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This work contains content of an
extremely graphic nature. All characters in this work are 18 or
over. This is a work of fiction intended for adults 18 and over
only. For all you Egyptian Mythology fans out there, my apologies.
I’m playing fast and loose with the accepted mythology here, but I
think we are all pretty sure that zoomorphic hybridization is not a
natural occurrence, and it is my hope that you will enjoy the story
without excessive concern for mythological accuracy!

 


Lust and
Sacrifice

Nephthys hated her life. One would
think being the daughter of the pharaoh would make one’s life
perfect, but it seemed to her that the slaves that attended her had
infinitely better lives. Her father was cold and distant, thinking
of her only as a political tool, and her mother was little better
than a slave to her father as well. It wasn’t that she didn’t
understand the importance of the position her family held, and had
held, for a millennium at least, but the incredibly restrictive
world in which she was forced to live was killing her as surely as
a knife to the heart, though far more slowly and with less
mercy.

She had come of age but as her brother,
who was to be her husband had not, she was isolated from everyone.
Her tutor, when she was young was a man, and had been given the
option to be castrated and remain her tutor, or to leave the
service of the pharaoh. He had opted for the latter, something that
Nephthys had begun to understand since her own hormones had come
into their own. Now the only males that she was allowed any contact
with were her father, her young brother, and the priests of Set.
Despite her betrothal to her brother, she was not capable of
finding any interest in any of these men.

The two slave girls who attended her
were fairly new, and now that they had been forced into their
current positions, they were not at all pleased with the isolation
that they were forced to endure as servants of the pharaoh’s
daughter. It was the two of them, Rashida and Sanura, which had
further spawned her desire to escape the confines of her prison.
Their stories of their adventures with boys and men before being
pressed into service as her maidservants had given direction to the
natural hormonal changes that had already begun to take
hold.

Seti, Nephthys mother, was troubled by
her daughter’s desires which she could see painted on the poor
girls face. She understood the pain Nephthys was experiencing, but
there was little she could do to ease the suffering of her eldest.
She had been so much younger than her father’s younger brother when
she was married to him, so she had been introduced to the pleasures
that Nephthys was denied much quicker but she had still been denied
the right to explore her sexuality in the ways that those of lesser
station had enjoyed. She had always thought it odd that those of
the lowest station in their culture enjoyed the greatest freedoms
in some ways. Granted, the life of a slave or even a tradesman did
not seem all that grand, but they had the privilege of enjoying the
pleasures of their fleshly forms without hindrance.

Her husband was not aware that Seti was
not truly a virgin when the two of them had consummated their
union, thanks mainly to the god whom she had lain with even before
she could truly call herself a woman. Tonight she would appeal to
the gods, or more specifically, the one that had been her lover,
and beg him to attend Nephthys as he had so long ago attended Seti.
She had no way to know if he would answer, but she would offer fine
sacrifice in hope nonetheless.

That night she excused herself to her
chambers early, knowing full well that her husband would not
complain and instead would use that time to visit one or more of
his concubines. Her servants had brought the necessary sacrifices
for her to burn upon her alter, which she prepared in moments with
practiced ease. The rituals and prayer took only a few minutes to
complete, and with a suddenness that surprised even her, he
appeared, looking as handsome and useful as ever.

“So you wish to bed me once
again?” he said, his eyes alight with amusement as if he knew that
this wasn’t at all what she had requested him for.

As he spoke the question, every memory
of every moment of those incredible nights filled her mind, and
Seti trembled at the raw pleasure of each of those experiences. Her
husband would never know that she had experienced more in those
lurid encounters than he and all his advisors combined could teach
her. Certainly, she almost felt pity for his concubines, many of
which must feel quite disturbed by the lecherous things that he
expected thanks to her prodding him to such novel acts of pleasure.
As pleasant as this reminiscence was, she had a purpose, and the
gods could be mercurial. Setting aside her memories of pleasant
nights, she asked the question that she had prayed to
ask.

“It is not for me, though I
would welcome you my lord, but for my daughter’s sake that I call
upon you. My husband is far more adept than my own was, and she has
the same problem I did. Can you help her?” Seti pleaded, kneeling
before the god. With her head hung in supplication Seti felt rather
than saw the god approach. When she felt the warm tip of his
phallus touch her lips, she opened her mouth to accept him without
question as she had done before so very long ago.

“You have remembered my
lessons quite well” the god spoke as she began to suck his divine
tool. Taking her head in his hands, he began to thrust his organ
into her mouth, forcing it deeper and deeper until she could feel
the root of his godhood pressed tight against her lips.

Unlike when her husband used her mouth,
the act of suckling the god’s large cock was a truly spiritual
experience. Her desire was to have his seed within her once more,
bringing her very being peace and joy, and the god did not
withhold. As he sprayed forth his froth into her willing mouth,
Seti felt comforted in ways she had not been in a very long
time.

“Attend your daughter
tonight, and when you leave her, tell her that she must remove all
of her clothing, and assume the supplicants position upon a bed of
pillows, and I will attend her, but only in my other form” Set told
Seti.

Seti was a little surprised by this. He
would visit her, but only in his form as a canine like beast. Would
the girl accept him in such a way? Seti had once, the god
transforming even as he took her from behind. His claws had raked
her, and his great hairy body had engulfed her. Even his cock had
transformed into something misshapen. Seti had been mortified, but
once he was within her, there was nothing she could do but accept
that he would breed her in this way. “It will be done” Seti assured
him.

“Very well, and you should
know that as I have joined my seed to you, I will join my seed to
her. This will result in a child, a godling. Your daughter will be
protected from her father’s wrath, and you and she will rear my son
until he takes his place among the gods” Set informed
her.

Seti shivered. She had not expected
anything like this, and while an honor among honors, her husband
would not see it so, and would seek to have Nephthys killed rather
than suffer the embarrassment of having been thwarted in his plans
for the poor girl. Still, she had little choice, and the god had
never given her cause to disbelieve him. “Yes great lord” she said,
uncertain of how to respond.

With that the god left as mysteriously
as he had appeared and Seti went about fulfilling his wish. She was
more nervous now than the first time the god had come to her. If he
failed in some way to fulfill his end of the bargain, the
consequences would be dire indeed.

Nephthys was surprised to see her
mother, but happy for anyone to talk to. For the first minutes of
their conversation, Seti asked about such mundane things that
Nephthys almost grew bored, but soon she began to talk of the gods.
It was fascinating, her mother being a priestess of Isis, and
Nephthys had often desired to learn more.

“Mother, can I join the
priestesses in celebrations?” she asked, acting as if she didn’t
know that the worship of Isis was often carnal in
nature.

“Not as an acolyte my
daughter, unfortunately that is to base a position for the daughter
of the pharaoh. I too wanted to join them as a young woman, and I
too knew what the worship consisted of” Seti said, looking her
daughter right in the eye.

Nephthys was shocked, but did her best
to hide it. Her mother knew that she was aware, which meant she
knew why Nephthys wanted to go. She knew, and had felt the same
way? It was hard to accept! “But mother, you are a priestess
yourself” she complained.

“Not in the usual manner my
daughter; in fact I am essentially a priestess in name only as have
the wives of all pharaohs. Had I not met a god in the flesh, I
would hardly feel qualified to accept the title, but as it is only
the high priestess of our order may claim to be more intimately
familiar with the gods, and of that we have only her word for it.
You my daughter have the opportunity to change that, if you are
willing” Seti said, letting her words drop slowly so that Nephthys
could absorb their meaning.

Nephthys caught her meaning almost
instantly, but was unable to form a response. Her mother was
suggesting that she lay with a god! Apparently she had some
assurance that this was more than a possibility for she offered it
as though it were already merely a matter of acceptance. Nephthys
couldn’t imagine it, but her need had grown so strong that she
could not pass up the chance. “What must I do mother?” she
asked.

Seti smiled. “The ways of the gods may
seem strange, but I will tell you what the great god Set has asked
of you, and you must do it if you are to be free of this prison.
Anything he asks of you, you must do without question and with
proper haste. Do you understand daughter?”

“Yes mother” Nephthys
replied. If the god Set would relieve her of her need then she
would do anything asked of her.

Seti looked at her carefully. “Set has
agreed to join with you, but he will only appear in his canine
form. Do you understand what this means?”

Nephthys was shocked, but something
about the idea that her mother suggested made her loins ache with
need even more. Not trusting herself to form words, she allowed the
blush to creep across her cheeks, as she nodded that she
understood.

“Good” her mother replied.
“When I leave, send away your servants and remove all of your
clothing, leaving not a single impediment to the gods will upon
your person. You are to kneel upon a bed of pillows and await the
god. He may not say a thing, or he may tell you to do things that
you’ve never imagined. If his great penis is placed before your
face, you must suckle it, regardless of the form he takes. He may
well push it into your upturned rear as well. I can tell you from
experience that if this is the case, you will hurt, but in the end
it will be worthwhile. You should also know that the god has
informed me he will impregnate you, and you will give birth to a
god. Fear not, for Set will protect you from your father’s
wrath.”

Nephthys was not at all certain she was
ready to be a mother, even of the child would be a god. It was more
than she had desired by far, but how could one refuse a god?
“Mother, must I do this?” she asked concern now at war with her
hopes and dreams.

“It is the only way to free
yourself from my fate my child. Accept his seed. The mother of a
god is assured of a place in the afterlife” Seti said, hoping the
child would take this chance and let not her youth and desire for
what could not stand in the way of freedom.

“Very well mother” Nephthys
said, for once deferring to her mother’s judgment.

 


Bred by a God

No sooner had her mother left than
Nephthys set about following her instructions. What neither mother
nor daughter knew was that by blending his seed with her brother
and husbands, Set had enhanced the need for him in Nephthys with
the very intention of producing the child he had mentioned. Now she
was consumed so by her carnal desire, that had he chosen to mate
with her in the form of a great dragon, and utterly tear her
asunder with his mighty penetration she would still have presented
herself willingly. She was naked and in the appropriate position on
knees and elbows in moments, and hoped that she would not have to
wait long for her lover to claim her body as his own.

As she lay there thinking of what was
to come, her hand as it oft did slid down her stomach, over the
thin curls of her mound and between the soft folds of her sex. She
tried to imagine what it would feel like when he speared his cock
into her as she rubbed slow circles around the tiny bud that
brought her such warm feelings. She wondered what it would taste
like if he pushed himself within her mouth. As she thought of every
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