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Famous and Beautiful Queen , by JoyceTyldedey .

Chapter One

Nell dreamt of him again.

He hovered over her, his cock pressed againgt her swollen folds. When hisimage began to fade, she
reached out to him, willing him to stay.

For once, she thought he might.

Her |abored breathing turned raw, savage. She panted and grasped his shoulders, pulling him near,
watching with despair and rdlief as he shifted from a shimmering spirit into solid, breathtaking flesh.

“Stay,” she murmured againgt hislips.
Hedidn’t answer. He never did.

Instead, he propped himself on his elbows and ran histongue aong her lower lip. Nell opened to him,
her soft moan urging him to dive deeper, to thrust his tongue between her lips, her teeth, filling her with his
taste -- sweet and decadent.

Nell craved more, and as her orgasm neared, she thrust her hips up and arched her back, silently
pleading for him tofill her. His passionate kisses overwhemed her, but they were never enough. Her
pussy remained agonizingly empty, his cock poised just at her entrance.

An anguished sob broke free from her throat, echoing off the walls of the small room, and she wrapped
her legsaround hiswai s, pulling him to her. He chuckled against her mouth, his body trembling with
mirth, but his cock remained out of reach. The more she wanted him, the less hewas willing to give, and
she struggled to contain her growing panic.

Hewouldn’t fuck her tonight, this encounter arepesat performance of every other night of the past year.
Hetoyed with her asif she were nothing more than a source of perverse amusement.

Anger, swift and consuming, rushed through Nell. She deserved better, even from adream lover.

“If you leave tonight, don’t bother coming back tomorrow,” she said. Even as the words tumbled out,
she sghed, remembering athousand similar threats. He came every time she dept, no matter what she
sad or did in an effort to stop him. If she remained awake for an entire night, he was furious the next,
ravaging her body inwaysthat |eft her utterly exhausted the next morning.



The fight drained out of her as quickly asit had appeared. She was exhausted, her body taut with need,
her mind filled with thoughts of him . Raking her fingers over his smooth chest, she imprinted every solid
muscle on her memory. He shuddered beneath her touch, and she smiled, content with the small victory.
Perhaps he wasn't as steadfast in his resolve as he wanted her to think.

When he broke the kiss, hisragged, hot breath caressed her cheek. She pulled back to look at him, but
hisface was haf hidden in shadow. She yearned to see himin sunlight, hisdark hair glistening brightly, his
tan skin parkling witha sheen of swest in the shimmering light.

He brought her to the same place every night: adimly lit room with no more than abed on which she
could recline while he teased her mercilessy until dawn crept upon them. There were no windows, no
doors,no escape from this man who held her spellbound hour after restless hour.

Tonight, he' d started by dowly lavishing her pussy with greedy attention. Her former lovers had never
performed ord sex for longer than aminute or two, content to finish the job with aslittle effort as
possible. But he was nothing like the others. Histongue swept lazily over every bit of flesh until Nell
thought she' d tremble away into nothing as ariveting orgasm crashed repestedly through her body in
wave after furious wave.

Hewas relentless, incessant in hisdrive to consume her even as her every nerve ending thrummed with
painful sengtivity after the earth-shattering climax. Begging him to stop, to let her recover, never did any
good. He' d only pause long enough to caress her clit before sweeping down to lap the cream from her
thighs, and if histonguewaan’t in her, hisfingerswere.

And now, hours after they’ d started, when her pussy craved afrenzied fuck more than she'd ever
thought possible, he was ready to pull away, to evaporate into nothing more than a maddening memory.

“You can't leave me again.” The words came out as another threat, but it was feeble, and they both
knew it. His green, lust-filled gaze assessed her face, and Nell sucked in abreath at the intensity she saw
inhiseyes. It was asif he were ready to devour her whole.

She bit her lowerlip, her legs still wrapped around him, and let her fingers skim across hisribsto cup his
firmass. “ Stay,” she repeated, softer thistime, as she writhed beneath him, eager to make contact with
his cock. “Stay forever.”

Hisrock-hard body didn’t give an inch. He didn’t move or pull away from her. He didn't haveto.
Instead, hisimage began to flicker and fade until she held nothing but air where hiswarm, solid flesh had
been only seconds before.

Nell screamed, the sound agonizing even to her own ears, despair clogging her throat. She scanned the
corners of the dark, empty roomin vain, looking for any hint of an out-of-place shadow, any indication
that he could still bethere, watching her.

“I won't wait for you,” she whispered into the il air. Blinking back tears, she clutched the thin bed
sheetsin her figts. “One night, you' |l comefor me, and | won't be here.”

From somewhere in the distance, she thought she heard him chuckle. Theinfuriating sound grazed over
her skin, and Néll shivered, feding more adone than ever.



Through thefog of deegp and unfulfilled desire, Nell heard afaint hum and smelled the stale scent of
unwashed bodies crammed too close together. When the man beside her coughed, the sickly odor of
onion bresth caused her to jerk upright and yank her hand away from her throbbing cunt.

The cramped space of the airplane brought her back to redlity with ajolt. People were squeezed into

small seats while children screamed and exhausted flight attendants rushed by with blankets and pillows,
scooping away brown paper bags filled with the somach contents of some of the more sensitive

passengers.

Néell leaned her head against the cool windowpane and shifted asfar away from the enormous man
jammed in the seat beside her as she could. He eyed her furtively from benegth bushy eyebrows, and she
turned away, focusing her atention on the miniature world below.

“Dunnohow you can look down '’ ere,” he said, ebowing her intheribs.

Nell stifled ayelp and pressed hersdlf into her seat. Something hard poked through the cushion and
jabbed at her ass, and she wiggled around, trying to get comfortable while her neighbor waited for a

reply.

“I liketofly,” shesad.

He grunted and flipped another pagein his magazine.
Oh, God, pleasedon't let itbe ...

When he looked up at her again, the curious look in his eyes had been replaced by wide-eyed
admiration.

“You--You're--" hesammered while Nl looked around for the nearest exit.

There had to be parachutes, even in ameady plane like this one. She could grab one and throw open a
door before he had a chance to utter another word.

“You'reher! You're Cleopatral”
Too late.
Ndl forced asmile and extended her hand. “Ndl Winters.”

“Posh,” he said, pointing a sausage-like finger to the articlein front of him. “It saysright here, ‘“The Red
Cleopatra Returns” Themediadon't lie”

Nell struggled not to laugh, knowing that if shedid, it would likely come out as a strangled squedl.
“I'm not redlly Cleopatra,” she said, leaning in to brave the onion smell. If shetold him what he wanted
to hear, then maybe he' d ignore her, the darn plane would land, and she could get on with this crazy
expedition. “1 only play heron TV.”

Hisface crumpled into afrown. “But you look just like her.”

“How do you know that? No one' s seen Cleopatrain four thousand years. Y ou mean to tell meyou



know for afact she was my spitting image?’

“Wadll, no. But they say you' ve got her mannerisms and everything.” Hiseyeslit up again. “Maybe you
were her inapreviouslife”

“Now you're being ridiculous,” Ndll said, turning her attention back to the window. Outside, clouds
congregated in fluffy white shapes, obscuring the world that went on asit aways did below them.

“Y ou may be Cleopatra, but you're darn rude.”

A pang of unexpected remorse made Ndll glance back at her neighbor. “1’'m sorry. Look, I'll give you
an autograph. Let me seethat.” Shetook the magazine and flipped to page twenty-six. A glossy image of
her stared back, and she scribbled her name at the bottom, over the hem of the white, dightly transparent
gown she’'d worn for the photo shoot.

“Man, my friends are never gonnabelieve this” He beamed at her, any former ill will apparently
forgotten. His gaze did from her face to the picture in front of him, lingering on the bare midriff reveded
by the ancient costume.

“Y ou come to Egypt often?’ he asked.

Nell frowned, consdering her answer. She didn’t want to admit it was her first timein Egypt. How could
shetell thisman that she' d been driven here by a strange dream and by the image of alover who haunted
her nightsaswell as her days?

Asif senang something amiss, the flight attendant gpproached their row. “Can | get you adrink?’

“No, thanks,” Nell said. “But can you tell meif thisworks?” She pointed to the telephone mounted to
the seat in front of her. The plastic was chipped, and the cord looked to have been gnawed on a some

point.
“It does, but you'll haveto use acredit card for an internationa call. And up here, they're dl
internationd cdls... unlessyou' re trying to reach heaven.” Theflight attendant giggled at her own joke.

Nell smiled at her and picked up the handset. The dull whine of the did tone greeted her with its shill
pitch. Lowering the phoneto her lap, she punched in her credit card number, long-since memorized
thanksto dl the late-night infomercias she' d given in to over the past few years. Heck, she even knew
the expiration date and the three-digit security number on the back of the card.

When the dia tone returned, she punched in another familiar number,then pressed the plastic device to
her ear.

“Yeah.What?" The cool, composed voice of HlomenaKrummd , Nell’ s agent, sounded miles awvay
through the echo of the airplane phone.

“It'sgood to hear your voice, too,” Nell said, unable to suppress a smile. Flomenawas one of the most
powerful and influentid women in Hollywood. Grown men feared her, children cried when she came
near, and every starving actor dreamed of one day being represented by her.

“NdI! Damn, girl, where ve you been? When you took off from the shoot like that, we dl panicked. Tell
me you' re on your way back. We' ve postponed everything, but the crew’ s till on-set, ready to film



whenyou are.” Nell heard her take a deep puff on her cigarette and expel the smokein along exhale.
“Actudly, no.I’m not on my way back.”

Nell closed her eyes and leaned her head against the back of the seat. She picturedFlomena s perfectly
painted red lips puckered in afrown of disappointment and anger.

“Fine Where are you, then? 1’|l come get you.”

“I'm afraid that’ s not possible, either.” Ndl rubbed the bridge of her nose. “I’m somewhere over the
SaharaDesart, | think. I'll belanding in Egypt in acouple of hours.”

Nell listened to the sllence, wondering if they’ d been cut off. Then the distinct gasps of ahyperventilating
agent camethrough clearly.

“Areyou breathing into a paper bag?’ Nell asked, sitting upright in her seet. The sounds of puffing and
huffing werethe only reply.

“Hello? Answer me, please.” Killing her agent would certainly annihilate her career.”Flomena?

“Tell methisisjust amisguided attempt at avacation. Tell me you're not chasing ghosts, dreams,
fantasies-- or whatever else.”

Flomenawas the only person in whom Néell had confided about her bizarre dreams. She' d left most of
the erotic details out, thoughFlomena had certainly wanted to know everything. She even thought there
might be a script to be written based on Nd I’ s dreams. On agood day, she found Nell’ s fantasy and her
mystery lover fascinating. On aday likethis, Nell knewHlomena would be alot lessinclined to seethe
dlure

“I’'m not chasing fantasy men. | just need to see for mysdf, that’sal.”

“So you're going to search dl of Egypt, looking for ... what, exactly? Something that |ooks familiar?’
“I’m not going to search the entire country. That would be stupid. | had another dream.”

“And?

“And | know where heis”

“Wherewho is?’ Filomend svoice rose, resembling achild's panicked shriek. Ndll held the receiver away
from her ear.

“Akhenaten.”

“Y our dream man has aname? Nell, this doesn’t make any sense. Areyou tdling methat you' ve left the
set of Cleopatra |1 to chase after some man? And when you find him, then what? Y ou'll leave show
business, have six babies, and live happily ever after?’

Nell held her breath, felt the blood pounding in her head. Confessiontime, andFlomenawould think
she'dlost her mind.



“Not exactly. Akhenaten’ s been dead for over three thousand years.”
“Oh, my Lord.Y ou' ve goneinsane.”

Nl laughed. It was either that, orcry .

“Feed Carmen for me?’

“Your cat?Y eah, sure.But please tell meyou'll cometo your senses and get back to the set. Soon.
Tomorrow.”

“Y eah, maybe.”

She hung up beforeFlomena could continue her lecture on Nel’s mentd state. She' d probably been
only amoment away from suggesting therapy. Nell pressed her forehead againgt the smdll, icy-cold
windowpane and looked out at the immense spread of the desert below.

You' ve gone insane.

Flomenahad to be right. No sensible actress would walk away from a set to chase adead man, even
compelled by provocative, maddeningly frustrating dreams.

And especidly not now, not when she' d findly madeit. Ndll’ sface graced the cover of three magazines
this month aone. Thelatest remake of Cleopatra had been nominated for six Academy Awards,
including onefor Nell in the Best Leading Actress category. The Oscars were only afew short months
away, and working on asequel meant she could keep this career-high going for quite sometime to come.

But it wasn't asif she had to stay in Egypt. She' d go to the dig Site, where she d most likely be turned
away since shewas neither ascholar nor arespected member of the journdistic media, and then she'd
go home.

Then maybe she' d start dating again. Red men.

Liveones.

Chapter Two

“The Akhenaten Temple Dig, please,” Néell instructed the driver as she climbed into the back seet of the
cab. “And hurry.”

“Thedig?Y ouwon't get in there unless you' re afamous archeology expert.” The gaunt young driver
peered a her inquisitively in therearview mirror as he pulled away. “ Areyou?’

Nell shook her head.” Afraid not. | just want to seeit, that'sall.”

“They won'tlet you in,” he repeated. “Many are intrigued by the discovery, and many leave without ever
laying eyes on thetemple. They say it' s <till buried underground, and they’ re just now attempting to dig



out any bitsthat may have survived intact. Or, at least, any that aren’t too badly damaged.” He shrugged
and snuck another look at her inthe mirror. “Me, | say it might not even be Akhenaten’ stemple. Allthem
scholars getting excited for nothing.”

Néell leaned forward in her seet. “What makes you say that?’

“No trace of Akhenaten has ever been found. The pharaohs who ruled after him tried to diminate all
traces of hisexistence from history. They destroyed carvings, sculptures, scrolls. Why would anyone
think that whatever they’ d discovered would be authentic?’

“Luck?” Ndll inquired, though her head spun. Ever since the dream two nights eerlier, the only one that
had been different, she hadn’t been able to focus on anything other than getting to the temple Site.
Akhenaten had spoken. He' d told her, clearly, that thisis where he’ d be found.

After months of fitful, restless dreams like the one she’ d had on the plane, she wanted nothing more than
agood night’srest. If finding the mummy of an ancient pharaoh could alow her that, then she' d be back
in Hollywood in no time. She' d made a phone cal to her former university’ s archeology department to
confirm Akhenaten’ s clams, and had been thrilled to learn that anew site had recently been identified as
Akhenaten’ stemple.

Of course, they’ d also told her other things about Akhenaten, things she' d rather not have known. The
heretic pharaoh, they caled him. Her mystery lover had areputation for being something of an enigmafor
Egyptologists, and it seemed as though hel d carried that reputation with him into her dreams. If she'd
thought her sexy nighttime visitor was as available as any dream lover, she' d been dead wrong. Turns out
the guy had awife -- Nefertiti, of al women.

Figures.A married Egyptian pharaoh |eaves behind the most beautiful woman in the world to
invade my dreams.

She shook her head and tried to focus on the cab driver, dimly aware that he was still speaking.
“Heloved hiswife,” hesaid.

“Uh-huh,” Nel mumbled. A throbbing headache settled behind her eyes. The last person she wanted to
talk about was Akhenaten’ slovely spouse.

“Thefew piecesof art that survived al show them together. Kissing, hugging, laughing, playing ... they
seemed happy.” He rounded a corner and pulled the cab into alargelot. In the distance, she could make
out the desert, golden and infinite.

“You'll need ahorsefrom here” he said, shrugging apologeticdly. “I can’t drive you out into the desert.”
“That'sokay,” Nell said, handing him atwenty-dollar bill. “But | don't have theright kind of money.”

“No problem,” he replied, stuffing the American bill in the small pocket of hisvest. “Good luck with your
search.” He opened the glove compartment and pulled out adip of paper on which he scribbled a
number.“My cell phone number. Cal mewhen you'd liketo return.”

Nél thanked him, then grabbed her bag and headed toward astal that housed one lonely merchant and
two horses. Asde from the parking area, there was nothing €l se around. The soles of her sandds scuffed
againg the cement lot, then fell slent as she reached the sand.



“Hello,” she called out as she gpproached. “ Do you rent these horses?’
“Horses, yes,” the man said, his accent heavy but welcoming. “Y ou buy, yes?’
“Rent,” Ndll corrected. “1"d like to rent ahorse, not buy one. I only need it for aday or s0.”

“Yes, yes, you buy,” the man inssted, pointing to one of the horses. Brown, with large white spots, the
animal looked at Nell with glistening dark eyes. When she stretched out her hand to pat its mane, it
neighed and inched closer.

“Fne” Nel sghed as she dug into her wallet.“ How much?’

“Two hundred Americandollar ,” the man said, much more proficient in uttering numbers than anything
dsein English.

She handed over the money and took the reins he offered.
“Whichway to the Akhenaten Templedig 7’ she asked, struggling to calm her hammering heart.

Now that she was here, the thought of heading off into the desert on her own made swesat bead on her
forehead. She glanced behind her, hoping that the cab driver hadn’t gone far. She could call him back,
ask to be taken to the airport, and forget thisinsane scheme.

“Twenty-minuteride.Not far, north.” He pointed straight ahead to awell-worn path snaking its way
through the desert.

Néell swallowed hard and mounted, then placed her feet in the stirrups and her bag in front of her. The
horse lowered its head and neighed faintly, its deek muscles solid and reassuring benegth her.

“Y ou ride softly,” the merchant called out. From the saddle, she turned and waved, then rode out into
the vastness of the desert.

The dig site looked abandoned, and not at al the way Nell had expected. She' d seen enough moviesto
know that archeologica digswere aways swarming with people, especidly around discoveries as
important asthis. She' d expected throngs of security bordering the area, and archeologists with their
tents set up and equipment spread out everywhere.

What she found instead were sand dunes, and haf-excavated columnsrising out of thegroundin a
haphazard pattern. They’ d been dug out seemingly at random, and Ndll brought her horseto ahalt
beside one of them. About astall as she was, the column showed its age. Cracks ran down its length, but
its beautiful designs hadn’t been completely obscured either by time or by the harsh environment.
Ddlicate carvings of children a play and intimate family moments decorated the span of the column. The
ggnofAten , the sun god, dominated each scene, its ever-watchful eye fixed on those depicted in the
etchings.

Néel dismounted, set down her bag, and patted the horse' s flank. She walked from one column to
another, examining the smilar markings that decorated each one, her unease growing with every passing
moment. Could this be the wrong site? Though the carvings matched what she’ d learned of Akhenaten



and hisinterestsin hisunique rdigion and hisfamily, the absence of archeol ogists was puzzling to say the
least.

“ Come to me, my queen.”

The voice rose from the desert itsalf. Nell spun around quickly, but saw no sign of another human being.
Sand dtirred in the soft breeze, taunting her with its sillence.

She would have missed it, entranced by the beauty of the ancient architectura design around her, if it
weren't for the mysterious voice that had stopped her in her tracks. A small opening, barely enough to let
agrown man through, had been carefully concedled by another of the large columns. She stopped and

kneded at itsedge. A small diver of light cut a path through the darkness benegath the sand, and Nell
worked up her courage to speak.

“Anyonein there?’ she called out, hovering over the gap in the ground and feding morethan alittle silly.
“Akhenaten?’

A loud gasp echoed from beneath the ground, followed by aresounding crash, then adistinctive swear
word uttered in English by amasculine voice. It sounded nothing like the ethereal whisper that had
beckoned her earlier.

“Go away!”

“Unlessyou reamummy of some sort, I’m not going anywhere.” Despite hersdlf, Nell was amused. This
was certainly not what she' d been expecting.

“Who areyou?’

“My nameisNéell Winters. I'm interested in ancient Egyptian lore, and | thought I’ d experience some of
itswondersfirghand.”

“Wadll, thisisn't agpot forgawkers and the curious. Go away!”
1] BLIt __11

“Wait ...” The man seemed to consider hiswords carefully. “Did you say Nell Winters? Likethe
actress?’

Nell’s heart pounded fagter.
“Yes, that’sme. I’'m doing some research for the sequel toCleopatra . I’ d love to look around.”

“Well, why didn’t you say s0?" The man sounded friendly now, even chearful. “ Come down here.
There’ sarope atached to one of the columns.”

Nel brushed her hand through the sand and discovered the rope buried benegth the fine granules. It
looked thick and as surdy as the column itsdlf. Before she could give the impulsive action another
thought, Ndll did into the hole. She shimmied downward for what felt like minutes and sghed when her
feet findly hit the ground.

A man with athick beard held asmdl lantern up to hisface. Itsdim glow penetrated the encompassing



darkness and cast along shadow behind him. Hislarge, white teeth glimmered brightly against the dark
background of hisface.

“Welcome, welcome!” He gestured with the lantern, inviting her further benesth the sand.

“Whereis everybody?’ Nell tried to peer beyond the shadows into the underground cavern. She
couldn’t seeathing around the hd o illuminating the dight man standing across from her.

He shrugged. “ They’ ve goneto afundraiser. They --we -- need more money. They’ ve goneto get
some”

“And you' re the only one who stayed behind? What of the media? I nterestedgawkers , asyou called
them?Grave robbers?’

The man gave ahowl of laughter.” Grave robbers? Thisisno grave, miss. At begt, it' satemple, and a
poor one & that. They practically demolished it as soon as Akhenaten died. There' slittlein theway of
treasure here, but much in the way of interest.”

Nell nodded. “What’ s your name?’

“I'mYazid . Welcome to the Temple of Aten .”

Néll lifted an eyebrow and again tried to peer into the darkness. “Thisisit?’

“Y ou expected something grander ... richer?’

“I suppose s0,” Nell admitted, “though | had no reason to. | just thought al Egyptian excavations were
coated ingold.”

“Some are, but most aren't. Take this place, for example. The only people who still care about
Akhenaten are those fascinated by his eccentric rule, and there aren’t many of them left. There’ sno
treasure here, so that rules out the interest of the majority of the population. Still, there are archeologists
who can build acareer on this. They’re a the fundraiser.”

Nell tried to hide her disgppointment. Thiswasit? She abandoned amoviein the middle of filming to fly
across the world and end up in adank, dark cave with astrange little man?

“Wall, then, thank you for letting me come down here. | suppose | should go.”

He watched her, unblinking, for amoment. Then he nodded.” Asyou wish. Up theway you came, climb
therope.” He turned back to the wall, with the lantern in one hand and a smdl brush in the other, and
proceeded to try to ped away thousands of years of grime.

The opening she’ d dropped through was about twenty steps away, clearly visible from the sunlight
shimmering through it. Careful not to step on anything, Nell reached out to steedy herself. She stretched
her arm out in the darkness, encountered something solid, and leaned againgt it, taking one careful step
after another while moving dowly aong thelength of thewall.

At thefifth step, her hand hit air.

“Hey! There san opening here.”



“There could be.” The sound of Y azid's brush scraping against the wall didn’t cease as he spoke. “There
are many chambers still unexplored. It' stoo dangerous, with the sand liable to collapsein on us at any
time”

Nell swallowed hard and glanced up. The ground had seemed solid enough from above, but knowing
that she could be buried dive a any moment made her heart legp in her chest. Still, the breach in thewall
intrigued her.

It' satemple, she reminded hersdlf. It would have to be big.
“Do you have another light source?’
“There should be one on the ground, somewhere,” Y azid said.” Close to you.”

Nell crouched down and ran her hands aong the ground. Dirt and thousand-year-old sand embedded
itself beneeth her findy manicured nails as she searched, but her annoyance vanished when she found the
lantern. Sheflipped on the smal switch at the bottom, and the lamp bathed her in a soft glow of light.

“Doyoumindif | takealook in there?’ she asked.
“Why would you want to do that done? Wait until the othersreturn. We' Il find you a suitable guide.”
Nell sraightened, her excitement growing. “1 appreciate the offer, but | don’'t have much time.”

“I’'m not comfortable letting you wander down here on your own. If you'll just wait afew hours, I'm
sure...”

Y azid svoice ebbed and petered out as Nell did through the opening in the wall, which proved to be
much narrower than she' d expected. She entered another chamber, this one larger, but just as empty as
thelast, and the air smelled stale and damp. She' d almost expected expensive vases and gold statuesto
linethe floor. Wouldn't that have been something? She could see the headlines now: “The Redl Cleopatra
Returns Home -- The Biggest Discovery Since KingTut’s Tomb!” Perhaps she could have been known
asthe Great Explorer, aswell as her latest moniker, the Real Cleopatra.

She pictured hersdlf in full Indiana Jones attire, complete with whip, and she chuckled as she advanced
through the room, the light from the lantern illuminating only afew stepsin front of her.

When asmal glint appeared on the wall, she jumped and dmost dropped the lamp. Clutching the handle
tighter, she raised the lantern above her head. A gold symbol, no larger than the Size of her pam, was
embedded in the stone wall. Guided by an inexplicable urge, she reached out. As her fingers touched the
symbol, asudden, blindingly bright beam of light filled the room.

Nell staggered and squinted, trying to shield hersdf from the flickering brilliance that grew right before
her eyes. It not only broadened, but mutated, shifting from an ordinary gleam to ashimmering doorway in
only afew moments.

A hand reached out through the opening; afemae hand, with long dender fingers and tapered fingernails.

Before Ndl could even think of screaming, the hand grabbed on to her shirt. A sharptug, and Ndll found
hersdf faling, plummeting through the doorway, into the blend of light and mist within.



Chapter Three

Akhenaten smiled, and Nell reached out for him. He teased her, |etting hisimage flash, glimmer, and fade
before reappearing and solidifying into firm, masculine flesh. He smelled divine, like fresh, clean sogp and
male musk. Straight ebony hair touched broad shouldersthat gleamed in the candldight, and hisfull lips

parted, gligening.

She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled his mouth down to hers. Hislips hovered just inches
away, and she groaned, drawing him down, urging him on with aquick nibble of hislower lip. He
chuckled and gavein, thrugting his tongue insde her and bearing hiswhole weight down on her bodly.
She smélled her own arousal and moaned againgt his hungry mouth, parting her legs, eager to fed him
thrust into her moist pussy.

His solid chest pressed against her breasts, and her nipples budded into tiff peaks beneath him. Sheran
her hands over his shoulders, reveling in the strength of his muscles, the smoothness of hisskin. His
heartbeat pounded out arhythm in tune with her own, and when Néll looked up, their gazeslocked ina
staring match that seemed to make the world stand il

Akhenaten reached up and touched alock of her hair, emotions flickering over hisface as he watched
her. He dowly scrutinized her features asif wanting to memorize each one.

Unnerved, Nell did her fingers down his back, and he arched into her, his cock periloudy closeto the
open center of her cream-coated pussy. She grabbed hisfirm, taut ass with both hands and thrust her
hips againgt him, groaning asthetip of his shaft nudged the entrance to her throbbing, sopping cunt.

“Please,” she whimpered.

He couldn’t refuse her now. He wouldn’t dare! Not when they were so much closer than they’ d ever
been. Hisinfuriating cock was more than ready for her, and with every tremble of histaut muscles, Ndll
knew that his salf-control had to be shattering piece by carefully constructed piece.

Finaly, thistime, he' d fuck her the way she’ d been yearning to be fucked. Shewouldn’t let him go until
he spilled hisseed inside her, al over her, again and again. HE d findly ravish her, thrust intoher, give her
everything he had to offer. She' d see his face as he came, hear his moans, and know that she wasthe
only onefor him.

Forever.

And when they were done, she d return the favor, explore and caress his body with exquisite, lingering
patience, as he’' d done to hers. Though the dreams had been relentless for months, she' d never brought
him the kind of pleasure he ddivered nightly. She wanted to worship his cock with her lips, teeth, and
tongue, to watch his eyes as he came deep in her mouth, pouring his salty essence down her throat.

She wanted to see him thrown off balance, yearned to watch as some of that arrogant control stripped
away to reved the man beneath. What would he be like when he was't asserting his power over her?



Nell squirmed, rubbing her pussy againg his pubic bone, soreading the puffy lipswider gpart, giving him
room to maneuver. He didn’'t move, and she decided she'd do all thework if she had to. He could
amply remain there, staring at her with that unnerving gaze, hisbody giff asastatue's, and let her fuck
him. She needed his cock inside her clenching cunt more than ever, and the maddening absence made her
head pound.

Asdways, at the last moment he shook his head dmost imperceptibly, and hisimage faded to blend in
with the dark shadows of the room.

Frustration tightened Nell’ s muscles, and she squeezed her eyesfirmly shut to prevent the flow of
unwelcome tearsthat stung her eydids.

“Soon, my queen.” The sound of his unexpected deep voice rushed down her spine and caused her to
cry out. Anticipation and something akin to fear rumbled through her, making her somach clench.

Nell rubbed the back of her hand over her cheek, capturing adrop of wetness that had managed to
escape despite her best efforts.

Soon, he'd promised.

And she intended to see that he kept hisword.

An anguished, frustrated sob escaped Nell’ sthroat as the dream fled from her mind and reality set in.
Her heart pounded, her pussy ached, and her tight nipples pressed against the fabric of her thin shirt.

“Bagtard,” she muttered, taking a deep breath and willing her thoughts away from the dream. She had to
get back to the shoot. Thiswas such afool’ s errand. Going to Egypt, chasing dead pharaohs. Perhaps
she would go see atherapist when she returned to Hollywood. It couldn't hurt, and it couldn’t be any
worse than these endlesdy frustrating dreams.

Nell thought about opening her eyes. She needed a cold shower, awarm medl, and apair of dry panties.

When her eydidsfindly fluttered open, she gasped, her heart leaping in her throat as the brightness of
the room assaulted her senses. She squinted, forcing herself to adjust.

Shelay onthefloor of alarge chamber, the walls of which glimmered with inlaid gold. A multitude of
torches, ensconced high on each side of the room, spilled their flickering light over vases, statues, chests,
jewdry, and other artifacts Nell couldn’t even begin to name. The walls were acomforting tan color,
seemingly quite solid, and afaint coolness radiated from the brick itself.

A sarcophaguslay in the middle of the chamber. Built of red marble and ornately painted and inscribed,
it was even more breathtaking than the rest of the items. The lid had been propped againgt the far wall,
and from her viewpoint, Nell couldn’t make out whether the casket was occupied.

“My Lord,” shewhispered under her breeth. “I’ ve found Akhenaten’ stomb after al.”

She must have taken awrong turn somewhere. She rememberedY azid , the empty chamber, and the
glyph on thewall. Then the doorway made of light, and ... ahand?



No, that couldn’t beright.

Nell shook her head and sat up. She leaned againgt the wall and tried to think. If only her head weren’t
pounding. Had she gone somewhere else after the empty chamber? Hit her head while shewas at it? She
rubbed her scalp, but couldn’t feel any bumps protruding.

Maybe she hadn’t injured hersalf. Maybe she was till dreaming.

“Thereyou arel” A petite, barely dressed woman appeared in the doorway, asif from thin air. Ndll had
been cradling her head in her hands, so perhaps the woman hadn’t quite appeared adl of asudden, but it
was al the sameto her. She eyed the mysterious newcomer warily.

Slim and pretty, she couldn’t have been more than eighteen. Large black eyes smudged with thick eye
makeup sparkled beneath long lashes. Her mouth had been painted a dark shade of red, which was
probably meant to make her ook older, but didn’t quite succeed. She wore adress made of strips of
materia, all crossing over one another and barely covering her. Small breasts were hidden benesth the
srips of cloth, but her ssomach was bare, and Nell would bet her back was, too. More strips of material
hung down her legslike the tattered remains of aonce-fancy skirt.

Stll, Nell had to admit the effect was triking, and distinctly Egyptian. She wondered again whether
she'd hit her head. Was she back on the set? Where were the cameras, then, and the multitude of people
who aways swarmed around?

“Come” thegirl said, reaching for her hand. “The pharaoh iswaiting for you.”

With agtart, Nell redized the girl wasn't speaking English. The words were different, more exotic
somehow, tinged with asoft lilt throughout which harsher tones mingled.

“I’'m sorry, | don't speak Egyptian,” Nell murmured, but that wasn't what came out of her mouth. She,
too, had spoken in that same mix of gentle tones and harsher syllables. Worse, she had no ideawhat
sheé'djust said.

The girl’ s brows furrowed over her green eyes, and she regarded Nell with concern etched on her lovely
features. “Areyou dl right?’

Nell nodded, afraid to speak again.

“Good. Then come.” Thegirl grabbed Nell’s hand and pulled her to her feet. She was definitely stronger
than she looked.

“The pharaoh iswaiting,” the girl repested, and strolled out of the chamber.

Nell saw no choice but to follow.

Akhenaten hated to be kept waiting.

A dender, darkly tanned teenage boy poured him another glass of honey wine. Akhenaten accepted it

gracioudy, then returned his gaze toward the door, drumming hisfingersimpatiently on the sde of his
massvethrone.



He' d told Nefertiti countless times how much he despised being made to wait. But it wasjust like his
wifeto not give adamn about what he wanted. It wouldn't matter to her that he' d been traveling for
amost aweek. She wouldn't care that he wastired, aggravated, and lonely. Despite the throng of
servants at hand at al hours of the day and night, Akhenaten was dways done. Other than his god, there
was no one he could trust, no one he could confide in. More than anything, Akhenaten longed for
someone to whom he could fed close.

He adjusted his headgear, then swished hisdrink around in its copper cup. He didn’t want to Sit here,
fanned by servants eager to obey hisevery whim. Action and excitement called to him. He wanted to be
out in the middle of things, to actually govern his people, make decis ons,fight enormous heroic battles.
But nothing was ever done right in his absence. If he wasn't around to give orders and see them carried
out, his subjects dways|let him down.

So did hiswife.
The winewastoo sweet for Akhenaten’ staste, but he downed it inalong gulp.

“More,” he said, holding out his cup to the boy. The servant tipped the jug, and Akhenaten watched the
nectar pouring from the spout. A flurry of motion captured his atention, and he glanced up to see hiswife
being dragged by the hand into the throne room. His gaze locked on to her, but she kept her eyes
lowered asthe other girl led theway.

Aten, but he'd dmost forgotten how beautiful shewas. Nefertiti’ sdeek, natural black hair and bangs
framed her face and enhanced her wide green eyes and chiseled cheekbones. Her skin, a perfect shade
of tan, indicated she’ d been out in the glory of the sun god for just long enough to receive his blessing.
Akhenaten let his gaze travel down and admired the soft heave of her full breasts. His cock began to
harden, and he gripped the armrest, reminding himsdlf to remain angry.

Shel d wasted histime, but now, as he savored the sway of her hips and the length of her long legs, he
redized it had been worth the wait. If only she felt the same way about him. Some of the frustration
returned to Smmer dowly beneath his calm facade.

“| should have known you wouldn’t be here to greet me.”

She straightened her shoulders and raised her head with the same roya bearing he remembered, but her
eyeswidened when she fixed him with her stare. Then she shrieked. The sound echoed through the
throne room, but amoment later she covered her mouth with her hand.

Akhenaten was certain every servant in the room had turned to stare, but his gaze remained anchored on
hiswife. What inAten’s name had gotten into her? He hadn’t changed that much in the few monthsthey’ d
been gpart. He glanced down at his ceremonia kilt to make sure his arousa wasn't what had frightened
her.

Nefertiti released the girl’ s hand and swayed for amoment before falling to her knees.

Well, thisis different.

“Thisisquite the greeting. What game are you playing? Other than cool indifference, you' ve never had
any kind of reaction to me.”



Nefertiti didn’'t answer. She kept her eyes on the floor, but her hands betrayed her. They trembled in her
lap, and she grabbed a handful of materia from her skirt, wringing the soft fabric between her fingers.

“Enough of this” She might ook as innocent as adove, but Akhenaten wasn't fooled. She wanted
something, and he was too tired and too frustrated to play aong.

“Areyou afraid to tell methat thetempleisn't finished yet? | dready know.”

He rose from the throne and moved toward her. Shelooked so smal, knedling in the middle of the vast
room. The marble must be cold benegth her knees, he thought, then shook his head to clear the sympathy
away. Hiswife had never given adamn about his discomfort. Why should he care about hers?

“The servants are staring,” he said between clenched teeth as he neared her. “ Stop this, get up, and
speak to melike the queen you are. Or have you forgotten your rolein this household?’

She il didn't spesk, and the anger he' d been so carefully controlling spread through him like lightning.
If there was one thingAhkenaten hated more than being made to wait, it was being made afool.

“Shdl | get you abrush so you can scrub the floor while you' re down there?’
A glimmer of indignation greeted him when she looked up.

“That' salittle better.” He grinned despite himself and brushed a strand of dark hair away from her face.
Her cheeks were streaked with tears, though he hadn’t seen her cry.

“ByAten , what isit? Did someone cut off your tongue in my absence?
She shook her head, but remained silent.

“It'sthat sgter of yours, isn't it?Muet is shy, so you' ve suddenly decided to be shy, too? | don't believe
this”

He took a deep bresath, released it on along sigh, then spun on his hedl and headed back toward the
throne, unableto look at those wet cheeks amoment longer. Even after he turned away, he could still see
thelook in her eyes, so unlike the way she' d ever looked a him before. If he didn’t know Nefertiti
better, he' d have called it hunger, maybe even lust. But thiswas hiswife. He' d been married to her long
enough to know that she' d never had those fedingsfor him.

Nefertiti was't lustful. For her, sex was achore, not a pleasurable pastime. And that glimmer of anger
he' d glimpsed in her eyes -- that was't like her, either. She was coal, distant, but ultimately dull. He' d
never known her to have an original idea of her own on religion, politics, or even rdationships-- dl vita
aspects of apharaoh’ s successful reign. But how he yearned for awoman with whom he could share his
thoughts and receive more than cool indifferencein return.

He d learned long ago that the woman he’ d married wasn't the woman he craved. Therewasn't a
power in Egypt that could have changed that in the short months he' d been away.

“Fine, stay onthefloor,” he said, hisback ill turned to her. “1’m going to my chambers. It'sbeen along
trip.”



Two servants rushed to grab the large gold handles on the doors and pull them open for him. He picked
up his cup, downed the rest of the drink, and headed for the exit. A warm bath would do wondersfor his
aching body, and it would help with the throbbing headache that had begun to pound behind his eyes.
Nefertiti could play any game she liked, asfar as he was concerned. She wasn't worth the trouble.

“Wait.” He heard her voice, clear and composed, and he stopped inmiddride . When he turned, she
stood just afew steps away fromhim, her head held high, her gaze locked on his. No tears marred her
flawless cheeks.

“I'll joinyou,” she said and laced her arm through his.

The world stopped when she touched him. His sensesflared, and he breathed in her scent, sweet like
ripe melon, honey, and feminine spices. Thefed of her hand resting on hisarm sent shiversthrough his

body.

He knew his mouth was open, but he couldn’t get words out. When wasthe last time Nefertiti had
touched him of her own volition? And those eyes -- those striking green eyes -- stared a him with so
much intrigue that he had to tear his gaze away for fear of faling under her spdll forever.

“Asyou wish.” He led the way out of the throne room, more convinced than ever that she wanted
something from him, and no longer certain that he could deny her anything she asked.

NI’ sfingertipstingled againgt Akhenaten’s skin. His muscular arm benegath her hand sent waves of
longing through her body, culminating in an intense heet between her legs. She couldn’t believe she was
having thiskind of reaction to anyone, much less an ancient pharaoh who had been dead for afew
millennia

Thisisridiculous. I'm not really in ancient Egypt.

But the golden chambers, the multitude of servants, the signs of the sun god everywhere were too
perfect, too authentic to be part of amovie set. And as much as she' d wanted to hold on to that fantasy,
thisfelt too red to be adream. She could hear Akhenaten’ s soft breathing as they walked through the
palace together. Their bare feet made no sound on the cool marble, but the silvery laughter of children
and the soft mel odious tones of spoken ancient Egyptian accompanied them until they reached the royal
chambers.

Néel narrowed her eyes as she glanced at Akhenaten’ s stern profile and shivered, fear snaking up her
spine. She' d seen enough movies to know what happened to women who somehow dipped through the
foldsin time and space. They ended up raped, tortured, or worse. And that wasfiction! If thiswas
actualy happening -- and she still wasn't ready to believethat it was -- her problemswould be awhole
lot worse.

What would she do when Akhenaten figured out that she wasn't who he thought she was? For some
absurd reason, he believed her to be hiswife. Well, that wasn't likely to last long. Even if Nell wasthe
spitting image of the woman, Akhenaten wasn't likely to continue holding on to the absurd notion once
they had to spend any time aone together. It would be impossible to pass his scrutiny, to fake the
familiarity two married people shared.

And how was she going to get home?



Panic gripped her throat. She had to get back to Hollywood. They’ d be waiting for her on set. Flomena
would beworried sick. And who would take care of Carmen, her Persian companion for the past six
years?Hlomena would feed the deek, elegant cat for afew days, but if it became clear that Nell wasn't
coming back, Carmen would be handed over to ashelter. Shecouldn't let that happen.

Tearswelled in Ndl’ s eyes, and she blinked them back, determined to at least try to pretend that she
was't scared out of her wits. She needed to stay calm. If she could only think thisthrough rationdly, she
might be able to figure out what happened, and how to get home.

It would be reasonable to assume that whatever had hurled her into the past aso had the power to toss
her forward into the future, but as she glimpsed ared mud brick pyramid through an open window, Néell
realized that she had no idea how she’ d cometo be here. The girl had found her in the tombs --that much
she knew. But why was she there? And whose hand had pulled her through?

Akhenaten stopped before a set of large double doors and dismissed the two servants that had escorted
them through the palace. When he reached for the handle, Nell’ s hand fell away from hisarm. She
struggled to remember whether queens and pharaohs shared a chamber. Was he going to invite her in? If
he walked through those doors without her, she wasn't sure she d have the strength to follow on her
own. She could flee back through the city, back to the tombs, wherever they were.

But when Akhenaten reached for her hand, the dreams she' d been having for so many nights came
rushing back.

Akhenaten.
He was here, exactly where he' d told her he'd be. And hewasredl.

“Don't tel meyou' re not speaking to me again,” he said as he entered the lavish chamber. Incensefilled
the room with an earthy scent, and candles had been lit to banish the growing twilight. “ There' s carpet
here.Might be alittle more comfortable if you decide to drop to your knees before me again.” He
grinned, but the words didn’t sound entirely playful. There was something beneath the light tone. Anger,

maybe?Suspicion?

“Ah, well ...” Nél cleared her throat. She still couldn’t quite get used to the strange words she uttered
whenever shetried to speak. She only hoped that whatever she was saying was what she meant to say.
“I'm sorry about earlier. | ... | fell, back in the tombs. | hit my head.”

Dammit, Nell, you're an actress. You' ve played this part before. How different can Cleopatra be
from Nefertiti?

But there was no one like Akhenaten on the set of Cleopatra. The actors who had portrayed Egyptian
men didn’t have hisfeatures, degant and chisdled, which could harden so easily when he looked &t her.
Did he have to practice that look? Or did it come naturaly, like his easy stance and the overpowering sex
appea? A good pharaoh was said to be able to inspire fear and awe in his subjects. He was agod to
them. Standing here, just a couple of feet away from Akhenaten, Nell understood why.

“What were you doing in the tombs?’ he asked, untying the string that held the gold-trimmed robes
together at the base of histhroat. When the garment fell from hislean body, Nell had to force hersdf not

to gasp.



He was perfect. Dark and deek, hisbody looked just asit had in her dreams. His broad chest, flat
stomach, and strong arms were just the way she liked them -- not overtly muscular, but well defined.
Therewas't atrace of hair on him except for the smdll trail that led down from his navel into the garment
covering him below thewaist. Thetiny dip of cloth looked nothing like the boxer shorts her ex-fiancé had
awaysworn to bed. If she had to give the piece of material aname, she'd haveto cdl it aloincloth.A
gold , shimmering loincloth that did nothing to hide the bulge between histhighs, but aloincloth
nevertheess.

Nell blushed when she redlized he was ill watching her. He d followed her gaze, which she'd fixed
firmly on his cock, and he now regarded her with an expression between amusement and puzzlement.

“| - uh -

“Yes, yes, | know, you hit your head. Have you stopped to consider it might have done more good than
you think?" He grinned and did down onto alow, square stool covered with aleather cushion, gesturing
to anidentical oneinfront of him.

Nell sat down and managed aweak smile of her own. She couldn’t read him yet. One moment he was
tender, joking, and seeming perfectly at ease among servants and more gold than Nell thought existed in
the world. The next, he seemed angry and bitingly sarcagtic. Was his behavior just a defense mechanism
he' d had to cultivate to deal with the pressure of his statusin Egyptian society? Or wasit asgn of
something more disturbing?

“Tel me about the city,” he said when she didn’t answer hislast question.

“Thecity?’ she echoed, feding arush of warmth return to her cheeks. She knew nothing about the city.
She' d seen alittle of it asthe Egyptian girl had led her away from the tombs and to the royal palace, but
she certainly couldn’t tell him anything he wouldn’t already know.

“Yes, the city. The onel sent you out here to oversee as construction progressed. | didn’t stop to check
on the development of any of the mgjor buildings, but | know most haven't even been sarted.” He
narrowed hiseyes, and Nell stiffened asthe tonein hisvoice changed from the amused lilt of amoment
ago to one of complete authority. He wanted answers from her, and he wanted them now.

“Wall ... congtruction is going dower than expected, my lord.” Akhenaten’ s eyebrows shot up at the
title, and Nell knew she’ d made amistake. She continued quickly, hoping to cover it up. “Some of the
buildersin town have had some difficulty finding the materidsyou require.”

“That' simpossible,” he said flatly. “I had dl the materias sent weeks ahead of time. If the buildersare
having trouble, it' s because they’ re lazy, not because they haven't been given the means by which to do
their job. Perhapsthat goesfor their queen, aswell.”

Theinsult stung, though it shouldn't have. Ndll wasn't their queen, or his, or anyone's. Akhenaten
scowled and fixed her with afierce stare that bore right through her, and she could fed his unspoken
accusations, as damning asthe words he' d just uttered. She decided to try again.

“What | mean to say isthat things don’t always go as planned.” She gave him her most salf-deprecating
gmile. “You know that better than anyone.”

“You'remaking excuses.” Herose from the chair, cutting off further discussion. Moving to the side of
her stool, he towered over her. Worse, his perfect somach and that maddening loincloth were just inches



away from her face. Akhenaten spoke again, but she couldn’t focus on hiswords with him standing so
close. She could sméell him, a perfectly masculine scent drifting off his skin, combined with something
softer, jasmine perhaps, from his bath or grooming ails.

The urge to reach out and touch him became overwheming. She wanted to run her tongue down his
stomach, from hisnave to the patch of hair she knew to be hiding under hisloincloth. The dreams came
rushing back, and Nell fdt dizzy; the memory of hiskisses burning her lips, the weight of hisbody on
hers, and the need to fed him drive his cock deep into her became almost more than she could bear.

Shereached out, ready to tug on the maddening cloth and seeit drop to the ground. If that wouldn’'t
work, shewas ready to hoist it up and take his cock deep into her mouth, until he had no choice but to
fuck her or spurt his seed down her throat.

“Y ou're unworthy of being aqueen,” Akhenaten said, and Ndll felt asif he'd thrown abucket of ice
water in her face. Her hands dropped back to her lap. Fury replaced arousal, and she shot to her fedt.

“Who do you think you are, speaking to mein that manner? And what have | done to offend you so?’

“In case you' ve forgotten,” he said between clenched teeth, “I’m your pharaoh.Y our link on earth to the
onetruegod. And if that isn't enough, I’ m your husband. | can speak to you in whatever manner | wish,
especialy when you' ve disobeyed my every command when | sent you here ahead of me.”

“Maybeif you' d ask instead of command, | wouldn’t disobey.”

He grabbed her arm, hisfingerstightening painfully around her flesh. She tifled agrimace and forced
hersdlf to face him. His green eyes blazed with anger, and for amoment, raw, savage terror shot up her

sine.
When he released her arm and backed away, Néell collapsed onto the leather-covered stool.

This couldn’t be happening. She wasn't really three thousand yearsin the past with aman who didn’t
even seem to like hiswife, but who made Néll’ s every nerve ending stand on edge when he was nesr.

She had to get home. Akhenaten might have been the most intriguingmen who' d ever lived in ancient
Egypt, and he might be the best dream lover awoman had ever had, but he was volatile and demanding.

Shedidn’'t belong here. She belonged on the set of Cleopatra |1 , surrounded by cameramen, makeup
artigts, and starving actors pretending to worship her acting abilitiesin return for the dightest boon.An
gppointment with her agent. A recommendation to the director. An introduction to an even bigger movie
dar.

Hero worship only went so far. In the end, they al wanted something in return for the blatant admiration
they showered her with. The crew would probably stop filming for awhile, but when she didn’t return,
they’ d replace her with another actress without sparing a second thought to her situation. Penelope Cruz
had been begging for the role since Nl had landed it, and it wouldn't take much to convince the director
that all of Nell’s scenes had to be re-shot.

Her heart hammering in her chest, she reached for Akhenaten, certain now of what she had to do. The
tombs were the key to her freedom, the way home.

“I can giveyou atour of the city,” shesaid, using al the tricks she'd learned on the set, her voice as



smooth ashoney. “1 know you' re disappointed, but if you'll at least take alook at what has been
accomplished, you'll redizeit’snot asbad asit seems.”

She hoped she wasright. In truth, she had no ideawhat state the city wasin, and she was certain there
wasn't aperson in ancient Egypt less qudified of giving atour of Akhet-Aten than she was, but she
needed to get out of the roya paace. They could head for the tombsfirst -- she thought she remembered
the way -- and then she could ditch thisinfuriatingly handsome pharaoh and head home.

Akhenaten inclined his head and took a deep breath.” Asyou wish. | was planning on heading out
tomorrow anyway. Y ou' re welcome to accompany me.”

Tomorrow?Panic rosein her chest, and a sudden wave of homesickness washed over her. She wanted
to be in her own bed, snuggled up with her cat. She wanted to fed safe, not out of place and completely
cludess. If she had to spend an entire night with him, he’' d certainly redlize she wasn't hiswife. Ndll didn’t
know athing about politics or religion, or al the other important facets of apharaoh’sreign. Therewas
no way she could convince him of her identity.

“We haveto go tonight,” she said, hoping her anxiety didn’t show in her tone.

“Why?’ He raised an eyebrow and regarded her curioudly. “The city won't change overnight. | plan on
seaing to dl my adminidrative dutiesin the morning.”

“I just thought ... don’t you want to get ahead start?’ It was afeeble attempt, and she knew it.

“Actudly, no.l’ ve been traveling for two weeks. I'm exhausted.” He removed his elaborate roya
headgear and ran ahand through his shoulder-length black hair, leaving it just dightly disheveled. That
sample gesture stripped away the gppearance of controlled authority and left him looking even sexier, if
that were possible.

“And besides,” he continued. “Was't there something you wanted to tell me?”
“Umm ..." Nédll cleared her throat. “No, | don’t think so.”

“Y ou’ve been hinting a something in dl the messages you' ve sent over the past few weeks. | believe
you sad it was asurprise, but the messengersdidn’t relay any happinessin your tone as you spoke of it.”

A surprise?The moment had come sooner than she’ d thought. He' d find out she wasn't redlly Nefertiti,
and he' d probably have her hanged, or flogged, or mummified. Her heart pounded harder, and her pulse
echoed in her ears.

Act, Ndll, dammit! Act!

Act. It was so smple, and the one thing she was good at. She could pretend she was this man’ swife, if
only for one night. Tomorrow, she' d be home.

A dow smile spread across her face as she considered her plan. After al, she'd gonein search of her
dream lover. Now that she d found him, there was nothing standing in the way of fulfilling al those
fantasies. She could expertly seducehim, take hismind off any doubts that had started to form. He
wouldn’t get another chance to question her tonight. Though a dream lover might be ableto resst
thrusting his cock into awilling pussy, no real man she' d ever known had that kind of control over his
libido.



“Thesurprise... isn't ready yet.”

Néell reached out and hooked her arms around Akhenaten’ s neck, pressing her body tightly against him.
His mouth opened dightly in an expression of surprise, and she did thetip of her tongue between hisfull
lips before he could ask any more questions. Thefaint taste of wine lingered on histongue, and Nell
closed her eyes asit invaded her mouth. He degpened the kiss, and when it was over, she was panting
like ateenager.

“Tel me how happy you redly areto be home,” she said, then ran her tongue over hislower lip.
“No.” He pulled away, and Ndll felt the loss of his body heat as acutely asif it had been her own.

“Let me show you instead.” He seized her hand and led her into an alcove that housed the largest bed
Nell had ever seen.

“Thiswill do nicely,” she said, wrapping her asams around him again.

Akhenaten’sbody called out to Nell, likeit had in every one of her dreams. Asthey stood together,
locked in a passionate embrace, she could hardly believe it wasred thistime.

Shekissed him, |etting her hands roam aong hisupper arms, his chest, his back. Her fingers found their
way into his hair and entangled themsalvesin the soft black locks. She wanted to fed al of him tonight.
She'd fuck him with complete abandon, leave him fully spent, unableto think about anything but the
overwheming pleasure she'd be giving him.

Besides, this night would be the only chance she got, and if this entire experience wasindeed red, she
wanted to go home with the best memories of her life.

Shetook alazy swipe at histongue with hers, relishing the texture, the softness, the warmth. Akhenaten
moaned softly againgt her mouth. It no longer mattered that he’ d lashed out at her just afew minutes ago.
Theonly thing Nell cared about now wasthe fed of histongue, hishands, and his cock.

Nl let her hand dide down, over the flatness of hisbelly and lower ill, dipping it undernesth the
loincloth. His cock was rock hard, and he gasped and broke the kiss when she encircled it with her hand.

“ByAten , woman, what' s gotten into you?’

“| was under the impression thiskind of thing was norma between married couples,” shesaid, trailing
kisses down the front of his chest. She stopped to lick anipple, which resulted in another low groan from
Akhenaten.

“Itis” headmitted. “It'sjust that ... never mind. Keep doing what you' re doing.” He chuckled, alow
throaty laugh, as she knelt and ran her tongue dong theinside of histhigh. Shelifted thethin cloth, freeing
his cock, and watched it loom large and promising before her. A creamy bead of wetness dotted thetip
of hisshaft, and she licked her lipsin anticipation. A quick dart of her tongue caught the moisture, and
Akhenaten sucked in a breath and buried hisfingersin her hair. He didn’t force her head closer to his
cock, only held on to her, hislabored bregthing filling the quiet room.

It had been months -- no, years -- since Nl had wanted to suck acock this badly. It had always been
one of her favorite foreplay activities. Sucking on the hard shaft of a sexy, aroused man did wondersfor



her libido.And now, Akhenaten’s cock proudly spearing the air just inches away from her face made her
pussy throb.

Her lips glided over thetip of his cock, and Akhenaten stiffened as she brought his shaft in its entirety
into her wet mouth. She grasped his cock and did her hand over it, her rhythm matching that of her
mouth. Nell fdt his excitement build each time her lipstraveled dong the length of him. He grew even
harder in her hand, and bittersweet pre-cum dripped fredly from thetip. She cupped his ballswith her
free hand and held them, gently, while she continued to caress his cock.

“ Aten, enough.” Akhenaten pushed her gently away. He took her hand and helped her to her feet, then
guided her onto the bed. When she' d traveled through the porta, or whatever the magical opening had
been, she'd landed in Nefertiti’ s clothes as well as her body. Akhenaten didn’t even bother to remove
the flimsy materia. He pushed up her skirt, reveding the fact that panties hadn't been invented yet. Her
pussy was thoroughly soaked, and she glanced down, catching aglimpse of the cream glinting on her
freshly shaved cunt.

At least Nefertiti’ s body mirrored hers. The same curves, roughly the same size breadts, right down to
the shaved pussy. Nefertiti’ s belly wasn't quite asflat as hers had been, but it didn’t matter. She looked
womanly, and shefdt beautiful. Ndl did her fingers down aong her soft folds, feding the dick wetness.
Gently, she parted her lips, inviting Akhenaten to plungeinto her.

“I"ve been waiting so long for this” she murmured.

Her words snapped him out of the trance he' d fallen into as he stared, transfixed, at the view she offered
him.

He grabbed his hard cock in one hand and positioned himsalf between her legs. Guiding himsdlf, hedid
eadly into her opening, and Nell cried out at the sheer intengity of it. She' d been dreaming about him for
30 long, and the one thing that had been denied to her al thistime wasfinaly happening. His cock filled
her asit plunged into her pussy, and she wrapped her legs around hisfindy muscled waist, pulling him

even deeper.

His strong hands gripped her ass, and his mouth found her breast through the flimsy covering she il
wore. He grasped her nipple between his teeth and tugged gently as his cock found its own rhythm insde
her. She moaned and ran her fingers through his hair, pulling his head closer to her bresst, inviting more
sucking, more nibbling, more fucking.

Shetightened her legs around him and thrust her hips up as he rammed into her, needing to match his
speed, go faster,fed him spill his seed inside her. She knew she was screaming, but shedidn’t care.

If aqueen couldn’t enjoy apharaoh fucking her brains out every now and again, what good wasit to be
queen?

Nell wrapped both arms around Akhenaten and held tightly as her muscles tensed and the orgasm built
ingde her. Shewaited for it to explode, and it did, flowing through her body in one intense wave. She
was dimly aware of Akhenaten crying out and his cock pulsing inside her, filling her with his creamy
warmth. The rel ease was breathtaking, and she trembled as shefdll back, limp, awash in absolute
contentment.

Had Akhenaten experienced the same?



When he did off her, sheturned on her side and cradled her head in the nook of hisarm. Still panting, he
pulled her close, and shelay on his chest, more fulfilled than she could ever remember feding.

“Y ou'd think we d never done that before,” she said when she could trust her voice. HE d seemed so
puzzled by her behavior, when she' d done nothing more peculiar than initiate sex with her husband.

“Perhaps we haven't,” he said, placing atender kiss on her forehead.

She didn’'t understand what he meant, but this didn’t seem the time to pursueit. She breathed deeply,
inhaling the smdll of jasmine, sex, and swest. Birds chirped outsde the large windows, and Nell redized
that night hed fallen. Candles glowed dimly, bathing the chamber in asoft light.

She relaxed againgt Akhenaten, the feeling of deep sexud satisfaction still numbing her senses. Seeping
in hisarms tonight would be so much better than deeping with her cat, which was what she' d done every
night for the past two years.

“Good night,” she murmured againgt his chest.

“Seep, my darling.” But instead of embracing her tighter, he rose from the bed and headed for the
double doors that led out of the roya chambers.

“Wait.” Ndl sat up, disoriented. “Where are you going?’

Akhenaten turned back to her, still naked, the sheen of sweet that lingered from their lovemaking making
hisskin gligeninthe candldight.

“Y ou might want to have that bump on your head checked out after al. These are your quarters, not
mine”

He reached for the handle on the door, then turned back to her. “ Sleep,” he repeated before walking out
of the room and pulling the door closed behind him.

Néll fell back againgt the soft pillows and stared at Akhenaten’ s sSide of the bed, spacious and incredibly
empty. She reached for the pillow he' d been lying on, glad to find it still warm. Inhaing his scent, she
cradled it to her chest, wishing he’ d spent the night. She should have asked him to stay, to envelop her in
hisarms until she awoke, content and ready to fuck him again.

Now that he was gone, the Situation was even less bearable. She couldn’t survive here by continuing to
fake her identity. She should have been glad that Akhenaten hadn’t been able to figure out that she was
an impogtor, but it was only amatter of time until his doubts won out. He d acted strange, like her
behavior didn’t quite match that of hiswife, yet her appearance should have soothed his misgivings, at
least for awhile. But doubts had away of returning, filling your head until you had to take notice.

She had to get home. Clutching the pillow closer to her chest, she thought about the tombs. They
weren't guarded, from what she could tell. And anyway, if she and Akhenaten went on the tour of the
city in themorning, she could easly dip away to the chamber she' d come through and find whatever it
wasthat could bring her home.

Until then, al she had to do was keep her hands off the sexy pharaoh. How hard could that be?



Chapter Four

Before she even opened her eyes, Nell decided to redecorate her house to match the roya chambers.
Thisdcove was perfect for degping in until the late hours of the morning, something Nell hadn’t been
ableto do in months. It was just dark and cozy enough to provide the kind of privacy good rest
demanded.

Or maybe the reason she' d been able to deep had nothing to do with darkness and privacy. For thefirst
timein ayear, she hadn’t woken up frustrated and horny as hell. She snuggled closer to the pillow she
held in her arms and took a deep bregth, savoring Akhenaten’ s scent. Her dreams had never been that
redl. She could aways remember thefirm lines of hisbody, theintense glarein hiseyes, the weight of him
pressing down on her, but never had she been able to smell him, to redly fed him there with her.

But he wasn’t here now, either. Nell opened her eyes and took in the empty space in the massive bed.
Shel d dept on theright Sde dl night, leaving what she ingtinctively knew to be his side empty, in casehe
returned. He hadn’t, and the bed was as vacant this morning as it had been when he' d left her the night
before.

Damn it, Nell. It doesn’t matter.
Itcouldn’t matter.

She had a plan now, one that involved getting home as quickly as possible. She’ d got what she came
for -- incredible sex, adream lover who no longer tormented her every nighttime hour, and ... closure.
Akhenaten wouldn't bother her deep again. He hadn't last night, and, ingtinctively, she knew he wouldn't
return. Inexplicably, apang of longing settled in her chest, heavy and unsettling.

WhenFilomena had asked her what she hoped to find in Egypt, timetravel had definitely not been on the
tip of Ndll’ stongue as a possible answer.Was't that one of those things that happened in romance
novels, cheesy science-fiction movies, and the delusiond fantasies of people who had afew loose
screws? Then again, awoman at the height of her career heading out in search of along-dead pharaoh
couldn’t be dl that stable, ether.

She' d definitely make an gppointment with a psychiatrist when she returned home today.
Today.Now there was a happy thought.

Or, at leadt, it should have been. But instead of relief, melancholy threatened to break through her
composure, to send her running down the white marble hallsin search of Akhenaten.

Nell frowned as she rose and dangled her feet over the edge of the bed. Now that she' d found
Akhenaten, what would happen when she returned home? He' d no longer be there to torment her with
the incessant foreplay that never culminated in the kind of satisfying lovemaking she d experienced the
night before. She' d be free to date, to give her heart to thefirst available, single,live man who crossed
her path.

The thought made her cringe. She didn’t want some random man to occasionally fuck. She could have
had that countlesstimes over the years. No, what Nell really longed for, she realized as shelet her feet



dide down to the floor, was a stable relationship. One built on mutua trust, respect, and a hedlthy dose
of stellar sex. The kind of marriage her parents had never had.

Ndl’s mother had been devastated when she found out she was pregnant at seventeen, even though
Ndl’sfather, asmplefarmer’s son from lowa, felt he had to do the right thing and marry her. They'd
only met the night they conceived Nell, and their entire relationship, if it could even have been called that,
consisted of aquick romp in one of the neighbors sheds after aparty. During the course of their ten-year
marriage, they found out the hard way that they had nothing in common. Her mother wanted alifefilled
with adventure and excitement, both of which she often found in the arms of other men, while her
husband lamented hiswifée sfaultsto whoever would listen down at the local pub.

A relationship based on nothing more than sex was definitely out of the question for Nell, which was
exactly why she hadn’t dated any of the men she met on the sets of her various movies. Shallow and
superficid, Hollywood actors couldn’t provide the kind of stability and loydty that she desired.

Lush carpeting welcomed Nell’ s bare toes, and she sighed. A girl could get used to this: apalace,
servants to wait on her hand and foot. A husband.

Unlike the men she knew, Akhenaten caught her off guard dl thetime. He' d taken that ultimate step and
showed his commitment by marrying, but did he love Nefertiti? Did he even like her? Last night, it had
seemed to Nell asthough he' d been surprised to find himsalf enjoying her company, but she couldn’t be
sure. Was he aloving husband? Or did he roam the city streets nightly, looking for his next conquest?

A knock on the door startled her out of her thoughts, and she rushed to grab agarment draped across
the back of anearby chair. It looked like a shawl, and she threw it over her shoulders, covering the sheer
materia that she hadn’t bothered to take off the night before.

She had no idea how to dress appropriately in this place. For al she knew, Nefertiti could have been
wandering around the tombsin her bedcl othes. Perhaps the woman had lost her mind, and Nell showed
up to replaceit.

Not that herswas any morereliable.

“Comein,” she cdled, wondering if whoever was out there had already left. Time seemedto passat a
completely different speed here. Her thoughts were lazier; they took longer to sort out. Or maybe that
was because she now thought in awhole other language.

The door swung open, and the girl who had found her the day before entered the chamber. She looked
like she was aminute away from becoming awoman, fully developed but not yet comfortablein her own
curves. She was dressed in the same strips of cloth, so Nell shrugged and threw the shawl back on the
chair.

“The pharaoh iswaiting,” the girl said, giving Néll acurious once-over.

“Isthat dl you know how to say?’ Nell snapped, then immediately regretted her harsh tone. “ Sorry,”
shemumbled. “Tel him I'll beright out.”

Sheran ahand through her hair, intending to did odge some of the more unruly knots, but the girl
stepped forward and laid warm hands on Nél I’ s shoulders. For the second time in as many days, Nell
didn't protest asthe girl led her to anearby chair.



“Closeyour eyes,” the girl said, and Nell did as shewastold. After amoment, a cool, soaking-wet cloth
did across her brow, eydids, cheeks, and the rest of her face. She didn’t complain. She was used to
makeup artists doing whatever they wanted to her appearance, and after some of the disastersshe'd
been forced to endure, this girl couldn’t do much worse.

Nell kept her eyes closed while the young Egyptian applied soft lotion to her face, followed by eye
makeup of some sort. Something cool brushed her lips, and she pressed them together, enjoying the
smooth, slky fed of the unique bam.

“What' syour name?’ Néll tipped her head back, savoring thefed of the soft brush running through her
hair.

The soothing motion stopped, and the young woman’ s hand fell away. She backed away, and Néll
frowned.

What did | say?

“What’ swrong with you?’ the girl whispered softly, suspicion etched across her features. A wave of
panic rosein Nell’s chest.

She knows. Dear God, she knows I’m not her.

Néel cleared her throat and tried to get ahandle on her emaotions. “Nothing,” she said. “I hit my head.
Nothing serious.”

“Hecast acurseonyou, didn't he?’ the girl asked in astricken voice.
“Akhenaten?’ Nell shook her head, puzzled. “ That' sridiculous.”

“Not him.” She paused for amoment and glanced at Ndll, fear reflected plainly in her eyes. Néll reached
out to her, but the girl stepped back and bolted for the door.

“Wait,” Nell called out, but she' d already disappeared into the hall.

* * % % %

“Who isshe?’ Ndll asked as she and Akhenaten stepped out of the roya palace. A group of guards
huddled together about ten feet behind them, far enough away to give them privacy, yet close enough to
make their presence known.

Akhenaten stopped inmiddtride and gaped at her, alook of concern creasing hisbrow.“Muet? You
mean to tell me you don’t recognize your own Sster?’

“My sster?’ Nell shrieked, horrified.

Good going, Nell. Now you’ ve done it. He' |l throw you into whatever dungeon these people used
and demand that you release his wife's soul.

Akhenaten ignored her obvious distress and started walking again. Clearly, he wanted to get asfar away
from the madwoman as he could, and Nd | couldn’t blame him. She raced to catch up to him.



“I think I must have hit my head harder than | thought,” she said with a self-deprecating smile. She shot
him alook from beneath her lashes. “Y esterday, when she found mein the tombs... she seemed famiiliar,
but I couldn’t recall her name.”

He grunted. “Y ou seemed to remember me well enough. Or were you faking that, too?’

“I didn’'t fake anything last night,” she said, lifting her chinto meet hisgaze. “You ... | waswaiting for
you.” At least that part wastrue, in away.

Hedidn't answer, but clasped his hands behind his back and continued walking. The sun had climbed
midway over the horizon, but the morning held acomfortable breeze, diffusing some of its persistent rays.
Occasiondly, Akhenaten tilted hishead up and stared at the sky until he blinked tears from his eyes.

“Your god,” Nell said tentatively, knowing she treaded on dangerous ground. “ He' swatching over us
today, isn't he?’

Akhenaten nodded.” Today, and every day. Even on those days when he doesn’t appear to us, he's
awayswatching, ever aware of our moves, our actions, even our thoughts. He severywhere at dl times,
al thingstodl lifein Egypt.”

“He only watches over Egypt?’ Nell asked, dightly baffled.

“I don’'t know,” Akhenaten admitted with ashrug. “If he tendsto others, we re certainly hisfavorite.”
He grinned at her, and she chuckled softly.

As soon as Ndl’smystery lover had given her his name, she' d sought to learn as much as she could
about him. She'd only had afew days before she’ d fled to Egypt, but she' d read alittle about his beliefs.
The scholars agreed that Akhenaten hadn’t joked about hisfaith, so either helet his guard down around
hiswife, or the scholars didn’t have aclue.

They waked through busy streets, but the citizens of Akhet-Aten hardly spared them aglance.
Akhenaten had |ft his ceremonia headgear a home, and aside from the guards behind them, they
blended in with the other villagers.

The buildings seemed in good condition, sparkling white and often decorated with colorful depictions of
the sun god and the pharaoh. Nell pointed that out, hoping Akhenaten wouldn’t be as disappointed in the
way she' d been overseeing the city as he had been last night.

No. She hadn’t been overseeing the city. Nefertiti had. Nell shook her head, reminding herself that no
matter where she was, she wasn't the queen of Egypt. She was an actress, nothing more.

When Akhenaten did hiswarm hand into hers, she just about jumped out of her skin. He pulled back, a
blush creeping into histanned cheeks.

“I gpologize,” he said, and quickened his stride.

“No, don't gpologize,” she said softly and grabbed hishand again. “Y ou just startled methat’s dl.” He
turned his dark, assessing gaze on her,then shrugged, seemingly content with her answer for the moment.

“At least theliving quarters arefinished,” Akhenaten said, and athrill of delight ran down Nell’sspine a
the smdl note of gpprova in hisvoice.



“They are)” Néell agreed, figuring it was asafe thing to say. Thetiny cluster of buildings lined each side of
the narrow street, depicting varying degrees of poverty. Here and there, entire families huddled together
on their smdl front steps, their faces reveding both weariness and contentment. A lump formed in Ndll’s
throat. Her townhousein Beverly Hills could house hdf the familiesinAkhet-Aten .

Akhenaten must have seen her saring. “They makedo,” he said.

Nel'sgazefell onasmal child, kicking up dust with hisbare feet asheran circlesaround hisfather.
Both the older man and the child laughed in unison, their voices echoing through the street.

“The sun god seesto it that they have dl they need,” he added. Looking at the joy on the child sface,
Nell could dmost believe him.

They turned acorner, and Akhenaten halted in histracks. Nell nearly ran into him. She opened her
mouth to ask him why they had stopped, when she saw it. Crudely drawn, even with the charcoal
bleeding down the white-washed wall, it was unmistakable.

The symbol --her symboal.

The one she' d touched back in the forgotten tomb. The one that had opened the porta and pulled her
through. Shetook a step forward, intent on reaching for this oneto seeif it had the same effect, when
Akhenaten’ s grasp on her hand tightened, and he pulled her back.

“Heretics,” he said between clenched teeth.” Traitors. | givethem shelter, aplaceto rasether familiesin
peace, and thisis how they repay me.” He signaded to the guards, and they rushed to hisside.

“Seeto it that this abomination is removed at once.”

The men bowed from the waist in unison. Two of them then broke away from the group and
disappeared around the corner. Ndll’s confusion only increased as she continued to stare at the symbol.
How could aharmless hieroglyph provoke such areaction? Tal and narrow, it was made up of anumber
of horizontd lineswith afew vertica, longer ones at the top. The whole effect was oddly familiar, likethe
depiction of askdetd spine.

“The symbol of life, of Amun-Ra, the old god of creation,” Akhenaten said, and Nell was certain it was
for her benefit. Thiswas something Nefertiti would have known. She swalowed hard, unsure how to
respond. If she admitted her ignorance, would he lash out at her? Question her further? She decided to
remain slent.

“I’ve disallowed worship of the old godsin my city,” he continued, “Y et some people refuseto give
themsalves over toAten . They will learn.” He narrowed his eyes, then turned away from the symboal.

“Come,” hesad. “We have much to see till, andAten iswetching.”

Aten, if that wasindeed the sun, was evidently incensed. Itsrays burned Nell’ s skin; its sweltering heat
enveloping her body, causing beads of perspiration to form on her face, arms, and neck. She wiped her
forehead with the back of her hand as they walked, and rdlief washed over her when she caught sight of
the tombs.

Akhenaten remained silent, his hands clasped behind him and his brow furrowed asif heweredegp in



thought. Nell’ s heart beat faster as she took the lead, guiding their smal party in the direction of the
tombs. If Akhenaten’ s stepswavered alittle to the left or right, she tugged on his hand gently until they
were on theright path again.

She was s0 close now. This experience had been more than she could have hoped for, and it would
proveinvauablein her future roles. Cleopatrawould never be the same.

Thewalk through the city had reminded her that she knew nothing about living in ancient Egypt. She
certainly couldn’t continue this charade. Shefelt dmost giddy with relief at the thought of going home.
She' d have agreat big dice of fattening pizza, wash it down with a Coke -- regular, not diet -- snuggle
up to her cat, and fal adeep. By tomorrow, Akhenaten would be back in the dream world, where he
bel onged. With any luck, he' d be in someone else' s dreams.

Unbidden, the image of his naked body came to her mind. His glorious cock standing hard against the
curls between histhighs, hisflat ssomach and broad chest ... Shebit her lip, stifling amoan.

For God's sake, Nell. Therearemenin L.A.l

Twenty feet from the tombs, Nell fought the urge to hurry her pace, by concentrating on trying to dow
her racing heart. She kept her gaze focused on the pyramid-shaped buildings ahead.

Akhenaten halted again, and Nell dmost cried out in frustration. But instead of another lectureon
treachery, he pulled her into hisarms, her body aflawlessfit againg his. His eyeswere so green, so clear,
Nell’ s breath caught in her throat. She stared hard, wanting to capture this moment in her mind forever --
aperfect sngpshot of the perfect man. Shetraced hisfull lipswith her fingertips and then followed the fine
linesthat tightened around his mouth, the faint stubble shadowing his chin. Their gazeslocked, and Nell
found she wasfrozen, trapped in time, in this moment, with him.

Akhenaten’ swarm breath caressed her cheek. Did he know he was going to lose her? That she was
only minutes away from stepping through the portal and going home?

Only hewouldn’t lose her. Nefertiti would still be here when sheleft. He' d have hiswife back.
Akhenaten lowered hislipsto hers, brushing them with a feether-like kiss. The touch wasfaint and
fleeting, yet utterly engulfing, and tears stung Ndll’ seyes. He licked her lower lip, probed her mouth
gently open, the taste and the texture of his velvety tongue almost too much to bear. Moaning againgt his
mouth, she leaned into his kiss and squeezed her eyes shut, willing the tears away.

Thiswas goodbye.

Nearby, someone cleared histhroat. The fog that had enveloped her asthey kisseddisspated, and
Akhenaten stepped back, leaving her disoriented and confused.

What had she been doing before the kiss?
The tombs.

“I’'m sorry to interrupt,” aman said. Small black eyes contrasted with his pale skin, and he wore smple
gold-trimmed robes.

“Isthere aproblem?’ Akhenaten asked.



“Y ou and the queen are needed at theroya paace,” the man answered, inclining his head apologeticaly.
Ahkenatennodded, then turned back to Néell. “ The rest of the tour will have to wait.”
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“We're needed at the palace,” he repeated asif Nell were achild, and amix of anger and fear rosein the
back of her throat.

“l heard him,” shesaid. “But we weren't finished. The tombs--"

“Thetombswill wait. Besides, they seem finished. And you know how tombs are. Y ou’ ve seen one,
you'veseenthemadl.”

He started back the way they’ d come, and Ndll bit her lower lip in frustration. She stood in the middle of
the road, shifting her gaze between Akhenaten and the tombs.

She could make arun for it, dart through the chambers until she found the right one. Then, she'd let the
symbol do the work.

Akhenaten had noticed her hesitation, and turned back to her. The midday sun framed hisfigure, casting
abright halo around hislean frame. The effect was ethereal, dmost supernatural. Perhaps he redlly had
been chosen by the sun god. Who was she to doubt things she couldn’t understand, especialy as she
continued to inhabit another woman’ s body?

With asigh and alast ook at the tombs, Nell resigned herself to another few hours with the sexiest
pharaoh she'd ever laid eyes on.

Akhenaten stormed into the great hall, with hiswife close on his hedls. Expecting some kind of military
emergency, he waked with asense of immediacy ... of urgency and anticipation over what such a
Stuation might demand of him. Asamilitary commander, he needed the excitement, the sense of duty and
responsibility that came with making the kinds of decisionsthat would affect the lives of his people for
centuriesto come.

ButAten hadn’t yet rewarded him with any of that. Despite Egypt’ s turbulent and violent past, hisreign
had been peaceful. In fact, the heretic pharaoh himsdf was the only thing disturbing Egyptian deep these

days.

A forlorn ssigh escaped him as he walked into the throne room, Nefertiti at hissde. He turned to her as
they reached the throne, and was again struck by the need to touch her, to run hisfingers over her soft
skin and claim her mouth with his own. Suppressing ashiver of desire, hetook his customary seet on his
lavish golden throne. On asmadll table beside hisright hand waited hisheadgear, and he picked it up and
placed it on top of his head. Heavy and uncomfortable, at least it helped him look like the authoritative
pharaoh, even when he didn’t fed like acting the part.

Nefertiti tood before him, and he gestured to the smaler throne to hisright. Shetook atentative step
forward, eyeing the chair warily and squinting, asif the sght of so much gold hurt her eyes.



Just as she sat down, the messenger who had summoned them stepped forward. “Y ou’ re wanted by the
royd physcian, my queen.”

“The physician?’ she asked, clutching the throne’ sarmrest. “What would he want with me?’

Themanblushed a deep shade of red under histoo-pale skin. “I don’t know, my queen. But if you'll
accompany me, I’'m sure he'll be happy to explain.”

Nefertiti nodded and turned to Akhenaten. She leaned over and gently brushed her lipsto his, right
there, in the throne room, in front of everyone. Akhenaten feared he beamed brighter than the sun god
himsdlf.

He watched her stroll out of the room, her hips swaying invitingly, the curve of her ass beckoning him
through the thin materia of her skirt. Akhenaten’s cock stiffened, and he closed his eyes and leaned his
head against the back of the throne.

What had happened to hiswife? In afew short months, she’ d gone from acting like he didn’t exi, to
showing affection in public. How many nights had he stayed awake in his chambers, askingAten why
he' d been fated with such an unsuitable match? He' d wished for alustful, intelligent mate hisentirelife.
When hefirst met Nefertiti, he' d been struck by her beauty and had believed adl hiswishesfulfilled. Y et
the more time he’ d spent with her, the more he came to redlize that her beauty was only skin deep.
Nothing lay benesth the surface to keep his atention, to intrigue him and make him adore her ashe'd
aways thought aman should adore hiswife.

Andnow ...

Last night had been incredible. Lovemaking was achore for Nefertiti; that much Akhenaten couldn’t
deny after Six years of marriage. Y et she d been eager to fuck him. She' d given her body over to him
willingly, with no reluctance, and no sign that she had an ulterior motive. In truth, he knew that the kind of
pleasure Nefertiti had experienced last night couldn’t be faked. Even if she had goneinto the chambers
intending to seduce him, she’ d had a pretty good time hersalf.

He couldn’t keep from smiling, though his eydlids sagged, exhaugtion findly setting in. He hadn’t been
able to deep much the night before. After he' d left Nefertiti, his own bed loomed large with the londliness
that had haunted him throughout his entire life. Though he hadn’t been the first choice to become the next
pharaoh of Egypt, as the second son of Amenhotep 111, he had spent most of his childhood surrounded by
tutors, scholars, and royalty. There wasn't one person among his constant entourage that he’ d ever
consdered atrue friend, save his older brother, Thutmose. When he' d died, Akhenaten had been thrust
into the role of future pharaoh, and hislife had become even more complicated, ruled by responsibility
and obligation.

Last night, when he’ d been with Nefertiti, the isolation had vanished. He d tossed and turned after
leaving her, wondering whether this new vivaciousness and interest in him would wane in aday or two, as
predictably asthe setting of the sun.

He hadn’t wanted to think of that possibility, but Nefertiti’ sface, and her beautiful body, lay heavily on
hismind. He d had to stroke his cock to climax twice just to keep from going back in there and plunging
his aching rod into her sweet pussy. He hadn’t wanted to push his luck. Though as her husband he had
every right to take her whenever he chose, the fact that she' d offered hersalf willingly suggested the
possbility that shemight do it again.



He' d fallen adeep just asAten began to rise, only to be roused afew hours later by a servant reminding
him of the day’ s plans. The thought of seeing Nefertiti again that morning had sent aflood of hot desreto
hisgroin and jolted him out of bed.

Y et he couldn’t stop thinking about the changesin her. What had happened in his absence to cause such
atransformation? And why had the physician summoned her from their wak? Was sheill? Couldn’t
whatever he had to tell her have waited until she returned?

Dark questions clouded his mind, and the sudden fear of losing her sent achill down hisspine. If she
knew shewasill, then it would belogica that she’ d be more interested in the tombs than in any other part
of Akhet-Aten . Wasthis her way of saying goodbye? Had their lovemaking been nothing more than a
way for Nefertiti to atone for the lack of passion in the marriage in her final days? And yet, the Nefertiti
he knew wouldn’'t have bothered with him even if such thoughts had entered her mind.

A growl escaped hislips, and he bolted upright from histhrone. The servants turned to stare, startled out
of thelr routine.

“Muet.Bring her tome”

One of the guards bowed, then ran out of theroom. A few minutes later, Muet shuffled through the door.
She kept her eyeslowered, asdways, asif afraid to look the world in the eye. Stopping only afew steps
away from the throne, she clasped her handsin front of her and waited, her gaze fixed on his sandals.
Akhenaten followed her stare, wiggled histoes, and tried to suppress the smile that threstened to emerge
despite the grave misgivings surging through his thoughts.

“What' s happened to your sster?’

“She hurt her head in the tombs yesterday.” Muet kept her gaze fixed on the floor.

“So shetellsme. What redlly happened to her?’

“I don't know.” He strained to hearMuet’ s words. Her tone and posture were respectful, he admitted
reluctantly, but hardly necessary. They were family. She could have looked upon him if she wished.

“She hasn't confided in you?The sudden change?’

Muetshook her head, her black tresses shimmering in the light pouring through the open window into the
large room.

Annoyed, Akhenaten took athreatening step forward. “What about her visit with the royal physician?
What do you know of it?’

“She' stold me nothing.”

He sghed in frustration. So that wasit, then. He' d get no answers from the girl regarding hiswife's
behavior.

“Fnelf you learn anything, it's your duty to let me know.” He said it more because he was expected to
than because he actually thoughtMuet would come running to him if her Sster confided in her. Shewas
the most timid elghteen-year-old he had ever known, and her condition worsened in the presence of men.



He wondered briefly whether marrying her off would cure her of her chronic case of reticence, then
decided he' d think about it later. He dismissed the girl with amotion of hishand and fell back onto his
throne.

Nefertiti’ s sudden change and the puzzling circumstances surrounding her visit with the court physician
left him with many unanswered questions. He seemed to have hit adead end, asMuet wasthe only
person Nefertiti alowed into her confidence.

Fine, then. He'd haveto do it the hard way.

He d haveto ask hiswife.

Nel waked behind one of the paace guards, leaving afew steps’ distance between them. She had no
ideawhether thiswas appropriate, but at least it gave her a chanceto relax and take in more of her
surroundings.

Each section of the pal ace seemed more magnificent than the last. Her chambers were glorious, the
throne room shimmered with riches, and thiswing was swathed in rich velvet and fine silks. The swish of
her garment accompanied her soft footsteps on the white marbletile, blending in with the melodious chirp
of birdsfluttering through the il midafternoon air outside the window. She paused, momentarily awed by
the soothing sounds, so different from the constant cacophony that accompanied her every move back in
L.A. Shemissed it, of course, but Egypt’ s natural harmony calmed her frazzled nerves.

And the men herewereinfinitely moreirresstible.

Akhenaten had appeared concerned when she’ d been summoned to see the physician, asif it weren't
common practice for the queen’ s activities to be cut short by such arequest. And since he'd just returned
yesterday, he probably had no ideawhat was ailing Nefertiti. For that matter, Nell couldn’t figure it out
ether. Shefdt fine, but maybe that was because she d brought over her own immunized salf when she
fdll through the portd.

No. She shook her head.Not possible . Thisbody belonged to Nefertiti. The curves were the same, but
Nell did five hundred sit-ups aday, and thiswoman’' s abs didn’t show the benefits of that workout. She
settled ahand on the dight swell of her ssomach and decided she didn’t mind the absence of pure flatness
there. It felt womanly; shapely, even.

The guard stopped. Logt in thought, Nell ssumbled to ahdt, nearly colliding with his broad, unforgiving
back. The man turned, and their noses amost touched.

“I'm sorry,” she ssammered, taking astep back.

Heinclined his head and made a sweeping gesture with his hand, indicating the entrance in front of them.
Then he bowed and straightened beside the door, becoming so still he seemed to blend into the tapestry
behind him.

“I guess!’ll goin,” she mumbled, her breath catching in her throat. She hated doctors. Somehow, she
didn’t think the physiciansin ancient times were any better than thosein the twenty-first century, who
were happy to poke and prod at you for hours, then announce that there was nothing wrong with you as
they handed you athree-hundred-dallar bill for the visit.



Nell frowned. Maybe she needed a new doctor.

She peered through the doorway into adimly lit room. Heavy drapes had been drawn over the two
windows to the east and west, and the only light came from candles scattered throughout. A sharp scent
that reminded Nell of disinfectant lingered in the air.In the middle of the room stood a handsome,
middle-aged man. He wore smple white robes that covered him from head to foot -- by far the most
clothing she' d seen on anyone since she' d arrived. His modestly served to relax her dightly, asdid his
genuinesmile

“Ah, Queen Nefertiti.” The man nodded in greeting. “Please comein. If you'll lie there and spread your
legs, we may begin.”

Néell’s pulse hammered in her ears, and she froze. She' d assumed she was seeing the family physician,
not the town gynecologist! What was wrong with Nefertiti that it requiredthat kind of doctor?

“Queen Nefertiti?” The man stepped closer. “1s something wrong?’

Nell cleared her throat, unable to trust her voice. When he took another step toward her, she moved
back, keeping a solid distance between them. The doctor stopped advancing.

“Y ou missed your gppointment yesterday,” he said, speaking softly, asif afraid she’ d bolt at the dightest
menacing sound. “1 reminded you because | didn’'t want you to forget ... again. Thisisvery important.”

Nell nodded, hiding her confusion behind a serene smile. Was Nefertiti redly that ill? Was she hiding her
condition from her husband?

“Please, comein,” the physician repeated.
“Fine.But I'm not getting on any kind of exam table, and dl my clothes are staying on.” Néell took a

tentative stepped forward, scanning the room for a place to Sit that didn’t look long enough to lie down
on. Her gazefindly settled on an uncomfortable-looking plain wooden chair, and she dropped into it,

suddenly very weary.

The physician’s brows knotted together, and he looked asif he might protest, but in the end he only
shrugged.

“Have you told the pharaoh?’ He lifted himsalf up on what looked like an examination table, agiant dab
of gray marble, cracked across. It seemed better suited to embal ming mummies than curing human beings
of whatever alled them.

“Told himwhat?’ Nell asked, forgetting to play dong.

“ About the baby, of course.”

“The baby?’ Nell shook her head, uncomprehending. “What baby?’

The physician crossed hisarms over histhin chest. “The oneyou' re carrying, of course.”

Néell fet dizzy, and she struggled to draw adeep breath. A baby? She carried a baby? She caressed the
swell of her belly differently now than she had out in the hall. There was life forming benegth the dight



bulge.
Nefertiti wasn't out of shape. She was pregnant.

The redlization came with asweeping wave of nausea. Ndl closed her eyes, willing it to pass, but aclear
image of alittlegirl running into Akhenaten’ s arms seemed imprinted on the back of her eyeids. When

she opened her eyes, the physician stood before her.

“Have you beenill asaresult of your pregnancy?’ Histhick browsfurrowed over hisdark eyes, but he
didn’t touch her.

“No.Not until now, anyway.” She managed awavering smile, but the hammering of her pulsewouldn’t
dow. Her heart felt like it would pound right out of her chest.

“A baby?Are you sure?’ The words tumbled out before she could stop them. She needed to hear it
again and again, until shewas convinced this man wasn't making it up.
“I'msure” hesad. “And so areyou.”

She nodded, and wondered why she hadn’t been able to tell on her own. Now that she knew, it seemed
asif she'd known forever. The girl growing insde of her would have her daddy’ s green eyesand full lips,

that same fierce and proud demeanor, and the ability to make anyone melt or freeze in fear with one
glance.

Her baby. Their baby.

“I takeit you haven't told the pharaoh, then. There' s no use prolonging it, my queen. Akhenaten will
figureit outon hisown soon. And even if hisduties cal him away again, he will be there when the

procession occurs. Y ou may want to tell him before the placentais shown.”

“Shown?’ Ndll echoed.

“Indeed. Theroyd priest himsalf will carry the placenta to the temple after your child isborn, then offer it
to the Nileto ensure your baby’ ssurviva.”

Néel’s stomach churned. “I think I’ ve heard enough.”

The physician shrugged.“ Asyou wish. But you and the pharaoh both need to treet this like the miracle
fromAten that itis”

“He sfull of miracleslatey, isn't he?”
If the physician heard her, he pretended not to.

“As| told you last time you were here, you need to take it easy.Rest. Another miscarriageisal too

possible”
“Another one?’ Her voice sounded strangled to her own ears. “How many have | had?’

He paused, his brow furrowed. “ Are you sure you' re dright, my queen?’



Don’t blow this, Nell. Act, dammit!

She managed aweak smile. | ...unh ... ’'mfine. It'sjust the baby that has me alittle out of sorts. | want
her,” she said, and realized how much she meant it. She wanted this baby more than anything.

Eventhoughit wasn't hers.
The physician continued to stare, but Nell looked away, buckling under his scrutiny.
“Thiswould bethethird. Y ou redly should let me examineyou.”

Thethird miscarriage. Nefertiti had been through thistwice aready. So had Akhenaten. The excitement,
thejoy of expecting asmdl gift from God, and the devastation of losing dl that. She couldn’t put him
throughit again.

She stood up, trembling, and started to undress. If lying on adab of rock and being poked and prodded
would save their baby, then it wasasmall priceto pay.

She lay down, and the cold touch of the marble numbed her skin, turned her insdestoice.

“Go ahead,” she said, spreading her legs. “I’'m ready.”

Chapter Five

After the exam, Ndll rushed up to her chambers, avoiding everyone who might have summoned her back
to Akhenaten’ sside. She wasn't sure how to dedl with the news of the pregnancy. Nefertiti had been
willing to tell Akhenaten as soon as he returned, as she' d hinted at a surprise in her messagesto him. But
Nell wasn't so surethat putting him through the joy of expecting ababy, only to have that happiness
shattered again if another miscarriage occurred, was the best idea.

And yet, Ndl had begun to believe that she might not have so much stepped into another woman's
body, asinto her role. She dill felt as much herself as she had in the twenty-first century. Her body, aside
from the unexpected pregnancy, was her own. And her face -- herface! Why didn’t shethink of it
before? She hadn't seen her reflection in amirror since she' d arrived here. Looking athersdf would
findly settle the mystery of what part of her crossed that porta. Did she come through in her entirety? Or
wasit only her soul and memories that now inhabited a strange host?

Néell entered her chambers, and her gaze went immediately to the negtly made bed where she' d shared
S0 much passion with Akhenaten the night before. She could il fed him, hisweight on top of her,the
slky-smooth texture of his skin. The scent of jasmine hung inthe air, asif he'd left apart of himsdlf
behind.

The bed looked as comfortable and inviting as ever, and she did under the thick covers. Though
scorching hot outside, the temperature in her room remained cool, courtesy of thick marble wallsand
shaded windows. She lodged alarge square pillow behind her head and propped hersdlf up, wondering
what it would be like to do thisevery day. Being here dmost fdt like avacation. Not having to risein the
early hours of the morning to sit in the makeup chair until the sun came up was awelcome change.



Living likethis-- like aqueen, ared one, with a husband who made her heart skip a beat and heeat rush
between her legs with a mere glance -- suddenly didn’'t seem so bad. And with ababy on theway ...

Nell shook her head to clear the unsettling thoughts. Thinking of staying here, even in passing, was
ridiculous. Shedidn’t belong here. She had to get home.

A timid cough startled Nell out of her thoughts.Muet stood a foot away from the bed, her eyes|owered.
“Wéll, you didn’t knock. Why be bashful now?’

“Knock? Muet echoed, her eyes meeting Nell’ sfor only abrief second before she quickly lowered her
gaze.

“Never mind.What brings you here?’

The girl shrugged. “I thought I’ d come to seeif there was anything you needed. Y ou' re usudly
exhausted after your encounters with the physician.”

“Y ou know, then.”

Muetnodded. “I knew even before you told me. There was achange in you. Y our step seemed lighter;
you had lessweighing on your mind. Y ou started to smile more.” Shelooked up again, Sartling Nell with
theintensity in her dark eyes. “ Of course, the changes didn’t stop there.”

Néel’s cheeks burned. How much didMuet know? Sisters back home seemed to know everything about
one another, or so she'd heard. Of course, being an only child, Nell didn’t have any firsthand knowledge
on the subject. CouldMuet tell shewasn't her real sister? Would she do anything about it if she could?

“Come.” She beckonedMuet closer, hoping to distract her from the subject of Nefertiti and any
noticeablechanges . She patted the bed. “ Sit.”

Muetsmiled and perched on the edge of the bed. Her long black hair covered most of her face when she
kept her gaze lowered, but Nl could make out the fine, exotic features underneath. Her large,
almond-shaped eyes were so dark they were amost black. Long lashes and the perfect dark line of kohl
drawn over her lids framed her wide eyes, and her soft pink lips and mouth, dightly too large for her
ddicate chin, only served to enhance the rest of her features.

Muetwas going to become a gorgeous woman. The redlization filled Nell with an dmost materna pride.
What would it belike to bethisgirl’s sster, friend, and confidante?To guide her through the turbulent
teenage years and watch her as she blossomed into aremarkable young lady?

“How did he take the news?’ Muet suddenly asked, bringing Nell’ s attention back to the subject at hand.

“Akhenaten?l haven’t told him yet.” She sghed and leaned back deeper into the pillows.

Muetwas silent, but her gaze wasfixed on Nell from beneath her heavy eyelashes.

“Youthink | should tell him,” Ndll said.

“Yes. He' d take care of you.”



“Hewould,” Nell murmured, closing her eyes. “What kind of father would he be?’ The thought echoed
in her brain, and shewasn't sureif she'd asked it doud.

“Petient.Loving. Tender.”
“Ah,” Nell whispered.” The best kind.”

Muet’ shand found hers under the covers and squeezed. Her skin was warm, impossibly fine. The
sudden affection brought the sting of tearsto Néell’ seyes. She had afriend here, for aslong asthistrip
into the past lasted. She squeezed back.

“Do | even havetheright to tell him?” SheliftedMuet’s chin so that their eyes met. She wanted an honest
answer, even thoughMuet wouldn’t understand the question.

Thegirl’seyeswere clear, limpid poals, the honesty and trust in them almost heartbresking. “Of course,”
shesad smply. “It' shischild.”

“Areyou sure?’

As soon asthe words were out of her mouth, Néll regretted speaking them.Muet stared, open-mouthed
for amoment, then sprang up from the bed.

“Why would you even doubt that?’ she asked, shock evident in her voice. “Have you been with ...
anyone es2?’ She sounded unsure. Was there someone else Nefertiti might have been with?

Nell shook her head, hoping to clmMuet as much as hersdlf.” Of course not.| wasn't thinking, that’sall.
I’'m till not feding very well after yesterday.” She rubbed at arandom spot on her head. The anger went
out of Muet's eyes, and she lowered her gaze to the ground again, but her shoulders remained tense, and
shedidn’'t 5t down.

“He wants this baby.More than anything.” Nell could barely make outMuet’ s whispered words, but she
knew the girl spokethe truth. Nell had seen Akhenaten’ syearning for hiswife. She'd fdt it hersdlf. Yet
he could also be distant, asif he expected her to be, aswell. Why was this man, so obvioudy capable of
affection, holding back?

“I'll do my best to give him thischild. | promiseyou.” Shewasn't sureifMuet heard her asthe girl turned
and scampered out of the room.

When shewas gone, Nell placed a hand over the swell of her somach, getting used to the dight bump
where the flatness used to be.

“I promiseyou,” shewhispered, thistimeto the baby growing inside.

Nell would return to her own timein aday or two, but there were other waysto ensure thisbaby’s
well-being. Thereal Nefertiti would treasure the child aswell asNell could. She' d smply haveto take
the best possible care of thelife she’ d been entrusted with until she returned home.

After that, the baby would be Nefertiti’ s concern.

* * % % %



Akhenaten tried to gtifle ayawn as he listened to yet another complaint from one of the workers. He sat
on the unyielding throne, one elbow on his knee, his chin propped in his hand, a benevolent smile pasted
on hisface. Aten’'s watchful gaze had begun to lower, and the latemidafternoon sun cast long shadows
that deepened in the corners of the crowded throne room.

The commoner before him continued to rant about some injustice or another, yet no matter how hard
Akhenaten struggled to keep his thoughts from drifting to Nefertiti, inevitably, that was exactly where they
aways ended up.

Would she be waiting for him in her chambers by now? Animage of her shapdly body enshrouded in
soft, see-through layered garments flashed through Akhenaten’s mind, and he bit back a groan.

He' d offered to allow an open discussion, hoping that he could learn more about the progresson his
city. But dl he' d found out so far wasthat therewasn't asoul in al of Akhet-Aten who didn’t have
something to whine about.

“Thevensinthe marble aretoo bright,” the tradesman complained,a scowl deeply etched on his gaunt
features.

“Some of the workers have collgpsed from heat stroke,” another chimed in.

A third cleared histhroat before coming forward. “The men have been working al day, every day,
stopping only at sundown. A day of rest is needed.”

Akhenaten rolled his eyes and stood, using hisfull height and the devated throne pedestd to his
advantage.

“Get new marble. Hire new workers. And if Aten has made the daystoo long, takeit up with him.
Anything dss?’

Thevolume around him incressed to aroar asthe agitation in the sweltering room intensified a his
remark. Akhenaten settled back in his chair and rubbed the bridge of hisnose, trying in vain to cadm the
pounding headache that had settled between histemples.

“Let’sdart again,” hesaid at ladt, histone dightly moreforgiving.”One a atime.”

Djd, the commander of the roya guards, stepped up to the throne. “ The rebels still make their presence
known throughout the city.”

“| saw the symbal thismorning,” Akhenaten agreed. “How are you handling the Situation?’

“WEe ve doubled the guards around the palace, and the city streets are patrolled more diligently than
ever. But we don’t know who they are, and we haven't yet been able to catch one of the traitors. They
don’t work under Aten’s watchful eye. They go about their evil pursuits at night, when we'relesslikely to
spot them.”

“Have there been any violent attacks?’

Anger flashed inDjd’ s brown eyes.” One. A priest was beaten on hisway to the temple.”



“| thought the temple wasn't finished yet,” Akhenaten said, Sitting up in hischair. “Where wasthe priest
going?’

“Some of Aten'’s priests have chosen to oversee the construction of histemple, blessing the workers as

they tail.”
“Good. Progress has not been as quick in coming as |’ d hoped. Perhapsthiswill help.”

The commander shuffled from one foot to another. “ There’ smore than just the symbols and the isolated

Weariness settled upon Akhenaten’ s shoulders, and he rested back in histhrone, nodding to the
commander to continue. “What else?’

“Wdl ...” Djd hesitated. “ There have been threats made againgt you, Pharaoh. The rebels have even
dared to write their hateful dogans on the pdacewalls.”

Akhenaten barked a short, loud laugh, startling the commoners ill standing closeto hisfeet. “They
mean to do what, precisey?’

“Wedon't know yet,” Djd admitted. “But we' d like to double your persond guard, and the soldiers
patrolling the city are watchful for any sign of treason. The dissidents are asmal group. We will catch
them soon and ridAkhet-Aten of their misguided loydties”

“That won't be enough,” Akhenaten said somberly, his gaze raking over the faces of those assembled
before him. “We can't continue to fear for the lives of our citizens. All of Aten’s subjects are welcome
within these city walls, but how long must | wait until | can be sure that the safety I’ ve guaranteed these
people is more than just an empty boast?”’

Djd paed. “Pharaoh, the guards --”

“The guards couldn’t save the unfortunate priest who ran into a zealot. And the guards may not be able
to protect the queen the next time she leaves the pal ace unattended.”

Fear raced down Akhenaten’ s spine as soon as the words |eft his mouth. He' d never before been
particularly concerned about the relatively small group of men who still worshipped the old gods. Y et
now, as he watched his commander struggle to reassure him that hisfaith in the hand-picked roya
entourage had not been misplaced, he wondered what would happen if the traitors set their sights upon
Nefertiti. Could the guards protect her from awell-planned attack?

Anger rosein histhroat, the bitter taste heavy on histongue. “No,” he continued. “With every crime that
goes unpunished, their momentum builds”

“They’ ve only managed to scribble afew phrases on the sides of officia buildings,” Djd replied, looking
genuinely perplexed. “I hardly think that’ s reason to --”

“I don’'t employ you to think,” Akhenaten snapped. The commander fell back a step, his eyeswide with
aurprise. Never had Akhenaten lashed out at his guards during a public gathering, but fear for Nefertiti’s
safety made hisreactions difficult to contral. If threatening the guards made them take additiona stepsto
capture the menaces running loose through his city, then that’ s exactly what he would do.



He stood, squaring his shoulders as he looked out at the crowd. A hundred pairs of eyes stared back at
him.

“| see now that my previous decrees were not enough. | want al of you to go out and tell otherswhat
you've heard heretoday.” He cleared histhroat, and his next words came out crisp and loud, booming
through the agitated room. “ All those suspected of conspiring againgt the pharaoh, the queen, orAten
himsaf will -

A fine-tipped, dender javelin speared the air, catching Akhenaten in the shoulder and cutting off the rest
of hiswords. Pain erupted through his arm, numbing it, and he collgpsed onto histhrone asthe room
erupted in a cacophony of noise and blood.

* * % % %

“Isheinthere?’

Every musclein Ndl’ s body tensed as shelifted her chin, waiting for the guard outside Akhenaten's
chambersto ddiver thelast of the devastating message. WhenMuet had rushed into her room afew
minutes earlier, she' d said only that Akhenaten had been hurt. An assassination attempt, shecaled it.

The guard fixed her with an intense glare, and her blood ran cold. “ The pharaoh isresting. The physician
gave clear ingructions that he' s not to be disturbed.”

“I"'m sure he didn’t mean for that order to include hiswife.”

The guard crossed histhick forearms over his chest, but he frowned, indecision flittering over hisface. “I
suppose not,” he conceded at last, moving asideto let her pass.

The pharaoh’ s chambers were larger than Nl had imagined, and for amoment, shefelt asthough she'd
stepped onto an exquisitely designed set. Narrow windows had been carved high onthewall, and
moonlight streamed in through the gaps, coating the dim room in asiivery glow. Four painted pillars
divided the chamber into various sections, each glowing with an array of candles arranged e egantly
around it. The effect was surred, the golden sheen of firdlight blending with the moonbeamsto spill
between the pillarswhere alush, dark bed sat atop alow raised platform.

On top of the fluffy coverings, Akhenaten lay on his ssomach. A bandage covered hisright shoulder and
part of hisarm, blood seeping through the white covering to stain it crimson.

L etting the door close behind her, Nell sprinted to his Side, relieved to see that his eyes were open. He
blinked lazily up a her,then turned his head to face the opposite wall.

“What happened?’ she asked him.

Akhenaten grunted in response.

Blowing out a deep breath, Nell sat at the edge of the bed and trailed her fingertips dong his spine,
careful to avoid the wound. “I’ vetried asking everyone e se,” she said, relishing the way he shuddered
dightly beneeth her touch. “1 guessyou won't tdl me ether.”

“What'sto tdl?’ His gruff voice resonated with barely hidden anger. “One of my citizens attacks mein
my own palace, and the guards can’'t even capture him.”



“He got away?’ Nell asked, taken aback. “But there must have been dozens of people around you.”
“Hundreds,” he corrected, bitterness lacing histone. “For al the good it did.”

She frowned, stopping her caress.”“How many guards?’

Akhenaten tensed. “What?’

“How many roya guards were with you when you were attacked?’

Turning on hisuninjured sdeto face her, Akhenaten hesitated for amoment before replying. “ Four. But
the commander of the guards was among them, and he could do the job of two men.”

Néell pressed her trembling hands into her lap. “ There were a hundred commoners, and you only had
four guards?’

“Djd doubled the watch on the streets dready, and the roya soldiers assigned to me were dso to be
doubled.”

“When?’ She asked, more harshly than she' d intended.” After you' d been killed?’

His eyebrows rose over hisbrilliant green eyes. “Why are you suddenly so interested in my welfare?
There have been attacks before. Y ou shrugged them off as perils of a pharaoh’ s duties.”

Nédl’s pulse pounded in her ears. What kind of woman would show such lack of empathy for her
husband? She shrugged, trying to appear less distraught than shefelt. “1’m only concerned about what
will happen to meif you died.”

“Y ou, my queen, would rule Egypt in my stead. And don't pretend to tell me that you haven't thought of
the possibility. | seeit inyour eyesevery timel leave for an unknown length of time. Y ou wish me well,
but a part of you hopes |’ Il never return.” He spoke without emotion, without hesitation, as though smply
stating cold, hard facts, but his clear gaze clouded as he waited for her reaction.

Nl hissed in asharp intake of breath, her thoughts reeling. The more she learned about Nefertiti, the
more she genuingy wondered how Akhenaten could put up with the woman. She seemed cold, uncaring,
concerned only with her own goals and ambitions. Okay, so she appeared to dote on her sster, butMuet
could inspirethat kind of protectivenessin anyone.

“If I haven't been agood wifeto you in the past,” Nell said, choosing her words carefully, “I'd liketo
change that. Starting now.”

Akhenaten grunted, but didn’t try to stop her when she gently prodded him back onto his stomach.
Climbing on top of the bed, Nell kneeled beside him and pushed the loincloth out of the way, baring his
smooth, firm ass.

She started the massage at the base of his spine,then moved higher, her fingersgliding over hiswarm
skin. She pressed down gently, caressng the tension out of histaut muscles, carefully avoiding his
shoulder.

“How bad isit?’ she asked, brushing her pam over hisass, then lower, gliding dong theinsgde of his



thighs

“The physician cdled it superficid, but it hurtslikeAten himsalf sent aray of sunlight to pierce my flesh.”
Nell grimaced and stopped kneading the muscles of hiscaf. “Y ou need to rest.”

She stood and did off the bed, but he caught her wrist, turning her to face him.

“Stay.” Hetilted hishead and watched her, silently, theway hedid in her dreams. Her pulseraced. Did
he know? Did he suspect she wasn't hiswife? Or was the ever-present lust that smmered between them

meakingitsdf known even through his obvious pain?

She shook her head. “It’ s getting late, and you’ ve had enough excitement for one day. Besides, | can’t
make loveto you in your current condition.”

Akhenaten’ s gaze darkened. “Who asked you to?’
Heat rushed to Nell’ sface and she dipped her head, avoiding hisgaze. “I ... | just thought that ...”
“That since you' ve been so eager to fuck melately, | should return the favor?’

She glanced up sharply, surprised at the venom in hisvoice. His eyes narrowed, and he watched her as
if expecting her to suddenly confessto some unspeakable crime.

“Somethinglike that,” she admitted, shame settling in the pit of her somach. She shouldn’t have just
assumed he' d yearn to fuck her with wanton abandon, consdering hiswound. And yet, why elsewould
he want her to stick around?

Hissmiledidn’t quite reach his eyes. “Go, then. Run back to your chambers, or toMuet , or to wherever
you go when you'retrying to avoid me.”

She remained standing as he turned away from her, debating the wisdom of staying. For amoment, he'd
dropped hisguard, and she’ d glimpsed afraction of what lay beneath the surface of hiscam,
authoritative demeanor. As much as hetried to pretend that hiswife' sindifference toward him didn’t
matter, Nell now knew better. Akhenaten yearned for a deeply satisfying relationship as much as she did.

Which was exactly the reason that she turned on her hedl and raced out of the room.

Chapter Six

Two days after the attack, Akhenaten |eft the throne room through a set of doorsleading further into the
palace, keenly aware of the guardsthat fell into step behind him.

Earlier that day,Dja had informed him that the woul d-be assassin had been captured. He' d apparently
made the grave mistake of boasting of his near successto one of hisfriendsat aloca tavern, and the
guards had descended upon him shortly thereefter.



After aquestioning session that lasted throughout the morning, the man offered the names of a number of
co-conspirators.Djd had |eft the palace moments earlier to lead agroup of guards that would apprehend
them.

Reaching the end of along hall that forked in two directions, Akhenaten veered left. Nefertiti had been
on hismind dl afternoon. Since the nation attempt, he’ d left orders with the roya guard that no
one was to |eave the paace unescorted. Even the vizier received his own bodyguard to accompany him
through town. Nefertiti had reeled a the news, angry at hising stence that she needed to be watched at
every moment of the day. He understood her frustration, having felt the oppressive protectiveness of the
roya guards since hisyouth, but her safety was paramount. She' d smply have to deal with whatever
minor inconvenience his orders caused her.

Now that the immediate threat had abated, Akhenaten yearned to see her. He needed her smile, the
weight of her breast in his hand, the scent of her arousal. Memories of their last night together swam
through hismind, causing his step to fater. Had her lusty demeanor and obvious need for him cometo an
abrupt end?

Refusing to contemplate that possibility, he ructantly admitted to himself that he'd likely caused her to
flee his chambers. He couldn’t remember the last time he’ d asked her to spend the night throughout their
marriage, but after the attack, her careful, soothing ministrations had left him unsettled and eagerly longing
for her. To hissurprise, he hadn’t wanted sex. He'd smply wanted her company. And, asaways, she'd
rgjected him.

Today, his shoulder having findly stopped burning from the javein attack and the sour-smelling poultice
that the physician had applied, he had no such reservations. He' d scorm into her chambers, tear off her
clothes, and have arepeat performance of the day he' d arrived at Akhet-Aten . He only hoped shewas
dill willing.

“Pharaoh.A moment, please, if youwill.”

Akhenaten was only afew steps away from the doors to hiswife' s chambers, and he clenched histeeth
in frustration. He turned, annoyed at the intrusion into his persond life, and was about to say something
harsh when he redized who' d stopped him. Ramose, hisvizier, stood at the end of the hall, looking as
calm and composed as ways. Histanned skin and bald head glistened in the sunlight streaming through
the windows. Ramose had never cared much for the fashions of the day, refusing to let his hair grow or
wear awig, aswas the custom.

“Ramose. I’d intended to send for you later. We have much to discuss.”

Ramose came closer, histhick robes swishing around his feet as he moved. While everyone else was
content in loose fabrics that covered aslittle as possible and provided the most comfort in the Egyptian
heat, Ramose was dways swathed from head to toe in rich fabrics. But whatever his quirks, he knew his
duty to his pharaoh and performed it well.

“How is congtruction on the temple progressing? | haven't had achanceto visit sncel’ vereturned.”
“Aswadll as could be expected.” Ramose bowed dightly as he stopped in front of Akhenaten. “The

gardens are in bloom, and the west wing is complete. Most of the foundation has been laid for the prayer
rooms and those meant for embaming.”



“Good.” Akhenaten nodded, and turned back to Nefertiti’ s chambers.

“Thereisonething ...” Ramose said, and Akhenaten stifled asigh. Hefaced the vizier, hisfrustration
hidden behind amask of authority.

“Theroyd coffers have been drained quickly while you were gone.”

Akhenaten’ s gut clenched, the news hitting him asaphysica blow. “What do you mean, they’ ve been
drained? Drained how?’

Ramose sfegtures remained impassive. “ The treasury isempty.”

“Who did this?” Akhenaten took a step forward, so close to Ramose now he could smdll the faint scent
of perspiration on the man.

Ramose lifted his handsin agesture of supplication and remorse. “I may control the funds, but the queen
controlsme.”

“Areyou saying Nefertiti’ sto blame?’ Akhenaten’ s headspun, the knowledge as painful as anything he'd
ever experienced.

It couldn’t betrue. Hiswife may have been acting strangdly, but she' d never before beeninclinedto a
great ded of spending. She had everything she needed within the walls of theroya palace. Y et if what
Ramose had told him wastrue, it would explain agreat ded about Nefertiti’ s recent behavior. She'd
been intriguing, interested, sexy, and he' d fdlen for every one of her charms.

And now he was about to pay the price.

“I thought she would have told you,” Ramaose said, his voice smooth as honey.

“Shedidn’'t mention it, no. But I'll be certainto ask.”

Akhenaten glanced at the doors behind him, the gold glint in them suddenly hurting hiseyes. The
encounter he had been looking forward tohad now taken on a new meaning. Gone was the yearning and

thelust. How could his queen have managed to spend alifetime’ sworth of roya treasuresin afew short
months?

“| saw her praying,” Ramose said, dmost asif it were an afterthought.

“Weadl pray.” Akhenaten narrowed hiseyesat hisvizier.

“But we pray toAten .”

Ramose bowed, turned on his hedl, and walked away, hisfootsteps silent on the cool marble,

The guards watched with unveiled stares, and Akhenaten had to struggle to compose himsdlf.

If Nefertiti hadn’t been praying toAten , to whom had she been praying? Anger built insde him asthe

possihilities ran through his head. 19s?0Osris ?Amun? He d forbidden the worship of other godsin
Akhet-Aten , for aslong as heruled. Nefertiti knew this better than anyone.



What ese had occurred while he was away?

Gritting histeeth, he pushed through the doors. They dammed againgt the walls, and the sound matched
the pounding in his head.

Akhenaten had expected Nefertiti to be surprised by his sudden arrival. The racket he' d caused when
he stormed through the doors should have startled anyone, but his wife was nowhere to be seen.

A soft, gauzy garment had been draped over the back of achair, and an unbidden image of Nefertiti’s
deek, naked body arosein hismind. His cock swiftly followed that train of thought, and he felt some of
the anger drain away, to be replaced by yearning and desire.

He walked through the chamber, the sweet scent of dmond and rosemary oil beckoning him further. He
stopped by the chair long enough to run hisfingers over the flimsy materid. Then he caught a glimpse of
Nefertiti from the corner of hiseye.

She lay under the covers on the giant bed, nestled securely on top of mounds of pillows, only her face
and ebony hair visible. Akhenaten gpproached dowly, quietly, then satbeside her, marveling at the fact
that she hadn’t awoken when he dammed the doors, and enthralled by her etheredl beauity.

Hefet asurge of helplesslonging as he studied her face. The bronze glow of her skin contrasted with
the red slk of the pillow, giving her the mythical look of aceremonia offering. Nefertiti wasfit to be
mated to agod, or at least agod’ s representative on earth, yet looking at her flawless features,
Akhenaten had never felt more unworthy of her than he did at that moment.

Could this beautiful woman, with her red lips and those lashes that lightly brushed against her cheeks as
she dept, have betrayed him? It was obvious to Akhenaten that he didn’t know hiswife nearly aswell as
he thought he did. The last few days had proven that. But could she be hiding something deeper, more
dangerous, than just asudden craving for him?

Asif hearing histhoughts, Nefertiti’ s eyelids fluttered open. Her degp green eyes widened in surprise
when she saw him, and her lips curled into asmile.

“I dreamt of you,” she whispered, hooking an arm around hiswaist to pull him down. Thrown off
balance, Akhenaten tumbled on top of her, all thoughts of anger and betrayal forgotten as she pressed
her lipsagaing his.

Thekisswas smple; unremarkable, even.Y et when her lips grazed his mouth, every nerveendingin his
body came dive, screaming for her, begging for more. He moaned against her mouth and pressed into
her, cursing the coversthat werein theway, craving thefed of the soft shapes of her body under his
hands.

Sheflicked her tongue over hislips, then between, parting them. When her tongue invaded his mouth, his
senses redled. Nothing €l se existed but that moment. No political plans. No heretical accusations. No
betrayd . Just hiswife, wanting him as much as he’ d dways wanted her.

When she broke the kiss, he was panting. Blood had rushed to his head -- and other parts of his
body -- and his cock throbbed so hard, he was sure she could fed it even through the thick coverings.

“Onyour back,” she commanded, and pushed him off her. Herolled over,obediently, glad to havea
moment to regain his composure.



But amoment was dl he had. She threw off the covers and revealed that she hadn’t been wearing
anything undernesth. He vaguely remembered the garments on the chair, but he hadn’t made the
connection before. If he had, he' d have dived right under those covers.

She straddled him, and Akhenaten couldn’t decide where to focus his gaze. Her breasts hung lusciously
and tantaizingly just out of reach of hismouth, and he could see those sweet pussy lips protruding
between her legs.

Nefertiti lowered hersdlf over him, the heat from her pussy penetrating right through hisloincloth.
Reaching down, he freed his shaft from the confines of the garment. His cock brushed against her cunt,
thetip just grazing those velvety lips, and he had to bite his tongue to keep from moaning.

Hishands did easily over her hips, and he tried to bring her down on his cock, but she resisted, giggling
just before shaking free of his grasp. Akhenaten gasped, the loss of her body heat dmost physicaly
draning.

“Not what | had in mind,” she said and lowered hersdf down on the bed.

“Y ou plan to tease me, then, until I’m at your mercy; then you can ask whatever you want of me and be
surel’d grant it?” he asked, only haf jokingly. That could very well be her plan. It would work, too.

“Not exactly,” shereplied, and amoment later Akhenaten knew what sheer, ravishing blissfelt like.

He shuddered as her soft lips brushed againgt his naked groin. Her wet, hot mouth on his cock felt like
nothing he' d ever experienced before. Her warmth, her texture, and histota lack of control as Nefertiti
demongtrated her dominance made his knees go wesk.

She durped naisly, then took his entire length in her mouth, swirling her tongue around his cock until the
tip nudged the back of her throat. Her tongue supported the underside of his cock, heating it up, and
when she released him, the coal air in the room washed over his hot skin, sending shivers up his body.

“Don’t stop,” he managed to whisper.

He looked down to see her ravishing smile hover over histhrobbing cock. Shelicked at thetip, flicked
her tongue over the dit,then wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft before plunging it back into
her lush mouth. Watching her make loveto his cock sent him redling, until he could only focus on the
overwhelming jerk of her hand following the path her lips and tongue hed trailed.

They moved in unison -- mouth, tongue, and hand -- all conspiring to make him lose hismind. He
resolved to givein to them, and when hefdt that familiar tightening in hisbals, he groaned involuntarily
and came. His semen washed over her lips and down her throat, and he trembled as awave of pleasure
rushed through his entire body and into his cock.

When hefindly stopped coming, helay back, exhausted, and looked up at his beautiful wife. Shelicked
her lipsdowly, asmile playing over her full mouth.

“That wasincredible,” he whispered, grabbing her and flinging her down on the bed beside him. “Dare |
ask where you learned to do that?’

She laughed -- alittle nervoudy, he thought -- before shrugging. “It’ sjust something | thought might be



funtotry.”
“Fun?’ You?he wanted to add, but didn’t when she nodded. What had gotten into hisfrigid, aoof wife?

Nefertiti curled up beside him, and Akhenaten rested his arm across her waist as she nestled at hisside,
cupped close and snug against him. Her ass nudged his softening cock, and he kissed the smooth curve
of her shoulder.

“The guards have captured the traitors,” he announced. Beside him, Nefertiti’ s body tensed, stiffening
agang hisches.

“We need to talk,” he continued, dreading to break the spell she'd cast over him, but knowing that this
couldn’t wait. He needed to disproveRamose' s accusations so he could continue happily fucking hiswife,
basking in the blissshefindly offered.

Nefertiti lifted hisarm and did out from under him, then rose from the bed, moving with elegant grace. At
thefoot of the bed, she hesitated, then gathered her clothes from the chair and tucked them under her
am,

“Later,” shesaid, and her tone left no room for argument. “ Since | assume I’m no longer required to
inform aguard of my every move, I'm going for awalk.”

1] NGN?’
It was late evening,Aten’s powerful rays having retreated hours ago.

“Yes. | dept too long, and | need alittlefresh air.” She wouldn't meet his eyes. She dressed quickly, ran
ahand through her hair, and he was lft looking after the sexy sway of her ass as she walked out.

Freshair?

What was wrong with the air in the pal ace? Puzzled, Akhenaten stood up, tucked his cock back into the
loin covering, and headed for the door.

He d follow from adistance, just to make sure nothing happened to her. What kind of pharaoh let his
wife go off unattended in the middle of the night, anyway? The excuse sounded feeble even to him, ashe
could easily have summoned a couple of hisbest guardsto attend to her.

But thiswas different. There was something unsettling about the way her demeanor had changed. Only
minutes ago, she' d given him more pleasure than he’ d thought possible, and now she wanted nothing
more than to go for awak?

Dread turned hisblood to ice.

Nell rushed toward what she hoped was the exit. She moved soundlesdy on bare feet over the cold,
marble-tiled floor, wishing she could remember how to get there. Theroya palace didn’t look very big
from the outside, but insde it was made up of halway after halway, forming a perplexing and menacing
meaze.



She' d had an escort each time she braved the halls since she' d arrived. She found her way out on the
third try, and considering she' d only been queen of the palace, so to speak, for afew days, she thought
that was quite an accomplishmen.

The scent of dry desert heat greeted her as she stepped outside. It was dark, darker than she' d have
thought possible after being accustomed to the sireetlights, neon signs, and nightlife of L.A. How was she
going to make her way to the tombsin pitch darkness?

The gods must have heard her thoughts, as the moon ducked out from under adark cloud. It stared at
her, bright and slvery, its smiling face urging her on and bathing her in milky bluelight. Shemumbled a
quick thanks to anyone who might be aiding her and moved on, eager to |leave the paace behind.

She couldn’t stay here aminute longer. Akhenaten’ s touch, the warmth in his eyes, the way he' d kissed
her skin asthey lay in bed together, dl of it tugged at her soul, urging her back into hisarms. It unnerved
her that she could lose her heart s0 easily.

The night she' d sat on his bed and massaged his sore muscles as he recovered from hiswound
continued to play in her mind. She'd had no idea of the kind of danger hewasiin, the threats he lived with
every day. Sure, the guards had capturedthis would-be assassin, this group of treasonous bastards. But
what about the next one?And the next?

She had no doubt that there would be others over the course of hisreign, and athough Akhenaten
seemed willing to ignore the possibility, she couldn’t. She' d had plenty of opportunity over the past two
daysto consder what alifein ancient Egypt would be like. The climate, the palace, the people dl took
her breath away. It would be so easy to become so enamored withMuet , to fal head over hedsinlove
with Akhenaten.

Living with the constant worry that akiller might slorm into the palace and murder Akhenaten in cold
blood was an entirdly different metter.

And then there was the baby. How could she protect the life growing insde her from unseen threatsin a
world she knew nothing about?

Shadows played on the ground in front of her as she waked through the deserted streets. The moon’'s
slvery beamsfollowed, lighting the road ahead and darkening the path behind her asif hiding every trace
that she' d passed thisway.

Another aly to count among the few she had in thisancient world.

A thought nudged at the edge of her brain, but she pushed it back. It would only take one doubt to
make her turn back, and she wasn't prepared to make that choice. But could she spend the rest of her
daysinL.A. looking for thelove, for the family, she' d aways wanted? Was she turning her back on her
soul mate, the one person who was right for her in thisworld?

Butthis wasn't her world. She didn’t belong here, with Akhenaten, with their child. She didn’t know
anything about ancient Egypt beyond the superficia research she’'d done to prepare for Cleopatra . What
would happen when Akhenaten tired of sex, when she had to face her duties as the queen of an entire
land?

Nédl dashed purposefully in the direction she knew the tombsto be, yet when they findly loomed before
her, large and menacing in the darkness, she released a breath she hadn’t known she' d been holding.



Therewasalight ingde, acandle or alantern that flickered and lit the entrance. She entered dowly,
quietly, hoping there was no oneingde. She'd madeiit thisfar without meeting anyone e se on the road.
She hadn’'t had to answer questions about her sudden departure from the palace, or what she was doing
out herein the middle of the night. If her luck held, she' d be through the portd in another few minutes,
and then thiswould dl be behind her, nothing more than amemory, adream that had never redlly

happened.

There was no one insde the cavernous entry chamber when she stepped through the doorway. A thick
candle burned brightly in the middie of the room, casting awarm glow over the few sparse furnishings
and treasures. This chamber clearly wasn't the one she' d seen when shefirgt arrived. That one must be

deeper inside.

She turned right, through anarrow corridor, guided by nothing more than hope and the knowledge that
she'd say forever if shedidn’'t leave now. Large, lavish chambersal looked aike when she peered into
them, with elaborate coffins splayed open in the middle and smaller decorationslaid around them. The
place wasn't finished. Soot, sand, and dust covered the floors, and she noticed the distinct foot patterns
sheleft behind as she walked.

She' d reached the end of the corridor, determined to turn back and find another route, when she
gpotted it. The golden chamber, which had been filled to the brim with more treasure than she' d everseen
only aday ago, was now empty. Still, it looked both familiar and distorted, and Nell was certain it was
the same room. The coffin layopen, itslid carved with Akhenaten’s now unmistakable fegtures.

Nell walked in and noticed the candle burning in the corner. She briefly wondered why they kept lights
oninevery room of an unfinished building, but didn’t have much timeto ponder further before her gaze
was drawn to a spot on the floor. The shape of her body was outlined visibly in the faint dusting of sand.

Shelooked to thewall she' d rested againgt, and the gold flicker caught her eye. Her heart pounded hard
againgt her chest, so hard she could hear it in her ears. The symbol was bigger than she remembered. She
touched its smooth texture tentatively, dreading the porta and the hand that would appear, yet knowing
that thiswas the only way home.

The only way to protect her heart.

Nothing happened. She touched it again, pressed harder, even dammed her fist into the golden shape,
but the air around her didn’t shimmer, no porta opened, and the dusty, dark, and decrepit remains of a
three-thousand-year-old tomb failed to appear around her.

Tearsran down her cheeks as shetugged at its edges, diding her fingernailsinto the smal crevice

between the glyph and the rough stone wall. When it came away in her hands, she gasped and then
screamed when a deep, quavering voice spoke from behind her.

“Why?

That was dl he had to say. Nell spun on her hedl and saw Akhenaten standing in the doorway, the look
in his eyes conveying more than words could have.

“I -- I can explain,” she slammered, gripping the glyph to her chest.

He shook hishead. “Don't bother. That explains everything.” He pointed to the symbol and she



reluctantly loosened her hold onit.

For thefirst time since she d entered the chamber, Nell took the timeto redlly ook at what she' d
considered to be the object of her salvation.

She struggled to breathe. The symbol of Amun-Raglowed in her hands, its gold sheen surely reflecting
the guilt and horror written on her face.

Chapter Seven

The dream returned that night, and Akhenaten cameto Néell, hisfacefull of love and lust, desire clearly
reflected in hiseyes.

“Mine,” he whispered as he approached, grabbing her waist, pulling her so close she could fed his
heartbeat against her chest.

“Yours,” shereplied, feding lightheaded.

He kissed her, and somewhere between the taste of his tongue and the throbbing between her legs, their
clothes disappeared. His cock pressed against her stomach, hard anddemanding, and she dipped her
hand between them to grab him, pull him into her dripping pussy.

And then he vanished.

The dream faded, asit dways had, leaving faint traces of hisbright eyesin her mind and waves of lust
flowing through her body.

Nell opened her eyesdowly, hoping againgt dl rational thought that he' d be there, lying beside her,
watching her deep.

Shewas done, and the room had cooled considerably overnight, making her shiver even under the silky
covers. The events of the previous night came flooding back, and Néll groaned and brought the sheets
over her head. Perhaps she could stay here forever. Facing Akhenaten certainly wasn't an option. How
could she possibly explain why she' d been found holding the symbol of agod of whom he' d forbidden
even the mere mention?

She could run. Go back to the tombs, go home, or run headfirgt into the desert until she wasfar enough
away from the hurt in hiseyes and the pain that had been so plainly written on hisface the night before.

The door beckoned to her. She flung the covers off, did on awraparoundrobelike garment thet felt like
ablend of cashmere and silk, and headed for the halway.

She pulled the door open to findhersdf staring at amassive chest. Only when she stepped back could
she seethefull Size of the man that filled the doorway. He wore aguard’ s uniform and ascowl, hisbrown
eyes accusaory.

“By orders of the pharaoh, you may not leave your chambers.” He spoke dowly, asif daring her to



disagree.

Néll cleared her throat and swallowed to wash down the panic that had risen like bile into her mouth.
“How dare you speak that way to your queen?’

The man snorted. “Y ou'’ re only the queen when the pharaoh says you are. Today, you're his prisoner.”

Néel’sknees buckled, and she forced hersdf to remain upright. “We' Il see about that,” she managed to
utter before damming the door in the guard' sface.

Shiversran up and down her spine as she stared at the massive wooden door. Never before had she
been held prisoner by anyone, under any circumstances. Heck, she hadn’t even adlowed her ex-fiancéto
tie her up. Losing control was one thing Nell Winters was not good at.

Shetook afew steps back, trying to put as much distance between hersalf and the guard as she could.

She was certain he wouldn't enter her chambers. No matter how little he thought of her status at the
moment, Akhenaten would surely have the man’shead if he even so much as stepped on the lush carpet.

The windows.

Warm rays of sunlight spilled through the gapsin the thick walls, and NélI’ s heart quickened at the
thought of escape. Sheran to the closest one, amassive opening covered only by athick curtain that had
been drawn to the side.

Shelooked blearily out into the morning sunshineto seeif the way was clear. Her inquisitive stare was
met by the equally curious eyes of another man in aguard’ s uniform. When she turned her head, she saw
there were two more men standing nearby.

“Let meguess,” she said to the closest one before he could even open his mouth.“ By order of the
pharaoh.”

“Yes, my queen.” At least this one had the decency to lower hiseyes, asif ashamed of the duty he'd
been given.

“Carry on,” she said, and pulled the curtains over the window.

She should have known he wouldn't makeit easy. Not after last night. Why had he followed her? Aside
from her bizarre behavior, which she' d attributed to the bump on her head, Néll didn’t think she’d given
him any reason not to trust her. And yet, he clearly had more doubts about hiswife than he'd let on.

Fists clenched, she paced the room twice, then collapsed inasmall chair and let her head rest againgt the
wall. From anearby window she hadn’t covered, light spilled into the chamber and over her face. Shelet
itswarmth heat her skin and relax her tense muscles.

“God,” shewhispered. “What havel done?’

| could tell himthe truth.

Thetruth.Now there was a strange thought.



“I’'m not really your wife. Y ou see, | came here from three thousand yearsin the future, to find you and
fuck you, which I've done. And now | want to go back home. So what do you say you take me back to
the tombs and let me do just that?”

Hysterica giggles broke free from her throat, and for aminute, Ndll couldn’t stop laughing. When she
looked up, a couple of guards were gawking through the open window, staring at the lunatic howling to
hersdf . Somehow, that made it even funnier.

She waved them away with aflick of her hand, and they obeyed, ducking back out of sight.

So the whole truth was out of the question. But what about adightly modified verson?

She hadn't really gone into the tombs for the symbol. Not redlly. She' d gonein looking for away home.
She' d gone in because she was sdlfish and scared, and because she wanted to spare Akhenaten the pain
she dinevitably cause him.

It didn't takelong for Nell to convince hersef that she had gone into the tombs for Akhenaten’s own
good .

Now dl she had to do was convince him.

Nell had asked one of the guards outside her window to summon the pharach, and the man had |eft his
post hours ago, but Akhenaten appeared to be in no hurry to see his untrustworthy wife.

Once the sun had begun to set, Nell’ s chambers quickly plunged into late afternoon darkness. Shelit a
few candles, and the flames cast apae, flickering light over everything. The shadows danced on the lush
carpet and over the marble wals, imbuing theitemsin the room with an ethered glow.

When alarger shadow broke free from the wall and moved closer to her, Néll’ s breath caught in her
throat. Akhenaten’ s features suddenly took shape as he stepped into the light, but instead of being
comforted by his appearance, Nell felt moreill at ease than before.

“You came,” shewhispered, taking atentative step closer to him.

Akhenaten didn’'t move. He crossed hisarms over his chest, removing any doubt of hisfedingstoward
her.

“The guard said you asked for me.”

Nell nodded, cleared her throat. She didn’t know where to begin. How could she ask forgivenessfor a
wrong she didn’t commit?

“I didit for you,” she said, the words rushing out at once.

Akhenatenlaughed, adeep, throaty sound that made her blood run cold. The look in hiseyeswas
anything but amused.“ Redly?”

“Yes. | went for awalk, likel said | would, and ended up at the tombs. | wanted to goin earlier ...” Her
voicetraled off as she consdered how much she should tell him. If shelet him know that she' d been



trying to find away back to the tombs since she'd arrived, he’ d never let her near them again.

No, she had to be smart about this. Perhaps that hadn’t been the right symbol. Getting back to the tombs
gtill had to be the only way to return home.

“And?’ he prompted when she didn’t continue.
“And as | walked through the chambers, the symbol caught my eye.”

“l see” hesaid, but his brows had furrowed together, and he didn’t seem any more inclined to forgive
her than he had when he'd walked in.

“You don't understand.” Nell shook her head in frustration. “1 saw the symbol and thought of you. Of
what you'd think if you walked in and found such an artifact in your tomb. It was your chamber | walked
into.”

Nel wrung her hands and waited for aresponse. She wished he' d scream, yell, throw things. Anything
would be better than that scrutinizing stare that told her he didn’t believe aword she said.

“And when | walked in and found you staring a the symbol so reverently, tears running down your
face... that wasal for my benefit?’

“It wasn't reverence. It was frustration. Anger. | ripped the traitorous symbol from thewall.” Shetook a
step forward and reached out her hand. He made no moveto grab it, and shetrailed her fingertips aong
the edges of hisface.

“Don’t you see?’ she continued. “I know how hard you worked to get this city built. | know how much
Aten meansto you. He' sthe one god, the only god, and the fact that your loya subjects, the onesyou
take such good care of, can even think of betraying you likethis... well, it was too much to bear.”

Hisfeatures softened as she spoke, the frown dowly disappearing. She smoothed her hand over his
brow, and leaned in closer to him. He didn't step back, but rather uncrossed hisarms and did them
around her waist, pressing her to him.

“Trust me,” shewhispered closeto hisear. “1 only want what' sbest for you.” Standing therein hisarms,
ameling the dight scent of jasmine on him, Nell redized that she wastelling the truth. She didn’t want to
hurt him, and the thought that someone had deceived him made her head pound with anger.

“ Someone has betrayed you. But it wasn’t me.”

He pulled back and looked into her eyes, his gaze so intense, she was sure he' d be able to seeright
through her, to the bottom of her soul. He'd pull away, knowing she' d been lying or, a the very least, not
telling thewholetruth.

Akhenaten only nodded.”All right.”

Nel stepped back, and her gaze fell on a shawl-like wrap made out of athin, gauzy material. She picked
it up and ran her hand dong it, feding the silky texture benesth her fingers. Her lipscurled inasmileasa
thought formed in her mind.

“Do you trust me?’ she said and began folding the garment into athick band.



“Atenhdpme,” he said after apause. “1 do.”

“Good.” She moved behind him and placed the makeshift blindfold over hiseyes. Tyingit easly behind
his head, she then guided him to the bed. He didn’t protest when she laid him down, or when she
removed the few clothes he wore.

“Y ou have agorgeous cock,” she said, watching him lie there, completely at her mercy. Histhick shaft
pressed againgt his ssomach, beckoning her.

Akhenaten grunted, though that might have had something to do with the fact that she was leaning over
his cock as she spoke, her lips only inches away. Sheflicked her tongue over thetip and received
another moan in response.

She grinned, her self-confidence growing with her arousal. With a quick tug, she removed the wrap she
woreand let it dide off the bed onto the floor.

She decided to sart a the top. Leaning over Akhenaten’ s ill form, she dowly ran her tongue over his
lips. They parted ingtantly, allowing her accessto his mouth. Histongue met her halfway, and for a
moment, shelost hersdlf in the taste of him, the fed of histongue, his hard cock searching for her as she
hovered just out of itsreach.

When shefindly broke away, shetrailed kisses dong hisjawline , the hollow at the base of histhroat, up
hisarms and onto his shoulder and down his chest, pausing to nibble at one firm nipple, then the other.
Akhenaten sucked in a breath when she bit alittle harder than she' d intended.

“I’'m sorry,” she said, but couldn’t suppress agiggle that broke free from her throat.

She continued to move down, tracing hisflat ssomach with her tongue, and down lower, into the thick
hair that nestled his cock. Carefully avoiding the pulsing shaft, she buried her head just benesth it, kissed
his scrotum, ran her tongue ddlicately beneeth his heavy sac. She kissed histhighs, the smal crevice
between hisleg and hisgroin.

“Nefertiti.” He seemed to breathe the word more than spesk it, and Nell was suddenly overcome with
jealousy. She wanted her name on hislips, not another woman's.

Shetried to stifle the heartache by concentrating on him. Akhenaten would haveto redlize shewas't his
wife. Had Nefertiti ever gone down on him like this? Had she taken him into her mouth with the same
kind of passion, the same need, the same kill?

Heat rushed into her cheeks at the thought of sharing him with another woman. Possessiveness had
never been atrait she' d exhibited in past relationships, but she couldn’t help it now. The thought of
Nefertiti being with Akhenaten in thisway after Nell returned home was more than she could besr.

Tears pricked behind her eydlids, and she blinked hard to hold them back. She wrapped her hand
around his cock and guided it into her mouth, willing hersdf to think of nothing but the salty taste of him,
the length and thickness of his hard cock in her mouth.

Hisfingerstangled in her hair, and he held her head as she sucked histhick shaft. She cupped hisbdlsin
her hand as she gently allowed the tip of his cock to nudge at the back of her throat. She wished he'd
come again. She wanted to taste his essence, to fed the warm flow of his cum invade her mouth and flow



down her throat.

Just as she thought he was getting close to losing control, he pulled her head back, with just enough
force to make her stop.

“Youdon't likeit?’ she asked, puzzled. The groans he' d been emitting indicated otherwise.
He sat up and pulled off hisblindfold. “It' syour turn.”
Ndl narrowed her eyes.” My turn to do what?’

“To show methat you trust me.”

Akhenaten had trouble deciding what to do first. He drank in the sght of Nefertiti’ slush curves, her full
breadts, the pink lips protruding dightly from between her legs as she knelt on the bed. He wanted to
take those tender, rosy nipples between his teeth and nibble until she moaned, while hisfingersfound the
entrance to her cunt and made their way inside.

He picked up the makeshift blindfold and held it out before him.

“Lift your arms,” he said, and watched Nefertiti’ s magnificent breasts sway as she obeyed. He wrapped
the cloth swiftly around her wrigts, binding her hands together above her head. Surpriseregistered in her
features, and a smilelifted the corners of her mouth.

“Naughty,” she said, then winked and lay on the bed, her legs spread wide before him.

Her pussy glistened, itsjuices coating theinsde of her thighs, and his cock throbbed in response.
Nestling between those thighs would be s0 easy, and plunging his hard, ready shaft between her moist
lipswould definitely provide the release he sought.

But not yet.If she wanted him to trust her, she had to do the same.

He glanced around the room for the cloth that kept his cock sheathed and found it lying at the foot of the
bed where she must have tossed it along with her clothes. He picked it up and folded it the same way as
her garment, and leaned over Nefertiti’ slegs.

A gentlekiss on her right ankle made her murmur hisname. She d never said it like that before. That
tone, the sweet lilt of lust and desirein her voice, combined with something softer, affection perhaps,
made his heart pound a ong with the throbbing in his cock.

He brought her ankles together and bound then easily with the folded loincloth.

“It’'ll be hard to fuck methisway,” she said, glancing down at her thighs pressed together, blocking the
way to her sweet cunt.

“Not necessarily,” he whispered.

Nefertiti would never go for what he had in mind. At least the old Nefertiti wouldn't, the one he' d last
seen months ago when he stayed behind while she headed toAkhet-Aten . This creature, however, this



woman that looked and sounded like hiswife, clearly didn’t share her reservations when it cameto
lovemaking. Whatever had gotten into Nefertiti while he' d been away, he only wished it had happened
sooner.

“Do you trust me?’ he echoed her words, and she nodded.
“Implicitly.”
“Good. Lie on your ssomach.”

Nefertiti rolled over without objection, keeping her bound arms raised above her head. She looked so
deek, so perfect, her back arching dightly as shelay her head on one outstretched arm.

But it was her assthat captivated Akhenaten. Those two perfect, luscious globes, the tan skin so smooth
and flawlessthat the candldight glistened off it. He bent down and licked the spot where the curve of her
ass met her leg, then plunged histongue into the tight spot between her thighs. He tasted her wetness, and
she groaned, lifting hersdf up dightly on her kneesto give him better accessto her hidden passage.

Now he had the perfect view of her tight pussy, the pink lips dripping with her sweet juices. He lapped
at them, working his tongue between her folds, as deep inside her as he could get.

Nefertiti moaned louder with each lick of her pussy, and her hips swayed with him, pushing her beautiful
cunt deeper into hisface. His cock fdt as hard as arock, and he grabbed it, running his hand up and
down the hard length as he buried histongue deeper into her.

She came with aloud moan and ashudder, her pussy clenching andgpasming around histongue.
Akhenaten nearly came on the sheets, but heforced his hand away from his cock and lifted his head from
her depths. Shefell back onto the bed, till facedown.

“I’'msorry,” shesaid. “My legs can’t take much more of this”
“No problem. Rdax.”

He worked his hands over the firm globes of her ass and spread them apart, the dark flesh reveding a
hidden entrance he' d never dared explore. The dark rose of her anus glistened with her juices, an
invitation he couldn’t resist. Dipping hisfingersin the moisture between her legs, he gathered some of her
natural cream and spread it over his engorged cock.

He moved above her and spread her buttocks open, thetip of his cock nudging against her ass. He
expected her to protest, or maybe even cry out. His cock was huge now, aching to be thrust into a place
hot and tight, a place unexplored.

She surprised him again by saying, smply, “1 trust you.”

He couldn’t bear to watch his cock enter her ass, or he' d lose control and come before he'd even
begun. Instead, he focused his gaze on the curve of her shoulders, the dope of her neck, the thick black
hair faling over the bed. He went dowly, nudging himsdlf into her alittle each time, listening to her gasps
and following those sounds like aroadmap. His cock did into her ass gently, delicately, as he waited for
her musclesto adjust and relax to the intrusion.

“Tel meif you want meto stop.”



“More” shesaid.

He plunged his cock into her assin its entirety, amazed at how tight afit it was, and theimmediate fed of
warmth and delight made him cry out. There was less [ubrication, but each dight movement threstened to
send him over the edge.

She pressed back againgt him, driving him deeper, encouraging him with her moans. He dipped his cock
amogt dl theway out, then pushed himsdlf back into her tight ass.

The movements were sill dow, but the pleasure was so intense that it didn’'t matter. There was no need
to go any faster. Each thrust built upon the previous one, and his balstightened until he could no longer
keep the orgasm at bay.

He hed himsaf gill over her and shuddered, releasing ajet of cumingde her.

“I want to hear you,” she said, but her voice sounded muffled over the roar of the blood pounding in his
ears. He cried out, dlowing the pleasure to drain out of him as his cock continued to squirt its delight.
Thefiercejet brought her to orgasm, her whole body tensing and quivering with delight.

When hefindly pulled out of her, his eyes were glued to the white stream that had splashed over her ass
and flowed down the backs of her legs.

“You're so beautiful,” he said, spreading the wetness over her asswith the palm of his hand.
“So areyou,” she whispered, breathlessly.

Hefdt dizzy, the blood suddenly rushing away from his head, and he untied her hands quickly before
collgpsing besde her.

Nefertiti rolled onto her side and ran her fingers over his chest, over hisarmswith afeather-light touch.
Therelease of the potent orgasm, combined with her minisirations, now made his eyesfed heavy and his
eyelids droop.

“You bdievethat | wastdling the truth?”

“1 do,” he said, and forced his eyes open to look at her. She glanced back at him, wide-eyed and
honest, and he couldn’t keep the smile away. “1 believe you.”

Shereturned the gesture with a dazzling smile of her own. It lit up her face, her eyes, and made herlook
even more beautiful, which Akhenaten hadn’t thought possible before now.

“I love--"

A crash from outside the doors interrupted hiswords. Angry voices rose from the hallway.
“The pharaoh insisted he didn’t want to be disturbed,” someone said.

“It' surgent,” another voice answered. “You'll dlow mein a once.”

Akhenaten groaned and sat up. “I wonder if it would be any easier to make loveto my wifeif | wasn't



pharaoh,” he said as he put on his clothes.
Nefertiti rose aso and dressed quickly while he went to the doors.
“What isit?" he growled as he threw them open.

A lean man with anarrow face and along nose stood in the doorway. “ The roya physician begsan
audience with the queen.”

“Agan?’ Akhenaten turned to Stare at her, expecting an explanation. “ That’ stwicein two days!” he
continued when she didn’t volunteer any information. 1’ m coming with you.”

“No.” Theanswer came swiftly. Nefertiti placed ahand on his chest and leaned in to brush her lips over
his. “Not thistime.”
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She kissed him again to stop his protest. “1’ll be back soon.” Akhenaten’ s mouth tingled, the touch of
her lipslingering as she walked away. Her hips swayed sensudly, and his gaze focused on her ass. His
cock stirred at the memory of the passion they’ d just shared.

He watched her disappear around the corner, and his thoughts shifted from lust to concern.

“Someone around here hasto tel mewhat’ sgoing on,” he said, following her.

For the second timein as many days, Akhenaten found himsdlf chasing after hiswife as she left her
chambers.

Chapter Eight

An unnerving hush had fallen over theroyd paace, degpening Ndl’ s unease. Was something wrong with
her baby? Why else would the physician have asked for her so soon after her having last seen him? The
examination had taken along time, but he' d assured her that asfar as he could tell, her pregnancy was
developing as expected. There were no sgns of strain and no indications of an impending miscarriage.

Had herevisad his prognosis?

Néell quickened her stride, eager to meet with the physician and get this over with. She could dedl with
whatever he had to tell her, but not knowing made the hair on the back of her neck stand on end. The
guards escorting her matched her pace, and Nell forced hersef to stifleasigh.

Experiencing the kind of passionate encounter that she and Akhenaten had just shared didn’t mean he
was ready to let her run around the palace unattended. But at least he no longer regarded her as atraitor.
A sharp stab of pain pierced her chest at the thought of the hurt in his eyes and the downturn of his mouth
in a permanent frown. She never wanted to see that expression mar hisfeatures again.

It took Nell longer than it would have taken Nefertiti to make her way through the palace, but she



eventudly found her way to the physician’ s quarters unaided. She stopped before the double doors and
turned to the guards.

“I'll enter done”

The four men standing before her offered no protest. They bowed and settled in to wait, pairing off to
each side of the entrance.

Néell pushed the door open and stepped in, giving herself amoment to adjust to the dimness. Inside, the
alr waswarm, oppressive, and only the dightest glow from the moon reached into the dark chamber,
casting an eerie shine over the barren room. Everything agppeared much the same asit had the last time
she' d been there, except now someone occupied the examination table in the center. A small, thin figure
lay on the marble dab, asheet draped over the still form.

Nl took afew tentative steps forward, scanning the darkness for any sign of the physician. She
couldn’'t see him, so she moved closer to the shape on the table.

“Nefertiti?” The voice was weak and scratchy, barely above awhisper.

“Muet.” Nell reached out and grabbed the girl’ s hand. In the dim light, she could barely make out the
girl’ sfeatures.

“Let melight acandle, sweetheart. I'll beright back.” Shetried to remove her hand from the girl’ s grasp,
butMuet’ s grip was stronger, and wouldn't yield.

“Don't go,” the girl whispered, tightening her hold. “Please.”

“I’'m not leaving you. I'm just going to get acandle, okay?’

Reuctantly, Muet released her hand, and Nell hastily searched the nearby table for alight source. It took
her afew minutesto find the candle; then anew problem arose. How did the ancient Egyptianslight
candles without matches?

Sherifled through the objects on the table for some kind of flint and tinder box, but couldn’t see anything
that might serve her purposes. Unwilling to leaveMuet alone while she went in search of help, she shouted
for the guards.

Thefour men marched into the room swiftly, their wespons drawn.

“No, no. Put those down.” She gestured to their spears, and they obeyed. Nell could make out their
collective frown, and she hastened to reassure them that her need demanded a different kind of aid.

“I need alight.”

“A light, my queen?’ one of them asked, perplexed.

“You heard me.” Nell waved the unlit candleintheair.“A light.”

“Ah.” The man stepped back out into the hal and returned amoment later with atorch. Nell dipped the

wick of her candle into the blaze and watched asit caught fire. Then she blew it out and grabbed the
torch from the guard.



“This|l do. Youmay go.”

The guards bowed andleft, their backs tiff and straight as dways. She could only imagine the gossip
they must engage in when she was out of earshot.

With a shrug, she turned back to the bed, Ietting the light spread its orange glow over the white sheets.
When her gazefell onMuet’s face, Nell gasped and nearly dropped the torch.

“My God,” she said without thinking. “What' s happened to you?’

A dark purple bruise overwhelmedMuet’ s right cheek, and her eye was swollen shut. Nell traced her
fingertips over the girl’ sforehead, careful to avoid the wound.

Muetturned her head away. “1 fell.”

“You fel?’ Nél echoed. She was no expert oninjuries, but thisdidn’t look likeit could have been
caused by afdl.“How?

“I tripped.Outside. | landed with my head againgt the fountain; then | blacked out. The physician must
have found me, because when | woke up, | was here. And so were you.”

“But how did you trip?’

Nell couldn’t understand how a healthy teenager could fall like that. Most people would have put their
hands out as areflex to catch themselves.

Muetmoved her small shoulders dightly, trying to shrug under the sheet. Thelinenfdll away alittle,
reveding her upper arms. Another bruise, this one not quite as dark, stood out against her tan skin just
above her elbow.

“Did someone grab you?’ Nell asked, pointing to the bruise. Muet yanked the sheet and pulled it back to
her neck.

“No,” shesaid, not meeting Nell’ seyes.

Nell released afrustrated sigh. She knew better than to try to argue with a teenager when they became
sullen and uncooperative. She' d been one hersdalf. But despite that knowledge, shetried again.

“Tell me, sweetheart. Did someone hurt you?’

“No one hurt her, my queen.” Ndl jumped and spun around at the sound of the deep voice. Theroya
physician stood afew feet away from her, hisarmsfolded across his chest. “The girl fell.”

“Yes, so shesays.” Néell clutched the physician’sarm and led him to the far end of the room. She
dropped her voiceto alow whisper. “Do you believe her?’

Shedtill held thetorch, and thefire reflected in the physician’ seyes. “Why shouldn’'t 17’

“The bruises. The ones on her arms, and her swollen eye.Y ou don't get that from faling.”



“Forgive me, my queen, but how much medica training have you had?’ He lifted an eyebrow, and Nell
blushed under his scrutiny. She wondered whether he had any right to question her like that, then decided
that perhaps she shouldn’t push it. She knew too little about Egyptian customsto call him on any
improper behavior.

“None, but --"

“Then please alow meto seeto your Sister.” He swept past her and bent over the bed, then withdrew a
small container from the folds of hisrobes.

“Don’'t turn away,” hetoldMuet , the authority in hisvoice leaving no room for argument. Nell
remembered the way she' d yielded to his examinations the previous day and forced herself to suppressa
dhiver.

She moved in closer to get a better glimpse of the object he held in his hand, but she could only make
out awhite, sticky substance, which the physician spread over the bruise.Muet winced ashisfingers
made contact with her face, but she didn’t cry out. Nell had to admire her for that -- the puffy, swollen
eyelooked tender and painful.

There didn’t seem to be much she could do for the girl, so she brushed her fingertips over her lipsand
blevMuet akiss. She thought she saw the corners of the girl’s mouth twitch in ahint of asmile.

“Well tak again later,” Nl said and left the room.

The guardsfdl into step behind her.

“Takethis” Nel handed the torch to the guard who had brought it for her earlier, and heplaced itina
sconce onthewadl. A long row of similar torchesilluminated the halway, aong with the thin stream of

moonlight pouring through the open ggpsinthewall.

She' d only taken a couple of stepswhen atal, bulky man appeared in her path. She inclined her head
and quickened her step to walk past him, but he cleared histhroat and spoke.

“My queen.A word withyou, if | may?’

Nell stopped, annoyed at the interruption. She wanted to be aoneto think aboutMuet . Better yet, she
wanted to see Akhenaten, tell him what happened, and ask his advice. He d know if there was anything
untoward going on in the palace.

She hoped.

“What isit?’

The man’s eyesnarrowed, and he drew his browstogether in afrown. His face mingled charm with brute
power, and a chill enveloped her as she watched his expression.

“Muet,” hesad. “How isshe?’
“What do you know about my sister’ sfal?” Nell knew her voice had an edgeto it, but she couldn’t help

it. The man’s stance, his entire presence, bothered her in away she couldn’t explain. She' d never seen
him before, yet every ingtinct in her body signaled caution.



Helifted hishandsin agesture of supplication, hislips drawn together in atight smile. “1 heard she had
an accident. | was only concerned about her welfare, and who better to ask than her own sister? You've
seen her, | presume?’ Hetilted his head toward the doors of the physician’s chambers.

“Yes” Ndl’sirritation grew by the moment. “What' s your relaionship to my sster?’

Heinhaed sharply, his eyes narrowing even further. “I'm only aconcerned friend.”

Right. And I’ m the queen of Egypt.

“I’'m sureyou are. My sister isnot well, as you know. She’ s not to have any visitors.” The physician had
said nothing of the sort, but Nell hoped her bluff would hold. She assumed this man wouldn't question
her authority any more than he would have questioned the physician’ s orders.

She thought she saw him clench hisjaw, but his demeanor didn’t change.

“Asyou say.” He smiled, showing afull mouth of perfect teeth that glistened in the torchlight. “I hope she
recoverswell.”

“I'm sureshewill.” Nel lifted her chin, sgnaling the end of the conversation, but the man didn’t move.
He continued to stare, and she held his gaze, unwilling to be intimidated. He lifted hishand and ran it over
his bald head, the gesture alowing the long, loose deeve of hisrobeto fal back to his elbow. The symbol
of Amun-Ra, the one that had caused her so much hardship over the last twenty-four hours, had been
etched in black ink on the man’swridt.

Asquickly asthe robes reveaed his skin, he drew the materia back to cover the mark. Nell made sure
her features reveaed nothing of the suspicion gnawing insde her.

“Pleasetdl your sster | wish her well,” he said, and finally departed. A knot had formed in her ssomach,
and Nell turned to make sure he didn’t enter the physician’s chambers. She breathed asigh of relief when
he turned the corner.

Once he was out of sight, she dlowed hersdf to tremble at theimplications of that mark. It could mean
nothing, of course. He might have had it done before Akhenaten became pharaoh, before he’ d forbidden
the worship of the old gods.

Or he could be betraying Akhenaten even now.

“That man --"

“Ramose,” one of the guards answered helpfully.

Nell nodded. At least she knew hisname, if not his position in theroyal palace. “ Take meto his
chambers”

The men faltered. None spoke or met her eyes.

“Do you dways act like thiswhen your queen commands you?His chambers.Now.” She hoped her
voice sounded authoritative enough, and she mumbled asilent thank you to her acting coach.



Thiswould either work, or it would get her thrown into the dungeon. She hoped for the former.

“Thisway, my queen.” One of the men finally moved forward and led her through anumber of corridors
and down anarrow set of gairs.

“Theroya vizier'schambers,” he announced asthey stopped in front of a set of remarkably unadorned
doors.

“Letshope he' snot home,” she said.

Akhenaten hid behind atal column and watched as Nefertiti topped to talk to Ramose. The two of
them had never liked each other, so thislittle encounter was even more bizarre. Then again, everything
had been odd since he' d arrived at the palace. From hiswife' s behavior and her possibleillness, to the
mystery of the empty coffers and the fact that he continued to sneak around hisown paacelikea
common crimind, none of this made any sense.

Heflattened himsalf against the pillar and wished he could hear their words. Neither one looked happy,
which was probably agood sign. At least that much hadn’t changed.

Ramose ran a hand over his head and then bowed before making his way down the corridor. He walked
past the column where Akhenaten hid, mumbling under his breeth. Frustrated that he couldn’t make out
Ramose' s words, Akhenaten glanced at Nefertiti. She stared in his direction, her gaze remaining fixed on
Ramose' s retreating back.

When she turned away, Akhenaten started to follow, then changed his mind and went in the opposite
direction.

He caught up to Ramose quickly and placed ahand on the vizier' s shoulder. Ramose jumped dightly,
then turned, the expression on hisface impassive, asif he was accustomed to having the pharaoh
prowling the hallsaone & night.

Akhenaten cleared histhroat, trying to regain some of hisauthority. “Have you seen Nefertiti?” he
asked, hoping Ramose hadn't spotted him in the halway after all.

“Yes. Shejust left the physician’s chambers.” Ramose nodded dismissvely and started walking away.

Akhenaten’ s patience began to wear thin. Even theroyal vizier didn’t have theright to treat his pharach
with disrespect.

He swallowed the sharp remark on histongue and fell into step beside Ramose. If this man knew more
about Nefertiti’ s mysterious behavior than he let on, putting up with alittle insolence would be asmall
priceto pay for the answers he' d been seeking.

When Ramose redlized Akhenaten meant to walk with him wherever he was going, he stopped again.
“Istheremore | can do for you tonight?’

“Y ou mentioned Nefertiti’ s extravagant spending, yet that’ s quite unlike her. What has she been



Ramose shrugged. “I’'m not certain. | believe you' d haveto ask her.”

Akhenaten took a deep breath and tried again. “But you' re the vizier. Why would you let her take the
treasure without at least finding out her intentions?’

“It'snot my placeto question,” he said, asmall smiletwitching at the corner of hislips. “I assumed she
was under orders from you.”

“Waell, shewasn't,” Akhenaten snapped. He rubbed the bridge of his nose to ward off an impending
headache. “ Are you sure you don’t know anything else?’

“| saw her pray,” Ramose said, his gaze piercing into Akhenaten’ s eyes.

“Yes, you've sad that before. Y ou dso hinted that shewasn't praying toAten . How do you know this?
Did you hear her?’

“No. | only saw her.”
“And what led you to believe shewas being didoya ?’

“Many things. And nothing a dl.” Ramose smiled, hislipsturning into athin line that dmost disgppeared
into hisbroad face.

“Unlessyou' rewilling to stop playing games, thisdiscussonisover,” Akhenaten said, trying torid
himself of the menta image of srangling the man.

“Asyou wish,” Ramose said and turned away.

Thistime, Akhenaten didn’t follow. Trying to get information out of Ramose was useless when he wasn't
willing to giveit. Akhenaten had made him royal vizier over five years ago, and in that time he/ d found
Ramoseto bealoyd servant, if alittle odd in his behavior. He could be sullen and withdrawn one
moment, and entirely glesful the next. Akhenaten avoided him as much as possible, yet until now,
Ramose had handled the roya funds extremey well.

Ramose had said that the coffers had been entirdly drained, but Akhenaten couldn’t fathom such athing.
There was treasure upon treasure that hisfather, and hisfather before him, had accumulated during their
reigns. No matter how much wedth hiswife could spend, she couldn’t squander away all of it. Not in an
entirelifetime.

He headed back the way he’d come. If Ramose couldn’t answer any questions about Nefertiti, maybe
the physician could.

Hewalked into the physician’s chamber, and the oppressive darkness enveloped him like acloak. He
shuddered, achill cregping up his spine, reminding him why he hated physicians. He d dway's associated
them with death, their dark, dreary habits no better than those of the men who emba med the departed
for entry into the afterworld.

Logicaly, Akhenaten knew desth wasn't something to fear. He' d been taught that the body was only a
vessal and the soul traveled on to meet with the sun god, yet something about the entire processfilled him
with revulson. Even following Nefertiti into the tombs had taken al his sdf-control, and as he/ d treaded
the sacred ground after her, he'd nearly expected mummiesto jump out of the sarcophagi.



It was agood thing the tombs had only just been built, asthey should have been empty of any
unwelcome guests.

The body on the table in the middle of the room was perfectly ill, and for amoment, Akhenaten feared
that the woman lying there was indeed dead, awaiting burid. Then she stirred and looked at him, and
Akhenaten recognized her featuresin the pale moonlight.

The physician spoke from the back of the room." Ah, Pharaoh. If the queen sent you, pleasetell her not
to worry. Her sster will make afull recovery.”

Akhenaten took in the bruise on the girl’ s cheek, her shut black eye. “What happened?’ he asked her,
but it was the physician who answered.

“Shefdl.”

“| see.” He supposed it was possible, though the bruises looked worse than those of any fal he' d ever
taken.

“It' stime for another save,” the physician said and lifted asmdl container from anearby table. He
poured oozing liquid into his hands, his motions no more than shadowy gesturesin the darkness. “Was
there anything else?’ he asked.

“No. Well, yes. But you're busy. I’ll come back later.” He didn’t want to discuss Nefertiti’ sillnessin
front of her Sgter, not inMuet’s current condition. IfMuet had been telling him the truth earlier, then she
had no more knowledge of Nefertiti’ sillness than he did, and finding out the truth might upset her, which
inturn could interfere with her hegling process.

And Nefertiti would never forgive him.

Hewalked out of the chamber and let hisfeet carry him out of the palace. The night was bamy and
warm, and he walked through the gardens, inhaing the scent of jasmine and the night air.Fresh air.
Wasn't that what Nefertiti had gone out for? Strolling through the garden, he now knew what she meant.
Perhaps awak through town in the middle of the night wasn't such abad idea after dl.

He cons dered summoning the guards to accompany him, then decided to remove his headgear and
leaveit behind. He placed it on the ground, between bundles of narcissus and strands of ivy. Without it,
he could pass for acommon citizen, aman like any other inAkhet-Aten .

He st off in the direction of the temple. It should have been finished by now, but construction continued,
and Akhenaten struggled to convince himself that ingpecting the workmanship would do wondersfor
getting hismind off hiswife.

At thevery least it might dull the achein hisgroin, the constant reminder of how much he yearned for
her.

“My queen!” one of the guards hissed as Nell pushedopen the door toRamose' s chambers. “Back
alvw! ”



She turned to face him, annoyed at the interruption, aready considering a number of punishments for the
insolent guard. He might have been assigned to watch over her, but he still had no right to tell her where
she could or couldn’t go.

Evenif shewas bresking and entering.

And yet, wasthat even acrimein ancient times? When had privacy laws prevailed? Ndl had aways
been under theimpression that in amonarchal rule, those in power had the right to do as they pleased.

As she contemplated away to ded with the guard, she found herself still staring intoRamose' s chambers.
Thetorchesin the halway flickered and glowed, casting an orange flush over the ornately decorated
room. She could make out abed, afew chairs, but nothing incriminating from the doorway.

Someone placed a heavy hand on her arm, and she jumped, covering her mouth with her hand to siflea
surprised scream.

“How dareyou?’ she said to the guard who had grabbed her. “ The pharaoh will have your head.” That
sounded more medieva than ancient Egyptian, but she hoped the guard wouldn’t notice.

“But, my queen ...” He fatered for amoment,then continued. “He scoming.”
“Ramose?’

The man nodded. “1 sent a man to keep watch, and he spotted him down the hall. We don’t have much
time”

Nell shrank back againgt thewall, looking wildly for somewhereto hide. The guard till held her arm,
and he pointed to anearby room. “That one's empty.”

She dlowed him to lead her into the chamber, and the three remaining guards quickly rushed in after
them. One carried atorch, which splattered light over the barren room.

“How did you know it was empty?’ She whispered to the guard.
He blushed. “I’ ve come here atime or two.”
Nell turned away to hide her smile. Fooling around on the job was obvioudy not amodern invention.

“Put out thetorch,” she said, sneaking another peek out into the hallway. She held the door open just
enough to peer through. There was sill no sign of Ramose, but if the guard was right, he' d arrive soon.

“What' syour name?’ she asked the man who' d warned her. Even in the dark, she could make out faint
traces of hisyoung festures. He couldn’t have been older than eighteen. The dight fuzz on hisupper lip
stood out in contrast to his youthful face and smooth skin. She remembered freckles dotting the bridge of
his nose, and ears that seemed too large for the rest of his head.

“Kha, my queen.”

“Thank you,Kha .”

The guard look startled, but he bowed stiffly at the waist. He kept his gaze on the floor. Wasit even



gppropriate to thank guards? The man was only doing his job; perhaps gratitude from authority figures
was frowned upon.

Ramose' sheavy robes shimmered in the firelight as he turned the corner and headed for his chambers.
Hewalked straight into his room, without so much as glancing into the dark chamber where Nell and the
guards stood clustered near the door.

“Kha, | need you to do me afavor.” Nell cringed as soon as the words were out of her mouth. “I
mean -- | need you to do something for me.” There, that was alittle better.

“Anything, my queen,” hereplied from the darkness. She heard the shuffling of feet and weapons and
assumed the guards must have been preparing for afull attack. She wondered if they’ d actudly storm
Ramose' s room on her command. Then what? They' d arrest him? Kill him?

She shook her head andcontinued, eager to set the guards at ease. “Ramose has been summoned to
dedl with an urgent issue. Apparently, there' s been a problem with the workers' pay.”

“I'll let him know,” Kha said at once, comprehension and obedience clear in histone. He did through the
opening in the door, pulling it dmost closed behind him.

From where she stood, Nell watched him knock onRamose' s door. He maintained a cool composure as
he delivered the message, then bowed and turned away after Ramose's short reply. She couldn’t make
out their words, but the glower onRamose' s face indicated he wasn't too happy at being summoned
away inthe middle of the night.

Kha waked down the corridor, away from the empty chamber, and turned the corner. Only when he
was out of sight did Ramose shut the door behind him. He headed in the opposite direction and
disappeared down the darkened hallway.

Nell exhded asigh of relief and stepped out from her hiding spot. Shewaited until Kha rushed back.

“Hedidn’'t seem too pleased,” she said.

“Hewanted to know why this couldn’t wait until the morning,” Kha said. “| told him he' d have arevolt
on hishandsif hedid. It ssemsthe workers want their pay, and they want it now.” A smirk formed over
his handsome features, and his dark eyes sparkled.

Nell couldn’'t suppressagiggle. “Why,Khai , if | didn’'t know better, I’d say you were enjoying this.”
The smirk faded. “1’m sorry, my queen.”

“Don't be” Sheleaned in confidentidly. “I’m enjoying this, too.”

He smiled, but he seemed less sure of himsdf now, and Nell regretted having said anything.

She stormed through the doors toRamose's chambers, uncertain of how long he' d be gone. The records
office was nearly in the middle of town, but he could change his mind and decide to deal with the issue

the next morning after dl.

Ramaose had lit candles throughout his chamber after he’ d arrived, and hadn’t bothered to blow them
out. They bathed the room in asoft light, relieving Ndll of the added burden of having to carry atorch.



The guards waited outside, and she had al the privacy and space she needed to snoop around the room.

A pang of guilt hit her suddenly, and she considered turning back. There was probably nothing to find
here. But the memory of Muet’ s battered face urged her on. If she didn’t find anything, then that would be
the end of the matter, but she owed it toMuet to at least try. Ramose had seemed much too interested in
the girl’ swelfare to be completely unaware of the circumstances under which she“fel.”

Nl started her search with along marble table low to the ground. Stone tablets and scrolls had been
scattered haphazardly over it, and she scanned them quickly, but the hieroglyphs meant nothing to her.
However odd, she could speak the language, but couldn’t read it.

She stood up in frustration and called out toKhal .

“It seems| need your help again,” she said when he approached.
Hisonly reply was another stiff bow.

“Take alook through these. Tell meif you find anything unusud.”

He st to work, and she continued roaming the chamber. A large container at the foot of the bed held
thick robesidentica to the one Ramose wore. She guessed there must have been at least ten in there.

Subtle and beautiful color variations sparkled in the designs of heavy fired pots adorning the chamber.
Smdll statues were spread out randomly over afew shelves, but she couldn’t find anything incriminating.
No other symbols of Amun-Ralike the one tattooed on hiswrist. No statues of the forbidden gods at al,
asfar asshecould tell.

A smdler box held gold jewelry. She pulled out along, heavy necklace, but the symbol of Aten hung
from the bottom. She placed it back in the container and dammed the lid shut.

Degjected, she collapsed onto the bed and stared at the ceiling. If Ramose wasn't involved in her sister’s
accident, and she’ d been wrong about him, then being here was a complete waste of time. Not to
mention dangerous.

She stretched out on the thick covers, and something sharp prodded at her hip. She wiggled around i,
but it seemed solid, and she couldn’t get comfortable again. She sighed and stood up. Curious asto what
lay beneeth theblankets, Nell tossed back the coversto reved alarge stone tablet. The hieroglyphs
seemed to have been carved recently, as dust from the marble came off on her hands as she ran her
fingersover theindents.

“Kha, take alook at this.”

He sat cross-legged before the table, reading ascroll. She placed the tablet in front of him, then crossed
her arms over her chest and waited while he read, silently, to himsdlf.

“The coffersare empty,” he announced without looking at her.
“What?" she asked, startled, hoping she’ d heard wrong. “Y ou mean al the roya funds are gone?’

He nodded, and traced afinger over the figures etched in the marble. “ According to this, the last of the
treasures were liquidated afew days before the pharaoh’ s arriva.”



“Liquidated? What doesthat mean?’
Khai shrugged. “I don’t know. But they’re gone.”

Nell wrapped her arms tighter around hersdlf to make her body stop trembling. “Does the pharaoh
know?’

Khailooked up, hisdark eyes sincere. “I don’t know, my queen.”
“We redone here,” Nell announced, grabbing the tablet from the table.

Khaifollowed her out of the room without another word. Outside, she turned left, heading for theroyd
chambers.

Would Ramose have told Akhenaten about the missing treasure? And how could dl the fundsbe drained
before the city had even been completed? Akhenaten didn't strike her asfoolish in matters of rule, or
finance.

She gripped the tablet tighter under her arm and quickened her step. She had to find Akhenaten and tell
him about the state of his coffers.

And regardless of the fact that she had no more proof than the glyphs she couldn’t read, every ingtinct
told her she had to warn Akhenaten about Ramose.

Chapter Nine

The streets were quiet, draped in an unnatura tranquility that enveloped the houses, empty merchant
gdls, and officia buildings. There were no sounds at dl -- no animals, insects, or the hum of voicesinthe
distance.

Akhenaten gtrolled through the streets, letting the moon guide his steps, admiring the beauty of hisnew
city. Theworkers had done well, having built the city dmost in its entirety in only afew short months.

A dight breeze played through his hair and clothes, tickling his neck. He could make out thetemplein
the distance, alarge structure made entirely of white marble,its two tall towerslooming over the city.

He paused when he reached the wall where the symbol of Amun-Rahad been painted earlier. It was
gone now, leaving the wall spotless and bare. He remembered Nefertiti’ s surprise at seeing the symbal,
the way he had to explain to her what it meant. He' d thought she’ d hit her head harder than she'd let on,
but now her frequent visits with the physician worried him further.

Was shelosing her memory? Had she forgotten the way she' d felt about him for the Six years of their
marriage?

He frowned and quickened his step, his gaze fixed on the temple before him. Nefertiti had dways
treated him more like afriend than alover, though he' d smply assumed she'd never had aninterest in



sex. He had no concerns about her fiddlity; he only presumed hiswife lacked the capacity for lust.
Though he was lascivious enough for both of them, he felt guilty for pushing his needs on her, for making
her suffer through what for her was obvioudy an uninteresting task at best, unpleasant at worst.

But now ... whether thisillness had anything to do with it or not, Nefertiti had changed in his absence.
Shelooked the same, certainly, but her behavior wasthat of another woman entirely.

Lost in thought, Akhenaten didn’t redlize he’ d reached the temple until the large gates took shape before
him. He strolled into the garden, drawn by the scent of jasmine and the gentle tinkling of water nearby. A
white marble fountain greeted him, and he ambled over to it, sat onitsedge, and let hisfingerstrail
through the clear water.

The sun-disk symbol of Aten stood out, large and impressive, in the middle of the fountain. It watched
over the water, the garden, the temple, and Akhenaten himself. He could dmost fedl the power of Aten
emanating from the carving, its strength and influence holding as much sway over him asever.

He reached out to touch the marble and closed his eyes. Thefigure of the sun, bright and sharp in his
mind' seye, took form, hovering in midair before him.Aten always came to him when he prayed. He d
shown Akhenaten the right path in every decison he' d ever made, from his marriage to Nefertiti to the
building of Akhet-Aten .

“I am your son, exating your name,” Akhenaten began, the power of the prayer washing over him,
soothing his nerves. “Y our strength and power are established in my heart. | will obey your wish, your
every command. And yet, | need your help.”

Helifted his head and opened his eyes, gazing reverently upon the still form of the sun disk. He intended
to let hisgazelinger, to fed thewill of Aten speak to his soul, but his eye caught amovement to hisleft, a
blur of white againgt the dark backdrop of the garden. Still touching the sun-disk, he turned his head
toward the motion, and his gaze fell on the most beautiful woman he' d ever seen.

Nefertiti.

She was here. But that was impossible. No one knew where he was. He hadn’t told a soul he'd be
walking out thisway. How had she known whereto find him?

She seemed to float over the grass, along the pebbled path that led to the fountain. He blinked to clear
thefog from his eyes, but she ill looked shrouded in awhite haze, a vapor that made her appear more
like aspirit than awoman.

That had to beit. Shewasn't redlly here at al. Aten had sent an image of her, an gpparition to show him
the path he had to take.

The ghostily visage of Nefertiti held something under her arm, allarge stone block or tablet; he wasn't
quite sure. Perhaps he' d find the answers he sought written on the marble dab, inscribed by Aten himsdf.

She placed the tablet on the grass and reached out her dim armsto envelop him. Her skin felt cool
around his neck, but she pressed her firm body againgt his, and he felt the lush heat emanating from her.
The dense, hot warmth of her breath drew him helplesdy, and he searched for her lips, eager for thetaste
of her, for thefed of her smooth lipsagaing his, her silky tongue in his mouth.

Shetasted of honey and cinnamon, and he kissed her hungrily, thoroughly. He closed his eyes and pulled



her closer, and she settled on hislap, her breasts pressed close to his chest, her legs dangling over his.

Akhenaten let his hands roam over her arms, her waist, then back up to her breasts. He cupped onein
his hand, feding itsweight. He squeezed dightly, just enough to dicit amoan from the ghostly presencein
hislap, and he moved on to the other breast, unwilling to neglect any tantdizing piece of her.

He tweaked a nipple between thumb and forefinger through the thin shift she wore. Anothergasp, and
she did her tongueinto his mouth, deepened the kiss, fought him for the possession he thought he had.
Her hands roamed as his had done, over his chest, down the front of his abdomen and lower, until she
grabbed his cock and held it, ran her hand over the hard length.

Hetrembled, unsure of whether to continue. WouldAten be angry at hisindiscretion, if he wereto make
love with hisemissary? What if thiswasal part of his plan? Would he be pleased?

Akhenaten lifted Nefertiti in hisarmsand laid her gently on the grass. It was dightly wet with dew, but
shedidn’t protest, only stared up at him with unheeded lust and pleasure in her gaze. Her hair shimmered
softly, and her eyes grew darker, mysterious as twilight.

“You' remine,” he whispered, then claimed her mouth again and climbed on top of her, pressing his
body againgt hers, spreading her legswith hisknee. “All mine.”

Nell struggled to keep her thoughtsin check while Akhenaten kissed her, but those full, gorgeouslips
made it hard to concentrate on anything else. Nearby, guards stood at the ready, hidden behind lush
foliage. They’' d followed her from the palace, yet even their presence couldn’t ftill Nell’ sresponseto
Akhenaten’ stouch. He nibbled on her bottom lip while his hand gently probed between her legs. His
body pressed down on hers, the weight of him both comforting and arousing.

“Wait,” she mumbled between kisses. “I have something to tdll you.”

“Later,” he whigpered against her neck. Hetrailed blazing kisses down her breasts; then his mouth
dipped lower and captured a hard nipple between his teeth.

Nell arched her back and wound her fingers through his hair, pulling him closer. Ramose be damned.
The only thing that mattered was the fact that Akhenaten, her dream lover for countless months, was now
here, in the flesh, ready and willing to make love to her. They were outdoorsin a gorgeous garden,
surrounded by the scent of jasmine and the coal, fresh air againgt their skin.,

Akhenaten lifted his head from her breast and eyed her with apiercing stare. Lifting hersalf up on her
elbows, she met his gaze and lifted aquestioning eyebrow.

“I want to worship you,” he said findlly, after what seemed like minutes. Every nerve ending in her body
responded to histouch, hiswords, and she shivered, though the air wasn't any cooler than it had been a
moment before.

She giggled nervoudy. “Watch it, Pharaoh. Someone up there may consider your words blasphemous.”

Akhenaten turned his head to the carving of the sun disk on the fountain, then shrugged, asmall smile
tugging at the corner of his mouth.



“ Atenmay be god, but you are my goddess.”

Nell groaned and fell back onto the grass, spreading her legs. “That’ sit. If you don’t fuck me now, |
can't be held respongible for what | might do to you.”

Akhenaten shifted down and chuckled against her leg, athroaty sound that reverberated through her
thigh and settled between her legs. She couldn’t be sureif the hum she felt in her pussy was the throbbing
of her arousal or the murmur of hisvoice.

Not wearing panties proved extremey convenient. The musky scent of her arousal hung heavy intheair.
When Akhenaten flicked histongue over her engorged folds, she bit her bottom lip to keep from
screaming.

Shetangled her fingersin hishair and relished the fedl of his movements aong with the sheer ecstasy of
histongue on her eager cunt. He licked her with soft, ddliberate strokes, gentle yet absolutely maddening.
He knew just how to tease her, to keep her on the brink of orgasm without taking her over the edge. He
continued to probe her pussy with histongue as she spread her legs wider, pulling hisface into her
throbbing cunt.

He dipped afinger into her dippery hole, and she cried out, the inclination to keep quiet forgotten. He
thrust hisfinger into her dowly at firgt, then faster, histongue matching his motions. Just when she thought
she couldn’t take it anymore, he did another finger in beside the first, stretching her wider, making her
cunt clamp tightly on to him. Then he nudged her dlit with thetip of histongue, and she wasfloating, her
body relaxed but her pussy clenching, eager for release.

She screamed, her hips bucking hard againgt the ground, her head thrashing wildly from sideto Sde. The
rush of ecgtasy blossomed in her core and pulsed through her veins, clenching her musclesin rapture.

When he did hisfingers out from inside her, she chocked back a sob, the loss of him too much to
handle. “It’s never been like that before,” she managed to say. Orgasms had never had such a profound
effect on her. They were wonderful, yes, but never like that, the kind of release that started deep in her
core and traveled throughout every inch of her being.

She shuddered and brought her hand down to her pussy, rubbing herself absentmindedly. “That felt so
good,” she continued. “I don't want it to stop.”

“That shouldn’t be aproblem,” Akhenaten said, shedding the last of his clothes. While she recovered
from the aftereffects of her release, he disrobed and stood before her in hisfull, naked glory.

His cock looked huge, standing tall and hard against his deek, muscled body. She could make out the
gligening drops of cum at itstip, a startling white contrast againgt histan skin.

Néll licked her lipsand lifted hersdf up on her ebows.“My turn?’

“Not what | had in mind.” Hegrinned another one of those devastating smiles and kneeled between her
legs, holding his cock in hishand. He prodded her entrance with its engorged tip, then grabbed her hips
and thrust hard, deep inside her gill-quivering pussy.

Nell made asound between asob and acry of pleasure, something even she couldn’t identify.

“You fedl sogood,” shewhispered as he set the pace, afast, intense rhythm that made her back rub



furioudy againgt the grass. She didn’t care about the discomfort; the only sensation that mattered was the
throb and yearning between her legs.

Shewas keenly aware of him fondling her clit while he fucked her, histhumb barely grazing the tender
nub, yet each flick of hisfinger promising to send her over the edge.

He bent his head and placed a kiss on the side of her breasts, then followed the curve and stopped to
graze at her nipple. Histhrusts never fatered, but continued with the same ferocity with which he'd

begun.

“I need to fed you comein me,” she said and brought one hand down between them, searching, seeking
the soft, sengitive sac below his cock. She fondled him gently, and he groaned and closed his eyes,
damming into her onelast time and unleashing his seed in quick, fierce spurts.

He shuddered, and she lifted her legs and gripped him tight againgt her as he came, unwilling to missa
drop of hisrelease. He gritted histeeth, but the moans were pers stent; she could hear him even though
he held back. When he opened his eyes, his gaze wasfilled with an intensity she' d never seen before.

“Nefertiti,” he said, and sheloosened her grip on him.

That wasn't her name.

It was as if someone had thrown a bucket of ice on her overheated, horny body. The effect was instant,
the arousal fading at an darming rate. He did out of her, and sherolled onto her sde and pressed the
pams of her hands againgt her eyesto hold the tears at bay.

Hewasn't her husband. He belonged to someone ése. And no matter how much she might wish
otherwise, he wasn't hersto have.

“I loveyou,” hewhispered from behind her, hisarm enveloping her body. His hand found her breast and
cupped it, pulling her closer againg him.

“1 know,” she said, but the words sounded chocked, and the tears she’ d hoped wouldn’t come burned
just beneath her eyelids. Another word of love would set them free, and Néll didn’t think she'd ever be
ableto stop crying if she started now.

Shetook a deep breath and willed her emotions to the furthest reaches of her heart. She was an actress.
She could pretend anything if she set her mind to it. She could even pretend she didn’t love him.

Nell twisted in hisarms until she faced him, which was worse, because he eyed her with amixture of
concern and sheer adoration. She decided to focus her gaze on an indistinct spot on his flawless chin.

“I came here to warn you about Ramose,” she said, eager to change the subject.

“Ramose? What about him?’

“| went to his chambers earlier,” she said, risking aquick glance at Akhenaten’s eyes. He furrowed his
eyebrows together but didn’t interrupt her, so she continued. “1 had runinto him when | |eft the
physician’s chambers, andMuet .”

Akhenaten nodded. “1 saswMuet earlier, too. It's a shame about her accident.”



“It wasn't an accident,” Ndll said, stting up. Akhenaten followed her lead, and they sat there,
cross-legged and naked, staring at one another. “My guessisthat shewas pushed, if sheevenfell at dl.”

“The physician certainly seemed convinced that her fall was genuine. Did you tell him about your
concerns?’

Nell nodded. “He brushed me off, muttering something about the fact that | don’t know anything about
medicine. Which may betrue,” shesaid, jabbing afinger intheair. “But | know bruiseswhen | see them,
and those looked like abuse to me.”

“Abuse?’ Akhenaten said theword dowly, asif tagting it and finding it unpleasant. “ And you think
Ramoseisinvolved?’

“Yes. No. | don't know.” She sighed and picked at ablade of grass. “He just seemed much too curious
about her welfare, and he frightened me.”

Akhenaten chuckled. “Ramoseisalittleintense, dl right, but he wouldn’t harm anyone.”
Néll lifted an eyebrow. “ Are you sure about that?’
“Assureas| can be about anyone.” He reached out to graze hisfingers along her cheek, her jaw.

She leaned into the touch, but his comforting words didn’t aleviate her doubts. “1 found that tablet in his
chambers. The coffers are empty.”

She expected him to be surprised, maybe even furious. Instead, he only nodded, and kept his piercing
gazefixed on hers. “And | hear it’sdl your doing.”

“Mine?’ He might not have been surprised, but she was downright shocked. “What do you mean?’
“Ramose told me you drained the coffers.”

A chill ran through her body, and it took her amoment to regain the ability to speak.

“Y ou don’t seem too concerned about that,” she murmured finaly.

None of this made any sense. Could the one thing she could have accused Ramose of doing have been
her fault dl dong?No, not hers. Ndl hadn’t done anything. But Nefertiti might have.

“How could one woman spend the entire treasure of the Egyptian monarchy and have nothing to show
for it?” He smiled and reached for her hand. “I’m sure Ramose is exaggerating. Thetreasureis il there.
Especially since you seem as surprised as anyone to hear of its supposed disappearance.”

Nell nodded, unable to speak. What if she redly had drained the coffers? But Akhenaten had a point.
What could Nefertiti have donewith dl that treasure?

“Hey,” hewaved ahand in front of her eyes. “ Areyou dl right?’

“I’m concerned, that’sall. When | came acrossthe tablet, | thought you should be told, and rushed right
over here”



“Which brings up agood point.How did you find me?’
“Oh, that.” Shewaved ahand dismissively. “The guardstold me.”
“What guards?| came here done. No one saw meleave.”

“That’ swhereyou' rewrong.” She pointed to the edge of the garden, where large palm trees |eaned
againg each other like old friends. Tall shapes stood out among the grass, asrigid as the tree trunks.

Akhenaten bolted upright and snatched his clothes from the ground. “Y ou mean they watched us?’ He
gestured wildly with hishands. “ They saw usdo that?’

Nell tossed her head back and laughed, surprised by hisreaction. “| figured as pharaoh, you' d be used
to having the undivided attention of your subjects.”

His scowl deepened.”Me, certainly. But | don’t think | like them watching you.” He picked up her thin
garment and threw it over her shoulders. She obliged him and shrugged into it until it covered her breasts
and fel midway down her thigh.

Shelooped her arm into his and stood on her tiptoesto kiss his cheek. “Pretend | didn't say anything.”
Hisfeatures softened, but she saw him cast awary glance in the direction of the guards.

“Next time, just say something sooner.”

Néel covered her mouth to hold back agiggle, but it erupted from her throat anyway. The Slvery laughter
accompanied them asthey held tight to one another and |eft the temple toAten’s watchful eye.

Chapter Ten

Nell and Akhenaten had only taken afew steps out of the temple garden when Nell stopped abruptly in
the middle of the road.

“Something wrong?” Akhenaten asked, his concern ingtantly etched on his handsome features. Nell’s
heart pounded in her ears, and she pulled gently free of him to wrap hersdlf tightly in her own arms.

She knew what she had to do, but no amount of acting classes had prepared her for this. Her heartache
wasred, and the tears threatening to pill down her cheeksweren't aresult of chemica fumes or onion

pedls.
“I ...” Shefdtered, her voice sounding scratchy with guilt. “1’d like to stay behind, pray for awhile”

Akhenaten’ sfeatures lightened visibly at her words. “Y ou want to pray?ToAten ?’ She nodded,
unwilling to spesk.Lying to him like this, in front of his god, had to be blagphemous on so many levels,

“Then stay,” he said, brushing ahand across herjanine , pushing adiver of hair back behind her
shoulder. “I need to go back to the palace and speak to Ramose again. He knows more than he' stold



me.” Heindicated the tablet he' d picked up from the garden.

Nell legped into hisarms, hugging him so tight that he gasped againgt her, his breath warm against her
cheek.

Akhenaten laughed, and the utterance reached her core and fluttered there. She closed her eyesand
willed the sound to memory, longing for the ability to recall it for the rest of her life.

Shefinaly broke away from the hug and caressed hislipswith aquick, fierce kissthat lasted only a
moment.

“I'll seeyou back at the palace,” he said, hislopsided grin hinting at lustful thoughts.

She nodded, and turned away into the garden. Tearsfell freely down her cheeks; they poured in waves,
and she sobbed, soundlesdy, as he walked away.

Wiping the back of her hand over her tearstained face, she once again resolved to leave the man who
had quickly become the most important person in her life.

She couldn’t stay in Egypt amoment longer. Every minute she spent here embedded this place, thistime,
and this man deeper into her blood. If she stayed tonight, she’ d never leave. She'd live here with
Akhenaten and Nefertiti’ s baby forever.

Darting a glance around the corner to make sure Akhenaten had taken all his guards, she headed off in
the direction of the tombs. Every few steps she glanced over her shoulder to make sure no one followed
her, but the mention of prayer seemed to have gained her that extraleved of trust Akhenaten had lacked
in her. When he |eft the temple, so did hisguards, and Nell found herself donefor thefirst timein days.

She raced down the narrow streets, the whitewashed buildings around her nothing more than ablur.
Blood pounded in her head along with the beet of her heart, and she redlized she' d never been more
anxiousin her entirelife.

Leaving Egypt would be amillion times harder than arriving here, yet she was convinced she' d made the
right decison. Now that she' d planted a seed of doubt in Akhenaten’s mind aboutRamose' s loydty, she
felt even better about her role here.

There had been a purpose to her leap through time. She' d been sent here to warn Akhenaten, to save
him from whatever evil Ramose had planned. A rationa thought at the back of her mind pointed out that
shedidn’t have enough proof to accuse Ramose of anything as serious as betraya, but she hoped thet if
there was anything to find out, Akhenaten would uncover the truth.

He' d be sfe.
He d probably rule for ahundred years.

The prospect brought a smile to her face as she rounded the corner, and found hersaf standing in front
of two guards, their faces composed and impassive.

She cleared her throat and walked up to them, stopping only inches away from one of the large men
standing to the left of the tomb’ s entrance. His head and face were negtly shaven, and hisskin glistened in
the bright moonlight.



“I'll be only amoment,” she said to him, then veered quickly to her right to glide through the door.

The man lunged in after her. His hand gripped her arm with unexpected strength, his nails pinching her
flesh.

“I’'m afraid you won't,” he said, pulling her back out. “No one salowed in there.”

Nell didn’t haveto feign indignation. Every nervein her body screamed out in frustration. “ Those rules
don’t apply to your queen,” she said, narrowing her eyes.

The man snarled, gave her aharsh appraisal that made her skin crawl. “ That’ swhere you’ re wrong.
They apply to everyone.”

She clasped her hands together in front of her to keep from hitting him. The other guard looked ready to
grab her if shetried anything, and sheredly didn’t want to end up in the roya dungeon, waiting for
Akhenaten to bail her out.

“The pharaoh would never give such an order.”
She hoped.
“It'sby order of theroya vizier,” the other guard said, shifting hisweight from one foot to the other.

“Ramose.” She should have known. If anyone would interfere with her plansto return home, it would be
him.

“Fine, then,” she said as smoothly as she could manage. “If theroya vizier commandsit, then it shal be
done.” Sarcasm dripped from her tongue, but the guards just shrugged and settled back into their podts.

Nell sauntered away, her mind whirling to formulate another plan. The front entrance was no longer an
option, unlessthe guards could be distracted in some way. She had a brief vison of stripping before
them, then shuddered and quickly discarded that plan.

Shewasn't that desperate.

Yet.

She hadn’t gone far before one of the guards caled out to her. Surprised, she turned to find him
approaching, his deep scowl asintimidating as he’ d intended. She fought to keep the apprehension from
showing and instead forced her features into ahard, unreadable mask.

“| assume you changed your mind abouit letting mein? | wasjust going to summon the pharaoh.” The
man’ s confident frown faded alittle at the mention of the pharaoh, and Nell smiled inwardly, content with
at least that smdll victory.

“That won't be necessary,” he said. “Theroyal vizier requests your presence.”

“What?" Thistime, she couldn’t hide her surprise. Her mouth gaped open, and she struggled to closeiit
and continue. “How did he know | was here?’



The guard shrugged. “He just knew.”
“Isheinsde?’ she asked, her trepidation rising.

“I'll show you to him.” The guard motioned in the direction of the tombs. Firelight from the torches
spilled out the narrow entrance and pooled in acircle on the ground.

Nell considered her options. She could decline, run back to the palace and the safety of Akhenaten’s
arms. But if she did that, then she’ d have to postpone her trip home -- maybe indefinitely. Or she could
go into the tombs and face Ramose, discover his reason for summoning her, and maybe find her way
homewhile shewas at it.

A vizier shouldn’t have the right to order the queen around, should he? She wished she' d done more
research into ancient Egyptian culture when preparing for her roles, but it had al been so smple when the
scripts were aready written, and al she had to do was ook pretty and try not to screw up thelines.

She glanced at the Ky asif the answer were written there, but the moon and brilliant stars only glittered
back, awaiting her decison.

“Lead theway,” she said findly, gesturing to the guard. She kept her gaze low, her atention focused on
the man' s heavy footfdls. Torches had been set in the wal on either sde of the entrance, illuminating a
few feet down the corridor. The guard grabbed one and marched ahead, holding the light source high
above his head.

“Why isRamose here?’ Nell asked the guard, but received no reply. He continued walking, leading
them down one corridor after another. Nell tried to keep track of the mazelike twists and turns, but
eventudly confuson set in and she gave up. Ramose had the upper hand now, holding her fatein his
hands. She trembled at the thought and forced hersdlf to keep going.

She paused and attempted to glance into different chambers as they passed them, hoping to catch sight
of the one she' d come through, but the guard kept moving, and she feared being |eft donein the dark.
She couldn’t be sure how often people came down here, and she didn’t relish the thought of wandering
around the tombs for hours, maybe even longer. In her twenty-four years, she’ d never considered the
possihility of meeting her end in a three-thousand-year-old tomb.

Sheran to catch up to the guard. The symbol on thewall, the salvation that would finaly bring her home,
would just haveto wait.

When shefindly found it, she' d leave this place forever. The portd would sweep her away from herein
the blink of an eye.

Away from Ramose. And Akhenaten.

She was about to ask the guard to turn back when he paused at the entrance to alarge chamber. Inside,
it was as empty astherest of the rooms they’ d passed, butRamose' s imposing figure seemed tofill the
cavernous area. Torches cast aflickering pool of pae light around him, and his skin glistened with a
golden sheen.

She grolled in proudly, her head high, her gaze even with his. No matter how intimidated she might fed,
shedecided not to let it show. She couldn’t let him have even that satisfaction, no matter how minor.



“Ah, Nefertiti,” Ramose said, hisvoice ashadow of amenacing whisper. Nell flinched without meaning
to,then curled her handsinto fists at her sdesto keep from doing it again.

“How good of you to come.” Ramose waved the guard away, and Nell heard the man’ s footsteps
retreating down the corridor. She was aone now, alone with aman shedidn’t trust, in tombs already
prepared to welcome her dead body. She fought back a shiver.

“If there' s something you have to say,then say it,” she snapped, gathering strength from the sound of her
own voice resonating off the chamber walls. “ Otherwise, I'm going back to the palace.” Shewhirled on
her hed and headed for the halway.

“Not so fast, my queen.”

Nell froze with her hand on the archway and turned back. She'd comethisfar. If he' d intended to harm
her, he probably would have done it by now.

“| saw you,” he said.

“Wall, then. I’'m glad we got that straightened out,” Néll said, rolling her eyes. She turned back to the
exit.

“| saw you arrive.”
Nell’ s blood turned to ice, and she spun back, dowly, to face him.
“Youmean..”

Ramose nodded. “1 was there. When whatever demon that created you sent you here. Y ou’ re not
Nefertiti.”

The room spun around Nell, and she leaned back against the wall to steady hersdif.

“You're being foolish,” she said, but her voice quivered. Her mouth had gone dry, and she flicked her
tongue over her parched lips.

“WEe |l seeif the pharaoh shares your opinion.”

Oh, God. If he tellsAkhenaten ...

Nell took a deep bresth, fought to gain back some control over her emotions. “Y ou don’'t mean to go to
the pharaoh with these wild accusations. How would you even try to convince him that hiswifeisn't
redly hiswife?’

Ramose shrugged. “I'll tell him what | saw. Nefertiti stood in the middle of the room; then you showed
up. For amoment, there were two identical versions of Egypt’s queen. Then you walked right into her,
blended into her form.” He took afew steps closer, until he stood just inches away.

He leaned forward and whispered in her ear. “Y ou survived. Shedidn’'t.”



Chapter Eleven

“That'sridiculous,” Nell said when she could find her voice. Thewall againgt her back no longer offered
comfort, but made her fed trapped, likeawild anima in asolid cage.

“Isit?” Ramose asked,a sneer plastered on hiswide face.

“Of course.Do you even redlize what you're saying? Y ou'reclaming | killed Nefertiti. That | killed
myself!” Ndl’svoice rose, and the echo bounced off thewalls of the chamber. Anger flared in her; anger
and fear, and she held back the urge to lunge at him, to scream, argue, and holler until he listened to
reason.

Ramose didn’t reply. He turned his back to her and walked out, leaving Néll to scan the room quickly
for any sgn of asymbol on thewall that could bring her home. If there was ever atimeto flee ancient
Egypt, thiswas definitely it. Ramose would tell Akhenaten she wasn't Nefertiti. He d tell the pharaoh
exactly what he saw as she came through, and though the claim would sound farfetched, Nell couldn’t be
surethat Akhenaten wouldn't believe him.

Ramose’ sdeep voice thundered from the hallway, and he returned amoment later with the guard in tow.
“Please show our lovely queen the way out,” he said, gesturing to Nell. She considered arguing, trying to
convince him that she redlly was the queen of Egypt, but quickly changed her mind. Ramose seemed
intent on believing the worst, and if what he said was true, and he actudly had seen her come through the
portd, then no amount of rationdizing could sway hisopinion.

She stumbled after the guard through the corridors, panic building in her throat. She had to find the
portal back to her own time, her own world.

“Wait,” she said to the guard as they passed alarge room. She ducked inside, and the man followed
closeto her hedls.

“Wemust go,” he said, hovering close.

She used the light from his torch to scan the room, then gave a disgppointed sigh when sheredlized this
onewas smaller, narrower than the one she’ d come through.

“Fine,” she mumbled and stepped out into the corridor.

It seemed to take forever to reach the outside, and the stale air in the tombs quickly grew oppressive.
NdI’sthroatcongtricted, and her bregthing came in ragged, shalow gasps. Over his shoulder, the guard
gave her apuzzled look but didn’t stop to inquire about her well-being.

Fine.l don’t need your concern anyway. | just need to get home.

Outside, paelight streaked the sky, the sun just beginning to rise. She hadn’t had any degpin over
twenty-four hours, but the adrenaline running through her veins kept her dert and aware.

The guard took up his post by the doors. He wasn’t under ordersto take her back to the palace, but
there was no way shewould re-enter the tomb ether. She glanced longingly at the solid brick wals, the



thick rock that kept her away from the portal that could take her home. If only she knew exactly where
to find the gateway to her own world, she might be able to make arun for it through the guards, then
dash through the halls until she reached the right room and could fling herself through the portal.

Sheredized she was staring, and the guards watched her warily. She gave them a hdf-hearted wave and
headed toward the city, where the pale gleam of dawn shimmered on the rooftops.

Her only chance wasto get Akhenaten fully on her sde.Ramose' s dlamswould plant doubtsin hismind,
make him reconsider the wisdom in letting her roam the palace and the Streets done. Even though
Akhenaten held deep religious beliefs and worshiped Aten absolutely, it didn’t mean hedidn’t believein
demons, or whatever Ramose thought she was.

She strolled through the streets, where the citizens of Akhet-Aten had begun to stir. A group of children
watched her wide-eyed, picking &t their noses and scratching at their bellies. Their smileswere genuine,
and she returned them, but their gaiety did nothing to dleviate her anxiety. Sooner or later, she d haveto
face Akhenaten.

She might even haveto tell him thetruth.

A woman carrying asmall child in her arms bumped into Nell and startled her out of her feverish
thoughts. The woman looked like she' d stepped out of a parenting magazine, her hands wrapped around
the child, smelling of fresh-baked bread and warm milk.

“I'm sorry,” Ndll said, beaming asmile at the boy in the woman' s arms. He couldn’t have been any
older than two, histhick, curly hair, bright eyes, and chubby cheeks giving him the appearance of a
grinning cherub.

“Wadll, aren’'t you cute,” Ndll said, and the child reached out of his mother’ s grasp and wrapped his smdll
armsaround Néll’ s neck.

The woman laughed and tried to pull him back, but he had atight grip, and Nell wrapped her arms
around him and drew him close, while his mother nodded approvingly. “He likesyou,” she said, and Nédll
nodded, content to bask in the smell of the child’swarm, honey-scented skin.

“I should apologize,” the woman said, stroking her son’sarm. “But he' s never done thisbefore. He
usudly shiesaway from strangers.”

A smdll gurglefollowed by a cooing sound came from deep within the child’ sthroat, and Nell knew
she' d found the answer to the questions plaguing her.

When the boy findly disentangled himself from her and nestled safely in hismother’ sarms, Nell placed a
hand on her dightly swollen somach.

“Who would he rather believe?” Nell murmured aoud as she turned away from the happy family. “His
vizier, or the mother of hischild?’

Akhenaten burst through the double-door entrance into the palace and marched confidently in the
direction of the treasure room. Behind him, the guards quickened their pace to keep up, and no one
spoke, afact for which Akhenaten was grateful. He' d had plenty of time on hisway here to consider



bothRamose' s and Nefertiti’ swords.

They had each warned him about the other. Ramose said Nefertiti had depleted the entire royal treasure,
but she' d denied it, and Akhenaten felt inclined to believe her. He' d known Nefertiti for years, and she'd
never been the type to spend frivoloudy. Ramose, on the other hand, had also been aloyd servant for a

long time, and Akhenaten was no more eager to suspect hismotives.

He bolted up the thick marble stepstwo at atime. He wanted to see forhimsdf , to enter the room and
findit il brimming with treasure, filled with al the gold and precious stones he remembered from his
father’ sreign.

The doors to the treasure room loomed before him, large and golden, and Akhenaten faltered with his
hand on the handles. Two guards, their massive bodies hard and intimidating, stood beside the entrance.

What if the treasure had redlly been squandered? Were they even guarding anything at al?

Nonsense A lifetime sworth of treasure couldn’t be frittered away in afew short months, no matter how
lavish and wasteful awoman’ stastes.

He pushed the doors open and walked into the chamber. The torches on the walls burned throughout
the day and night, and the soft orange glow of fireight shone over the room.

But there was nothing for it to illuminate, and the blaze cast empty pools of light over the smooth marble
floor. No gold coins stacked in neat piles. No necklaces, pendants, bracelets, or rings. No gems, golden
chalices, or statues.

No treasure.

Akhenatenbellowed, athroaty sound that broke from deep within hislungs and bounced off the empty
walls. The guards rushed in, weapons at the ready.

“Get Ramose.Now.” He struggled to maintain control, to resist lashing out at the nearest person. The
guards | eft the room before Akhenaten had to order them a second time.

He circled the room, refusing to believe his eyes. How could it dl be gone? He bent down and ran his
hand aong the marble floor, feding its smooth, polished texture benesth his pam. Not even one gold coin
glittered up a him. Not one precious gem, one diamond or ruby. There was nothing | eft.

“He snot here,” aguard reported, out of breath. The man must have run the entire span of the palacein
afew short minutes.

“Find him.” Akhenaten sad, digging hisfingernalsinto hispam. “Find him now.”

The guard bowed and rushed off, giving ordersto the other men waiting patiently outside the doors. The
clang of weapons and low stomp of sandaled feet signaled the guards storming off to obey his orders.

Ramose had blamed Nefertiti for the missing coffers, but Akhenaten refused to believe shewas
responsible. She' d have no reason to takeit dl. If she had needed the funds, she’'d havetold him.

Which left only one possible concluson.Ramose was lying. That didn’t mean he' d stolen the royd
treasure, but the entire Stuation made little sense. What if the trusted roya vizier had smply changed the



designated treasure room and moved al therichesto asafer place? But if he had, why had he not said
s0? And what place could be safer than the insde of the roya palace? No citizen dared to comein here.
The servants and guards had been handpicked, chosen for their rdiability, faith inAten , and willingnessto
serve the pharaoh a any cost. Many had been with the royd family for generations.

And no servant could carry off an entire treasure trove without Someone noticing.

Whoever took the fortune had to have had access to this room. The guards would have let him pass
without question, without sopping him when he carried out armfuls of gold.

Only two people besidenimsdf had that kind of accessto the palace, that kind of authority.
Nefertiti and Ramose.

Akhenaten rushed out of the room and sprinted down the corridors. He flung open door after door,
dartling servants and other pal ace occupants dike. He walked in on a couple making love and only
paused long enough to admire the swell of abreast, the lean muscle of along leg. Hedidn't take thetime
to gpologize, but continued tearing across hdlways and bursting through doors, many splintering asthey
hit the wall with the force of hisfury.

When he reachedRamose' s chambers, he paused to search them, flinging aside bedcovers, throwing
robes on the ground. He wasn't sure what he expected to find. Ramose certainly couldn’t have hidden
the entire missing treasurein hisdrawers.

Akhenaten paused for bresth only long enough to fed the anger pouring through his veins, then continued
ravaging the vizier’ sroom. He was meticulous, lifting tablets, scanning scrolls, smashing urnsto fragments,
but by the time he had trashed the entire chamber, it had become clear there wasn't onegold coinin
there that didn’t belong to Ramose.

Spent and weary, Akhenaten made hisway back to the treasure room. There, he sat on the ground and
leaned his head againgt the wall.

He d wait. His guards would find Ramose eventually, and when they did, the roya vizier would be held
responsible for every lost coin, every ounce of gold, and every precious gem that he couldn’t account for.

“Where isthe Pharaoh?’ Nell demanded when she entered the palace.

The guard at the entrance was quick to answer. “He sin the treasure chamber. Would you like an
escort?’

“No. Just point mein theright direction. | canfind it.”

Heindicated up amarble staircase and to the left, and Nell took off running. She had to reach
Akhenaten before Ramose did. Akhenaten loved her, but would that be enough to save her from
accusations of ... what?Witchcraft?

She shook her head and dashed down the corridor, the golden etched doors no more than a blur around
her. She stopped abruptly before alarge entrance, brighter and more ornate than the others. The door
was dightly gar, and she peered through the narrow opening.



Akhenaten sat on the floor, cradling his head in his hands. The hollow room seemed to pulsate around
him, the empty void atangible, stifling weight bearing down on his shoulders.

“Thiscan't bethe treasure room,” she said, stepping insde and closing the door behind her. “It's
empty.”

He lifted his head, his handsome features reflecting no warmth or welcome. “1 hadn’t noticed.” Histone
was laced with sarcasm, and Nl winced at her insengtivity.

“I’'m sorry,” shesaid, her voice low and soothing. She knelt beside him and ran ahand through histhick
black hair.

“Did you takeit?” Helooked up at her, his gaze so intense, she couldn’t have hidden the truth from
him -- even if she knew what it was.

“No.”

He sghed, the urgency and tenson draining out of hisvoice. “That’ swhat | thought.If not you, then
who?’

“Ramose.” The answer came swiftly, along with flashes of Ramose' s hard features twisted into agrimace,
and the way he' d looked at her back in the tombs.

“Maybe,” Akhenaten admitted. “ And yet, who could carry an entire lifetime' s worth of treasures out of
theroya palace? My father accumulated many of these during hisreign.” He gestured around him, asif
he could ill seethe mountains of coinsand jewels.“ And hisfather before him. And now look a me. I've
logitdl.”

Helowered his gaze, and Nell wrapped her arms around him. He laid his head on her chest and sighed
deeply. Tears stung her eyes. She couldn’t bear to see him so devastated. Not him, not this man who had
aways been so authoritative and in control.

She leaned her chin on hishead as he curled up closer to her.
“I have something to tell you. It might even cheer you up.”
“I doubt it, but try me.”

Nell took adeep breath, unsure of whether she was doing the right thing. She' d decided to keep her
pregnancy asecret a first, convinced that the truth would only hurt him, bring back painful memories of
al those miscarriages. Then she' d thought she could use the baby asleverage, away to make Akhenaten
believe her rather than Ramose.

But thiswas different. Sitting here on the cool marble floor, understanding Akhenaten’ s disappointment,
his betraya at whoever had done thisto him, made her redize that ababy might be just what he needed
to bring hope back into his beautiful green eyes.

Shetook his hand and guided it to the swell of her somach. Akhenaten’ slarge pam was warm and
comforting. Would the baby be aware of it? She thought she fdt adtirring in her somach, like butterfly
wings beating againgt her from theinsde.



“I"'m pregnant,” she whispered, and Akhenaten’ s body stiffened againgt hers. For along moment, he
didn’t move, and she feared that she’d misread him, that perhaps he wouldn't be as happy about a baby
as she' d thought.

Then his hand started moving in dow circlesover her bely. “A baby,” hewhispered, hisvoice unsteady.

Helifted his head from her chest and pierced her eyes with aquestioning gaze. Nell nodded, anxiousto
speak, yet fearing if she opened her mouth, she' d start crying and wouldn’t stop.

Heleaned in to kiss her, but the gentle touch she expected turned into a possessive, wild embrace. His
mouth tasted of tears. His hands were everywhere, over her shoulders, arms, and back, pausing only to
cup her breasts for asecond before moving on, lingering over her ssomach, and down her thighs. Hislips
pressed againgt hers, and his tongue explored her mouth with afevered need. His hunger darmed and
aroused her, histouch sending waves of heat to her pussy.

She gave in to the kisses, the caresses, the wild abandon. Her body responded to hiswith intense
urgency, and she moaned againgt his mouth, felt the wetness pool between her legs.

His hand found her dick cunt, and she gasped when his fingers brushed against her swollen folds. She
nibbled hislower lip as he cupped her intimatdy in hiswarm pam, exploring her pussy, his hand tender
and gentle. He ran two fingers dowly up and down her dit, sending shivers down her spine with every
stroke.

Nl leaned back and spread her legsfor him.

“I love not having to wear panties,” she said, closing her eyes, Akhenaten’ s bresth hot against her
mound.

“What are panties?’ he asked, then licked her, aquick stroke down her opening.

She squirmed and whimpered in delight, lifting her hips, yearning to bring her eager pussy back into
contact with his mouth.

“They're... oh!” Heflicked thetip of histongue againgt her clit, and her bresth caught in her throet, all
other thoughts forgotten.

“Oh?" he asked, insarting afinger ingde her tight hole. “They're oh?’

Néll tried to laugh, but it came out as another moan. He seemed encouraged by her excitement and
continued lapping at her cunt, hiswet, hot tongue and hisfinger moving in unison. He nibbled at her
swollenlips, taking them in hismouth, running histongue aong her soft folds.

She shifted her hips, driving them higher so she could experience more of him, more of his mouth and
fingers, more of the way her pussy clamped against his mouth. She closed her eyes and shuddered in an
overwhelming orgasm, her muscles clenching in ecstasy, arush of heet cascading through her body.

Spent, shelay back on the floor, thankful for the cool marble against her skin.

He moved between her legs, nudged thetip of his cock against her dit. She opened her eyes and
marveled a him, his naked body hovering just above hers. She hadn’t seen him shed his clothes.



“Youlook amazing,” shetold him, and hedid. Thefirdight played over his smooth chest, his muscular
arms. It glinted off the curly hair between hislegs, and she stirained her neck to get a better glimpse of his
cock, hard and deek.

He bent over her and trapped her mouth againgt his, and she tasted herself on him. Grinding her hips
againg his, she grabbed his ass, bringing him deep into her with one dow thrugt.

She loved the fed of hisbody on top of her, the heavy, masculine weight against her breasts. He kept his
cock deep within her, moving it only margindly insde, until Nell thought she’d go out of her mind. Thetip
of his cock nudged againgt her inner core, driving every senditive nerve ending to extreme pleasure. He
lowered his head and took afirm nippleinto his mouth, nibbling and sucking oniit.

“I’m going to come again,” she said, the words coming out as a ragged whisper.

He plunged his cock into her, hard, rolled the nipple against histongue, and Nell groaned, another
orgasm raging through her. Her muscles clamped together, the intensgity of the orgasm clenching her
pussy, her ass, al the way to her toes.

Akhenaten nuzzled her neck. His fingers gripped her ass; his cum flooded and filled her and spilled
warmly down her thighs. She nibbled a his ear and clamped her legs around hiswaist, holding himin.

“I| want every drop,” she whispered to him as he came, his body shuddering with the strength of his
release. He looked into her eyes asthe last of his orgasm subsided, alonging look that made Nell’'s
breeth catch in her throat.

He hovered above her, his semi-erect cock still inside her pussy, and Nell decided there was no better
feding in theworld. Shetightened her grip on hiswaist and brought him down to her, then flipped them
S0 that she sprawled on top of him.,

He grinned, and the light in his eyes was genuine, dl thoughts of treasure or the empty room around them
Seemingly forgotten.

“A baby,” he said, and she kissed him, trailing her lips softly acrosshis.

“Our baby,” she agreed.

Chapter Twelve

Akhenaten awoke with acramp in his shoulder and down hisarm. Nefertiti nestled comfortably against
him, and he redized they’ d falen adeep on the hard floor of the treasure chamber. Hisarm tingled with
pain, but he didn’'t want to rise and wake her, so he cupped her breast in hisfree hand and pressed
himsdlf tight against her back.

She girred, moaning softly in her deep, and Akhenaten buried hisfacein her hair, inhding her scent and
marveling a theway she dways smdled like honey.



“You awake?" Nefertiti whispered.

“It seemswe both are.”

Nefertiti shivered, goose bumps marring her soft, naked flesh.

“You're cold,” Akhenaten observed. “We redly should have gone back to bed.”

“But thisis so much more romantic,” she said, turning to face him. She ran her hand along the side of his
face then planted aswift kisson hislipsthat left him grinning.

“I love waking up with you,” he said.

“Then you should do it more often.” Nefertiti ran her hand over his chest, down his scomach, until she
grasped his hardening cock. “Yum,” she said, and her tongue darted over her lipsin one of the most
sensua moves Akhenaten had ever seen.

“ByAten , you're beautiful.”

Sheinclined her head gracioudly, asif such compliments on her gppearance were commonplace.
Akhenaten was't surprised. She probably heard it al the time from her sster and the femae davesthat
cared for her. A pang of jealousy struck him when he thought about other men praising her in the same
way, but he pushed the thought out of hismind and concentrated instead on Nefertiti’ s swift hand
movements.

She' d brought his cock to itsfull length with her minigtrations, and she continued to stroke him, hard,
while staring deeply into hiseyes. The unrestrained lust in her gaze aroused him even further, and his cock
throbbed eagerly againgt her palm. He il couldn’t believe this was hiswife, the same woman who only
months ago wouldn’t have sex with him unless he practicaly begged, and even then it was aquick and
dirty affair. Afterward, he dwaysfdt anful for having made her endure something she clearly didn’t

enjoy.

But the woman in his arms this morning couldn’t get enough. He grinned a Nefertiti, and she smiled
back, then ran her nails softly over hisballs. He groaned and closed his eyes, and when he opened them,
found that Nefertiti had dithered down the marble floor and held his cock before her mouth.

Shelicked thetip of his shaft dowly,then enveloped his entire length in her warm mouth. The feding was
exquisite, and he tangled his handsin her hair as her talented mouth did up and down his tiff cock. She
paused, and his cock escaped her mouth with aloud pop.

“I can dill taste myself onyou,” she sad, licking her lips.

Akhenaten couldn’t reply. He just groaned again, thinking about how his astute mind turned incoherent
when she acted thisway.

Nefertiti went back to work on his cock, trailing her mouth over itslength,then taking it al in sothetip
nudged the back of her throat. She durped hungrily at his shaft, her hand gripping his cock and diding up
and down aong with her mouth. She sped up, and he tightened his grip on her hair, hisdesire urging her
on.

Cupping his ballswith her free hand, she squeezed gently, and Akhenaten couldn’t hold back any longer.



He closed his eyes, thrust his hips forward, and squirted his fluid down her throat as she kept him steady
in her mouth and swallowed every drop he had to offer.

Helay back, spent, and she climbed up over him, her pussy hovering just over his softening cock. She
pressed her breasts together, pinched each nipple between thumb and forefinger. Her folds glistened with
wetness, inviting his touch. He reached for her, but she moved just out of hisgrasp, giggling.

“We should probably get up before they send in asearch party to make sure we're il actudly here,”
shesaid.

Akhenaten nodded. “That' s probably agood idea. The guards should have found Ramose by now, and
| want to dedl with thisquickly.”

“I should go see my sigter.” Nell picked up her garment from the floor and wrapped it around herself.
She struggled with the ties for amoment, then finaly had them in place, the formfitting materid dinging to
her curves.

Akhenaten hadn’t moved from the floor, content to watch her as she dressed, but she nudged him
playfully with her foot. “Wel? Areyou just going to liethere al day?’

He made a sudden grab for her, but she jumped out of theway. “You'll haveto try harder than that,”
she said, her tone playful and inviting.

He stood up and lunged at her, then pinned her back against the wall. Her slvery laugh filled the empty
room. “You'redl thetreasure| need,” he said, claiming her mouth. She melted into the kiss, and he
parted her lipswith histongue, eager for another taste of her.

A knock on the door startled them both out of the kiss, and Akhenaten sighed deeply and reached for
hisclothes. “ Stal them for asecond, will you?’

She nodded and headed for the door.

She spoke to whoever it was while he dressed, though he couldn’t hear her words. When he was
presentable, he went to join Nefertiti in greeting their unwelcome guest.

He gpproached the door and found aguard standing there. The man was dightly overweight, with a
round face and small, dark eyes, narrowly set. “This better be important.”

“Itis,” theman said, bowing low before Akhenaten. “We thought you' d like to know that we haven't
found Ramose yet.”

“Let meseeif | undergtand this” Akhenaten stroked his chin thoughtfully. “Y ou interrupted my leisurely
morning with my wifeto tell methat you haven't been able to do your duty?’

The guard' s eyebrows furrowed in confusion. “Wdll, we -- that is, | thought --”
“Frel’ll find him mysdif. Isthat dl?’

The man nodded, bowed quickly, and retreated. Nefertiti turned to Akhenaten with asmile. “1 think you
scared him,” she said.



“I don't understand.” Akhenaten ran a hand through his hair. “How could they not have found him? This
isn't alargecity. It'san even smdler palace. And asfar as| know, he has no ideawe re searching for
him, so he should have no reason to hide.”

Nefertiti shrugged. “Hewasin thetombslast night ...” Her voice fatered, and the color drained from her
face. Then she shook her head and a dazzling smile replaced the brief look of fear that had fluttered
across her features.

“I haveto go,” shesaid.

He embraced her and kissed her again, deeply. Thistime, her eager tongue searched for hisas her
breasts pressed up against his chest. When his cock began to harden again, he moaned againgt her mouth
and forced himsdlf to pull away.

“| could tay here and fuck you dl day,” he said.

“Ditto.” She winked at him and flew through the door and down the hallway before he could say another
word.

He made a mental note to ask her what “ditto” meant, and headed for the front entrance. A group of
guardsfdl into step behind him.

Outside, sticky air clung to his skin. He breathed deeply and sent aquick prayer up toAten . It was
because of him that life bloomed in Egypt. Birds sang their praisestoAten , flowersturned their headsin
admiration, and people -- well, maybe not al, but most -- whispered fervent prayersin
acknowledgement of his power.

Akhenaten paused in the garden, stretched hisarms wide, and lifted hisface up to the sun. Therays
were warm on his skin, dmost uncomfortable, yet he couldn’t help but grin. After theincredible night

he' d spent with Nefertiti, everything looked brighter, hopeful, even with the mystery of the missing
treasure gill unsolved. He had no doubt that his new relationship with hiswife wasAten's doing. After al,
his god had the power to bring life to the smallest seedling, to warm the skin of any unbdliever. Hewas
certainly able to bring together two people who had always belonged together, to make them fit and
complement one another in away they never had before.

And the baby! The miracle that had seemed logt to them after so many miscarriages hovered on the edge
of redlity. Of course, there was no guarantee that the same tragedy wouldn’t befd| them thistime, but it
fdlt different somehow. Nefertiti was stronger. She seemed more capable of bringing alifeinto thisworld.
As unreasonable as that sounded, Akhenaten knew that Nefertiti’ s new strength and determination would
carry over to their baby aswell. The child she carried was in good hands, both Nefertiti’sandAten's .

Hissmile didn’'t waver as he walked down the dusty road, his gaze fixed on the glittering water before
him. The Nile appeared even more striking when highlighted by Aten’s brilliant rays, and today the water
shimmered with an unmatched splendor. Gold and white sparkles danced on the surface, and ashe
approached, the shimmer brightened, leaped alittle faster.

He wished Nefertiti was with him to witnessAten’s glory on this perfect afternoon. Birds chirped in the
distance, and the softest breeze ruffled through the small patches of grass and flowers nearby. The scent
of jasmine permested the hot air, the perfect touch to an atmosphere that aready overwhemed his
Senses.



He thought about her as hewalked, the soft curve of her breasts, her wide hips and narrow waist, the
gap between her thighsthat displayed the velvety lips dick with moisture. He grew hard at the thought,
and his hand wandered absently over the bulge beneeth hisloincloth. Other than the guards who followed
him, hewas done by the Nile, al the citizens of Akhet-Aten mogt likely still working on adding thefind
touchesto the city.

A solitary palm tree stood near alarge rock formation alittle further down the Nile from where
Akhenaten stood, and afigure sat cross-legged at its base. Akhenaten approached dowly, tentatively,
unwilling to disturb aman so fervently rapt in prayer.

The man wore massive dark robes, even in the sweltering hest, and Akhenaten stopped in histracks,
stunned by recognition. His guards hadn’t been able to find Ramose, but he had, led no doubt by Aten’'s
ever-watchful eye. There should have been no reason Akhenaten had chosen to walk this path today, yet
he d followed hisfeet and ended up exactly where he needed to be.

Akhenaten gpproached quietly, still wary of disturbing prayerstoAten .Ramose's head was bent low, his
hands clasped beneath his chin, and the words he murmured blended together into a soft, indiscernible
chant.

Before Akhenaten could get close enough to hear the words, Ramose stood up abruptly, asif he'd
sensed Akhenaten’ sapproach.

“Y ou've been looking for me,” he said, without a hint of surprisein hisvoice.

“Yes” Akhenaten admitted, feding alittle shegpish. Then he remembered the empty treasure room, and
aswift bout of anger swept through him. “It’ s about the treasure.”

“It' smissing.” Ramose shrugged, unconcerned.

“I know that,” Akhenaten said between clenched teeth. “What | want to know iswhy you took it.” The
blunt approach had to be better than finesse and delicacy, at least with Ramose. Subtlety would never
work. Ramose would fed insulted, and then he' d refuse to offer any kind of explanation for the
disappearance of alifetime sworth of accumulated treasure.

“I didn't takeit. | thought we aready spoke about this.”

“Y ou blamed Nefertiti. She blamesyou.”

A grim smiletugged at the corners of Ramose’ s mouth.” Ah, Nefertiti. | should have guessed. Did shetdll
you about our little encounter in thetombslast night?” Hewiggled his brows suggestively.

The anger dready surging through Akhenaten’ sveinsintengfied swiftly. “ Nefertiti wasn't in the tombs
last night. She was with me, at the temple. Then she waswith me again &t the palace.”

“But where was shein between?’
“No more games, Ramose. What are you implying?’

“Simply this” he said, lifting hishandsin a gesture of sheer innocence that fit him about aswell asa
confident smileonMuet’ s face. “ Perhgps your wifeisn't being as honest with you asyou' d liketo think.”



“Y ou seem to be forgetting that the wife you speak of isaso the queen of Egypt.Y our queen.”

“I haven't forgotten.” He narrowed his eyes and fixed Akhenaten with afierce glare. “I only hopeyou're
willing to keep an open mind. Y ou seem allittle ... soft, when it comesto her.”

Akhenaten stood there, gaping, staring at the man who had dared to speak so boldly to him. “Watch
your tongue,” he said when hefinally overcame his shock. “Or you might find it removed from your body
before the process of mummification can do the same.”

Heturned on hished and stormed off. The unrelenting sun blazing down on him no longer had the
invigorating effect it had just minutes before. Now it felt heavy, likeit pressed an extraburden on his
shoulders.

Nefertiti had gone back to the tombslast night after heleft her at the templeto pray? Why hadn’t she
toldhim?

Or had she? She' d said that Ramose had been in the tombs, but Akhenaten hadn’t picked up on the
implication that she' d been there with him. What were the two of them doing together in such an odd
place? And what was Nefertiti’ s constant fascination with the tombs? Every time helet her out of his
sight, shefound away to head back there.

Akhenaten suppressed a shiver that had crept over his skin despite the heat. Just when he thought he'd
gotten closer to figuring out the mysteries surrounding the paace since he' d returned, more questions
arose.

Nefertiti blamed Ramose for the lost treasure. Ramose blamed Nefertiti for more than that, stopping just
short of accusing her outright of treason and treachery. And yet the two of them held secret meetingsin
dark placesin the middle of the night!

Akhenaten clenched histeeth and bunched his handsinto fists at his sdes as he marched away from the
serene spot on the Nile. One thing was certain: Nefertiti and Ramose couldn’t both be telling the truth.
Finding the liar had become his top priority, athough unearthing the truth would likely be bittersivest.

Aten, don't let it be Nefertiti.
The sun dipped behind a cloud, and Akhenaten sighed.

Hewas on hisown thistime.

* k %k % %

Nell paused before the doors to the physician’ s chambers, suppressing a shudder that threatened to chill
her blood. She' d come here much too often since she d arrived at the palace, and the physician still made
her uncomfortable. At least thistime her visit wasn't for the purpose of another invasive exam, though
she' d need one of those again sooner or later. Nl didn’t know much about ancient medicine, but since
ultrasound hadn’t been invented, she guessed she was stuck with the physician’s fumbling hands and
prodding fingers.

She sighed and pushed open the doors, expecting to see her sster lying on the dab of marblein the
middle of the room. The examination table was empty, however, and bright beams of light spilled through
the window, casting arefreshing glow over the inhospitable contents of the chamber.



Well, thisis different. It almost looks welcoming.

“Good afternoon, my queen,” the physician said from behind her shoulder, his stale breath warm againgt
her cheek. Nell hadn’t seen him approach, and she jumped at the sound of hisvoice.

Almostwecoming.
She pasted on asmile and turned to greet him. “ And aglorious afternoon itis, isn't it?’

He nodded briefly,then swept past her into the room, heading for the windows. He drew the rich velvet
curtains againg the bright beams of sunlight, casting the room once again into gloom and shadow.

“| cameto seemy sgter.”

“YoungMuet has been moved to her chambers,” the physician said, hisback till turned to her. Inthe
darkness, hisform blended as an indistinct shape into the background, most fusing with the large marble
columnslining thewalls

“I"ll seek her out there, then.”

The moment she turned her back to the room, the wave of apprehension lifted, and Nell was at once
filled with the serene sensation that comes after anight of heavy lovemaking. Her skintingled, her breasts
ft ddicioudy heavy, her nipples senstive and till throbbing from Akhenaten’ s playful nibbles.

The servants she passed in the hallway bowed their heads as she passed, but she caught the furtive
glancesthey cast her from the corners of their eyes. Waslast night’ s ecstasy wrritten plainly on her
features? Or did they merely wonder at the abrupt changesin their queen?

She’ d never been toMuet’ s chambers, but the guards guided her without questioning her strange
request. They didn’'t marvel at the fact that Nell didn’t know the way to her sster’ sroom -- not

outwardly, anyway. She didn’t want to consider what they said about her when she wasn't around, and
the gossip that flew around the servants' quarters.

She knocked softly on the door, andMuet’s muffled reply greeted her amoment | ater.
“I' hopel didn't wakeyou,” Ndl said, gliding into the room and closing the door quietly behind her.

“Not at dl.I’ ve been awake for hours, since before dawn.” Muet glanced out the nearest window. “It's
beautiful, isn't it?”

Nell followedMuet' s gaze and glanced out at the garden that lay beyond the window. Tall grassand
thick bushes surrounded the palace, and the sun’ srays glistened brightly and playfully over the lush

greenay.
“Itis” Nell agreed. “Likeyou.”

She beamed a smile at the young woman and sat down on the edge of the bed. Muetblushed abecoming
shade of red and lowered her eyes.

“You dwayswerekind to me,” shesaid. “At least that much hasn’t changed.”



“And why shouldn’t | be?’ Nl kept her tone light, though apprehension swept through her. “1an’t that
what Sstersarefor?’

Muetnodded, her forehead furrowing. “It' sjust that you' ve been ... different, lately.”
“So you hoticed,” Nell murmured.

“The whole palace has noticed.” Muet raised her head and fixed her Sster with an unflinching stare,
which took Ndll by surprise.

“Yes, well -- I'm not hereto talk about me.”
“Y ou want to know more about the fal, then.”
“Exceptwe both know you didn’t fal.”
Muetlowered her eyesagain. “Of coursel did.”

Nl reached forMuet’s hand and squeezed it tightly. “Y ou don't have to be afraid. Whoever did thisto
you, we Il make him pay.”

Tearswdled inMuet’ s eyes, and asolitary drop did down her cheek. “1 didn't fall,” she whispered,
barely loud enough for Nell to make out the words.

Nl reached out with her free hand and wiped the tear away. “1 know, sweetheart. Now tell me what
happened.”

“No,” Muet shouted, wild panic evident in her teary gaze. “No,” she said again, her voice more subdued
thistime.

“Why not?’
“It’ sfor your own good.”

“Formy good?’ Nell stared atMuet in pure astonishment. “Y ou’ ve got bruises on your face and arms,
and you' re worried about what's good for me? Y ou said it yoursdlf -- I'm different now. And as the new
me, | can certainly take care of mysdlf.”

Muetshook her head, her silky black hair falling over her face. She remained silent as Nell stroked the
back of her hand with her thumb, and it soon became evident that she wouldn’t revea her secrets. Not
today.

“Thisisn't how it sawaysbeen,” Nell said, her voice gentle, hoping to prodMuet out of her despair.
“Since Akhenaten’ sreturn to the palace, it’ s been one problem after another, but underneath it al | sense
contentment, even happiness. We need to get our minds off everything that’ s happened in the last few

days.Any suggestions?’

Muetbrushed her hair away from her eyes, and the corners of her mouth lifted in atentative smile. “A
fediva,” shesad.



Yes.

Images of alavish cdebration, filled with exotic food, music, and, above al, laughter, came unbidden to
Nel’smind.

“We had one before, years ago,” Muet said asif senang Nell’ s excitement.

There would be dancing, of course, Nell thought, asmile playing upon her lips. She pictured couplesin
tight embraces, the glow of passion written plainly acrosstheir faces.

“A fedtivd,” Nell murmured, still lost in theworld her imagination had crested. In her mind, the couples
explored each other’ s bodies, shedding clothes as they swayed to the music.

“Yes” Nell continued, unable to hide the broad smile any longer. “Buit | think thisone will be different.”

The strength of the sun made Akhenaten’ s eyes water, and he lifted his hand to hisforehead to shidd his
eyesfrom the penetrating rays. Swest dripped down his brow, but he didn’t want to go back to the
palace, not yet, not until he had more answers to the questions that plagued him. Facing Nefertiti now,
with no newsto share, wouldn’t get him any further in his search for the truth.

He hadn’t noticed anything exorbitant in the paace, so if Nefertiti had in fact taken the treasures, she
hadn’t spent the funds on items to improve her surroundings. But what €l se could she have splurged on?
Unless she had stashed the treasures away somewhere out of sight, she' d need to have something to
show for that much roya gold.

Heturned to one of the guardstrailing him. “ Are there any unusua buildingsin the city? Anything |
hadn't ordered built that’ s being worked on?’

The guard furrowed his brows in concentration, then shook his head. “I don’t believe so. There sthe
palace, the temple, the tombs.” He counted the buildings on hisfingers as he rattled them off. “ Then there
are the police barracks and military headquarters, the storehouse, the inn, the records office, the clerks
office, the office of works--"

“The office of works,” Akhenaten said, interrupting the flow of the guard’ srecitation. “ Take methere.”
“Thisway,” the guard indicated, and Akhenaten fell into step beside him.

If Nefertiti hadn’t been buying lavish silks, exotic jewds, or other embel lishments, perhaps she had used
the funds to procure some work. The office of works held each worker’ s contract, and he' d be able to
find out if Nefertiti had hired anyone on her behdf.

Guilt settled in Akhenaten’ s ssomach, heavy and laden. Nefertiti had stated time and again that she
was't respong ble for the missing treasure and that she hadn’t spent any of it. Y et with Ramose inssting
that he wasn't to blame either, Akhenaten had quickly run out of suspects.

Nefertiti had been through many difficult events of late. And she' d hit her head in the tombs, which
meant it could be possible she didn’t remember some of the things she might have donein his absence.
The thought made him anxious and frustrated, and he worked his lower lip between histeeth asthe guard
led him through the city. The shouts and sweet laughter of children accompanied him, but even those



joyful soundsfaled tolift hisspirits.

If Nefertiti couldn’t remember squandering away alifetime sworth of royd treasure, what el se could she
have forgotten? She was so beautiful, with her smooth olive skin, shiny black hair, and lusciouscurves,
and it would have been easy for her to take alover in his absence. How could he be sure she' d been
celibate the entire time he' d been away? What proof did he have that the child she carried was his?
Jedlousy dtirred through hisveins, and he clenched hisfigts at hissides.

No. He couldn’'t alow his doubtsto stand in the way of their new relationship. He d sensed she' d been
as honest with him as she could be, aside from the odd meeting with Ramose the night before. HE'd
definitely haveto ask her about that.

They stopped in front of apale, unremarkable building and climbed a set of crooked marble steps.
Though the office of workswas spacious, the air insde was musty and dry, and Akhenaten coughed to
clear hislungs. The man behind the counter rose quickly when he saw the pharaoh and his entourage, set
aside the scroll he' d been reading, and dropped into adeep bow. Akhenaten greeted him with asmile.

“1 only have afew questions,” he said asthe man Straightened. “Y ou keep dl the records of the work
that has been completed inAkhet-Aten , isthat correct?’

“Yes” theman said, nodding abruptly. He was thin, with long, gangly limbs and piercing blue eyes. “We
also keep records of the work in progress, and work that has been contracted but not yet begun due
to ... lack of funds.” He dropped his gaze to the floor as he uttered the last few words.

Akhenaten smoothed his featuresinto the impassive mask of authority, but cringed inwardly. So, the lack
of royal treasure had dready begun to affect everyone, including the workers who should have continued
to labor on building the city toitsfull potentia. He' d definitely have to remedy that, and quickly, before
hisown citizenslost confidencein him.

“Has the queen been here recently?’

The clerk looked perplexed, hisforehead wrinkling.“ The queen? No, | can’t say that she has.”

“Areyou sure? Perhapsit wasn't recently ... it may have been months ago.”

The clerk shook hishead. “1 haven't seenthe queenin hereat al.”

“Fine” Akhenaten rocked dowly back and forth on hisfeet. “Isthere anyone else who works here when
you' re not around?Someone el se who might have taken orders from her for work to be completed in the

aty?’

“Theré snooneese” theclerk ingsted. “I’'m here at all hours. | deep just back there.” He indicated
with histhumb behind his shoulder. “ Any work that has to be done must go through me. | dlocate the
workers available, collect the fee, then impart it to the workers when the task is completed.”

Akhenaten sighed, hisfrustration building. “And you' re sure you’ ve never seen the queen?’

“I'm sure. The only orders from the palace came from theroyd vizier.”

“Ramose?’



“Big man, with no hair and long robes,” the clerk confirmed. “He comesin here weekly to ingpect the
contracts and place more orders for work to be done.”

“And has he had any unusua orders as of late? Something that might cost much more than you'd
expect?’ Akhenaten leaned against the marble dab that served as adesk for the clerk, until hisface was
only inches away from the other man’s.

“N-no,” the clerk stammered, taking a step back. “Infact, | haven’t seen theroyal vizier in weeks, and
he hasn’t been by to pay the workers, either.”

“And before that?What was the last job you completed for him?’

“Thepadace” theclerk said. “It wasfinished just days before you arrived.”

Akhenatennodded, hopel essness and frustration threatening to overwhelm him. He took a deep breath
to calm hisragged nerves. If he didn't get to the bottom of this mystery soon, hisentire city would fal to
ruinsaround him.

“And you' resure you haven't seen the queen here?’

“Likel said, she doesn't come here. She' s never sent amissvein her sead, either.”

“Y ou've been very hdpful,” Akhenaten said, turning to leave. “ Send word if you think of anything else
that might be useful, any strange requests for costly work that might come your way.”

The clerk mumbled something, but Akhenaten wasn't listening. He stared at the entrance, where
Nefertiti stood in the doorway. Her eyes widened when she saw him, and they exchanged an awkward
glance. Her body shifted asif she considered dashing down the street, then she straightened and met his
gazeboldly.

In her arms, she held the golden symbol of Amun-Ra.

Chapter Thirteen

Nél clutched the symbal to her chest, its sharp edges digging into her arms as she stared at Akhenaten.
He rushed toward her, his eyesflaring with barely hidden anger, and grabbed her shoulders.

“What are you doing here?’ heasked, hisvoicelow and menacing. “And why areyou holdingthat? ” He
cast aquick glance at the symbol in her arms, hislip curling in distaste.

Néel’s pulse quickened and her heart hammered, but she held his gaze, determined not to back away.
She had a good reason for being here, and at least part of it had to do with him.

“I had anidea,” she began, and hisgrip on her shoulderstightened. She squirmed, trying to break free,
but he held her securely, and she resigned hersdlf to hishold.

Shetried again. “1 thought it might cheer you up.”



“Y ou thought having my wifewak al over Akhet-Aten with the symbol of an outlawed god in her arms
like acommon traitor would lift my spirits?’ he asked, but his voice was gentler now, and she took
grength fromit.

“Not quite,” she admitted, shaking her head. “I came here to procure some work.”
The cold glint returned to hiseyes. “Like you' ve done before?’

“I have no ideawhat you'retaking about,” Nell answered truthfully. Nefertiti might have come here
before, but she had enough trouble finding this place even with the directions the guards had given her.

He grunted. The sound came from deep within histhroat and made her knees weak with its reminder of
other moans and smilar sounds he' d uttered while making love to her. She hastened to continue.

“Y ou need something to take your mind off everything that’ s been going on around here lately.” She
paused, and when he didn’t stop her, she went on. “I thought afestival might be just the thing to lift
everyone s sprits. You need it, and so doesMuet . And, well, after the last few days, sodo 1.”

Nell took adeep breath and waited for an outburst of anger, but Akhenaten loosened hisgrip on her
shoulders. His features had softened, and he looked at her with kindness and desire, rather than the fury
that had shadowed his gaze only amoment before.

“What did you havein mind?’

She grinned and placed the symbol in front of the clerk on the marble desk, then turned back to
Akhenaten.“Music.Dancing.” Her voice dropped to awhisper.” Sex.”

Akhenaten’ s eyebrows shot up.” Sex?’

She nodded. “ Can you think of a better way to get everyone to loosen up around here? | thought orgies
were commonplacein ancient times....” She bit her lip when she saw the confusion in hiseyes. “1 mean,
before, you know ... when other pharaohs reigned.” She held her breath, but he only nodded at her to
continue.

“| figured we d invite the entire town, regardless of class. Workers have as much right to enjoy
themselves as we do, maybe more after their grueling days. | wanted afeast worthy of royaty, except |
had no way to pay for it.” Her gaze fell back to the symbol of Amun-Ra.

“And you thought trading thisin might provide the fundsfor such afeast?’

“I did,” shesad, unableto hideaamile. “I knew you wouldn’'t missit, and would probably want it gone
regardless. The guards had taken it away for safekeeping, but | managed to get it back from them with a
few well-placed threats.”

Countlesstimes since she'd arrived here she' d been ableto fall back on her acting skillsto get her own
way, to ensure that no one questioned her authority and royal bearing. It had worked so far, with
everyone but Ramose. She banished the thought of the disturbing vizier and focused instead on
Akhenaten.

“I haveto admit, afestival isasplendid idea. It would give the workers something to focus on other than



thelack of funds and the work that has stalled throughout the city.”

“And it would give us an excuse to make lovein front of the entireworld,” Nell said.
Akhenaten’ slips twitched in amusement, and Ndll returned hisinfectious grin.

“What' s gotten into you?’ He asked her, trailing the back of his hand over her cheek.

“You,” she admitted honestly. “I’ ve never wanted anyone theway | want you. And | don’t care who
knowsit. No, wait, that’ s not true. | want everyone to know it.”

Helaughed and drew her into hisarms. She nestled her head beneath his chin, and he wrapped her in his
embrace, holding her close. They clung to each other for awhile, until the clerk cleared histhroat,
reminding them of his presence.

Néll broke away reluctantly and turned back to the man. “Mdit thisdown,” sheinstructed.

The clerk’ s eyeswidened, and he shrugged, looking from her to Akhenaten, who nodded. “Do as she
seys”

Nell beamed a smile Akhenaten’ sway. He opened his mouth asif to say something else, but she cut him
off with further commandsfor the clerk. “Order as much food asis available, dong with music and any
decorations you might need. The fetival will take place at the palace, tonight.”

“Tonight?’ The clerksaid, his expression one of wide-eyed horror. “But thereisn’t enough time.”

“Areyou tdling meit can’'t be done?’ Nel scowled a him. She turned to Akhenaten. “ Arewein need
of anew clerk for the office of works?’

“No need for that,” the man said quickly, lifting the symbol from thedesk. “I'll get to it at once.”
“Good.” Nell did her hand into Akhenaten’s and pulled him away through the open door.

“Areyou sure you should be exerting yoursdlf like this, in your condition? Waking dl over the city,
planning afestivd ...” Akhenaten gazed at her from benesth histhick lashes. “I don’t want anything to
happen to our baby.”

Nell squeezed his hand. “And nothing will. I’ d much rather be here with you, focusing on our well-being,
than cooped up in my room. Besides, the festival isagood idea, and you know it. The clerk will take
careof dl thedetails, and he'll do amarvelousjob under the threat of losing hisjob at the office of
works.”

“You'reright,” Akhenaten agreed. “But | till don't think you should --

“Shush,” Néell said, pressing afinger to hislips. She rose on her tiptoes and kissed his cheek. “Our
baby’ssafe. | promiseyou, | won't lose him.”

“Or her,” Akhenaten said with asmile. “It could beagirl.”

Ndl laughed, delighted at the idea of alittle girl with Akhenaten’ slarge eyes and tan skin. In fact, her
research into Akhenaten’ slife indicated hisfirst child with Nefertiti had been agirl. They’d named her



Meritaten .

“Pretty name,” she murmured.

“What is?’

“Meitaten.Do you likeit?’

He amiled. “WEe |l never be able to keep the suitors away.”

They gtrolled down the road hand in hand for awhile, making their way through the crowd that parted as
they neared.

“How about alittle shade?’ Akhenaten suggested when the temple came into view, and Néell followed
him through atdl gate and into the temple gardens.

Lush greenery sprung up everywhere, dong with white lotus flowers, narcissus, and smdl yellow
chrysanthemums. The smell wasintoxicating, and Nell breathed deeply, inhding the sweet aroma. They
stopped beneath alarge shade tree, beside which asmall pond gurgled softly.

“It'sbeautiful here,” she said asthey sat on the grass, and she laid her head on Akhenaten’ s shoulder.

“Jugt like you.” He bent his head and claimed her lips, his mouth warm and inviting, histongue searching
deeply, possessive and loving. Nell moaned and melted against him.

Her handsfumbled for hisloincloth, still unsure of how it unfastened, so shetugged rdentlesdy at it. The
fabric ripped, and they both froze for amoment; then Akhenaten chuckled and bent his head to nibble at
the side of her neck.

“I’'m sorry,” she whispered, her head thrown back to alow him as much access as he wanted to her
skin. Hetrailed hot kisses down her collarbone and paused between her breagts, his breath warm againgt
her skin.

“I have others,” he said, then continued his thorough exploration of her body. He cupped her breastsin
his hands, twesking the erect nipples between thumb and forefinger. Nell groaned and shivered with
pleasure. The sticky wetness between her legsintensified as she squirmed and spread her thighs open for
him.

Asif on demand, he shuffled lower, grasping her hipsin his strong hands. Histouch felt warm,
reassuring, and shelifted hersdlf off the ground, inviting him to taste her. He trailed more kisses down her
skin, on her ssomach, her hipbone, between her thighs. She tangled her handsin hishair and gave acry of
frugtration.

“I want to be everything to you,” Akhenaten said.

Nell glanced down and saw him staring at her from between her spread legs. He grinned and planted
another kissjust above her dlit, where her skin glistened in the fading sunlight. Akhenaten’ shands did
under her ass, and helifted her dightly, but instead of burying histonguein her, he gave her another
aggravating kiss, lower thistime, just brushing her swollen folds with thetip of histongue.

“You'reinfuriating,” she said between giggles and moans.



“Always,” he answered, hisvoice muffled by her pussy as he buried his face between her legsand
pressed hismouth to it. Histongue dithered itsway down her dit, through the velvety folds, wetting her
dready dick opening even further.

“That'sit,” shesaid, closing her eyes, pulling his head closer.

Akhenaten’ sfinger joined histongue for only amoment, long enough for him to wet it thoroughly
between her folds. He did hisfinger down to her anus, then back to her pussy, gently caressing the
sendtive skin separating the two. He dipped hisfinger into her pussy just enough to make her cry out,
then removed it, histongue still working itsway through her [abia, up to her clit to tease it with aflick,
then back down as he lapped at her.

She couldn’t take it anymore.” Dammit, Akhenaten, fuck me.” She was panting now, beads of swesat
dripping off her forehead and onto her skin and the ground beneeth her.

Akhenaten obeyed, lifting himsdlf up from between her legs and hovering over her. He brought hisfinger
up to her mouth, and she tasted hersdf on him, which only heightened her arousd further.

“You'redeicious,” he murmured in her ear as he positioned himsdlf on top of her, nudging her opening
with hishard cock. “Like honey and sweet wine, only better.”

She grasped hisassin her hands and pulled himin, but he held back, only alowing thetip of his cock to
penetrate her throbbing cunt.

Her frustration built, and she looked at him through a haze of desire. He stared back, his eyes wide and
gncere, and filled with unbridled lust and an intensity that Startled her.

“I loveyou, Nefertiti,” he said, then plunged his cock into her, his gaze never leaving her eyes.

Tearsblurred her vison, and she swallowed hard, the pleasure building inside her with each thrust made
that much more bittersweet by hiswords.

He loves hiswife. Not me.

She shut her eyes againgt the ondaught of tears and moved with him, her hips driving their motion,
Speeding it up. Helowered his head and took anipple into his mouth, sucking on it noisily, the sound
merging with her moans and the shrill cries of birds chirping in the cooling night air.

Nell couldn’t believe how good hefdlt insde her. Hefilled her completdly, not just physicaly, but with
more emotion and lust than she thought possible. The eated joy of fucking him, of having him on top of
her, in her, surrounding her, was more than she could bear.

The musclesin her cunt tightened and pressed on hislarge cock from al sides until she shuddered and
came, clutching his shouldersto her, possessing his cock. Shefdt his surprise, heard hismoan ashe
released his seed inside her, but it was too much for her to take, and it spilled out of her pussy and down
her thighs.

Herolled off her, panting, and looked as spent as she felt. Nell found the strength to turn her head and
dare a him, watching asasmile formed over hislusciouslips.



“Pleasetdl methisisforever,” he said, his green eyesreflecting the moonlight that had settled over
Egypt. Ndl turned her head, unable to reply. She blinked and felt the wetness on her lashes, and thistime
she couldn’t hold the tears at bay. Sherolled on her sde and let them flow, silently, to the ground.

Akhenaten didn’t push her, and he didn’t ask again, though she could sense his disgppointment, could
fed it assharply asif it were her own, clutching a her heart. Maybe it was hers, she thought, as tears wet
the grass beneath her head.

Her heartbreak would know no bounds when she went home.

It had to be tonight. Whether or not the mystery of the missing treasure would be solved at the festival,
Nell couldn’t linger here amoment longer. Her plan hinged on the red Nefertiti returning as Nell dipped
through whatever portal bound their two worlds together. When the woman findly returned, she might be
able to shed some light on what happened to the treasure. But if Nefertitididn’t return, everyone would
assume she' d been guilty al aong.

She sighed and pressed her cheek againgt the rough ground. What did it matter, anyway? Nefertiti
wouldn’t be hereto take the fall.

And Akhenaten would spend the rest of his life wondering why his wife abandoned him.

For amoment, Nell considered confessing everything.Her redl identity, her need to return home. The
impulse vanished as quickly asit had emerged. Leaving them both with heartache was il preferableto
being treated like alundtic.

At least for now.

Chapter Fourteen

Akhenaten leaned againg atree in the palace gardens, watching as the guests shuffled in, most in pairs,
some unaccompanied, their eyes eagerly searching for acompanion to spend the evening with. News of

Nefertiti’ s plansfor tonight’ s festival had spread quickly, and the guests were animated and lively, eager
to take part in the celebration.

A woman nearby laughed loudly, and Akhenaten moved away in search of Nefertiti. She' d mentioned it
would take her awhile to get dressed, so he wasn't concerned that she hadn’t shown up yet. It was till
early, though the moon bathed the garden in its Silvery light and amyriad of stars gleamed from horizon to
horizon. Torches and candles had been lit to illuminate the guests, and overhead, the trees stirred and
whispered.

He stopped in front of agroup of musicians and watched asthey set up their ingruments. There were
only three of them, two men, and awoman dressed in agold shift, the materid stretching tightly across
her body and languidly hugging her curves. Her nipples poked againg the thin fabric, erect and eager,
and Akhenaten’ sgroin stirred with longing.

But he wasn't interested in any other woman. Without so much as a second look, he ambled away from
thetrio, in search of hiswife.



He caught sight of her as she strolled through the archway leading from the palace into the garden. Her
graight, midnight hair hung loose around her shoulders, unadorned but for alarge lotus flower tucked
behind her ear. Her jewel s would have been part of the missing treasure, Akhenaten noted with a
grimace. He had nothing lft to offer hisvillagers, or hiswife.

Her usual white shift had been replaced with a pleated, beaded dress. Shoulder straps and adeep cut
allowed for agenerous view of cleavage and heightened Akhenaten’s arousdl. He rushed to meet her as
she climbed down the few stepsto the garden.

“You'restunning,” he said, running afinger down her collarbone and dipping it into the narrow space
between her breasts.

Nefertiti giggled and tilted her head in agesture of pureinnocence, but she eyed him from beneath her
lowered lashes. “ Y ou' re pretty handsome yoursdlf,” she said. “But you' re wearing entirely too much
dothing.”

“I an?’ He stared down at himsdf in puzzlement. He' d chosen ashorter and more revealing kilt than
most of the others he wore for officia business. It reached hafway down histhighs and left the Sides of
hislegsbare , held up by mere string around his hips.

Nefertiti nodded and moved away from him. He pushed forward through the crowd gathered around
her, but she moved swiftly until helost sight of her in the throng of people.

Akhenaten swore silently under his breath, eiciting afew curious glances from those nearby.

“I want to thank everyone for coming tonight,” Nefertiti said, and Akhenaten followed the sound of her
voice. The crowd had formed acircle around her, and Akhenaten settled himsdlf in beside a plump
woman fanning hersalf. Nefertiti looked radiant, the shimmering beadsin her slver dress and the shine of
the moon- and torchlight casting adazzling glow around her.

“Asyou’'veadl heard by now, tonight’s celebration will be alittle different than the festivalsyou're
accustomed to.” She searched the crowd until her gaze wasfixed on him, then winked and smiled
broadly. His heart swelled with pride a the thought that shewasdl his.

Histo love, histo fuck, hisforever.

Her brilliant smile sent shivers down his spine and into his cock, which stiffened as he watched her. He
shifted away from the plump lady, afraid he' d nudge her with his growing member.

“The pharaoh and | wish to give thanksfor everythingAten has blessed uswith. Aten , the sun god, giver
of dl lifein Egypt, should be celebrated by afestival worthy of his power and the giftshe sgiven us.” She
paused, and members of the audience whispered to each other. When she spoke again, an expectant
hush gathered over the crowd.

“Tonight, we worshipAten by worshiping each other.” A strained giggle erupted from the front of the
crowd, but Nefertiti ignored it. “What better way to celebrate the life-giving god than by performing acts
that dlow usto create life in kind? Emulating him by focusing on the same power in each of us, the power
to create and enjoy thefruits of our creation, isthe only way to truly show him how much we appreciate
hiseffortsand hisblessngs”



A few people nodded, while others kept their gazes firmly fixed on the ground. Nefertiti held out her
hand to Akhenaten, and hejoined her in the middle of the circle the crowd had formed.

“Sexud pleasure,” Nefertiti continued as he grabbed her hand, “isaform of worship. We worshipAten
while we worship our partners. | want you dl to leave your inhibitions behind,” she said as she tugged at
one of her shoulder strgps. “And follow my lead.”

She dipped both straps over her shoulders and wiggled out of the dress, which fell to the ground and
pooled around her feet. Gasps of shock and admiration erupted from the crowd, but the guestsfell silent
again as she kneded on the ground in front of Akhenaten.

Akhenaten couldn’t remember when he' d last been this hard. Having this gorgeous creature on her
knees before himin front of al these people, her tan skin glistening in the moonlight, was too much for his
cock to bear. It strained against the loincloth, alarge, hard bulge that he was certain everyone could see.
And hedidn’t giveadamn.

Nefertiti tugged on the strings holding the loincloth together, and it soon fell to the ground beside her
garment. A few moans reached Akhenaten’ s ears, but he was too enthralled by hiswife to look around
him and analyze the crowd' sreaction.

“That'sit,” Nefertiti said, holding his solid length in her hand. Her rasy nippleswere firm against the cool
breeze, and Akhenaten longed to bite them, grasp them between histeeth and hear her gasps of pleasure
as he sucked on them.

His cock throbbed in her hand, and he moaned when she lowered her mouth to it. He lifted his gaze
from her luscious mouth, afraid hel d come before she even began if he continued to watch her full lips
make loveto his cock.

Hewas dartled to redize that dl aroundhim, their guestsimitated Nefertiti and Akhenaten’ serotic
action. Men stood while women kneeled, their mouths lowered in silent worship of the cocks before
them, their hands firmly grasping hips, asses, thighs, or running over smooth somachs and strong chests.

The sound of Nefertiti’ s durping drove him crazy, and he risked another glance down at her. She had his
entire shaft in her mouth; thetip of his cock nudged the back of her throat, and he could fed it --Aten ,
he could fed it! --the moist hest of her mouth, the way she sucked his entire cock without blinking an

eye.

Hetangled hisfingersin her slky hair and held tight as she moved her mouth along his shaft. When she
released his cock, it was only so she could run her tongue up and down its length, moaning, asif the taste
of him was the most delicious thing she' d ever encountered. Her hand stroked him, matching the rhythm
of her mouth.

“I’'m o0 hard,” Akhenaten whispered. The moans of the crowd had gotten louder, and when he looked
up, his eyeslocked onto one woman licking cum off asoftening cock.

“I can't hold back,” he said, and Nefertiti nodded briefly before taking his entire length back down her
throat. Her hot tongue wrapped around his cock, caressing it, engulfing it in heat and softness. She
grabbed his ass as she sucked him harder, pulled him deeper, and Akhenaten’ s hips moved with her as
he continued to fuck her mouth, thrust harder as she took him, again and again, to the brink of climax.

Akhenaten grunted as hot semen spurted from his cock, tightening his muscles and grasping on to



Nefertiti’ s head for dear life. She swallowed as much as she could, and the rest dripped out of her
mouth, mingling with her sdivato drip down his bals and thighs onto the ground.

His knees shook and he panted, unsure whether he could stand on his own when Nefertiti released him.
Asif reading hismind, she held on to him and moved up the length of hisbody dowly, enveloping himin
adeep embrace. Her lipsfound his, and he tasted himself on her, driving histongue deeper into her
mouth while hiswet cock rubbed againg her dick, shaved pussy.

“You'reincredible,” he murmured in her ear. She rewarded him with alow, throaty laugh. Around him,
some of the guests had moved off, while others were still entranced by their own sexual escapades. No
one paid attention to them any longer.

“Y ou should go greet your guests,” Nefertiti suggested, and Akhenaten reluctantly agreed.

“They’ ve seen me naked,” he said, grinning. “1 need to go make sure | till possess some of my fierce
authority.”

She stood on tiptoe and kissed his cheek. When he turned to leave, she dapped her hand firmly across
his ass. Akhenaten jumped and grinned over his shoulder at her, shaking his head.

“Whatever’ s gotten into you this past week, make sureit stays,” he said, then saw her demeanor change
inan ingtant. Her smile disappeared, and her posture stiffened. She winked again, but the sparkle had
vanished.

“What did | say?’ he asked, but she' d dready disappeared into the crowd.

Frowning, Akhenaten ssumbled off, till alittle weak in the knees, to agroup of wedthy citizenshe
recognized as having followed him to the new capital of Akhet-Aten .

A diver of movement from the right caught his eye, and he turned abruptly, scanning the scene. Men and
women danced, holding each other tightly in naked, swesty grips. He looked beyond them to dancing
davegirls, and tablesladen with food. Still, there wassomething ...

Thereit was again. Further down into the back of the garden, behind one of the large trees, aman
dressed as apriest of Amun-Rawalked through the greenery, his head bowed. His golden priest robes
shimmered as he walked, his hands enfolded in hisdeeves,

Chills of dread and wonder ran up Akhenaten’ s spine. He couldn’t believe anyone had the audacity to
defy him at his own fegtival, his own gathering. The priest sood out among the throng of naked guests,
and Akhenaten ducked through the crowd, intent on following him.

He had to figure out the man’ sidentity. Anyone brave or foolish enough to attend the pharaoh’ s party
dressed asa priest of Amun-Rahad to pay for hisboldness.

Thefestival had turned into a cacophony of noise and skin, naked bodies pressing up against one
another, thejoyful sound of laughter filling the air. Servants dipped silently among the guests, bearing
trays laden with drinks and pastries. Perfect voices sang in flawless harmony, their tones blending
together in abeautiful melody that carried over the garden. Akhenaten pushed hisway through a group of
people entangled in a steamy embrace, sparing alook at the acts in which the three men and one woman
were engaged.



His cock throbbed as he watched them, the woman taking one man’s cock deep into her mouth while
another man lay on hisback on the ground as she rode him fiercely. A third man stood nearby, stroking
his cock, waiting histurn.

He stepped over the man on the ground, muttering a quick gpology, and continued his search for the
priest. The golden robes glittered in deep contrast to the dark skin of awoman standing behind him.

Hastening his step, Akhenaten shoved aside a man squeezing awoman' s breasts, and earned himsdlf a
quick tongue-lashing. Even the pharaoh wasn't above being reprimanded for interrupting intimate acts
tonight, Akhenaten mused to himsdlf. He was close now; just afew more steps and he' d have him. The
priest had stopped walking, and stood motionless at the back of the garden with his head bowed.

“Where areyou off to?" Nefertiti whispered in his ear. Akhenaten jumped, ddlight and longing rushing
through him at the sound of her voice.

“I'll just beamoment,” he said, glancing into her beautiful green eyes. She smiled at him, revealing
perfect teeth and the barest hint of her pink tongue. Images of what she could do with that tongue flashed
across hismind, and he grinned back, swept her into hisarms, and planted afirm kiss on her luscious

lips

He released her rductantly amoment later, remembering his original search. “Stay right here,” he said,
running his hands down her naked body to cup her firm ass. “I’m just going to get --”

The priest was gone. Akhenaten stared at the spot where the man had been standing, then scanned the
surrounding area. He was nowherein sight. A group of women had settled themsel ves on the ground
nearby and were busy pleasuring each other. Somehow, Akhenaten doubted if they’ d have noticedAten
himsdlf in the midst of their ecstasy.

Nefertiti regarded him with a concerned look etched across her fine features. “What isit?’
“A priest of Amun-Ra,” Akhenaten confessed.

“Here?’ Nefertiti asked, her eyeswidening in surprise.

Akhenaten shrugged. “ That’ swhat I’ d intended to find out, but he' sgone.”

“Maybe he cameto his sensesand left,” she said. “ Although | can’t imagine how he’ d have gotten
through the guards.”

Akhenaten glanced at the men standing guard while the festival went on around them. They dl had lusty,
yearning looks on their faces and till bulges angling up the fronts of their kilts, but they’ d been trained too
well to giveinto their desires. None fumbled under hisloincloth, al content to watch rather than
participate. Akhenaten knew they’ d be taking part in their own lustful acts when they went to their
quarterstonight, but for now, they continued to watch over thewell being of their pharaoh, his queen,

and their guests.

Nefertiti wasright. How could aman dressed as apriest of Amun-Ra have gotten past his guards? He
would have had to be extremely good at dipping through a group of people unnoticed, or --

Helogt histrain of thought as Nefertiti’ s mouth clamped around one of hisflat nipples and her hand
cupped hisbdls.



“ Aten, woman, what you do to me,” he growled as she continued to flick his nipple with thetip of her
tongue. The wind brushed against the wet spot on his chest, and he shivered with delight and the coolness
of the breeze.

Nefertiti stood and kissed him firmly on the mouth, her tongue sneaking between his parted lips. Shewas
in control tonight, and he gasped as she pinched his ass. His cock pressed againgt her belly, aready hard
again, while her musky scent tickled his senses and revealed her arousdl.

“I never knew you could belikethis,” he whispered againgt her hair as shetrailed hot kissesaong his
neck and collarbone. She tiffened in his arms for amoment, then shook her head and laughed.

“Wel, surprise,” she said, and grabbed his cock firmly in her hand.

He growled and lifted her onto him, and she wrapped her legs around hiswaist. Her firm body rubbed
up againgt him, her breasts diding up and down dong his chest as he positioned her onto his cock. He
bent his head to take one perky nippleinto his mouth, and she groaned, her nails sinking into his
shouldersassheclung to him.

Akhenaten held her assin his hands as her pussy did over his cock, enveloping him in her wetness and
warmth.

“Youfed s0good,” he whispered as he plunged into her. She gasped with each thrust, and he loved the
sounds she made, so honest and full of the desire he' d craved from hiswifefor so long.

Shewas so light; he could bounce her on his cock with one hand while he explored her cunt with the
other. He did hisfingers between her folds and followed the dick line that separated her ass and her
pussy. He touched his cock asit entered her in swift thrusts. Her breasts bounced as he fucked her, and
his eyes were glued to the two perfect globes, their pink areolas flushed with excitement, the nipples erect
and begging to be sucked.

Hefdt the familiar tightening in hisballsand held Nefertiti close againgt him, thrusting into her with long,
powerful strokes. He came quickly after that, the cry escaping histhroat much louder than he would have
thought himsdlf capable of uttering in public.

Nefertiti’ s pussy clamped down on his spurting cock, and she screamed out with him, their voicesjoining
and echoing through the garden.

Sheunwrapped her long legs from around hiswaist and did down hisbody easily, leaving him leaning
againg atree, trying to catch his bregth.

“You'reincredible,” he murmured, grabbing a strand of her hair between histhumb and forefinger. He
moved his hand to her cheek, and she leaned into the caress, closing her eyes.

In the distance behind her, Akhenaten caught sight of the golden robes and dropped his hand from
Nefertiti’ sface.

“What isit? What' swrong?’ she asked quickly, concern filling her eyes.

“Thepriestisback,” he said, watching the man now sitting boldly on athrondike chair meant for
Akhenaten done. The priest cast one arm cardlesdy over the armrest, while with the other hand he pulled



back his hood.

Nell stared at Akhenaten increduloudy. “He' shere?’

Akhenaten paled and didn’t reply. His eyes widened, and he grasped her shoulders firmly, amost
painfully. He stared at a spot behind her, and she tried to turn around to follow his gaze, but hisgrip was
too strong.

“Guests of the pharaoh,” aman’s voice boomed, loud and menacing from behind her. Nell gasped,
recognizing Ramose, and she managed to wrench herself out of Akhenaten’s hold.

Ramose sat on Akhenaten’ sgolden chair, hisrobesfaling over it in thick folds. Nell had kept Akhenaten
too busy to be able to take hisroyd spot on the throne and observe the festivities. Now Ramose sat
upon it dressed asapriest of Amun-Ra, a position which, as Nell understood it, had been eiminated by
Akhenaten. The worship of al gods other thanAten had been forbidden, and Nell couldn’t imagine why
the pharaoh’ sroyd vizier would defy him so blatantly.

Not that she was entirely surprised. There was something sinister about the man, from hisinvolvement in
her sgter’ sinjuriesto having witnessed her coming through the porta. What vizier hung out in tombsin
the middle of the night? And how could he have |et the entire royd treasure disappeer like that?

Akhenaten’s arm wrapped around her waist as he pulled her closer to him.Shewas grateful for his
warmth, thefed of hisnaked body againgt hers, the faint scent of sweat and masculinity emanating from
him. She leaned back and rested her head on his shoulder.

Akhenaten made no move to stop Ramose, and as Nell watched, agroup of guards surrounded the
throne. They held their spears pointed toward Ramose and glanced at Akhenaten, awaiting ordersto
remove him by force. She couldn’t see hisface, but Akhenaten hadn’t given that order yet, and Ramose
smirked their way and continued.

“I hope everyone s having agood time,” he said, casting aderisive glance at the guests. The dancing and
lovemaking had ceased, and dl eyes were glued to Ramose. A hush had fallen over the crowd, and even
the group of performerswho had provided such lovely music had stopped cold in the middle of their

meody.

“It amazes me that you can dl be such fools,” Ramose said, and audible gasps erupted from his
audience. Ramose didn’'t seem to notice, or if he did, hedidn’t care.

“You'rebeing led astray. Can't you see that?A rdigion of light.” Hislips curled into a sneer as he spoke
thewords. “ Can anything be more foolish?’

Néll felt Akhenaten gtiffen behind her, and he must have made a gesture to the guards, because they
move up closer to Ramose.

Stll, he continued. “ And asif your pharaoh wasn't completely out of his mind to make you follow the
un,” hesaid, theguards' spears now jabbing into hisflesh in warning, “the woman you believeto be
Nefertiti isafraud.”

Nell groaned and let her head fdl into her hands. Thisisit, then. Thisis the part where they hang me,



or spear me, or throw me in the dungeon.

She spun around and looked at Akhenaten. Confusion and pain shone brightly in hiseyes, and she
backed afew steps away from him. There was no more time to waste. She had to go home, now, before
they made her explain how she came to impersonate Nefertiti, to carry Akhenaten’ s child, to fall inlove.

The worst part was that she couldn’t explain if she wanted to. Who would believe her when shetried to
describe the twenty-first century, the portal with the hand that beckoned her through? How could shetell
Akhenaten that for al she knew, the wife he loved was gone forever because she' d been foolish enough
to follow a dream image of aman who promised passion beyond anything she' d ever experienced?

“It'stimefor the charade to end,” Ramose said as Nell continued to back away. She bumped into
someone and mumbled an apology, but the sharp fed of aknife a her back stopped her cold in her
tracks.

“That' sright, my queen,” Ramose said, hisvoice heavy with sarcasm. “I told you that night in the tombs
that your day would come. Y ou took something precious from al of us, and now you’' re going to pay.”

The knife dug deeper into her flesh, and shefelt it break the skin. A wet drop of blood trickled down her
hip from the wound in her side, and the man behind her wrapped his arm tightly around her throat.

Akhenaten moved forward at lightning speed, his hand outstretched.

“Stop right there,” aman behind her said, and Nell recognized hisvoice a once. “The physician ...” she
whispered, though he crushed her throat and the words came out as barely a croak.

“Guardd” Akhenaten bellowed. He held hisfists bunched tightly at his sides, and hisface blazed with
fury. He took a step forward, and the physician made agrowling noise deep in histhroat. Akhenaten
stopped, holding his hands up in supplication. He cast aworried glance a Nell, and she tried to smile, but
her face felt stretched, her jaw permanently clenched and powerless to respond to her commands.

The guards were too far away. They had been holding Ramose but rushed quickly to Nell’ said when
they were summoned. They now made their way through the throng of people, many panicked by the
sudden turn of events and seeking to gather their garments and flee.

Nell glanced up to see Ramose now sitting on the throne calmly, with no one to stop him if he thought to
escape, orcause Akhenaten harm. She wanted to cry out awarning, but her air supply wasfading fast,
and shefdt wesk, lightheaded.

“That' sright,” the physician whispered in her ear. “ Y ou' re going to die. And you' re going to release the
rea Nefertiti, the queen you' ve stolen from us.”

Nell gasped and struggled for breath. Her lids felt heavy, pressing down on her eyes againgt her will.
I have to go home. Shewasn't sureif she' d spoken the words aloud, or only thought them.

With one last shuddering attempt at ashallow breath, she gave in to the overpowering blackness, and fell
into oblivion.



Chapter Fifteen

Akhenaten’ s head throbbed. He stood motionless, watching hiswife sinert body dumping lifdesdy in
the physician’sarms. A thin trickle of blood stained the flawless skin of her hip and dripped onto the
grass.

Adrendline rushed through hisveins a afurious speed. He clenched hisfists and alowed his musclesto
tighten as he struggled to control hisanger.

He searched frantically around him for the guards. They were coming, shoving at people with the butt of
their spears, but the guests were desperate, eager to leave this scene which had quickly turned
dangerous. The guards seemed to move in dow motion, their effortsimpeded at every turn.

Akhenaten glanced back at Nefertiti and the man who held her. The guards would be of no use, asthe
physician till held his wicked-looking curved blade against Nefertiti’ s side, but just having their presence
would have been reassuring.

He could wait no longer. He had to act now, no matter the consequences. Nefertiti was dying, if she
wasn't dready dead.

A bdlowing scream broke free from deep inside hislungs, something prima and vicious, and withiit, fury
and anger propelled him into action. The physician looked up at the sound, and Akhenaten lunged for
him. A moment later his elbow connected with the man’ sface with aloud, satisfying crack. The
physician’s breath whooshed out between his teeth, and he loosened his grip on Nefertiti. She did out of
hisarmslike achild’ sdoll and fell to the ground. The physician swore loudly, dropped the blade, and
brought his hands to his nose, which nowgushed athick stream of blood. He turned on hished and
brokeinto arun.

A few of the women who had gathered to watch dropped to their knees around Nefertiti.

“Take care of her,” Akhenaten yelled over his shoulder. The physician had aready bolted through the
garden, and Akhenaten gave chase. Driven by anger and the image of Nefertiti lying lifelesson the
ground, Akhenaten was quicker, and he caught up to the man before he could reach the exit and
disappear through the streets of the city.

Akhenaten grabbed the physician’s shoulder and twisted him around with strength he hadn’t known he
possessed. The man' s face was abloody mess, but he grinned, blood staining his white teeth.

“ She' sdead now, Pharaoh. Therea queen will return, you'll see”

The real Queen?

[t didn’t matter now. The ravings of two madmen weren't his concern. And yet ... Nefertiti had been
acting strange latdly. Wasit possible that she wasn't hiswife? That the woman he' d been making love to

since he' d returned was only an impostor? And the baby --Aten , it wastoo painful too consider! If the
woman wasn't really Nefertiti, whose baby did she carry?

Akhenaten lifted aknee and plunged it into the man’s midsection, watching with satisfaction asthe
physician doubled over in pain. A look of confusion crossed the man’ s fegtures as he fell to hiskneesand



stared up at Akhenaten.

“But --” he slammered, blood dripping from hislips, “I saved you from the abomination. I’ ve given you
your queen back. She' sthere, back in the garden, waiting for you. She'll be demure and pure again,
you'll see”

Akhenaten stared at the physician, aghast at what he’ d heard. “ Y ou killed my wife. Y ou killed your
queen. | don't know what kind of lies Ramose has been telling you, but what you'retelling meis
impossible. Ligen toyoursdf ,” Akhenaten said, nudging the man on the ground with hisfoot. “Y ou're
trying to tell methat | don’'t know my own wife, that | can't tell the difference between an impostor and
thered thing.”

The man’s head drooped, and he fixed his gaze on the ground.

“And how could you possibly think that killing Nefertiti would bring back my wife? Y ou're spesking in
riddles, and none of your words make sense.” The physician didn’t answer, and Akhenaten shook his
head. Hisvoice quivered with strong revulsion. “I’' m not wasting any moretime on you. It' s clear that
you' re nothing but apawn in this Ramose's puppet in asick, twisted game.”

A few guards approached tentatively, and Akhenaten motioned them forward. “Take him,” he
commanded, and watched astwo men lifted the physician off the ground. “Throw him in the dungeon. I'll
ded with him later.”

He rushed toward the crowd of people still huddled where Nefertiti had fallen. He had to tell her he
didn’t believe aword they’ d said, that he loved her, and whatever madness Ramose and the physician
had concocted didn’t affect their future together. He' d never leave her alone again, not when there were
S0 many peoplewho didn’t share hisvison, hisfaith inAten .

Akhenaten had dways known he' d be the target of assassination attempts from unbdlievers, from those
who sought to usurp him and supplant him with another pharaoh, one not nearly asradical in hisbdliefs,
He d never imagined their hatred would extend to hisfamily, to his beloved Nefertiti.

She had to be dive. His heart pounded in his chest, apainful reminder that he’ d never be whole again
without her. The pain he felt now would haunt him forever, and nothing mattered without her in hislife.
Not histreasure, or those who sought to kill him.

He pushed hisway through athrong of naked bodies, the hum and excitement in the air pulsing withan
energy of itsown.

“Nefertiti,” he cried out as he shoved hisway through the group of people still huddled over theform on
the ground.

He reached the spot where she' d fallen, and |ooked wildly at the faces staring up at him.
There was no body on the ground.

Nefertiti had vanished.

Disoriented and lightheaded, Nell pushed her way through the throng of people. She shoved against



naked bodies, touching breasts, hips, and other areas without murmuring so much as a quick apology.

She had to get out of there. She had to get home, tonight, before things became any worse for her.
Akhenaten knew she wasn't Nefertiti. Everything they’ d built snce she' d arrived in Egypt had been
shattered by afew crud words. But it had never been meant to last. She wasn't naive enough to have
thought for amoment that she could make alife for herself herein ancient times, with aman who stirred
fevered longings through every inch of her body. Okay, so maybe, just for amoment, the image of
Akhenaten holding their baby, aprecious smal bundlein hisarms, seemed redl.

Why isn't it possible? Why can’t | have a future here?

“Nefertiti!” She heard Akhenaten cry out, and she stopped for amoment to glance back at him. He
stared at the spot where she should have been lying on the ground, hisface amask of fury and panic.

No, she had to go. She had to get home. Akhenaten would be furious with her, and even her acting skills
couldn’t get her out of thisone. She couldn’t think of alie convincing enough to explain her gppearance
and the way she' d taken over hiswife sbody. The truth certainly wasn't an option, even if she had
known how it was possible that she wastherein thefirst place.

Someone stepped on Nell’ sfoot, and she cried out in pain but kept pressing her way through the crowd.
She could make out the gate over the top of people’ s heads, and she wasn't far off.

“Excuseme,” she murmured, squeezing past arotund woman with large breasts that hung down to her
full belly. Thewoman glared at her, then turned back to the commotion Akhenaten had stirred on the
other sde of the garden.

Just afew more steps and she'd be --

“Oh!” ghe cried as someone grabbed her hand. “Let me go!”

The hand holding NI’ swas smooth and delicate, yet strong. People till clustered around Nell as she
tried to make her escape, and she couldn’t see who held her. She felt herself being tugged adong through
the crowd and, much to her surprise, in a minute she stood by the garden gates, clear of the mob.

Muet’ sbrows were furrowed, and she stared at Nell with concern etched on her exotic features.

“Areyou dright?’ the girl asked, pushing alock of hair back from Nell’ sface.

Néell nodded, but her kneesfelt weak, and the terror she’ d experienced while the physician had held the
knifeto her sde came rushing back. She leaned againstMuet , and her sister grabbed her in atight
embrace.

Sster?When did | start thinking of her that way?

Y es, Sster.Muet had been the Sister she' d never had. Nell had felt protective of her sncethefirst time
she saw her, slanding there in the tombs, looking at her with those large, questioning eyes. She squeezed
thegirl tighter.

“Thank you,” she said, when she trusted her voice enough to speak. The fear had subsided, but a chill
settled deep into her bones, and she shivered.



“Here,” Muet said, handing her along silk garment. “Wear this”
Nell nodded her thanks and wrapped the cloth tightly around her body.

“| saw Ramose,” Muet said, leaning againgt alarge marble column. She crossed her arms across her
chest, an act that made her seem even more vulnerable.”In the garden. | heard him talk about you.”

“And you believe him?’ Nell asked. Her bresth caught in her throat as she waited forMuet’s answer.

“It doesn’t matter,” Muet said, shaking her head. “Y ou’re my sster. Y ou’ ve dways been there for me
when | needed you, and that’ swhy | came tonight. | wanted to tell you the truth.”

“Thetruth about what?”’

“About this,” Muet said, indicating the vivid purple bruise on her cheek. Flickering torches had been set
up dl around them, and their fiery glow made the wound onMuet’ s face even more striking. Anger built
within Ndll, and she gritted her teeth and nodded, urging the girl to continue.

“It was Ramose,” Muet said, her gaze dropping to the ground.” And the physician. | overheard them
talking afew daysago. | didn’t mean to eavesdrop, redly.”

“I know, honey.” Ndl touchedMuet’s arm lightly, wanting to reassure the girl that she had her fulll
support. “What were they saying?’

“I didn’t hear the firgt part of the conversation. | was there, picking flowers from the bushes.” She
indicated with adender finger toward the back of the garden. “ And they had been strolling down the
path. When they came to the spot where | was standing, they stopped walking but continued chattering
on. | didn’'t pay much attention to what they were saying at first ...”

“Atfire? Nell prodded.

Muetnodded, then lifted her gaze to stareinto Ndll’ s eyes. “ Then Ramose mentioned the pharaoh’s
treasure. He said Akhenaten had been afool to entrust him with al the roya wedth.”

Nell narrowed her eyes. “1 knew it. Go on.”
“He said he' d given orders to have amagnificent temple built for worshiping Amun-Ra; then helaughed
at theirony of it al. | was soshocked, | must have made a sound, because they found me.” Largetears

had welled inMuet’ s bright eyes, and one escaped down her cheek.

“Oh, sweetheart,” Nell said, wiping the tear away with the back of her hand. “Why didn’t you tell me
sooner?’

“They said they’ d kill you.” Thegirl’s eyes went wide with fear, and she clamped her hand down on
Nell’sarm. “Nefertiti, | believed them! They did thisto me,” she said, brushing the bruise on her cheek
lightly with thetips of her fingers, then wincing at the contact. “ They could do much worseto you.”

“Wadll, they certainly tried,” Nell said, looking down &t her hip at the blood seeping through the white
garment. “ And Akhenaten --”

Akhenaten would be looking for her! She' d been so intrigued by whatMuet had told her, she' d forgotten



the urgency which propelled her forward, to the tombs.
“I haveto go,” she said toMuet , hugging her onelast time. “ Tell the pharaoh what you' vetold me.”

Sheturned and bolted into the darkness beforeMuet could ask where she was going, before she could
try to follow her, or stop her from going through with her plan to return home. Too many things had stood
intheway of her return to the tombs and to atime she understood and belonged in. A time where there

were no mad viziers, and no sexy pharaohs.

Tears stung the back of her throat as she ran, and the wound in her side throbbed with adull pain.

Dark, gloomy clouds passed over the yellow moon above, obscuring its comforting light as Nell ran for
home.

“Whereis she?’ Akhenaten asked, bewildered. He d seen her fal out of the physician’sgrasp. By all
rights, she should be lying here, on the ground, being tended to by the women in the crowd who hed

cometo her aid as he chased the physician.

Ramose.
“Did hetake her?” Akhenaten yelled, grabbing anearby man by his bare shoulders and shaking him.

“Did you seethem?’
The man nodded, and after what seemed an age, findly answered. “ Sheleft.”

“What do you mean, she left? Didn't you see her collgpse? She wasin no condition to walk away from
here.” He shoved the man backward, and he sstumbled onto the group of onlookers.

“Who took her?’ He asked, turning around in acircle, fixing each guest in turn with amenacing sare.
‘ByAten , if someone doesn't tell me soon, I’'m going to throw the whole lot of you in the dungeon!”

“He stdling thetruth,” athin, pale woman said from the back of the crowd. “ She fdll to the ground, then

awoke amoment later. She said she was alright when we asked, sowe -- 1,” the woman corrected,
seeming unwilling to get anyone dseinvolved in this, “assumed she was going back inside the palace,

where she' d be safe.”

Akhenaten paused and stared into the woman’ s eyes. She appeared to be telling the truth, and asfar as
he could tell, she had no reason to lie. But tonight had been full of surprises and revelations. Men he'd
assumed he could count on, men he' d thought could be trusted with the wedlth of Egypt and the welfare

of hisfamily, had turned out to be traitorous, murderous bastards.

Other guests huddled close around the woman nodded their agreement.
Akhenaten turned to agroup of his guards who had settled in by his sde.” What about Ramose? Where
did you teke him?’

“Uhh ...” One man shuffled hisfeet. “He sgone.”

“Gone?’ Akhenaten shouted, unable to believe what he was hearing. “My roya guard let araving



madman who had not only riskedAten’ s wrath with histraitorous words, but had uttered grave lies about
the queen, get away?’

“We didn't know which was more important,” the man said, flushing adeep red from hisneck up to his
forehead. “We rushed to aid the queen, then thought we' d go back for Ramose. He hadn’t harmed
anyone.” The guard struggled to maintain his composure, and Akhenaten sighed. The guards had done as
well as could have been expected under the circumstances.

“Fine.l want them both found. Ramose can join his companion in the dungeon. Bring the queen to me.”

It seemed to take Akhenaten alifetime to make hisway through the crowd. People around him shouted,
and bodies pressed close together. He elbowed hisway through the throng and absently thought that
Nefertiti shouldn’t have invited so many people. A private party would have been so much easier to
navigae.

“If you people don’'t move out of my way,” he said between clenched teeth, “I’m going to order the
guardsto do whatever they may with you, aslong as| never haveto look at another one of you aslong
asl live”

People gasped loudly at the strength and viciousness of hiswords, but Akhenaten ignored them. His
power was absolute, especialy here, tonight, in his paace garden, with hiswife missing. Hedidn't givea
damn what his subjects thought of him as he pushed through them, naked and menacing.

A voicereached his ears as the crowd parted, and it was as welcome as the warm hest of the sun after a
dark day. “ Tell the pharaoh what you' vetold me,” Nefertiti said, and Akhenaten rushed toward the
sound of her voice.

She wasthere, just afew steps away, hidden behind the archway |eading out of the garden.

“Nefertiti,” he called out as he turned the corner, and found himself staring atMuet .

“Whereisshe?’ heasked thegirl, gripping her arms. She squirmed alittlein afeeble effort to get away,
then lifted her chin and looked him right in the eyes. Taken aback by her unaccustomed boldness,
Akhenaten released her, dropping hishandsto hissides.

“Nefertiti,” he said again, gentler thistime. “Whereis she?’

“Shehadto go.”

Akhenaten |ooked around for any sign of hiswife’ s enticing naked rear end, but there was none. He'd
heard her voice only amoment ago. She couldn’t have gotten far.

“Where?’ he asked again.” Insde the palace?’

Muethesitated, then shook her head. “1 don’t think so. She wasin too much of ahurry.”

Akhenaten swore loudly, then looked back at his sster-in-law. “What did she want you to tell me?’
“Ramose,” the girl whispered feebly. “He has your treasure.”

Akhenaten nodded, unshaken by the revelation. After the atrocities Ramose had been spewing from



Akhenaten’ sthrone in the garden just minutes ago, this divulgence hardly came asa surprise.

“He sbuilding atemple to Amun-Ra,” Muet continued, and that bit of news astonished him.

“A temple?Where could he do such athing that | wouldn't hear of it?’

“Inthemountaingde.”

Akhenaten remembered the large, looming cliffsin the desert, carved asif by magic. He hadn’t been too
concerned with them, since he’ d been more eager to find a spot close to the Nile on which to build
Akhet-Aten . Now, they seemed like the perfect hiding spot for aforbidden temple.

“I’ll dedl with him later,” hetoldMuet , then turned to leave.

“Y ou're going to find Nefertiti, aren’t you?’

Akhenaten stopped inmiddtride , touched by the tenderness and concern inMuet’ s voice. He smiled
despite himsdf.

“Absolutely.| think | know exactly where sheis.”

Chapter Sixteen

Nell paused outside the threshold to the tombs to glance behind her. The night was perfectly ill, and
she found she missed the music from thefestiva, the sounds of celebration and sexud excitement that had
filled theair only ashort time before.

She took a deep breath and entered the tombs, now unguarded. The torches seemed to be lit throughout
the chambers, so she hurried down the hall, searching each room in turn as she cametoiit.

Thefirgt large chamber that made her pause outside the doorway was empty except for alarge
sarcophagus. Thelid had been closed. A shiver ran down Néell’ s spine. She couldn’t help the
gpprehension that rose in her throat as she quickly scanned the walls; Akhenaten could be right behind
her, asking questions she couldn’t begin to answer. She had to hurry. Ingtinctively, she knew thiswas her
last chance to make it home, to find the symbol that opened the porta to her own world and dip through
it before she lost that chance forever and became trapped here, with the man of her dreams, in atime she
didn’t belong, in aplace where she couldn’t ever hopetofitin.

She couldn’t even fool Muet . Néll had seen thelook in the girl’ s eyes when she spoke aboutRamose' s
dams

She knows I'm not her sister. Andyet ...
And yet she hadn’t turned away.Neither had Akhenaten.

Néell pushed that thought out of her mind as she left the chamber. Itswalls had been empty, devoid of
any decorations or glittering symbols that could bring her home. She had to keep searching. She halted as



asound reached her ears. It was soft, like a scuffle of wood against rock, or -- footsteps!

She grabbed the hem of her makeshift garment and pulled it up, freeing her legs as she ran through the
hallways. She glanced into each chamber she passed, but they were dl too small, too private. The one
she’ d come through had been large and impressve, with riches glittering on the floor and covering the
walls. Even the sarcophagus had been covered in opulent golden hieroglyphs.

The footsteps grew closer, louder. Néell’ s pulse legped as she turned a corner and did aong the marble
floor. She propelled hersdf through an archway leading to yet another chamber, but this one was empty
aswell. She sghed in frustration and was about to backtrack out into the hall when aglimmer of
recognition made her pause. She stared around her, imagining how the room would have looked if the
treasure had till been there,

She walked to the opposite wall where she' d collgpsed after her sudden arrival and ran her hand along
the cool stone. She turned to survey the room from that angle, and excitement surged through her. This
wasit -- shewas certain of it. The angle of the archway leading to the halway wasright. It would have
been just across from where she' d been sitting. Muet had walked through it when she cameto get her.
Nel’s heart pounded in her chest, and her hands shook. She could barely contain her excitement.

She spun back to thewall, tears streaming freely down her cheeks.
I’m going home.
Akhenaten -- oh, God.

Therewas no symbol. No golden symbol of Amun-Ra, or of any other god, adhered to thewall. Nell
best her fists against the stone, its texture digging into her skin, while sobs escaped her throat unchecked.
She had cometoo far to let this be adead end.

But the room had been emptied, most likely by Ramose when he’ d been herethelast time, in his
eagerness to make away with all the pharaoh’ streasures. He' d | eft the torchesin their sconces on the
wall, probably only because they were made of metal and wood, nothing he could sdll or profit from.

Torchlight fel in large pools over the cool marble floor, but there was no shiny, teltae sign of gold, no
hidden entrance,no portd that would magically open at the utterance of a secret word.

Nell pounded and kicked at the stone, and her hands burned from the effort. The pain in her side had
turned to sheer agony, but it would al be over soon, if only she could find the right spot --

Shefdt his presence without having to turn around. Nell hadn’t heard his footsteps approach, since her
own sobs had drowned out every other sound in the place.

Sheturned, dowly, and at the sight of Ramosefilling the archway, her heart frozein her chest. Thiswas
it, then. He' d cometo finish the job, to do what the physician hadn’t been able to. His eyes glinted darkly
beneath hishood, and he stood motionless, watching her.

She wiped the tears away with the back of her hand, struggling to regain her composure. She was going
to die, that much was certain, and she didn’t want to give the bastard the satisfaction of seeing her weep
before him. She wasn't going to beg for mercy.



“What are you waiting for?” she asked, lifting her chinto stare a him with alevel gaze. “We both know
why you're here, and I’m obvioudy unarmed.” Shelifted her handsinthear in agesture she'd used so
many times in action movies. Only then, she' d been able to reach for agun and blast away the bad guys
with awell-choreographed move.

Fresh tears sprung to her eyes at the thought of the sets she' d been on, the job she loved and would
never get to do again. Images of her stubborn agent and her handsome leading men sprung up in her
mind, and above dl, Akhenaten’ sface -- hiseyes, hisfull lips curved into asensud smile.

She closed her eyesto banish the images, and when she opened them, Ramose stood inches away from
her. She stifled a scream that threatened to bresk free from her throat. She looked a him wildly,
expecting another knife to plummet toward her, but hislarge hands were empty at hissides.

No. | can't dielikethis.
Nell placed one hand protectively over the smal swell of her belly.

“If you kill me, Nefertiti dies, too,” she said, lifting her gaze toRamose's . She hoped to apped to himin
even asmall way, snce he' d shown concern for the real Nefertiti in the garden.

“1 doubt that,” he said, and Nell found her breath knocked out of her. Her head dammed against the
back of the wall with aresounding crack, and her body went numb for amoment. Her mouth tasted like
copper, and sheredlized, belatedly, that he' d hit her.

She flattened hersdf againgt the wall and willed her legsto hold her. When she opened her eyesa
moment later, it was just in timeto duck out of the way of another blow.

Ramosegrowled, adeep, menacing sound that resonated through the empty chamber.

“I will kill you,” he promised as she spun away from his gpproach. She looked &t the exit, which seemed
milesaway. The pain in her head cast black flashes across her vison, making her sumble through the dim
room.

Her knees buckled, and she put out her hands to steady herself against the wall. Ramose grabbed her by
the back of her hair, and Nell immediately wished she' d cut it when she had the chance, into one of those
fashionable boy-cuts that were dl the rage in Hollywood.

He yanked her head back,then threw her with a powerful shoveto the floor. She put out her handsto
brace her fdl, but theicy pain of theimpact ran up her arms and into her elbows and sent her regling to
the ground.

She moaned and rolled over on her back, watching as Ramose came for her again, knowing that he was
much stronger, much faster.

Unarmed, she and her baby didn’t stand a chance.

If only the room weren’t empty. She only needed one object, anything, sharp or blunt, with edges she
could use to impale him on or something she could shatter over his head. But there was nothing. He'd
been so thorough when he' d cleaned out the chamber, leaving her without hope, without even the
smallest object to use to defendhersdf .



He stood beside her, amaniaca amile reveding bright white teeth in the flickering torchlight.

Oh, God. Thetorches!

He lifted hisfoot and kicked her in theribs. She groaned and rolled to the side, the pain and impact
propelling her closeto the wall.

Ramose walked toward her a aleisurely pace, cracking his knuckles againgt theflat of hishand. Hewas
enjoying this, Nell realized. He thought he had dl thetimein theworld.

Nell scrambled to her feet before Ramose could compose himsdlf for another attack. She glanced up at
the nearest torch, itslong wooden handle sticking into the scone in the wall, and she felt her heart legp at
the prospect of aweapon, of hope.

Shereached for it and saw an ingtant of blank astonishment on hisface, followed by the beginning of

comprehension. He lunged for her, and she pulled on the torch with al her strength, freeing it from the
wal.

A bluelight filled the cavernous room, and she blinked againd it, lifting her arm to shield her face from
the dazzling radiance.

“What isthisnew trickery?” Ramose yelled, but he’ d stopped in histracks and was squinting against the
brightness.

Nell blinked again, thistimein disbelief.

The portal stood open, alarge circle of incandescence emanating from the middle of the room.

Aten, don't let me be too late.

Akhenaten gritted histeeth as he stepped into the tombs, the chill of the passage penetrating his flesh.

He' d aways hated tombs. The scent of death seemed to permeste this one, even though he knew it had
never been used. The sarcophagi were empty, devoid of mummies or any denizens of the underworld.
Y et there was something about this place, its closed-in chambers and narrow halls, the darkness pierced
only by the glow of torches set too far apart.

Death surrounded him, called out to him. Hisfeet moved faster, asif oftheir own accord. If Nefertiti was
here, the one place she kept returning time and again, she wouldn't be here for much longer.

Desgth lurked in the shadows, waiting to take her. He could fed her dipping through hisfingers, heading
farther and farther away. He couldn’t bear to lose her, not after he’ d just found her, the real Nefertiti, the
woman he' d yearned for and craved hisentire life and never thought he' d have.

V oices. There were voices echoing from somewhere deep in the tombs, and though Akhenaten couldn’t
make out the words, he broke into arun. He bolted past chambers, down long narrow corridors,
following the sound that would lead him to his beloved wife.

Nefertiti.



Her name sprung to histongue, along with the lingering flavor of honeyed kisses and something else --
something bitter and metalic, something that told him she wouldn’t be his much longer.

Akhenaten turned a sharp corner to hisright and entered a chamber filled with a bright blue glow.
Understanding ran through him, painful and swift.

“Don't go!” The scream wastorn from hislungs, leaving him breathless with need, but he felt glued to
the doorway. “Don’t go.” The words were softer now, and his heart legped in his chest.

Nefertiti turned to him. Her white dress was stained with blood, blood that ran freely down her face and
dender neck. A dark bruise shadowed the base of her throat. She stared at him, wide-eyed, asdid
Ramose.

It dl happened in an ingtant. Hisydll still echoed through the chamber, and Nefertiti’ s eyes gathered a
new determination. She screamed, too, abellowing sound that seemed to come from deep within her
core. Then shelunged at Ramose.

She shoved him, hard, and the surprise of her attack knocked him off hisfeet and into the blue door of
light.

Hisarmsflailed ashefdl through, and he said something unintdlligible, but the light faded as soon ashe
dropped throughiit.

Akhenaten didn’'t care how thiswas al possble. It didn’t matter where Ramose had gone, wherethe
light had taken him. He only knew it had to beAten’s doing, the god of light, the god who had come to
him so many times before and had listened to his fervent prayersfor awife and alovelike no other.

“Nefertiti,” he said, rushing to her.

He caught her as her knees gave out, and she lost consciousnessin hisarms.

Chapter Seventeen

The world spun around Nell as she struggled to open her eyes.

No, it bounced. It bounced and quivered -- or maybe that was her ssomach. Her body throbbed with
lingering pain, and her head felt like it had been hit with abrick. And it had been, sheredlized. It had
been dammed againgt the hard wall of the tombs, and the floor, and then Ramose, he --

Nell gasped and struggled to stand, but found that she was't lying down, not in the usua sense. She
opened her eyesto amyriad of stars above, starsthat moved dowly, as she moved with them. She
turned her head and inhaed sharply as pain spread through her neck and shoulders. Shetried again,
dower thistime, and found herself staring into Akhenaten’ s deep green eyes.

Shewasin hisarms. A dow, languid smile spread over her face.



“I --" shesad, but he covered her mouth lightly with his, and she lost hersdlf in thefed of hisluscious
lips, the taste of honey, and the scent of jasmine.

She wrapped her arms around his neck and relaxed against him. She thought about the portal closing
behind Ramose, sedling off her only way home. She'd missed her chance.

Except she hadn’t. She' d had the option right there before her, but when Akhenaten had stood in the
archway to the chamber, she’ d known she could never leave him.

She' d only be another empty, unhappy actress when she went back home. Therewere alot of menin
Hollywood, but none could ever compare to this one. She lifted her head and kissed hisjaw, and he
grinned and held her tighter.

Akhenaten carried her into the palace, and she saw the guards and servants lined up along each side of
the hallway, al beaming welcoming smiles at her. She smiled back, happiness spreading through her and
reaching into the deepest recesses of her heart to eliminate al doubts about her decison. Shedidfitin
here, with these ancient people who seemed so glad to see her home.

Home. Yes, thisis my home now.

They entered her bedchamber, and Akhenaten placed her gently on the silk coverings atop her bed. The
luxury and comfort drew a deep breath from her tired body. Her eydidsfelt heavy, but she didn’t want
to close them and miss amoment of looking at Akhenaten’s handsome face.

“You rescued me,” she said, running afinger down his naked chest. He d thrown on aloincloth snce the
last time she d seen him, running naked after the man who had threstened her life.

“Y ou rescued yoursdlf,” he corrected her. “I let Ramose get away.” His mouth tightened into athin line.

Nell gripped his strong hand in her smaler one. “You didn’'t let him get away. If anyone sto blame, it's
the guards, and even then ...” Her voicetrailed off as another image of Ramose stumbling back through
the portal shattered her thoughts.

He d be in the twenty-first century now. An unbidden smile formed over her lips. What would he do
there? A man from an ancient land, atime of pharaohs and gods and the pampered life of aroyd officid,
thrust into the modern world.

Akhenaten leaned down and placed a gentle kiss on her forehead, then lay beside her, hisarm curling
over her midsection.

Nl turned to him and held her breath, knowing what had to be said and understanding that it could
destroy everything.

“I’m not your wife,” she blurted out at once, then clamped her mouth shut and waited for hisreply.
Hedidn’'t answer for amoment, but trailed his hand aong her arm, sending shivers of pleasure down her
spine. His caress paused at her breast, and he tweaked anipple, gently, aware of the bruisesforming all
over her body and carefully avoiding them.

“Thenyou'll just haveto marry me again, so that you are.”



Tears stung the back of her throat, and Nell found she couldn’t speak. There was nothing in her acting
career that had prepared her for this moment of real tenderness and emotion.

“I loveyou,” she whigpered finaly, when she could trust her own voice.

“And | love you, my queen,” he said, grasping her lower lip between histeeth. Sheleaned into the kiss,
into him, wrapping her arms around his firm body and pulling him close. A sharp stab of painin her sde
told her they couldn’t consummeate their love in the way she craved, and she pulled back reluctantly.

“Thebaby,” he said, laying ahand on her scomach.

“She'sfine” Nel whispered, relishing his caress on her abdomen. “ She' s as strong as her father.”

“She?’ Akhenaten asked, a amile tugging at the corner of hislips. “How can you be so sure?’

Nell shrugged, and grinned a him. “Cdl it intuition. Or detiny.”

She pulled him back into awarm embrace and pressed her head againgt his chest. She breathed in his
scent, jasmine and male, and closed her eyes.

She was home. And thiswas a brand-new journey.
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Takeon Me

Slwendidn't stop to look behind her as she fled into the kitchen. She wanted to put as much distance

between hersdlf and the rogue captain as possible, and if she never laid eyes on him again, that would be
just finewith her.

She swiped at aloose tendril that had escaped her carefully bound tresses and picked up alarge carving
knife. A half-plucked chicken lay on the wooden counter and she headed for it, intent on doing as much
damage as she could to something that wouldn't fight back.

“Do you remember the first time we were together?” His voice was smooth and deep, like richKaravian
wine. It traveled down her spine and leftasoft warmth in itswake.

Taking adeep breath, she turned to face him. “No.”

“Yourelying.”

“Asfar as|'m concerned, we were never together. If we had been, you wouldn't have left --”
She bit her lip, her teeth digging into the tender skin. Why couldn't she ever keep her mouth shut?
“I can seeyou're still upset about that. I'm sorry if | hurt you.”

“If?” She dared at him increduloudly, knife pointed toward his chest even though he was till halfway
acrosstheroom.

“I left because | had too. My father...” Drax's voice fdtered, hislong lashes shidlding his eyes ashis gaze



fdl to thefloor. Siwen fought the urge to run into his arms, to comfort the obvious tension that had settled
upon his strong, broad shoulders.

When it was clear toSlwen he wasn't going to continue, she risked aquestion of her own. “How isyour
father?’

Helooked up at her, his eyes unreadable. “1 don't know. Dead, | guess.”

“I'd hoped...” She struggled to find the right words. “I didn't know your father was on theBravehearted
. She gestured toward the journd pages. “ And when | read that, I'd hoped | misunderstood.”

Draxscrubbed his hand over hisface. “ The morning we were last together, | learned that the
Bravehearted never madeit to the port inCauldernon . | jumped on thefirst vessdl leaving the docksin
search of them, but the trip amounted to nothing. We never even came close to finding the ship, Captain
Barbarosa , or my father.”

“I'm so sorry.” Her heart congtricted with the knowledge that TerremALttir was dead.

Siwenplaced the knife down on the table. Giving in to her initid urge, she crossed the distance between
them quickly and wrapped her armslow around hiswaist, pressing her cheek againg his chest. The smell
of the ocean mingled with the dight scent of swest, bringing back a deluge of memories. Memories of
sounds and images treaded vividly across her mind.

The close proximity of hisbody was driving her to distraction, SoSilwen closed her eyes and tried to
focus on something ese.

Drax'sfather -- dead. Unbdlievablel TerremALttir had never been the type of man to succumb to anything,
and sheldd dways thought he'd stare death right in the face and tell it to come back later. But if even he
couldn't stand up to the forces of nature, what chance did any of them have?

“Want to take another stab at that question?’ Drax asked, his husky voice shattering her thoughts.

“What question?’

He placed asoft kiss on her temple, sending awave of desire rushing through her body. “Y ou know
what question.”

“Ah.” She cleared her throat.” That one.”

“And don't say no again. | won't believe you.” He placed his hands on her hipsand held her tightly to
him, hisfingers swirling in dow, sensud circles. The sensation penetrated right through her clothes and
made her shudder in anticipation.

“Why did you really come here?’ she asked, avoiding his question.

“I need anavigator. That'sthetruth.” He placed afinger under her chin and exerted pressure until she
looked up and stared into his eyes. She wanted to turn away, knowing that if she studied his handsome

face much longer, sheldd lose whatever common sense she had [ eft.

“I'm not anavigator anymore --"



Therest of her wordswere logt insde hismouth. Gently, he parted her lipswith histongue, the silky soft
texture, the taste of him invading her senses. She couldn't fight her body's reaction to him. Hiskissfelt too
good, and it had been too long since she'd been in hisarms. She opened to him, an unexpected groan
escaping her throat astheir tongues met, teased, explored.

Theforce of hiskisses drove her back, butDrax moved with her, licking and sucking &t her lipslikea
parched man at an oasis. The firm edge of atable stopped her retreat and she pressed herself closer to
his chest, losing hersdlf in the embrace,

He hadn't changed at all. Not abit in Sx years. She ran her hand over the firm muscles of hisarmsas his
kisses moved lower, down her neck, stopping just above her breasts.

Draxswept her off her feet before she even thought of protesting, setting her down on thetable. The
wood creaked and her knees spread almost of their own volition, awave of pleasure rushing to her
pussy. He stepped between her open thighs, his mouth clamped hard around anipple.

Ecdasy flowed through her, wetting her thighs with cream even as she pushed her cunt closer to him,
needing more, yearning to know if held feel as good now as he did back then, if he could still fuck her
with that same ravenousintengity.

“May | seethem?’

It took Slwen amoment to gather her thoughts enough to figure out what he meant. His gaze wasfixed
on her hard nipples, one soaked with awet circle, straining through her cotton tunic.

“Y ou've seen them before,” she murmured, undoing the laces of her tunic. Asthe only serving maid at
this hour, Slwen knew no one waslikely to comeinto the kitchen. She wiggled her wings and held them
close together, pulled them through the smdll ditsin the restraining garment and tugged the tunic over her
head.

His eyes widened, and she gasped with pleasure as his large, weather-worn hands cupped the full weight
of her breasts, squeezing gently.

“Y ou're magnificent,” he whispered.
She groped for composure. Her entire body hummed with a sensua buzz, ingtinctive and intense.
Damn him for making this so easy.

“All right,” she said. “Y ou have anavigator.”



