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Prologue

She couldn't take it anymore. She had tried. She had tried. They have been easy to ignore, at first: faint stirrings, stirrings deep in her loins, stirrings that she attributed only to the fact that she had not had a man in some time. But then... The urges became deeper. More intense. She began to be unable to focus at the archaeological dig she was working on, her mind consumed by that deep, barely hidden lust that pulsed inside her.

And the dreams... Oh, the dreams. They were the worst, by far. At least when she was awake, she had some notion of how to resist the urges that came to her: she could shake them off, listen to music, or engage herself in a particularly vexing problem. But at night she had no defense. The dreams, they invaded her mind – they came unbidden, probing snaking into her deepest fantasies. Those images, the surging, lustful visions that permeated her sleep, making her moan and groan in the comfort of her cot in her tent at night.

And what visions they were. They were... Erotic was not the right word for it. They were far beyond erotic. They were unlike anything that Jessica had ever known, anything that she ever could have come up with by herself. They made erotic look tame. They were surreal marathons of flesh, bodies intertwined with one another, skin rubbing against skin, sensual orgies of sights, sounds, and sensation. And in those dreams, she found herself in the thick of it all: found herself gleefully indulging in all of the orgy's hedonistic pleasures, not a care in the world except the burning carnal desire in her breast.

There was no rational thought, no hesitation, nothing that could even be considered restraint. It was only pleasure and the saving of lustful desires, nothing more. Though she had never been with a woman, in these dreams she found herself sucking on nipples and leisurely sliding fingers into other women as they sighed with pleasure only to be taken roughly from behind by thick, throbbing cocks that penetrated her even as she pleasure the women around her.

More often than not, the dreams woke her up – woke up to a bed soaked through with sweat, as though she had actually participated in one of these orgies. There was also another kind of wetness as well – the wetness of her sex. Like her, it was not immune to the intensely arousing scenes of the dreams that invaded her mind every night, and most of the times she woke up it cried for relief just as much as she did. And she would attempt, however much in vain, to find that relief. But it never seemed to come; many of her nights ended with the dawn peeking through the tree line, her fingers still buried deep inside her, trying desperately to bring a sexual relief that she was now dreading would never come. 

But there was something else in the dreams. Something she did not notice first, something that seemed only flavor to the orgiastic scenes in her mind. It was the beginning of the dreams: the way she got to the orgy, the way in which she let herself to the beautiful, complete pleasure that she knew would come in a dream. It was a path that was very similar to the ones that she had seen in her archaeological digs here, a path that was hidden in the underbrush, close to the camp but somehow undisturbed by anyone who was researching there. She had awoken many times, and look for the path in the daylight, but it was never there. She always rationalized the fact that she never found it: the reason being, of course, because it was simply a figment of her imagination, a path added into a dream simply because it was something she saw every day in her waking job.

But there was a part of Jessica, a part of her that knew very well why it wasn't there in the daylight: why it wasn't there when she was looking for it with her rational mind. And so, one night, one torturous night where she found no relief after having woken from one of her dreams, she did not lay in bed until the sun rose. She stood up, and even soaked through with sweat, her hair matted to her head and looking for all the world like a crazed woman, she walked outside the camp. She walked to where that path was, the path that was in her dreams, and there it was. There it was, that rocky path faintly illuminated by the strong shafts of moonlight. It beckoned to her, and in her desperation borne by the fires of the lust raging within her – she began to walk down the pathway, the pathway she had walked so many times in her dreams.

Only this time, it was different: the pathway was not indistinct, not the shimmering, ethereal thing that belonged in its dreamlike landscape. Jessica could feel the crunch of the rocks beneath her feet, feel the warm wind billowing about her as she continued her inexorable advance forward. Finally, she turned a bend and cleared the treeline, and she saw it in front of her: the pillars, the pillars she so often saw in her dreams. She had to resist the urge to run wildly at them, resist the urge to get there as quickly as she could- to the place that she knew held the only thing that could quench her aching desire.

After what seemed to her like an eternity, she finally reached the pillars. She saw they bordered an ornate entranceway flanked by elegant candelabras that burned brightly, strongly, as if to guide lost souls like Jessica on their way. She climbed the smooth marble steps, standing in front of the cavernous entryway, when a voice spoke.

“We’ve been waiting for you.” A woman said. Her voice was low, melodious, and it seemed to thrum deep into Jessica’s very body. “I am Gegania. Follow me, and find that which you have been seeking for so long.”

Gegania walked down the hallway, lit only by the flickering glow from the iron torch stands. The shadows cast from the torches were ephemeral, illusory, and their gently undulating forms brought to Jessica’s lust-crazed mind the dreams she had, the restless, eager mass of flesh pleasing flesh that never seemed to leave her mind. She followed Gegania obediently, as a dog might its master, knowing that Gegania was leading her towards the thing she desperately needed.

They walked for what seemed like an eternity to Jessica, through winding stone corridors that she could not have imagined leading herself through. Finally, however, they entered into a large room. Jessica’s archaeological training rose up from inside her head: it was clearly a ritualistic room. There was a large, black obelisk in the middle of the room, covered in what looked to be extremely ornate artwork. Surrounding it were several smaller black obelisks, completely smooth and rounded at the top, jutting up about a foot off the floor.

Also present in the room were other women, clad in nothing but sheer white robes. Jessica judged them to be attendants of some sort, and they quickly proved her right by coming over to her. They began to strip her, taking off her clothes, and she sighed in pleasure as their hands ran over her skin. In her lust-drunk haze, her skin seemed to be electrified, sending shocks of pleasure through her body whenever one of the girls touched her.

They were not shy about their touching, either: they were interested in more than simply stripping Jessica of her clothes. They took time to linger on her body, running their hands along her nipples, sliding their gentle, graceful fingers along her back, kissing softly along her neck and her ears as they slid the clothes off her. Jessica could feel her arousal building, felt her body ache for release with each new stroke of a hand upon her bare flesh. Finally, after what seemed to be an eternity of teasing, she was completely nude, standing before Gegania.

“My child.” Gegania said, looking at her. “You stand before me now as you did the day you entered this world. You cannot hide behind the trappings of clothes, just as you cannot hide your feelings from me. You have felt our call. You have felt the lust of the Vestals.”

“I... yes...” Jessica said. She almost couldn’t concentrate. Gegania’s voice had taken on a deep, almost enveloping tone and cadence, and her sheer dress seemed to shimmer in the torchlight. Jessica could not help but stare into Gegania’s strong brown eyes, eyes that seemed to bore deep into Jessica’s soul.

“Do you wish to slake that thirst?” Gegania continued. “Do you wish to feel the sweet pleasure once more, the pleasure that only taunts you in your dreams?”

“Oh god, yes!” Jessica said, her head nodding so hard it felt as though it would fall off. She did want that. She wanted it so much.

“Then we shall grant it. Bring her to a stone.” Gegania commanded, and the women obeyed without hesitation. They picked Jessica up and brought her to one of the small obelisks, positioning her above it. She understood what she was meant to do: she began to lower herself down on it, her mind so deep in the throes of arousal that all she could think about was it inside her, filling her deeply. The women stopped her, however, just short of the obelisk. She could feel it pressing against the entrance of her wet sex. She whined, trying to push down more, but the women held firm.

“Not yet, my sweet.” Gegania said, smiling. “I know how much you crave fulfillment, but we are not yet done with the ritual.”

Gegania moved towards the giant black obelisk, placing herself between it and Jessica. As she moved, she seemed to grow ever so slightly, and by the time she reached the obelisk she completely dominated Jessica’s vision. She could see nothing except Gegania and the giant black obelisk behind her, bearing down on Jessica. 

“Vesta, goddess of the hearth, hear me!” Gegania intoned, her voice filling the room, bouncing off the cold stone walls. “We bring this one to you, as we have the others, to feel the divine warmth from you, to serve you wholly and completely.”

Jessica stared, awestruck, at the vision before her. She was enraptured; she could not look away, nor did she have any wish to.

“Jessica,” Gegania said, addressing her, “you may begin. Slide down, my child, feel the masculine power beneath you, the strength of your union with it.”

Jessica began to slide herself down on the obelisk. Her mouth opened and she let out a deep, low, guttural groan as she began to slide down on the obelisk, its girth filling her.

“Feel the power, my sweet.” Gegania said, her voice rising along with Jessica’s unbridled passions. “Feel Vesta inside you, taking you, fulfilling your every desire.”

Jessica could not even think to respond to Gegania’s words- not consciously. The pleasure, the passion, the inexplicable ecstasy that was taking her over was too much for her to process. But her subconscious heard, heard and obeyed, even as the ancient magic of the chamber began to stir from its slumber.

“Take it, take it deep inside you, allow it to fill you and overflow your physical form.” Gegania said, leaning closer towards Jessica. “For when you reach your pinnacle, reach your ultimate climax, you will be one with Vesta.”

Jessica continued to slide down on the obelisk, down until she thought she couldn’t go further, and then down a little more. It filled her unbelievably, deeper than anything that had come before, and hotter than anything she could have imagined. Her body trembled in anticipation, but she knew she couldn’t go faster. Not yet.

“Stop.” Gegania said suddenly. Jessica froze, not even thinking to do anything but obey this woman, this woman who seemed like she would be able to give her the release she so desperately needed. Jessica looked up, her damp hair slick with sweat. Her wild, lust-crazed eyes looked deep into Gegania’s, searching, pleading. Gegania stared back into hers, unmoving.

“If you continue, you give yourself to Vesta.” Gegania said. “You give yourself to her, body and soul. You will be hers, with no will save her own. Do you want that? Do you want that, Jessica?”

“I...” Jessica said, her rational mind hanging on by the weakest of threads. Gegania smiled. She moved her hand down, bringing it to where the cold stone met the soft, warm flesh of Jessica’s slick thighs. Jessica moaned as Gegania began to play with her clit, rubbing it, teasing it softly.

“Say it.” Gegania said. Jessica, her eyes half-lidded, her arousal rising, looked at Gegania.

“Oh god! Yes!” Jessica said, half-screaming, half-gasping. “Please, oh god, I need this, I need this so badly, I’ll do anything, I’m hers, please t-take me, I-“

“Then the ritual is finished.” Gegania said. “Come.”

The word seemed to burrow deep into Jessica’s body, becoming more than a word; it became a command, a command that crashed through the walls separating Jessica from nirvana. She began to slide down on the obelisk in a pure, animalistic frenzy as her orgasm started, crashing through whatever barriers had been there before. It was an orgasm unlike any she had ever had, more intense, more powerful than anything she could have imagined- even in her dreams. 

It blazed through her as she feverishly slid up and down the now dripping wet stone, and it rocked her again and again. Her mind receded into the cloudy haze of pleasure, her eyes glazed over, and her body began to weaken as it was wracked by countless orgasms more powerful than she could have ever imagined. As she slipped into unconsciousness, the attendant women who had kept vigil over her gently lifted her off the obelisk and carried her off. Gegania smiled as she watched her newest thrall taken away, soon to be garbed in the same white as the others.

She always felt rejuvenated after enthralling a new one. She smiled, walking down the hallway to her chambers. Numa Pompilius had been a fool. The sisters who hadn’t joined them had been fools. If only they had seen the power they could have wielded. But no, they wasted their precious gift, chose to remain chaste and let Rome burn instead of harnessing Vesta’s true power. It was too late for them, but the world would see. Oh, it would see...


Chapter 1

John couldn’t believe it. He really, absolutely couldn’t believe it. He stared at the paper, not blinking, while his parents hovered around him.

“Well?” his father said, smiling at him. “What’s it say? You’re keeping us in suspense!”

“It says...” John said. “Well, it’s congratulating one Mr. John P. Calvino on becoming the newest member of Coolidge University’s groundbreaking archaeological dig in Malta!”

“Honey, I’m so proud of you!” his mother said, reaching out with his father as they both hugged him in unison. Ordinarily, he would have sulked quietly as he pushed them away. He still considered himself too old for that sort of thing, and they embarrassed him even when no one was watching, as parents often do. This time, though... well, this time he just let them hug him as he kept the letter held tightly in his hand.

It was a pretty big honor for them to have invited him onto the dig. It was almost unheard of for a freshman like himself to be invited onto a dig like this- most weren’t even allowed to go abroad until their sophomore year at the very least. But this had been his dream. He’d been studying the legend of the ruined city of Malta almost since he could remember, and his enthusiasm and original research must have convinced the review board that he was worth having along.

And there it was, the date- written in plain English. Instead of reporting to school when winter break was over, he would make sure to arrive at Malta International Airport no later than January 15th, and to get in contact with Professor Ian Potter, the head of the archaeological dig there, to arrange pickup and for further instructions.

“Your grandfather would have been very proud of you, you know.” John’s father said to him.

“Yeah, I know. It’s too bad he’s not here to see it.” John said. Even now, two years later, John still felt a small twinge of sadness at the thought of his grandfather. His grandfather had long been proud of his Roman heritage, and had been able to trace the lineage of the family almost all the way back to the middle of the Roman Empire. John thought there was some merit to that- many of the men of the family, going back hundreds of years, had Latin middle names. 

It was because of his grandfather, in fact, that John had become so interested in Roman culture- and it was because of his grandfather that he had become so interested in the “Roman diaspora” his grandfather was so fond of referring to. It was his grandfather’s home-grown theory that many of the secret societies and cults that were active in the Roman Empire when it fell spread to different corners of the earth- including as far as South America and Asia.

John wasn’t as sure that South America and Asia had seen any sort of thing, but he was most certainly convinced that the cults had at the very least spread beyond Rome’s borders to neighboring countries. It was in fact an amateur paper that his grandfather had worked on in the 40s that led to archaeological interest in the dig at Malta- someone had found evidence of a Roman mystery cult there because they had credible evidence for the theories. Unfortunately, John’s grandfather had passed away of a heart attack before ever seeing his work come to fruition- or seeing his grandson follow in his footsteps.

“I’m sure he’s very proud of you.” His mother said. John and his father both grinned. If his grandfather was watching, proud didn’t even begin to cover it.

“But enough talk about your dear old grandfather. Isn’t there someone who should know about your plans?” his father said, smirking. He blushed furiously at his mother’s sly grin. His parents were clueless about many things, but embarrassing him wasn’t one of them. They certainly brought John’s attention back to the present, at any rate.

“Uh, yeah. I guess I should call her.” John said, getting away from his still grinning parents as quickly as he possibly could. He ran off to his room, shutting the door, and pulled his phone out of his pocket, dialing her.

“Hello?” the voice on the other end said. It was warm, friendly, and John found it impossible not to smile when he heard it.

“Hey Em, it’s John.” He said.

“I know, babe. I have caller ID.” She said. She always said that, and he smiled again. “What’s up?”

“I... uh, wow, it still doesn’t sound real. I got in. They’re sending me to Malta for the whole semester and the summer.” He said, the news coming out of him in one long breath.

“Oh my god!” Emma screeched into the phone. “John, that’s amazing! That’s like, never happened before! I’m so happy!”

“Thanks!” he said. “I, uh, me too, I guess.”

“You too, you guess? Boy, I’m dating a regular Hemingway over here.” She said, teasing him gently. His smile got wider; he felt as though it was plastered on his face. Even though they had been dating for months now, she still got him tongue tied. He supposed that was a good thing. 

“You know what I mean.” He said. He dropped down on the bed, flopping on the soft mattress. “It’s just... I’m going to be away from you for a long time, that’s all.”

“It’s only four months, hon.” Emma said soothingly over the phone. “I can stay with you for the summer. I can even visit for spring break! That’ll be fun, I’ll make everybody jealous.”

“Not going to go to Mexico with the rest?” John said, joking. It was common knowledge that there was a mass exodus of Coolidge’s students to Cabo every spring break, where the school’s fraternities would simply transplant their weekend debauchery to the sun-kissed coasts of Mexico. John had half been looking forward to it, actually, but this... this was much better.

“I’ll make the sacrifice for you. After all, you know how much I love drinking myself into a stupor and blowing random guys in rented beach houses.” She said drolly, and John laughed again. He could hear the sarcasm in her voice- she was the opposite of that, in fact. Not that she didn’t have a healthy sex drive- far from it. She just liked her fun to be a little more intimate.

“So you’ll only blow guys you know, is that it?” he said, teasing her. He was joking, but he couldn’t help himself: they hadn’t seen each other for a whole month now, and just the thought of her lips wrapped around his mouth was enough to get his pants to tighten pretty quickly.

“Oh yeah. Just guys I know.” She said. “There’s this one guy in particular I know, I just love having his cock in my mouth. It’s so nice. It’s big, it’s hard, and I just love taking it deep into my throat.”

“I bet he loves it.” he said. He felt awkward- he’d never had phone sex before. It had always seemed like such a stupid thing to do, but had been nearly a month, after all. He was so horny, anything with Em seemed like a good idea.

“Oh, he does.” She said. She dropped her voice to a low, husky purr. “God, I love getting him nice and hard for me. Just imagining it gets me all hot and horny. Imagining what he’ll do with that rock-hard cock.”

“Mmm, I can think of a few things.” John said. He unzipped his jeans and pulled them down a little, letting his now fully erect cock spring free of his underwear. “He’d probably bend over that hot little ass of yours.”

“Mmm, I love being bent over.” She said. “I love putting my perky little ass in the air, driving him wild.”

John could hear her breathing start to speed up a little. It was almost imperceptible, but it was there- she was getting as turned on as he was. He loved when she was turned on; it was like a drug to him, the way he felt when he pleased her. He loved hearing her breath rise, her chest heave, the way her pale skin flushed as she moaned and bucked beneath him.

“I bet you love when he takes his big, hard cock and slides it deep inside you.” John said.

“Oh god, I love it. I can’t even THINK when he’s got that big, hard cock deep inside me. All I want is him, all I want is for him to fuck me as hard as he can.” She said, her sultry purr thick with the raw tones of her lust.

And suddenly it was as though he was with her. He remembered in almost perfect detail the way her skin felt as he ran his hands along it, the way her ass jiggled when he fucked her from behind, his powerful thrusts coursing through her body. He could feel himself sliding into her, burying himself deep inside her as she cried out with the force of her own lust.

“I bet you do. I bet just the feel of that cock inside you sends you over the edge, makes you want more, makes you want to beg for more.” He said. He gripped his cock and stroked it, sliding his hand back and forth. It wasn’t the same, but as his breath quickened and deepened, as his lust grew, his mind did what his hand couldn’t. He remembered how her pussy felt as he slid into it, the slick wetness offering no resistance as he slid deep into her. He remembered how it felt as he bucked into her, how her tight pussy seemed so eager to have him deep inside her.

“Oh god, yes, please.” She said. “God, I want it so bad. I’d do anything to have that nice, big cock sliding in and out of me, pounding in and out of me, filling me up nice and tight.”

He heard her own moans over the phone, and suddenly he saw her too, in his mind’s eye. He always loved watching her play with herself- it was one of his biggest turn-ons, and he imagined it now. He imagined her hands playing across her body as she pulled her shirt up to get to her breasts. He saw her there, her shirt pulled up as she ran her hands along her breasts, tweaking and thumbing her nipples as she imagined him doing the same to her. She loved having her breasts played with- especially her nipples. He could see her biting her lip almost unconsciously as she slid her fingers furiously on her breasts, writhing beneath her deft, skillful hand.

“Mmm, I bet I know what you’re thinking.” She said into the phone, her voice laced with her overpowering lust. “You love when I play with myself, don’t you? I bet it’s driving you wild, the thought of me here with my hand down my skirt.”

“I love it when you play with your pussy.” He said. “Even better when it’s because of me.”

She purred in satisfaction, and he could almost see her bringing her hands down between her legs- slowly, purposefully. She knew what made him hot, knew what turned him on, and that slow slide of her hands down between her legs was so hot. He could see her looking at him, that coy, seductive smile as she looked up at him, her desire burning in her eyes as she finally slid her finger into her eager pussy.

She gasped over the phone, and John could see her shudder, her eyes closing involuntarily, her body bucking slightly, as she reacted to her fingers. He saw her slide her wet finger up to her clit, thumbing it, rubbing the sides, letting herself slide deeper and deeper into that pure, primal lust that was welling up inside her, watching her moan and squirm in the throes of her passion, the force of her orgasm building up inside her.

“Oh god, John, oh god...” she said, and he could hear her breath quicken even faster, hear the raw sexual power in her voice that signaled her oncoming orgasm.  She suddenly went quiet on the phone save for a muffled cry, and John knew what that meant: her orgasm had hit her, enrapturing her in all its ecstatic glory. He imagined her coming beneath him, his cock deep in her, her pussy clamping down involuntarily on him as she instinctively bucked and writhed with the tidal force of the orgasm slamming down upon her.

And suddenly it was too much for John, and he found himself plunging over the precipice as well. He tensed, grunting primally, as he came too. He tensed, shooting his seed into the tissues he kept by the bed for this very purpose. It paled in comparison to coming deep inside Em- he loved filling her, loved the feeling as the two of them came in unison, her body entwined with his as the two of them reached their final climax together.

But although it paled in comparison, it still felt good, and he remained motionless, a lazy smile creeping its way onto his face. He lay on the bed for a moment, breathing heavily, and he could hear her do the same on the other end of the line.

“Mmm, that was good.” Em said on the other line, her voice low and husky. John recognized its timbre- the low tone of his girlfriend after a particularly satisfying session.

“Not as good as having you here, though.” John said. He knew he shouldn’t- he knew that voicing it made him miss her even more. But it just came out, as though he had to say it. He heard her laugh on the other end of the phone.

“Well, I can’t argue with that one.” She said. “But it’s good. And it’ll be what tides us over until I can come out to visit you for spring break.”

“I guess so. I mean, that’s not too long, when you think about it.” He said, trying to put a positive spin on it.

“Exactly!” she said. He could almost hear her beam from the other end of the phone. “And you’ll be so busy, you’ll forget I even exist.”

“Hardly.” He said, but he smiled in spite of himself. It was probably truer than either of them thought. Like his grandfather, he had a tendency to get lost in his work.

“You just better get some privacy in your tent or whatever you’ll be in.” she said. “Not that I won’t, but sexing you over the phone will just be weird with another guy sleeping next to you.”

“I think they have apartments and hotels in Malta, Em.” He said. “You won’t have to worry about that. I think study abroad guys there get their own singles and everything.”

“Well, aren’t you just rising up in the world.” She said, her tone mocking and loving all at the same time. She was uncannily good at it. He’d never felt so loved by someone so sarcastic. It felt... well, it felt wonderful. Who was he kidding?

“I guess I am.” He said. “Listen, I—“

Suddenly a knock came on his door, and he almost jumped.

“John?” his mother said. “Sorry to bug you, honey, but your aunt is here. She came over to congratulate you!”

“Oh, uh, alright.” He said. “I’ll be down in a minute!”

“Good thing she didn’t knock when you had your hand wrapped around your cock.” Em sai, her amusement palpable in her voice. “That could have been awkward.”

“Just a little.” John said, laughing. He couldn’t even imagine. He’d probably die of shame if that happened to him. “Listen, I better go say hi. I’ll talk to you later?”

“Of course, tiger.” She said. “I’ll be here.”

“Talk to you then.” He said, and he hung up. He always had the urge to say “I love you” but he knew it was too early, that he was too young- but he felt it all the same. He wondered if she felt it too, if she was holding back for the same reasons. Well, he’d cross that bridge when he came to it. He opened the door to his room, and headed down the stairs to the congratulations from his aunt and cousins. He had a long few weeks ahead of him...


Chapter 2

John knew the prevailing wisdom of a trans-Atlantic flight was to sleep as much as you could on the plane to reduce jet lag. Despite his best efforts, however, he couldn’t even get a few moments of sleep- he was far too excited about where he was flying and what he was flying there to do. He tried to watch some of the movies on the in-flight entertainment system to help the time move that much faster, but the minor distractions weren’t enough to keep his mind off his excitement.

He landed at Malta International Airport just after dawn, and he made it through customs and passport control rather quickly despite the large trans-Atlantic flight he had been on. Malta didn’t get too many visitors this time of year, and it showed in the lack of people flooding the exit terminal’s lines. He was thankful for that, at least, and he made it out of the departure gate to the terminal proper. He started to look for Dr. Ian Potter, having studied a few pictures of him before he came, but he didn’t see him.

“Dr. Livingstone, I presume?” A voice said off to his left. He looked over at the man. John was about to say something when he stopped mid-sentence, recognizing the man. This was Dr. Potter, alright- except he looked nothing like his picture!

“Cat got your tongue?” Dr. Potter said, his eyes twinkling. “Or sleep?”

“I, I’m sorry. It’s just... you don’t look how I expected you to from the picture on the website.” John said. That was an understatement if there ever was one. The man on the website was older, his hair and beard almost completely snow white, his potbelly and his stoop giving away how old he actually was. The man in front of him was nothing of the sort: he was trim and fit, with dark, vigorous black hair on both his face and his head. Still, that was the face- those bright, inquisitive eyes shone with the same intensity as they did on the website. Had he told John that he was Dr. Ian Potter’s son, John would have believed him in a heartbeat. 

“Ha, that’s the best compliment anyone could give this old man.” Dr. Potter said, laughing. “A bit of dye works wonders, let me tell you. And the air here, combined with the exercise I’ve been doing, has done quite a number on my gut.”

“I... I can see that.” John finished lamely.

“Now come on.” He said, gesturing to the parking lot. “I’m sure you’re tired, and I’d like to get you settled in before you pass out on me.”

That struck John as sound advice, and he followed Dr. Potter to the parking lot. A white, rather beat-up Ford pickup chirped as Dr. Potter unlocked it, and he motioned to the back of the pickup.

“You can toss your bag in there.” He said as John did so. “Sorry for the ride. I’d wanted something a little more eco-friendly, but the pickup really comes in handy out at the dig sites.”

“I can imagine.” John said. He climbed into the passenger seat as the engine roared to life, and the two of them set off on the road.

“I’ve been meaning to tell you.” Dr. Potter said. “I’m quite happy to have you here.”

“Don’t worry, you’ve mentioned it to me.” John said. He smiled. “In the letter you sent. You also mentioned that you knew my grandfather.”

“Yes, I... I did.” Dr. Potter said. He frowned suddenly. “I owe him quite an apology, I’m afraid. We quarreled until the bitter end about whether or not Malta was home to a diaspora cult. I only came out here to dig to honor his will. I expected to find nothing except an otherwise ordinary Roman port, but instead I found a veritable layer cake of archaeology waiting for me.”

“There’s nothing to apologize for.” John said. “I was his most ardent supporter, and even I doubted him at times.”

“I know.” Dr. Potter said. He chuckled to himself. “It’s why you’re here. I can think of no greater way to honor your grandfather’s memory except to have you here. You know, your work on the subject isn’t insignificant yourself.”

“Thank you.” John said. He looked at Dr. Potter. “What have you found here, anyway?”

“That’s...” Dr. Potter said. He smiled enigmatically, pursing his lips. “That’s something you might be able to help us with. I’m not entirely sure, to be honest with you. It doesn’t fit into any paradigm that I’d like it to, I’ll tell you that much right now. But we can talk about work later. We’re pulling up to your building, and you probably don’t care about that now. You’re probably looking for a bed or a nice strong cup of coffee.”

“Nothing could be further from the truth, Dr. Potter.” He said. “Talking about the dig revs me up better than the strongest cup of coffee ever could.”

“It does, does it?” the doctor said, his eyes twinkling merrily. “Let’s see what you have to say about that in a few hours. Between then and now, though, unpack yourself and make yourself at home. Take a nap, some tea, whatever you like. The team is having lunch at the Prandium, a restaurant a couple of blocks from here. You can join us if you want, but nobody’ll be put out if you skip. Our first official team meeting isn’t until tomorrow, so you can sleep until then if you want.”

“Thanks.” John said. “I’ll probably join you, though. I’ll see how I’m feeling.”

“It’s all I ask.” Dr. Potter said. He handed John a packet. “Inside is all the information you need, including your apartment keys and your schedule for the weekend. My number’s on there too if you need anything.”

“Thanks again.” John said. Dr. Potter nodded, smiling at him as he left. John walked up to his apartment, and he marveled at how big it was as soon as he opened the door. He smiled goofily to himself as he looked around the fully-furnished apartment- it was certainly a step up from the dorm room he had been living in for the first half of the year.

He flopped down on the couch, putting in the new SIM card for his phone that he bought at the airport. He figured he’d text Em, let her know he was alright, and then go join Dr. Potter and the rest of the crew for lunch. He considered taking a quick nap, but he decided against it. His dad had given him some pretty useful traveling tips, and powering through the day to reset your sleep cycle seemed like a pretty reasonable one to him.

He texted Em, who was no doubt asleep, and then headed over to the Prandium. It was hard to miss- you could see it from the apartment building’s door. He walked over to the restaurant, and he could see he was early as soon as he entered the doors and saw no sign of Dr. Potter, and decided he would wait outside for the rest of the team.

“Guess you’re the fresh meat then, eh?” someone said in a heavy Australian accent. He turned around, and saw a woman waving at him from a corner booth.

“Come on then, don’t be shy. I won’t bite- much.” She said, motioning to the chairs next to her. John smiled at her joke, and sat down in the booth with her.

“First thing you’ll figure out here pretty quick is that nobody’s ever on time.” She said, extending her hand. “And the second is that I always am. Liz Wilson.”

“Hi, Liz. I’m John. John Calvino.” John said, shaking her hand.

“A pleasure.” She said. “Wait a tick. Calvino? No relation to Pompilius Calvino? The researcher?”

“That would be my grandfather.” John said.

“So you’ve taken up the family trade.” She said, nodding approvingly. She flashed a megawatt smile, her dark brown eyes twinkling at him. “I bet you never thought you’d find this, though.”

“Uh, I actually don’t know what we’re researching here.” John said. “All I know is that it’s an unorthodox mystery cult, something unique that we predicted would be here due to Malta’s distance from the mainland after the Empire fell.”

Liz looked as though she was about to reply, but just then the door chime rang and a half-dozen people, Dr. Potter included, came in through the restaurant’s main doorway. Liz and John both looked up, and she decided that Dr. Potter would be a better target of her wit.

“Dr. Potter, it seems as though you’ve been holding out on our newest team mate.” Liz said, her voice mocking and yet gentle at the same time. It reminded John a little of Em’s mastery of those two emotions, in fact. “You haven’t told him that we’re unearthing some Vestal not-so-Virgins.”

“Well, I wouldn’t put it quite so crudely.” Dr. Potter said, grinning back. “But... sure. You could say that.”

“Wait, the Vestal cult is here?” John said, his excitement bubbling. “That’s... that’s incredible. The last known chief Vestal was in 380, that would mean that the cult came here to-“

“Except the Vestals were pretty strict on the whole “Virgin” part of their gig.” Liz said. “These gals, well... not so much.”

“None of that’s certain.” Dr. Potter insisted. “That’s part of the reason you’re here. But enough about work. We’ll get to that in a second. I want you to meet the team first.”

Dr. Potter started to introduce people to John, and he nodded politely, introducing himself to them in turn. But his mind was focused on the discovery he had just had thrust upon him. If it was true, and if the Vestal Virgins had fled to Malta to escape the collapse of the Empire... well, his grandfather would go from ridiculed to respected almost overnight...

Gegania’s newest thrall was coming along very well. The girl had been... inexperienced in the ways of the Sapphic arts before, but she had been a quick study. She was bent over in front of Gegania, her full breasts exposed, kissing lightly down Gegania’s stomach. She stayed there for a moment, blowing lightly, easily, as the thrall continued to plant those same light, teasing kisses on Gegania’s stomach that were slowly but ever so surely moving down her body. Gegania knew where she was going. She should, after all- she was responsible for such training.

Not every thrall was as good as Jessica. They were all as eager, true- they gave up their will to Gegania completely, enthralled to her every whim. This one, however, was smart. She rarely needed to learn how to do anything more than once, and the way her tongue snaked deep into Gegania’s pussy re-affirmed that. She began to move her tongue around, up and down, side to side, from top to bottom in tantalizingly smooth, intensely effective motions. Gegania let out a deep sigh of satisfaction as she did so, the priestess’ engorged clit responding to her thrall’s newly skilled tongue. She began to grind her hips up towards Jessica’s face, feeling her arousal building.

“You may begin.” She said in between rising, ragged moans to the man who was watching the two of them. He nodded, positioning himself behind Jessica. He entered her with a long, slow, smooth motion, grunting deeply as he did so. Jessica only barely muffled a cry of pleasure as the man slid his cock deep inside her, but Gegania didn’t mind: the small cry thrummed on her clit, sending a little jolt of pleasure through her as well.

The man began thrusting into Jessica vigorously, causing her body to rock with every thrust. Her large, full breasts began to rock and sway as she continued to dart her tongue in and out of Gegania’s pussy. Her licking and stroking was heightening, enhanced by the rising arousal she felt as a large cock was slammed into her from behind. Where it was teasing before, now it was urgent, anxious; she started going faster and faster, her tongue sliding around Gegania’s clit with a more frenzied pace each time.

The priestess felt herself coming closer and closer to her orgasm. She felt herself building up to her own ecstasy, and her breaths began to come in shallow, ragged gasps even as her thrall continued to pleasure her. She could feel that deep tingling inside her, the sign that Vesta was about to gift her another of her wondrous climaxes, the signal that ended the ritual.

“Come with me, pet.” Gegania said, and Jessica, unable to control herself now, obeyed her. She cried out as the force of their simultaneous orgasm hit them like a tidal wave. Gegania’s orgasm threatened to overwhelm her with the force of its sensation, the force of its raw sexual power, and she wondered, as she had so many times before, how it must have felt for her thrall. The thralls felt it harder, as part of their covenant with Vesta. It was a small wonder that they gave up their will for it.

The powerful orgasm that ripped through Jessica caused her body to buck wildly, involuntarily, and she started to grind herself on the man thrusting deep into her from behind. Her pussy clamped down tightly on the man’s rock-hard cock as she came, and the sensation seemed to be too much for him: with a deep, savage grunt he tensed up, pushing himself even deeper into her, unloading his seed deep into Jessica’s womb. Her eyes, half-lidded, had a dreamlike glaze over them as she lost herself in the pleasure of having a man come inside her.

And then that strange feeling came- the inexplicable heaviness that settled upon them like a fog, a fog that clung to them. It was the feeling of the magic ritual that they had just completed, the ritual that bound Jessica to her new Master- at least temporarily. It had its own amazing feel to it, one uniquely distinct to that of the sexual orgasm though almost as pleasurable. Over the hundreds of years that Gegania had been the head priestess, she still never tired of the tangible feeling of Vesta’s blessing upon them.

“That... that’s always amazing.” The man said, pulling out of Jessica and standing up.

“Yes.” Gegania said, rising as well. “It always is.”

“So... that’s it?” the man said. “She’s mine?”

“Temporarily.” Gegania said. “A week, at least. Maybe more. But you need to bring her here before then or she will start to suffer.”

“I know the drill. Besides, she’s just for the weekend anyway.” He said. He winced. Gegania had explained to him what happened to thralls who stayed away from Vesta too long. They began to long for her holy embrace, but if they could not find it they began to try and mount anything that moved. But it would not satisfy them. They would not sleep, nor eat, nor drink, until finally they passed away in a frenzied, delirious state of anxious, insatiable sexual arousal. Gegania had seen it happen once. She never wanted to see it again.

“Let’s give her a test drive.” He said. He looked down at Jessica. “Thrall, clean me with your mouth.”

“Yes, Master.” She said, kneeling before him. She took him in her mouth without hesitation, sucking his cock down her mouth with the same skill and enthusiasm she had brought to Gegania’s pussy just moments before.

“Fuck, that was good.” He said after Jessica finished. She beamed up at him, pleased with the compliment. “She almost got me hard again.”

“A small miracle, at your age.” Gegania said. She smiled. “Vesta’s blessings at work.”

“You’re telling me.” He said. He laughed. “You don’t look a day over twenty yourself.”

“And yet I am so many days beyond it.” Gegania said. 

“I wouldn’t believe it if you were anybody but you.” He said. He began to clothe himself, and ordered Jessica to do the same. He looked over at Gegania, and bowed low. “Thank you for guiding me to the blessings of Vesta, Priestess.”

“It is and shall ever be my pleasure.” She said, bowing as well. The courtesies observed, the man left the torchlit caverns, receding into the darkness beyond Gegania’s reach. She easily slipped on her sheer robes and was headed towards her chambers when one of the other priestesses, Coelia, came in.

“Gegania, something has happened.” Coelia said.

“What is it?” Gegania said.

“He is here.” Coelia said curtly. Gegania’s breath caught as those three words sent shockwaves through her.

“Is she here with him?” Gegania said quickly.

“No, I cannot feel her. But she will come. This is certain.” Coelia said. “She will be drawn to him even as he was drawn to us.”

“I can’t believe it. After all these years...” Gegania said, trailing off. “We may yet restore the Empire to its glory.”

“I thought the same.” Coelia said.

“All the same, I will not leave it to chance. Not again, not like the last time.” Gegania said. “He outsmarted us, even as we thought the same of him. He brought the temple down around our very heads before she came here.”

“That is true.” Coelia said. “What do you plan to do about it?”

“Call in a favor.” Gegania said. She smiled. “What good is providing our thralls to him if he’s not prepared to give something back in return?”

“You make a persuasive argument.” Coelia said, smiling back.

“Come.” Gegania said. “We must prepare. Our time is short. We must make him ours before he realizes his true potential, or all is lost.”

The two priestesses headed down the hall to find the others, their shadows flickering along the torch-lit halls until they vanished deep into the dark, cavernous depths.


Chapter 3

John looked up from the stonework on the table, groaning to himself. He had to admit, he was completely, utterly lost.

It was, on the surface, a splendid example of 4th century Roman art. The material, the method of creation, even the way the stone was carved all pointed to your run of the mill Roman art. In fact, most museums wouldn’t even bat an eye at it; it was something so common it’d be more likely to be hanging in some clueless CEO’s living room than in a museum anywhere in the world. A rather shameless CEO, perhaps, given the erotic nature of the piece- a woman was very actively, very happily taking two men inside her as another older woman looked on. Even that in and of itself wasn’t unusual- men and women had craved sex for as long as their existence, and paintings and carvings like these littered the ruins of brothels and other places of ill repute.

There were, however, two things about the painting that struck him. One was rather unusual, and the other was downright impossible. The first was that the women depicted were clearly Vestals- if not the woman being penetrated, at least the older one. It was unheard of for Vestal Virgins to be associated with anything even close to sex, though that in and of itself wasn’t completely impossible. The second, though...

He had thought about it. He had thought about every possible way he could be wrong. Every possible other thing it could be. But he couldn’t come up with anything.

“It’s a corset.” He said finally, admitting defeat. “But how... this is 3rd or 4th century?”

“Sure looks like it, doesn’t it?” Dr. Potter said. “Except it’s not. Carbon dating puts it as 16th century.”

“But there were no Romans here in the 16th century.” John said, shaking his head. “It has to be a hoax.”

“That’s what we thought too. Of course, we’d found tons of written erotic work here. But it was all contemporary, more or less- certainly not more than a hundred or two hundred years after that 4th century. That in and of itself would be a pretty significant find.” Dr. Potter said. “But we’ve unearthed at least a dozen of these particular items now. Same thing. 4th century style, some sort of erotic act depicted, but with images or items that are clearly anachronistic. One of them even has a rifle in it, for crying out loud.”

“So... what does this mean?” John said. He didn’t want to think about what the rifle was being used for in the art Dr. Potter was referring to.

“Well, that’s what we’re here to find out.” Dr. Potter said. “The rifle painting is dated to about 1896, give or take. We haven’t found any newer than that. That’s a pretty late date though, so you can imagine what I’m thinking.”

“That maybe this cult only died out recently.” John said. “Or... that it’s still here, even.”

“Yes. And...?” Dr. Potter said. “Hint: it’s the reason you’re here.”

“Perhaps it’s some strange offshoot of the Vestal Virgins?” John said. “One that was... changed, over time, to get rid of the ban on sex. To incorporate it, even, as part of their rituals.”

“You got it.” Dr. Potter said. “And no one knows more about your grandfather’s work on displaced Roman cults than you do.”

“So you want me to keep digging here, and see if I can piece together what their new rituals would be. How they would think, what they would do.” John said. “It would help you to unearth more of their pieces...”

“Or even find them in their present-day incarnation.” Dr. Potter finished. “You’re brighter than you look, Calvino.”

“My mother always said I was destined for great things.” John said, smiling. “I’m sure she pictured me scrutinizing ancient paintings of sex.”

“No doubt in my mind.” Dr. Potter said, laughing. “All right, everybody. Break it up. We’ll come back to the grind tomorrow.”

John didn’t want to leave the site- he hadn’t been able to actually be on-site as much as he wanted in the first three weeks he’d been here. He hadn’t thought that this dig would function like an actual study abroad, but it did- he had classes and coursework along with all of the archaeological work that he was supposed to do. Thankfully, however, the courseload was lighter than it would otherwise be: it was meant as an introduction and primer to the students, to help them understand and analyze what they would be seeing in the field as well as to get them acquainted with one another in a more familiar environment than the archaeological dig.

John grinned. They had become more than acquainted- they were a fun, lively group of people with brains to boot. John hadn’t really liked his first semester of freshman year all that much: he was with people that didn’t seem to want to be there. They knew they had to, so they went, but they didn’t care too much about learning: they were there to have sex and drink, and the classes were at best a distraction from their rowdier, more pleasurable activities.

Not that John minded having sex or drinking. He smiled, thinking about Em: no, he certainly didn’t mind them, not at all. It’s just that he also wanted to talk about something other than football or how hot the girls down at the frat houses were on any particular night. It’s why he was so pleasantly surprised when he came out to Malta. He found himself surrounded by people who valued the brainier side of life as much as he did. He suddenly went from dreading going out to enjoying it- his social life had moved from clubs and bars where you couldn’t hear yourself think to laid-back pubs where he could get trashed even as he debated the merits of Rome’s mystery cults.

As much as he hated to admit it, Em had been right. He was having the time of his life out here. It also made him feel a little guilty; he wasn’t missing her as much as he thought he would. He missed her, of course- when he thought of her. But there was so much to keep him distracted here that he only ever thought of her when they talked, more or less- or when he was horny. That seemed to happen quite often here- he found himself having these very intense dreams that left him waking up with his breath ragged- and sometimes his sheets damp from a wet dream. He chalked it up to being away from Em for so long, but it was undeniable- ever since he had stepped onto the dig site, he’d been more aroused than he was used to.

“Penny for your thoughts.” A voice broke in on him as the group entered the doors to the Prandium, their favorite restaurant and watering hole. “Or maybe not. Dunno what it is, but you look like you’re not in the brightest of spirits.”

“Huh? No, it’s nothing. Just thinking about the pieces.” John said. He smiled to himself. He was sure that Liz didn’t want to hear what he was actually thinking about. No matter how close the group had gotten in the past few weeks, he didn’t think they were that close.

“The pieces? Can’t think about them too much.” She said, sliding into the booth next to him as the group filled their usual table. “They’ll mess with your mind, they will. I’ve never been one to have more than the odd sexy dream or two, but ever since I got here it seems to be my brain’s go-to dream.”

“Me too!” John said. He shook his head. He couldn’t believe they had been thinking the same thing- it was like she was in his head. “God, I’m so glad someone else said that. I just thinking the same thing, but I didn’t want to say anything. I figured you’d think I was a perv.”

“Me? Never.” She said. She looked at him conspiratorially, giving him a wicked grin. “And if we are, well... we can be pervs together.”

She laughed, slapping him on the thigh playfully, and then went off to get her drinks. He tried not to think about the sudden tightness in his pants after she touched him. He always felt a little guilty that he was attracted to Liz. He hadn’t done anything, of course, and nor would he- he wouldn’t do that to Em, not at all. But his brain- and his body- didn’t always cooperate with him, and if he didn’t watch himself he’d be imagining all sorts of dirty things about Liz in a heartbeat.

He sighed, expelling his impure thoughts as best he could. Spring break was still a month away. He wasn’t always missing Em- that was true. But as Liz came back with their drinks, and as his eyes lingered on her tight jeans as she slid into the booth next to him before he could tear them away, he suddenly missed her quite a bit indeed.

“Well, aren’t you a ray of sunshine today.” She said, handing him his pint. It was the house stout, his favorite. “I don’t think you’ve said a word since I left the table.”

“No, sorry.” He said, shaking his head. “It’s just... ah, it’s nothing. I was just thinking about the dig, is all.”

“What did I tell you?” she said, smiling. She nudged him. “Can’t think of that sort of thing all the time. It’ll drive you nuts. In more ways than one.”

He rolled his eyes at her even as her grin got even wider as she laughed privately at her own little innuendo. She looked him square in the eyes finally.

“Look. I have an idea.” She said. “I’ll get your mind off of all this. You just have to promise me one thing.”

“Oh?” he said. “What’s that?”

“It’s simple.” She said. She grabbed his face with her hand, bringing it in close to hers. His breath caught for a moment. He hoped she didn’t notice.

“And what might it be?” he asked, struggling to regain his composure.

“That you simply say yes to the next thing I ask you to do.” She said. 

“I accept your terms.” He said. This felt uncomfortably like flirting to him, and yet he couldn’t stop himself. A small, evil part of him knew what he wanted her to ask him to do. He stubbornly shoved it down.

“Brilliant!” she said. “I’ll be right back.”

She disappeared from the table, and returned moments later with shots for the table. The rest of the table cheered for her, and she mock bowed to them. He noticed that she had an extra half-pint with her as well. She placed it, along with one of the shots, in front of him.

“Now then.” She said, looking at the group. “Our friend John here can’t take his mind off the dig. I told him that it’s just because he’s a dirty boy.”

The group cheered and jeered him, and he smiled in spite of himself. She placed the rest of the shots in the middle of the table, motioning for all of them to grab one. They did.

“Now, all of you are going to take your shots in a second.” She said, holding the attention of the crowd as well as any MC he’d ever seen. “John here, however- I’m going to ask him to drop this shot of Jagermeister into his lager and chug it to wipe his mind clean. The best medicine!”

The group roared in unabashed delight as he picked up the ingredients of his cocktail. He looked at them, looked at the group, and then back to Liz. She grinned wickedly at him, her brown eyes gleaming with the pleasure of her little strategy.

“Well then, I guess I have nothing left to say except: bottoms up!” he said. The group cheered, he dropped the shot into the half-pint, and upended it into his mouth even as the rest of the group did the same. He didn’t put the glass down until he had drained it to the very last drop, earning him another round of admiration. The liquor didn’t burn going down the way he was sure it would have with a straight shot, but he could feel the warmth spreading through his body all the same, a sure sign that the alcohol was doing its job.

“See? That wasn’t so bad.” Liz said, sliding back in besides him. “In fact, I bet it was pretty good.”

“I’ll tell you in fifteen minutes.” He said. She grinned.

As befit a night that started in that fashion, it only got rowdier. It was a Friday night, and though the group was a little brainier than most that didn’t mean they didn’t enjoy themselves. The drinks turned into more drinks, turned into drinking challenges over who could name more Roman emperors (something that John won handily at) before devolving into a rousing game of sink the Bismarck. When the Prandium closed at 2 AM, the students were there to see its doors shutter. Some of them went back to a house party, but others dispersed, among them Liz and John, who started to walk the short few blocks back to the apartment complex.

John had found out the first day that Liz lived in his building, and his solitary walk with her in the evening moonlight did nothing to help him avoid temptation. She even lived down the hall from him. His door came first, though, and he said good-bye to her as he took out his keys. She didn’t leave, however: not right away.

“Are you alright, John?” she said. She rested her hand on his arm, and he hoped she didn’t notice his breath catch when she did so. “You’ve seemed a bit down all evening.”

He smiled, though not for the reason she thought. He wondered what she’d say if he told her the truth. He wanted her, but he wanted Em too. He thought them just about the two most wonderful girls in the world, but he wasn’t that kind of guy. Was he?

“I’m fine, thanks.” He said.

“Sure you are. You just miss your Em, is all.” She said, giving him a reassuring squeeze on the arm. “She’ll be here soon enough, you’ll see. And then you can have your two favorite girls in one spot!”

“Yeah.” He said. He was constantly amazed at how she always seemed to be in his head. It was almost like she read his mind- how her thought process run so parallel to his so often?

“Well, I’m just down the hall and I’m always good for a cuppa.” She said. She released his arm, walking down the hall. He had to bury the pang of sadness he felt when she stopped touching him. He opened his door, pausing for a moment, just a moment, to watch her walk away- his eyes walked up her long, dazzling legs and lingered for a moment on her firm, tight ass. He shook his head before any other thoughts could creep their way in, and closed the door. He flopped down onto the bed, not even bothering to take his clothes off in his drunken state, and he was asleep.

––––––––

The knock on the door came late in the evening. He opened the door, and he saw her standing there. She said nothing, and neither did he: they both knew what was going to happen, what she was there for. It was inevitable. She slammed her lips into his like a force of nature, and he was just as powerless to resist her. The moment her lips came to his, he responded involuntarily: a wellspring of passion rose up inside him, a torrent of burning desire that he could not push down. He kissed her back deeply, devouring her as the two of them collapsed onto the couch behind him.

He fell back on the couch, her on top of him, and their arms began to snake between them, removing their clothes. He reached down to the bottom of the shirt and firmly, greedily tore off her shirt, peeling it away and leaving it a discarded afterthought on the floor. He brought his hands up, sliding them beneath her bra, and she let out a short, swift gasp of pleasure even as she ripped his shirt off of him, the buttons clattering as they struck the hard wooden floor. She raked her nails into his chest lightly, sliding them down his chest as she let out a deep, lustful growl.

He brought his hands up behind her bra, unclasping it and tossing it onto the growing pile of forgotten clothes on the floor. He leaned up, wrapping his arm around the small of her back, taking her nipple in his mouth. She arched her back at the sudden sensation, gasping lightly; she bit her lip, gyrating on him almost involuntarily as he continued to lick and suck her nipples. Still undulating, she reached down to his pants and began to undo his belt buckle.

She reached his jeans button when he flipped her over beneath him. He continued to kiss her breasts, taking her nipples into his mouth, running his tongue skillfully along her nipples. But he began move down, slowly but surely- he began to bring his kisses down to her stomach even as he undid her jeans. She wriggled out of them, emboldened by the fire his kisses stoked in her, left in nothing but her panties.

He brought his kisses down even further, slowly but surely reaching the elastic of her panties. He brought them down slightly, ever so slightly, kissing the exposed skin beneath them. She moaned in pleasure, both experienced and anticipated, as he continued to kiss the sensitive skin beneath her panty line. He began to slide them down slowly, purposefully, continuing to softly kiss and suck his way down to the top of her sex as he discarded the garment to the floor. He came down even further, to the entrance of her sex, and he darted his tongue in swiftly, surely, parting her already wet pussy lips.

“Oh god, yes...” she said, moaning, squirming as he continued to slid his tongue in and out of her lips. He brought his tongue back out, bringing it up, lapping it on her clit. He licked her clit up and down, side to side, letting his tongue slide along her clit, rewarded by her uncontrollable moans and groans as she swayed beneath him, instinctively bringing her hips up towards his mouth, urging him onward. He responded in kind, continuing to run his tongue between her lips, up to her clit, around it and then back down again, driving her further and further into her own ecstasy.

Finally, she could take it no longer. She grabbed his head by the hair and pulled his head away from her pussy, bringing it up to face her eyes. She looked into his eyes, locking her dark brown eyes into his deep blues.

“I want you.” She said, her voice dripping with lust and anticipation. He slid up her body, positioning his cock against the entrance of her sex. She responded to his touch, attempting to slide her body down to meet his, but he held her firm. She moaned, undulating against him, trying to make their bodies join.

“Not yet.” He said huskily. “First. Tell me what you want.”

“I...” she said. She looked into his eyes, those deep, dazzling eyes, and he returned his gaze. Her eyes were half-lidded, almost glazed, unable to focus through her deep lust.

“Tell me you want me inside you. Tell me you want me to take you.” He said, his steely gaze on hers.

“Oh God, John, yes. Please, take me!” she said, desperately wriggling under him.

“That’s not what I meant.” He said. He pulled his cock out just a little bit, away from her pussy, and she whined beneath him, breathless.

“Tell me what you want me to do to you.” He said. “Ask for what you want.”

“Oh God...” she said, bucking, trembling beneath the heavy weight of her lust. Finally she relented.

“Oh God, John, please! Fuck me! Fuck me hard, fuck me good!” she screamed. He did not respond; instead, he thrust into her, driving his full length into her. He continued to drive into her over and over. Her hair, matted and streaked with sweat, fell across her face and behind her as her body rocked under every deep, strong thrust of his cock.

For a moment, the universe seemed to melt away as they entered into their own heightened state. Nothing existed except for them, entwined in each other’s bodies. His senses seemed to sharpen, and he could smell the lust coming off her, could feel the light sheen of sweat that formed into rivulets that slid down her taut, flat stomach as she took his deep, hard thrusts into her. For a moment, everything in the world ceased to be except her and him, joined together in one of the most primal, most powerful acts they could do together.

“Oh God! Yes, fuck me, John, fuck me harder! Harder!” she screamed, lost completely in the depths of her lust. He drove in deeper, and she bit her lip at the sudden sharp shock of pleasure. He continued thrusting, harder and harder, as he saw her succumb to the pleasure of her orgasm. He saw her eyes roll back, half-lidded, and felt her own body start to match his in a primal, unconscious rhythm. They bucked together, her pussy clamping down on his cock as her orgasm crested over her, shattering her, driving her completely into the depths of her own lust.

He came almost instantly after- the sight of her coming was too much for him to bear, and the overwhelming tightness of her pussy as it instinctively clamped onto his cock, milking it, pushed him over the edge as well. With a deep, savage grunt, he tensed up, driving himself deeper into her as he felt his own orgasm hit him. He shot his seed deep into her womb, grinding into her even as she ground back against him, trying to take all of him inside her.

They lay against each other for awhile, enjoying the feel of their post-orgasmic haze. For a few moments, he felt nothing and thought of nothing, wanting nothing more than basking in the aftermath of his pleasure. As he began to come down from his orgasm, however, he began to return to the world around him. He began to feel himself, began to feel her beneath him, the soft rise and fall of her heart against his. As he pressed down on her, her breasts pressed up against him, he smiled. Her breath was rhythmic, slow, relaxed- she was asleep already. He smiled, contented, and lay his head down as well.

“That was so good, thank you, Master.” She said. He looked at her, puzzled that she had woken up. He was filled with a sudden dread.

“Why would you say that?”

“Because I’m yours, Master.” She said. Her face warped, shimmering, and his stomach leapt up to his throat-

And he woke up. He got up in his bed, his heart racing, his skin covered by a light sheen of sweat. He got up, going to the bathroom. He took off his pants, soiled from the wet dream, and splashed his face with cold water. He wasn’t even sure if that was a nightmare or not. He stared at his face in the mirror, and those guilty eyes stared back at him.

What was wrong with him?


Chapter 4

John couldn’t believe it. Didn’t want to believe it- and yet, it made sense. He cursed himself for having dug too deep.

The dig had progressed more rapidly than anyone could have hoped, or dared to hope. More and more of the artwork was discovered, and the team was eventually able to piece together that the area they were excavating had once been some sort of temple, and the temple had most certainly housed an offshoot Roman mystery cult. And it was definitely a cult that had its origins in the cult of the Vestal Virgins back on mainland Rome.

This cult, however... based on the pictures, based on the fragments of text that the team had scraped together, was something different entirely to the cult in Rome. It didn’t seem to shun sex. Far from being celibate, it seemed that the cult had made the sexual act the centerpiece of their ritual and worship. He couldn’t be sure based on the recovered fragments, but it seemed they believed that Vesta fed on sexual energy, and the more she received the more powerful the magic that was ultimately cast. It would explain why many of the stones features multiple partners, at any rate.

But even that made no sense. Potter’s team had definitively placed one of their pieces to 1896. That was very late, and almost within living memory. How were none of these ever found before? It’s not as though there was a lack of archaeologists on the island- the megalithic temples alone would have kept the place crawling with researchers for decades. How is it that one of the largest, longest-lived offshoots of one of the most famous Roman religious cults had managed to stay a secret? And on top of all that, how did nobody here know about it?

He decided that it was a part of the investigation that had been overlooked. He spoke to Dr. Potter about it, and Dr. Potter confirmed that no one had spoken to the island’s populace.

“What? Why?” John had said when Dr. Potter told him.

“We’re not doing an ethnography, for Pete’s sake, John.” Dr. Potter said, grinning and rolling his eyes. “We’re doing a dig. Let somebody else worry about the locals. But if you want to bark up the wrong tree, you’re more than welcome to do so. Just come on back when you’ve realized you want to do important work.”

And John did. He began in the most likely spots: historians, professors, librarians. All of them denied knowing anything about the dig- for most of them, the first they had heard of it was when the Coolidge University team showed up on their doorstep. No matter where he went, or who he asked, he came up against a brick wall: it seemed that nobody had ever heard of this cult until a few months ago.

But finally something changed. After about a week of asking, someone pointed him at a man named Adam Zahra. Zahra was the oldest man in Malta- he had been born and raised on the island, and had never left it in his 94 years except to go to university abroad and a stint in the British Army. It seemed as though if Adam Zahra didn’t know something about Malta, it didn’t exist or else wasn’t worth knowing. John got Zahra’s number and address, and he rang him up almost as soon as he could.

“Hello?” the voice on the other end said. It was sharp and unmistakably British, though surer than John would have expected from a man of that age.

“Hello, Mr. Zahra?” John said. “My name is John Calvino, I’m with the Coolidge University research team. I was wondering if I could ask you a few questions concerning Malta’s history?”

He waited for Zahra’s response. He had carefully concealed the nature of his request- the man had a reputation for being a bit of a hermit, and he didn’t want to scare him away before he had a chance to interview him.

“You’re the ones that are on that dig, aren’t you?” he said. “Well, it’s about bloody time you asked me about the site, that’s for certain. It’s early yet, though I’d hazard a guess that you’ve eaten breakfast already. How about you come over for lunch and I’ll tell you what’s what.”

“I’d be very grateful, thank you.” John said.

“I’ll see you then. Good-bye.” Zahra said, and he hung up. Zahra’s address wasn’t too far, and it was early enough that John doubted he’d be welcome showing up quite so soon. He decided to walk, enjoying the nice day that the island of Malta almost always afford him, and in less than an hour he was walking up to Adam Zahra’s rather spacious house and ringing the bell.

The man who opened the door was not at all the man John expected to see. Though he walked with a cane, he was still a hale, tall, powerful man- his craggy features combined with a nasty scar on his face were the only indications of his age. Though he moved slowly, he moved surely, and looked like he was twenty years younger than he really was.

“Well, come on then, it’s been a bit since I’ve had a visitor. Certainly not to discuss what I’m almost sure you’re here to discuss.” Zahra said. He motioned for John to enter the house, and John followed him out to the back patio where lunch had been laid out. It was an impressive spread, with a larger variety of different breads, meats, and vegetables than what John would have expected for a simple lunch date.

“Not bad for a quasi-centenarian, eh boy?” Zahra said, grinning. “Though I had help. Mr. Rossi there at the deli, his father served in the war with me. Since then my money’s been no good there, and he’s been kind enough to deliver food to me on the occasions I request it. I try not to take advantage of him- too much.”

“Well, however you managed to come by it, it looks excellent.” John said truthfully. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. So start in, then, don’t stand on ceremony on account of me.” Zahra said, gesturing to the table. John did so, and the two of them began to do their worst on the wonderful feast before them.

“You’re young to be on a dig.” Zahra said suddenly, studying him. “You can’t be a hair over nineteen, boy. Certainly not possessed of a degree or anything of the sort. How did you come to be a part of that blasted Yank dig here?”

“Connections, Mr. Zahra.” John said, smiling. Adam Zahra was still spry at 94, and his mind was no exception. “My grandfather was one of the world’s foremost experts on Roman cult migration.”

“Was?” Zahra said. “So he’s dead, then. I’m sorry. And your name is John Calvino. It doesn’t take a genius to figure who we’re talking about.”

“It doesn’t, if you know of him.” John said. “I’m surprised you do.”

“He and I met.” Zahra said. “A very long time ago.”

“You... you did?” John said. “When? Where?”

“Don’t fall off your chair, lad. Calm down.” Zahra said. “Here, in Malta. In ’41.”

“He... he came here? He never told me that.” John said. 

“Well, that’s on account of MI6 would’ve put a bullet through his brain if he ever spoke about it.” Zahra said. “Me too, probably.”

“Then I don’t suppose you’ll tell me.” John said.

“Eh, a sniper might give me a better death than whatever old age has got waiting in the rafters, I’ll warrant.” Zahra said. “I’m an old man. I’ll tell you. You deserve to know that your grandfather was a hero.”

“So what happened?” John said. He couldn’t believe it. His grandfather? A hero? He hadn’t even known his grandfather had been involved in the war, let alone taken an active part in it.

“Well, there was a thing happened here during the war. The Siege of Malta.” Zahra said. “I was unlucky enough to be here the whole blasted time with the krauts and the I-ties dropping Lord only knows how many tons of death on us. They said it was because of how important Malta was to Axis presence in the Mediterranean, and to keep the shipping lanes clear to North Africa.”

“But you think it was something else?” John said, prodding the man slightly.

“Well, let’s not kid ourselves.” He said. “That shipping was damned important, no two ways about it. But there was something else. Something Hitler was looking for. You know how he was crazy about that mystical tomfoolery?”

“Sure.” John said. “He had people all over looking for the Ark of the Covenant, Spear of Destiny, stuff like that.”

“Indeed, absolutely obsessed.” Zahra said. “Which is why it came as quite a surprise when MI6 discovered decoded documents that Hitler was planning operations here in Malta concerning the Vestals.”

“The Vestals? You mean the Vestal Virgins?” John said excitedly.

“Well... after a fashion, yes.” Zahra said, grimacing. “But I’m getting to that. MI6 notified us that Hitler would be going after the Vestals in Malta, and as the primary operative on the ground here I was assigned to counter his moves. I immediately requested and received any information on what he was looking for.”

“You wanted to use the power for yourself.” John said. Zahra snorted.

“I should have thought of that first.” Zahra said. “I didn’t believe in any sort of magical power, but I did know that if I located the cult or its remnants then I would be able to lure any enemy agents into a trap if the island did fall.”

“That makes sense.” John said. 

“So that’s why I called in your grandfather.” Zahra said. “At that time, he was still the only authority on Roman mystery cults, mostly due to the fact he was the only one researching them at the time. He theorized that the Vestal cult would still be active, and still be using their power of the hearth to keep their new home safe. As it turns out, they weren’t too hard to find. There was a brothel in Valletta. Not officially, of course, but it was known. It turned out the brothel was a front for the Vestal cult.”

“Makes sense, in a twisted way.” John said. “A brothel of women covering for a virginal cult.”

“Indeed. It gets much more twisted, however.” Zahra said. He spoke slowly, deliberately, as though the effort of dredging these memories was causing him fresh pains as he relived them. “The cult... well, let’s just say it was only the priestesses that were virginal.”

“What do you mean?” John said.

“They...” Zahra said. He took a deep breath. “Lad, if I hadn’t seen it myself, I wouldn’t believe it. They used sex to perform magic. Honest-to-God magic. But the priestesses themselves couldn’t have sex, as part of their compact to whatever gods they worship. No man can enter them, that sort of thing. But they feed off sexual energy, use it to perform rituals. The more sex, the more powerful the spell.”

“So you mean they would use the sexual energy of the brothel?” John said, gaping.

“Yes.” Zahra said. “But that’s not the worst of it. We found their high priestess. Gegania. She explained it all to us, showed us how it worked, how they did it. Convinced me.”

“So you hid them from the Nazis?” John asked.

“Sort of.” Zahra said. “HQ, after seeing a demonstration of their power, decided that they should be used militarily. They could use their magic to help us out in the war. Trouble was, there weren’t enough girls, so they used their magic again. They... well, they did something. They made all the girls in a certain distance... well, lad, I’m not sure you’d believe me.”

“Try me.” John said.

“They... mind controlled them. That’s the best way I can explain it. It started slow at first, making them more and more aroused but unable to find any relief. They had dreams, dreams that led them to the priestesses’ temple, and in their lust-filled haze they accepted the priestesses’ terms: total and utter subservience. You could see it in the girls’ eyes. They glazed over, they became utterly and completely obedient to whatever the priestesses told them to do.”

“Which was of course to fuck everything that moved for the spell.” John said.

“Yeah.” Zahra said. “It was brilliant, in a way. The girls agreed to their own enslavement due to their compulsion. The priestesses said that made the magic more potent. Crazy thing was? It worked. From that moment on, everything came up roses for us. We had what seemed like an infinite run of luck until the Axis had no choice but to pull out. The Siege of Malta was won.”

“What happened to the cult?” John asked.

“I...” Zahra said. He paused. He refilled his glass of whiskey. “Your grandfather and I talked about what to do for a long, long time. We finally decided. I made sure a battleship... accidentally shelled the area the temple was in.”

“You killed them?” John said, aghast. “But... they helped you.”

“I couldn’t allow them to continue, John.” Zahra said. He looked down, unwilling to meet John’s gaze. “You should have seen those girls... their eyes... it was as if they had no free will left, as though it had been burned out of them.”

“And the remnants of the temple is what we’re digging up, I take it?” John said.

“Yes.” Zahra said. He started to pack a pipe with a practiced hand that belied experience. “I... had hoped that the worst of it was over when the siege ended. We swore everyone involved to secrecy and disposed of the others who wouldn’t comply. Since then, nothing has happened. I thought us rid of the Vestals for good.”

“And then?” John nudged, well aware the story wasn’t over.

“And then your damned Ian Potter came onto the scene.” Zahra said. “He said that he had been looking into Roman diaspora cults for your grandfather’s last wishes. Said that he had been able to piece together the fact that there had been such a cult here in Malta.”

“He told me that my grandfather debated with him whether there was a cult on Malta. Said they quarreled, as a matter of fact.” John said.

“Did he? Well, that’s interesting.” Zahra said. “Now I wonder why Pompilius Calvino would go and argue for a dig in Malta for Ian Potter to honor? He knew damn well what Potter would find.”

“And you think Potter re-awakened something?” John said. Zahra didn’t say anything for a moment, choosing to light the pipe. The fragrant smoke filled the air, and the silence punctuated the gravity of what Zahra seemed ready to say.

“Since Dr. Potter started digging, two girls have vanished.” Zahra said. “One of them a local girl, the other one of Dr. Potter’s own researchers.”

“Do you know what happened?” Zahra said.

“Not in the slightest.” Zahra said. “But I think Dr. Potter does. He’s involved in this somehow, mark my words- or he’s even denser than I give him credit for.”

“I...” John said. He frowned. “This is all a lot to take in at once.”

“I understand. I felt much the same when it was revealed to me all those years ago.” Zahra said, puffing at his pipe. He passed the whiskey to John, and gestured at it. “This helps. Believe me.”

John poured himself a stiff glass and sat there, pondering the implications of what Zahra had just told him. This wasn’t what he had been counting on when he signed up for an archaeological dig, not at all. He said as much to Zahra.

“Well, lad, the best advice is to let sleeping dragons lie.” He said pensively, pausing to puff again at his pipe. “But once you’ve gone and awoken them, well... there’s no choice but to slay them, then, is there?”

John pondered the advice while he walked home. What had he gotten himself into?

––––––––

“This... this is all a lot to take in.” Liz said, shaking her head at the revelation after John finished relaying the story to her when he got back from Zahra’s place. “Ancient sex cults? Magical hypnosis? World War II spies?”

“I know, I had a hard time believing it myself.” John said. “But... I can’t help it. I know in my gut he’s telling the truth. Don’t tell me you don’t know it too.”

“I... yes. I do. Lord help me, I do.” Liz said. “Look, I have to tell you this now. It seems pertinent. I... I’ve barely been in control of myself lately. Every night, every dream I have is about sex. And it’s always about you. Every night, I dream about you taking me in your arms, ripping off my clothes, bending me over and slamming into me, making me scream for you, making me yours.”

“Liz, it’s... it’s ok. It’s not you.” John said quickly. He hoped she couldn’t see the bulge in his pants from her description of her dreams; the thought of her squirming in her bed, dreaming of being taken, was almost too much to bear. 

“I know, I- I’m telling you because in the dreams, you take control of me.” She said. “There’s always an element of control in them. I give myself and my will to you freely, become your sex slave freely. And that’s why I believe you, and why I believe your story. Because I feel it. John, what if it’s happening? What if one of these nights, I...”

She trailed off. Against his better judgment, and before he could even stop himself, he placed his hand on hers.

“John...” she said. He could hear the complexity in her tone- could hear the name meant as both a warning and a plea. He saw her breath catch, saw it become quicker, saw her breasts rise and fall as she breathed deep in her tight tank top. She looked up, her eyes locking on his, and the arousal, the lust between them was almost palpable. It was taking every inch of his willpower not to lean down, to press his lips against hers, to sink with her onto the couch in a sweaty, tangled mess of overpowering lust. He wondered if she was doing the same.

“Stop.” He said. “We can beat this. Now that we know what it is, it’ll be easier to resist it.” 

He heard her breath catch again. He wondered if that sharp, dominating command played into the fantasies in her head. It didn’t matter. They had to control themselves.

“You... you feel it too?” Liz said. She paused. “But I thought it was only supposed to be women who felt it.”

“Maybe there’s something I don’t know about myself.” John said, grinning.

“Or...” Liz said. She grinned at him naughtily, bringing her face even closer to his. “Maybe I’m just that sexy.”

The two of them froze for a moment. It had been meant as a joke, but it came uncomfortably close to the truth. They stared at each other for a moment, both of them hoping that the other wouldn’t break- and secretly hoping they would.

“Maybe. But it’s probably the evil horny spells.” John said. The two of them laughed, and some of the tension in the air disappeared. But not all of it.

“Come on then. Let’s get our minds off other things and work on figuring out how to stop these sex priestesses from turning me into a mindless sex fiend.” Liz said. 

“Sounds good to me.” John said, nodding. “But where do we start?”

Liz stared at him for a moment, not knowing. Her lack of a response only made the pit in his stomach even heavier. A secret cult slowly corrupting their minds, and they didn’t even have a clue as to where to begin. How could things get any worse?


Chapter 5

Emma looked out the window as the plane descended on the island of Malta. She had always enjoyed looking out windows as her plane landed. She liked how the world seemed to come into focus: how what was just a patchwork of land gradually came up towards you, revealing buildings, cars, people, all seeming to grow from antlike beings to the size she was familiar with. She knew it was a silly thing to think, but that didn’t stop her from privately enjoying herself by doing so.

It had been very nice of Dr. Potter to reach out out to her unexpectedly. He had called her one day out of the blue after class on her cell phone, which had unnerved her a bit.

“Hi, am I speaking to Emma O’Rourke?” Dr. Potter said.

“Speaking.” Emma said. “May I ask who’s calling?”

“You shouldn’t have to, I apologize. Where are my manners?” Dr. Potter said. “I’m Dr. Ian Potter, the head of the dig here at Malta. I understand this is, ah, a bit irregular, but I’m calling to see if you’d be interested in coming out to see John.”

“I- yes.” Emma said, guarded. “Of course I’d love to see John. But why are you calling me? It’s not exactly a professor’s job to call one of his students’ girlfriends to ask them to come visit him.”

“Well, I’m afraid in this case it may be.” Dr. Potter said. “You see, John’s been the single biggest help to us here at the excavation- his insight and knowledge of his grandfather’s work is nothing short of astonishing. His performance has been slipping as of late, however, and one of our other students has suggested that he’s been distracted thinking of you.”

“Who would say that?” Emma asked.

“Liz Wilson, one of our other researchers. She and John have been quite close since he arrived, and that’s why she reached out to me.” Dr. Potter said. He coughed nervously. “I, ah, have a funding meeting next month that wants progress that I can’t possibly achieve without John’s complete dedication.”

“Ah, so that’s why you’re calling.” Emma said. “You want me to help you.”

“Nonsense.” He said. “I just want to help a student overcome his loneliness at a foreign dig. And if that should help me with a favorable review during my funding meeting, well... that’s simply a bonus.”

“I get it.” Emma said. “Alright, I’m in. What do I do?”

“Excellent!” he said. “Well, arrange things with your professors and book your ticket. If they have issues, tell them to contact me. I’ll take care of everything on this end. Just let me know your flight information and I’ll be there to come get you.”

“Sounds good to me.” Emma said. “We’ll be in touch. And thank you for this.”

“The pleasure is, I assure you, completely mine.” Dr. Potter said. “I look forward to hearing from you.”

She set about making her preparations almost as soon as she was off the phone with Dr. Potter, contacting professors and researching flights. She was quite pleased with herself once it was all done at having arranged coming to Malta two weeks early without needing Dr. Potter’s intervention. It had taken no small amount of cajoling and begging with her professors, as well as a number of tests taken early. Still, she was a very good student, and most of them were willing to let her slide because of that fact. She had been missing John, and the scheme almost hatched itself once she decided she would make it happen. Em was many things, but timid or resigned wasn’t one of them.

There was also another reason she agreed to coming sooner as readily as she did, one that she didn’t like to admit to herself. She was a little jealous of this new girl he had been spending so much time with: this Liz. Dr. Potter’s comment about Liz and John’s new closeness got to her more than she really cared to think about. She didn’t think he would do anything on purpose- he wasn’t that sort of guy, she didn’t think- but she knew that accidents happened. A few drinks, a stolen kiss, and soon enough anyone could be lost to the overwhelming drive to do what humans have done since the dawn of time- especially if you were horny and hadn’t seen your significant other for awhile. If she was there for him to satiate his baser desires with instead, well... it was a win-win all around.

The plane landed and she disembarked without incident. She was thankful for that, at least, and she made it out of the departure gate to the terminal proper. She started to look for Dr. Potter, having looked up a couple of pictures of him, and spotted him waiting for her at a café near the terminal exit.

“Excuse me- Dr. Ian Potter?” she said, moving up to him. He looked much younger and healthier than his picture- she supposed the Maltese climate had been doing wonders for him.

“That’s me. Emma O’Rourke, I presume.” He said, extending his hand. She shook it. “Your flight went well, I hope?”

“It did.” She said. “I slept a little, enough to keep the jet lag away.”

“Good to hear.” Dr. Potter said. “Let me grab your bag for you.”

He grabbed her checked bag even as she slung her little duffel over her shoulder, and together they walked over the battered old Ford in the parking lot. They got in, and the engine roared as the two of them drove down the weathered road towards the excavation.

“I hope this doesn’t sound out of place, Doctor, but...” Emma said. She paused. “I... you look different from your picture.”

“Thank you for being kind to an old man. But you’re right- I’m not as decrepit as I was.” Dr. Potter said. “This place is peculiar, to be honest with you. Not just for the body- for the mind, as well. I felt better coming here, true, but I felt more motivated to work out and eat healthy as well. Something about this place changes you. You’ll see.”

“Motivation to work out and eat healthy? Let the changes begin.” Emma said, grinning. Dr. Potter smiled back at her as the pickup pulled to a halt at the dig site.

“I have some things to take care of.” Dr. Potter said, heading towards the main tent. He indicated to a rocky path just outside the camp. “But I think if you go down there, you’ll find someone who will be very happy to see you.”

“Gee, I wonder who that might be?” Emma said. She winked at the doctor, and he winked back at her conspiratorially. She started down the rocky path, leaving the doctor to his work. Had the path not been pointed out to her, she probably wouldn’t have noticed it: its natural tone and texture seemed to camouflage it into the terrain, and it wasn’t the widest path to begin with. The path seemed deserted and little-used; she wondered if it was newly discovered. She wondered if John had discovered it. Would he be sitting there at the end of the path, dusting off some ancient relic all by himself, absorbed in nothing except his work and moping about not seeing Emma?

Well, she’d take care of that sure enough. She’d tap him on the shoulder and he’d turn around, surprised and shocked. She’d take that as initiative, of course. Why waste a good surprise? They’d lock lips, and all that pent-up longing would be released as they melted into each other. He wouldn’t be able to control himself. He’d rip at her, tearing off her shirt in-between kisses, his lust driving him into an animal-like passion. He’d bend her over, tearing off her underwear, slamming into her soaking wet pussy over and over with that huge, hard cock of his, making her beg and scream in ecstasy as that huge cock filled her pussy completely, and-

She shook her head suddenly. She smiled half-heartedly to herself. She didn’t know what had come over her. She’d never been carried off so powerfully in a daydream before- certainly not one as sexual as that. The slight wetness between her thighs was proof as to how powerful the daydream was. Well, she’d be able to match the real thing with her torrid fantasies soon enough. She strode up to the entranceway. The pillar she had seen from the beginning of the path was bigger than she had thought, and there were two of them. Big, thick pillars going to the ceiling.

She smiled to herself, shaking her head. She really needed to get laid. She walked into the ancient, deserted temple. She supposed the find must be new- they hadn’t even had time to run electricity to it yet, and instead of portable lights they had just relit the torch stands that must have been here for thousands of years. She kind of liked the ambiance it gave the place.

“Hello?” she called, her voice echoing down the chamber as she walked through the halls. “Anybody here? John? Hello?”

“Hello.” Someone said near her. She almost jumped out of her skin as a woman emerged from the shadows. The woman was tall, slender, and beautiful in a classic way: her dark hair flowed down her back, bringing her soft olive skin into focus. She seemed older, though Emma could not guess her age- her flawless face showed no signs of the passing of time, and she wore a shimmering dress that clung to her figure- which, though slender, was nonetheless impressive. 

“I am Gegania, my dear. Emma, I take it? I think I know who you’re looking for.” She said. Even her voice was beautiful- a smooth, rich soprano that lingered in the air, melting into her ears. Emma wouldn’t have minded having her as a professor, something she assumed the woman had to be, despite her odd clothes. Maybe it was something archaeologically related? She’d have to ask John about it when she saw him.

“That’s me.” Emma said. She grinned. “Dr. Potter let word of my arrival slip then, I take it?”

“To some of us.” The woman said, smiling. “Please, follow me.”

She started walking down one of the side chambers, and Emma followed her until they reached another room, a grand chamber that Emma guessed must have been used for rituals of some sort. Emma would’ve held rituals there, anyway: there was a large, black obelisk in the middle of the room, covered in what looked to be extremely ornate artwork. Surrounding it were several smaller black obelisks, completely smooth and rounded at the top, jutting up about a foot off the floor. 

What worried Emma more, however, were the other women in the room. They were all wearing the same shimmering dress as Gegania; in the better light of the chamber, Emma saw that they were robes. Though there were only a handful of them, Emma suddenly felt a strong surge of fear run down her spine.

“Ah, I think there’s been some sort of mistake.” Emma said. “I’m looking for John? John Calvino?”

“Oh, you’ll see Pompilius soon enough.” Gegania said. “Whatever name he goes by these days. But you need some... readjustment, first.”

“Is she ready?” one of the women said. “It doesn’t feel as though she is.”

“No, unfortunately.” Gegania said. “But it doesn’t matter, not now, not here. We’ll take her in the ancient ways. Quick and reliable, if not necessarily powerful.”

“Excuse me, I don’t think-“ Emma started to say. She was interrupted by Gegania placing her hand firmly on the side of Emma’s head. Almost instantly, Emma was overcome by a thick wave of confusion and disorientation: it felt as though she had just taken several shots in a row and they hit her all at once. And she felt... god, she felt HORNY!

“I...uh...wha...?” Emma said. She tried to shake her head to clear it, but before she could Gegania brought her other hand up to Emma’s head, gripping it firmly, stopping Emma from shaking her head.

“I envy you.” Gegania said, smiling. “The first mind meld is always exciting. Now concentrate. Focus on him. Can you see him?”

“I... uh...” Emma said. The thick fog that descended upon her seemed to dull her senses; every thought she reached for floated away from her. But Gegania’s mention of him brought it back: the image of John, standing in front of her. It was so clear now, she wondered how she had been unable to recall him before.

“That’s enough confirmation for me.” Gegania said. “Now think about him. Think about his hard, tight body. Pressed against yours. You love it, don’t you? It makes your breath catch, makes your heart race whenever he touches you.”

“Oh... yes...” Emma slurred dreamily. Thus prompted, her thoughts strayed to John’s body. His hard, strong hands, weathered from his digging, gripping her tiny waist, sliding down to her ass, cupping her even as he kissed her deeply. She giggled drunkenly.

“You love that, don’t you?” Gegania said. “Love when he touches you, love as kisses you. His strong hands cupping your breasts, playing with your nipples, running down your stomach. Inching closer and closer between your thighs.”

“ohgod, yes...” Emma said, her eyes closed, her body swaying to the image of John in her mind. Oh god, she could feel him, he was so close. Nothing else mattered, nothing else existed, but the feel of John’s hands on her stomach. She didn’t notice Gegania nod to Coelia, who also placed her hands on Emma’s head, atop Gegania’s.

“Good, feel him, Emma. Do you feel him?” Gegania said. “Do you feel him exciting you, teasing you? Running his hands down your body, waiting there, at the entrance to your sex, playing with you, inflaming you.”

“Yes...” Emma slurred, her breath coming in faster, ragged gasps.

“But that’s not enough, is it?” Gegania said. “You want him more. You want him deep inside you. You want him to slide into you, to take you, to fill you with his huge, throbbing cock. Isn’t that what you want?”

“Oh GOD, yes.” Emma said, squirming beneath the priestesses’ hands. “Oh GOD, I want it so bad.”

“So say it.” Gegania said. “Tell us what you want, Emma. Tell us what you want him to do to you.”

“I... I...” Emma said. She hesitated. Part of her said this wasn’t right, she shouldn’t be saying these things, that something was wrong. 

“Want to tell me about him.” Gegania cut in, dashing those other thoughts away.

“Yes...” Emma slurred. Of course that’s what she wanted. Her hand started to slide down the front of her skirt. “Want to... tell you...”

“You want to tell me what you want him to do to you. Everything.” Gegania said as Emma’s hand slipped down the front of her skirt.

“I... I want...” Emma said. Her hand slid down, ever downward, until it rested at the entrance of her sex. She trembled, just for a moment- and then she gave in to her lust.

“oh GOD I want him to fuck me!” Emma said, plunging her finger deep into her pussy, her body shaking from the impact of the pleasure. “I want him to fuck me hard. I want that big, huge cock deep inside me, filling me completely.”

“But you want more, don’t you?” Gegania said, egging her on. “You want something dirty, don’t you? Something filthy.”

“Oh god, yes.” Emma said. She hadn’t thought of it, but now that Gegania mentioned it, she did like being dirty. “I want him to flip me over and fuck me like the dirty slut I am. I want him to make me beg for his big, hard cock in my pussy, I want him to fuck his dirty whore over and over and OH GOD-“

The power of speech seemed to elude Emma as her the rhythm of her fingers reached a fever pitch, rubbing her clit and sliding in her pussy and doing everything they could to get her off. Combined with Gegania’s urging and prodding of her memories, they sent her over the edge. Her orgasm washed over her like a wave, wracking her body with seemingly endless pleasure until she could think no more. Spent and happy, her fingers started to relax, her body started to relax, until her fingers moved inside her pussy no more.

Gegania and Coelia released their grip, slowly letting her slide to the floor. They looked down at her; she lay there, a contented, happy smile on her face, her fingers still glistening from their work inside her.

“That...” Coelia said. She shook her head. “That was unlike any of the ones we’ve done before.”

“It was powerful.” Gegania said. “I almost came myself. But did you expect anything less of Numa Pompilius and his mate? Theirs is a bond no lust can match.”

“Yes.” Coelia said, staring wonderingly at the girl.

“Did you get enough of her essence?” Gegania asked. “It was... an imperfect extraction. We should break her the traditional way to siphon her full energy.”

“Oh, yes.” Coelia said. She smiled. “You were right. With this amount of sexual power from her... I could bewitch Pompilius many times over.”

“Then go.” Gegania said curtly. “Don’t waste it.” 

Coelia nodded, moving off into the shadows towards the entrance of the temple. Gegania smiled, looking down at Emma; the two of them would have lots of fun together, oh yes. And once Pompilius came... well, that would be the most fun of all. 


Chapter 6

John woke up with a sick feeling in his stomach. Like every night, he had a strange, erotic dream. Now that he knew why they were happening, it was easier to shrug them off- easier, but not easy. This dream, however... this one had been different. It had starred Emma, but not with him. She was in some sort of temple, surrounded by priestesses, and she was deep in the middle of some sort of orgy. She was licking and sucking with wild abandon, grasping anything she could come in contact with, crying out in fits of wild ecstasy as others plunged their fingers into her or sucked on her clit. And her eyes... they had this far-away, glazed look to them. In the dream, she looked at him, those glazed eyes looking at his, and he knew that Emma had been taken, enslaved by the priestesses of the Vestal cult. 

She beckoned him to join her, to join that surreal mass of flesh, bodies intertwined with one another, skin rubbing against skin, that sensual orgy of sights, sounds, and sensation. He found himself anticipating it, wanting to let go, wanting to indulge in all of the orgy's hedonistic pleasures, not a care in the world except the deep, burning lust inside him.

And then he woke up. He was drenched in a cold sweat; to others, such a dream might be a pleasant one. To him, it was a nightmare, an omen. Emma would arrive in barely two weeks to the dig. Was that her fate if he didn’t solve this in time? He didn’t think there was any way to stop her from coming. It would seem so callous, to tell her not to come for spring break. She would know something was wrong. But the alternative... could he risk allowing her to become a mindless sex slave for the Vestals?

He looked out the window and noticed the sun streaming brightly through the windows. It wasn’t like him to sleep in this long in the morning. The long nights of research with Liz were taking their toll on him, he supposed. As well as the energy... the energy between him and Liz. He almost wondered if he should suggest they research apart. With every passing day, it became harder and harder to resist her, and he could tell from her controlled movements she felt the same way. He knew that was the magic working its deadly corruption on them, but that didn’t mean his body did.

He heard a knock on the door, and he sighed to himself. It wasn’t often that he let Liz get the jump on him, but she was almost more eager for a solution than he was. He understood why: as far as they could tell, John was a special case. No men had ever been enslaved by the Vestals. But for Liz... if she didn’t figure out a way to stop this, her ultimate fate was to become so horny, so overcome with lust, that she would beg to become one of those glassy-eyed sex slaves at the Vestal temple. Not exactly the most comforting thought.

He threw on a t-shirt that was lying around and shuffled over to the door in his pajamas groggily. The knock came again- softer now, but insistent. Liz was not going to be forgotten.

“Just a minute, I’m coming.” He grumbled. “I was asleep, you know.”

He turned the key in the lock and opened the door. He expected to see Liz’s beautiful brown eyes staring up at him, but someone he didn’t know stood there. She was beautiful, however. She had dark black hair, almost impossibly black, highlighting the beautiful olive of her skin. Her deep green eyes looked into his, and John felt he could almost lose himself in them. Her form-fitting dress did nothing to hide her curves. Indeed, they accentuated them. In his heightened state of arousal, his gaze slipped to her full, firm breasts for almost a second before he mustered up the willpower to look at her.

“I... can I help you?” he said. She laughed.

“Is that any way to greet your girlfriend?” she said. She moved in close to him, wrapping her arms around his waist. 

“I... Em?” he said. She felt so right in his arms, and he was ashamed of himself for not recognizing her right away. But that feel, the way she hugged him, felt right.

“Of course, tiger.” She said, grinning. “Who else would it be?”

“I... but you’re early?” he said. He allowed himself to hold her for a moment, basking in her.

“I managed to get time off from class.” She said. She leaned in closer to his face. “I couldn’t stay away from you any longer. I needed you, John. God, I needed you.”

She pressed her lips against his, and his brain melted into pleasure. He kissed her back, his lips melded into hers.

“Oh god, John, I missed you so much.” She breathed into his ear, nuzzling his neck.

“I missed you too, Em.” He said. He didn’t tell her how hard it was without her here. How aroused he was, how he longed to run his hands through her soft, thick red hair.

Red hair.

“Your hair’s black.” He said suddenly, a thought striking him through the fog of his lust. She looked up at him and rolled her eyes.

“And you haven’t shaved.” She said, grinning at him. “Two can play at that game, Captain Obvious.”

“No, but... it was red.” John said.

“It was. I dyed it.” She said. She slid her tongue along his earlobe, making him shudder a little. “Want to check if the carpet matches the drapes?”

He laughed. He had missed her sense of humor as well. She started to kiss him again, and he picked her up in his arms, laying her down on the couch. His hands seemed to spring up of their own volition, sliding along her body. He moved them down to her waist, shimmying her tight dress up her body and off it. He grinned. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Typical Em. She must have been so excited, doing something slightly naughty like that. He slid his hands up to her breasts, cupping them, kneading them, playing with her nipples.

“Oh god, John, that’s so good.” She said. She bit her lip slightly, arching her head back, her long black hair falling on her shoulders. “God, my tits missed you so much.”

“Mmm, looks like they did.” John said. He brought his mouth down, sliding his tongue slowly, seductively, teasingly onto her nipple. Her short, sharp gasp rewarded him, and she squirmed as he continued to tantalizingly stroke his tongue along her nipples, along her breasts. He kissed her lightly, teasingly, and her breathing began to get faster.

“Mmm...” she said. He smiled, admiring her. He loved how her pale skin flushed when she got hot, how it-

He paused. Pale skin? She didn’t have pale skin, her skin was a rich, deep olive. Where was he getting that from?

“Something wrong, babe?” she said. “you stopped right before you got to the good part.”

“I...” he said. He shook his head. He felt very strange, all of a sudden. “Your skin...”

“First my hair, then my skin.” She said. “What is with you today, John? I thought you’d want to rip my dress off, but you’re here nitpicking over my hair and my skin.”

“Yeah, I... sorry.” John said. He shook his head. 

“Apology accepted.” She said. She grinned, wiggling her breasts back and forth. “Now I believe you were sucking my tits.”

He nodded absent-mindedly. He started to bring his mouth down to her full breasts. They were bigger than they were. Were they? There was something wrong here. Something seriously wrong.

“No... this is wrong...” he said. He felt like he just woke up. Was this a dream? “You’re... you’re not Em...”

“Not Em?” she said, raising an eyebrow at him. She smiled at him, her eyes blazing with lust. “Is there some other girl I should be? Just let me know, tiger. I’ll be anyone you want.”

“No... I... your tits.” He said. He got up with a great force of will, backing away from her. “They’re not that big, they’re... they’re smaller. The hair. The skin. Who... who are you?”

“I’m your girlfriend, John. I’m Em.” She said, locking her eyes onto his. They seemed to sear into him, and it took a great effort of will to tear his eyes off of hers.

“No...” he said. He stumbled off the couch finally. “Some sort of... trick. Have to... get away...”

“Get out?” she said. She got off the couch, moving towards him. “Why would you need to get away?”

“You... you’re doing something to me...” he said faintly. She moved even closer towards him. She shimmied at him, her breasts jiggling in the soft sunlight. He looked down at them, and this time he couldn’t look away. They were so beautiful. So big and firm.

“Shh, babe, it’s ok.” She said. “You’re just stressed out, that’s all. You need to relax. You told me so, remember? You’ve just been so tense lately. Just look at my tits. Look at them.”

“No... I...” John said, almost unable to form words. But he obeyed; he stared at her tits. He could do nothing else; they seemed to eclipse his vision, seemed to bore into his brain.

“Good boy, tiger.” She said, continuing to shimmy softly in the sunlight. “You remember how my tits make you feel, don’t you? So good, so calm. They make you feel blank and happy, mindless, ready to anything I say.”

“I... yes...” John said. How had he forgotten? Of course. That’s how they made him feel. He kept staring as she wriggled in front of him. She smiled.

“Good. You can’t even remember what we were talking about, can you?” she said. “My nice big tits just drove that right out of your mind, didn’t they?”

“I... “ John said. He frowned. What had they been talking about? He couldn’t remember. Wait! There it was. “I... I was leaving...”

“Oh, you silly boy.” She said. She laughed. “You love me too much to leave! You know it’s true. You know everything I say is true.”

“Yes... true...” John said. Em would never lie to him.

“Oh, you’re such a good boy, John.” She said. “Such an obedient boy. You love doing what I say, don’t you? You love obeying me, love obeying my every command.”

“Mmm... yes...” John said. He did. It got him so hard, obeying her every whim. He loved how hot she was when she ordered him to do things.

“That’s right. And right now I want you to be my obedient, compliant slave. Can you do that for me, baby?” she said. “Can you be my slave?”

“Yes...” John said, enraptured. He stood there, still.

“Good boy.” She said. She smiled. “Want to know a secret? I’m not Emma. Emma’s feeling just about how you are right now, I would imagine.”

“Mmm... feeling good...” John said, smiling dimly. He felt so good. He hoped Emma felt this good.

“That’s right.” She said. “You’re ours now, Pompilius. Now, get down on your knees. Please your mistress.”

“Yes, mistress.” John said, getting down on his knees even as she laid back on the couch. He loved pleasing his mistress. He loved obeying. He brought his face up to her pussy, and he loved how wet it was, the soft musk of his mistress as she lay on the couch. It was so good.

“Yes, good, Pompilius.” She said. She smiled. “Gegania was right. It was too easy to enslave you with all that sexual power from Emma. I almost wish you’d put up more of a fight.”

John heard, but did not react. He had not been commanded to. He simply brought his tongue up to his mistress’ clit, running it along the sides, up and down, stroking it. He was rewarded with her moaning in pleasure, and he continued his slow, deliberate playing. He took her clit in his mouth, sucking gently as she gasped in pleasure, and then sliding his tongue in-between her lips, darting it in the entrance of her sex. She wriggled, bucking, moving her hips at the pleasure he brought her. He smiled to himself. He loved pleasing his mistress. He loved obeying. 

He would have continued to love obeying, in fact, had not fate intervened for him. A knock came at the door.

“John?” Liz said, coming in. “I saw your door was unlocked, so I- oh my God!”

“Stop, slave.” His mistress said. He stopped obediently, kneeling by the couch, watching as his mistress engaged the intruder. “Who the hell are you?”

“I could ask the same.” Liz said, her eyes looking at the two of them. “You’re from the cult, aren’t you?”

“Figured that one out, did you?” Coelia said, advancing on Liz. “But no matter. I have Pompilius.”

“His name’s John, you hag.” Liz snarled. “And there’s no way you’re taking him.”

“Oh?” she said, advancing on Liz. “And who’s going to stop me? You?”

“If I have to.” Liz said. She lunged at the other woman, but she was too slow. Coelia evaded her grasp, placing her hand firmly on Liz’s temple.

“ohhhh...” Liz said, her eyes nearly rolling into the back of her head.

“My my, someone’s been horny lately.” Coelia cooed softly. “You’ve almost turned. A few more days and you would have been ours.”

“I...I...” Liz said. She struggled only faintly.

“Well, no matter. I can just turn you now.” Coelia said. She brought up one of her hands swiftly beneath Liz’s shirt, grabbing her breasts. She began to play with them.

“Doesn’t that feel so good?” she said softly.

“oh god, yes, too good...” Liz said, her eyes almost rolling back into her head. She looked at John pleadingly. “John... help me...”

“He can’t help you now, my dear.” Coelia said. “Just give in to the pleasure. Give in to your desires. Obey me.”

“Mmm... no... feels... too good...”Liz said. “Can’t... resist...”

“That’s right. Don’t resist.” Coelia said. “Just obey. It’s so much easier to obey. It feels right to obey.”

“Yes... obey...” Liz said dreamily, succumbing to the sexual energies surrounding and infusing her. She ceased struggling, and began to sigh softly, giving in to the pleasure Coelia was bringing her.

But as she did so, John began to come out of his haze. Coelia was distracted, focusing on Liz, and all of a sudden he could think a little clearer. But... something was strange. He could see... colors? Shapes, even. Surrounding him thickly, surrounding Liz almost as thickly. He felt drugged. He reached out, trying to touch them. He touched the fog around him, and it moved beneath his touch.

“Wha...?” he said. It was so hard to think. He pushed himself, as hard as he could, and as he pushed away the fog around him he could begin to think more clearly. Suddenly, instinctively, he knew what to do. He grabbed the fog, something that struck his rational mind as insane, and sent it to Coelia. He brought it down on her, sealing her in it as he had been sealed.

“What- what are you doing?” she said suddenly, letting go of Liz. She had been too distracted, ignoring John. She shuddered slightly as John redirected her own magic against her.

“No! This can’t be. I had you. You were mine!” Coelia said. She raised her arms, and the colors shifted slightly- but not enough. John seemed to intuitively understand what was happening, and he seemed to work the magic better than Coelia did.

“I was, for a second.” John said, maneuvering the colors, unwrapping them off him and sliding them over Coelia, infusing her with them. As he shed the magic that bound him, his thoughts became clearer and clearer. “But it looks like Liz gave me enough of an opening to turn the tables, you could say.”

“You can try, but- unnh!” Coelia said, her sentence cut off as a wave of pleasure rocked through her body. She shuddered, her knees suddenly weak, and she held herself up on the couch for support.

“Seems like I’m doing a bit more than trying.” He said. He moved over to her. “Not so much fun to be on the receiving end, is it?”

Coelia feebly attempted to cast another spell- the colors shifted, shimmering, but John angrily ran his hand through them, dashing the fog away before it even had a chance to coalesce.

“That’s... that’s not possible...” Coelia said. “No one... no one is that strong...”

“Maybe I am.” John said. He had no idea what she meant, but he figured now wasn’t the time to show his cluelessness. He put on more confidence than he felt. “Maybe I am that strong.”

“That... strong...” Coelia said. Her eyes were beginning to glaze over. She shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts. “No... must... resist...”

“Resist what?” John said mockingly, turning her earlier words against her. “There’s nothing to resist. You love obeying, don’t you? You love when I tell you what to do. You don’t want to resist at all.”

“No... resist...” Coelia said, the willpower draining from her.

“That’s right. Don’t resist.” John said. “You’re such an obedient girl, aren’t you? You love doing what I say, don’t you? You love obeying me, love obeying my every command.”

“N...no...obey...” Coelia said weakly. Her body betrayed her; she was breathing raggedly now, envisioning how wonderful it would be to obey him.

“Yes, obey.” John said. “Say it. Tell me how much you love to obey me. How much you want to be commanded.”

“I... I...” Coelia said.

“Say it.” John commanded firmly.

“I love to obey.” Coelia said. Her body shuddered again, as the pleasure of obeying flowed through her. “I want to be commanded.”

“Then I want you to be my obedient slave.” He said. “I want you to obey every command I give you, without hesitation. You will have no will except my own. You will exist only to serve me.”

“Yes... I will only serve you...” Coelia said, her eyes completely glazed over now. 

“Good.” He said. “Now don’t move. Stay there.”

“Yes, Master.” Coelia said, her eyes unfocused. John took a moment to compose himself. He found that he was shaking, more than he cared to admit. The experience had unnerved him. He remembered being fooled- the memory of wanting so eagerly to serve her was seared into his brain. He wondered if he’d ever be able to forget it. He hoped against hope that that wasn’t how the women enslaved to these priestesses felt like.

“Now.” He said, after he had taken some time to compose himself. “Who are you?”

“I’m Coelia, Master.” She said without hesitation, her deep green eyes looking up at him worshipfully. The utter devotion that shined in her eyes unsettled him a bit, but he had commanded it. He supposed he’d have to live with the consequences.

“Now tell me.” He began. “What do-“

“Unnh...” a voice came from behind him, weakly. He turned around. Liz was on the floor, writhing, her hand down the front of her jeans and the other up her blouse, cupping her breasts. She was furiously fingering herself, bucking on the floor, staring at him with pleading eyes.

“oh god, John, please, fuck me, please fuck me. Please...” she said, looking at him. 

“What’s wrong with her?” John demanded of Coelia. 

“I began the process on her, Master.” Coelia said evenly. “She is infused with the overwhelming lust of Vesta. She must imprint on something, or she will never know relief.”

“Imprint? What do you mean?” John said.

“A phallus must enter her.” Coelia said simply. “And then that phallus will control her. We use the ritual stones at the temple for that purpose.”

“And then you control the slaves, is that it?” John said.

“Yes.” Coelia said. “Of course, you may use yours for that purpose. She will belong to you.”

“So those are her two choices? Enslaved to me or enslaved to you?” John said. He sighed in irritation. “They’re hardly good choices.”

“They are the only choices, Master.” Coelia said. She beamed. “It won’t be so bad for her. I love serving you.”

“I... dammit.” John said. He looked at Liz, and then looked up at the ceiling.

“I hope Em forgives me.” He muttered. He moved above Liz, unzipping his fly and letting his now rock-hard cock spring free of his pants. Her eyes looked at his cock hungrily, as if it was the only thing in the world. She kneeled in front of it, entranced, until she reached out and grabbed it firmly in her hands.

“Oh yes...” John said, moaning in spite of himself. The experience with Coelia had let him more aroused than he had realized. Had he bothered to ask her, she would have told him that it was a result of the brief yet potent magical battle between them. He was, however, in no state of mind to ask her with Liz’s hand wrapped around his cock. She took his deep, guttural moan as encouragement, grasping his cock, running her hand up and down the shaft slowly, deliberately. She fondled his balls with her other hand, eliciting another deep grunt of pleasure from him.

She released his cock with her hands, and brought her hands to her breasts. She pressed her breasts closer to create a nice fold in her cleavage, enveloping his cock with her tits. She began to move up and down, slow at first, sliding his throbbing cock up and down between her breasts. His breath started to come in more ragged, deeper gasps as he felt the unbelievably smooth skin of her breasts sliding up and down on his cock, and he released a sharp gasp of unexpected pleasure as she kissed his cock on the way up.

She released her breasts suddenly and gripped his cock with her hand, bringing it up to her mouth. She took him in- slowly at first. He shuddered in pleasure as she teased him, swirling her tongue around, licking the tip, snaking and sliding it up and down his rock hard cock. She brought her mouth over his cock, slowly, teasingly, sliding it in, inch by inch, until she had taken his entire length in her mouth. She started to bob her head back and forth, bringing his cock in and out.

“Oh, that’s good...” he said, moaning as she continued to slide her head up and down his cock, making it disappear between her lips. “God, Liz, that feels so good...”

She looked up at him while she sucked him, her eyes locking with his for a moment. They shone, bright and fervent, with the wild lust and passion she was feeling, crazed with the torrent of sexual energy thrust upon her. Her hand slid down her body, sneaking beneath her skirt, resuming the furious fingering she had been engaged in before. She released a small moan of pleasure as she slid her own finger inside her, a moan that vibrated through her mouth and into John, causing him to shudder in their shared lust.

She began to thrust her head more fervently, his cock still deep inside her mouth. John grabbed her hair, grunting, pushing her head onto his cock, bucking and thrusting his hips in a primal lust, instinctively thrusting his cock deeper into her mouth. His heightened arousal spurred Liz on even more, her fingers rubbing and stroking her clit, thumbing it furiously, eagerly seeking her own release. It seemed to be just at the tip of her consciousness, so close, and yet out of reach. Suddenly, she pulled her head off John.

“I need you inside me.” She said, a strangely rational phrase coming from her sex-crazed, sweat-sheened face. She pushed him on the couch, and he offered no resistance: quickly, eagerly, she straddled him. She slid down his cock, impaling herself on his large, rock-hard member, and they moaned together, their bodies shivering in synchronous pleasure, as she began to ride him.

“Ohgod, cock, yes...” Liz slurred huskily as she bounced up and down on his cock. She sounded like an addict finally getting her fix. Her body seemed to glow and pulse with the built-up lust she had; she rode his cock furiously, slamming him deep inside her, her full, round tits bouncing and swaying as she continued to impale herself on his cock. Any rational thought had long since passed when she first slid his cock into her wet, waiting pussy, and her bucking and bouncing, writhing and sliding, was infused with a primal, animalistic, overpowering lust. Nothing existed for her except that cock, the cock that filled her, the cock she engulfed with her eager pussy in her quest for relief.

The relentless pleasure as she slid her tight pussy up and down his cock was too much for John, and soon after Liz began her ferocious riding he was close to the edge. His own animal lust had been aroused as well, and he kneaded her breasts, urging her on, moaning in unison with her as she continued to bounce up and down on his cock. She groaned again, her skin slick with the sweat from her exertion, her wild eyes gleaming with the raw pleasure running through her body as she continued to drive John’s cock deeper and deeper inside her. Finally he tensed, about to come, and Liz sensed it- sensed his body on the verge. She continued her assault, riding even faster, bucking her hips on him, driving him deeper and deeper.

“Yes! Yes! Come, fucking come inside me!” She hissed at him, the frenzied yearning for relief lacing her voice. She continued to thrash up and down on him, squeezing him, milking him with her tight pussy, until he could take it no longer: he grunted, a deep, savage grunt, and grabbed her hips firmly, holding her down on top of him, as he tensed, every nerve ending in his body lighting up as he shot his load deep into her.

His orgasm felt amazing- but hers hit her like a thunderbolt coming out of the blue. The frenzy of sexual energy that she had been unable to release, that had driven her mad with lust, finally released, and the deep, primal scream of pleasure that left her came from the innermost depths of her ecstasy. Her body writhed and tensed as she continued to buck on John’s body, her eyes rolled up, half-lidded as her orgasm shattered across her in wave after intense wave of unimaginable pleasure. Long after his orgasm had subsided, hers continued, until she succumbed to the pleasure, sinking down onto his chest.

They lay there for a moment, unmoving. John felt the soft rise and fall of her chest, felt the soft, smooth skin of her breasts pressing into his. But there was something else- John couldn’t just feel her physically. He could... well, he wasn’t sure how to explain it to himself. He could feel her inside him, inside his mind, feel her presence. He wondered if that’s what Coelia meant when she said that Liz would imprint on him. He looked over at her, and found her sitting in the same position he left her.

“Coelia, I... I can feel her.” He said.

“Yes, Master.” Coelia said brightly. “She imprinted on you. She is yours to command.”

“What if I don’t want to command her?” he said quickly.

“I...” Coelia said. She frowned. “I hadn’t ever thought of that.”

John sighed. He looked at Coelia, kneeling obediently in front of him. He then looked at Liz, passed out on top of him, smiling dreamily with his rapidly softening cock still inside her. He shook his head. Well, he had wanted a lead this morning. He was pretty sure that he had just gotten one. Now the only thing left to do was to stop these priestesses before they could get their hands on Emma.


Chapter 7

Cock.

Emma needed a cock. She needed one so bad. She needed lots of cocks. She needed one in her pussy, oh god, her tight, hot little pussy that was so wet, begging for a big, hard cock to just slip in there and pound her over and over and-

“No!” Emma yelled through gritted teeth as she roused herself from sleep, shaking her head. The sudden surge of defiance and adrenaline helped to clear her mind a little of the sex-crazed stupor her sleep had suddenly become. She looked around at the little room she was in. It was beautiful and well-furnished: tit was all carved out of a very pretty wood that she didn’t recognize, and the bed she lay on had Egyptian cotton sheets. They might possibly be original Egyptian cotton sheets, from what she’d learned of these awful people. She laughed bitterly to herself.

However beautiful the room was, it was a prison cell, nothing less. She had been duped. That much was clear. Dr. Ian Potter was working with these people, these... cultists. He had led her here under false pretenses, made her think she was meeting John, and then let her be captured by them. They were utterly insane- they thought John was the latest in the line of a man named Numa Pompilius, the only one who could restart the fire of the Vestals and bring glory to Rome once again, or something of the sort. She was sure they were crazy.

Sure they were crazy, except... well, whatever they were doing to her could definitely be felt. She shuddered when she remembered the first time she came in. How they made her please herself in front of them, how they altered her mind, made her hornier than she had ever thought possible. Whatever they were, they had some way to back up their insane statements about sexual energy and Vestals. She still wasn’t convinced it was magic; more likely it was drugs, some sort of pheromone, something they slipped in her food. She wasn’t sure. But she was a skeptic at heart. Plus, drugs could be resisted, fought against- antidotes created. She had no idea if you could say the same about magic.

Escape wasn’t an option; she had learned that early on. There were enough of the priestesses that they could do that... thing, on her, just by touching her temple. The humiliation of mindlessly pleasuring herself until she passed out, goaded on by one of the priestesses, had convinced her that she shouldn’t try it again. She had wondered why they simply didn’t take her that way, but the priestesses, ever forthcoming, had explained to her that it wasn’t true desire, or something. She guessed they wanted to brainwash her completely, not just alter her short-term patterns. The thought quite frankly terrified her.

The door to her cell clanged open, as it did around this time every day, and Gegania entered the chamber. Emma still thought the woman looked impossibly ageless- no doubt some sort of makeup technique or something that they passed on to give them that otherworldly look. Whatever else she was, however, she was beautiful. Her hair waved gently, shimmering in the torchlight as she sat down on the edge of Emma’s bed, looking for all the world like a concerned mother watching over her troubled daughter.

“And how are we feeling today?” Gegania said, smiling.

“The same as yesterday.” Emma said, eying her. “Defiant. Upset. Need I go on?”

“I don’t think it would help either of us.” Gegania said. “You wouldn’t talk about the one feeling I truly want to hear about.”

“Probably because I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Emma said flatly. Emma knew what she was talking about, of course. And the worst part was that she knew it was getting worse by the day. After that first night, her level of arousal had been steadily increasing. At first it wasn’t anything she noticed: like a background hum, almost. Annoying, but she could tune it out. With each passing day, however, the feeling got more powerful, more insistent, more intense. And the dreams... oh god, the dreams. She woke up sometimes at night with her finger buried inside her, an unconscious attempt to relieve her of the growing need inside her, the growing sexual need.

“Oh, I don’t believe that at all.” Gegania said. She moved closer to Emma, even as Emma tried to shrink back into the bed. “I think you know very well what I’m talking about.”

Gegania moved forward until Emma was up against the wall, and she ran her hand along Emma’s exposed arm lightly, ever so lightly. She ran it up her arm, along her shoulder, back and forth. Emma was frozen for a moment. She had been ready with a snarky comment, a refusal to play on Gegania’s terms, but... those light caresses felt good. They felt better than Emma cared to admit.

“This, for example. I bet this feels good, doesn’t it?” Gegania said softly.

“No.” Emma said. It was a half-second too late, and Gegania pounced on the hesitation.

“Oh, don’t lie to me.” Gegania said. Suddenly, with an almost predatory speed, her hand moved up to Emma’s breast, squeezing it gently through the light fabric of the robe they had given her. Emma gasped involuntarily at the sudden touch; she had always enjoyed having her breasts touched, but this was something else. Just the light squeeze Gegania gave them sent a ripple of pleasure through Emma’s body.

“You seem to have enjoyed that.” Gegania said, her hand not leaving Emma’s breast.

“No, I... I was just surprised, that’s all. I didn’t expect you to... grab me.” Emma said. She tried to keep her breath even to hide how excited she actually got. She hoped the faster beating of her heart wouldn’t betray her.

“Oh?” Gegania said devilishly. “You didn’t like that?”

She thumbed Emma’s nipple suddenly, and this time Emma could not stop another gasp that came out of her. Gegania continued to play with her breasts, thumbing her nipples, teasing her. Emma writhed involuntarily at the pleasure, squirming under Gegania’s expert ministrations, and Gegania smiled. 

“Oh, I guess you do like it.” Gegania said.

“N... no.” Emma said, trying to catch her breath. It was a useless denial. Her breath was started to quicken, her heart beat faster in her chest, and her nipples stood out defiantly, their outline pressed against the thin silk fabric of the robe. 

“You could tell me to stop.” Gegania said, continuing to play with Emma’s breasts.

“I...” Emma said. She know she should say stop, right away. But she hesitated for seconds, seconds that seemed like hours; her rational mind told her to say it, told her to scream it, but the primal part of her brain craved the pleasure, craved the sensation, hoped it would never end.

“Stop.” Emma said finally, her rational brain winning out against her irrational slide. Gegania smiled, removing her hands from Emma’s breasts. Emma felt a slight pang of regret as she did, regret at the loss of that pleasure. She pushed the feeling down as quickly as she could.

“As you wish.” Gegania said. She rose. “I love our little chats, darling. I’ll see you again tomorrow.”

The door closed behind her, and Emma let out a sigh of relief. She had been able to resist Gegania another day. That made it... oh, 3 days now. Emma laughed to herself- laughed so she wouldn’t cry. If she was already feeling the urge to give in, feeling the insatiable pleasure from Gegania’s hands on her breasts, how long would she be able to hold out? How long until she begged for release? How long until she...

She shook her head, clearing her thoughts. She couldn’t dwell on that, not now. She needed to stay strong. It had been 3 days without any communication to John. He would be suspicious by now. He would have called her parents; she’d told them to fib for her, but they’d know that she was supposed to be there already. Would he be looking for her already? Would he find her in time? The temple wasn’t too far from the dig...

“She what?” Gegania said, her voice low and dangerous enough that it cut through Emma’s train of thought. She focused on the conversation a few feet from her door.

“She hasn’t come back yet.” The other voice said. Emma couldn’t identify it; one of the dozen priestesses that she had seen coming and going, no doubt.

“It’s been over a day.” Gegania said. “She should have had him here wrapped around her fingers, amongst other things. Something’s wrong.”

“Yes.” The other woman said. She could hear the uncertainty and fear in the other woman’s voice. “If Pompilius has discovered his latent power...”

“Nonsense.” Gegania said. “He’s untrained. He would never have been able to resist Coelia, certainly not with Emma’s sexual print all over her.”

“And yet Coelia is not here.” The priestess said, the simple fact speaking volumes.

“I can’t argue with that.” Gegania said. She sighed, considering her options. “Send someone to find out what happened. Be discreet. It’s possible Coelia is trying to keep him for herself, use him as a weapon.”

“She would never be so disloyal.” The other woman said.

“No? The sort of untapped power Pompilius has in him...” Gegania said, musing. “It would be tempting. Properly trained, we might not be able to stop him.”

“I will send someone to observe and report.” The priestess said. The two of them walked down the hallway, their footsteps fading into the darkness, and Emma stopped for a moment to consider this new turn of events. 

They hadn’t gotten John- that was something, at least. Whatever plan they had to entrap or seduce him had failed. She hoped that other priestess hadn’t gotten to John- she shuddered at the idea of the man she loved being used as some sort of mindless slave weapon between two warring cult factions. But it was possible that he was free, that he had somehow escaped their clutches. Maybe he knew she was here, knew where she was- knew to call the police and come for her.

It was a comforting thought. It was a far more comforting thought, in fact, than what else could have happened to him. She sunk down on the bed, attempting to keep her spirits up, accompanied only by the dull pounding of lust inside her, threatening to overwhelm her, an ominous, ever-present reminder as to what would happen to her if someone didn’t save her in time.

––––––––

The past day had been a whirlwind of new information for John. His world had, quite literally, turned upside down in a matter of twenty-four hours.

He had woken up in the morning normally- or at least what constituted as normal when you were trying to save a friend from becoming a mindless sex toy. But then he became a sex toy himself, was forced to mind battle a cult priestess to save himself, and then had sex with his friend to make her his slave so she wouldn’t be enslaved by someone else. Oh, and he had special mind powers of his own.

He wouldn’t have believed it if someone told him. But here he was, sitting in his living room with Liz and Coelia, in the middle of a training session in using said powers. And he had just won. Handily.

“That was... overwhelming.” Coelia said, her knees still shaking from his mental assault. She was more highly trained than him, it was true, but his natural strength was overpowering. So she said, anyway. He just knew to move the shapes around, the odd shapes that were supposed to be magic.

“Then why can’t we go get Emma?” John said, irritated. “The longer we wait, the more likely it is that they’ve done something awful to her.”

“Patience, Master.” Coelia said. “You can defeat me, it’s true. But there are more of us, and Gegania is the high priestess. She is almost as blessed with Vesta’s gift as you are. You will be defeated quickly against their combined might.”

“That’s not the most encouraging thing I’ve ever heard.” John said. “What if we’re too late?”

“Well, then you can just stick it in her like you did me and it’ll all be alright.” Liz said, grinning.

“All be alright?” John said. “You want her to be a slave to me?”

“Hey.” Liz said, shrugging. “It hasn’t been too bad so far.”

Their relationship had taken a turn for the interesting since Liz had imprinted onto John. He could... well, he could feel her. There wasn’t any other way to explain it. He could feel her and her emotions in his mind, and though he couldn’t explain how, he could pinpoint vaguely where she was around him. She referred to it as his Liz compass.

“Hasn’t it?” John said. “Who knows if this is permanent? You might be stuck like this forever, for all we know.”

“It is.” Coelia chirped helpfully. “The bond, once forged cannot be shattered, so far as I know. You can, of course, transfer the bond to someone else.”

“Oh, well, that takes a load off.” John said in mock relief. “At least I can get rid of you if you get too tiresome.”

“I’ll have to make myself useful then.” Liz said, winking at him. Without warning, she reached out, cupping her hand on his crotch.

“Stop that!” he said suddenly, blushing, turning away from her. “I have a girlfriend, you know.”

“Really?” Liz said. She rolled her eyes. “You’re going to trot that out now? You didn’t seem all that concerned that you had a girlfriend when I was jackhammering your cock into submission.”

“That...” John said. He blushed even deeper. “That was different. You know it.”

“I do.” Liz said. She looked at him. “But things are different now. The rules have changed. Believe me, I’m not the happiest about our situation either. Well, I am, because the magic made it so. But I wouldn’t have been, if... if that makes sense.”

“I... I think so.” John said, faltering.

“Good.” She said. She moved in closer, sliding her hands along his waist. “Of all the people in the world this could have happened with, I’m exceedingly grateful it was you.”

“Thanks. That... that means a lot to me.” John said. He could feel the truth of what she said through the bond, the love and devotion that she felt towards him. It was comforting.

“Besides, let’s face facts.” Liz said. She looked at him devilishly, gesturing to her body. “You wouldn’t have been able to resist this much longer.”

He threw a pillow at her, and she laughed as she dodged it easily. 

“Master, we should continue your training.” Coelia said. “You must be ready when you face Gegania. Remember, it may not be on your terms. I am sure she has already noticed my absence. It’s possible she may come here herself, or send another one of us to ensnare you.”

“Oh, lord.” Liz said. “You’re going to have a whole damn harem soon enough, John. I don’t suppose I’ll ever get a piece of you after that.”

“I’m sure I could squeeze you in.” John said, smiling.

“You could squeeze something in, I’m sure.” Liz said, still grinning. “Now come on. Keep making Coelia there weak in the knees so you can rescue your lady love. One of them, anyway.”

John laughed, shaking his head as he felt the colors start to form around Coelia once again. He was glad he had Liz here to keep him unworried, to keep him sane. He couldn’t imagine what he would be doing if she was here. Mindlessly obeying Coelia, most likely, made some sort of slave at their temple.

She started her assault and he countered it easily, channeling his softly bubbling rage at his situation, letting it focus him. He and this Gegania would meet soon, of that he had no doubt. And he also had no doubt that she would intensely regret ever deciding to start this whole damned mess in the first place. Intensely regret it, indeed...


Chapter 8

“She’s been taken.” Gegania said. She shook her head. “That presents a rather unwelcome development in our plans.”

“How did it happen?” Canuleia said. “Coelia was one of the stronger ones among us. She should have been able to handle Pompilius, especially with that amount of Tarpeia’s sexual energy.”

“I don’t know. He should have been overwhelmed.” Gegania said. She shook her head. “This isn’t good. We have to break her. We have to get her energies willingly. It’s the only way we’ll be able to defeat Pompilius, especially if Coelia’s his now. She’ll be teaching him how to harness his power against us. Even I might not be able to stop him if that happens.”

“She would never turn against us like that.” Canuleia said, horrified.

“She is not ours anymore, Canuleia.” Gegania said. She laughed. “In a way, she is now the least traitorous of us all. She’s back in Pompilius’ thrall now, just as we were those many, many centuries ago.”

“I... I suppose.” Canuleia said. She looked doubtful. Gegania sighed; she always did have a better capacity for humor than the rest of her sisters. She wondered if only the serious ones took their vows after her.

“Never mind.” Gegania said. “We have to turn our attention to Tarpeia. We have to break her.”

“But how?” Canuleia said. “We can’t force her to turn. That diminishes her power to us.”

“Of course.” Gegania said. She sat for a moment, thinking. “But there is another way, possibly. She is alone, untempted by a man, and so she resists.”

“Ah.” Canuleia said, understanding. “And you think his presence will speed up the process?”

“I think it is hard to resist the call of Vesta’s gift.” Gegania said. “For anyone. Bring him here.”

“Understood.” Canuleia said, bowing and exiting the room. Gegania looked down the dark hallway that her sister disappeared through. She gritted her teeth unconsciously, a low, dull rage kindling inside her at the memories of their previous encounter. She would not let Pompilius defeat her again. She would not. 

––––––––

Emma sat on her bed, her eyes closed, breathing as deep and as measured as possible. She had never meditated before- never had to, actually. But now she found that it was one of the most effective techniques for keeping her mind occupied, for keeping it off the rising lust building in her each and every day. The smooth, measured breaths and the clearing of the mind were the perfect techniques to keep her focused and above the torrent of lust that simmered just below her surface.

In a way, Gegania’s strategy was brilliant. She needed Emma to succumb to the pulses of lust that this place inspired, needed Emma to succumb to them of her own free will. By not allowing Emma any distractions, she made sure that there was ample opportunity for one of those lustful thoughts to take hold, to wrap itself around her brain. And make no mistake, it was getting worse. Emma was in a near-constant state of arousal, her fingers always itching to slide down to her pussy.

All it would take was one stray thought that didn’t leave, an image of a cock just thrusting into her. A nice, big cock, throbbing in front of her, making her dizzy with passion. Sliding deep into her pussy, filling her, making her scream in delirious pleasure as it pounded into her, making her beg for it. God, she wanted it so bad. She wanted to suck, she wanted to fuck, she wanted a big, hard cock filling every hole in her body and-

She heard the door sliding open, and it snapped her out of her lust-driven reverie. She realized her hand had slid down her body without knowing it, and guiltily retrieved it. The meditation worked... mostly. She laughed inwardly to herself as she saw Gegania enter through the doorway, the same time she always did. It gave her a small sense of satisfaction that Gegania had interrupted what may have been a rather forceful daydream. She tried to control her heavy breathing and bring it back to a normal level, not wanting Gegania to see how incredibly aroused she was. There was nothing she could do, of course, about the involuntary flush of red that permeated her body. She hoped Gegania wouldn’t notice.

“And how are we doing today, Emma?” Gegania said, smiling. She paused for a moment, looking, studying. “I hope I didn’t interrupt anything... exciting.”

Emma blushed an even deeper red than she thought possible. Gegania had noticed, after all.

“Nothing at all.” Emma said evenly, not allowing herself to rise to the bait. “And what can I do for you today, Gegania?”

“My, so polite today.” Gegania said. She grinned devilishly. “Nothing for me today, my sweet. But I have a... friend here who has asked to see you. He’s been very anxious about your well-being.”

Emma’s heart leapt into her throat. They couldn’t have gotten John, could they? She would have heard something, seen something, anything to tip her off. From what she could gather, Coelia’s attempt to get John had failed, and he was still on the run. If they had figured out another way, another avenue to get to him... she didn’t want to think about it. Her stomach turned, and she was sure her face was as pale as she felt.

Gegania motioned to someone behind her, and a new figure stepped into the doorway, and Emma got the shock she expected- but not for the same reason. The man standing behind Gegania wasn’t John, but Gegania’s very own co-conspirator: Dr. Ian Potter. Emma gaped at him, unable to form words due to the shock- both of his arrival, and of the fact that he was completely naked.

“Well then.” Gegania said. “I suppose I’ll leave the two of you alone to catch up.”

She left then, the door locking behind her. Emma sat there, stunned, looking at the man in front of her.

“Hello, Emma.” Dr. Potter said, smiling along with Gegania. “I heard that you’d been a bit... down, so I decided to come visit.”

She knew vaguely in the back of her mind that she should reply, but the moment had robbed her of her capacity to think. She had hoped that it wouldn’t be John, fervently wished it wouldn’t be John... but she had not dreamed that her captor would return to see her. And not as he was now, not without a single piece of clothing. His muscular frame stood tall before her, his tight, lean body filling the space in front of the door.

But that wasn’t what Emma was staring at, not what had rendered her speechless. She stared between his legs, his thick, huge cock there on display. She was unable to take her gaze away from it, and a new sense of horror dawned upon her as she realized how fixated she was on his cock: she realized this was Gegania’s plan. Even worse, she wasn’t sure that she’d be able to resist going along with it.

“Emma, darling?” Dr. Potter said. He chuckled. “Ah, I see. My cock seems to have rendered you speechless.”

“N... No. Sorry, I got distracted.” Emma said slowly, looking up at his eyes with an immense force of will. She didn’t want to think about how much she desperately wanted that cock. She had to resist.

“I can see that.” Dr. Potter said. He laughed, a deep, rumbling laugh. “Distracted by what, exactly?”

“N... nothing.” Emma said. “What can I do for you, Dr. Potter?”

“Oh, Emma, please. Let’s not be coy.” He said. He stepped forward from the doorway, and Emma’s eyes slid down helplessly. His step forward brought it within arm’s reach, and it eclipsed her vision. It was huge, thick, majestic. She couldn’t stop her mind from imagining what that would be like inside her. How deep it would fill her. She tried not to think about how much she wanted him to fuck her, tried not to think about how desperately horny she was.

“I’m... not being coy, Professor.” She said. “Just curious as to your visit, that’s all.”

“Well, I heard that you were so frustrated that the priestesses just couldn’t help you.” Dr. Potter said. He moved a little closer. “But I think I can help you.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Emma said weakly.

“Oh, I think you do.” He said. “I think you’ve been craving a cock. Desperately needing a cock sliding deep into your wet pussy, filling you up, bringing you that sweet orgasmic relief your fingers can’t bring you. Am I wrong?”

“I...” Emma said. Her eyes fixated on his cock. He wasn’t wrong. God, he wasn’t wrong; she wanted a cock more than anything right now. It seemed to eclipse her vision; she couldn’t take her eyes off it. She tried to fight, tried to look somewhere else, think about something else, but nothing was working. All she could do was stare at it, wide-eyed, in front of her.

“Oh, somebody’s horny.” Dr. Potter said, laughing. The movement set his cock swinging back and forth ever so slightly, sending a slight thrill through Emma’s body as she stared at it, transfixed, watching it sway. She felt herself falling away. She tried to get a grip on herself, tried to shake herself free of the lust-induced fog she was falling into, but it was no help. The cock, that huge, beautiful cock, seemed to hypnotize her, drawing her deeper and deeper under its spell.

“I...” Emma began, trying to muster up the willpower to send him away.

“Shh. Don’t speak.” Dr. Potter said. She obeyed, letting her words trail off into the distance. “Tell you what, Emma. I’ll make you a deal.”

“A... a deal?” Emma said, slack-jawed, her eyes staring at his cock.

“Yes, a deal.” Dr. Potter said. Suddenly, he took her hand in his and placed her hand on his cock. She gasped audibly at the feel of his rapidly hardening member in her hand. It felt so good as it expanded beneath her hand, as her fingers wrapped around its ever-increasing girth.

“And it is this.” Dr. Potter said. “If you want me to go, then simply take your hand off my cock. I will understand, and leave you right away. If, however, you want that nice big cock inside you, thrusting deep into you, sliding in and out of your hot, wet pussy as you beg for more...”

“Cock...” Emma breathed huskily, barely above a whisper, the deep, pulsing need inside her threatening to overwhelm her. 

“Then take it in your mouth. Get it nice and hard, nice and big and hard. And then I’ll fuck you until you can’t think anymore.” Dr. Potter said, his deep voice thrumming through the air, thrumming deep into her very being.

The moment could not have lasted more than a few seconds. For Emma, however, it was a lifetime. Her rational mind knew that she should let go, make him leave, resist Gegania’s plot just that little while longer. It seemed the easiest thing in the world to go- just let go. A simple act that would take her almost no time at all, no effort, just the simple of act of not gripping his big, throbbing, pulsing cock with her little hand.

But she discovered that her hand would not open. It defied her- or did it? Perhaps it knew what she truly wanted, knew what she yearned for deep inside- what her carnal, primal self yearned for, what her rational mind dared not admit, the simple fact that she wanted so very, very much to take that long, hard shaft into her mouth, into her pussy, into her. Because, instead of opening, instead of telling Dr. Potter to leave, her rebellious hand instead began to slide up and down on Dr. Potter’s cock, gripping it, bringing him to a fuller hardness.

“I take it you want me to stay, then.” Dr. Potter said. Emma said nothing, her lust-filled brain almost unable to speak. She continued to slide her hand along his shaft, up and down, gripping it firmly. With every pump of her hand along his shaft she lost herself more and more, more and more of her surrendering to the lust and arousal that burned deep inside her. She started to move her head towards his cock, pulling him closer even as she moved her head towards him.

“I knew you’d make the right choice.” He said. She heard but did not respond, instead bringing her lips up to his cock. She kissed the tip of it, and a sharp spike of pleasure thrummed its way down from her lips to between her thighs. That spark emboldened her, washed away the last small pockets of resistance as her eyes glazed over with the full force of her lust. It bubbled up inside her, consuming her, and with a glassy-eyed, frenzied stare she took Dr. Potter’s cock between her lips, making it disappear completely.

She continued to suck his cock furiously, bobbing her head up and down, taking his entire length deep inside her. She took his entire length in her with no hesitation, no thought. The raging torrent of lust she had contained for so long was bursting through, and it drove her onwards. The relief of giving in was almost palpable, and every thrust of Dr. Potter’s cock into her eager mouth sent more and more waves of pleasure through Emma’s lust-wracked body. She slid her hand unconsciously down to her pussy, finding the slick wetness down there. She pushed a finger into herself, with no resistance, and began to rub he clit furiously, anxiously searching for pleasure, letting her fingers drive her even further.

She spared him no quarter, using every trick she could to please that hard cock in her mouth. She used her tongue to swirl around his mouth, running it up and down his shaft, and licking the tip of his cock every time it came to the base of her mouth, snaking her tongue everywhere. She began to thrust her head more fervently, his cock still deep inside her mouth. Dr. Potter grabbed her hair, grunting, pushing her head onto his cock, bucking and thrusting his hips in a primal lust, instinctively thrusting his cock deeper into her mouth. His heightened arousal spurred Emma on even more, her fingers rubbing and stroking her clit, thumbing it furiously, eagerly seeking her own release. It seemed to be just at the tip of her consciousness, so close, and yet out of reach. Suddenly, he pulled her head off of him. Her mouth came off of his cock with a wet pop.

“Cock...” she whined, her mouth straining to get to his cock, desperate for a cock in any of her holes. He laughed.

“You’ll get it.” He said. “Bend over.”

There was nothing she wanted to do more. With no hesitation, she flipped herself around, getting down on all fours on the bed. She thrust her ass up at him invitingly, wiggling it, urging him to slam his hard cock deep into her waiting pussy. He positioned himself behind her, and she could feel his huge manhood pulsing, resting on her thigh. She reached down to grab his cock with her hand and glide it into her eager, dripping pussy, but he slapped her ass, causing her to yelp.

“Not yet, dear.” He said. “I’m not finished playing with you yet.”

He took his finger, sliding it into her pussy. It met with no resistance whatsoever, driving itself hilt deep in her. He played with the entrance of her sex, sliding his fingers in and out of her, rubbing her aching clit, then deep in again with his fingers. He kept her on the razor’s edge of arousal, building her up without offering her any chance of relief.

“Please. Need cock.” She said, crazed with lust, bucking against his fingers. His fingers didn’t do enough for her. She needed a cock, deep inside her. She was rewarded with another slap on her ass, and it shot through her, the pain becoming an intense pleasure in her lust-frenzied state. He withdrew his fingers from her pussy, and she felt a pressure on the entrance of her sex.

“Ohgod, yes, cock, please...” she said, unable to form sentences, delirious with the surge of lust inside her. She couldn’t think of anything else, could not imagine anything else. His cock was her world, his cock was all that existed, the only thing that could slake her unquenchable thirst. She needed him to fill her aching, greedy pussy with that huge throbbing member pressed against the entrance of her pussy. She mewled, instinctively pressing her hips towards his, trying to engulf his cock in her pussy, but he steadied her with a hand on her hips.

“Please... cock...” she said, trembling from the force of her desire.

He didn’t answer her. Instead he simply pushed forward, thrusting his cock hard into her pussy. She threw her head back in a spasm of unimaginable pleasure as her greedy, needy pussy was finally filled by that huge, throbbing cock that she so desperately needed. She was little more than an animal now, her mind wholly consumed by the cock that was slamming in and out of her. He continued to thrust into her furiously, and she was helpless, eagerly bucking her hips back against his, a completely slave to his cock, a slave to the rhythm of his thrusts into her. Her mind was all but consumed by her lust, only vestiges of her rationality left, her thoughts filled with nothing but a simple, irresistible need to be fucked, debased, dominated, filled completely by the massive cock inside her.

She had no free will left. It was shattered, destroyed, and she was now completely under his control. She swayed with him. She breathed with him in time, as though they had become one. She anticipated the thrusts that came into her, met them with her own hips, crashing them back into his. His cock seemed even bigger now, deep inside her as her world completely melted away except for him, except for him and his manhood deep inside her. He took her hair in his hands, gripping it with his firm, hard grasp, and arched he head back as he reached around her, thumbing her clit.

“Come for me.” He said in her ear, thumbing her clit.

“Unnnnh!” she moaned. The command was all she needed, all she wanted. She was overwhelmed by the orgasm that then crashed down upon her, breaking apart any vestiges of her self that might have remained, tearing down any of her remaining defenses with the pure, raw ferocity of its pleasure. Her pussy muscles clenched, tightening on his cock, and he came as well. He grunted, tensing up, and Emma felt him come inside her, felt his seed shoot deep into her through her orgasm, and it spurred her on all the more, her orgasm cresting, thundering into her in a tumultuous, indescribable ecstasy.

She sank down onto the bed, content, unable to hold herself up any longer. Dr. Potter withdrew his cock from her, and she heard the door to the room opening.

“I think the whole temple heard that cry of shivering ecstasy.” Gegania said. “It is done?”

“Yes. She’s broken. Observe.” Dr. Potter said.  He slapped Emma’s ass playfully, lazily, and she moaned happily in pleasure. “Clean me with your mouth.”

Emma mindlessly turned around, taking Dr. Potter’s rapidly softening cock into her mouth, cleaning him with her tongue happily.

“Excellent.” Gegania said. “I’ll begin the preparation for the rituals. We’ll be ready for Pompilius when he comes. In truth, I was worried that she wouldn’t break in time.”

“It was only a matter of having the right tool.” Dr. Potter said.

“Indeed it was.” Gegania said. “When she’s finished, bring her to the ritual room and we’ll begin.”

“Understood.” Dr. Potter said. The two of them continued to talk, but Emma stopped listening. She didn’t care what they were saying, not really. She was happy, her pussy had been thoroughly fucked, and she had a nice fat cock in her mouth. It was all she wanted. She almost giggled to herself. She wondered why she had resisted feeling this good for so long. It didn’t make any sense.

Oh well, she thought, finishing her cleaning job and letting Gegania and Dr. Potter lead her to the ritual room. It didn’t matter. Gegania and Dr. Potter would make sure she had no shortage of cocks to suck and fuck. Somehow, as she found herself in that room with the black obelisks, she was completely sure of that.


Chapter 9

This was it.

John found himself staring up at a temple, two giant, ornate pillars standing before him. He saw they bordered an ornate entranceway flanked by elegant candelabras that burned brightly, strongly, as if they belonged to a temple not lost in time but still rooted in the height of the Roman Empire’s glory. He climbed the smooth marble steps, standing in front of the cavernous entryway, the unconscious body of the guarding priestess breathing deeply and steadily by his side.

She had been ready for him, or so she thought- she wove a spell of seduction on him, expecting him to fall to it readily. But he was strong, much stronger than he had been before, and he brushed it aside easily, redirecting it at her and augmenting it with a spell of pleasure. The rainbow of colors slammed into her, and he saw her eyes widen as she was overwhelmed with an irresistible wave of pleasure an ecstasy, enough to make her moan deeply as her eyes rolled back in her head and she collapsed to the floor due to the force of her orgasm.

“They won’t all be that weak, Master.” Coelia warned him as they stood at the threshold to the temple. “She was barely more than an initiate, a token guard to receive the lust-crazed girls that stumble down the path.”

“It doesn’t matter. I’m ready for them.” John said tightly.

“I hope so.” She said, shaking her head. He knew from the tone of her voice that she didn’t believe he was ready, not by a long shot- but it didn’t matter. The priestesses here had forced his hand. He had felt them force his hand.

He had been meditating under Coelia’s instructions when he felt it. It was a wave of distress crashing into him, a distress so intense that it knocked him completely out of his meditation. He opened his eyes, dazed, and looked at Coelia- from the look on her face, she had felt it too.

“What... what was that?” John asked. He asked, but somehow he already knew. It was Emma.

“What? What just happened?” Liz said, looking at the both of them. He could feel her in his mind, a little ball of anxiety and worry for him, and he was sure that she felt the same. “Explain it for those of us not possessed of any sex magic.”

“They broke her.” Coelia said, matter of factly. “She gave in to them.”

“Then we have to rescue her!” John blurted out. He got up out of the chair. “Show me where the temple is. We have to get there before it’s too late.”

“It is already too late, Master.” Coelia said. “If she has given in, Gegania has free reign of her energies.”

“No! We have to go.” John said. 

“Master, you know that I will follow you without hesitation.” Coelia said, the concern written starkly on her face. “But I wish to see no harm come to you. If Gegania has indeed broken her, she is a force to be reckoned with. You will not be able to defeat her at your level of experience.”

“Doesn’t matter.” John said. “We have to go. I won’t let her be in the clutches of those monsters longer than she has to be.”

“But if you go now, everything you have fought for, everything you have trained for will be lost.” Coelia said. “You will be corrupted, enslaved, you will give in to your lust, and you will be as completely under Gegania’s thrall as your love now is.”

“It doesn’t matter.” John said, “I have to go. I can’t, won’t let that happen.”

“John, look, I...” Liz said. She bit her lip. “I want you to save Emma, believe me, I do. But I agree with Coelia. I don’t want you to throw away everything on a brash charge that has no hope of succeeding.”

“I...” John said. He faltered, looking at Coelia. “No, I don’t either. But... I feel so helpless. Isn’t there anything we can do?”

“There is... there is one thing.” Coelia said. She frowned. “But it is dangerous. It has no guarantee of working. But it is our best hope if you want to go in now.”

And so they found themselves here, a short while later, standing outside the temple. Coelia’s plan was brazen, bold- and it walked a fine line between genius and insanity. John hoped it would work. No, he more than hoped- he needed it to work. He couldn’t imagine a world where... where his power and Emma’s power were combined to allow the priestesses to rule over it, the new emperors of a new age. He wouldn’t allow it.

The three of them advanced into the temple proper, Coelia’s knowledge of the temple’s corridors proving invaluable to them as they wound their way around seemingly endless stone pathways lit by strongly blazing torches. John was stunned at how long and how deep the temple’s corridors seemed to stretch, and how empty they felt. He wondered if the cult had been much larger before Adam’s fateful decision to open fire on it from a battleship. He shivered at the thought: he didn’t want to imagine a cult much more powerful than the one he currently faced.

“It’s strange...” Coelia said, pausing. “The temple seems deserted. There would normally be more sisters roaming the halls.”

“I’m sure they’re ready for us.” Liz said. She frowned. “They’re probably laying a trap for us.”

“A trap...” Coelia said. She paused. “They must be in the ritual room, then. I should have thought of that earlier.”

“Then that’s where we have to go.” John said, determined. “Lead the way.”

“But if they’re waiting for you, then you’re playing right into their hands.” Liz said, protesting.

“Do we have another choice? We’re in their territory no matter what. Our plan depends on us forcing the confrontation, don’t forget. If we can do it sooner than they expect...” John said. He shrugged. “All the better for us.”

“Or so you say.” Liz said. She sighed. “Well, I guess we know what we have to do.”

They nodded at each other wordlessly, and then they set off, Coelia leading them through those winding hallways once again. As they wandered through the hallways, John began to feel something strange. It was almost the same feeling that Liz had in the back of his mind, but it was... different. It pulsed, throbbing in the back of his head, a strange, dull irritation. It felt... unclean. Corrupted. He had no way to explain it otherwise. It was like his connection to Liz, but soiled. He tried to feel it, tried to see what it could be- it felt vaguely like Liz’s thoughts, Liz’s emotions, but he was unable to tap into it. It felt as though he was mentally reaching through a film of grease, something that made him slip and fumble every time he tried to grasp whatever was beyond the veil.

“We’re almost there.” Coelia said. “Be ready. We don’t know what they’ll try to do.”

He dismissed it, trying his hardest to focus on the task at hand. He knew that any loss of concentration, no matter how slight, could cost them dearly. The difference in one second of concentration could mean the entire cause could be lost.

The three of them raced down the hallway, and that odd, irritating pulse in the back of his mind continued to grow, becoming more and more prominent- and as they turned the corner heading towards the ritual room he realized exactly that that little connection in the back of his mind was.

“My god...” Liz murmured.

John didn’t say anything in response. He found himself unable to speak, in fact, with the sight that lay before him. The room he was in was massive, with a large, black obelisk in the middle of the room, covered in what looked to be extremely ornate artwork. Surrounding it were several smaller black obelisks, completely smooth and rounded at the top, jutting up about a foot off the floor. And in the middle of the ring, in front of the large obelisk, was Emma, surrounded by a ring of naked men.

The men were taking full advantage of her and her eagerness to please. She was completely naked, her petite frame bouncing up and down on another man’s cock. She bounced on his cock easily, her wet pussy sliding up and down on his cock as she impaled herself over and over again on his rock-hard cock. She was eagerly taking another cock in her mouth, swallowing it up and making its considerable length disappear behind her ruby-red lips even as she pumped two more cocks in each hand with a wild, unsuppressed glee.

“That level of control...” Coelia murmured.

“Emma!” John shouted finally, finding his voice. She moved her eyes at him, continuing to happily suck, fuck, and pump every cock she had available, until she recognized him. She took the cock out of her mouth, making a wet popping sound as his cock, slick with her saliva, came out of her mouth. The sound sickened John.

“Hey tiger!” she said, her eyes wild with lust and glee. “Wanna fuck?”

“I...” John said, faltering. “Emma, no, what are you doing?”

“Fucking, silly!” she said happily, as she continued to hammer up and down on a cock. “Fucking cocks, sucking cocks. Slutty Emma loves cocks!”

“Em...” John said weakly. He was too late. Her body was slick with the sheen of sweat and god knows what else on her. The voice was hers, but it was... different. She had been broken, twisted, turned into some lust fueled monster.

“Come on, let’s fuck!” she squealed. “Slutty Emma wants a cock in her ass, but Mistress said to save it for you. Put your huge hard cock into slutty Emma’s tight little ass!”

“No...” he said. He realized, with a sickening dread, that the awful, corrupting feeling that he felt in the back of his mind was Emma. She had been twisted, broken and reshaped by the priestesses of the temple, and he had been too late to save her. She had Emma’s voice, but her mind was gone; her eyes were wild with lust-fueled madness as she rattled off lines that belonged in a bad porn scene.

“A work of art, isn’t she, Pompilius?” a voice said to his left. “I had to rush to get her ready for you, but there she is. I hope you like it.”

John turned as someone emerged from the shadows. He had never seen the woman before, but he knew who it had to be. The head priestess of the temple.

“Gegania.” He said coldly, curtly. Each syllable of her name coming out as a controlled, short clip.

“In the flesh.” She smiled, looking at him. He took a deep breath. It was now or never. He prepared himself to fight her. He could feel Liz’s fear and resolve in a little knot in the back of his mind. He hoped Coelia’s plan worked- for his sake, and for everyone’s.

––––––––

Gegania smiled as she watched Pompilius gape in horror at Tarpeia’s complete and utter corruption. The sexual energy had all but been drained from her, and Gegania was flush with the power it gave her- the power to combat Pompilius’ almost complete mastery of Vesta’s gift. How she had longed for this day. How she had lusted for this day. And now it had arrived. The day that she would make Pompilius bow before her, enslaved to her will.

Without blinking, she launched the first salvo, launching an overwhelming wave of pleasure at them. Coelia and the other woman were overwhelmed immediately, their eyes going wide as their nervous systems flooded with irresistible, uncontrollable pleasure. They collapsed to the ground, their eyes closed and faces slack, plastered with a smile of inconceivable pleasure. Pompilius shrugged the attack off, as she knew he would.

“Coelia has trained you well.” Gegania said. “How did you resist her? She had a good deal of Tarpeia’s energies.”

“Liz interrupted her.” Pompilius said. “Then I was able to turn the tables and enslave her.”

“I approve.” Gegania said. She nodded with no small measure of respect. “Your enslavement of her is... quite complete.”

“You’re merciless. You don’t even care that I took her free will.” He said, grimacing at her.

“Why would it matter? She will serve me again, soon enough. As will you.” Gegania said. She began the duel, crashing waves of raw sexual energy into him. His mind was properly shielded- no doubt the first thing Coelia taught him. She was impressed, though she expected no less from him: he would not be defeated by a thrust even the most inexperienced priestess could defend against.

He responded to her initial assault with one as vicious as her own. She let it flow over her own defenses, but she felt the natural, violent torrent of lust that she avoided succumbing to. She was amazed at it- it was untutored, raw, lacking in any subtlety or expertise. But it was astoundingly powerful. Even with her shields up, Gegania felt her breath quicken a little. The thought of that much power under her control was... intoxicating.

But she had an edge that he did not. She had Tarpeia’s own energies at her disposal. She changed her tactics slightly, lacing a tendril of lust with Tarpeia’s energies and probing his shields. She slipped behind his defenses and she saw him gasp, his breath catching, as he quickly, fumblingly figured out a way to block that entrance.

“Tut tut, Pompilius.” She said, nearing him. “You should have expected that. Perhaps you were not so prepared as you should have been.”

He responded without words, sending another torrent of energy at her. This time, however, it was subtle. She almost laughed. So the brute could learn, could he? It was a light touch, attempting to sneak past her in the same way that she had. She brushed them aside easily, though she was impressed at how easily he had managed to duplicate her ploy. He had picked up something that took other priestesses years to learn. She resolved to end this quickly, before he actually became a threat.

She renewed her assault, amplifying her energies with Tarpeia’s, slamming her energies into his defenses. He staggered physically from the onslaught, as though struck, and she laughed. He erected defenses, shields, but she shifted her attack constantly. She attacked his baser desires, fueling his lust, then switching to his romantic emotions to Tarpeia, and then back again. Each time he learned to defend against one of her attacks, she easily, smoothly shifted to another. She saw him weakening, saw the attack taking its toll: his face beaded with sweat even as his pants began to bulge from the sexual power slipping past his defenses.

Soon, he would be defeated. Soon, he would be unable to concentrate on anything but serving her.

He surprised her then, shifting his avenue of attack. He launched his own barrage against her at the risk of letting her in, and thousands of shards of lust launched themselves at her, piercing her shields with quantity over quality. She shrugged most of them off, but a few came through, and she experienced her own momentary discomfort: an image of her kneeling at Pompilius’ feet, hungrily eying his cock, wanting nothing more than to please him as her Master.

She quickly dismissed the thought, but the novelty of his strategy worried her. She had not even thought to defend against such an attack- nothing like had ever been used against her. She could still feel those shards embedded in her psyche, pulsing with his lustful energy. Had more of those shards gotten through... well, she would have done more than simply had a momentary flash of desire to serve him. She reconstructed the shattered areas of her shields, and continued her assault.

“No...” he said, his eyes widening, demoralized. “That... should have worked...”

She smiled as she saw him wilting under the relentless assault of her energy with Tarpeia’s. She saw that he was no longer able to hold his defenses; he was weakening with every moment. Finally, with one sustained, unrelenting assault, she felt his defenses shatter and crack beneath her. Her face contorted into a gloating sneer as she saw him falter, one of his legs buckling under him as he continued to struggle, giving it his all. Watching him kneel before her, struggling to maintain his composure under what was surely an unrelenting, nearly overwhelming surge of lust, awoke in a sort of arousal in and of itself.

“Oh, Pompilius.” She said. “You fought valiantly. Strategically, even. But it was not enough. Soon, you shall be my slave.”

“N...no... I...still...fight...” he said, but she could see him failing rapidly. She leaned down towards him, and she saw his eyes look towards her breasts hungrily. She smiled at how close he was to giving in.

“Shh, Pompilius, don’t resist.” She said, continuing her barrage even as she stroked his face with her hand. “Don’t you want me? I can feel you want me, feel the heat of your lust. Don’t you want to stroke my breasts, Pompilius? Have your mouth on my warm nipples?”

“I...y...yes...” he said dazedly, a small part of him still resisting. 

“Then submit, Pompilius.” She cooed into his ear. “Submit to me, become my slave. Obey me.”

“Uh...” he said. He shook his head, trying to clear it, but it was no use. He was on the precipice.

“I can see you’re having difficulty.” Gegania said softly. “Let me make the decision for you.”

She augmented her efforts, launching one final, surgical blow through his defenses. He wilted beneath her assault, and his mind opened up to her. She seized it, corrupting it with a furious torrent of raging sexual power, until his eyes were glazed over, his jaw slack, his mind obliterated of any urge to disobey her. She was his! She felt her body flush with the arousal of power.

“Take off your clothes, Pompilius.” She said. He obeyed instantly, his mind gone as he disrobed. She admired him once he was fully nude. His body was young, strong, supple: much as it always had been, much as she remembered it. She ran her hand down his torso leisurely, without a care, her fingers tracing the smooth curve of the muscles on his stomach, leading down his path to paradise. She curled her fingers in the soft black hairs on his waist, and she smiled. Gods, how she had waited for this moment.

“Lay down.” She said, pushing him. She felt him buckle beneath her touch as he responded to her command, and he lay down on his back on the hard, cold stone floor. She stood over him and lowered herself down, her rapidly moistening sex coming down to rest on his face.

“Pleasure me, slave.” She said, the words sending a rush of arousal through her even as he obeyed her. His tongue began to play at the entrance of her sex. He pleasured her with the unflagging enthusiasm of a slave, his only purpose in life to obey her commands. He darted his tongue in and out of her sex, and she moaned in pleasure. He brought his in, and out, and then up to her clit, running it along the sides of her clit, stroking it, making her gasp with short, sharp breaths of satisfaction as she continued to writhe on his face, her now wet pussy his world, all he knew. His tongue slid along her clit until suddenly, quickly, he took it into his mouth, sucking it gently, making her writhe all the more, wriggling her hips, grinding her pussy into his face, yearning for more. She knew what she wanted from him.

She moved off his face. His ministrations were good- great, even- but they only fueled her thirst. Fueled her for something she had not felt in so very, very long- a man inside her. Her pact to Vesta allowed no man inside her except him- except Pompilius, he who had founded the order, he who was Vesta’s chosen. For centuries upon centuries she had waited, imperfectly serviced by her female thralls- waited for Pompilius. There was a void inside her, a void she knew there was only one way to fill.

She positioned herself above him, his rock-hard cock pressing gently against her pussy. She waited for a moment, savoring the exquisite anticipation, the imminent release of thousands of years of pent-up frustration. She allowed herself to look down at Pompilius, his mind blank, his hot, tight body ready to please her. It was hot beyond belief- her own physical arousal mixed with the arousal of victory, the arousal of power. She smiled. He had even helped, in his own little way: she felt the teeny tiny shards of lust he had embedded in her. She wondered if she would ever clear them away, or leave them as a testament to that final, victorious battle.

But she could wait no longer than a moment. She pressed down, his rock-hard member sliding inside her now soaking wet pussy easily. Her scream of immeasurable pleasure echoed throughout the chambers, bouncing off the stone walls, a scream of unimaginable release, of a lust suppressed for time unknown. She began to slam herself onto his cock harder. It filled that void, filled the void she had lived with for so long- the void that could have been quenched by a carnal delight she could not allow herself to have. She arched her back, slamming into him, impaling herself on his cock with a fury borne of a frenzied lust kept sealed so many years.

“Fuck me! Harder! HARDER!” she said, her voice dropping to a guttural growl as she continued to bounce up and down on his cock. He responded to the command, his hips pistoning against hers. She heard the sharp, hard slap of his balls on the tender flesh of her ass. His hands came up, seeking her out, grabbing her tits before sliding down to her hips, grabbing them hard to aid her in her frantic hammering of his cock.

“Harder! Harder!” she snarled at him furiously. “Fuck me, Pompilius! Fuck me! Take me!”

He responded to her command in a novel way. He wrapped his arm around her waist and in one quick, smooth motion got up, flipping the two of them. He slammed her down into the hard stone floor and she felt another wave of intense, almost irresistible arousal slam into her. He pinned her arms against the floor with his hands as he thrust into her furiously, primally, animalistically. She closed her eyes as her head rolled back, losing herself in the pleasure. He possessed her, used her, took her. It made her so hot. It was all she wanted, to be taken, to have a huge cock stuffed inside her, to...

In a panic, she opened her eyes. Where she had seen before a blank stare, a slack jawed look, she saw now eyes that flashed with a gleaming malevolence. She saw intelligence in those eyes, saw them burn with the twin fires of lust and revenge. She realized what he had done- realized what happened far, far too late. She checked her shields, but she knew what she would find. Knew what would happen next.

“Coelia said you were arrogant.” Pompilius said as he continued to thrust into her. “She said it would be your undoing.”

She looked into her mind even as she saw those little shards of energy begin to pulse and glow. She had dismissed them as feeble attempts at strategy... now she saw too late that she had underestimated him. She saw the shards hum and glow even as they exploded in her, sending her into a world breaking orgasm as he continued to thrust into her and she surrendered herself to him, to his power, wholly, utterly, completely.

“Oh god! Yes! Master!” She said, helpless in the throes of her own lust. “Please, fuck me! Fuck me harder! Use your slave!”

She felt him tense up, heard him grunt as he spent himself inside her. She wondered why she had fought him. Why had she ever wanted to oppose him? He was her Master, her everything. She belonged to him. She felt him on top of her, felt his weight pressing into her, and she smiled happily, dreamily. Her Master was here, here to give her commands. Everything was right with the world.


Chapter 10

“You finished what I started. You’ve done Malta- and the world- a great service.” The older man said, clinking his whiskey glass with John’s. 

“But at what cost? I had to enslave a bunch of women. And Dr. Potter is gone, escaped to God knows where.” John said, the weight of his guilt weighing in on his words. He felt dozens of little pinpricks in his mind- the women he had enslaved by his victory over Gegania. He had to enslave her, enslave them to finish the Vestal cult forever- that or kill them. He could not bring himself to kill them, so he enslaved them. He wasn’t sure what was worse.

And Emma... he almost couldn’t bring himself to think about her. His memories of her, sex-crazed, her mind gone, a cock addict. He remembered her never stopping her rapacious fucking even while he and Gegania had done battle. The first thing he had Gegania do was repair the damage she had done to Emma’s mind, but much of it would have been irreversible. The only thing that could help her was enslaving her too, indelibly linking their energies together. So he had enthralled the love of his life, made her a servant to his will, all to cure something that had been his fault in the first place. He took a large swig of the whiskey, felt it burn down his throat and into his stomach. It wasn’t pain enough to wash away the stain of his sins.

“You’ve got a horde of quasi-immortal, beautiful priestesses at your beck and call.” The older man said, his voice dripping with sarcasm. He snorted. “And you’re complaining? I know a few young men who’d be more than happy to take such a terrible, terrible responsibility off your hands.”

“It’s not a joke, Adam.” John said softly.

“No, it’s not.” The man agreed. “But it is what it is. Nearly all men can weather adversity, but if you wish to test a man’s character, give him power.”

“Churchill?” John asked.

“Lincoln.” The older man replied. “My point being, you are a man of rather impressive power now. And you’ve used it only in defense, only to cure- never for selfish gain, never to advance your own agenda. You’re as wise and powerful as the emperor of your namesake.”

“Yeah. Him.” John said. He still couldn’t believe that he was descended from one of the earliest emperors of Rome. The one who had founded the Vestals, in fact.

“My point is this, son.” Adam said. “Stop wallowing. What’s done is done. Dwell not on the past, but on the future. Make it better. Make what you’ve done here count.”

“You’re just full of useful bits of information, you know that?” John said. He smiled in spite of himself. The older man had a point. He hadn’t asked for this power, but it was his, whether he wanted it or not. Now all that remained to be seen was how he used it. He drained his glass, setting it down on the table.

“I should go.” He said. “it’s been a long week.”

“Yes, shoo. Let an old man enjoy his vices in peace.” Adam said. John smiled, and he walked off the front porch of Adam’s house. The cool night air enveloped him, keeping him company as he made the long walk back to his apartment. He climbed the stairs, and smiled as he looked down the hall at Liz’s apartment. He reached into his pocket for his keys. It wasn’t long ago that he had looked down that hallway, lusting after Liz.

He opened the door to his apartment, and he was immediately greeted by two little whirlwinds of hugs that attacked him. He was also greeted by something else: the little emotions in his mind, the little emotions that signified Liz and Emma. They burned brightly, the twin emotions of love and happiness pulsing strongly through the link. He smiled in spite of himself; he never failed to be happy when he felt them close to him.

“You’re late, tiger.” Emma said. She sniffed his breath. “Oh-ho, and drunk too!”

“I’m not drunk.” He said. He assessed himself a little bit. “Well, not too drunk, anyway.”

“You’re such a fibber.” Emma said. “This slave bond goes both ways, you know. And I can definitely tell that you’re a little tipsy.”

“I always forget that.” John said. “It seems strange to me. That... you know... would be able to feel their... uh...”

“What?” Liz said, teasing him. “That sex slaves should be able to feel their master’s feelings?”

“I...” John said, suddenly taken aback.

“That little fucktoys shouldn’t be able to know when their master wants to take them?” Liz said. She looked up at him, letting her eyes lose focus as she stared at him dazedly. “Please, Master, I live to obey. I live to serve. Your hot little sex slut needs to know when you want to fuck her silly!”

“That’s not funny!” John said, scowling at her. She and Emma laughed in unison.

“It’s a little funny, hon.” Liz said. She had taken to calling him that, and surprisingly Emma had not had a problem with it. “And I can most certainly say you found it pretty hot.”

John didn’t say anything. She was more right than she knew. The image of her kneeling before him, begging him to fuck her, begging him to command her, made his pants tighten almost instantly. But he knew that was a road he did not want to go down. He never wanted to do that to them. He would never indulge in that urge.

“I have to say, it’s a little strange.” Liz said. 

“What is?” John said.

“That you have a problem with this.” Emma said. “And we don’t. I mean, well, not that we would. We’re conditioned to want to obey you unconditionally, obviously. But... I don’t think me, even before, would have been entirely upset with this, knowing what I know now.”

“Me neither.” Liz said. “Surprising, actually. I never pictured myself in this particular situation, never in a million years.”

“I...” John said.

“Look.” Emma said, cutting him off. “We’re not saying you have to mercilessly domineer us and pimp us out to the highest bidders to fuel your sex cult. We’re not Gegania. But...”

“But?” John said. He seemed to be full of questions.

“If you wanted to take advantage of your new... position.” Emma said. “If it makes you happy. We wouldn’t be upset. Making you happy makes us happy.”

“In fact...” Liz said, running her tongue along his body down to his waist. “Some might say we find it hot ourselves.”

She leaned in to him, her breath on his, and he felt his pulse racing. Suddenly, without warning, she slapped him on his butt playfully. He yelped, unprepared for the strike, and the girls laughed.

“Come on, Mr. Unwilling Master.” Emma said. “We ordered pizza and a movie.”

He followed them into the living room where he found a pizza and a couple of bottles of wine waiting, and the three of them snuggled up on the couch to watch the movie. He only half paid attention to the film, instead enjoying the feel of his twin loves besides him. He realized that that’s what they were, whatever he might have thought before. Whether they had been twisted, or he had been twisted, or anyone had been twisted by the weird sexual magic that the cult wielded, the situation was what it was. They were his loves, now, as much as Emma had been before. 

Before all this had happened, he had never considered that he could love two women. But as he lay there, snuggled in the middle between them, he realized that this felt right. It felt unbelievably, indescribably right, and he could think of nothing else in the world that could make him as content as he was, snuggled beneath a blanket with Emma and Liz, their bodies pressed up against his. He could feel the rise and fall of their chests as they breathed, feel the contentment and love radiating through their bonds.

They didn’t make it to the end of the movie. He wasn’t entirely sure how it began: the wine, and the darkness, and the bodies pressed tightly close together altered his perceptions just a bit. But he did find himself kissing Emma, his mouth entwined with hers. They snaked their hands along each other, and everything seemed to happen in slow motion: their shirts melted away, their lips locked, the kisses became more and more passionate.

Liz joined them then, bringing her hands up behind John. She grabbed him from behind, placing her small hands on his chest, squeezing him tightly into her even as he continued to kiss Emma. She pulled him into her, pressing her chest against him. He could feel the soft fullness of her breasts pressed against his back, feel the smooth, light touch of her hands as she stroked them along the front of his chest, softly entangling her hands in his chest hair. Almost in sync, Emma moved in further, pressing her own pert little breasts against him, the soft skin of their breasts arousing him even further as he continued to lock lips with Emma. He kissed her on her mouth, on her neck, and she let out low, guttural groans as his kisses moved along her neck.

Finally, he broke away. In the heat of the moment, the lust rising within him, he decided to take them up on their offer.

“Stop.” He said suddenly, automatically. He hoped he sounded more commanding than he felt. “Kneel in front of me. Both of you.”

“Yes, Master.” Liz and Emma said in unison. He felt a thrill of pleasure, of excitement, of devotion ripple through the bond, and he felt his own arousal blossom within him as they said that. It was so incredibly hot to have them obey him, to have them acknowledge him as their master. He had tried to deny it to himself, tried to pretend it wasn’t, but... it did.

They needed very little urging. Liz grabbed his cock, holding it, using her hand to massage it and stroke his member. She rubbed his tip, grasping him, stroking him, inflaming him more and more. He groaned low, growling, as she continued to play with his cock. It firmly in her hand, she tilted it towards Emma, who grinned devilishly. As Emma started to lower her mouth onto it, however, Liz smiled wickedly, taking it back, and engulfed it utterly and completely in her mouth. She brought it out again, slowly this time, and didn’t take it all at once: instead she blew on it teasingly, using her tongue to lick the tip ever so slightly, running it along his shaft. He moaned again, a low, primal moan as she slowly, teasingly took his cock in her mouth completely.

She began in earnest now, bobbing her head up and down on his cock. He reacted, groaning, tangling is fingers in her hair, urging her on with his hand, pushing her head down on his cock. She responded eagerly, taking him as deep as she could, taking his entire length deep into her throat. He groaned again, a deep, low groan of satisfaction as Liz took his entire length, with no hesitation, making his cock disappear in and out of her thick, beautiful lips.

He could take it no longer. The feeling of his cock in her mouth was too much, too good- it was going to overwhelm him. Her deep, long strokes had enflamed him with a new passion. He pulled her head off his cock, and the two of them looked at him for a moment, their eyes shining with love and devotion.

“Bend over.” He said, his voice low, ragged, deep, and empowered by his lust. “Both of you.”

“Yes, Master.” They said again, as one. They bent over the couch as he had instructed, side-by-side.

“Play with yourselves.” He said. They obeyed again, their hands darting down to their sex, their fingers beginning to play. Almost simultaneously, as their hands flew down, darting down to their clits, rubbing and teasing and thumbing, John thrust his cock into Emma’s waiting pussy. It slid in with no resistance, burying deep into her to the hilt.

“Oh god!” she brayed, her back arching. He continued to thrust into her, slowly at first, then more passionately, driving into her over and over again, making her cry out in ecstasy, making her body shake and buck with the agony of pleasure she felt. And then, just as she was coming to the brink of her orgasm, he switched- in one fluid motion he left Emma’s pussy and drove into Liz’s, slick with her own arousal.

“Oh god, yes! Please, harder! Harder!” Liz said as John plowed into her. They both continued to work their clits furiously, thumbing them, moving up and down, and the bond intensified their feeling. The pleasure one of them felt all of them felt, so John’s rapid switching from pussy to pussy only fueled their desires even further.

Finally, the three of them could take it no longer. John moved his cock into Emma one final time, and instinct took over as he burrowed his cock in and out of her. He tensed, grunting, and he came inside her, spurting deep into her eager pussy- and she came with him, as did Liz. The three of them came in unison, and for a moment he felt as though he was one with them: he felt the pleasure, the excitement, the arousal they felt as all of their feelings intertwined within one another’s. They collapsed, spent, in a sweaty pile on the couch.

“See, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” Emma said teasingly after they had recovered. Her pale skin was still flush with excitement, and Liz’s chest still heaved up and down, deep breaths of contentment following their earth-shattering orgasm.

“I suppose it wasn’t that bad.” John said.

“See!” Liz said. She pushed her breasts up against him, speaking into his ear. “You DO want obedient little fucksluts!”

“I...” John said. He bit his lip. “Maybe it was a little hot, yeah.”

“The first step is acceptance.” Emma said, laughing devilishly, snuggling into his chest. “We’ll keep working on you, tiger. Don’t worry.”

The three of them settled in to cuddle on the couch, spent from their evening’s activities. John lay there for a moment, enjoying their presence, enjoying the feel of their bodies on his. It hadn’t been what he had expected- not at all. But he loved them, and they loved him, and so they would make it work.

He leaned back. He smiled to himself as he drifted off to sleep, reflecting that his grandfather would have been proud of him- mostly, anyway. At least the threat of the Vestal Virgins was over forever.


Epilogue

“Oh god, yes. Fuck me harder. Harder! HARDER!” the girl said, her body bucking, her full, ample breasts swaying and knocking together as the man behind her thrust into her roughly. 

“You’re such a dirty whore.” The man said. He slapped her ass. “You just can’t think of anything except fucking, can you?”

“No, please! God, I’m just a dirty fuckslut! Use me, take me, please, I need your cock so bad!” the girl said as the man thrust into her. He lasted only a few moments longer as he spent himself in her. The pair stayed for a moment, enjoying their orgasmic afterglow- and then the man began to dress himself. He left a twenty on the nightstand, a tip for the girl, and he left almost bashfully, his lust now fully sated.

Dr. Potter moved away from the window, satisfied with the performance of his newest whore. Her client would have thought she was play-acting, of course. That was the whole point of the brothel: “Relax and Obey” was the hottest new fetish spot in Douglas County, Nevada. It catered to people with domination and mind control fantasies, and clients were promised the ultimate in mind control pleasure play-acting.

It was the perfect disguise. He had long sought after the secret to the priestesses’ powers. They hadn’t recognized him, not so many years later. Why would they? It had been centuries since they had seen him last. Centuries since they had used their powers to seduce and destroy his tribe, Caesar’s secret force against the unbreakable spirit of his tribe. 

But he had persevered. Oh, he had persevered, determined to learn how the priestesses wielded their magic. His pact with the Dagda that gave him his own immortality, fueled by the same sexual energy the priestesses of the Vestal cult used. But it had not been enough. He had not known how to use the power the way they did, how to harness Dagda’s gifts to control the mind as they did.

But he found them, finally, under the guise of Dr. Ian Potter. He had learned of Calvino’s work in archaeology, and he went looking for remnants of them, remnants that he could use to harness their power. He had never dreamed that they would still be there, still alive after all these years, still waiting to reclaim their ancient glory of Rome. He shook his head. He respected them at least for that. He hated them, but he respected them for their commitment, their devotion to the long-dead Empire.

He had pretended to befriend them, pretended to be taken in by them- and learned their secrets, watched as they wove their magic into the minds of others. He brought them girls, pretended to know nothing of what they did, even helped bring Pompilius’ mate to the island to see how to harness the sexual energies of a soulmate. His disguise had been perfect, his ruse impeccable. He had fled when Pompilius assaulted their temple, of course,  but he had learned everything that he needed to know from them, and he felt no remorse when he had ultimately learned of their fate. They had deserved it, for the crimes they had committed. It was their due, and nothing more. Far worse fates could have been inflicted upon them. Far, far worse.

But he had fled, fled with their secrets, and found himself here in Nevada. The Vestals had operated with the utmost of secrecy, preserving their outdated rituals and hiding from the population of Malta. But they had it wrong. A secret was feared. A secret was hunted. A secret begged to be unmasked, stripped of its power, and destroyed. But a business? No one would think twice.

And so he had established a brothel here in Nevada- even advertising it as a mind control brothel. The wages he offered to prospective girls were absurdly high for the county, and so the girls flocked to join his brothel. Each and every one of them, however, was quickly enthralled, their minds taken over by his new techniques. He discovered they didn’t mind all that much about not being paid then. And so when his customers happily paid for their fantasy, little did they realize they actually were living their fantasy: for the time they rented them, they actually had a completely obedient sex thrall at their beck and call, willing to do whatever they wanted. 

But he did this not just for the money. He did this to build an empire. He would use his girls, send them out to seduce powerful, influential men. Use them to gain control across the world. Slowly but surely. He had time, after all... he had time. And one day, years from now, he would finally assert his power, finally carve out his own place in the sun. The clan MacCullough would be a force to be reckoned with once again.

He walked down the hallway. He heard the ring of the little electronic bell signaling the girls to line up for inspection. He heard them all assemble at the inspection area for a new potential customer, their perfect lockstep a testament to their complete obedience. He heard another girl, not yet quite conditioned, panting in one of the rooms as she succumbed to the torrent of sexual energy pulsing through her. She wasn’t turned- not quite yet. But these things took patience. Soon, she would come to him, begging for his cock, and he would give it to her, breaking her, transforming her completely into his obedient slave.

His phone buzzed. He looked at it.

Senator Rhodes wants me. How to proceed?

-Marcia

He smiled. And so it begun.
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When a college professor stumbles upon a way to control minds, he begins enslaving beautiful young girls on campus- and a hot professor or two! Will anyone be able to resist him, or will he slowly turn the campus into his own personal harem of obedient personal sex slaves? Mature audiences only.
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EXCERPT

“Nuh… no…” I said, barely managing to get the words out as I shook my head.

“Oh Katie, darling, that’s alright. I’ll tell you.” He said. “That’s a real Von Helfing, alright. The problem, however, is that it wasn’t calibrated for me, my love. It was calibrated for you.”

“Muh…me…?” I said. I struggled to comprehend his words through the thick fog that had come down upon me.

“Yes, my dear.” He said. His hand slid down slowly, deliberately, to cup my bottom. “You rebuffed my advances last week, as I imagined you might. But that wouldn’t do- I just had to have you. So I spent the rest of the week programming this delightful little image for you.”

I tried to reply, but it was so much effort; I couldn’t. I realized, dimly through the fog of my brain, that he was hypnotizing me; he was using those beautiful, wonderful shapes to alter my brain, to change my very thoughts and feelings. A small part of me said it was wrong, that I should go, that this wasn’t right, that he shouldn’t be firmly cupping my bottom, but I didn’t care; all I wanted to do was watch the shapes, watch them go around and around.

“You see, you’re very beautiful, Katie.” He said, rubbing me, almost nonchalantly. “That firm, tight ass, those long, shapely legs… I want them wrapped around me. And that’s what this program is designed to do. Turn you into my obedient, hapless little slut. Don’t you want that?”

"Y...yes..." I said.
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