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------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

"Ooh. Ooh!"
Phoenix's ear swiveled towards the door, towards the sound of the noise. His eyes narrowed, and he doubled down on the notes he was making, his quill scratching over the papyrus.
"Oh! Imiut! I didn't know you could—ohh..."
The fennec's jaw tensed. His ears pinned themselves. He paused his scribbling and held his quill in his fist, his knuckles whitening. 
As he took a deep breath, the sounds outside subsided. He let the breath out, gave the door a dirty look, and resumed scrawling his notes.
"GAH! Holy shit, Imiut. Imiut, yes! YES!"
Snap.
"Damn it," Phoenix muttered, tossing his broken quill onto the pile. Today's casualties numbered 10—well, 11 now.
Taking another quill and pausing to rub his face with his paws, Phoenix wondered under his breath how loud two lovers could get.
"Oh, my gosh, Imiut, I'm cumming! I'm CUMMING!"
"Me, too! Augh!"
"AUGH!"
"AUGH!"
Snap
Twelve. A nice, round dozen quill casualties for the day. That last one hadn't even gotten to touch ink first.
"That's just obscene!" the fennec muttered, grabbing another quill, dipping it into the inkwell, and hastily making some notes while Imiut, his pharaoh, and Dina, the pharaoh's consort, recovered after their—ahem—boisterous climax.
He was just beginning to run out of space on his current scroll when a hushed giggle caught his attention. He glanced suspiciously at the door, glaring at it as he finished his note, set down his quill, rolled up the papyrus, and precisely placed it on a stack to his right.
Giggle.
"Sh–shh!"
Phoenix rolled his eyes skyward.
"Oh, for the love of—" he muttered. "Will you two just—"
The door flew open, and a broad-hipped, gray porcupine burst through it backwards, her lips practically glued to those of her pharaoh, a twenty-something-foot-long naga with a jackal's upper torso and head. Both wore expressions of mirth abruptly turned into surprise as they careened past Phoenix and crashed into a bookcase filled with painstakingly organized scrolls.
CRASH! CLUNK!
The bookcase collapsed, sending scrolls flying. Some flew open and began unrolling every which way, while others merely fell in a heap. Atop that heap landed Dina and Imiut.
The room fell silent for a moment as the lovers tried to catch their breath. Then, grunting, Imiut got up and helped Dina to her feet.
Only then did they notice Phoenix.
Snap.
Thirteen.
Pharaoh's and consort's eyes widened.
"You two have the whole damn PALACE to fuck in!" Phoenix roared. "Why must you do it on my desk? Is one room in this entire city too much to ask that you leave off-limits for your—your, your—fornicating?!"
"Oh, I–I'm sorry, Phoenix," Imiut said, looking sheepish. "We—we got a little caught up, and..."
Phoenix looked at him expectantly. "And? And what?" he demanded.
"Well, uh—"
"What are you doing in here anyway, Phoenix?" Dina asked, looking around and reaching for one of the scrolls in the pile next to the fennec.
"Don't touch that!" Phoenix yelled. He exhaled sharply and pinched the bridge of his nose. "If you must know, I'm trying to figure out what's going on in Memphis."
Imiut frowned. "The tax discrepancy?" A surprised look came over his face. "Phoenix, you've been on that for weeks! Give it a rest, won't you?"
"No!" the fennec snapped. "There's something off about those numbers, and I am determined to get to the bottom of it."
"Maybe they miscounted," Imiut said, shrugging. "It's not the end of the world."
"They miscounted?" Phoenix shrieked, a wild look in his eyes. "Not on my watch! If I have to go there and retrain them myself, so help me, I will do it! I will audit them in their sleep if that's what it takes. I will—"
Crash! Clatter–clump-clump-clump.
Dina slowly withdrew her hand from the heap of scrolls that had only seconds ago been a meticulous stack. Reddening and grinning broadly, she clasped her hands in front of her.
Phoenix's eye twitched involuntarily.
Snap.
Fourteen.
"Out."
"Phoenix, I'm s—"
"Out."
Perhaps it was the emphasis on the trailing 't'. Perhaps it was the way Phoenix's lips curled up as he said it. Perhaps it was the fact that the fennec was shaking with rage. Regardless of the reason, Dina and Imiut glanced at each other, then bolted for the door.
Silence.
Perfect, deafening silence.
For a long moment, the fennec stood there, taking it in.
"I can't work like this!" he snapped.
Looking around, he seized half a dozen scrolls, another half-dozen blank ones, a handful of quills, and a goat's hide of ink, shoved them all into a satchel, blew out his candle, turned on heel, and disappeared into the night.
*************
"Poor Phoenix," Dina said the next morning as she took her seat next to Imiut in the throne room. "He sure seemed upset."
Imiut snickered involuntarily. 
"Phoenix? He's always upset," he chuckled.
"I dunno, Imiut. He seemed madder than I've ever seen him."
The pharaoh shrugged. "You'll get used to him," he said. "He's a good majordomo, but he's wound about a hundred times too tight."
"As my mother would say, 'he needs to get laid'," Dina murmured.
Imiut burst out laughing.
"You are in rare form this morning, Dina! I haven't even had my breakfast, yet, and here you are, cracking jokes! It'll be a cold day in Duat before Phoenix has sex."
Dina pursed her lips, then frowned. Imiut's laughter subsided, and they sat on their thrones expectantly.
"Wait, where is Phoenix?" Imiut said abruptly. "It's weird to be sitting here without him rattling figures at me. Rashidi!"
"Yes, oh, Pharaoh?" one of the guards asked, turning.
"Where is Phoenix?"
The guard looked around helplessly, then back up at Imiut. "H–he's not here, Pharaoh."
"Clearly. Send a page to go find him."
The guard looked a little discomfited; normally Phoenix just yelled, and a page came running. Rashidi wasn't the yelling type, but he did his best to clear his throat and bark out a call for a page. It took a couple of tries, but finally, a page entered, Rashidi hastily made the pharaoh's request known, and the page left.
As all of this was happening, Imiut was tapping his finger on the armrest of his throne increasingly quickly.
"Dina, I can't understand it; illness isn't even a thing here!" he complained. "And Phoenix is so devoted to his job, he's the last person I'd expect to shirk his duties!"
"I told you he seemed upset," Dina said.
"Yeah, but refusing to show up for work?" Imiut smirked, leaning over. "That's something I'd expect of you, maybe..."
They kissed, briefly at first, then once more, passionately.
"U–uh, Pharaoh?"
Imiut and Dina turned to see a very uncomfortable-looking page standing at the base of the dais.
"Later, my love," Dina said, winking and stroking Imiut's chin.
"Well? What news?" Imiut asked.
"He's... not here, Pharaoh," the page replied. "He's not at his domicile, his office, or the library, either."
Dina gasped. "He didn't... remove his seal, did he? Surely it's not so drastic as that?"
Imiut shook his head. "No, no mortal can remove his seal," he murmured. "Any signs of struggle? Anything stolen?"
"His office is a wreck, Pharaoh: scrolls everywhere. There's no way he would stand for that kind of disorder."
Imiut and Dina exchanged glances, a concerned look coming over the pharaoh's face. He pursed his lips and thought a moment.
"I'm sure he's fine," he said at last. "He's just blowing off steam. He'll be back."
"Should we go after him?" Dina asked. "He might get hurt; he's pretty small and defenseless out in the big desert!"
Imiut's eye glinted. "Small, yes. Defenseless, no. I genuinely pity the poor person who thinks to cross him. Why, I'll be right now he's giving his trademark 'you're the most blithering imbecile I've ever met' speech."
*************
"—without a doubt the most blithering imbecile I've ever met!" Phoenix ranted. "You are a clerk, yes?"
The six-foot-tall sand cat had the most abject look on his face, his hat in his hands, and his tail wrapped around his ankles, looking down at the most ferocious fennec he had ever had the mischance to encounter.
"Y–yes?" he squeaked, feeling about half an inch tall.
"And you work at the Records Office, yes?"
The clerk's eyes darted away, praying for someone to rescue him, but no such rescuer appeared. He returned his eyes to the glowering fennec, nodded, and uttered a meek, "Mm, hmm."
"Then how is it even conceivable that you would not know where the harvest records are kept?" Phoenix roared.
"W–well, they're not my department," the cat offered.
"Then WHOSE department are they?"
"Please stop yelling at me."
"Go!" Phoenix thrust his finger out and pointed away from himself. "Find me the fur who can tell me where those records are!"
"Y–yes, sir!"
The portly feline had never run so fast in his life.
Phoenix exhaled in exasperation, plopped himself down in the middle of the floor, took out a blank scroll, and made an entry in precise, tiny hieroglyphs.
To do:
1. Audit personnel knowledge of nome org chart. Aggressive retraining if necessary.
*************
Phoenix had not moved very far from that spot on the floor several hours later, but the harvest records had moved a great deal. Afraid to anger the wrathful fennec again, the sand cat had enlisted another, equally unlucky clerk, and the two had spent much of the last few hours locating and delivering a series of records from the library to him, where three mountains of scrolls had grown up. To his left, the incoming scrolls from the library. In front of him, those he had processed and stacked in his unique, hyper-efficient filing system. To his right was a stack larger than the one on his left but smaller than the one in front of him. That was the stack the clerks had to fear. Not today, not tomorrow, but eventually, the chief bureaucrat would enact his vengeance in a cataclysm of audits, training sessions, and process enforcement. 
There were also a few notes about the taxes themselves, but those were relatively few and far between.
Between Phoenix and the stack of scrolls in front of him sat a solitary scroll, open to where the fennec was rapidly digesting its contents. To his right, another single scroll in which he was furiously writing notes, almost as fast as he was reading from the source material. From behind a corner, the two clerks watched him apprehensively, both of them dreading the moment when he would demand something else.
"Wait a minute!" Phoenix snapped abruptly, snatching up the scroll in front of him with both hands and scowling suspiciously at it. 
His eyes narrowing, he grabbed his note-scroll, traced up the lines of neat hieroglyphs with his finger, then stopped on a particular line.
"Hmm!" he said, tapping the line in his notes.
He plunged his hand into the stack in front of him, grabbed a scroll, and then in a fluid motion, unrolled its upper end by a specific amount, and rolled up the lower portion to give himself just a foot or two to look at.
Holding the two source scrolls side-by-side, his lips tightened.
"Ah, ha," he said grimly. "Pages!" he snapped.
The sand cat and his colleague jumped, then scurried over in front of him, exceptionally careful not to disturb his stacks. The sand cat had made that mistake once already; neither of them would make it again, so long as they both lived.
"Good, you're both here. I have two tasks for you. Hopefully between the two of you, you can remember both of them."
The clerks glanced at each other as Phoenix began to speak very slowly and deliberately, as if to a child or one of limited mental capacity.
"Bring me," he said, counting '1' on his fingers, "The High Priest of Seth. And"—he counted two on his fingers—"Bring me some water to drink. Do. You. Understand?"
The clerks exchanged glances again, then nodded.
"Good."
Phoenix shooed them away, then began scouring his notes again.
*************
It was more than an hour before the sand cat returned. In his paw, he carried a cup.
"Finally!" Phoenix snapped, grabbing the cup and drinking from it.
"Bleaugh!" he gasped, whipping his head over his shoulder and forcefully spitting the liquid out.
The clerk cringed while Phoenix spluttered and wiped his mouth with the back of his sleeve.
"What is that?" the fennec demanded once he'd recovered. "Where's my water? And where is that damned priest?! What took you so bloody long?"
The cat's tail wrapped fully around his ankles again.
"W–well, it took a while to get to the temple," the clerk said unhappily, shuddering as he caught sight of Phoenix's purpling face. "And—and the high priest said to bring you a beer instead, and he said the other clerk should go home," he pressed on, hoping that if he got it all out there, maybe things would be all right.
They weren't.
Snap.
Phoenix's eye was twitching, and a vein had leapt up on his scalp and was throbbing in rhythm with his eyelid. The broken quill in his hand fluttered as if in a breeze.
"The... priest... sent the other clerk home?" the apoplectic fennec said. "And... remind me"—he pinched the bridge of his nose so hard with his free hand that his fingertips turned white—"Who is your boss?"
The sand cat had backed up against the wall and was now shrinking down it. 
"Y–you are," he whimpered. "B–but, the high priest is scary!"
Phoenix stared at him, his anger suddenly vanishing, replaced by a mystified, perplexed expression.
"Are you able to breathe and walk at the same time?" he murmured aloud.
The cat cringed, then did a double-take, caught off guard by the non sequitur. "Wh–what?"
Phoenix was, in fact, pondering how such a stupid creature could continue to exist. It seemed an impossibility, an affront to the very laws of the natural order. He shook his head and sighed.
"Scary, huh?" he muttered.
"W–well, you're scarier, but—"
Phoenix held up his hand, silencing him. Without a word, the fennec rolled up his note-scroll and the others, placed them carefully on their respective stacks, loaded the lot of them into his satchel, and stood up.
"Take me to him," he said curtly.
*************
Massive columns flanked the entry into the Temple of Seth, which was painted red like the hair of the god for whom the temple was built. Even through the closed doors, thick and tall, Phoenix could hear the sounds of some kind of activity inside.
After a moment of standing there, the fennec looked expectantly at the clerk, who looked like he wanted to turn and run away. Rolling his eyes and huffing in annoyance, he ascended the few stairs and pounded on the door.
"High priest!" he called loudly over the din inside, "I am here on official business. Come out!"
For a few seconds, nothing happened. Then, the doors began to creak open, seemed to break free of some kind of hindrance, and swung fully open. Phoenix did a double-take.
The temple was a cavernous space lit by two columns of braziers that roughly divided the width of the temple in thirds. The columns extended as far as Phoenix could see, deep into the darkness of the temple. The walls had a few adornments here and there, tapestries and mosaics of Seth, the chimeric god of chaos, up to some of his antics.
But what had made Phoenix gasp was not the building or its decorations but rather the people inside of it, of which there were many. All were adorned in colorful costumes and wore masks of various animals most sacred to Seth: donkeys, hippopotamuses, pigs, crocodiles, and scorpions with big, curved tails filled the room. Just then, a powerful smell hit the fennec's nostrils that made him take a step back.
The place reeked of sex.
It took only a few seconds to understand why: here, a male dressed as a hippopotamus had mounted a female crocodile and was enthusiastically indulging in his carnal desires. Over there, two pigs (both female) were lying stomach-to-stomach, grinding against each other, and squealing with such wanton ferocity that even their feral counterparts might have blushed. And, front and center, a scorpion had drilled his tail into the ass of an ass, who brayed loudly in a remarkably good impression of the real thing. Pitchers of wine were littered about, so much of the liquid having soaked into the floor that it was stained a permanent mottled ruby-red. 
Through the masks, the participants' eyes showed various degrees of intoxication. Most looked drunk to some degree or other. A few looked surprisingly sober. Others looked stoned, and some actually looked hyped up, as if they had partaken of some kind of powerful stimulant. All seemed to be in some kind of trance, some kind of hedonistic ecstasy that encouraged them to yelp, tear their hair, and fuck with wild abandon.
For a moment, Phoenix stared, his mouth slack, his heart pounding. Swallowing hard, he took a quavering breath and looked around, wide-eyed, at the scene.
Abruptly, he came to. Shifting his legs uncomfortably, he scowled at the writhing, thrusting bodies in front of him. Of course, Seth would have approved of these behaviors fully. In fact, he commanded it, and—their own pleasure aside—the priests of his temple engaged in these acts specifically out of a desire to please and honor him. But whether Seth approved of this manner of debauchery or not, Phoenix would have none of it, not while he served Imiut!
"High Priest!" he yelled over the din. "Which of you is the high priest?"
For a split-second, the orgy quieted, but then it picked back up, as if making up for the time it had lost. All around him, people began to orgasm loudly. The smell of sex intensified, and bodies began to shudder and buck in the throes of climax.
Directly in front of him was a particularly tall priest wearing a white skirt tied with a red sash that, if positioned properly, might have concealed his rather thick endowment. In its present state, however, it draped off to the side, leaving nothing to the imagination. The priest wore a golden vest that covered his torso and attached to a thick, golden collar that draped over his shoulders. His face was covered by a white donkey's mask that seemed in keeping with his long, red ears that weren't concealed.
As Phoenix steeled his nerves and strode forward, the tall priest buried his penis inside the ass of a clearly male hippopotamus. Both let out euphoric cries, and the tall priest's sizable scrotum shuddered visibly, emptying its contents into the hippo's bowels. 
The hippo's essence splattered all over the floor. 
Phoenix stared at the splattered mess, his jaw hanging open.
A sudden grunt behind him made him whirl to see two crocodiles writhing on the floor behind him, cutting off the exit to the door.
The clerk had disappeared.
The tall priest gave a loud cry and raised his hands over his head. The cry was taken up by the rest of the crowd, and as Phoenix turned in a slow circle, surrounded by sex and noise, he put his hands over his ears and closed his eyes.
"ENOUGH!" he yelled.
Silence.
There was a rush of air as all heads turned to look at the person who'd killed the mood.
Feeling at least fifty pairs of eyes on him, Phoenix forced down the urge to run away and curled his lip in an angry snarl.
"It's about time!" he snapped. "Which of you is the high priest?"
"Ahem."
Phoenix turned to look, then rolled his eyes.
"Of course, it's you," he said to the tall priest, who chose that exact moment to pull his penis from the hippo's ass.
Phoenix's eye twitched.
Reaching forward dramatically with both arms, the priest removed his mask with one hand and took a cane offered from someone in the crowd with the other. Stepping forward and spinning his cane like a drum major's baton, he planted it on the ground and leaned over it, grinning at the fennec with a faintly crocodilian face, red eyes, and the short, scruffy mane of a donkey.
"I am the high priest," he said with a voice and accent somewhere between velvet and filet mignon, raising finely plucked, black eyebrows. "And who might you be?" he asked, his grin intensifying with just a hint of menace.
"I am Phoenix, tjaty to Pharaoh Imiut," the fennec spat, his eyes narrowing as he sized up the unusual-looking priest. "I am here to discuss your delinquent taxes."
"Is that so?" the priest asked.
A flick of movement caught Phoenix's attention. The priest's tail! It was forked and resembled a tuning fork. That meant that he was—
The fennec's eyes narrowed.
"That explains a lot," he said evenly. "Seth, here in the flesh."
"At your service," Seth replied, bowing low and giving his cane another flourish.
"The discrepant harvest records, the missing taxes, the utter incompetence in the local bureaucracy... it all makes sense now," Phoenix said. "Why?" he demanded flatly. "Why have you come here ? What is it you want?"
Seth grinned broadly, his mouth opening to reveal a lot of sharp teeth and a pointed tongue.
"Why, what I want has just arrived," he crooned. 
He shifted his weight onto the heels of his canine/humanoid, three-toed feet and extended his cane straight out from his arm, pointing it right at Phoenix. 
"You."
*************
"Imiut?" Dina asked, closing her legs and resting her arms on the edge of the pool, "Are you all right? You're not as... exuberant as you usually are."
The deity pursed his lips and sighed, swimming over to lean beside her.. "No," he admitted. "I'm worried about Phoenix."
"But didn't you say he can take care of himself?"
"He can, but... I dunno. This is so out of the ordinary for him that it–it seems like anything is possible."
"You don't think he... ran away, do you?"
The pharaoh cringed. "Gosh, I hope not. I don't know what I would do without him. He does so much around here, and while I—well, I guess I consider it doing him a favor to put up with him, but that's really not fair, is it? I should be doing a lot of the work, and he shouldn't even have to deal with a lot of this."
"I'm not sure that's fair, either," Dina said, turning on her side to embrace the pharaoh, burying her head under his chin. "He has his purpose, and you have yours."
"But the kingdom keeps running thanks to him. With him gone, I'm not sure how we're going to keep things going. If I left for a day or two—well, I do that all the time, and things keep going."
"Well, if you're worried about him, how about send someone to look for him?"
"That's a great idea. Guards!"
A couple of guards on night duty turned from their posts, walked to the edge of the pool, and saluted. "Yes, oh Pharaoh?"
"Send scouts to the four corners of the kingdom. Find Phoenix."
"Very good, sir. And, on finding him?"
"Report back to me. He doesn't have to come back"—his voice choked subtly—"if he doesn't want to, but I do want to know where he is."
"Yes, sir."
"There, that's settled," Imiut said, breathing a sigh of relief and returning his attention to his porcupine consort.
"Do you really think he might not want to come back?" Dina asked, pursing her lips.
"It's possible," Imiut replied. "We—well, I—have taken him for granted. Maybe he finally just had enough."
"Are you... thinking of making it up to him?" Dina pressed.
Imiut frowned and looked at her. "Did you have something in mind?" he asked.
"Possibly."
"Do we have time for me to regain my honor between your legs first?"
Dina smirked. "I think so."
Giggling ensued as Imiut moved in front of her again and lowered his head beneath the water.
*************
"What could you possibly want with me?" Phoenix asked, his tone not quite a snap but certainly a bit sharp for addressing a deity.
"Why wouldn't I want you?" Seth countered with a voice as smooth as butter. "Everybody tells me you're the best."
Phoenix did a double-take, then looked significantly at the orgy that surrounded them.
"The best?" he scoffed. "I haven't had sex since Imiut recruited me!" he laughed. "I might very well be the worst."
Seth raised an eyebrow. "It is telling that that's where your mind went," he crooned, "But I had a more... bureaucratic role in mind."
Phoenix's ears perked up. "Bureaucratic?" he asked.
"I'm in need of my own tjaty," Seth said, rousing himself from his cane, then pointing it at the fennec for effect, "And I'm told there's nobody else in the business of running a kingdom who can even hold a candle to you."
The fennec pursed his lips, his eyes narrowing.
"I'm already employed," he said evenly. "You certainly know that."
"Of course," Seth replied, spreading his arms. "One does not get good at something without practicing it, and once one is good at something, one seldom has a moment away from it."
Phoenix shrugged. "Then, you know my answer is 'no'. I'm already working for Pharaoh Imiut, and I have no inclination of abandoning him."
Seth cocked his head, his eyes narrowing this time.
"How's that working out for you?" he asked, raising an eyebrow.
Phoenix started, frowning uncertainly.
"Because I heard that the pharaoh has his hands full with that porcupine hussy"—
"That's Queen Dina, even to you," Phoenix interjected sharply.
Seth conceded the point with a nod but continued, "—and hasn't paid much attention to your needs, to the needs of the bureaucracy!"
Phoenix opened his mouth to protest, then huffed and averted his eyes.
"In fact," Seth cooed, "I believe the pharaoh's... distractions... are a big part of the reason you haven't had sex since you've been here."
Phoenix gasped, his eyes darting to the chimera. For a split-second, they belied a hint of panic before he furrowed his brows and scowled.
"That is none of your business," he snapped. "My sexual activities are—"
"Non-existent, I know," Seth said, planting his cane and leaning on it with an infuriating grin.
"I bury myself in my work," Phoenix seethed through gritted teeth, "Because that is more important than..." He fished for a word. "Fornicating," he spat.
"Said by someone who has not had the opportunity to experience good 'fornication'," Seth replied airily. "I saw your arousal when you walked in. Don't try to pretend you don't have urges with me, little fennec."
Phoenix's scowl broke. He felt himself sweating down his neck and reached up to brush at it. For a few seconds, he struggled to regain his composure. Then, as if flipping a switch, his icy glare returned.
"It was a momentary lapse of judgment," he said firmly. "One that will not happen again. You have my answer: I am not going to abandon my pharaoh so some scheming, manipulative drunkard can pretend to have a kingdom of his own." 
He turned towards the door and tried to leave. Seth blocked his way.
"Let me pass," Phoenix snapped. "You cannot keep me here; Imiut will be furious."
No, Seth replied with a dark expression
Phoenix gasped. He had not heard that kind of voice since Imiut had recruited him. It was an unearthly kind of sound, one that seemed to originate in his body and hit his eardrums on the way out.
"So sorry to pull rank," Seth said, brightening and twirling his cane. "You poor soul. You bury yourself in work because you want to avoid being yourself. Congratulations, you've succeeded," he said reproachfully.
Phoenix averted his eyes, clenching his fists and wishing he had a quill to break.
"You claim that was a lapse of judgment," Seth continued, moving up next to him and wrapping an arm around him. "I say it was your subconscious rebelling against the walls you've put up, desperate to escape the prison you've created for yourself. Even enemies of state get a fresh air break once a day. When was your last fresh air break?"
An incoherent grunt of protest escaped Phoenix's lips, but he offered no other reply.
"That's what I thought," Seth said. "You know, I like Imiut; he's a good guy and all. But, I think that maybe he's enabled you a bit. By keeping you so busy, he's let you keep going down this path of self-destruction. Is that really something a friend should do?"
"I never said he was my friend," Phoenix blurted, then immediately felt sorry for saying it.
"Is that something a good leader does?" Seth pressed. He gestured to the others in the temple. "I encourage all my followers to get in touch with their deepest, darkest selves and find peace with them. Or—better—indulge them," he added with a grin. "What has your pharaoh done for you?" He waited a beat for Phoenix to answer, and when he didn't, he said, "He's driven you right into my arms."
At that moment, Phoenix suddenly became aware that the deity was, in fact, hugging him, and his tuning fork tail was brushing lightly against the small of his back. He shuddered and wriggled out of his grasp.
"Come on," Seth said earnestly. "Don't dismiss me out of hand; at least give my offer some fair consideration."
Phoenix huffed. "Fine," he muttered. "If it'll get you to let me go, fine, I'll hear you out."
"That's the spirit! Come. Walk with me."
Seth's cane tapped resoundingly on the floor with each step, echoing off the walls of the hushed temple.
"As you were," he said over his shoulder as he exited the far end.
On cue, the revelers picked up the orgy right where they'd left off, while Phoenix and Seth disappeared through a heavy door.
Phoenix looked around and was surprised to find himself in an office not very different from his own at the palace. Well, that is to say that it was much larger and had a great many more scrolls, but the layout was quite similar to one he would have designed.
"Just imagine," Seth said, making a sweeping motion with his cane in front of them, "The whole kingdom's records right there at your fingertips, updated daily by runners so you never have stale information."
Phoenix reeled, then shook his head. "The cost of that alone would—"
"I'm a god," Seth reminded him. "If I say it's worth the cost—if you say it's worth the cost—then it shall be done."
A plaintive squeak gurgled in Phoenix's throat.
"Join me, and I will be an attentive ruler," Seth said. "No need to ask if I'm paying attention because you will know it is true from my words and deeds."
Phoenix huffed.
"Competent clerks who can help you find everything you need with the snap of the fingers. Only the most competent bureaucrats in the country for my tjaty!"
Phoenix started, then frowned. His eyes narrowed.
"I knew you were manipulative," he said, "But now you've proven yourself a liar to me, as well."
Seth did a double-take, looking at him indignantly.
"Psh, don't put on airs," Phoenix pressed. "You could have the most competent bureaucrats in the country with the snap of your fingers. After all, you're a god, right?"
Seth's grin returned. "What good are the best bureaucrats in the country without someone to lead them, to set policy?" he countered.
"I'm sure the best minds in the country could come up with something," Phoenix muttered, though he had to admit the implied compliment was flattering.
"Under your direction, Phoenix, we could institute a truly breathtaking bureaucracy. One that truly strikes awe into the hearts of those who observe its workings and are capable of appreciating their elegance. One so high-functioning that you can step away for a day or two at a time, and it won't collapse." He leaned in. "Of course, the occasional on-the-job diversion wouldn't hurt you, either," he hinted.
Phoenix stiffened and disengaged himself again.
"Your promises are lies at best and twisted truths at worst, and you are using my good intentions to manipulate me!" he spat. "It's true, I do dream of an orderly bureaucracy, one that, as you said, strikes awe into those who can appreciate it."
Seth opened his mouth, but this time, Phoenix kept going.
"I would seek to create a bureaucracy that ran smoothly for the betterment of the kingdom, not just myself. But, through me, you would turn it into a Gordian knot of red tape, an impenetrable snarl to acquire something as basic as a quill! The whole empire would descend into chaos while its bureaucrats argued about whether the appropriate forms came in duplicate or triplicate!"
"Ooh, that's good!" Seth said, pretending to make a note on a scroll in the air.
"No, it's not! This is why I won't come work for you, not to mention—"
"Male or female?"
Phoenix abruptly fell silent.
"What?"
"If you had your choice, would you rather a male or a female to have sex with?"
Phoenix stared at him, mystified, then abruptly turned on heel and strode out of the office, back to the orgy. As he entered the room, he saw the main doors closing in the distance. He sighed and came to a stop, and Seth stood in front of him.
"You may leave," the god of debauchery said, using his cane to sweep the assembled revelers, "After you have figured out your favorite sexual playmate."
The fennec's mouth opened. He closed it, then shook his head.
"Fine," he snapped. "Just a good, fennec female who doesn't make me participate in orgies!"
A peculiar look came over Seth's face. The deity snapped his fingers, and in a poof of smoke and mist, one of the cultists turned into the finest specimen of female fennec beauty. Her hips swaying seductively, she walked up to Phoenix, smiled and batted her long eyelashes, and ran her finger down his chest.
Phoenix's jaw dropped, and he stood, frozen, not knowing what to do.
"Well, Phoenix?" Seth asked with a knowing smirk, "She's ready. She's willing." He twirled his cane. "Are you?"
Shrinking away from the female's advances, Phoenix muttered something incoherent.
"What was that?" Seth asked, bringing his cane to his ear.
"I–I can't do this," Phoenix muttered.
"Of course, you can!" Seth said encouragingly. "If it's a matter of getting it up, well—"
"It's not that," Phoenix answered testily.
Seth pursed his lips. "Well," he said slowly, "Maybe you just need a little time to—you know—get your groove on. Some wine?"
He hooked the handle of a jug of wine with his cane and slid the clay container long the walking stick's length, holding it out at cane's length in front of Phoenix.
The fennec's ears flattened.
"No."
Seth shrugged. "Well, up to you. We've got all night."
"I haven't got all night!" Phoenix retorted. "I have work I need to be doing right now!"
"Well, then!" Seth planted his cane and leaned on it, grinning expectantly. "You'd better get busy."
He winked, then gestured with his eyes to the female fennec, who seemed to have been struck with a sudden fascination with her own breasts and was holding them in her hands, weighing them individually and together. Feeling Seth's gaze, she looked up and grinned sheepishly.
Phoenix sighed and rolled his eyes. There was no way this was going to go well for him, and if his getting back to the palace was contingent on him getting laid, then he might well be dooming the whole kingdom with each passing minute.
"Maybe you're shy," Seth suggested. "Not to worry; Griselda here is not."
On cue, the female fennec stepped forward, moving right into Phoenix's space and taking hold of the sash that held his robes tightly closed. Phoenix, exceedingly ticklish from a very long period without physical contact from someone else, jumped backwards and bumped into the immovable object that was Seth. His toes curling and his breath coming in anxious gasps, Phoenix stared, wide-eyed, as the forward female deftly untied his sash and pulled his robes open.
Watching eagerly over Phoenix's shoulder, Seth looked visibly disappointed when he found that the fennec was hiding another layer of garments beneath his robe. For his part, Phoenix let out a squeak of protest when his robes flew open.
"That is..."
Phoenix looked up to see Seth pursing his lips as he fished for a word.
"... so expected of you," the deity said. "Layers of walls between you and your true self; layers of clothes between you and anyone who might like to get to know you."
"You can know me by talking to me," Phoenix said distractedly, sucking his stomach and chest back as far as they would go as Griselda reached for a small, white cord on the short pair of white trousers he wore under his robe.
"No, no, not in the biblical sense, you can't," Seth replied, grinning wickedly.
"The Bible hasn't even been invented, yet," Phoenix muttered, cringing and struggling as the female fennec grasped the waistband of his undershorts.
In a sharp movement, she jerked them down. Phoenix turned scarlet under his tan fur and squeezed his eyes closed.
There was a collective gasp from those nearby.
Phoenix wanted to die.
"Well, damn!" Seth blurted, "What in the world have you got to hide behind two layers of clothes for? You're hung like an ass!"
Phoenix covered his face with his hands, exhaled very slowly, then inhaled twice as slowly. Balling his hands into fists in front of his face, he stiffly lowered them to his sides.
"I would like to go home, now," he said quietly.
"And deprive these fine cultists of that? I think not!" Seth laughed. "Have at him, ladies! And gents," he added with a knowing wink.
Before Phoenix could protest, Griselda had dropped to her knees, put her lips to his penis—"hung like an ass" was a bit of an exaggeration, but for his size, he was well-endowed—ran her tongue down its length, and slipped it into her mouth.
"Grk!"
Phoenix gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily at the tickling stimulation on his long-neglected malehood. For a long time, he stood there, his limbs as stiff as rods, trembling as the female nursed his flaccid member.
After several minutes of that, he timidly ventured a glance down at Griselda, who looked up at him, doe-eyed, as she deliberately bobbed down and up on his cock, which still remained stubbornly flaccid.
Phoenix looked away, embarrassed. His toes began twitching in rhythm to her ministrations, as did his lip, which he was biting quite hard.
"Little man, you gotta relax!" Seth said, stepping out from behind him.
Phoenix yelped and fell over backwards. He would have landed on his butt on the hard floor, but a couple of soft cushions broke his fall. Sagging into them, he didn't have time to throw up his hands or anything before another cultist—this one a male fennec—held a pitcher over his head and began to pour.
Gasping, Phoenix nabbed a sip of air just in time before the wine poured into his mouth. It hit the back of his throat just right and made him swallow involuntarily.
"Not too much, my man," Seth said, using his cane to tip the pitcher back upright. "This one's a lightweight."
The fennec nodded and set the pitcher aside, then ran his hands under the white tunic Phoenix wore under his robe and began rubbing his chest and nipples.
Phoenix squirmed under him, reddening as his penis momentarily twitched at the new sensation. But, though the fickle member seemed to enjoy the feeling, it still refused to get hard in Griselda's mouth.
Seth pursed his lips, then grinned, a glint in his eye.
"I bet I know what's going on," he said. "If you're one of those who doesn't get much out of a blow job, hey, no problem! Griselda, why don't you show our guest some of your... other assets?" he suggested.
The female fennec pulled her head back, and Phoenix's penis slurped out. With a sultry grin, she slowly rose, then turned, spread her legs, and lifted her tail off to the side to reveal a glistening, swollen, purple pussy that looked ready to burst with arousal. Indeed, carnal desire already leaked from her labia, captivating Phoenix as it slowly pooled, grew into a droplet, and then fell slowly to the ground and splattered.
As her hindquarters put on its own show, the rest of her put on a show of her own, slowly bending over, thrusting her hips backwards, and looking back at Phoenix from between her legs. Her tail curled and beckoned seductively.
The wine-bearing fennec glanced over his shoulder. His eyes widened, and a choked whimper of delight escaped his throat as he grinned ear-to-ear. As wine-bearer turned, Phoenix did a double-take on seeing him fully erect.
"She... has that effect on people," Seth chuckled.
Phoenix barely heard him because at that moment, Griselda leaned back and pressed her vulva against his penis. He shuddered reflexively, but though the wet heat of her lips pressed against him was enticing, there was just something missing, some key element that would flip the switch.
Griselda certainly couldn't be faulted; though her movements failed to arouse him in the way his wine bearer most certainly was, Phoenix was nevertheless impressed by her body and the way she moved it. Still, after fifteen minutes, his penis hadn't stirred at all.
"You are a hard nut to crack, my man," Seth said, twirling his cane, planting it, and leaning thoughtfully on it, "But hard nuts are my thing"—someone in the background climaxed loudly, eliciting a grin from the deity—"and I saw you get aroused when you came in."
"It's a hopeless venture," Phoenix replied. "You're wasting your time and mine."
"We'll see. Faithful followers, gather 'round."
From all over the temple, people flocked to their god, most of them naked or wearing only fetish-type apparel. In an instant, Phoenix felt himself deserted as the orgy that had surrounded him moved away all at once. 
Looking up from his cushions, he couldn't help feeling a little ambivalent. On one hand, it was good not to be surrounded by so many... odors. On the other hand, the abrupt departure felt rather like being abandoned, and despite his efforts to rationalize it away, he couldn't help feeling a little left out, especially when he looked over and saw the cultists all huddled around the tall deity, fawning on his every word.
He couldn't hear what was being said, but as he looked longingly at the crowd, Seth abruptly looked at him, and then the entire multitude did, too.
Phoenix's eyes widened.
Poof!
Poof–poof–poof!
Before his eyes, the cultists turned into a wide variety of fennecs, male and female, tall, short, heavy, slender, muscular, white, tawny, aggressive, and shy. Like a buffet, they swarmed around him and began engaging in a strange kind of exhibitionist sex with each other, giving equal measure to presenting themselves to him as they did pleasuring their partners and enjoying themselves.
Nor were they limited to opposite-sex couples, or couples at all, really. Before the stuffy bureaucrat, fennecs of all shapes and sizes masturbated alone, joined into couples, or engaged in all manner of debauchery in groups of three, four, or five, combinations Phoenix could never have even conceived of.
A lone, larger female stood with her profile to him, her paw between her legs, her eyes closed, eyebrows arched, and lower tip tucked between her teeth. As she neared climax, she opened her eyes, gave him a hungry look, bit her lip hard, and got herself over the edge, splattering the ground between her quivering knees.
Another female, bold and slender, lay on the ground with her legs spread towards him, her hips arching lewdly as she loudly got herself off. Droplets of her arousal struck his forehead.
A muscular male stroked himself while giving Phoenix an inviting look that said, "Like what you see?" 
Phoenix blushed and looked away, but his eyes darted furtively back to him several times. As the male climaxed, Phoenix licked his lips involuntarily and swallowed hard. Even still, his penis stubbornly refused to get erect.
As the first male recovered, Phoenix looked over and saw another male pleasuring himself with a dildo. The bureaucrat stared, transfixed, as the male began to drool precum from his penis. Abruptly, the male jerked all over, and milky fluid shot into the air. Phoenix's breath caught. He began panting, but beyond the faintest of twitches, his own penis still remained unmoved.
Amid the masturbators, couples of differing combinations of males and females plied their craft on the captive fennec. Here, a male and female did it missionary-style. There, the mixed-gender couple did it doggy-style. Here, a male held his female partner in his arms and bobbed her up and down on his cock; there, a male held his legs behind his head while another male drove into his ass. Here, two females 69ed each other, there, two males did the same.
The larger groups were truly mind-boggling to behold. In one such group, a female lay in the middle, each of her orifices stuffed with the penis of a different male. The male stuffing her face had his own face buried in the breasts of a well-endowed female, who had a male eating her out while another female rode his cock cowgirl-style. The male in her pussy had his mouth full of cock, and the one in her ass was sandwiched between her and another male, whose thrusts were so violent that they drove him into her. The whole mass writhed and moaned ecstatically, somehow able to coordinate its movements for the maximum enjoyment of all participants. 
For Phoenix, though, the logistics of such an over-the-top display piqued his curiosity more than any kind of prurient interests.
Of course, less complicated groups also existed: two males stuffed opposite ends of a female; two males stuffed opposite ends of a male; a male lay on his back with females riding his mouth and cock; three females engaged in mutual exploration of each other's bodies with hands, tongues, and—intriguingly—toes.
Wine and snacks flowed freely amid all this sex, sometimes even intermingling with it as this fennec ate grapes off the chest of another or drank wine from a belly button. Some kind of whipped cream was applied liberally to the genitals of one held captive by half a dozen others, and a half dozen more proceeded to lick the cream off, much to the delight of the captive one.
Yet despite all these excesses, all these forms of sex and hedonistic delights, Phoenix could muster no more than half-tumescence. After two hours, his body was stiff all over from anxiety and bemusement—all over, that is, except his penis.
"My man, you are a stalwart stick in the mud!" Seth said, coming over to stand beside the overwhelmed fennec. 
As Phoenix roused himself from the pillows, he shriveled his nose at how drenched in his own sweat they were.
"It was a valiant effort," he conceded begrudgingly. "But as I told you, it was in vain. If you are unwilling to listen to me now, I cannot see why that would be any different if I were your tjaty," he added pointedly.
"I am not listening to you, my man, because you are galvanized against me," Seth replied, equally pointedly as he leaned on his cane. 
Pursing his lips, he reached up and stroked his crocodilian chin.
"I've thrown every kind of sex I can think of at you; everything that was here when you walked in and got that momentary hard-on is here now..." 
He glanced at Phoenix. His eyes narrowed, and he grinned toothily. 
"Except..." He clapped his hands. "Loyal followers, loyal followers, come gather 'round. I think I've solved the mystery of this fennec's implacable prick! Here's what I want you to do."
Phoenix swallowed hard, not sure of what the chaos-deity was saying but feeling distinctly nervous. Even he didn't know why he'd gotten aroused when he walked in. The whole thing had been such a shock that maybe he got erect out of surprise alone? Yet, watching Seth instructing his followers, he had the uncomfortable feeling that perhaps this complete stranger had suddenly gleaned more insight into him than he himself possessed.
"All right; make it so!"
The revelers all streamed towards the far end of the temple, poofing as they went back into their original shapes. Seth came back to stand next to Phoenix, who got to his feet, glanced down, grabbed a pillow, and used it to cover his front.
Wasn't I wearing clothes before? he wondered.
"What are you gonna do?" he asked grimly as the last of the revelers disappeared through the door.
"Watch and see," Seth crooned.
A few seconds later, the doors burst open again, and the revelers streamed back out. It took a few seconds for them to get close enough that Phoenix could see them clearly, but when they did, he gasped.
Seth's followers had donned their costumes once more. As soon as they were close enough for Phoenix to see them, they pounced on each other, engaging in the most animalistic sex acts they could think up. Normal voices gasping and moaning became the imitated braying of donkeys, barking and whining of dogs, squealing of pigs, growling of big cats, and hissing of crocodiles and scorpions. As Phoenix watched, a male wearing a donkey mask plunged himself into the backside of a willing pig. Squeals and brays as loud as they were vulgar filled the air.
Hippopotamuses and crocodiles bellowed and hissed as their private parts collided. The energy in the room was transformed in an instant from the hedonistic delights of sex-positive revelers to the bestial rutting of zoo animals.
Amid the debauched display, Phoenix stared, his eyes bulging, his jaw slack, and his chest panting.
"I'd say," Seth smirked, lifting his cane, "That we've found your trigger."
Phoenix looked down just in time as the cane grazed over his rock-hard member.
"Guh!" the fennec cried as his legs jerked so hard that he fell over.
"And now, the fun can start," Seth grinned, looking down at him.
Phoenix's face burned crimson. He rolled over on his side, covering his face with his hand and his erection with his leg.
"Please," he said in a choked whisper, "Don't make me face it."
"But there's nothing wrong with it!" Seth replied.
With his free hand, he reached down, grabbed the fennec, and hauled him back to his feet. Phoenix instinctively squeezed his legs together and covered himself with both hands.
"Just look at all the fun they're having!" Seth said. "Why, that crocodile is about to swallow that hippo's penis!"
Phoenix glanced over just in time to see it happen. His cock throbbed under his hands. Embarrassed, he looked away just in time to catch sight of a different kind of creature altogether.
The costume did not quite do it justice, but it did make it clear the sort of creature it was. A long, stiff, straight tail with forks like Seth's had been attached to the wearer's waist, and a strap halfway up the tail's length attached to a belt below the wearer's breasts to keep it erect. The wearer bobbed her anteater-like mask up and down, nuzzling with a donkey briefly before turning around and looking over her shoulder. Her bare buttocks framed a glistening pussy, and the attached tail seemed to point at it like an arrow.
Without pause, the donkey brayed and leapt onto her, the cultist beneath the mask expertly locking his arms out and landing his chest on the female's rump just as a wild ass would do. With some ecstatic thrusting, he buried his penis inside of her, and she let out a low, undulating, unearthly moan.
"So," Seth asked, tearing Phoenix back to reality, "Now that there's obviously something you like here, which is your favorite animal?"
Phoenix reddened again. Unable to say it, he closed his eyes, looked away, and pointed.
"Phoenix! I'm flattered," Seth said, following his finger to the sha. "Of all the animals you could find the most attractive, you pick the one most like me?"
Phoenix just looked nauseous.
"You should go to her! Come, let me introduce you."
He took Phoenix by the wrist, but stopped and turned, perplexed, when the fennec resisted.
"Well, don't you want to breed her?" he asked.
Phoenix didn't say anything, but his erection had substantially shrunk.
Seth peered at him for a moment, and then a crafty smile tugged at the corners of his mouth.
"Dirty boy," he crooned, impressed. "We can fix that."
He snapped his fingers.
Poof!
The belt around the woman's waist disappeared. So did the one beneath her breasts. So did her mask. So did she. In fact, what remained was a real-life sha, in the flesh.
Seeing the transformation, the male in a donkey costume yelped and abruptly pulled out of her, hastily finding someone else to empty his balls into.
"Well?" Seth asked, looking at him. "She's all alone, now, and I can promise you that those vulva are as ripe and ready for plucking as they'll ever be. Come here, girl," he called.
The sha turned her skinny, inverted-triangle ears towards him, then trotted over, her body as lithe as a greyhound's, her tail still as straight as ever.
"Like what you see—oh, my! I guess you do!" Seth said, startled to see Phoenix's erection raging once more.
The sha trotted up to him, licked his face with a long, slender tongue, and then turned her back to him, listed her tail off to one side, and looked over her shoulder at him plaintively.
Phoenix's breath caught. He stood, paralyzed, his penis the only part of him moving as it bobbed up and down while the rest of him gaped, unable to make a sound. Countless incoherent thoughts raced through his mind, yet the longer he stood there, the clearer their message became. As Seth and the sha watched, he finally exhaled, the trance broken.
His penis drooped.
"Aww, what?" Seth protested, tapping his own forehead with the grip of his cane. "My man, you are this close to having one ounce of much-needed R&R, and now you're balking! Why?" he asked, exasperated.
"I–"
Sha and Seth both looked at Phoenix, surprised to hear him trying to speak.
"Yes?" Seth asked anxiously. "What is it?"
"I–" Phoenix groaned, his composure completely breaking as a pained look came over his face. "I–"
Infuriated that he couldn't get the words out and desperate to be understood, he looked around wildly for something to help him. His eyes settled on the donkey-male who had run off. His eyes widened, and he pointed frantically at him.
Seth frowned. "The—the donkey?" he asked, looking a little disappointed. "Well, of course, if you'd rather that..."
He raised his hand to snap.
"No!" Phoenix managed.
Seth frowned at him, startled.
Phoenix grunted in frustration, the pointed at the donkey with one hand, pointed at the sha with the other, and brought his fingers together.
Seth watched him repeat the gesture a few times.
"Ohh," the deity said. "Loud and clear."
Snap.
Poof.
Phoenix gasped, his whole body trembling and his penis both hard and drooling.
The sha had turned male.
"C'mere, boy," Seth said.
The sha bounded up, put his forelegs on Phoenix's shoulders, and wagged its stiff tail enthusiastically. Under his lithe, black belly, a hint of ruby-red poked out of his sheath.
Phoenix moved stiffly, petting the animal in jerking motions, too paralyzed to do anything else.
"Go on," Seth hissed in Phoenix's ear. "It's an unforgettable experience; I promise you'll love it."
Phoenix's heart pounded in his chest as he stared down at the sha's glistening tip.
"What are you waiting for?" Seth asked gently. "You're here; he's here. You want him; he wants you."
A whimper escaped Phoenix's throat.
"Besides," Seth added casually, "Taking him is the only way you're getting out of here."
Phoenix raised his eyes to the sha's face. Something clicked in the back of his mind, not only granting him permission but ordering him to partake of the thing he had wanted for so long but was so ashamed of that he had buried it under a mountain of work for decades. Suddenly no longer paralyzed, he smiled at the animal, scratched behind its ears, and gently lowered it to the ground. The forked tail began wagging with so much enthusiasm that the sha's abdomen curved side-to-side as Phoenix slowly got down on all fours.
He couldn't believe he was doing this. He couldn't believe that after all these years, it was actually happening. He couldn't believe any of this was possible.
The excited sha sniffed him all over, running its proboscis-like nose under him and slurping at his leaking cock. Phoenix's back arched, and his mouth opened wide, releasing a hoarse croak—the pain of years' worth of anticipation coming to a head all at once. His hips bucked involuntarily, shoving his penis from its sheath into the beast's waiting maw.
The sha's pliable mouth conformed to the contours of his anatomy, rubbing lusciously along his shaft as he entered. Phoenix yelped from overstimulation, and the sha quickly pulled back, looking at him questioningly.
"G–good boy," Phoenix managed breathlessly, his body trembling so hard that his toes tapped the ground rhythmically.
Tail wagging again, the sha sniffed around him some more, then moved up behind him.
My gosh. This is it, Phoenix thought to himself, his heart pounding.
He felt the sha's tongue lap tenderly at his buttocks, eliciting an involuntary squeal. 
The tongue retreated, then came again, this time slurping at his taint. Phoenix's toes curled tightly. His back arched.
Suddenly, he felt something bump against the small of his back, felt the sha's weight on his rump. Heat from the sha's groin radiated onto his buttocks.
H–here it comes, Phoenix thought, biting his lip.
Something sharp poked him in the perineum. Phoenix tensed, then something about the sha's position shifted. He felt another poke, this one right in the ass.
"Ohh!"
His eyes rolled back in his head. His back arched harder, so much so that his head pulled back to look straight upward, his mouth open, his eyes squeezed closed, and his chest heaving.
The sha began to thrust rapidly, much like his canine counterparts. Phoenix could feel the friction on his anus and the way the sha's girth gently spread him varying degrees of open with each thrust. The sha's penis found his prostate, and the fennec jerked his head down, his teeth gritting as he felt shots of heat, goosebumps, and pleasure radiate from his hips. On top of that, his penis was harder and throbbing more than it had ever done in his life. It felt so intensely good to be that erect, to experience such gratifying sensations throughout his body.
His prick began to dribble. Phoenix could not remember a time when he had precum enough to dribble, but here it was, the clear liquid forming a bead and slowly descending to the ground to start a pool that would only grow as the breeding continued.
The sha continued thrusting, stroking deeper each time. Heat, goosebumps, and pleasure flowed through the fennec faster, leaving him light-headed and slightly overwhelmed. His knot—something he hadn't seen in years—swelled up, trapping his penis outside its sheath. A bubble of mind-bending pleasure formed in the back of his mind, fueled by the wonderful feelings coming from his cock and ass.
The sha's own knot began to expand. Phoenix's eyes snapped open as he felt the sudden stretch in his ass. Before actual fear or anxiety could develop, though, that little lump bumped his prostate.
The bubble of pleasure became all-consuming. Phoenix squeezed his eyes closed and let out a guttural grunt. His penis bobbed up and down erratically, spraying semen all over the ground, his chest, and the underside of his arms.
The sha's knot swelled large, too large to pull back out.
In the back of his mind, Phoenix vaguely felt the sha lodge inside of him. Already cumming, he didn't have the presence of mind to think of what that would mean for him.
The sha's knot expanded to full size, squeezing hard against Phoenix's prostate. 
The fennec saw stars. His balls shuddered from exertion. The spurts from his penis amplified, now jetting across the floor between his arms or splattering his neck and chin. His mind swam, and he began vocalizing incoherently, unable to contain the intensity of the overwhelming bliss he felt inside.
Hearing him, the cultists also began vocalizing, the sound quickly becoming deafening as howls from one encouraged another, whose grunts and squeals stoked the lust of someone else. Not even Phoenix was immune to this effect. As the sound amplified, the overpowering self-restraint he always exercised broke. An upwelling of passion in him burst forth as a primal howl, one the sha on top of him echoed as they climaxed together.
Hot, wet spurts fired into Phoenix's ass, thumping against his bowels. After over thirty spurts, his orgasm had begun to subside, but the sensation of heat and rhythmic pressure spikes against his anus reinvigorated him. Feeble drips onto the tile floor picked up again, and once more, he was shooting across the room. His ass contracting with each spurt squeezed his prostate hard against the sha's knot, giving them both goosebumps and running their orgasms both ragged.
At last, Phoenix's exhausted body could take no more. His arms collapsed out from under him, and his face landed on the pillow below him. Unfocused, half-closed eyes rolled up and down in rhythm to the throbbing of the sha's knot, and he began to babble incoherently.
And yet, the sha was not done with him, yet. Tugging backward in a way that squeezed another spurt from the fennec's exhausted balls, the sha hiked his leg and turned to stand butt-to-butt with him. The throbbing of the knot in Phoenix's ass slowed until each twitch came as a surprise that made him moan incoherently.
"So, it's good for you, too, huh?" Seth asked.
Phoenix's eyes snapped open. Lifting himself up on his arms again, he looked around, then looked over his shoulder, where the sha was looking at him intently. It grinned.
Phoenix gasped. "S–Seth?"
"In my favorite form," the sha replied, its lips moving as it talked.
"Wh—wait, I just had sex with you?"
"Of course! Such an opportunity was too good to pass up."
"N–no, this isn't good; I–I work for Imiut!"
"What does that have to do with anything? It's not like I'm gonna get you pregnant. I'm sterile, my guy!"
"That's beside the point! You've—I've... Ugh."
He shuddered at the notion that his gut was, in fact, very full of the deity's semen.
"Just a little memento to remember me by," the sha said, grinning just like Seth would have.
"Ack!"
Wincing, Phoenix pulled forward, and sha-Seth's knot popped out of him.
"Oh, what have I done?" Phoenix moaned, covering his face with his hands.
"Heh, heh, post-coital regrets," Seth said. "I invented those, you know."
The deity materialized in front of Phoenix as the gender-swapped, transformed cultist returned to her normal form and rejoined the orgy. 
"You're the worst," Phoenix muttered. 
His eyes flashed, and he was back to himself, scowling at the deity even as the evidence of their coupling leaked from his ass onto the ground.
"You did not do all of this just to get me laid," he snapped. "What is it you really want?"
"I told you," Seth replied, grinning, "I want you to come run my bureaucracy."
"Really—?"
"Really."
Phoenix's eyes narrowed. "No."
"But you could have sex like this all the time!" Seth protested. "You could have your perfect bureaucracy—"
"And if I leave Imiut, his kingdom will descend into chaos. Did you think of that?"
Seth bit his lip. "It had crossed my mind," he said innocently. "I see it as a perk?"
"Ugh. What am I doing here?" Phoenix spat under his breath.
Getting to his feet, he doubled over with revulsion as a substantial amount of coupling-juice flooded out of him. Beet red beneath his fur, he looked around for his clothes, snatched them up, and hurriedly got himself dressed. The more self-conscious he felt, the darker his scowl grew. All the while, Seth watched him with an infuriating smirk.
"There," Phoenix spat as he collected his satchel. "I did what you asked and tried your wares. Now, let me go."
Seth pursed his lips, then shrugged and used his cane to open the door.
"Bye, Phoenix!" he singsonged. "See you next time!"
"There won't be a next time," Phoenix snapped, pausing in the doorway. "Memphis had better remit the taxes that you know full well are due. Next time, it will be Imiut himself coming to collect."
With that, he slammed the door behind him.
*************
How could I be so stupid? Ugh, this—this semen is disgusting; I can feel it hardening and crunching in my fur. As soon as I get in and drop my things off, I am going to visit the bathhouse and—
The fennec stopped mid-rant and stared at the light from under the doorway of his office. It was extremely early in the morning—around 3 or 4—and though he knew he had left in a rush, he was certain he hadn't left his candle burning all day and night. Scowling suspiciously at the door, he crept up to it and heard voices inside.
"Okay, Choiak for Apis, I have 111,378 bushels."
"I'm getting 111,180."
"Damn it. How does he do this all day? We're missing 198 bushels somewhere."
"Do you think maybe they just rounded off or something?"
"No, everybody else's are exact. That's a weird amount to round off anyway."
"I'll look again; maybe I missed an entry."
Frowning, Phoenix walked in and headed for his desk, stopping short on seeing Imiut and Dina on opposite sides of it. The pharaoh looked up at him guiltily, his eyes bloodshot. Seeing Imiut looking, Dina turned to look and gave the fennec an equally bloodshot, guilty look.
"Pharaoh," Phoenix said by way of suspicious greeting. "Queen Dina."
"Phoenix! You're back!" Imiut cried.
"Yes," the fennec replied guardedly as he put his satchel down on a corner of the desk and began unpacking it. "What—are you two up to... at this hour?"
"Phoenix, I'm sorry I was so unappreciative of you," Imiut blurted. 
As the pharaoh talked, a stack of scrolls caught Phoenix's eye, and he went over and peered at it.
"Dina and I have been here trying to clean up the mess we made, and—"
"You put my scrolls back in order?" Phoenix asked, looking over his shoulder.
Pharaoh and consort looked at each other quizzically.
"Yeah, but—how'd you know?" Dina asked.
Phoenix pointed to the end of the scrolls and rotated a few of them a quarter-turn here, an eighth-turn there. A pattern of zigzagging lines materialized. 
Imiut and Dina did a double-take.
"That's how you know what order they go in?!" Dina cried as she and Imiut both did face-palms.
Phoenix frowned. "Yes? Why?"
"We've been up here all night trying to get them in order," Imiut said sheepishly.
A pang of genuine pity appeared on Phoenix's face.
"I'm sorry, Pharaoh," he said. "Had I known you were doing this, I would have told you the shortcut; I didn't think you cared." He frowned. "Did you say you've been here all night?"
"We didn't know how else to clean up our mess," Imiut said.
"You—you took it on yourself to clean up my office?" Phoenix's voice and face registered disbelief and deep appreciation. "I–I'm touched, oh Pharaoh. Truly I am."
"We think we found another discrepancy, too," Imiut added, pointing to one of the scrolls. "Apis's records look to be off by—"
"Found it!" Dina proclaimed, triumphantly holding up a scroll. "Right there," she said, pointing.
"Phew," Imiut and Phoenix chorused.
"Phoenix, I really don't know how you're able to do this day in and day out," Imiut said sincerely, "But without you, we'd be hopelessly lost. I–I'm very sorry I haven't been more considerate."
Phoenix started to respond but then felt a fresh trickle down his inner thigh.
"I–I appreciate that, Pharaoh," he said hurriedly. "I would stay and talk about it at greater length, but my travels have been long, and I am eager to get home. May we save this conversation for a later time? It seems you and Queen Dina could use some sleep yourselves."
"Of course, Phoenix," Imiut said, nodding and rubbing his face. "It is... good to have you back."
"So very glad you didn't abandon us and our dysfunction," Dina half-teased.
Phoenix paused on his way out the door. "That was never an option," he replied.
Turning and hurrying to the bathhouse, Phoenix scrubbed himself like a man possessed, desperately trying to get the smell of sex off himself and the lingering bits of sha cum out. It took nearly an hour before he was finally satisfied.
Then he went home, but though eager for sleep, the frenzied bathing had wound him up, and he walked out onto the balcony instead.
The moon had not yet set, and it stood out as a huge backdrop behind the buildings of the palace.
A noise below him caught his attention. Looking down, he shook his head and smirked faintly, seeing Imiut and Dina jumping into the pool for a late-night rendezvous. In less than a minute, they were having sex.
"How can anyone be so horny all the time?" he muttered.
His ear flicked to the side, attracted by a faint noise.
Looking over, he did a double-take on seeing a wild sha standing on his balcony next to him.
"How did you get up here?" he murmured.
Swallowing hard, he surreptitiously glanced beneath the animal and caught a glimpse of red glistening in the moonlight. His breath caught, and he felt a twinge in his ass, a faint reminder of his encounter. His penis grew hard and began throbbing.
Seeing his erection, the sha winked at him.
Phoenix gasped and hurried back to his room, but that was not enough to save him from Seth's voice in his head.
Don't run from it, Phoenix. One way or another, you will be back.

