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Chapter 1


Heraklion, Crete, 1872

In retrospect, slathering myself in honey and lying on the dirt floor of our compound’s storeroom may not have been the best of my many ideas.

But I was growing bored, and boredom makes me want to summon underground gods and spirits. Anything will do when a woman with deep needs is left unfilled. (I would say more, but I fear our dear censors reviewing the start of this tome might object. More on the filling subject later, when they have nodded off.)

“Cordelia Delachatte! Please do not tell me you listened to my lecture on chthonic deities and immediately set about summoning one.”

Standing over me, casting a rather longer shadow than his scholarly frame seemed to warrant, was my faithful amanuensis, Mr. Jones. I had collected him from Cambridge before setting off from England bound for Cairo. That he accompanied me to Rome — and now Crete — showed he was likely less exasperated with me than he let on.

“I did everything you said: no incense because it travels up, honey as an offering because it drips down. Yet no strong, demanding demon rises out of the earth to provide material for my manuscript!”

I had departed the cozy confines of Tunbridge Wells some fifteen months ago upon receiving a rather large inheritance. An inheritance that my elder brothers thought rightfully belonged to them. Finding myself without the responsibility of caring for my deceased papa, hounded by relatives, and hoping to discover all that I had missed out on as a young woman, I decided it was time to live abroad and undertake the great project of my life: a compendium of ancient sources on, well, sources of female pleasure.

Now twenty-nine years of age and unmarriageable, I was at last discovering the joys of womanhood and all the uses of my own womanhood.

“Stay where you are,” I replied, turning my palms down so they might rest on the dirt. “I wouldn’t want you to be hurt when the earth opens and a hulking demon with a big—”

“Oh no,” whispered Jones, his eyes growing wide.

“What now?” I asked, exasperated. “Don’t be a ninny. I’m simply attempting to summon a demon so I have something to write about Crete. We’ve been here nearly two months, and nothing has happened.”

“Tell me you’re wearing underthings,” moaned Jones, his face contorted in terror.

“Of course not! They’re a barrier to my natural explorations and bad for the—”

“God in heaven, you’re covered in ants!”

***

After a good deal of screaming and water from the rain barrel, I dressed once again — this time not just in honey and my chemise — with drying hair, now growing brown again after Rome’s flirtation with the sun.

“Did you get them off everything?” asked Jones from my left wearily.

“Every ant,” I replied with a shudder. I could still feel them trying to scurry over my skin while trapped in the viscous honey I was attempting to offer to an underground deity with an earthy sense of how I might worship him.

From my bedroom, my black cat, Bastet, emerged, slinky and slim as ever despite the interest of all toms in the vicinity. She’d stuck her head out at my splashing about but had resumed her nap until things were less chaotic.

“Now you emerge, when the dust has settled,” I said to her, dropping a hand to her head. Her angular look resembled ancient Egyptian cats, implying they might not have been stylized. Or perhaps she was really Bastet, the cat god brought to life. Hard to tell with one so noble.

Mr. Jones had just spoken when I felt the ground move beneath me.

“What?” I asked, only able to eject one word before I was looking around the courtyard in confusion, trying to understand what was happening.

Jones reached out for my hand. What purpose it would serve if the earth opened and swallowed us, I don’t know, but I suppose we’d go on that adventure together. For the first time in my life, such a thought was reassuring rather than stifling.

For her part, Bastet dashed to her favorite bolthole despite my protestations for her to stay with us. Cats simply do not take orders, especially not when the ground is shaking.

I was wondering if I’d sufficiently put my affairs in order when our landlady wandered into the courtyard with a basket of washing under her arm.

“Madam Papadakis, what is going on?” I cried, my nails no doubt biting into Mr. Jones’s palm.

“This? It’s an earthquake,” she said, pinning up the clothes. “A little one.”

“An earthquake!” I wailed, thinking of the apocalyptic rupture that had leveled Lisbon in the last century.

“Yes,” she said, moving down the line. “Happens all the time. The snakes went underground this morning. They knew.”

“Snakes?” I asked, rather more fearful than I’d have liked to have sounded.

“They are good. Good spirits,” she elaborated.

“Ahh,” I replied, looking around the courtyard in case the earth might disgorge them.

And then I noticed it was over.

Madam Papadakis looked toward the heavens and kissed the tiny icon she wore about her neck. “He keeps us safe in all things.”

“What caused it?” I asked, as if she might understand the shaking of the ground more than the finest scientific minds of the age. Upon further reflection, after all that I would experience on Crete, that may very well have been true. Once again, I was remiss in my judgment of the female sex.

“Someone has awakened the underground gods,” she said with certainty. “They are unhappy. A land divided is bound to split. The rocks under the dirt are moving.”

I looked at the packed ground of the courtyard as if I might see a spirit rise from the earth. I’d done many things in my day, most of them aimed at advancing our knowledge of womanly pleasure, but this was the first time I’d summoned a demon from the deep.

Thankfully, I knew just how to deal with a demon. The same way I’d manage a mortal man: drain him of his seed and leave him in a sated puddle while I sailed off on my next adventure.

“Don’t worry, Madam Papadakis,” I said gamely, “I can handle whatever the demon wants to give me.”


Chapter 2


It was when we were heading to a promising cave that I realized I hadn’t understood all of my landlady’s words.

“What did Mrs. Papadakis mean about a land divided?” I asked from the seat of the cart we’d purchased upon reaching Heraklion. I was busy eating so many brined olives I thought my skin might pickle as Jones handled the reins of the donkey slowly pulling us to our destination.

The man looked at me, aghast. “Don’t tell me you’ve listened to nothing of what I told you about Crete!”

The donkey brayed as if he too felt disappointed by my lack of studiousness.

“I know the Ottomans rule the entire island, but most people are Greek Orthodox,” I retorted. “I listen! But they’re hardly the first group to live under the government of another.”

My amanuensis relaxed visibly, reassured that his hours of lectures and maps had not gone to waste.

“Ottomans — or rather, Muslims — in the cities,” he said, gesturing back to Heraklion. “Orthodox Christians in the countryside. But most everyone on Crete is Greek, save the Jewish community and a few Venetian holdouts.”

“So this small place will get sliced between them?”

Jones squinted at the horizon. “I don’t know, truthfully.” His expression was suddenly accusing. “I told you all about this when you announced we were coming to Crete. If it poses a problem now, we can leave, but you knew about the situation.”

I sniffed. “Yes, but you forget two things: your hand selected this island for our next adventure—”

He groused in the way he always did when I was right. “Your method of selection is flawed,” he said.

“We must be open to the whims of the universe.”

“And what is the second thing?”

“Ladies love the Minotaur. The Minotaur is Cretan. We must visit Crete at some point.”

He turned slowly towards me. “The Minotaur is a mythical creature, Miss Delachatte.”

I waved his concern away. He really thought I was the silliest ninny!

“Of course,” I said, “but ladies love him all the same.”

“In the legends, he chased and ate people.”

“Ladies like to contemplate being devoured. Have you considered that? And I like to contemplate educating women about the wonders of their own bodies. And selling many copies of my pleasure compendium.”

He grumbled, and I caught him saying something about Cambridge and “happy before.” Such a pure soul, thinking he was happy resisting the force of market demands in the dusty confines of the library. No wonder he’d been a poorly specimen when I found him; he’d likely been subsisting on gruel as he copied out manuscripts.

There were so many things to see and fuck out in the world! Perhaps that was the problem: Mr. Jones had not been benefiting from the full scope of my research. I’d need to ponder that possibility further.

“Why would women want to read about something patently impossible? And dangerous?”

“Oh, Jones, have you never wanted something wild and untamed to seek you out, give you unimaginable passion, and leave you feeling as though you’ve truly lived?”

He looked at me blankly, then his brown eyes took on the hazel hue they sometimes did at strange moments when he seemed to recall that he had more than just a brain to satisfy. Would that he were always so alive!

“I don’t think you’d want that, Miss Delachatte.”

I was about to ask why and if he’d want that when we came to the cave. It was a limestone grotto, really, facing the sea. The waves crashed in and created pools in the surrounding rock on the shore. I saw small fish trapped on the shelves, baking momentarily in the sun, then swept away by the next wave.

“Kalimera!” A man armed to the teeth with knives and even a rifle approached, but his aspect and posture were friendly as he fell into conversation in Greek with Jones. I slid out of the cart and made my way to the pool.

***

It was some minutes later when Jones found me with my boots off, feet soaking in one of the more placid pools.

“Take your shoes off. Water’s fine,” I told him when I noticed he was looming over me.

He stood there silently, and I recalled the Italian word for a shadow, ombra. The angle of his body and the sun meant he covered me from head to cooling, wet toes in his shadow. I wondered how else he might cover me, though we’d certainly done nothing of the sort, he being too priggish ever to contemplate such a thing with his employer. (Save the time in Rome, when he had sucked milk from my breasts in a moment of great necessity. Needs must and all that.)

“The man, Yiorgis, says the snakes have been restless.”

“Did he say why?” I asked, curious about Mr. Jones’s reticence. It was unlike him to be so quiet when there was an opportunity to educate me while I half-listened.

“The chthonic spirits in the underworld and ground are uneasy.”

“I’ve summoned demons?” I asked excitedly, halting my splashing in the pool.

“I wouldn’t say—”

“Yet I would,” I said triumphantly, looking towards the cave with some interest.

***

We accepted that the trip was poorly timed because the tide was rushing in and flooding the cave. It was a thin thread, and we had to concede that it was coming to naught.

We’d followed that thread because, already two months in Crete, the usual assortment of antiquities dealers had yet to present interesting objects and manuscripts that might aid my research. The land was not rich in coin, especially in the wake of the Orthodox uprising just a few years before, but there was a curious lack of interest in selling us anything other than delicious food.

When in doubt (and out of viable leads), caves present opportunities for exploration and potential archaeological finds. Also, I happen to like caves.

On a nearby hill, we unrolled saddle blankets and picnicked on barley rusks topped with tomato, sheep’s milk cheese, and olive oil. We passed the skin of water between us and watched the sun set in the west.

“Yiorgis offered to put it about that a scholarly lady wished to see and experience the past.”

I looked up from the rusk I’d been picking at. “And did you tell him the nature of my work?” I asked.

Mr. Jones shifted uncomfortably. “I did. He hoped to come right over and help show that side of Crete.”

I moved to stand and track down the rather handsome, if well-armed, fellow. Jones placed a hand on my wrist and settled me.

“It grows late. We should bed down.”

I was about to tell him that, yes, we should, in every sense, when I thought I heard a snake. It might have been a thousand things, but the soft hiss made my spine go loose.

“Do you hear that?” I whispered.

“Hear what?” Jones asked as he rolled the blankets to prepare for making beds in the wagon so we might sleep here tonight and depart for home in the morning.

“Oh, don’t let’s sleep in the cart. The ground is so warm and close to all of those deities and spirits that want to mate, er, rather meet me.”

He grumbled something about “too much imagination” but relented, and soon, we were between the blankets.

I had, of course, suggested we use one as a mattress and one as a blanket, then sleep together in the makeshift bed. Jones had countered with the suggestion of no, we would each be using our own. The only reason we followed his plan was that I didn’t know how to make an outdoor bed. Or any bed, having grown up with a fair number of household staff.

As we watched the stars overhead, so much clearer than in the industrial climes of dear old England, I couldn’t help but feel overwhelmed by all that had passed since leaving Tunbridge Wells.

With the healthy inheritance from my father, I had set out to fill a need in me that seemed impossible to assuage at home. In the meantime, I’d certainly been filled many times over, but parts of me still felt empty and alone on nights like this when the cosmos rendered me a small girl again.

I must have sniffled, because Jones eventually said, “Go to sleep, Cordelia,” and squeezed my hand.

I felt lighter, and the last of my tears fell into the dirt, an offering to the chthonic spirits I so wanted to meet.


Chapter 3


When I opened my eyes, it was still dark. The stars were no longer visible in the sky; I reasoned that fog must be obscuring them. Crete has fog, does it not?

I wiggled on my blankets, expecting rough fabric below me. And that was when I discovered I was lying in what seemed to be a shallow pool of honey.

I moved my limbs to feel the resistance, felt it anointing my hair. Between my legs, honey poured from my womb. I dipped my fingers there and tasted my divine, sweet essence.

“Jones,” I said through the haze of my confusion, “are you awash in honey, too?”

He did not respond.

At the moment I would have panicked, I heard something familiar: that soft hiss from earlier today, nearer than before. I stayed still.

The first brush against my skin caused me to jolt, but the honey offered just enough resistance that I simply swayed away. The second caress resulted in an intake of breath so loud I would certainly wake Jones. He’d know what to do.

And then I felt something slither over my bare breast. When had I exposed them? I’d gone to sleep fully clothed, following exasperated admonitions from Jones.

I looked down to find that I was entirely free of my corset, my breasts swollen as though I’d taken special lactation herbs.

“Not again,” I moaned as something moved about my breast in a circular fashion. As you may recall from my Roman adventures, this was not my first encounter with spontaneous lactation. My first time proved something of a shock, but now I was ready.

I looked down and caught ‌sight of moving scales in the moonlight.

“Oh no,” I whispered as what appeared to be a snake slithered over my sensitive breast.

Just as I’d resolved to cry out for Jones again, the reptile slid right over my straining nipple and sent my back bowing. “Oh no,” this time moaning.

My legs came apart, and I writhed under those relentless scales, their progress in pleasuring me unhindered by the viscous honey.

From below my skirts, there was a noise, as if to give warning that a new touch was coming. After a few moments, I felt another snake, this time sliding over my leg.

I remained utterly still, terrified that any resistance or sudden movements might cause the snakes to bite me. The beast on my thigh slid over the same patch of skin as if to reassure me.

It was then that I recalled my attempts to lure forth spirits from the ground and underworld, and the effect my tears must have had on bringing them fully out at last.

I trailed a hand over the breast that had gone untouched by the snake and confirmed what I had suspected: I was suddenly plump with milk.

Unable to resist temptation, I tweaked the nipple and released drops of milk, my thighs relaxing at the pleasant stimulation. The snake that had been stroking the other breast slithered over and held out a tongue as if to request nourishment.

My hand trembled, and milk dripped from my fingers as the snake slowly approached. Before I could react, it brought that long tongue into its mouth, then lashed it out against my hand just as quickly.

“You’re not supposed to use your tongue that way,” I said, squinting at the snake. “But you aren’t a snake, are you?”

There in the Cretan night, I writhed as the snake bathed in my milk and honey.

“What I wouldn’t give for—”

I was about to say something about a hard cock when the snake between my thighs moved higher.

“Yes, yes, fuck me,” I moaned, spreading to give it space to pleasure me.

The reptile slithered over my seam and set my legs shaking. I was scared to interfere with its slide and end up with a bite, although I wanted to stroke my clitoris because that snake seemed so reluctant to go where I’d truly receive pleasure.

“Fill me, stroke my nub, make me gush honey for you,” I whispered to the snakes still moving across my body. “I want to give it to you.”

I thought they’d circle the same places forever, endlessly stroking, when I heard the wind change.

No, not the wind. What I heard was that distinctive hissing noise, multiplied until I couldn’t be sure whence it came nor how many snakes approached.

Just when I thought I must call out, must bolt, I felt the first of them slide over my foot. And then they were coming relentlessly, waves of snakes traveling over my body and setting my nerves aflame as they brought me closer to paroxysm.

“Please, please,” I begged, wishing just one of them would take pity and let me reach climax.

The sensation of so many moving, scaled creatures on my sensitive breasts proved difficult. It was as if they were milking me in some uncoordinated fashion, and I leaked from my swollen nipples.

“But I want to come,” I moaned, tears now coming fast as I grew frustrated.

I thought my weeping fruitless, as it had been when I was a child calling for my mother — who had died at the time of my birth. But this time, those teardrops hit the soil and took root in a land of milk and honey, where pain and denial gave birth to the most exultant pleasure.

From the hill nearby came a figure. If I had to describe it, I could only say it was a massive snake, like a mythical serpent of yore. It soon loomed over me, its enormous head blocking out the moon.

The small snakes that had been teasing my body fled. My twisting and turning while they had pleasured me ineffectually caused him to see my exposed breasts and my raised skirts. Excellent.

“Have you come to fuck me?” I asked, not wishing to waste time or attempt to cover myself.

“You’ve only begged us to emerge from the earth over and over, mistress.”

“And yet, what draws you forth without fail seems to be my tears,” I said. “What a cruel god you are!”

Before me, where there had once loomed a serpent, there now stood a man. A giant man, but a man‌.

“I think you like our version of cruelty.”

His voice was deep, with no sign of the hisses I’d been hearing this night. Was he truly but a man? How disappointing that would prove!

And then he lowered himself to the ground between my spread thighs, one hand on the hems of my skirts as he took in my body in the moonlight. As he studied me, I regarded his muscled chest and thick hair. And finally noticed the scales that graced the tops of his cheekbones, as if his maker too thought it a shame to deprive him of all serpent attributes.

“You are wet and dark and welcoming like a grotto, mistress.”

“And yet you linger outside,” I replied.

I saw his hand working over something at ‌his hips, and my heart soared. At last!

Until he rocked back on his heels to allow the fog-shrouded moonlight to illuminate the thing between his thighs.

It was gargantuan, and the shaft bore scales like those that graced his face.

“Oh my,” I whispered, fearing my desire might be bigger than my cunt.

“Oh, yes, mistress,” he said, jerking his hand up and down so I could see the copious liquid pouring from the tip. I tried to think back to whether I’d inserted my trusty pessary before venturing to the cave this morning.

“Barriers are nothing compared to the force of my need for you,” he growled as if he could hear my thoughts.

I whimpered, and my legs spread further apart for him.

“That’s right, give me your little cave, mistress.”

For some reason, I looked back down at that monstrous cock he’d soon attempt to fit within me and gasped. Above that club was a further appendage, a smaller, slithering, snake-like thing that flashed its tongue at me.

“That’s not going—”

“You like my assistant, do you, mistress?” he asked, flipping up my skirt roughly to expose my legs and cunt to the night.

“It’s terrifying,” I said, watching it bob and hiss above that gargantuan cock. “Will it eat me?”

As the serpent lord settled between my thighs and let the head of his staff rest against my honey-glazed inner lips, he smiled. “You’ll like how it eats you.”

I looked down, past my engorged breasts, and drew in air as if laboring. The serpent pushed the head of that strange cock into my entrance.

“How can all that fit?” I moaned, watching as I took him in.

“The honey eases the way for my cock and feeds its vigor. Why, you should barely be able to feel me, mistress.”

I groaned as he pushed deeper. I could feel every bit of him. What was he on about?

“Squeeze me,” he said while brushing over my nub.

I bore down on that giant cock, and my scream rent the night. I felt a pain and stretch that made me wonder if childbirth resembled this, as if the veil of pleasure had suddenly lifted.

“That’s right,” he growled, working in and out of me faster now that my body had gone lax. “Dare you malign the honey I’ve given you?”

“No, I — oh, it’s too much,” I cried, fearful of contracting around him again.

“The next time you do that, you’ll relish the pain,” he said with a leer. “Too much honey isn’t good for a little kitten. She needs milk and tears and bitter herbs to feel all that life offers.”

“But you’ll split me!” I cried, the rocking of my hips at odds with my protesting words.

“Even the earth needs to split and shake sometimes, mistress. You felt her warning rumbles, now give me one of yours.”

He moved faster, making the honey within and around me sound sticky as he fucked until my breasts bobbed under his thrusts. I watched as my nipples released drops of milk that ran onto the honey-covered ground.

Those scales on his cock rubbed over some part deep inside that forced me to flutter on his shaft. The pain was temporary and only made my blood run hotter.

“What have you done to me?” I asked, rocking up to meet him thrust for thrust.

“You go on about manuscripts concerning pleasure from other lands. Here in Crete, hands, mouths, and cocks will administer all your instruction. Earned knowledge is the only kind worth having.”

I paused. Now, I’d given Jones plenty of earfuls about his unending delight in manuscripts, but this characterization of them as useless really was a bridge too far.

“I say, sir,” I said when I felt something swipe at my nub.

I looked down, and the additional small cock-snake had its mouth open, its tongue lashing against my clitoris whenever the serpent god slammed home.

I held out my hands, looking for something to grab, something to anchor me as ‌that creature and his cocks sent my body arching in pleasure.

“Please, please,” I cried, the sensations becoming unbearable as I leaked tears and milk and my orgasm approached.

The prospect of contracting around that thing again had me coming close to paroxysm and jumping back as if touching a hot stove.

“For a lady explorer, you are certainly wary of exploring the ways I’ll make this fine cunt gush on my cock,” he said, laughing when I released a series of high notes when his smaller member licked my bump from top to bottom and side to side.

“I don’t want it to hurt,” I cried out as he slowed his thrusts and made each one drag along parts of me that set my legs to shaking.

“But if you are to give birth to my children, some pain will be required, mistress,” he said, his eyes warm above those scales on his cheekbones.

“Give birth…”

I looked down at where we were joined as he almost came to a halt. I was less shocked now by the size of his cocks and wished he’d move again so I might feel him deeper within me.

And then I saw what he was doing. That small appendage that had been licking at my nub was now alongside the serpent’s cock, attempting to ease into my stuffed cunt.

“No, no,” I said, trying to scoot back.

The serpent paused immediately and moved to withdraw from me.

“No, I mean,” I said, holding up my hands. “I want you. But I’m scared it won’t fit.”

“Why didn’t you say so?” asked the creature, leaning over me to stroke my hair. “We’ll take this nice and slow, and let you become accustomed to the stretch.”

He licked my tears from my face, then darted that long tongue out to lick at my nipples.

“Yes, do it,” I said, lifting my hips to meet him.

“I’ll just take myself out,” he said, pulling that thick cock from my body until I wanted to cry out for him to replace it. “And we can start with the smaller piece.”

So completely used had my cunt been that I didn’t feel the little appendage at first; only its questing tongue seemed to fire my nerves.

“That’s it, bear down on it. It’s small, but it deserves to feel your tight clasp, too, mistress.”

Just as I’d become accustomed to the feeling, the serpent reached down and settled his true cock at my entrance. He stroked my clitoris with the honey pouring from me and eased the head inside until he settled there with a pop.

“Have you broken me?” I asked, fear taking hold again.

“I will remake anew anything I break. And you’ll need that for what’s in store for you on Crete, mistress.”

At just the moment I thought he’d given me too much, that I’d die if he pressed those cocks in further, I broke around him; the honey gushing to ease the passage of his shafts.

I was ungoverned, every part of me trembling and giving up the liquid within as if I were the sea in the distance washing violently onto the shore.

And that serpent rode me to crest after crest, my body shaking as if I was the earth after a quake of great magnitude.

“I’ll fill you with my eggs, and you’ll hatch my children, mistress. You’re so wet and warm. I know they’ll grow long and hungry in your care.”

My cries seemed to bounce off the heavens as he poured himself into me.

“I can’t be a mother of snakes,” I moaned as I felt his seed meet my womb and wiggle forth to burrow inside.

But how was he flooding me there when I now recalled inserting my trusty pessary before we left for the coast?

He looked down at me with that sly smile that made me squeeze around his shafts.

“Mistress, you already are.”


Chapter 4


When I woke the next morning, I was in something of a lather. And not for the usual reasons.

“Jones,” I rasped, reaching for him in the blankets nearby. “I need you to check something.”

But he wasn’t there. I sat up to look about, fearful that he’d grown tired of my presence and plots, and taken the cart home. I would be stranded here in the Cretan countryside, but that shouldn’t be too awful? I could deal with the heavily armed resistance fighters in a mutually pleasurable way.

And then I saw him coming over the same hill the serpent god had crested in the night. Or in my dream. It was all unclear to me.

“Jones!” I shouted, ever so glad to see my amanuensis at last. He’d know what to do.

“Why are you wiggling, Miss Delachatte?” he asked as he drew closer. “Oh no, tell me you’re not having a private moment!”

I looked up from moving about my bedroll, hoping to confirm I had correctly placed my pessary before this expedition. “No, of course not! At least not on my own. Should you find a handsome rebel, send him to me.”

Jones groaned and dropped to the ground, the skin of water replenished since last night.

“You gathered fresh water?”

“I did. Our friend Yiorgis pointed me to a pool. He also—”

“Oh, thank goodness,” I gasped. “Wash your hands so you can feel inside me. Something most distressing has occurred!”

***

There was no honey. My bodice was back where I’d left it upon going to bed. I could find no sign of the serpent god or his legion of snakes, and certainly no double-barreled cock. The last saddened me more than I could say.

And yet, I felt that something had occurred in the night. Something delicious and sticky and very pleasurable.

It was only after a thorough appraisal of my innermost person that Jones concluded my pessary was in place and I was not in danger of delivering a nest of snakes.

His touch was efficient when I wished it would linger. What was wrong with me, turning me into a blushing girl when a scholar merely touched what another man — well, being — had claimed so ably?

When Jones pressed in again, searching for the stone I had received in Rome to prevent pregnancy, I felt the first flutters of an orgasm.

“You know that if someone wanted you pregnant, no little barrier would hold back their seed?”

I held in a moan at his provocative words, wishing he’d move his fingers deeper and drag them along the top wall that demanded his touch.

“Is that so?” I gasped, catching myself before I tweaked my nipples through that blasted bodice now upon me again.

“I can only conclude that your device has been correctly positioned since you inserted it,” said Jones, withdrawing.

I fought the urge to whine at the loss. It wouldn’t do to trouble him with my womanly needs. Why, he was but a weak scholar! The mere mention of sexual ecstasy outside of ancient tales in manuscripts might harm his mind irreparably!

It was as we were packing up our campsite that I found something on the ground that hadn’t been there before.

“Did you bring this to me, Jones?” I asked, looking at the piece in wonder.

“I brought you naught but water and my careful fingers,” he said wryly.

I pointed to the figurine lying on my blanket.

We regarded it together. It was a small carving of a woman wearing a splendid dress and apron, with her breasts bared.

I reached up to make sure that my dress hadn’t disappeared again. My bodice was still in place, while it hadn’t been in the night. Or in my dream.

In the woman’s hands, she held two wavy sticks.

“Are those…snakes?” asked Jones, squinting at her.

My heart leaped into my throat. Of course they were.

“And what’s that on her hat?” I asked, gesturing to the thing perched on the brim.

Jones picked up the figure, and we studied the object together.

“It looks like Bastet,” he said with some fondness, the cat having claimed him as a co-parent after we’d departed Rome and my health improved enough to allow me to dart about as usual.

“It does,” I replied, my body feeling both too warm and too cold.

“Where did it come from?” he said.

“It was here when I woke.”

“It would be funny if you found the only known artifact of the snake goddess without even trying,” he said, setting the piece aside so he could roll up our blankets.

“There’s a snake goddess?” I asked faintly.

“Miss Delachatte! Have you listened to anything I’ve said about Cretan lore?”

I thought back to his many lectures and realized that I had retained more of the promising, cock-having creatures than of Ariadne and the snake goddess. I vowed to pay closer attention in the future, never knowing when I might find myself as the starring lady in a mythical reenactment.

“I recall the bit about maenads holding snakes during orgies,” I said, settling our blankets into the cart.

Jones nodded, apparently satisfied that I remembered something from his long-winded discourses. I tucked the figurine into my bodice, right between my breasts, for safekeeping.

“We could let her ride in the back,” said Jones, eyeing the snakes in her hands that rose above my neckline.

“If this is the only artifact showing the snake goddess, it would be best to treat her with care. I’d hate to bring down a curse on all of Crete.”

It was when we’d been driving back towards the city for a few minutes that Jones looked up with a start. “I forgot to tell you!”

I gasped in mock horror. Jones, forget to lecture me on some esoteric knowledge? Heaven forfend!

“I met Yiorgis again while fetching our water, and I asked about sites for manuscripts and artifacts. He’s more of a fighter than a scholar,” said Jones as I hummed appreciatively at the memory of the fighter’s form, “but he said that anything discovered on Crete would end up in Istanbul, the capital of the Ottoman Empire.”

“So all scholarly work has ceased?” I asked in dismay.

“He was reticent on that front,” said Jones, handling the donkey well despite spending most of his life in the library.

“What are we going to do?” I asked; this news sent my plans up in flames.

“Yiorgis mentioned a cave that might be the location of the labyrinth. Near Gortyn.”

I gripped his coat in excitement. “Then let’s go now! The labyrinth? That’s where I can finally find the Minotaur!”

Jones stopped the donkey and turned to face me. He wore an expression of regret. “The cave is guarded by cultists who want nothing from Crete taken to the Ottoman capital. They’re fiercely protective of Cretan patrimony, and might make demands of you should you request passage.”

“Say no more, Jones. I’ll gladly give all of them passage.”


Chapter 5


It was during our third discussion of Pasiphaë’s fate that I grew frustrated.

“Why is the lady an object of scorn when her husband’s perfidy caused her to be cursed with lust for the bull?” I asked, sipping ‌raki at a roadside taverna on the way to Gortyn.

Jones slanted me a look, his expression wry.

“What?” I asked.

“You know why.”

“Because she’s a woman?” I asked, my mood sinking. I was not unaware of the reality of things; I had not survived thus far by closing my eyes to the ways of the world. Still, having to acknowledge the unfairness before Jones rankled. It was so at odds with the jaunty, modern woman I was trying to be.

“And because in myth, women often have to bear the burden of men’s sins.”

“Just in myth?” I asked, suddenly tired of the strong anise flavor and wanting to be on our way.

As we ambled back to the cart, he grabbed my hand. “You needn’t shoulder things alone,” he said.

I looked at where he held me, his hand seeming bigger than I expected. Something in me shifted. I hoped it wasn’t my pessary.

***

It was night when we came upon the cave in Gortyn. Jones lit a lantern and illuminated the low mouth of the cave.

“It rather looks like a building cut into the rock,” I said. “The labyrinth is supposed to be in there?”

Jones nodded, peering inside thoughtfully.

“If the Minotaur is inside, what are we waiting for?” I asked, moving to the entrance.

He held me back. “Do you hear that?”

I grew still and silent. Jones did not indulge in flights of fancy, so I knew his expressed disquiet was likely warranted.

At first, I heard nothing but the wind in the olive trees nearby. And then I picked up ‌a low hum.

I turned to him, ready to speak, when there was a great rushing overhead. At the sudden noise and movement, I collapsed into his arms, burrowing my face into his neck. “Whatever is it?” I cried.

He stood stock-still, watching. “Bats.”

“Oh, let us move away from here tonight. We can begin our exploration in the morning,” I said, trying to pull away from my mortifying pose of weakness but finding it difficult to force my legs to support my weight.

We bedded down under the gently rustling olive trees. And woke somewhere entirely new, ringed by masked men bearing torches.


Chapter 6


“They don’t look like the Minotaur,” I whispered to Jones beside me as I took in the men wearing horned masks and cloaks. I’d have thought they could be any followers of the old ways, but they — despite this being a festive occasion — wore blades and firearms at their waists.

“When did this transpire?” asked Jones, for once sounding as perplexed as I by the goings on of my explorations.

“Sometimes these things happen,” I said with a shrug, now somewhat used to it. It was alarming to wake in a new place, but some of my happiest memories have been when I was at the center of a large group of masked men.

We took in our surroundings. All around was dirt and stone, but nothing that resembled the cave at Gortyn.

“Hello,” I said to the men regarding us silently. “Would you know the way to the Minotaur? I would very much like to meet him. And given my work, he’d like to meet me.”

Jones snorted beside me, clearly unused to the intricacies of relating to men charged with guarding the old ways.

“You wish to meet the Minotaur?” asked one of their number. “Many have come for him, and they’ve not emerged from the labyrinth with their lives. What makes you different from all who have come before?”

“Death makes our cave smell bad,” said another man apologetically.

I studied the men in their cloaks and masks and wondered how frank I could be without being tossed out on my arse. I could only try.

“When I say I wish to meet the Minotaur, I’m afraid I was being euphemistic.”

The men studied me, weapons clanking softly.

“I wish to mate with the Minotaur,” I continued.

At that, the men rumbled and formed a circle so that they might discuss my provocative statement.

Beside me, Jones watched them warily. “You say such things and expect these very human men to allow you to pass?”

“Of course,” I said, pulling off the ring on my finger so I could place it on the chain around my neck.

“But they might demand liberties!” he exclaimed, affronted on my behalf.

“I certainly hope so,” I said under my breath as the group rearranged themselves before me.

“We shall permit you to enter the labyrinth to seek the Minotaur,” said one man with horns rising above the others.

“Well, that seems reasonable,” Jones whispered.

“On one condition.”

He groaned, having some sense of what was coming.

“Lust consumes the Minotaur, and he’ll likely capture you and use your body. We must determine if you’re up for the demands he’ll make of you.”

“My kind of bargain,” I murmured to Jones.

“You seem a scholarly or missionary type of woman, easily broken on the Minotaur’s mythically proportioned staff. We can only let you pass if you can accept the Bull.”

I stood up straighter. “Now, see here, I may be a homely lady,” I said.

Jones snorted.

“And I am of scholarly bent, but I’ve taken plenty of impressive cocks in my day, I’ll have you know. Yet I am not inclined to take part in mating with a real cow! That’s hardly appropriate for my volume of tales, which I must sell to ladies across the lands.”

The cultist held up his hands to placate me. “We do not mean an actual bull, madam.”

“Then what does he mean?” asked Jones quietly.

“We refer to the Bull,” said the chief cultist, sweeping one man’s cloak aside to reveal a cock of impressive length and thickness despite it being only half hard.

“Well, I can find room in my social diary and my cunt for that,” I said, leering at the specimen.

“Either of you may accept the Bull. And you shall do so in the wooden cow made by Daedalus for Pasiphaë.”

“I do so enjoy keeping things historical.” I squinted to better see all of the Bull’s most splendid cockhead. “I volunteer!” I yelled, stepping forward with my hand reaching to the heavens so there could be no doubt that I would be the one to receive that thing. Let us remember my sacrifice as a tribute to the women who have gone before us, taking cocks for the benefit of humanity.


Chapter 7


It was when I clambered into the wooden cow, somehow preserved since the days of legend, that I discovered a flaw in my plan.

“Jones, what are you doing in here?” I asked, alarmed to find the man sitting in the chest when I climbed inside.

Behind me, the door in the wooden beast closed.

“I couldn’t let you take this on without me,” he mumbled, looking away.

I realized that I’d shed my clothing before crawling into the cow — to the visible delight and erotic discomfort of the cultists — and I was now entirely nude in front of my assistant.

“Apologies for my lack of dress, Jones,” I said, trying to be a modern, logical woman about this. I peered at the smooth wood of the ancient cow’s insides and felt for a helpful opening.

“It’s hardly the first time I’ve seen you in flagrante delicto,” he said, his eyes firmly on the ceiling of our cow.

I rapped his knuckles and earned a look of alarm from him. “You, more than anyone, should know that there’s nothing delicto about my explorations. They are a very scholarly outgrowth of a lifelong dream to bring knowledge to women. We’ve been denied this information for too long!”

“You’ll need to back up ‌more to line your…person up with the entrance hole,” he said, ignoring my outburst.

“Yes, thank you,” I said, scooting around to get in position for the necessary rogering.

“Do you feel ready to accept the Bull?” he asked doubtfully, shuddering when he presumably recalled that almost mythical girth.

“Not at all,” I said cheerfully. “Would you like to get me wet enough to take him?”

“Miss Delachatte!” he exclaimed, his embarrassment obvious from the way he hung his head.

“Ahh, Jones, I’ve been too forward with you,” I said, suddenly mortified at how I’d treated my employee. Had I been a man saying such things to a woman, my conduct would have been… yes, expected…but also infamous. “I shouldn’t say that to you.”

“We’ll prepare the cow for mounting!” yelled a voice from outside the structure.

I gasped when I felt a thick finger pass through the wooden hole and enter my own.

“Shouldn’t you?” he said, his eyelids lowered as he regarded my bared breasts.

I sat like a frog upon the floor of the cow’s belly, my cunt spread and aligned with the hole in the back and my body on display to my fellow captive.

“I shouldn’t,” I confirmed with a shudder.

“They aren’t hurting you?” Jones asked, his face tight.

“No, it feels good. It’s just that two men have each inserted a finger into me, and their movements are uncoordinated.”

His lids lowered as he watched where I was taking them. It was dark inside the wooden cow, but he observed all the same, his eyes seeming to glow hazel as he saw me getting opened by other men.

When those fingers withdrew from my cunt, I froze in fear.

“The Bull approaches!” exclaimed a voice from outside the cow.

“Oh no,” I moaned, suddenly thinking of the length and girth I’d need to take in this open position.

“Should we stop the ritual?” asked Jones, his face entirely serious as he regarded me with some consternation.

“No, just…” I said, pausing when I felt that thick cockhead kiss my inner lips.

“Just what?” asked Jones.

“Steady me so I can take him,” I said, feeling that giant cock push inside me. It was going to be a hard ride; I could already feel it.

Jones came closer, placing a hand on my bare waist.

“Is this alright, Miss Delachatte?” he asked lowly, his voice deep and soothing. I opened more for the Bull’s cock.

“Yes, anything,” I gasped.

“Shhh,” he whispered, using his free hand to bring my head to his shoulder.

The Bull pushed the whole of that long cock inside of me, giving me a moment to acclimate to the tremendous size.

“How does it feel?” asked Jones, stroking my side comfortingly.

“Full,” I said, my breath exhaling all at once on his neck. It must have been hot because he too shuddered. His hand gripped my waist before loosening again and petting me.

“You’re taking him so well,” praised Jones, just as the Bull pulled out of my clasp. If I knew anything about men with gigantic cocks, that could only mean one thing: he meant to slam into me. I braced.

“Now, now, no tensing,” said Jones, lightly pinching me. “You’ve got to stay open for him so they’ll give you to the Minotaur, Miss Delachatte.”

“I’m scared,” I admitted, mortified to be seen in this state. I handled most of my ecstasy and doubt in private, far from the watchful eyes of people I know.

“You’ll be hurt if you resist it,” he said, brushing a finger over my straining nipple. Had he meant to do that?

I didn’t have time to dwell on it, because the Bull slammed home, as expected, and seated himself deep in my cunt.

“Breathe,” ordered Jones, stroking my hair. “Are you pained?”

“No,” I whimpered as the Bull shoved in quickly a few times as if to test my depths.

“Are you gripping him?” he asked sternly.

“I don’t, I don’t—”

“That must mean yes,” said Jones disapprovingly. He tweaked my nipple, this time certainly on purpose.

I wailed at the sensation, tiny spasms firing inside of me at the stretch of the Bull’s cock and my assistant’s surprisingly effective touches.

“Are you sufficiently wet?” he asked. “I don’t hear that you’re wet.”

“Yes?”

“And yet you don’t perfume this cow with your musk. And I don’t hear the slide of that bull in your cunt. You need to be dripping to take this man and the Minotaur.”

I cried out. Where had Jones learned such words? Surely, they didn’t exist in manuscripts!

By now, the Bull had set a punishing rhythm, his colossal body slamming into the wooden cow as if doing so might allow him to get further into me. He had already tested my depths; I could only imagine how hard he’d ride me without the walls forming a barrier between us.

“Give me your hand,” said Jones, capturing my fingers and attention.

He brought our joined hands to my breasts, which felt heavy and achy. “Not again,” I moaned, thinking of when I’d played the she-wolf of Rome and allowed the Luperci to suckle me.

“You’re being bred inside a wooden cow by a cultist standing in for Poseidon’s perfect bull, my dear; did you think you’d escape such a fate?”

“But they’re so full,” I whined, wishing Jones would relieve me of their milk. The thought of his lips sucking me again made me clench around the Bull, which earned a roar from outside and a hard thrust.

Jones simply brought our joined hands lower. He said enigmatically, “You’ll soon be free of that milk most pleasurably.”

Down and down our hands moved together, brushing over my navel. My thighs trembled as I felt our fingers trail over the thatch of hair between my legs, which had returned in full force after my Egyptian adventures.

“There,” he said, “get yourself properly wet. You’ve got a Minotaur to take.”

He tried to pull back and leave me to my needs alone.

“Oh, but whatever am I to do, Mr. Jones?” I said, pretending to be confused about the mechanics of my body.

“Surely you know.”

“I’m afraid your meaning is not clear, sir,” I sniffed.

He arranged my index and middle fingers together and then brought them to my engorged clitoris.

“You know what this is,” he said wryly.

“Um?”

He chuckled and muttered something that sounded like impossible woman. And then he directed my fingers over my own flesh in ways that had me quaking.

“Are you getting wetter?” he asked, his breath hot against my ear. Was I getting wetter? How was I to know when it felt like my whole being was riding a funicular railroad to the top of a mountain, each moment clicking another increment to the summit?

“You’re taking him so well,” he breathed into my hair as he continued to show me how to stroke myself. It was both familiar and entirely new to me, my motions as unsteady as the first attempts by a colt to stand.

“Jones, won’t you…” I entreated, longing to feel what he’d do to me if given the chance.

His eyes were fully hazel now — then the Bull’s cock slamming home dragged me back again.

My assistant moved his hand to my neck and stroked my nape. “You don’t need me, a mere scholar, to help you reach the heights. You’re Cordelia Delachatte, soon-to-be celebrated lady explorer, who can do everything and anyone.”

I moaned. He has such a way with words. Such good sense.

“Now, are you going to let your little chatte mew?”

I cried out.

“Oh, did you think I believed Delachatte is your real surname?” he asked, holding my neck in place against his shoulder when I thought to look into his eyes. “You thought French would be enough to confuse me?”

How did he know my greatest secret! Dratted man, forever one step ahead of me!

“No, I, I didn’t mean—”

“You want to prance about as Miss Pussy and then whine when the mere entrée to your self-devised sexploration makes you ache?”

I grew tighter around the Bull at his tense words.

“Take that cock, Miss Delachatte,” he said. “There’s more coming.”

I could have been mistaken, but I felt something other than my own fingers run over my nub then, as if he’d broken his own rule not to touch me and was granting my cunt a little pet.

The groan I let out as my orgasm struck my shoulders and ran down my spine had the sound of a woman giving birth, so desperately overwhelmed was I by the pleasure forced into my body. One hand gripped the wooden interior of the cow, my other hand still rubbing at my clitoris, and my head resting against Jones’s shoulder.

Inside of me, that profoundly enormous cock jerked, and I felt the Bull pour seed into ‌my channel. I groaned as he thrust through the mess and slickness of it, proving his balls were as large as his cock. He gave me spurt after spurt of his seed, as if to test the efficacy of my admittedly primitive stone pessary.

“Oh no,” I moaned as he dumped more of his spend within me, no doubt pushing past the barrier to my womb even now.

It was then that I realized Jones was trembling.

“Oh, dear,” I whispered. “I’ve broken you.”

I brought a hand to his neck, and he vibrated more.

“Jones, I’m sorry,” I said. “What have I done? Have I pushed you too far?”

He said nothing, just settled his palms on the floor of our cow as if he too wished to summon chthonic deities.

“Do you need me to relieve you?” I asked. “It would be the work of a moment. You’ve been so helpful.”

“So helpful,” he whispered, his eyes that hazel color that so fascinated me.

When I felt the cow's trapdoor opening, I scrambled aside. As soon as the way out was clear, Jones bolted from our shared captivity.

Leaving me to face the Minotaur alone.


Chapter 8


The thing no one ever tells you about running with breasts suddenly swollen with milk for an ancient sex ritual is that it hurts like the devil.

I was so preoccupied with holding my aching teats that I barely noticed my surroundings. Until I came upon a fresco showing the trajectory of a youth leaping over a bull.

At least I hoped it was a youth, I reflected as I studied the stucco. The idea of leaping over so much as a crack in the floor right now made my body ache.

In my moment of non-vigilance, my hands had drifted to my sides and my palms faced the ground. It was the position I’d assumed when trying to summon earth spirits, but it was entirely accidental now. This time, it worked immediately. Oops.

I felt, rather than heard, the snakes traveling up my legs in a slither that sent my spine shivering. They made their way to my forearms efficiently, as if to make me the snake goddess figurine — minus the partial dress.

Wearing naught but two snakes, standing before a bull fresco, was how the Minotaur found me.

“Oh, so you’re real!” I exclaimed brightly, unsure of how else to greet the giant creature of myth.

I stood still, afraid of signaling that I wanted to bolt and begin a chase that would surely leave me bruised in the chest at best, gored at worst.

“That’s a very nice horn you have there,” I said. “Those, too.” I nodded to the horns on his head to let him know I wasn’t so singularly focused on his cock that I didn’t appreciate the headgear that marked him as a grown Minotaur.

The Minotaur snorted. Things were feeling distinctly uncomfortable. My snakes slithered back down my body and scurried away as if this exchange was too awkward even for them and their vibration-sensing internal ears.

“You might wonder why I had snakes on my arms. I haven’t confirmed this with them directly,” I said, waving my hands nervously, “but I believe they’re earth spirits.”

He stared at me, the ring of gold in his nostrils glinting.

“Do you enjoy wearing that?” I asked, gesturing to the ring. “It’s just that I’d be happy to—”

He lifted said nose and sniffed the air.

“Another bull has covered you,” he said.

His voice was deep, the timbre rich, as it came from within a barrel chest and out an enormous head. My knees softened at his words. Were Minotaurs jealous types? If so, I should start running now, pain or not.

He drew closer and scented me.

“You’re fertile,” he said. “And swollen with milk.” He raised one of his giant hands to my breast and cupped it gently as if to test the weight. “Heavy with it.”

“That’s very kind of you to notice, sir,” I said, trying to keep my composure as that big hand fondled my breast.

“You know where you are?” he asked, crouching before me.

“In the labyrinth?” I asked, my voice rising when he applied his mythical mouth to my nipple and suckled.

He hummed, that wet snout and cool gold ring in his nose touching the swollen curves of my body.

“You don’t seem such a bad sort,” I said playfully. “I promise I won’t run from you.”

He pulled off my teat with a pop and sucked on the other. Oh, sweet relief! He was most excellent at nursing, and I couldn’t resist running a hand through his shaggy fur as he relieved me of that painful milk.

When the Minotaur rose again, he had cream around his mouth, which he licked off lasciviously before my eyes.

“Are you sure about that?” he asked.

“Where do you want me? I’ll gladly spread for such a good beast.”

Said beast eyed me as if uncertain of what to make of a human woman who didn’t run screaming from copulation. Perhaps this experience might prove just as instructive for him as it would be for me.

He took my hand into his own and brought it between his thighs. “Are you sure about that?” he repeated.

At first, I was unsure of what it was I had my hand on. Then he jerked in my hold, and I realized it was, in fact, his cock.

The thing was heavy and thick and made the Bull seem reasonable in comparison.

“That’s…”

“Yes,” he said with a leer. “That’s why they run.”

I was still uncomprehending, touching the cockhead and trying to understand his girth without the ability to get my small hand around him.

“Those movements are unlikely to dampen my ardor, lady explorer.”

“You know who I am!” I exclaimed, delighted that knowledge of my work had spread even prior to the publication of these memoirs.

“I know you,” he whispered, backing me into the wall where youths jumped the bull. “And I’ll know you.”

I had a momentary flutter of panic and decided to reason with him. “Well, you see, I’m simply not proportioned to take one of your size.”

“One of my size.”

“Your cock.”

He snorted and brought his hand to my thigh.

“Yes, precisely, let’s take a scientific approach. You can feel how unprepared I am to accommodate you.”

Never let it be said that Minotaurs can’t follow orders when they want to: he slid his fingers right between my cleft and worked my channel until he pulled out with a satisfied grunt.

“You see? It’s just not feasible, I’m afraid. I’m ever so sorry to have disturbed your peace in here. I wouldn’t have done so had I known you’re so generously formed.”

He stared down at me.

“Now, which way is the exit?”

***

At this point in the tale, I should admit to a slight sleight of hand in my account. As the premier sexplorer of the age, I wasn’t actually surprised by the Minotaur’s cock. I sought him out precisely for that mythically proportioned appendage.

My body opened receptively to the idea of taking him, and I was wet and ready by the time he pushed into me with his fingers.

But one does not simply lie back and spread for the Minotaur, if our exchange was any indication. It would have detracted from the sense of occasion and deprived the mythical beast of the rare opportunity for enrichment in that buried labyrinthine palace.

At least, that’s what I told myself when I bolted from my place against the wall and raced down one of the long hallways as if hoping to flee from him.

It was when I ran upstairs to another level of the labyrinth that I felt how incompletely he’d drained my milk. Or perhaps it was returning most insistently. Either way, my legs were fatigued, my breasts sore, when the Minotaur caught me in a hallway by the neck.

You might be surprised that I enjoy a somewhat hairy hand holding me in place. Though now that I write that, I realize the fact would surprise few people.

Thus, a firm hand lowered me to the stone floor, controlling my spine while the other hand positioned my knees so the Minotaur could prepare to mount me.

“You thought to run from your fate as a wet and welcome hole for the Minotaur?” he asked from behind.

When mythical creatures refer to themselves in the third person, I know I’m about to be rogered senseless. I tipped my hips to receive him and prepared for my so-called punishment.

“You thought to escape this cock?” he bellowed, slapping that huge thing against my arse. Really, I don’t know why he did that, considering it must have hurt him far more than it hurt me!

“I am but a weak woman, virginal and pure, and the Minotaur is a big, scary creature!” I cried, playing along as my cunt ached for him to enter me.

And then it ached because he did enter me. Instinctively, my hands scrambled on the stone floor, and I groaned at the future state of my knees after taking his thrusts.

He didn’t tease my entrance, didn’t prolong the first slide in, simply pushed his cock in until the head was seated in the place my stone pessary guarded the mouth of my womb, and then he pulled it back out just as quickly.

With a cock like that, he didn’t need tricks or finesse to make me wail. Down those deserted corridors, my screams of pleasure echoed, twisting into something that sounded sinister while I fluttered and quaked on that beastly shaft.

I was a mess of leaking milk and sopping cunt, arching my back like a cat in heat to take that mythical cock deeper than I’d taken anything before.

Did he behave like a gentleman and apply one of those enormous hands to my nub so I could shatter around him? Absolutely not; he used me as a sheath for that gargantuan cock with no regard for my pleasure.

Little did he know that such disregard had never stopped me from having a wonderful time.

As I wailed and thrashed below him to make things more exciting, I saw something in front of me: a red string. It was wiggling, so I initially mistook it for my friendly earth spirit snakes, but it was just a string.

A string that had made it into a buried, ancient labyrinthine palace, I mused, reaching out to touch it. It was not thicker than yarn, but touching it filled me with a sense of sipping perfectly warm tea or the weight of my purring cat, Bastet.

I wrapped that thread around my wrists and dove into the wash of pleasant memories while making a new one as the Minotaur used me in the most brutal, pleasurable manner.

“Going to flood this little cunt,” he grunted, pulling me back by the hips onto his cock.

“Oh, please, sir, no,” I wailed for his benefit, secure in the knowledge that my pessary would save the day.

“Keep you fat with milk and my baby,” he ground out.

“But you’ll break me!” I screamed as if the thought didn’t make me astonishingly wet.

The red string yanked around my wrists, drawing me away from the Minotaur, and my knees skittered across the floor.

“You’ll not escape my cock,” he roared, chasing me and plunging back inside to my considerable delight.

It was as he growled and his thrusts became unsteady that I felt something tender about my chest. I looked at the string, and it was slacker now, but images seemed to flow from it.

I dropped the string from one hand, and the impressions slowed and faded. Picking it back up, I saw everything again: Bastet as a kitten killing a lizard, the feel of fabric under my hands in a market, waves bisected by the hull of a ship.

Above all, I experienced an immense sense of peace and a warm emotion I couldn’t quite name. It settled in my chest, then sent me sneezing.

That string did what the Minotaur’s cock couldn’t manage: it freed my brain so completely that I exploded into a paroxysm so great it might have temporarily made me a solid stone carving of a woman. My muscles were rigid and my spine was hard as I milked that mythical Minotaur’s cock until his seed had no choice but to overflow my depths and splatter on the floor below us.

I felt him pull out his cock and collapse on the ground, vanquished by our fucking. I rose to my knees, mindful of his spend coating my thighs, and thought to say goodbye to this creature of legend. But the string yanked at my wrists and beckoned me away.


Chapter 9


“There you are. I’ve been pulling you,” said Jones from where he stood at the mouth of the cave, his feet planted and the red string wrapped about his hands.

“I can’t believe I made it out of that place!” I said, shivering at the Minotaur’s seed drying on my thighs. Jones whipped his coat off, then his shirt, and helped to pull it on me despite my lack of coordination after such great sexual exertion. “Where did you find so much string?”

Jones looked at the wadded-up red string and seemed perplexed for a moment. “It appeared when I was trying to search for you. I thought it was a snake at first.”

After Jones finished doing up the buttons on the shirt I now wore, I knelt down and stroked the red thread. Thank you, I thought, and — for just a moment — perceived a shiver of pleasure from the pile of string.

***

Despite all our thoughts to the contrary, we were at the mouth of that original cave at Gortyn to which we’d arrived…today? One thousand years ago? It was difficult to know how much time had passed.

The donkey accepted water gratefully, and we were all hungry, so we set out for home without delay, Jones wearing only his jacket on top and me wrapped in a blanket to cover what his shirt failed to conceal.

Just before Heraklion, we spotted Yiorgis on a hill. He raised his hand in greeting, then slipped between the olive trees. It felt like the beginning of the end of our time in Crete.

At our compound, I found Bastet lounging in a sunbeam, ever majestic and sphinxlike.

My trusty map was on the table in our lodgings. With stories gathered, fucks experienced, I was ready to move on to new lands and tales that might guide women to a path of fulfillment.

But was I fulfilled? I wondered as I stood in my borrowed shirt, surveying the vast regions I’d yet to explore. Something about this journey seemed so endless, so futile.

“Where to next?” asked Jones behind me.

My eyes lingered on borders and mountains. How would the shifting map constrain my plans more effectively than outdated mores bound my person back in England?

“I don’t know,” I said, suddenly feeling deflated and not a little hopeless. I shouldn’t try to think about the future while still wearing the spend of my latest conquest.

I turned to begin the long process of drawing a bath when Jones caught me. My back was to his front, with the table and my map spread before us.

He put his finger over mine, as he had inside the wooden cow, and guided them over the paper.

“Don’t let’s rush,” he said against my ear. “We have all the time in the world.”

Easy for him to say; he wasn’t the one suddenly wet and swollen from a spot of geography.

***

THE SEXPLORATION CONTINUES in

Worshipped on the Acropolis: The Erotic Adventures of a Victorian Scholaress, Vol. 4

“Men always think they’ll be the one to lock me at home and fill my belly. The one to slip some gold on my finger so they might stand on the podium above all others, the champion of taming me.”

Athens, 1873. Three continents of gods, cultists, and monsters have had their way with Cordelia Delachatte. Her secretary, Mr. Jones, has put her back together after every one of them — and never once claimed his turn.

She dives through a gymnasium window and lands among oiled would-be Olympians who take turns serving her on the vaulting horse. Jones translates their praise, stroking ink-stained fingers over the leather beside her hip with the idle patience of a man who has all the time in the world. He never touches her skin. She feels him everywhere. When at last he stops translating and says Cordelia, she is undone.

Beneath the Parthenon, water nymphs worship her with sacred oil and soft mouths. They leave her aching.

A bronze mirror shows her a future. A cave waits on the hillside. And the amanuensis at her side since Cairo is done translating.

Worshipped on the Acropolis is the 11,000-word fourth installment of the Cordelia Delachatte, Victorian Lady Sexplorer series — for readers who prefer their history unbuttoned, their delights forbidden, and their secretaries far above their station.

Available 10 July 2026 in eBook and on Kindle Unlimited: elizabethroubaix.com/Worshipped
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Sign up for Elizabeth’s newsletter to receive a too-spicy-for-Amazon book and upcoming release intel: elizabethroubaix.com/Bred
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Follow Elizabeth on Amazon for alerts when new stories are published: elizabethroubaix.com/amazon.

Shared on the Nile: The Erotic Adventures of a Victorian Scholaress, Vol. 1 (Cordelia Delachatte, Victorian Lady Sexplorer Book 1)

“On a Tuesday in March, I found myself on an ancient Egyptian mortuary table wearing naught but a scrap of linen. Such is to be expected in my line of work.”

Luxor, 1871. Miss Cordelia Delachatte — twenty-eight, possessing neither beauty nor charm — has sailed to Egypt in pursuit of a papyrus on women’s pleasure. Her amanuensis, Mr. Jones, carries the luggage and takes notes.

The papyrus survived. The most important parts did not. Masked followers of ancient gods offer to restore what was lost.

For every hole they mend in her manuscript, she surrenders one of her own. She accepts immediately. She is, after all, a woman of science.

They scrub her with natron salt and anoint her in cloves and frankincense, tending every inch before passing her between them. A snouted Anubis nuzzles her open until she floods like the Nile. And when she is shrouded in linen and lowered into a sarcophagus with twelve openings, Amun-Ra, the Hidden One, divides himself to fill them all at once.

Mr. Jones knew exactly where to find the temple. Cordelia has not yet thought to ask why.

Shared on the Nile is the 10,000-word first installment of the Cordelia Delachatte, Victorian Lady Sexplorer series — for readers who prefer their history unbuttoned and their delights forbidden.

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/Nile

***

Filling Their Tailoress: Short and Steamy MFM Ménage of Convenience Historical Romance (Dick Stone, Regency Stud Prequel)

A talented Regency tailoress takes two lords intent on doubling her pleasure.

Lord Banastre “Bonnie” Lascelles was enjoying some company at the bawdy house when the night watch showed up for a raid. What’s a chaotic aristocrat to do when he’s in deep trouble with the law? Run to Molly Trenchard, known as the Buckskin Breechess, and claim the whole thing was a misunderstanding.

When Molly demands Bonnie’s help with a small problem of her own, they discover just how much fun trying to make an heir can be. With the deadline looming, they call in stud Lord Edward Richard Stone, to double their efforts.

But what happens if Bonnie and Molly are making more than just an heir — and they’re falling in love?

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/filling

***

Matrons I’d Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season

Five forgotten wives. Five forbidden awakenings. One scandalous collection of Regency heat.

The mamas of the ton are hot, bothered, and desperately in need of a good tup.

They’ve done everything society asked of them — married well, managed households, raised heirs. But behind the closed doors of London’s finest townhouses, five matrons discover that desire doesn’t end with a wedding ring. In fact, for these neglected wives, the real pleasure is only just beginning.

Now these ravishing, mature women are working off their debts, taking a band of rakes, riding the cavalry, satisfying a club of libertines, and tempting hulking bodyguards.

It’s time for the matrons to play more than cards.

The Matrons I’d Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season special 5-book bundle includes:

Working Off Her Debt
Taking the Rakes
Servicing the Regiment
Pleasing the Members
Spreading for the Bodyguards

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/MatronsBundle

***

A Few Good Bucks: The Complete Series

Five masked rakes discover that love is the most dangerous game of all.

Welcome to the Forest, where London’s men of consequence don stag masks and share the company of wanton ladies eager to take their fill. The Grand Bucks have spent decades reveling in their private sanctuary, but nothing prepares them for what happens when the right women walk through their doors. Their fraternal order is about to crumble under an invasion of curves, wit, and feminine determination.

A lady’s maid pregnant with a mogul’s child decides it’s time for him to pay in more than coin. A neglected marchioness storms London to claim her absent husband and his virile body. An heiress with a dangerous inheritance discovers that public ruin can be deliciously liberating. A courtesan broken by cruel men finds healing in the arms of her first love. A musical debutante’s melodies bewitch a duke into abandoning his libertine ways.

These women aren’t just warming beds — they’re turning England’s most notorious rakes into devoted husbands. When a Buck meets his match, surrender is the only option.

The A Few Good Bucks: The Complete Series special 5-book bundle includes:

The Mogul and the Maid
Claiming His Forgotten Wife
How to Lose a Dowry in Three Bucks
The Viscount’s Last Vow
How to Buck a Duke Without Even Trying

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/BucksBundle


About the author


Elizabeth Roubaix could share 1066 reasons why you wouldn’t want to live in the past, but would rather write super steamy, historical erotic romance. Combining tender love stories, scorching sex scenes, and an ahistorical amount of bathing, her short tales are perfect for when you want a quick and spicy trip back in time.

Newsletter sign up: elizabethroubaix.com/newsletter.
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