The Lost Tomb
Chapter 1 - Times past times present
The Nile steamer slid quietly through he dark river waters towards the bank. In the sunlight Sarah Jones could see the white clad men waiting to receive the mooring ropes from the boats crew as it came ashore at the small jetty. A refuelling stop then off again towards the south. ‘Only one more day to Luxor’ thought Sarah and she would be able to begin her latest quest at the site of Egypt’s ancient capital. She reflected briefly over the last few months. Since her last adventure in the jungles of Asia where she had outwitted the scheming Brad Dyper and his cronies, her life had changed in pace and excitement. It was there that she had discovered the ancient Temple of the Goddess Puoh and the beautiful activities that her followers indulged in to worship her. It seemed a strange coincidence that she had also discovered that she enjoyed the warm feeling of her bowel movements as they slid, sometimes quite uncontrollably, out from between her legs into her shorts. Then there was Toby.

 She felt a little sad as remembered their first adventures together in the temple, how long had they stayed there, four days all told. Four lovely messy, sticking, warm and wet days. Then their return to England and a fortnight of indulgence as they both engaged in an orgy of sex, and knicker filling in every conceivable way until…..She shed a small tear as she recalled the stupid row. She couldn’t even remember what had started it. But it had ended as he stormed out of her flat and out of her life. They were both to blame, she knew that. She cursed herself for not having the humility to call him, but then he could have called her too. Perhaps it was better this way. She wiped away the tear and went below to her cabin.

Sarah dressed for her evening meal she felt she needed to cheer herself up. She put on some clean white knickers and a white knee length dress and white shoes. It was warm and she decided to dress with as little as possible. She disliked bras anyway she much preferred to feel her nipples lightly brushing her clothes as she walked. She brushed her long blonde hair and clipped it up so that it fell on her neck and shoulders. She turned around once admiring herself in the mirror before making her way to the restaurant. 

She ate a good meal and had a few drinks of wine and bottled water. She made her way up onto the deck. It was cool outside now that the sun had set. The clear black sky was speckled with stars as a breeze played with the hem of her dress. She stood by the railing taking in the night. She moved towards the stairs, which offered her the shortest route back to her cabin and stood holding the railing. Sarah Jones was going to cheer herself up.

She looked around, no one was there. She closed her eyes and relaxed breathing in the cool night air. The dim lights on the deck gave her enough cover of darkness for her to safely do what she had in mind. She felt her dress brushing against her skin her nipples now quite stiff with the cool air. The smell of the ferry’s smoke tainted the air mixed with her own perfume. Her white cotton knickers embraced her rounded bottom and neatly enveloped her soft mound. She felt her water gently seep towards that opening between her legs. She wanted to stand there and gently pee herself out on the deserted deck. She winced a little as the first few drops escaped into her gusset dampening her knickers. She glanced around the coast was still clear, a little bit more escaped. She took a breath as the warm spurt spread the patch between her legs and a little dribbled down her leg. It was beginning to come out in little spurts now each one wetting her gusset a little more and allowing a few more drops to run along her thighs. It began to hurt now so with a final glance around she let go. The relief was intense. She bit her bottom lip to stop herself gasping with delight as her knickers were engulfed in a beautiful warm stream of golden pee. The pee ran down her legs in torrents forming puddles in her shoes and on the deck. The damp patch in her knickers spread between her legs and up her bottom. She contracted her tummy go increase the flow, making a gushing sound from beneath her dress as she soaked her white knickers. The stream poured through her gusset onto the deck making quite a noise but Sarah was passed caring she was enjoying the feeling of warmth and wetness that engulfed her lower body. She finished and looked around still no one around. She felt behind her to find her dress slightly damp. She wasn’t surprised considering the amount of pee she had just released.

She looked down at the slowly dispersing puddle at her feet. Now she must get on with her game. She relaxed and felt her bowels start to move their soft load towards her bottom. This was going to be a nice gentle soft one, she decided, and let her body take control of its movements. She smiled as she felt a couple of cramps push her little tummy in and made the tip of the first lump nudge its way through her tight little hole. She felt a push begin and stifling a little grunt she felt the tip emerge slowly from her sliding into her gusset. It touched the damp cotton material between her legs and began to push the material out slightly before it stopped. Sarah enjoyed the feeling of her partly emerged poo and moved her bottom to feel the friction against her knickers. She felt she could stay there for ages but no she must move on. She contracted her sphincter, which deposited the first small lump into her knickers and it nestled between her buttocks. The contraction immediately instigated a new assault on her gusset by a second larger and much more determined lump of nice soft poo. This time Sarah gripped the handrail tight as she heard the sticky squelchly sound as she felt her hole dilate to allow the huge pile of brown mess to squeeze into her knickers forcing its way between her tightly clenched bottom and thighs. The third push forced a nice soft pile forward spreading it along underneath her. She sighed as she felt the mess sliding between her thighs lubricated by her golden waters she had poured into them earlier. Sarah stood for a minute relishing the warm wet feeling around her most erogenous area. She turned and carefully walked away and down to her cabin delighting in the sensations that her movements gave her.

As she disappeared down the steps a man in a suit emerged from a nearby shadow and watched her go. He nodded silently to himself before walking off in the opposite direction.

Chapter 2 – The Tourist Trap

Sarah ruffled her hair to encourage it to dry after her shower and opened her case. She took out some papers and lay them on the bed to read. Sir Beville was always quite meticulous about his plans and briefing to his ‘explorers’ as he called them. Sarah read through the details about the clues and records about her quest. Pharaoh Kraphet ruled Egypt in one off the forgotten dynasties sometime after that great ruler Rametin the Third, who apparently endorsed the practice of anal sex. Kraphets tomb has yet to be discovered but the study of ancient texts and hieroglyphs found around the Luxor area has led experts to believe that his burial chamber is close to the Nile around the outskirts of the ancient city of Thebes. His tomb is said to contain writings and artefacts from the ancient followers of Phut the god of self-defecation, and wind. Sarah folded up the papers and unpacked her case so that she could prepare the things she needed for the expedition and leave the remainder in her hotel room in Luxor. She packed herself three pairs of sand coloured cotton knickers, her brown canvas shorts, singlets and boots. In the hot sun she would wear her desert camouflage trousers, loose cotton T-shirts and a head wrap. She packed her bag carefully then under the first layer she slid a black 9mm pistol and two full magazines.

The hotel was cool and bright after the harsh sunlight as Sarah checked in and went up to her room. She arranged her belongings and lay down on the soft bed to sleep during the heat of the day. She awoke quickly. It was dark she had slept longer than intended. She was still tired and he wasn’t particularly hungry. She casually undressed and got into bed. She lay awake for a while planning the next day. She would join the tourists around the temples to look first hand at the lay of the land and take it from there. She heard footsteps outside her room, her light was off and she saw a long shadow creep under the door as someone approached. The shadow stopped outside her door. It stood there, she could hear a man breathing, he appeared to be listening for sounds inside her room. She held her breath. Then the shadow moved away as the footsteps receded down the corridor. Sarah climbed out of bed she picked up her pistol slammed in a magazine and with the gun behind her back she pulled open the door. She looked down the corridor. No one. She heard a crash and spun around to look the other way. No one, apart from the poor boy from room service who was now wearing the contents of his tray.

“I’m sorry I didn’t mean to startle you,” she said helping him up.

“It’s, no problem madam” he replied trying to make light of it whilst brushing down his damp shirt. He was a good-looking young Egyptian boy of about nineteen or twenty. Sarah helped him to his feet and in doing so she forgot about the gun.

“Hey madam you should not have that in here” he said looking taken aback at the pistol.

“Oh I’m sorry” she said, “it was just that I thought I heard someone trying to sneak into my room. Look can I wipe down your shirt?” She took him into her room under his protests, he was worried about being reprimanded by his boss. 

“Look just take off your shirt and I’ll rinse out the stains for you” she argued and began to undo his buttons. He protested wildly but her nimble fingers won the day. He sat on the bed looking towards the open door with trepidation in case he was caught in a guest’s bedroom a ‘crime’ for which he would almost certainly lose his job.

Sarah cleaned the worst off the shirt and made her way back into the room where the lad was nervously waiting. She stood for a minute admiring his dark skin and well formed muscles. She had missed male company and the sight of this handsome young man half undressed in her bedroom brought the point home to her. He was too nervous though so she handed him back his shirt, which he threw on and hurriedly, collected the remains of his tray and ran off to resume his duties. Sarah shut the door and locked it, she put the gun back into her bag and got into bed. She needed some comfort, that awakening of desire had made her restless. She got up put on a pair of white knickers, which she lined with a paper towel and got back into bed. She lay there on one side, gently pushing her tummy until she felt herself start to move.

She closed her eyes and snuggled down as the tip of her poo eased slowly into her knickers sliding out of her hole and along the top of her thigh. She waited until the second push came. It was nice and relaxed, it too slid easily into her knickers, pushing the first lump further down onto her leg and up her back. She moved around in the bed enjoying the different sensations each position gave her. She lay on her front just as the third push slid the soft mush down the back of her legs. She lay there then parted her legs allowing the lump for fall through. She closed her legs again squeezing the softness between them. She did a little more in her knickers letting out a final tiny grunt. Then she moved herself up and down the bed, creating warm sensations all over her lower body and especially on her nub of delight. She needed very little stimulation before she felt her body tingle and then shortly afterwards she shuddered gently as her first orgasm in Egypt rocked her slender body. She fell asleep.

Sarah aired her hotel room early in the morning and prepared herself for the day. She dressed in her desert combat gear T-shirt and wrap. With her small rucksack on her back she went downstairs to the lobby and the waiting coach. As she boarded the bus a suited man took a last pull in his cigarette threw it to the ground and got into the passenger seat of a waiting car.

The day passed without incident, Sarah had studied the Hieroglyphs on the tall temple walls. She could find nothing new. She spent the rest of the day photographing the architecture and enjoying listening to the guide telling their stories of the ancient days of pharaohs and kings. That evening in the hotel bar she drank quietly by herself fending off the corpulent businessmen who tried to approach her. She had no desire to dally with them. She knew it was only her long blonde hair they were attracted to, and what she had between her legs. But she decided she could do without some bloated sweaty oaf trying to mate with her, she could wait until someone more attractive came along. She glanced around the bar and her eyes came to rest on a handsome man, presumably Egyptian, dressed in a smart suit. He wore dark glasses. Mysterious thought Sarah. He looked up and caught her staring at him. She smiled, felt a little nervous and looked away briefly. She looked back in his direction but he had disappeared, leaving his drink on the bar unfinished. Strange though Sarah, oh well.

The next day they set off for another ancient site. Sarah was a little worried as she had not been to the toilet since that night in bed and she really did not want to ‘go’, or even fill her knickers with the other tourists that would be embarrassing. She packed some spare knickers just in case and her shorts and ‘hunting’ accessories, for that day they would be close to the area where Sir Beville believed Kraphet’s tomb was located. Sarah would go with the tourist bus but she intended to leave the party and make her way back to Luxor by bus or taxi. She needed to explore a little by herself.

Sarah took some more photographs in the ancient ruins and made some notes in her pocket book. She looked up and, yes, it was him, the same man in the bar the night before. In the same suit and dark glasses. She was dressed up in her ‘desert’ combats her wrap and round sunglasses herself so she thought he may not recognise her. She put away her camera and her book and slowly made her way towards him. Perhaps she could engage him in conversation. He looked quite sexy. She moved between the crowd of tourists but when she reached the place she had seen him he had gone. She looked around feeling a little frustrated. Damn. She wandered out of the group of tourists and looked at the rocks in front of her trying to decide where to start searching.

Suddenly a scream rent the air followed by the sound of automatic gunfire. Sarah spun around and saw three men dressed in desert combats running toward the group of tourists firing into the air. The lead man was shouting in Arabic and training his gun on the tourists, the screams increased as the group panicked. Sarah ran into the rocks and hid behind a large stone she felt her heart beat faster. She heard the men shouting at the tourists and firing she didn’t know who at or where. She took a deep breath and put her hand into her rucksack, she found the pistol and a magazine and hurriedly put them together, she slid back the mechanism and placed a round into the chamber and clicked the safety to off. She waited, the screaming got more intense, she edged around the stone to see what was happening. To her horror the men had pulled out a young European male from the crowd and knelt him down with his hands behind his head. She watched as they stood back and one of the terrorists raised his gun. Sarah felt she had no choice. She rolled out of her hiding place and knelt up bringing the pistol to bear on the terrorist. She fired twice and hit the man both times. He spun around dropping his gun before collapsing like a broken puppet. One terrorist down.

The other two terrorists now focussed on Sarah, she got up and ran back into cover as a spray of bullets hit the rocks around her. She felt sick, what had she done. She hoped she had saved a man’s life and rid this world of one more terrorist. But at what cost? Her own life? She heard the footsteps running towards her and dodged among the rocks, she turned and fired two more rounds as she went. The rocks towered around her, she could be cornered but she had her gun. Another array of bullets hit the rocks in front of her, she turned as she ran and loosed of two more rounds behind her. She was getting out of breath, it was hot and she didn’t know which way to go, she ran round a bend and slipped on the loose stones she fell the pistol dropped from her hand as she rolled over. She was about to get up when she saw the man with the suit in front of her. He had a gun.

Sarah watched as he raised the pistol to the aim at her. She was too out of breath to do anything, she closed her eyes. Two shots rang out. Sarah waited for a few seconds then opened her eyes. The man in the suit was gone. She was unharmed which was more than could be said for the terrorist who had followed her. She looked behind her as he dropped his gun and fell to his knees, then fell face down to the ground clutching the two red holes in his chest. Sarah heard the third terrorist shout he was coming towards her. She grabbed the fallen terrorists AK 47 and held it up. The third terrorist rounded the bend, shouted something in Arabic as he lifted his gun to fire. Sarah squeezed the trigger and watched as he was lifted up and bounced against the rocks behind him like a broken doll. Three terrorists down, all clear.

Sarah collected her pistol and slowly got to her feet. She applied the safety and placed her the gun in her waistband. She looked around her. The tall rocks towered either side of the narrow pathway she had run down. She wondered whether or not to go back. It might be a bad idea as the Egyptian Police might think she was one of them after all she looked the part. She walked a little further down the path and found a flat rock to sit on. She began to relax and found that the excitement had made her desperate to pee. She tried to unbuckle her belt but she found that she had caught the metal piece in the material of her shirt. She reached for the zip but it was stuck. She desperately to undo it but she need was great she placed her hand between her legs in an attempt to hold her water back but she was in trouble. Sarah knew she had no option but to wet her knickers and her trousers. She squatted down to reduce the damage and the drying time and released her warm wet water into her knickers. She gasped at the relief and signed as she felt the hot streams gushing into her knickers and out of her gusset onto the ground. She looked down her combats had a nice dark patch spreading up from her bottom and the puddle on the ground would be getting bigger. Only it wasn’t. 

Sarah watched as her golden spurt hit the ground and disappeared down a straight crack in the rock beneath her. The crack lengthened as her pee washed away the layer of dust that covered it. Sarah emptied the last few drops into her knickers then stood up. She brushed away some more dust with her boot. After ten minutes Sarah had uncovered a slab of cut stone on the floor. This stone lead to an upright slab and eventually Sarah cleared some rocks around the flat stone she had sat on. She chose the stone most likely to move first out of the three and the lightest by the look of it. She slid her fingers under it the heaved with all her strength. It didn’t even shift an inch. She tried again becoming aware that her exertions could result in a pair of dirty knickers if she wasn’t careful! She heaved again to her relief the stone lifted and with a long grunt, not unlike the ones she uttered on other occasions, she lifted the slab upright. The cool air breezed up from the opening in the ground. Sarah moved the other slabs driven on by excitement until the opening was large enough for her to enter.

Sarah Jones descended the carved stone steps into the gloom, she came to a partially demolished wall across the corridor at the bottom of the steps. Beneath it were two skeletons, grave robbers thought Sarah they must have been caught in the act of breaking in and been entombed themselves. She scanned the seal of the door. She found a royal cartouche and deciphered the hieroglyphs within it.

“Kraphet” she said quietly to herself. She stepped through the doorway and into the dark corridor beyond.

Chapter 3 – The Pretender

It was only once she descended the cool dark corridor that the events of the last few moments began to crystallise in her mind. The man with the suit had been following her, for how long she didn’t know. The footsteps outside her room in the hotel? He had saved her life outside, but why? What was she to him?

She switched on her torch and followed the corridor down into the ground. The walls were whitewashed and in good condition. There was a distinct cool breeze from the depths of the earth so there must be another opening to the outside further on. She walked on until she guessed she had covered about three of four hundred yards. The corridor levelled out and she thought she could see a faint glow in the distance. She walked on noticing the lamp holders at intervals along the wall. The white walls were now decorated with a coloured border. She felt she was getting near to something important.

Sarah switched off her torch, for she had no need of it. She entered into a chamber into which the sunlight streamed from opening and cracks in he rocks above her. She could see other chambers beyond, all decorated and all well lit for it appeared that the ancient builders of this tomb had been able to use natural light due to some freak of nature. The chamber contained wall paintings of the like Sarah had never encountered before. They were in excellent condition and depicted the Egyptian people going about their everyday lives, fishing, farming, and cooking. Pharaoh was hunting on his chariot amongst the reed beds of the Nile.

Sarah moved into the second chamber and this was slightly larger and had several small rooms off to the side. However the paintings were a little more unusual. Here there were pictures of young girls dancing girls and playing musical instruments. They were all naked. A feast was laid out in a great hall with a huge statue of a god in the centre. The men were parading about naked and with the most obvious signs of sexual arousal arrayed proudly in front of them. Sarah felt herself blush quite unnecessarily. She explored the small rooms off to the side. One or two had doors of dark wood. She shone her torch inside one room, which had a large stone table in the middle and smaller tables around the outside, still in good condition considering they were nearly three thousand years old. She moved on into the next chamber and placed her hand over her mouth at the sight that beheld her.

In the centre lit beautifully by the reflected light stood a large golden statue of a man with a serpent’s head dressed in Egyptian costume. She did not recognise him from her studies of the ancient gods of Egypt. She considered that the statue must be of the god Phut. The pictures that adorned this place were even more outrageous than the previous chamber and every bit as erotic as the Temple of Puoh. Men and women were depicted enjoying the delights of wetting themselves using a linen wrap around the waist and between the legs as knickers. Girls squatted and boys stood upright, their erect manhood’s distorting the shape of their pants, which gushed with golden water. The girls bent over and spread their legs spurting their glorious water into their knickers and onto the floor. The scenes ran around the wall from left to right leading up to a final scene with pharaoh and his queens ceremonially filling their linen wraps with copious lumps of golden brown.  After that the scenes depicted men and women copulating in many positions and with many couples, sometimes girls with other girls and men with other men. Very cosmopolitan, thought Sarah. She looked carefully and the girls together. One wore a harness around her middle and attached to it was a false penis. The most unusual part was that the penis head was shaped to resemble that of a snake. Sarah thought, yes she supposed that shape would give an interesting sensation.

She gazed in wonder and soon began to feel the arousal that the combination of deserted places and erotic art has on one’s senses. Not least of her senses was concerned with the fact that the two days of not going to the toilet, the exertions with the stone slabs and the general excitement of the day had made her desperate to poop. She walked through into a further chamber where she heard the sound of running water. A clear stream flowed from a crack in the wall and ran into a man made pool. She thought for a minute and decided that the water must come from the Nile. It had been filtered and cleaned through the rocks before emerging into the cavern below. The room was decorated with more scenes of feasting, celebration and, lets face it, sheer depravity. Sarah made her way back to the main room and walked up to tone of the main pillars inside which helped support the roof. She reached out a touched the painted stone. It tingled which focussed her senses on her urgent need. She dropped her pack and pistol and drew her hands up her thighs with her eyes closed. Yes, she thought she would indulge herself and fill her knickers in this place of ancient erotica. She rubbed her body over with her hands feeling her now quite pointed nipples with her fingers. She felt her body prepared to push out her two days worth of firm hard poo into her knickers. Mmm she thought, she would do it standing up with her legs spread and just let it flow out of her.

She leaned back on the column and placed her feet apart and squatted slightly. From this position she could relax and her poo would ease out gently into the soft cotton material between her legs. She felt her body give two firm pushes to start off her movement. The intensity warned her that this was going to be a hard one. She braced herself against the column with her hands and began to breathe a little more quickly as she waited for the big push. She glanced quickly around, Thank goodness no one around this time. She felt her tummy contract as her hole began to open to let the hard lump out.

“Ohh…. Mmm…..yes, ahh… ergh….ergh” she grunted as the tip slid out and touched the material of her knickers. She heard a slow sticky crackle as it emerged from inside her. She felt it slide out touching her buttock’s between her legs as it eased slowly from her body. It stopped, she felt herself prepare for a big push. She peed a little into her knickers and felt it run down her legs inside her trousers. Bliss. Her hands moved under her shirt and lifted it revealing two pert pink nipples which she gently squeezed with the tips of her fingers.

“Oh no” she whimpered “Erghh” one long terse grunt as the large lump dropped into her gusset and rolled a little to touch her between her legs. She relaxed catching her breath. She stood up and felt the hard lump settling nicely and tickling her bottom as it moved around. She felt the next push coming so she resumed her position and stood on the balls of her feet as her little hole dilated again. She felt larger piece ease itself out. It was as solid as the first one and Sarah felt it fill her knickers and slide remorselessly along underneath her hardly changing its long shape as it went. Her legs were forced apart as the monster stretched her tight gusset to its limit.

“Oh yes that feels good” she said to herself. She gave two last grunts to push the last softer pieces into position and stood up feeling the hard lumps squeeze between her legs. It required, it must be said, some effort on Sarah’s part for the lumps were as dry and firm as she had ever felt them. She looked around for somewhere to sit but there was nothing around. So she backed up to the column and bent over. She leaned back until her filled knickers touched the stone column then pushed back with her feet squashing the poo along her gusset and up the crack in her bottom. She walked away and to her delight the poo fell off her and sat in her gusset it was so dry. She moulded it back into a nice firm lump with her thighs, and did it again.

“Ohh that feels so nice” she cooed as the poo flattened itself out on the column.

“I’m so pleased Miss Jones” said a voice to one side of her “But I’m afraid we must get on with our business, if you would be so kind”. Sarah didn’t really need to look up to know that the clear English spoken with a slight accent came from the man in the suit. Sarah looked up to see two men and a woman standing to her right watching her. Not again she thought.

“I suppose you might tell me who you are now,” she said curtly. The man smiled and removed his dark glasses.

“Of course Miss Jones, please forgive me, my name is Memotet. I am I suppose something of an Egyptologist, of sorts” he added. “This is Khalifa,” he said indicating the girl, who smiled at Sarah, “and this is Hemarod” pointing at the larger bull faced man, “ when he gets annoyed he can be a real pain in the ass.” He smiled at his little joke.

“What do you want with me” asked Sarah feeling the sticky lump start to slide down her thigh again.

“I’m afraid, Miss Jones, that I have used your expertise to help me discover the ancient tomb of the great Pharaoh Kraphet. Er rather quicker than I anticipated.”

“Thank you for the compliment.” Said Sarah. Memotet continued.

“We, that is my followers and I have looked for many years to try to locate this place and re-enact the ancient rituals that took place here. Now that you have helped us find the tomb we must now locate the sarcophagus and mummy of Kraphet. We will however need you to perform in the ritual ceremony, much in the same way you have just enjoyed yourself.” he said indicating Sarah’s, wet, and well filled, knickers.

“Why me?” She asked “If you need a female why not…..” Memotet interrupted.

“Ah you see Miss Jones, the Pharaoh had two favourite wives who performed with him in ancient rites of defecation and copulation.” The penny dropped.

“I see,” she said “Khalifa and I represent the wives in this ceremony and I presume…”

“Yes Miss Jones you are correct” interrupted Memotet again, anticipating her conclusion “I shall play the part of the great Pharaoh.”

“And if I refuse?” asked Sarah moving towards the spot where she dropped her gun.

“I’m afraid that I have already collected your pistol Miss Jones. And by now the rest of my followers have assembled.” Said Memotet gesturing behind Sarah. She turned and sure enough, twenty other men and women had assembled behind her. There was no escape.

“There are other women here, can’t they take my place?” asked Sarah.

“None have the same effect on me as you, and Khalifa” said Memotet indicating the bulge at his groin. Khalifa smiled and then extended her hand to Sarah.

“Come” she said “we must cleanse you now and prepare you for the ritual.” 

She took Sarah’s hand and led her to the pool. Sarah followed feeling a little meek and annoyed but telling herself that a time would come when she would be able to make her escape. Khalifa’s hand felt soothing as she led her to the pool edge. She called to one of the others girls and spoke to her in a strange dialect. The girl scurried away. Sarah tried to work out what language she had spoken. It wasn’t modern Arabic, she was sure of that. Her mind was taken re-directed onto Khalifa’s hands as she began to undo Sarah’s trousers and remove her clothes and boots. The girl returned with some cloths, sponges and a box of what looked like potions. Sarah felt the sticky mess fall into the gusset of her knickers as they were pulled down. Sarah felt helpless and did little except lift her feet to allow her clothes to be collected and taken away. Soon she was naked.

Chapter 4 The Ritual is Prepared.

Hemarod stood at the door like some great eunuch and watched them. Khalifa led her gently into the pool and gave her a large sponge and some ‘potions’, which turned out to be scented soap and oils. Sarah felt a little self-conscious standing in the pool naked with a stranger, albeit one of her own sex. The large Hemarod appeared unaffected by the events in the pool, his stare fixed ahead, seemingly ignoring Sarah and Khalifa. The Egyptian girl picked up one of the sponges and began to wash Sarah down across her back, around her messy little bottom and between her legs. She was gentle and Sarah was suddenly aware that she was allowing this girl to touch her most intimate parts without any fear. She began to wash her breasts and tummy closing her eyes as she felt the soft sponges cleanse her body. She was washed with sweet smelling soap and her body was rinsed until she felt cool and relaxed. 

“Come,” said Khalifa quietly as she led her from the pool and wrapped her in linen and dried her smooth skin. Khalifa placed some leather sandals on her feet and led her past Hemarod and into the main room. Sarah saw that the room was a hive of activity as Memotet’s follows set about preparing for the ritual that was to take place. Sarah was led into the small room with the table. The room had been lit with scented candles and Sarah noticed that it had been swept and prepared. Some cloths had been laid on the table and Khalifa indicated that Sarah should lie face down.

Sarah lay on the table her head supported by a cushion of soft cloth. Khalifa closed the door to the room they were alone. The Egyptian girl poured some scented oils into a bowls and mixed them together. She warmed them on her hand and then applied them gently to Sarah’s back. Sarah smelt the sweet aroma of lavender, mixed with the heady scent of sandalwood as Khalifa smoothed the oil over her in a relaxing massage. Her soft hands ran down her back pushing her thumbs deep into Sarah’s spine and then with gentle fingertips she ran her hands up the side of Sarah’s body and back to her shoulders. Sarah felt so helpless and yet so alive. She loved the brushing of the fingertips and the firm kneading with the fingers caressing her soft skin and flesh. Khalifa stopped and Sarah heard the rustling of clothes, she kept her eyes shut. She knew the girl was ridding her body of its cumbersome wraps so that she too could enjoy the sensations of nakedness.

Sarah’s felt Khalifa resume her ministrations she felt her fingers touch her and then, yes she was sure she could feel the girl’s nipples brushing against her shoulders. Khalifa hands massage her bottom gently allowing her fingers to toy with the cleft between her legs. Sarah began to moisten until she felt it was time to take the game to the next sensual and inevitable stage. Sarah had never been intimate with another woman before, she turned over to look at the beautiful Egyptian girl who was naked save her white silken French knickers. Her high pert breasts peaked with the soft warm tips looked so lovely Sarah felt she wanted to touch them. She hesitated, perhaps her sexuality was changing, she thought for a minute, she imagined a hard male member thrusting between her legs, and yes she still wanted that. She concluded that her sexuality wasn’t changing, it was just expanding into areas she had never dreamed of. Sarah picked up the bowl and poured a little oil into her hands and began to massage the girl’s breasts as she stood there beside her. 

They played together kissing exploring massaging and giving pleasure to each other. Soon their hands found that intimate spot between each other’s legs and a beautiful game began. Who would be the first to come? Sarah felt her partner’s bud between her fingers as Khalifa let out gasps of pleasure at her touch. Sarah felt herself jerk a little as her reflexes took over driven on by Khalifa’s golden touch. Soon Sarah felt herself squirm and soon her body radiated with pleasure as the combined effect of the oils and her touch drove her body into a beautiful orgasm.

Khalifa was still breathing quickly when Sarah notice that she was concentrating hard as she played with her wet juices Sarah watched as Khalifa gave a little grunt, then Sarah felt her fingers as they became awash with warm liquid as Khalifa peed generously into her knickers. A short time later the Egyptian girl braced herself on the side of the table and with a harsh gasp, Sarah heard the soft crackle as Khalifa pushed a nice firm poo into her gusset. She grunted some more, her dark skinned face noticeably redder as she pushed to fill her knickers with a good full pile. Sarah kept up her fingering and soon with a mixture of sounds from the crackle of emerging poo and wet juices to the loud gasps from Khalifa. The slim body of the native girl shuddered uncontrollably to Sarah’s touch as she climaxed from the erotic sensations that she had succumbed to.

Chapter 5 The Truth Unfolds

Sarah lay awake watching the flame of the oil lamp flicker across the walls almost bringing to life the paintings, figures and hieroglyphs that were drawn so carefully over three thousand years ago. Then something caught her eye. She read the line of characters and gasped. Sarah could read some ancient Egyptian texts and she felt sure that this text said what she thought it said. If it did then she and Khalifa were in danger. Had Memotet read this text? Did he know what it said?  Sarah felt that she ought to try to escape despite the fact that her captivity so far had not exactly been unpleasant. She contemplated her predicament. The exits were guarded, she was essentially a prisoner. Memotet seemed dark and foreboding she was not sure he would treat her so well once the ceremony was over. She had an idea, she would delay the ceremony. She knew that Memotet needed for her to fill her knickers at the ceremony presumably as he filled her pussy up with his thick dark cock. Sarah decided that although it meant she would not be popular she would fill her knickers whenever and wherever she could over the next few days, and so deny Memotet his fun until she could think of a way out.

Sarah knew that the diet she as being fed was designed to give her large firm lumps and plenty of them so her work would be cut out if she was to empty her bowels at every opportunity. She sat at breakfast with the others clad only in a thin linen wrap to keep her cool she wore a pair of thin cotton knickers under her wrap but nothing else. Memotet was making arrangements with the others for the ceremony and admiring Khalifa and Sarah as they sat either side of him. Sarah noticed his attention was on her firm pert nipples as they pushed out the thin linen into peaks. She decided to play the game to see what his reaction would be. She lifted her bottom up to one side and gave a gentle push. Yes there was a nice pile there ready to come out. She pushed a little until she felt her body take control. She feigned surprise.

“Oh dear,” she started “I’m afraid I can’t hold it in any longer Memotet, I’m going to do it here I’m sorry”

“No you can’t”, he hissed “you mustn’t you’ll spoil the whole thing.”

“Its no good it’s coming out now,” whispered Sarah with that she pulled her skirts up around her waist and slid down the chair a little, She parted her legs and lifted her bottom off the chair. Memotet looked down at her cotton-clad mound where her slim thighs joined at the tight gusset.

Sarah felt her tummy and breasts rise and fall with her harsh breathing as the first hard lump eased its way into her hole and pushed her delicate little ring wider and wider. She looked up at Memotet and saw his eyes glued firmly between her legs. Sarah felt the tip emerge and push the flimsy cotton gusset into a peak. She gave a huge grunt and felt the lump force itself out of her and filled the gusset pushing the hard brown mass against her skin as it slid out brushing her cheeks and thighs.

Memotet watched as the gusset between her legs began to stretch amid the gasps and grunts from Sarah. Her legs parted as the gusset suddenly filled with a dry crackle and he could clearly see the firm brown lump emerge into her knickers through a gap in her leg hole. Her legs began to shake with the effort.

Sarah grunted again and forced a second softer piece out squashing it into the hard wooden chair. Sarah lowered herself down and sat in her soft mess feeling it spread beneath her. She closed her legs and crossed them squeezing the soft lumps together creating some lovely sensations. Soon after her bladder so constricted by her movements let out a torrent of warm pee into her dirty knickers and all over the chair and floor.

Memotet watched as Sarah completed her performance until the streams of yellow water stopped gushing from between her legs.

“I’m so sorry Memotet” said Sarah trying to sound genuine. “I’ll go and clean up” she rose to leave and Memotet grabbed her arm.

“That was an unfortunate accident my dear. I hope for your sake you will be prepared for ceremony” He looked at Sarah in the eye. She stared back, said nothing, wrenched herself free of his grip and walked toward the lake. Memotet moved his chair back and beckoned to one of the younger girls, he pointed at his erect manhood under his clothes. The girl obediently knelt down and fumbled to release his stiff penis after which she licked her lips and sank her wet mouth over his engorged member. Memotet sat back it would not be long before her filled this young girls mouth with his hot seed, all as a result of that beautiful but troublesome Sarah Jones. 

Later that evening Sarah again tested Memotet’s resolve. She came in to the room where he and Khalifa were sitting Sarah wore only a pair of clean white knickers and one of her crop tops pulled over her breasts. Khalifa was looking worried she was sat upright on a wooden stool and her breathing was harsh. Her legs were spread and her white gusset clearly visible under her cotton shift. She looked down and squealed as she felt a push come her body tensed.

“Hold it my dear, yes that’s good, force your hole against the hard wood. Don’t let it out, save it for your masters pleasure” encouraged Memotet.

As Sarah watched, Khalifa managed to prevent her BM from getting out by writhing and gasping in her attempts to save herself for the ceremony. At length she succeeded and with some relief she relaxed and finally rose from the stool. As she rose Sarah caught a glimpse of the faint brown mark on her gusset where the lump hard tried to escape in vain.

Sarah had no such scruples she pushed gently and found that she could perform again. She made no effort to hold it she simply squatted slightly where she stood and let the piece emerge gently into the waiting cotton. She gave a little grunt, which drew Memotet’s attention in time for him to see the bulge forming between her legs. Another little push and she was done she stood up to feel the soft lump press against her cheeks and her hole and gave a satisfied smile. Memotet glared at her and spoke slowly

“It seems Miss Jones that you do not wish to perform at our ceremony, at least by choice. We must therefore devise ways to make you comply.”

“You can’t make me!” sneered Sarah “I can fill my knickers any time I want and there is nothing you can do about it” she swivelled on her feet and left relishing the lumps as they sagged in her gusset tugging her knickers down as she went to clean up.

“Don’t be so sure Miss Jones, don’t be so sure” muttered Memotet as he beckoned to one of his men. Khalifa rose and walked quickly after Sarah.

“Sarah, Sarah” called Khalifa “Please don’t defy him he is too powerful and I don’t want you to come to any harm. The ceremony will not take long once we have laid open to him, he will take us both, we lay down some nice firm lumps for him and that will be it.” Sarah looked at Khalifa and gently took her hand. She led the way to their sleeping chamber. Once inside Sarah showed her the text she had found the other night.

“Can you read this” she enquired of Khalifa

“N-No” said Khalifa hesitantly.

“It says basically that once the Pharaoh has pushed his serpent into his queens and all have let their brown serpents out of their bodies. The queens must be cast into the serpents pit to their fate”

“You mean we are going to die?” said Khalifa quietly.

“Not if I can help it!” replied Sarah. The words had barely left her lips when four men burst into the chamber and amid screams of surprise the girls were pinned down by Memotets hoods.

Chapter 6 Leather and Chains

In the faint glow of the lamps Sarah looked down at herself. She was naked except for an arrangement of black leather straps around her body. She wore a collar around her neck attached to which was a thick strap running down between her breasts. It then ran down between her legs where it was shaped to pass fairly comfortably up in the cleft of her buttocks and up her back to be fixed to the other side of the collar. Her breasts were held in place by thinner straps fixed to the central one. These encircled her breasts yet left her nipples were exposed. Finally a thick waist belt prevented the strap between her legs from moving. She could feel that the strap between her legs had a hole for her vagina and to pee from. It was clear to her however that with the strap in place, nothing could pass into or out of her bottom.

Sarah’s hands were tied onto two metal rings on the wall. This was a new chamber, one she had not been in before. It seemed to be the place where they prepared the queens for the ritual. The walls were adorned with pictures of naked serving girls preparing the ladies with costumes and make up. Sarah considered that the rings in the wall were for the less willing participants like herself and Khalifa. Poor Khalifa, she too was adorned on leather like Sarah and was tied to another set of rings on the far wall.

“Oh Sarah what are going to do?”

“Don’t worry, I’ll think of something”

Suddenly the door burst open and Memotet walked in smiling.

“Greeting ladies, I hope you find the costumes comfortable. They will certainly stop any more of your little games Miss Jones” Memotet laughed. “I must see how effective they are.” He muttered something to his henchmen who quickly untied Khalifa amid her squeals and placed her face down of the large table in the centre of the room. Memotet moved behind her and lifted her bottom and spread her legs so that she was quite exposed from behind. Two men held her in position while Memotet poured some oil onto his fingers from a small glass phial. With some effort and a few squeals from Khalifa he pulled the strap away and rubbed the oil around her puckered little hole.

“Now that should get her going” he grinned.

Within seconds Khalifa felt her body push the large firm nose of her BM toward her opening. It touched the leather strap but it did not yield. As her poor body writhed and tried to push the lumps out of her the strap was resolute and held firm as poor Khalifa grunted and gasped to no avail.

Sarah saw the strap between her cleft emerge a little but it held tight and she felt for Khalifa as her pert strapped body writhed on the table pinned down by Memotet thugs. After a few moments Khalifa flopped down panting with relief as the push receded and she was safe. The men lifted her up and place her back against the wall and retied her bonds.

The girls were held in place for two more days and force-fed, especially Sarah who they had to threaten before she succumbed. Later in the afternoon Sarah felt herself getting cramps and soon she was pushing her own hard poo into the stubborn strap and felt herself as frustrated as Khalifa. Both girls found some relief during the day by parting their thighs now and again to pee onto the floor from where they stood. Sarah’s strap had moved a little so her pee ran over part of the strap and ran pleasantly in warm yellow streams down her legs. Soon it was time for the ceremony.

Chapter 7 The Serpents Tongue.

The whole entourage was gathered all of Memhotets men and women were dressed in Egyptian costume. The thin linen was practically transparent and Sarah could clearly see the well-formed breasts of the ladies and the skimpy white knickers underneath. The men wore simple kilts under which Sarah believed they would be wearing white pants to contain their own BM’s.

Sarah and Khalifa were led out towards the centre of the main chamber where the statue of the serpent god stood. His outstretched hands held long chains, which dangled, above a long marble altar. Both Sarah and Khalifa had been made up with black eye liner to make them look like queens of past Egypt. They retained the leather straps but each wore a linen gown stitched with gold thread. On their heads each wore an elaborate tiara decorated with Egyptian symbols and serpents. They had shown the girls what they looked like in a mirror and despite their fears Sarah felt very turned on by what she saw of herself. In a moment of weakness she recalled Toby, how he would have loved her to appear like this for a night of dirty passion together. But it was not to be, she came back to reality as the servants placed leather binders with rings on their wrists and knees.

The girls were then fastened onto the hanging chains so that they were shacked at the wrists and knees a bar was placed between the chains to keep their legs apart. Once fastened they were lifted up by the chains off the ground so that they were suspended just above the altar in a kind of sling with their bodied exposed and at a height to allow a man to easily enter them.

Then a chant of voices announced the arrival of the Pharaoh. Memotet was resplendent in his gold embellished costume he looked every part the Pharaoh except that at his groin his costume had be arranged to expose his penis and a simple cotton girdle which was fastened between his legs. Sarah had to admit that he did look attractive and decided to play out this part and look for an escape afterwards when everyone was off their guard.

The ceremony began with ritual chants read from ancient scrolls. It went on a long time and Sarah noticed Khalifa again fought off an assault on her little hole writhing a little in her sling as her BM tried desperately to escape. Soon Sarah was in the throes of a huge frustrating push, she saw Memotet smiling to himself at her predicament. Then from the group of followers came a groan from one of the women as she hopped from foot to foot vainly trying to keep her BM inside her. Then with a wail she lifted her skirts and parted her thighs to let a large soft lump ooze into her knickers. Memotet shouted something to the men either side of the woman. At which point one grabbed her around the waist and the other lifted her up by the thighs. The one who had her by the legs fumbled and produced his hard phallus which he quickly thrust into her past her gusset as she continued to fill her skimpy knickers with her soft brown mess. The woman groaned as the man slid inside her and gasped as the combined pleasure of the movements in her bowels and her vagina took her to ecstasy.

Memotet looked down at Sarah as she felt her face redden with effort at another futile push.

“You see my dear one serpent must enter the body as another leaves. That is the basis of the god’s pleasure.” He grinned at Sarah’s strained grunts and her leather thong throbbing gently as her body tried to push the BM out of her. “Your time is nearly come Miss Jones, have patience”

“You bastard” gasped Sarah trying to get her breath back.. Then another squeal from the group announced that the woman who had filled her knickers and then been shafted had orgasmed and her cries were quickly joined by the man screwing her as he came inside her.

Memotet waited as the one of the priests finished the chant from the scroll and then he approached Khalifa and stood between her legs. A handmaiden made sure that his phallus was stiff and hard and Sarah saw that indeed he was blessed with a fine weapon. The dark purple head shone in the half-light of the chamber. Memotet whispered some instructions the girl move to the back of Khalifa’s collar and loosened the fastening. Khalifa gave a wail as she started to push again. As before the strap remained tight but Memotet gave short grunts to the girl. Each time she loosened the strap a little more and Sarah noticed the BM was beginning to emerge slowly under Memotet’s ultimate control. Inch by inch the strap bulged Khalifa was red with effort grunting harshly as she tried desperately to go. Then the strap suddenly became no obstacle it slid to one side and amid a loud gasp of relief and pleasure from Khalifa a huge firm brown lump emerged from her tortured little hole. It stopped as Khalifa regained her breath half out and half inside her. The Memotet gave a long sigh as he placed the tip of his penis inside Khalifa and pushed firmly home. The Egyptian girl squealed with delight as his thick rod shafted her and she began to push again. Sarah watched as Khalifas olive skin darkened with her exertions The large brown lump began to move again slowly crackling out of her dilated hole until it dropped onto the marble top with a dull thud. Khalifa breathed quicker and moaned as Memotet pumped away inside her and soon another thinner piece emerged a little quicker this time and a little longer too. Soon it fell onto the pile beneath her bottom so of it squashed against Memotets balls as he thrust into her. Then Khalifa started to sound excited as two more long thin brown pieces slid out of her onto the growing brown pile she shuddered helplessly into a well deserved orgasm.

Memotet pulled out of the girls wet hole, his penis glistening with her juices. He looked at Sarah and made his way towards her. Sarah glanced around. Men and women were in various positions which involve filling their knickers and pants in full view of the others and engaging in frantic sex as soon as they could. Some girls squealed as the soft lumps fell out of their gusset as they were being shafted and slid slowly down their legs. Others peed gloriously into their knickers letting the golden streams run down their legs and over their feet as hot wet cocks pumped into their bodies.

Memotet was now between Sarah’s legs. She looked up at him as he placed his erect member at the entrance to her vagina. He grinned down at her then he slid his cock deep inside her wet pussy. Sarah gasped at his sudden intrusion.

“Aren’t you going to make me release my serpent first” she said breathlessly as he started to pump back and forth.

“No I’ll let you suffer a while longer” he grinned starting change his stroke a little faster. Sarah felt her breathing quicken as his hard cock sent waves of pleasure through her body. She felt herself starting to push again and her BM forced itself against the leather strap. But somehow it had loosened and Sarah felt the resistance slacken she gave a huge long tense cry as she pushed hard. She glared at Memotet with gritted teeth she felt the strap slip to the side and with a gasp of relief Sarah’s hole dilated and let the huge monster surge forward out of her and straight into Memotet’s balls. He cried out.

“You serpents daughter, you defy me again” but he was at Sarah’s mercy. Sarah felt the rest of her BM slide out and squash against his body as he slammed his cock into her. The combination of Sarah’s tight vagina, her soft lumps squashing against his body and her determination proved too much for Memotet and he thrust forward and came violently inside her.

“Yes yes you bastard I’ve made you come, it is me who is powerful” she said through gritted teeth, as she felt Memotet’s hot semen spurt inside her filling her with warm satisfaction the Sarah felt the last of her soft lumps leave her body and a huge orgasm approach. Luckily Memotet had enough thrusts left to send Sarah into a frenzy of spasms and gasps the intensity of which she had not experienced for a long time.

Sarah looked about her, Khalifa was getting gently shafted by one on the serpent priests who was himself extruding a long lump into his pants as he slid his slender cock into Khalifa. She was looking at Sarah with a mixture of satisfaction and dread for she knew what might happen next. Sarah laid herself open to another priest for she had little choice. He was gentle and tender bending to kiss her exposed nipples and her warm flesh as her thrust away inside her. Sarah felt him push a large lump into his pants as she felt another less intense but equally welcome orgasm send shivers of delight through her body. 

Chapter 8 A New Discovery

The girls were weak after their part in the frenzied orgy, as were the others however the chance to escape did not present itself however Sarah found that she and Khalifa were allowed to clean up and dress in their western style clothes. Sarah wore her sand coloured cropped top and beige knickers and shorts. Khalifa wore a white full cotton sundress and white knickers giving her the appearance of a young Spanish girl rather than an Egyptian. A few hours later Memotet opened the cell door.

“You’ll be please to hear that my ceremony was a success despite your endeavours to the contrary Miss Jones”.

“So what happens to us now? Throw us into the serpent’s pit?” sneered Sarah.

“Yes I see you have read the texts too, but I am no barbarian, I have other uses for you and then I will dispose of you both humanely” he said coldly. He turned and left the guard stood in the opening at the door arms folded. Khalifa hugged Sarah and whispered to her.

“We have to get out of here. I have an idea. Anoh at the door likes to be sucked. Leave it a few hours then we will try his loyalty.” For the next hour the girls ignored the guard but every so often Khalifa would give him smile and a look up and down. Now and again she stared at his groin and licked her lips before smiling at him and turning away. Sarah played no part except to keep an eye on Khalifa’s progress. It was not in vain. Anoh began to smile back and tampered with his groin now and again.

Khalifa plucked up courage and walked up to him smiling.

“I didn’t see you at the ceremony,” she said. 

“I was guarding the chamber,” he said 

“Oh that was a shame I was looking forward to being shafted by someone as handsome as you,” she allowed her hand to drop and brush his groin which was hardening by the minute. “You must be frustrated after watching all those people screwing each other and sucking too” she let the last words out slowly then decided to take her chance. She dropped to her knees and gently fumbled at his belt,” Perhaps I can help get some relief” she cooed.

“No, no you mustn’t” he growled

“No one is going to see us except Sarah. You won’t tell will you” she said turning to Sarah. Sarah looked up nonchalantly although she had cottoned onto Khalifa’s plan and was making a plan of her own.

“I don’t care. Do as you like” she said in her best indifferent voice.

Khalifa grinned wickedly up at Anoh as she finally released his stiff cock into the open. Anoh groaned as he felt her warm hands gently rub him up and down and the let out a heavy sigh as her felt her warm wet mouth and soft tongue envelope his hard member. 

Khalifa sucked gently on his rampant cock and looked up at his face to see how she was doing. Anoh had his eyes closed and by the sound of it he was close to coming. Khalifa sucked more urgently and soon she felt him jerk as the hot deluge shot into her mouth. She let the sticky cum dribble down her chin and looked up as Anoh opened his eyes. Unfortunately for him rather than the sight of Khalifa’s soft mouth splattered with his semen he saw Sarah’s fist heading for his face. Then blackness.

“Sorry Anoh” said Sarah removing the metal ring from her fist. Khalifa cleaned herself up and they dragged Anoh’s unconscious body out of their way. They crept out into the main chamber and heard the sound of voices. They saw a faint glow from one of the rooms, off the far corner of the tomb near the lake. They edged towards it and came across a scene of sheer wonder. The gold walls and tomb of Pharaoh Kraphet glittered in the torch light as Memotet and his men lifted the huge casket out of the sarcophagus. The casket was laid down on the floor and the lid opened to reveal the mummy inside. Memotet was transfixed as he carefully felt along the wraps until he gave a gasp of excitement.

“It’s here” he said excitedly and cut away some of the friable material to extract a blue glass bottle which looked to be intact. Then the girls gasped as a each had a heavy hand grab their hair and haul them out into the open. Anoh bleeding from the mouth and sporting a large bruise glared at them.

“I see you have had a little trouble with these females” said Memotet slowly.

“They-they seduced me master” stumbled Anoh.

“Very well bring them here we will try out some of our little discoveries on them” hissed Memotet.

The girls were brought before the ‘would be’ pharaoh and made to kneel down. Sarah’s hands were tied behind her back as Memotet stood before them. He held two shiny marble phallus’ each of moderate size and each with the unmistakable shape of a serpents head carved into them The intricate carvings would be an interesting sensation thought Sarah as she had little doubt by now as to what Memotet had in mind. Both pieces had an attachment, which meant they could be strapped to a leather harness. Memotet explained that the harness could be worn by a female or by a male thereby giving him an addition weapon.

Without ceremony Memotet ordered the girls to be bent over the casket lid so present their pert bottoms into the air. Sarah felt rough hands unfasten her belt and soon her knickers and shorts were tugged down her legs to leave her bare bottom glowing in its softness in the faint light. Khalifa squealed as her dress was thrown over her back and her knickers pulled down.

Sarah glanced behind her. Memotet and his chief Priest were naked and in the process of strapping the phallic marble serpents above their own. Another younger man poured oil on both hands and gently applied it to both girls at the same time. Sarah let out a soft moan as she felt the warm oil being rubbed into her delicate folds and around her little puckered hole. The effect was soothing and arousing. Now and again he slipped a finger or two inside her to check her readiness and also a finger into her hole. Sarah relaxed as his finger slipped in and out of her and soon she felt the need to be filled up inside. Khalifa too had reached a high state of arousal and soon the young man indicated to Memotet that both girls were ready.

Sarah raise her head to look at her tormentor he knelt behind her as the priest knelt behind Khalifa and Sarah watched as he manoeuvred his erections into position. Then she felt the warn tips nudge at her openings as his penis entered her first followed by the marble serpent as it gently push her open and its ribbed length slid inside her anus. As both phalluses thrust gently back and forth Sarah closed her eyes and felt the erotic sensation flood through her body. She was helpless in a world of ecstasy. She heard both her and Khalifa utter gently moans of pleasure as the twin shafts pleasured her. Soon she felt her climax approach and the waves of pleasure began to throb in her belly until they finally crashed making her body writhe and shudder in spasms of glory. Memotet kept pumping away for long enough so that Sarah felt herself come again, more quickly this time but the intensity was greater.

Khalifa was letting out a long soft moan interrupted only when she felt the long objects of pleasure thrust forward filling her up. Sarah watched as her body jerked as the priest thrust deep, and soon she gave a wail of relief, as she came so intensely it left her body twitching with the aftermath of pleasure. Sarah felt Memotet moan and she became aware of his hot seed inside her. The priest came too and soon the only sound was the harsh heavy breathing of people recovering from their pleasurable labours.

Memotet released the girls bonds and allowed them to dress. Sarah felt uneasy about her little hole as it felt numbed by the experience and she was worried that it may not be entirely effective in hold back her soft lumps until she was ready. She could tell by Khalifa’s movements that both girls felt the urge to go after that exercise. 

Anoh guarded the door once again. Memotet disrobed himself of the phallus and picked up the blue bottle he had taken from Kraphets mummy. 

“It is rumoured that this phial contains the essence of the god Phut and that he who drinks a potion containing this will discover everlasting pleasure,” he said his eyes fixed on the bottle. Even the priests looked at each other with uncertainty.

“Are you sure that is a wise thing to do, master” said the head priest as her licked Khalifa’s juices from his fingers. “The texts do say that…”

“I know what the texts say” bellowed Memotet his face reddened with anger. With that he opened the bottle and drank some of the liquid from it. He choked and dropped the bottle onto the mummy. He gasped a rasping cry and placed his hands on his throat. His eyes began to redden and his eyeballs glowed orange. Memotet let out a shrill scream as his hands began to scale over, as he gasped a long forked tongue flickered from his mouth. 

The priest and the other in the chamber backed away towards the door in horror as Memotets body began to grow. His form became that of a serpent with the added benefit of arms and legs. There was a scream from the others, Kahlifa included as they rushed to get out. In the main chamber the others in the party took up the cry and began to run for the way out. Then with a roar a huge serpent figure came out of the tomb. Sarah took Khalifas hand.

“I must find my gun” she said .”Where is it?

“I think its in this room.” said Khalifa running towards a small cell at the side of the chamber.

In the tomb the spilt liquid from the blue bottle soaked into Kraphet’s mummy, after a while a movement and a low menacing groan emanated from the mummified corpse and slowly Kraphet rose from his casket.

Chapter  9 New times Old Faces

Sarah threw the boxes around and searched through he scattered contents. With a cry of delight she held up her pistol, checked it was loaded and ran for the door. Khalifa followed her out into the chamber where the monster serpent was chasing after the  men and women followers. It cornered one girl and Sarah saw that as she cowered in the corner her white knickers filled with her soft brown fear. Sarah ran behind the serpent and shouted.

“Here, Memotet or Phut or whoever you are” the serpent turned around Sarah fired twice at its chest. It looked down then back up and gave a cry of defiance. The two bullets had no effect. 

“Shit!” exclaimed Sarah and became aware that Khalifa was frantically tugging at her arm. “What?” she shouted still glaring at the monster. She turned and saw a horrified Khalifa and then the shuffling groaning shape with green lit eyes walking towards them. Sarah fired twice at the mummy but the bullets passed harmlessly through hitting the wall behind. It kept coming.

“This way” screamed Sarah as she grabbed Khalifa and ran into the chamber with the pool. It was only then that she realised they had run further into the tomb and their escape route was cut off. Sarah saw a large alcove lit by a shaft of light from the ceiling, it was the only possible way out. She took Khalifa’s hand and led her running to the spot. It was a dead end. The girls turned, the shambling mummy advanced relentlessly towards them. Sarah took careful aim and fired, then again and again until the fearful click told her she was out of ammunition. The mummy was not perturbed by the holes and missing fingers, which Sarah had inflicted upon it, seemed undaunted. 

“It’s no good I’m too frightened,” squealed Kahlifa and spread her legs. Sarah knew she was going to fill her knickers out of fear. Khalifa gave a gasp as the sound of her poop crackled into the air and a bulge formed in the gusset of her knickers. The mummy stopped and looked at her almost out of admiration. Khalifa wet herself and as the golden streams poured onto the floor the mummy let out sighs of approval. It stood still admiring the sounds and sights of Khalifa’s predicament.

“It likes what your doing” whispered Sarah. “Keep going I’ll try to distract it”

“I can’t I’ve done it all” she whimpered. The mummy admired her for a little longer its groin seemed to grow as it did so and soon a gnarled dried penis emerged from the wrappings and the creature seemed to grin. Then it snapped out of its trance and and began to advance again.

“Wait” said Sarah to the mummy “Watch me” with that she turned and dropped her shorts over her buttocks and pointed her rounded cheeks and beige knickers pulled over her soft flesh. She strained and felt herself moving. The mummy stopped and watched as her knickers peaked with the hard lump as it emerged crackling from her. She panted and strained to push the lumps out and soon her knickers were full of soft brown mess. The mummy growled approval and Sarah pulled up her shorts giving a little gasp as she felt it squash against her.

“Sit in it” she whispered to Khalifa. Both girls backed up to a low ledge and parted their legs. Khalifa lifted her dress to expose the brown stained knickers. The girls sat back with a groan. Sarah felt the soft poo squish out of the leg holes of her knickers and shorts and plaster her thighs. Khalifa too squashed her sticky mess and ground it into her bottom. The mummy seemed impressed. Sarah pushed her hand down the front of her shorts and began to play with her little bud as she did so she peed her golden waters into her knickers and shorts creating a large dark patch at her crotch. 

Both girls came gently their passion subdued due to fear. Now they had nothing left. The mummy delayed by the show started to come forward. It seemed to sense that they had had their fun and now it was his turn. The mummy emanated a gurgle of anticipated pleasure as it moved towards the girls.

Suddenly a rope dangled in front of Sarah followed by a whining sound A man in desert combat gear slid down and landed on both feet. The mummy stopped in its tracks with a look of surprise. The man unshouldered an MP5 submachine and pointed it from the hip at the mummy. The mummy uttered a gasp of despair, which Sarah thought sounded like ‘Oh shit!’

Then the gun spoke. Unhindered by the lack of ammunition the man fired the entire magazine at the mummy and Sarah watched as the monster disintegrated under the withering fire. As the tinkle of empty cases continued the mummy fell to its knees and what was left of it burst into flames and burned into a heap of ashes on the floor.

“Nice move ladies” said a familiar voice. The man turned around and removed his dark glasses unnecessarily, as Sarah already knew who it was. She took one pace forward and slapped him hard around the face.

“That’s for leaving me,” she cried the tears gathering in her eyes. “ And this is for finding me” she said softly as she placed her arms around him and kissed him passionately on the lips their tongues licked an touched inside his hard tongue searching the warm wetness in her mouth. Sarah felt comfort again and became aware that her soft poo was beginning to slide down her legs. It was Khalifa who brought them round.

“I hate to break up such an intimate moment but don’t forget the other monster” she said.

The lovers parted lips. 

“Don’t ever leave me again” said Sarah, “I love you”. 

“I won’t not ever my love” replied Toby. He kissed her again then broke off. “Come on let’s put that Memotet fella down where he belongs.” He open a pouch on his belt and pulled out a short tube attachment which he fixed to the muzzle of his gun, then he took out a grenade which he fitted into the tube.

“Lets go!” he cocked the gun and ran up towards the main chamber. Sarah and Khalifa ran as best they could with full knickers deciding to wade through the water and empty them in a effort to clean up as best they could in the circumstances. Relatively cleansed them emerged with stiff nipples from the cold water and ran into the main chamber.

The monster Memotet had laid out some of his erstwhile followers and many of the women cowered in the corners of the chamber peeing with fright into their white cotton knickers. One girl was filling her gusset as she squealed with fear the yellow brown stains running down her legs.

Toby took aim with the grenade launcher and fired at his back the grenade flew towards the serpent and hit it square in the back the monster roared in pair and turned toward Toby. The grenade bounced away and landed close to the statue of Phut where it exploded harmlessly. 

“Bugger!” exclaimed Toby. The fuse was set too long. He fumbled with fuse on the other grenade and fitted it into the tube. Memotet however had strode across the chamber and as Toby raised his sight to fire a huge claw smashed into him knocking the gun out of his hands and clean across the floor. Toby flew and hit the wall landing with a thud. He got up as the monster moved towards him. Toby ran toward the statue and through its legs. He stood on the marble top amidst the chains still hanging there. The monster came around and sneered at him it gave a roar then swung at him. Toby ducked and the monster hit the chains, which wrapped around his hands he struggled to break free. The statue wobbled Toby ran off the plinth in time to see Sarah with the grenade launcher she aimed at the monster but hesitated. With confidence she swung the gun around and fired at the wall.

“What are you doing” screamed Toby. The grenade ricoched off the wall and landed between the feet of the statue a second later it exploded. The statue wobbled, then with an ominous creak it toppled towards the serpent trapped in the chains. The monster let out a shrill scream as the statue fell on top of it and they crashed to the ground together in a cloud of dust.

Sarah and Khalifa hugged Toby as the dust cleared. They walked towards the rubble and saw the human form of Memotet impaled on the long golden tongue of the Serpent god Phut. 

“Oh Toby I’m glad that’s all over” sighed Sarah. “Then she looked down at her bedraggled clothes. “I think I’ll change I feel a mess in these things” Toby looked her up and down.

“Oh’ I don’t know” he said nonchalantly “they’re better than that leather stuff you were wearing the other day.” He walked away to pick up his stuff.

“I suppose you’re right” said Sarah “That stuff was tight…hang on” she squealed” how do you know what I was wearing the other day!”

Toby stopped in his tracks and cursed himself. He turned slowly. Well we’ve been here a couple of days you see…”

“We! What do you mean we!” screamed Sarah in disbelief. Toby indicated around him at the paramilitary police who were now rounding up the groups of Memotet’s followers.

“How did you know I was here” she asked.

“Well it’s a long story..” started Toby.

“I’ve got time” she snapped.

“Well Sir Belville persuaded me to go and look out for you on account of the fact that I was feeling sorry for myself after we split up. When I came here I knew roughly where you would be. Then came the story of the girl in combat gear who had single handedly wiped out a terrorist attack at the temple. I knew it had to be you so I started looking around. We found the light openings in the roof of the chamber the other night.

“Why didn’t you rescue us sooner?” she said quietly

“Well to be honest we couldn’t hear that well and you seemed to be having fun. So I thought I’d let you enjoy yourself. That was a nice pile you did over this table wasn’t it?” said Toby as the second slap round the face caught him off guard and he found himself on his back. Sarah stood over him and straddled him dropping to her knees so that she sat on his groin.

“If I didn’t love so much this would be meaningless” she said.

“What would?” asked Toby nervously. But she looked down at him haughtily and soon Toby got her meaning as he felt the warm wetness trickle down his groin as Sarah peed copiously into her shorts and over Toby in an affectionate kind of way. She rose and admired the stain at his loins. Toby was about to rise when Khalifa sat on him and gave him the same look. 

“This is from me!” she said and again Toby felt her warm pee soaking through her dirty knickers and soaking the front and groin of his combat trousers. Finally Khalifa rose and Toby got up amid the stares of the Egyptian Police. He waved away their smiles.

“Come on lets go” he said and took the girls by the hand and led them out. Sarah broke free.

“Go on ahead I’m just going to fetch my things.”

Chapter  10 The Journey Home.

The hotel room was luxury compared to the conditions the girls had put up with for the last few days. Toby too had slept rough but Sarah had little sympathy for that under the circumstances. They had been given the bridal suite, which contained a huge bath among other things, and Khalifa had given them the room for free as her father owned the hotel.

Toby lay in the tepid bath feeling refreshed. He checked his watch, Sarah was due back soon from the town where she had gone with Khalifa to get some real bargains. Nothing like shopping with a local he thought. The rogues in the markets won’t dupe them. The door opened and closed.

“Hello” he called “is that you my love?” There was no answer. Toby rose out of the bath and put a towel around his waist. He reached for the 9mm that he kept close by at all time. It was gone. Toby edged quietly towards the door and opened it gingerly. He crept into the bedroom and looked around. By the door to the walk in wardrobe was a beautiful Egyptian girl her face adorned with make up, an elaborate crown decorated her long flowing black hair. She wore a see through white gown under which Toby could clearly see the outline of leather straps around her body and breasts.

“I am Queen Khalifa of the Seven Temples” she said with a smile. Toby stood agog

.

“And I am Queen Sarah of the God Phut” said a voice from the door to the lounge. Toby turned his head and was transfixed by a stunning beauty dressed in the same manner, her nipples rouged. She wore her elaborate crown amid thick dark tresses of black hair tinged with red, which contrasted with her clear blue eyes. Toby’s jaw dropped.

“Your hair” he said at last with a croak.

“I needed it this colour to complete the effect,” purred Sarah. She swayed towards him as both girls met at his side. Khalifa tugged at the towel, which fell to the floor leaving him naked. He took in their perfume as they girls kissed his face and chest and stroked his body with their soft hands. They led him into the bathroom again and laid him down on the floor which had cushions scattered about for comfort. Toby relaxed as her felt the kisses reach his stomach. Soon he felt a pair of hands stroking his erect penis. Whose they were he did not know; nor did he care. A wet mouth engulfed the tip of his phallus and he groaned as she expertly stroked and sucked his cock to perfection. Then another set of hands and a new mouth took over, every bit as good as the first.

Toby looked up within reach of each hand was a beautiful set of buttocks with a tight leather strap pulled up between them. He reached out and gently stroked each set of petals through the opening in the leather finding the stiff buds as they throbbed beneath the delicate folds of soft flesh. He felt the girls squirm a little as he rubbed a little more intensely then Khalifa edged over and moved her leg across his face until he was presented with a close up of her dark, pink, wet opening. He caught her heady scent and without delay he bean to lick and flick his tongue across the fleshy folds and the hard bud. He heard the moans of approval from his middle and thus encouraged he reached up and took a buttock in each hand and began to suck more vigorously. His finger explored and soon found her puckered hole. He move his fingers down underneath and dipped them in her sticky juices before moving them back up around and worked one inside her anus to which he felt little resistance. After a few more minutes of licking and penetration Khalifa came, her body shuddering in her delightful orgasm. 

She climbed away from him to recover while Sarah straddled him now eager for the same treatment. Her scent was different to Khalifa’s but to Toby even more delicious. Her wet petals were soaked in her juices and Toby coated his other fingers before finding her hole and sliding a finger inside. Sarah squirmed as the combination of Toby’s tongue licked across her swollen flesh and tickled her bud of pleasure sending little shocks through her body. She use one hand to play with her nipples while the other tried to stroke his cock.. She had to stop now and again as he forced his finger into her tight anus, which brought her to the brink of coming twice before she felt the orgasm build. Finally it sent her into spasms of ecstasy leaving her squirming and grinding her wet fanny into poor Toby’s face.

The girls, both breathless, got onto their knees and looked at Toby though highly aroused eyes.

Toby rose, his hard phallus rampant as the girls turned their bottoms towards him. Who would he have first? The girls looked at each other. Then Sarah saw Khalifas eyes widen and she gave a short gasp; her body moved forward as Toby’s stiff cock pushed deep inside her on the first thrust. Khalifa stared ahead squealing and moaning as his thick phallus surged back and forth. She turned her head towards Sarah.

“Loosen me” she begged. Sarah placed her hand on Khalifa’s collar and with a smile she loosened the strap that held the firm poo inside her. Sarah saw her strain as she tried to force the lump out. She teased the young girl and gradually the strap gave out and a stiff brown piece curled out and squashed itself against Toby’s stomach and her soft bottom as he slammed into the girls wet pussy. Khalifa squealed as two more soft pieces oozed out of her and landed on the tiled floor. Then Toby felt a stream of warm water wash over his balls as Khalifa peed a torrent out of her body. She came again almost collapsing onto the floor in ecstasy.

Toby pulled out to save himself and looked into Sarah’s softened blue eyes. 

“Lay back” she commanded. Toby did as he was told and Sarah turned about and straddled him to face his feet. Toby watched her soft petals slowly engulf his penis still glistening with Khalifa’s juices. She sank down with a moan. As she slowly lifted herself up and down exposing his wet shaft before sinking down over its hard length, Sarah nodded to Khalifa. The girl loosened the strap on Sarah’s collar. Toby watched as the strap began to peak over Sarah’s hole. She still screwed him slowly and soon the brown tip of her BM nudged the leather to one side and which a sticky squelch it oozed gently out of her and onto Toby’s stomach. Sarah grunted with effort and soon another soft piece slid out curling up on the first. Another soft lump followed which mashed onto Sarah’s bottom as she rose and fell with Toby’s cock inside her. Sarah regained her breath and looked over her shoulder. She sat still and Toby felt the warm water trickle over his balls and down between his legs.

“Now you” said Sarah. “Let us watch!” Toby lifted his body off the tiled floor and congratulated himself with the foresight to have hung on to his BM for a few days. He gave a gentle push and felt the tip emerge into view.

“Mmm” cried the girls as they looked down between his legs and the firm lump slid out and stopped half in half out. Toby fought for breath then with a cry of relief he felt hi stomach contract and the lump eased out of his hole and fell onto the tiles. Toby gave a harsh cry for he knew that the next push would spell his end. Sarah sensed it too for she gave him a wicked grin then started to bear down once again on his stiff penis. Toby was caught with the push as a long slender lump slide gently out of him and his body writhed as it orgasmed and pumped hot spurts of semen into Sarah’s waiting body. The strength of his infusion set her off and soon the two were grinding their hips into each other in the throes of ecstasy.

After a few minutes recovering. They cleaned up briefly and washed each other in the bath. Sarah got out and went into the bedroom. She emerged with two marble phalluses each mounted on a leather harness. 

“Now for part two” she grinned. They got out of the bath and Sarah indicated that Toby should lie down. She mounted him as before with her back towards him. She slipped him inside, as she was still wet from the first phase. Khalifa strapped on a phallus and knelt behind her so that her pussy was once again over Toby’s face. With his cock deep inside Sarah’ Toby watched as Khalifa oiled the phallus and nudged it into Sarah’s small hole’ It slipped in amid a gasp from Sarah and Khalifa began to shaft her. Toby pressed Khalifas buttocks into his face and felt Sarah ride him up and down. He put out his tongue and used Khalifa’s movements to lick and suck at her soft petals and bud as he screwed into Sarah. It was not long before the girls gasped and came shuddering so violently Toby almost suffocated under Khalifa’s wet lips.

Sarah got off him and Khalifa undid the phallus she got down on all fours and beckoned for Toby to enter her. He slid his cock deep inside causing her to draw breath. Toby let out a satisfied groan. Sarah knelt behind him she circled his nipples with his hand and laid her head on his shoulder.

“Do you know” she whispered nibbling at his ear as she spoke. “I’ve almost forgiven you for not rescuing me from my ordeal sooner. Just one more thing will make us even.” Her breath was hot and her perfume sweet she kissed his neck and gave a playful giggle.

“What that?” asked Toby gripping Khalifa’s hips hard as he thrust deep inside her.

“Thisss my darling” hissed Sarah. Toby felt a cold blunt object nudging at his hole. Before he could doing anything Sarah thrust forward and the thick marble serpent slid into his tunnel. Coated with oil it slid effortlessly in and out as Sarah shafted him while biting his ears and neck.

“Bugger” he gasped. 

“Yes I believe that’s the term” She giggled. “Now we’re even” As the words left her mouth Toby opened his eyes to see Khalifa’s face grinning up at him. She was in on this too. He thrust hard into the little minx until her face into an expression of pleasure as she came shuddering to her climax. The marble serpent had done its job for Toby lunged forward and shot his second load into the young girls warm pussy.

The three lay together that night too exhausted for anything but sleep. The morning saw departure but not sadness.

“I have decided to come to England to finish off my degree.” said Khalifa, I stupidly gave it up to follow Memotet. That was a big mistake.”

“You must come and see us” said Sarah “We can get up to some more fun the three of us”. Toby’s eyes lit up.

“Yeah sounds great,” he said excitedly. “Except we will never be able to smuggle out those crowns and phalluses” he said with a hint of relief. “Aren’t they illegal to take out of the country?”

“Yes, you are right,” said Khalifa with a sigh. Toby grinned at Sarah.

“No more marble cocks then!” he sneered.

“I suppose not,” said Sarah.

“Still I look forward to seeing you again Khalifa, Goodbye” he kissed the Egyptian girl on the lips and she responded. He turned and went back in the room. Sarah leant on the door as Khalifa kissed her too.

“Well we’ll see you in England then. I’m glad you have a father who is so generous” said Sarah.

“Yes,” said Khalifa “and it’s also nice to have an uncle in charge of Customs too!” She winked and walked off down the corridor leaving Sarah stifling a giggle at the door.

