful expression. Their bodies were naked and faintly visible through their translucent cocoons.

“What is doing this?” Megan whispered.

A flurry of motion near the entrance to a lower tunnel answered Megan’s question. Sara pointed to a fleshy, brown and gray arthropod monster. It was about twice the size of a person, with six legs and a pair of almost humanlike claws on its forelimbs. Its head was somewhere between a crab and a spider. It held a naked woman like it was a carrying a bride over the threshold. As they watched, the creature scurried vertically up the mass of pipes, found an open spot and pressed the woman against the pipes. It then began to spit resin from an orifice beneath its hideous mouth. It used its clawed hands to shape the slimy liquid and secure the woman into place.

“Did you see this woman?” Circe whispered. “She has been mated by the creature. She offers no resistance.”

“There must be more of them down that tunnel,” suggested Sara. “Mating with the humans and bringing them back up here to their nest.”

“We have to save them,” suggested Megan. “This is grotesque.”

“We can save them by ending this madness,” said Sara. “We have to go around this room. Look, there’s a tunnel on the upper level. We can—“

Her words were interrupted by an insect screech and a loud clicking sound. The arthropod that had been securing the woman to the nesting pipes was looking in their direction. It abandoned its work and scurried towards them with alarming speed.

Megan shouldered her rifle and opened fire with a series of careful, semiautomatic shots. It took several to fell the creature, but its carapace broke open and it skidded to a halt in the lagoon, its body leaking yellow sludge into the water. It tried to rise and Megan shot it twice more. It collapsed again and remained motionless.

“At least they die,” said Megan. “Now we can climb down and figure out how to set those women free.”

She started towards a ladder bolted into the wall beside the catwalk. She made it about halfway before the iron catwalk began to vibrate beneath them. Arrhythmic rumbling issued from the tunnel below.

“No, Megan we have to go!” Sara cried. “They’re coming!”

It was too late. Dozens of the creatures issued from the tunnel, screeching and clacking their claws aggressively. They saw their dead brethren on the floor and they began scaling the walls and climbing up the pipes.

“Get to the other side!” Sara shouted and she opened fire with her pistols as she ran for the catwalk on the far side of the room. The iron shook beneath her feet, bolts straining and the whole structure swaying precariously as the arthropods began to climb onto it. One of the creatures leaped directly into Sara’s path. She shot it repeatedly with her twin pistols as she jumped onto its carapace, pulping whatever passed for a brain inside its armored head.

She used the dying creature as a launching pad for an acrobatic tumble, leaping over two more of the creatures. Just as she landed on the catwalk, it began to break away from its anchoring bolts with the weight of all the monsters hanging from the structure. She leaped again, sailing through the air and just managing to catch the edge of a portion of the catwalk still hanging onto the wall. There was a terrible crash as the rest of the structure collapsed into the lagoon below, taking with it most of the monsters.

Sara realized that she had reached the far side of the catwalk and was only a few paces away from the exit from the chamber. Circe joined her, alighting easily with a flap of her wings and wiping monstrous goo from her form-fitting military costume.

“Where is Megan?” Sara asked.

Sara looked back and saw, to her horror, that the catwalk where Megan had been standing had collapsed sideways, smashing against the pipes and nearly crushing a few of the women trapped there. Megan was dangling from the metal. Sara knew at once that rescue was hopeless. The monstrous spiders were swarming along the catwalk and up the pipes. Megan was surrounded.

“I will save her,” said Circe with a determined look on her beautiful face. Her scarlet hair flew behind her as she launched herself at the arthropods.

“No!” Sara cried. “We have to finish this!”

Circe ignored her and began punching and slashing at the creatures with her superhuman strength. She cracked one in the head and it dropped to the lagoon below, its legs twitching reflexively as it died. Circe tore the eyes from another creature as it grabbed for Megan. But as Circe struggled with one of the monsters another grabbed hold of Megan and injected her with venom from a stinger in its elongated abdomen. Megan slumped into is arms, moaning softly as the creature carried her away.

“Noooo!” Circe roared with rage, but she was attacked by two of the creatures at the same time and they dragged her down to the lagoon.

Sara opened fire on them even as Megan was carried down into the lower tunnel, disappearing into the deeper lair of these monsters. To be mated, Sara realized, her stomach twisting with horror. Megan was gone, at least for now, and there was nothing Sara could do. But she could save Circe at least. She held the pink diamond to which the succubus was bound and intoned the words of recall. With a flash that burst apart the two arthropods smothering her, Circe flew back into the diamond, which became warm and glowed with pink light in Sara’s hand.

The monsters were rallying and beginning to climb the pipes again, trying to reach Sara on the small remnant of catwalk still bolted to the wall. She had no time to think about Megan or try to deal with these creatures. She turned and ran into the tunnel.

She had to reach Hare Island.

Hellfire

Sara swam across the River Neva with the city of St. Petersburg burning all around her and the old ones celebrating the destruction. The fortress of Peter the Great loomed large on the island, but it was dwarfed in height by the towering, winged monstrosity that loomed over it.

This was the demon god she had feared the most when she encountered it in its realm. Its four black eyes glowered as it looked down at the city and the immense span of its leathery wings seemed to blot out the sun. The tentacles that draped its face writhed and quested as if each possessed of its own mind.

The giant reached down, scooped up a yacht from the river and tore it open. It shook the contents of the yacht into its hand, sifting the humans within from pieces of furniture. Sara could hear the faint screams from the giant’s hands and then a sickening crack as it smashed its hands together. It held its bloody palm up to its face and the tentacles drank the remains of its victims.

Sara crawled from the water and onto the shore of Hare Island. Baxter’s drone buzzed overhead. He was probably trying to contact her, but her radio had been ruined by the swim across the river. She held it up and pointed to the water, then tossed the radio aside. The drone wobbled its quad rotors and sped away in the direction of the fortress.

Sara was numb from swimming across the frigid river, so cold that she welcomed the hot drafts from the burning city that warmed her wet clothes. She knew she had to keep moving or she would succumb to hypothermia. She emptied water and checked the action on her remaining pistol; she had lost the other in her swim across the Neva. She set off in the same direction as Baxter’s drone.

As she made her way across an access road jammed with military and police vehicles, she remained on her guard. Something was not right. There was destruction everywhere, but no signs of dead bodies.

A flare was burning just outside the huge fortress wall and Sara saw it marked the location of a field green military truck. Several other vehicles were nearby, many of them crushed or overturned. There was an attempt at fortifications, as if sand bagging had been started and then abandoned quickly. There were signs of fighting – bullet holes speckled the sides of vehicles and the stone walls of the great fortress, crashed helicopters lay smoldering in the open space, parts of the road were cratered as if bombed or struck with artillery – but still found no sign of the living or dead.

She approached the truck with haste, fearful that at any moment the bat-winged giant that seemed to be scouring the river might spot her on Hare Island and decide she would make a fine snack. She was so focused on reaching the truck that she failed to notice the bubble until it had surmounted the wall of the fortress like a great rolling ball and began to crush and dissolve cars and military trucks inside its caustic bubble. It was coming directly for the truck with the flare. Sara might be able to escape it by leaping into the river, but if she ran she would be abandoning the one weapon she had to use against these monsters.

She continued running, past the truck marked with the flare and straight at the bubble. As she ran, she pulled the Tsarina Stone from her pocket. The huge blue diamond was cold in her hand. It glowed faintly.

“I need you now, Tsarina Xenia Kochenkov,” she said. She felt a icy chill in the air around her and the luminous blue shape of a woman project out of the diamond and into the air before Sara. It resolved and lost its transparency, revealing a delicate young woman with a slender build and a very pretty face. Curly hair flowed past her shoulders. She glowed faintly and appeared tinted in the same blue as the stone itself.

“Sara,” she said. “What is this place? Where am I?”

“Russia,” said Sara. “St. Petersburg. I have no time to explain more, Xenia, but something terrible is coming. I cannot hurt it, I would die almost instantly, but you can pass through solid object and are not harmed by the things that would harm a corporeal woman. I think you might be able to stop it. I hope.”

The tsarina drew herself up bravely and gave Sara a nod. “Whatever it is, I shall do my best. You are a nice woman, Sara, far better than being stuck on that awful ship.”

“Thank you, tsarina,” said Sara. “It is behind you and coming this way. That thing inside it…if you can get to that, perhaps you can destroy it.

Sara pointed at the approaching bubble with its swirl of a figure within it. She knew that it would be upon her in seconds. If Xenia could not stop it, then nothing could. And it would all be over in a matter of seconds.

The tsarina turned to face the approaching hemisphere of the old one. Perhaps noticing the unearthly glow of the tsarina, the bat-winged giant in the river had taken notice of what was happening and began to approach by wading across the river. The hemisphere slowed as it approached them. It did not stop. Sara began to back away, towards the truck marked with the flare.

“I do not know this is, Sara,” said Xenia.

“If you can get to that white figure inside,” shouted Sara. “Kill it. Please.”

“Oh? That’s rather awful,” said the tsarina. She took off her elbow-length gloves. “But very well, Sara. I will see what I can do.”

Blue lightning crackled from the tsarina’s bare fingers as she lifted off the ground, her skirt fluttering and her hair bouncing about her shoulders. She flew directly into the membrane of the hemisphere. It shuddered for a moment as she pierced its glistening veil and entered the destructive environment within.

Whatever force existed within that membrane could reduce solid matter to smoke in an instant, but it did nothing to the tsarina. She floated towards the swirling white cloud taking the rough shape of a humanoid. The tsarina and this strange entity clashed and met and began to circulate within the hemisphere, faster and faster, blue and white swirling together as electricity crackled around them.

With a shriek, the tsarina and the monstrous entity exploded within the hemisphere. The membrane burst in a thousand places, gusting out a horrible burned smell like charred flesh and melted circuitry. Sara was knocked to the ground by the force of the eruption. By the time the translucent fragments of the hemisphere had drifted down to the ground, they had nearly evaporated to nothingness.

The tsarina was gone and the blue diamond of the Tsarina Stone had crumbled to black powder in Sara’s hand. She watched the wind catch the black dust in her palm and carry it away. The thumping of the giant arriving on Hare Island jarred Sara back to reality.

“Shite,” she muttered, pulling herself up on a pile of sandbags. She tried not to look at the maddening sight of the giant lumbering closer, its facial tentacles writhing with excitement. She ran for the truck containing the bomb.

The RD14 was a 14 megaton hydrogen bomb designed for an airburst for maximum efficiency. The warhead and detonator were housed inside a 500 kilogram lead-shielded box bolted to the floor of the transport truck. The detonator control panel was open with five switches and a 30-second timer exposed. There were instructions on how to operate the detonator written inside the lid for the control panel. In Russian.

Sara squinted at the writing. It was hard to concentrate with the whole world vibrating with each footfall from the approaching giant. She managed to figure out which switches to flip to activate the timer. There was only a 30-second preset available.

“One shot at this,” murmured Sara. She took Dr. Totenkopf’s watch and Circe’s pink diamond out of her pocket. She called forth Circe with a phrase in Greek. The red-haired succubus flashed into existence in her full demon form, her beauty terrifying and her claws out. She bared her teeth at Sara.

“Where is Megan?” She hissed.

The whole truck shook with the footfalls of the approaching old one.

“No time for this Circe,” said Sara. “I am about to activate the bomb’s timer. Once I do that, I need you to fly me as fast and as far as you can from here in the 30 seconds we have to reach safe distance.”

“I am not leaving Megan,” said Circe.

“She is underground! She will be safe!” Sara tried to block the succubus from leaving. “We have to—“

The truck lurched and tilted. The walls crumbled around them, nearly crushing Sara and Circe against the side of shielded case containing the hydrogen bomb. Sara cried out at the sudden, disorienting motion of the truck. A moment later, with a terrible shriek of deforming metal, the top of the truck was peeled away and smoky daylight streamed in. The hideous face of the giant appeared above the ruptured truck. Its gray-green tentacles flexed and reached for Sara and Circe.

Sara drew her pistol from her holster and shot the first two tentacles that slid into the truck. They recoiled, spurting black blood from wounds. She took aim at the third tentacle and her gun clicked. The waterlogged pistol had jammed. Before she could clear it, the tentacle darted in and wrapped around Sara’s waist. She screamed as she was lifted out of the truck.

“Turn the key and press the red button!” She shouted at Circe. “Start the timer!”

Before Circe could move, two tentacles caught her and pulled the voluptuous succubus out of the truck and towards the face of the old one. His four black eyes stared at Sara and he laughed, “All of this only to die so pitifully? I expected more, Mother of Dagon.”

Sara finally managed to clear the jam on her pistol. The slide returned to battery and she aimed the pistol at the black eye of the demon. She fired three rounds into its eyes and it howled in pain, dropping the truck to the ground with a crash and constricting Sara painfully with its tentacle. She tried to activate Dr. Totenkopf’s time-stopping watch, but the golden device fell from her grasp and plummeted to the ground far below.

“Bugger,” muttered Sara. Her magazine was empty. She fumbled at her waist, but another tentacle curled around her arms and bound them together. Circe was similarly incapacitated, though it took five tentacles to hold her motionless.

Dagon took hold of the nameless old one by its wing roots and drove an immense knee into the creature’s back. It howled in pain and dropped Sara and Circe. Sara cried out, falling to an almost certain doom among the wreckage of cars and the truck below them. Circe recovered, spreading her wings and leaping to catch Sara in her arms. The succubus held the treasure hunter against her soft breasts, cradling Sara as she landed gently on the ground beside the crumpled truck.

Dagon and the giant were battling furiously on the shores of Hare Island and into the River Neva. One of the monster’s wings had been torn loose and dangled from its back, trailing black blood. Dagon drove two-handed blows into its head again and again. It raked its clawed hands against Dagon’s scale-armored belly opening huge furrows and driving the god of the deep back. Sara could not long away from the titanic battle.

Dagon lowered his head and charged at the giant. The tentacle-headed god lifted its clawed hands and blasted forth a stream of unholy black energy. It swirled like a spray of filth, melting Dagon as if by intense heat and driving him back to the river. The god of the deep dropped to his knees.

“No!” Sara cried out, watching in disbelief as the wounded giant stalked over to Dagon, grabbed hold of his melted fish head, and tore it loose from his shoulders. Blood fountained from Dagon’s severed head and the god of the deep slipped limply beneath the water.

Sara’s expression hardened. She had just watched a god day. No, not just a god. It was her son.

“I will make them pay,” she muttered.

She climbed into the jagged wreck of the truck. She could hear the giant howling triumphantly and it made her want to be sick. With an angry smile on her face and tears in her eyes, Sara Chambers twisted the key and pressed the red button. The device let out a loud emergency tone and the countdown began.

The giant appeared above the truck once again. Sara leaped out as its hand descended to pick it up. She rolled out of the way and the creature lifted the truck out of the mud.

“Hold it nice and close, you bastard,” laughed Sara madly.

She knew she would never get to safe distance in time. It was over. But at least she could see it happen. The giant held the truck over its face, upending it and shaking it as if Sara or Circe might fall out. Where was Circe anyway?

The answer came a moment later when Circe collided with Sara at incredible speed, lifting her off the ground and up into the air. The g-forces pinned Sara against Circe’s breasts. She almost blacked out as the succubus carried her higher and higher. Light flashed behind Circe, so powerful that everything went white except for Circe’s silhouetted skeleton, clearly visible through her body.

Circe folded her wings tightly around Sara as the atomic fireball enveloped them.

After that, it was dark.

Private Hospital

Berlin, Germany

“I feel fine,” said Sara, looking at the IVs and monitor leads connected to her arm. She was a bit banged up, scratches and bruises, what felt like a moderate sunburn on her back, but nothing too serious.

“You are not fine, I’m afraid,” said Baxter, his voice muffled by the plastic enclosure surrounding Sara in her hospital bed. “Circe shielded you from the blast, but you took a lethal dose of radiation when the bomb detonated, Sara. The symptoms will set in within a few hours and…”

He took off his glasses and pinched the bridge of his nose to keep from crying.

“The only treatment is palliative,” said the doctor, a handsome middle-aged woman with her dark hair up in a bun. “Apologies, Miss Chambers, but you should get your affairs in order.”

“Fine, I’m a goner,” said Sara. “What about Megan?”

“Special forces teams are sweeping the sewers,” said Baxter. “I had her wearing a transponder, so they should be able to locate her without difficulty. It’s how we found you.”

“I wasn’t wearing a transponder,” said Sara.

“Yes, you were, actually,” said Baxter. “I clipped one to your holster before we reached St. Petersburg. It’s a wonder it wasn’t destroyed by the electromagnetic shockwave.”

“And Circe?” Sara asked scratching at a wound on her arm.

“There wasn’t much to be done for her,” said Baxter. “She survived long enough to get you back to the ground. But that was it. She was burned too badly.”

“Flesh tempered in hellfire,” said Sara, remembering a passage describing Circe when you were researching her location. “Her origin is what probably saved me. What about the old ones?”

“Gone,” said Baxter. “Bodies incinerated by the blast.”

“Well that’s something,” said Sara, reclining against the pillows. “So we saved the world, right?”

“That we did, Miss Chambers,” said Baxter, pinching the bridge of his nose again.

A figure limped out of the shadows behind Baxter and approached the plastic divider. Sara could not help but smile to see Winston, looking none the worse for wear, in his usual waist coat, vest, and tie. He lifted his bushy eyebrows just enough so that Sara could make out his dark eyes.

“Good to see you again, mum,” said Winston.

“Well done keeping the monsters away from Baxter,” said Sara.

“I wondered if I might have a word with you alone,” said Winston.

“She might only be lucid for a few more hours,” said Baxter. “The doctor said—“

“It is rather important,” said Winston.

Baxter bristled at being shunted aside by Winston. Sara pursed her lips. Interruptions were very uncharacteristic for Winston. She reasoned that it must be something important.

“Baxter, Doctor,” she said, nodding to each of them, “if you would be so kind to excuse us for a moment. I would like a word alone with Winston.”

“Of course, Miss Chambers,” said the doctor.

“I’ll be back, Sara,” said Baxter.

He followed the doctor out of the hospital room. That left Sara alone with her ancient manservant and the beeping machines.

“Well?” Sara said. “My time is evidently very limited.”

Winston surprised Sara by unzipping the plastic enclosure surrounding her bed. He stepped through it and carefully zipped it behind him.

“Miss Chambers,” he said, approaching her bed. “I believe I can be of service to you. We did not finish our conversation in Finland. I am a Nulctus, or more specifically, my human body contains a Nulctus. This was your great-great grandfather’s doing. I was very ill because of something he had done and he made a bargain with a spirit of negative energy that would save my life.”

“A Nucltus?” Sara sat up in the bed. “Born in the sacrificial pits beneath the temples of the Aztecs and the public slaughters of Roman Emperors. They could be conjured with death whistles, but those were said to be…”

“Yes, your great-great grandfather fashioned one himself,” said Winston. “The salient point is, mum, that I am a void of negative energy. My body consumes all positive forces, including the radiation I can feel emanating from you now. In fact, my body craves this consumption. Though I am able to maintain my composure, I am screaming with desire.”

“To do what, exactly?” Sara asked.

“To feed, mum,” said Winston. “All it requires is flesh-to-flesh contact. The more extensive, the more quickly and thoroughly I can drain the radiation from your body. The Nulctus within me wants to feed and I suggest you let it.”

It only took Sara a moment to agree. After everything she had been through in the past few days, letting Winston touch her so that the ancient life-sucking spirit inside him could eat the radiation in her body seemed fairly, well, straightforward at least.

“Right,” she said, “Let’s get started before my cells start melting.”

She pulled back the blanket and swung her legs out of the bed. Winston helped her to her feet and she winced as she pulled the PICC line from her veins. She left the heart monitor on so that it did not trigger an alarm at the nurse’s station.

“You’ll have to help me out of this,” said Sara, turning slowly and revealing her bum left bare by the hospital gown she was wearing.

“My pleasure, mum,” said Winston, untying her gown with trembling fingers. He slipped it from her shoulders and the flimsy garment fell away from Sara’s voluptuous body. Though bruised, scratched, and flushed in odd places from the radiation, she was still beautiful as she turned back to face her lifelong butler.

“Did you need some help?” She asked, unbuttoning his waistcoat and vest and helping to ease them from his shoulders. He stepped out of his shoes and unbuckled his belt.

Winston had the body of a seventy year old man. It had been his body for, if Sara had to guess, more than a century and a half. He was not fat, but his muscles had sagged and gave him a slightly pudgy appearance. His chest, groin, and shoulders sported tufts of snow white hair.

His most notable features were the scars on his body and his cock. The scars were extensive and seemed to form patterns almost like circuitry or tribal tattoos. One moment, they were invisible, and the next they pulsed faintly as if wires beneath his skin were being energized. But these circuits were nothing compared to Winston’s cock. It was enormous and raging hard, purple at its fat tip and crimson down to his huge, low-hanging bollocks.

“No bad for an old man.” Sara smirked at the huge, throbbing erection. “Like a teenage lad at his first winter formal.”

“Yes, well, blame it on the Nulctus,” said Winston, watching beneath his bushy eyebrows as she reached out for his cock with both hands. “It can sense you are, ah, very energetic.”

Her hands closed around the thick shaft of Winston’s cock and they both moaned with pleasure as her radioactive flesh began to transfer the energy trapped inside her directly into the Nulctus. She could feel it feeding, drawing gently and pleasurably, almost like when Circe had feasted upon her life essence. She was no expert on the Nulctus, but she knew that like a succubus they could be extremely dangerous.

“Might I touch you as well, mum?” Winston asked hopefully.

“I would be disappointed if you did not,” said Sara, her breasts heaving and her pink nipples stiffened with desire. She thrust her breasts forward, anticipating his withered hands upon her ample teats.

Winston surprised her by brushing a golden lock of hair from her face and stroking her cheek.

“It feels wrong for me, Sara,” he murmured. “I watched you being born. Watched you grow up. I know we must do this to save your life, but I hate that it must be this way.”

“Winston, I am a grown woman,” said Sara. “Not the little girl you might remember. I’ve had sex with things that would astonish you. My beloved butler who turns out to be immortal because of an evil vampiric Aztec spirit inside him? I would imagine you would not crack the top five strangest.”

“Very good, mum,” he said and leaned in to kiss her.

Their lips met and any reservations she might have been covering for with bravado vanished. Pleasure bloomed from the contact of their lips. His fuzzy body pressed against her young and supple curves. Wherever he touched her, pleasure radiated through her, along with that faint and alluring sensation of suction. She wanked his massive cock as it pushed upright, trapped between their tummies as they squeezed together.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned against his lips, opening her mouth and inviting his tongue to dance. The more he fed, the better she felt. It was as if the Nulctus was actually invigorating her.

“Oh, Sara,” he moaned between kisses. “I know it is wrong, you will not convince me otherwise, but it feels so good.”

“It could feel better,” she whispered.

“Oh, no, this contact enough,” he said. “We wouldn’t need to do… that.”

“No, I think I need more,” said Sara, her pussy aching with need. She kept one hand wrapped around the base of Winston’s huge cock as she turned to face the bed. She put one leg up on the bed, knee bent, and leaned forward so that her pose parted her pink pussy lips. “Fuck me, Winston. Look how wet you’ve made me.”

“Miss Chambers,” he moaned, staring at her lewd position and her naked flesh. She wanked his cock and rubbed his tip against the backs of her thighs and her shapely bum. “I don’t think… don’t think this would be wise.”

“Oh, Winston, stop acting like you have not been fantasizing about stuffing that huge cock in me for years,” cried Sara. “Give it to me! I’m practically gagging for it!”

“Very good, mum,” rasped Winston and he thrust through Sara’s stroking fingers and plunged his huge cock into her slick folds. They both cried out in pleasure as his throbbing knob stretched her quim and slid all the way to her tender womb. Their mutual enjoyment was heightened by the feeding of the negative spirit within him.

“That’s deep,” moaned Sara. “Don’t hold back now, Winston. Give it to me!”

“Yes, mum,” he said, resting a hand on her bottom and even squeezing it a bit as he began moving his hips. His cock slid in and out, the lewd sounds seeming to establishing a rhythm with the beeping of Sara’s heart monitor. Both her pulse and his rutting strokes increased in speed. His withered hips slapped against Sara’s round bum.

“Smack it,” she cried. “Give me a spanking, Winston.”

“Ohhhhh, yes, mum,” he groaned and delivered gentle swats to her bottom.

“Harder!” Sara cried. “Spank my naughty bum, Winston!”

“Oh!” He swatted her quite hard, grabbing the meat of her ass and shaking it with his hand. He repeated this several more times, each blow sending a hot jab of pleasure into her core. As she spanked her, he began to fuck her harder and harder until he was pounding her vigorously.

“That’s it!” Sara cried, feeling an orgasm tightening in her tummy. “Ohhhhhh, Winston, you’ve nearly made me cum!”

“Very good, mum,” he panted, slamming his cock in and out of her sloppy wet cunt. “I am afraid my moment draws near as well.”

“You’re going to cum?” She looked back over her shoulder, flushed and gasping. “Cum for me, Winston. I know you’ve always wanted to fill my tight little slit with your cream!”

“Ohhhhhh, mum,” he cried. “I wouldn’t dream of it!”

“Do it,” she moaned, her pussy clutching at his pounding cock. “Ohhhh, cum inside me, Winston!”

“Ohhhhhh Missss Chambers!” Winston leaned into her, seizing hold of her slender waist in his withered old hands. He hilted his cock in the steamy passage of Sara’s cunt, bullock tight against his root as he twitched and fired his seed into her churning depths.

“Yesssss!” Sara wailed, throwing back her head in ecstasy as she felt her old butler firing his spunk deep into her silken pocket. Her orgasmic peak rippled around him, squeezing his shaft and milking his spurting cock as he emptied his lust into her. The Nulctus within him fed greedily, devouring the last of the radiation emanating from Sara’s body and continuing to drink her life force. As Winston continued to gush his cum into her fertile core, Sara’s heart rhythm began to accelerate into dangerous territory, setting off alarms on the monitor.

The door to the hospital room burst open and the doctor and two nurses rushed in. The doctor cried out in shock at the raunchy sight that confronted her: Sara Chambers, international treasure hunter and billionaire, being stuffed full of cum by her elderly butler. The tabloids back in London would have a feeding frenzy over the story.

“Get away from her!” The doctor cried, stepping into the enclosure with the nurses. They pulled Winston away, his cock separating from Sara’s creamy pussy with a loud slurp. His purple cock continued to twitch and dribble out spunk as he came to his senses. Sara, barely conscious, collapsed forward onto the bed, her cunt leaking long strands of cum.

“Get him out of here,” said the doctor. “You, help me get her back into the bed.”

Baxter returned to the room, confusion and anger on his face as he saw Sara, naked, being helped into the bed and Winston, pulling on his clothing, being shown to the door.

“You demented old son of a bitch!” Baxter shouted and landed a punch to Winston’s jaw. The old man crumpled to the ground, clearly stunned by the blow, blood trickling from his split lip.

Orderlies hurried into the room, separating Baxter from Winston and dragging both men out of the room. The nurses reinserted Sara’s PICC line and the doctor injected a dose of sedative.

“You need to rest, Miss Chambers,” she said. “You need to maintain your strength.”

Chambers House

North of London

The reporters crowded the gated entrance to the grounds so thoroughly that the driver was forced to shout out the window, “Oi! You lot! Out of the bloody way!”

Sara sat in the back of the Rolls Royce limousine, behind the tinted, armored glass, listening to the reporters shout questions at her.

“Miss Chambers, any more details on how you survived the blast in St. Petersburg?”

“Miss Chambers! Miss Chambers! What do you want to say to the families of those killed in the bomb explosion?”

“Miss Chambers, is it true you were able to communicate with the giant that emerged from the water to help you?”

Some of the questions broke through her practiced nonchalance. She didn’t like to think about all the innocent victims of the hydrogen bomb. They would have suffered a fate far worse had she not detonated the bomb, but it still weighed on her that thousands had died and many thousands more had been injured.

“How did you survive the radiation sickness that has afflicted so many?” Shouted a rather rude man pounding on the window of the limousine.

A hand closed around Sara’s to give her a reassuring squeeze.

“They have no idea what it was like,” said Megan. “They weren’t there.”

Sara turned to Megan Nakamura and smiled. She even managed to hide the wince when she looked at the long scar on Megan’s face from where she was struck by the pipe. Apparently it had collapsed when the bomb was detonated and Megan had lay there, dazed and bleeding, for almost six hours before she and the other women were discovered and freed by the special forces team.

The scar ran from above Megan’s left eyebrow, down her cheek, across her nose, which now had a slight bump to it, and down to crease the right side of her lips. The scar was still new and red after four weeks of treatments. It had transformed Megan from a conventional beauty to a very unconventional beauty, but Sara found her somehow more alluring for the deep scar.

“I’m so glad you’re coming home,” said Sara, leaning across the seat and kissing Megan. She stroked her friend’s face as they kissed several times, softly, their lips parted and tongues teasing but not quite intertwining.

“I wish more of us were,” said Megan.

Almost at that very moment, the limousine drove past the new statues in the sprawling garden. The statue of Circe towered over the others, her wings curling protectively around them as if she might shield them all from a doomsday blast. The statue of Sara’s grandfather and the tsarina stood in her shadow.

“They are with us as long as we are here,” said Sara, giving Megan’s hand a squeeze.

“Has Baxter returned from his sabbatical?” Megan asked, wiping a tear from her eye as the statue of Circe receded behind them.

“I believe so,” said Sara. “He has been pursuing some new leads. I think he is ready to get back on the job. I also thought… perhaps…”

She looked at Megan and raised an eyebrow.

“I thought he was too mad at you over Winston for that,” said Megan.

“You heard? Yes, he was quite cross. He happened to catch us at a most inopportune moment. However, I believe I explained myself thoroughly to him. Winston even offered Baxter an apology.”

“And you’ve kept away from Winston?” Megan asked.

“Well, Baxter was on sabbatical,” said Sara with a shrug. “I like to keep busy. Hone my skills.”

“Oh, you are such a tart,” laughed Megan.

“You love it,” said Sara, kissing Megan again. This time, their lips parted passionately and their tongues twisted together in that sweet, intimate cove. Megan stroked Sara’s cheek and the treasure hunter moaned into the kiss.

The car arrived at the manor and the chauffeur emerged to hold the door for Sara and Megan. They entered the house through the sunlit atrium and up the antique grand stairway with its stained glass depicting Chambers family history and its ticking clock built directly from long lost drawings of Leonardo da Vinci. Winston greeted them on the second floor carrying a silver tea service on shaking tray.

“Miss Chambers, Miss Nakamura, a pleasure to see you both,” said Winston. “Tea?”

“Not just now,” said Sara. “We are on the hunt for Mr. Honeycutt. Have you seen him?”

“Ah, third floor,” said Winston. “I believe he is in the sun pool.”

“I suppose we had better put on our bathing suits then,” said Sara, exchanging a knowing smile with Megan.

Ten minutes later, the doors opened to the glass-domed sun pool. It had been one of Sara’s modifications to the original blueprints for the reconstruction. The new and spacious pool on the third floor had required steel-reinforced columns to support the weight of the water. Sara and Megan entered side-by-side, Sara in her red string bikini and Megan in her blue monokini.

They matched each other step for step, accelerating with the last few and leaping into a synchronized dive into the water. Like a pair of lithe mermaids, they descended into the pool’s deep end, where they found Baxter with his eyes closed and his legs crossed in a Full Lotus position. He was breathing through a fist-sized re-breather he had designed.

Sara swam to Baxter, crushing her breasts against his face as Megan grabbed hold of his ankles and pulled his legs out from under him. His eyes opened in surprise and he struggled for a moment, before he realized it was Sara and Megan stroking him and stripping off his swim trunks. Megan took his cock into her mouth, sucking him and looking up through the water at him. Sara untied her bikini top and let it drift away as she smothered Baxter’s with her bare breasts.

There was a burst of bubbles as she knocked off his re-breather mask. Baxter began to struggle again and finally freed himself and swam to the surface. Sara and Megan followed him up, giggling as they surfaced to find Baxter gasping for breath.

“You nearly killed me,” he said, then began to laugh. “What a way to go though!”

“Mmmmmm, I’ve missed you, Baxter,” said Megan as she put her arms around him and kissed him.

“We both have,” offered Sara, kissing him as well. “I have some news.”

“So do I,” said Baxter. “Remember the Totem of the Skin-walkers?”

“The Navajo witch totem that can supposedly allow its wielder to steal the body of anyone they choose?” Sara pressed her breasts against him and nibbled at his earlobe. “Of course, I remember. You sent me to Mexico looking for it. But we can talk about your thing and my thing later, Mr. Honeycutt. We have something more…” She squeezed his cock underwater as it rubbed against her thighs. “…pressing.”

Baxter could not hope to fight them both. They pushed him against the side of the pool and Sara climbed out of the water to mount her waxed cunt on his face. He tongued deep into her hot, sweet slit and cradled her ass with both his hands. Megan wrapped her long legs around him and engulfed his stiff cock with her tight pussy. She rode against him, churning the water as she slid her clutching cunt up and down his magically enhanced length.

To his credit, Baxter endured the watery pleasure of Megan’s pussy and managed to drive her to an orgasm with his throbbing cock. Megan wailed and Sara cried out in mutual pleasure. The blonde treasure hunter bucked her hips and rode the hot folds of her pussy against Baxter’s tongue. He sucked at her cuntlips and drank the dew that dripped from her hot core.

“Oohhhh god, your cock is so big, Baxter,” cried Megan, turning in the water to ride her firm little ass back against him. It wasn’t long before his fat fuckmeat had stirred her tight little fur-fringed cunt into a second and even more intense orgasm. Sara and Megan dragged Baxter onto some towels and traded places with Baxter between them.

“I need that dick,” cried Sara. “You can have his tongue.”

Baxter practically pulled Megan onto his face and began noisily eating her pussy. Sara climbed atop the stiff pillar of Baxter’s cock with its ring of glowing runes at its base. She slid down onto him, shuddering as his fat cock stretched her cunt and filled her completely. She began to ride, slowly at first, her wet body slapping down against him and her tits heaving faster and faster as she rode his cock.

“Ohhhh, yes, it’s good,” cried Sara.

“Mmmmmmmhhhnnhnnn,” replied Baxter, his mouth smothered by Megan’s tight little pussy.

He began to thrust his hips to meet Sara’s ride. It was no long before she felt his cock swelling inside her. She rode fast and hard to catch his climax. He cried out, hands grabbing Sara’s bum flesh as he thrust up and into her clutching cunt. His roar of pleasure vibrated against Megan’s pussy and made her buck with ecstasy of her own.

Hot spurts of Baxter’s cum flooded Sara’s cunt, splashing against her womb and smearing her fluttering folds. Her ride slowed atop him so that she could savor each slide up and down his twitching cock and each spurt of his hot cum.

Even after she had dismounted form Baxter, she continued to cum. First with her fingers and then as Megan climbed between her legs to clean her up. Once she felt the lash of Megan’s tongue, she knew she had to have the slim beauty in a 69. She eagerly tongued Megan’s pussy and crack as Megan repaid the favor and slurped up Baxter’s cum.

Later, spent and reclining in the pool with Baxter and Megan, sipping a Mai Tai, Sara finally asked Baxter, “So what was it you discovered about the Totem of the Skin-Walkers?”

“Its location,” said Baxter, resting his head against Megan’s pert breasts. “An abandoned Navajo village in an underground cave in New Mexico. So I was close when I suggested Mexico. I think I know its exact location.”

“What was your news, Sara?” Megan asked with a wink in Sara’s direction.

“Oh, yeah, right, what was it?” Baxter asked.

“Well,” said Sara, flushed from the intense sex and the heat of the hot tub, “I popped in to see my doctor while I was picking up Megan.”

“Is everything alright?” Baxter asked with concern.

“Yes, well enough,” said Sara. She felt strangely nervous with Baxter staring at her and his cum still stewing in her pussy. “I, um, well… I am pregnant Baxter.”

His eyes went wide as saucers.

“Is it… I mean… does that mean? What does that mean?”

“Yes, Baxter,” said Sara. “It is almost certainly yours.”

She said it confidently, though she was in truth not completely certain. It was probably Baxter’s, but there was always the possibility that Winston was the father. She just didn’t want to admit it to Baxter or really anyone else.

“I, um, well,” Baxter’s face flushed a darker shade of crimson. “I suppose… I suppose I’m going to be a father.”

“The adventure begins,” laughed Megan.

Megan and Sara closed in on him, giggling and kissing him from either side as their fingers interlaced around his stiffening cock jutting out of the water. Both women leaned over and began licking the head of his cock as they stroked him.

“Oooh. Well then,” said Baxter, an arm around each of them, “Tally-ho!”
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Epilogue

Chambers House (Under Construction)

North of London

The hammering and sawing was dreadful and under Sara’s insistence was going on at all hours. She had an entire battalion of laborers and craftsman and there were still weeks of work to go before it was finished. She had already made up her mind to go on an extended vacation while the renovations to her fire-gutted house were completed.

“Did you pack me a bathing suit?” She called from the closet.

“Two, mum,” replied Winston. “The red one and the pink one.”

She picked out two billowy summer dresses from her racks of new clothes and handed them out of the closet to Winston. He took them and dutifully set about adding them to her pile of luggage as she returned her attention to her clothes.

When Sara finally emerged from the closet, she had stripped her kit off and was dressed in a pair of French lingerie with little red bows on the white lace cups and panties with a naughty sheer back to show off the curves of her bum. Winston looked at her from beneath the drooping bushes of his eyebrows and slowly wet his lips.

“Do you like it?” She asked as she turned and modeled the lingerie for him. She had put the full set on, including the white stockings and garter.

“Very good, mum,” he wheezed.

“That’s it?” She pressed against her elderly – perhaps ancient – butler. She squeezed her tits against his withered chest and lifted a leg to press her thighs against his crotch. “Just a ‘very good’? It doesn’t rate a ‘smoking hot’ or a ‘cock swelling’?”

“Mum,” he said and his cock shifted against her thigh, “you are not radioactive any longer. I would advise against tempting the Nulctus within me.”

The spirit summoned into Winston’s body by Sara’s great-great-grandfather had turned the elderly butler into a vampire of sorts. He was immortal and could control the strange negative energy spirit within him, but if she touched him too much it would awaken and begin to feed. Winston had used this to cure Sara of deadly radiation poisoning. He had saved her life and given her a properly good seeing to with his thick cock at the same time. She hadn’t forgotten.

“You know, we didn’t use any protection when we had our fun,” she purred and teased a finger under his collar.

“Yes, mum,” said Winston. “It would have defeated the purpose.”

“I’ve only been with you and with Baxter like that,” she murmured and brushed her lips against his. “And I think I’ve been knocked up again.”

“Really, mum?” He lifted an eyebrow and she saw his hazy eye. “I’m not sure I could do that.”

“You probably can’t, Winston,” she agreed. “But the Nulctus can. If it is yours, I will start to show signs by the third month. The entity won’t be born it will grow and inhabit me.”

“That is unfortunate,” said Winston. “It is a curse.”

“But it will be our offspring,” she said. “I will be the spirit’s mother. And it will drive me to nurture it. Do you know what that means?”

“You will become very, ah, excitable, mum,” said Winston.

“Randy,” she giggled against his lips. “Winston, I’m randy right now. I would very much like to ride your hard cock. Do you think that would be possible?”

His bloodless face actually took on a hint of color in his cheeks and she felt his big cock twitch against her thigh again. He croaked, “Yes, mum, that could be arranged.”

She could certainly arrange her pretty pink pussy above his face as she stretched out over top of him looking luscious in her lingerie. Winston’s withered hands caressed her firm bum as she pulled aside the front of her panties and gave him a good view of her steamy folds. The old butler knew what to do, leaning up to tongue her slit as she leaned down and start bobbing on his cock. She wanked him with one hand, greasing his fat shaft down to his big, hairy bollocks with her saliva as she slurped and licked at his fat tip.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned around his big cock, her soft lips gripping him and sliding up his length to his tip. She tasted his bitter pre and licked it away as she sucked. Winston stirred beneath her, his grip tightening on her bum and his tongue thrusting deeper into her hot folds. “Oh, that’s it, old man. Have a taste of that peach.”

“Mmmmm, yes, it’s sweet, mum,” he moaned, licking and sucking at her folds as her juices spilled into his mouth.

“Ohhhhh, yes,” crooned the shapely treasure hunter. “Don’t spare my bum either.”

A twist of her hips and her bum was smothering the old man’s face. He hardly seemed to breathe as he went eagerly from tonguing her cunt to lapping at her pink arsehole. Her moans of pleasure were muffled by his cock as she slurped wantonly at his throbbing willy. She was ready to give him a full suck off, but his tongue was doing such wonders on her cunt she was aching for a good fucking.

“Oh, I need your big cock inside me,” she moaned.

“Yes, mum,” panted Winston as she lifted from his cum-smeared face.

Sara turned and stood over Winston on the bed. She stripped off her panties and freed her large, soft breasts from her bra. He murmured in appreciation, his cock sticking up through his trousers and throbbing obscenely. Sara was about to say something to Winston when she realized she was being watched from the doorway to her bedroom suite. Baxter tried to step back behind the door frame, but he wasn’t quick enough. She saw him and she saw the lust and jealousy blazing in his eyes.

“Mister Honeycutt,” she called. “No skulking about. Show yourself.”

She cradled and fondled her plump breasts in her hands, her fingertips stroking her nipples as Baxter stepped out from behind the doorframe. Sara’s favorite boffin was tall and lean with a mop of reddish-brown hair with a notable white stripe and glasses that made his eyes seem overly large. Despite his nerdy appearance, he had proven himself a reliable accomplice and a capable lover, particularly since inscribing the runes of the Ring of Brahmacharya on his cock.

“Sorry, Miss Chambers,” he said, lowering his gaze from her as she stood naked but for her stockings and garter.

“Well, if you are going to spy on me, the least you can do is pitch in,” she said. His eyes widened as Sara crouched over Winston’s big cock. She gripped his shaft and lowered her steamy pussy onto his purpling hardness. The butler groaned with pleasure as she rode her hot cunt down to his root. She looked at Baxter over her shoulder and arched her back. “Come on then, Baxter. Put it up my arse.”

She reached a hand back and pulled her firm cheek aside a little more to give him an obscenely good view of her spit-lubed arsehole. Baxter moaned as her pink wrinkle visibly clenched.

“Oh, Sara,” he moaned and was on the bed as quick as he could kick off his shoes and yank down his trousers. Sara rolled her hips and began a seductive ride atop Winston’s straining cock. She watched over her shoulder as Baxter climbed onto the bed behind her, his magically-tweaked cock in his hand as he guided it to her spread bum.

“Gently now, Mr. Honeycutt,” she purred, slowing her movements atop Winston to give the lad a chance to line up properly on her arsehole.

“Easy as I can,” he said and steadied himself with a hand on her bum. He thrust slowly, his cockhead catching against her divot before pushing inside her arse. She moaned and pushed back, riding down onto Winston and back onto Baxter so that both her holes were stretched and impaled on hard cock.

“Yessss,” she moaned, working faster, her breasts heaving as she rode them both at the same time. “Oh, fuck me, the both of you! Give me those cocks!”

The bed squeaked with each roll of her hips and each rise and fall of her body atop Winston’s twitching cock. Her ancient butler was mostly passive as she rode him, while Baxter grabbed her slender waist and began to furiously pound his cock into her ass. When she chided him to slow down he only growled. A glance over her shoulder and Sara saw a familiar gleam in his eyes. The ring tattooed on his cock had taken over. He was fucking her with the help of its bestial fury.

Then, with a sudden slap of both hands, Winston grabbed Sara’s hips and began to pound upwards. He had a distant, strange look in his hazy eyes as he pumped his twitching cock into her juicy pussy. His frantic thrusts drove her mad with pleasure and she howled and bounced atop him, full of all the cock she craved.

“Yes! Oh, you old bastard! Make me cum!” Her toes curled and she threw back her head and howled with ecstasy. Her pussy clutched at Winston’s thrusting cock, squeezing again and again even as her arsehole clenched at Baxter’s pounding prick. The hot spasms of her orgasm rolled through her body as Winston tensed and let out an unearthly moan. His cock exploded deep inside her, flooding her pussy with his unholy seed. She didn’t care. She loved it, her pussy twitching again and again as he entity-tainted spunk spilled into her hungry cunt.

“Rarrrrr!” Snarled Baxter, who was not to be outdone and was pounding furiously at her bum. “Take it! Take my cum!”

He reached around her and grabbed her tits roughly in both hands, pulling her back against him as he slammed her to the hilt of his twitching cock. She felt it jerk powerfully deep in her arse and a moment later his cum began to pump into her pink pucker. He emptied his bollocks into her arsehole and roughly fondled her tits the whole time he was shooting his cum.

When he finally relaxed his grip, her tits were sore from his rough treatment. Sara slid off both men and rolled onto her back on the bed, breathless and sated, however briefly.

“Catch your breath, lads,” she said, reaching a hand between her toned legs to feel her creamy pussy. “You can trade off and fuck me again.”

“Yes, Miss Chambers,” moaned Baxter.

“Very good, mum,” croaked Winston.

She smiled at their obedience. She had planned to go on the vacation with Baxter and Megan. Perhaps she would take Winston along as well.

Two cocks were certainly better than one.
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