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      WYRE

      “Oh, fuck!” I cry out as I come down the throat of the petite, black-haired beauty whose mouth is wrapped around my cock tighter than a Nile crocodile’s jaws on its prey. She moans in response and sucks down every last drop before pulling away from me and offering me a sultry smile.

      Before I can reciprocate, the blonde pushes her out of the way and straddles me, sliding her wet cunt across my still-hard dick. “My turn,” she tosses over her shoulder at the disgruntled girl as she slides off the bed platform in a huff.

      “Whatever you want.” I reach out and slide my hands down to grip the hips of blondie while she reaches down to guide my cock into her wet heat.

      She slides slowly down my length, impaling herself at a torturously slow rate, and I grunt at the pleasure coursing through my body. She closes her eyes and drops her head back with a groan when I’m finally seated to the hilt. I close my eyes and revel in the feeling of being cocooned inside of her.

      Fuck! I really needed this.

      The past two weeks of monotony at the palace have me at my last frayed nerve. Being pharaoh isn’t all it is cracked up to be. Growing up, watching Father rule, it always appeared so glamorous and fun.

      I mean, who wouldn’t love all that power, anything and everything you could ever want at your fingertips. But, I learned quickly after his death seven years ago that being pharaoh means dealing with the complaints and drivel of thousands of people day in and day out. Being the one responsible for the welfare of the empire is exhausting.

      Having Amenemhat, my royal vizier, at my side to handle a lot of the day-to-day operations of my reign has been invaluable to me. As the blonde rides my cock like a jackal chasing an antelope, I can’t help but send up a silent thank you to Amenemhat for suggesting I take a couple days off away from the palace to clear my head. This is exactly what I needed—three straight days of gorging myself on food, wine, and pussy.

      He also knew I needed time away from Kemsit, my betrothed, and also one of the most powerful priestesses in the entire nation. She is a demanding bitch, to say the least, and if I had to listen to one more complaint or demand from her, I might have done something rash like order her execution. Given the amount of power she holds over the other priests and priestesses of the kingdom, a move like that would have meant the end for me, pharaoh or not.

      A low keening noise coming from blondie alerts me she is close to coming. I brace my feet and pump up into her, each thrust meeting her as she slams down on my throbbing cock. The walls of her pussy are quivering around me, and I know it will only be a matter of seconds before she goes over, taking me with her.

      Her breasts bounce and sway in front of me while I fuck her with every last ounce of energy I have left. Two straight days of debauchery is starting to take a toll. I need to sleep after this. I close my eyes and grit my teeth when the tingle starts at the base of my spine, indicating my climax is not far off.

      “Enjoy it,” a sharp voice calls from the foot of the bed, “it will be the last time you get fucked for a very long time.”

      My eyes snap open, and the girl on top of me yelps in surprise, scrambling to climb off my cock. I don’t even have to look to see who it is.

      Fucking Kemsit!

      The blonde finally manages to slide off me and awkwardly grab her robe from the floor before fleeing the room with the other half-dozen girls I had been entertaining. I prop myself up on my forearms and glare at Kemsit where she stands defiant, pure unadulterated anger rolling off her in waves.

      “What are you doing here?” I run my free hand over my smooth head.

      “What am I doing here? Seriously?” She glares at me.

      “That’s what I asked, wasn’t it?”

      She lets out a huff and starts pacing indignantly. “You really have some nerve, Wyre.”

      I roll my eyes and push myself up into a seated position, my still-hard cock jutting up against my abdomen. “Really, Kem? Can you blame me? You are a frigid bitch who only talks to me when you are demanding I do something for you. You knew what you were getting when you agreed to marry me. What the hell did you expect?” I know she despises when I call her “Kem,” but prodding her has always been so damn enjoyable for me.

      “I expected you to have some respect for me, and for yourself.” She clenches her fists at her sides so hard, her knuckles are turning white.

      I shrug nonchalantly before dropping onto my back in the bed. “Go home, Kem. Leave me the fuck alone. This doesn’t concern you.”

      “I don’t know why I am so shocked.” She walks around the bed until she is glaring down at me from the side. “When Amenemhat told me I could find you out here, it never even crossed my mind you would be engaged in this depravity. Silly me for expecting you to respect our agreement.”

      “Amenemhat told you I was here?”

      Why the fuck would he do that?

      He knew what I was doing out here at the summer estate near the coast—somewhere I would normally never set foot outside of harvest season—there is no way he should have let Kemsit know where I was. Telling her was a surefire way to ensure she would find me in this predicament.

      What was he thinking?

      “I have been searching for you for several days, but no one in the compound seemed willing or able to tell me where I could find you. I finally tracked Amenemhat down, and he seemed more than willing to help me locate you.”

      The sexual innuendo in her comment does not go unnoticed, and a sudden vision of their tangled limbs flashes in my head. Surprisingly, I am not jealous. I couldn’t care less who either of them fucks, but the implications of their partnership are making my nerves tingle and my stomach churn.

      “Why did you come?” I don’t particularly want to hear the answer as paranoia creeps into my brain.

      “Honestly, part of me hoped I would get out here and find you relaxing by the pool or something completely dull. Instead, I find this, all my fears realized.”

      Her heated glare bores into me but I refuse to squirm under her judgment.

      “Why do you even care? This is to be a marriage of convenience for both of us.” I spit the words at her, reminding her there was never supposed to be feelings involved.

      “For you, maybe,” she says, letting out a deep sigh, “but for me, it has always been much more.”

      The churning in my stomach intensifies at her words. I know what is coming next, and I know it spells my impending doom.

      “I have always been in love with you, Wyre.”

      And there it is! Fucking women and their fucking feelings! They always come back to bite you hard in the ass. She doesn’t love me, she is just obsessed and possessive. How the hell do I respond to that? Carefully, that’s how.

      “I am sorry I cannot reciprocate your feelings, Kemsit, but, that just isn’t who I am, or who I will ever be.”

      She drops her head back and barks out a maniacal laugh, and even though my cock is still hard, begging me to finish what blondie started just a few minutes ago, my balls shrivel at the sound. Sometimes I forget how powerful Kem is, and how unstable she can also be. She has been the high priestess of the Order for ten years, since she turned eighteen and fully came into her powers. People don’t mess with Kemsit, which means I am either crazy, stupid, or both.

      “No,” she says, bringing her violet eyes back to meet mine, “I suppose it isn’t who you will ever be.” The glimmer I see in her eyes is terrifying, and I slide up the bed, pressing my back against the headboard, preparing to brace myself for whatever is coming my way. “You have just given me an idea for the perfect punishment, one fit for a whoring pharaoh.”

      “Punishment? Kem, what are you doing?”

      She tosses a devious grin over her shoulder as she marches around to the foot of the bed. When she settles there, she raises her arms to the ceiling and begins a chant in the ancient language.

      “Kem, wait—”

      Before I can even get the plea out of my mouth, she points a hand toward me and I am immediately immobilized. I watch in abject terror as she continues her spell and the windows begin to rattle with the rising winds. Sweat builds on my skin, rolling down my temples, and my heart races with my struggle against the invisible forces keeping me prone.

      Upon the twenty-fourth year, when Abtu swims across the sky, turning night into day, you will awaken. Unless you find love’s healing waters within three sunsets, you shall return to stone in your tomb.

      She lays her hands on my ankles and locks eyes with me. My skin tingles under her touch, and I try to pull away, but I am helpless. An evil grin spreads across her face as she completes her wicked incantation.

      I have no idea what anything she said means for my future.

      As she releases her hold, I try to move again, but whatever she did to me, it is strong. I can’t even speak. My tongue sits thick and useless in my mouth, completely immobile, like the rest of my body. Only my eyes are still under my control, and I follow her movements around the bed until she sits at my side.

      “Now, Wyre, I do hope you have enjoyed yourself these last two days. I hope it was worth it, because playtime is over. I have created a curse tailor-made for you, my love.”

      I plead to her with my eyes. Don’t do this! I’m sorry, please don’t do this!

      She sneers at me and leans in, placing a gentle kiss against my lips. “Don’t bother trying to struggle. You aren’t going anywhere for a very long time. You will have the next twenty-four years to think about the way you have been living your life, and the way you have treated me, the one person who always loved you and supported you.”

      After giving me a suggestive, evil smile, she swings her leg across my waist and straddles me, pressing against my hard, throbbing cock while she continues to gloat over the fact I am completely incapable of defending myself.

      “Upon the return of the Abtu comet, twenty- four years from now, and every time it returns, you shall be released, given the ability to rise and live again, but only for three days. Why three days you wonder? Because, that is precisely the amount of time it took me to fall in love with you. If at the end of those three days, you do not find true love, you will fall back into your immobile state to again consider for the next twenty-four years the error of your ways.”

      The reality of what she has explained hits me, and I silently scream and struggle internally against the invisible bonds holding me mute and immobile.

      She can’t do this to me! I am the pharaoh for fuck’s sake!  Someone will come looking for me, someone will find me!

      She wipes a drop of sweat from my face and gives me another malicious grin. “Do not worry, my love. I will ensure you are well protected during your rest. Well, maybe rest isn’t the right word, since you will be awake and completely aware of your surroundings the entire time. I do hope you enjoy the accommodations. How convenient you have already had your tomb built.”

      My tomb? No! She wouldn’t. She couldn’t!

      I watch warily as she slides down my body to where my still-erect cock stands at attention. She reaches out and slowly strokes it, sending electricity shooting through my immobile body. The warring desperate needs, to either push up into her touch or yank away from it, are irrelevant in my current condition. She leans down and slides the head into her mouth, sucking on it greedily, milking the precum from the tip. I groan inwardly. She always did have an evil mouth.

      She lets my cock slide free from her lips and slowly licks them before letting out a deep sigh. “I will miss this. The gods certainly gifted you with the power to satisfy me in bed.”

      She slides off the bed, leaving me bereft and completely and utterly fucked.

      As she saunters away toward the door, I draw in a deep breath and try to calm my racing heart.

      Cool it, Wyre.

      If I lose control now, nothing good will come of it. There’s no way she will follow through with her threats, but if she does, I can somehow alert the embalmers when they come to take care of my body. There is no way they will think I am dead. It is just a matter of remaining calm and biding my time.

      After what feels like hours, the door opens again and Kemsit returns, the same devious smile on her lips. Trailing behind her are the six girls I had been enjoying the last couple of days, carrying large baskets of linen. They all stop short when they see me, and the black-haired girl who had sucked me dry just before Kem’s arrival lets out a small gasp.

      “Silence,” Kem commands, glancing over her shoulder at the girls. “You are to do as you are instructed. As you can see, the pharaoh is dead. We must bind him and prepare him for his sarcophagus.”

      No! I am not dead! Help me!

      I plead to the girls with my eyes, desperate to make one of them understand what is happening, but they all have their heads dropped, looking at the floor, terrified of the powerful Kemsit.

      They approach the bed and set the baskets down on the floor, awaiting further instructions. Kemsit approaches me and gives me one last knowing, cunning smile before she slides her hands down over my eyelids, closing
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