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		Prologue

		

		“Effendi! Effendi!” Ahmad was yelling frantically as he hurried across the sands to the main tent. His long thobe blowing in the mild breeze as he ran.

		I looked up from examining the scarab that had been unearthed yesterday as he rushed into the tent, breathing heavily. “Effendi!” he gasped. “A… A step…”

		I pulled the watch from my pocket and noted the time, 10:22 AM. Hurriedly, I ran from the tent to the dig site. We were at the far end of the valley, excavating a previously unexplored area. We’d been digging for over three months now, with nothing to show for it except piles of sifted sand and gravel, until yesterday. The scarab had been an exciting find, but not necessarily an indicator. This was Egypt after all. It could mean absolutely nothing. A trinket dropped by someone millennia ago. Or, it could mean…

		A step!

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		Sweat was pouring from me as I ran down the well-trodden path to the dig. The blistering Egyptian sun already superheating the sands beneath my feet. Out of breath myself, by the time I got there. I was eager to see if Ahmad was right. Was it possible? A step? The workers stood about expectantly as I ran up, Ahmad right on my heels. “Am I right, Effendi? Is it a step?” he asked eagerly.

		Leaning down, I examined the flat cut stone. Seeing the sharply cut edge running straight and true along one side, I grabbed a brush and trowel, beginning to scrape away the sand. Inch by inch, I uncovered the stonework. Finally, seeing it exposed in its entirety. Nearly unable to believe what I saw before me. A good twelve feet wide, and squarely cut. Without a doubt, the stone had been fashioned by human hands. It was… It was a step!

		But, leading to what?

		I looked up at Ahmad, grinning like an idiot, pounding him on the back. So much for British reserve, I guess. “Yes, Ahmad. I think you’re right. It is a step. Now, let’s see to what?”

		Returning to my tent, I hastily drafted a wire to Lord Carlton.

		

		LORD CARLTON

		FOUND STEP 10:22 AM JUNE 12 STOP EXCAVATING FURTHER STOP WILL KEEP INFORMED

		D CALVERTON

		

		Excitedly, the workmen set about uncovering what we’d found. There would be tons of sand and rock to move before we’d uncover whatever this led to. But, it certainly appeared to be a step, set in the hard-packed desert sands. My fervent hope, was that it led to a tomb. The tomb of a Pharaoh.

		I’d only just finished my studies at Cambridge, in June of 1914, when the war broke out. I’d joined up, of course. It was my duty. Luck of the draw, my unit was assigned to North Africa. After four years of desert fighting, it had finally ended. By then… Well, there wasn’t anything left back in England for me to go home to. My parents had both passed away, Father at the Battle of Verdun, Mother only a few months later from grief. Even my elder brother, Robert, had been lost at the Somme. And, Charlotte… Well, Charlotte had found somebody else to love in my absence, her letter arriving as I lay wounded in hospital at Cairo. I was left with my degree in Archaeology from Cambridge, and an insatiable thirst for Egypt. It was like it had gotten into my blood during these last years. The vast vistas, the unrelenting sands, the sense of timelessness, all combining to create a feeling of peace that had been sadly missing in my young life.

		After spending the intervening years working under Leonard Woolley. This was to be my first dig on my own. Well… With a benefactor, of course. It takes a lot of money to conduct an archeological dig in the Valley of the Kings. Even a small one, like this. Lord Carlton, a distant relation to my family, had gratefully agreed to finance the venture. Honestly, I think he was doing it because of his envy of Lord Carnarvon. His sponsorship of Howard Carter producing the fabulous find of King Tutankhamen’s tomb just a year ago. But, none of that mattered to me. It was my dig, I was in charge.

		I had been somewhat disappointed at first, our dispensation to dig had been granted by the Egyptian government, but not at one of the primary sites in the Valley. Our small expedition had been shuffled off to a far distant side canyon, well away from the already known primary dig sites. Well, it had seemed a minor site, until today. Today, I was the most excited man in the world! If this was a step? Then, it led to something. The only question was, to what?

		By the end of the day, the piles of sifted sand and gravel had grown considerably. A second step had been uncovered. There would still be weeks and months ahead of us, but we had found something. Of course, it could all be for naught. We might have uncovered nothing more than an unfinished tomb. Or, even if it had been finished, one that had been plundered in antiquity like so many others. Its treasures stolen long ago, the precious contents of the tomb lost for all time.

		But, for now the workmen dug with a purpose. I could hear their voices singing as they worked. Their songs echoing eerily across the silent valley. The resting place of so many, many ghosts of the past.

		By the end of the day, I was exhausted. The heat of the desert, even after eight years here now, was still difficult to deal with. Honestly, there were still times I found myself longing for the green hills of England. I’d barely settled down with a brandy, trying to research the line of known Pharaohs,’ when I nodded off…

		“Davison… Davison…” the voice was calling to me, sweetly. Becoming louder and louder. It’s lure stirring me, becoming more insistent. Pulling me inexorably from my slumbers, I opened my eyes. But, there was no one. Just an empty tent staring back at me. The dark of the night sky beyond. Yet, I was sure I’d heard someone calling my name. Too much sun and brandy, Davison. That’s all it was. Get over it and get some rest. Tomorrow’s another day. I just shook my head and turned down the lamp. Then, headed to my cot and a night’s sleep.

		The next day, I was working to clean a shard of pottery that had been found when the opening to the tent darkened. Looking up, I saw a dark figure blocking the entrance. His face hidden in heavy shadow. “Yes? May I assist you in some way?” I asked.

		“You may assist me, by stopping your dig, Effendi,” he said quietly.

		“Are you here from the Ministry?” I asked nervously. Suddenly, afraid that we’d run afoul of some sort of Egyptian bureaucracy. Or, that despite our isolation, word of our possible discovery had gotten out, and the dig would be given to some other, more prominent archaeologist.

		“No, Effendi. I come only to warn you. To beg you. You must stop this dig! You do not know what you are doing, what you will unleash…” he offered.

		“If you are not here in some official capacity, then I must ask you to leave, Sir. This dig is under the supervision of the Egyptian Government, and the auspices of the University of Cambridge. I have absolutely no intention of discontinuing my work. Now, please go!” My attention going back to the pottery shard in my hands.

		“Cursed be those who disturb the eternal peace. Any that break the seal shall meet the wrath of Amun Ra!” came his echoing voice.

		“Yes, yes. Thank you very much, old chap. You may consider me suitably warned. The curse of the Pharaohs’ and all that. Now go! Or, I’ll have you forcibly removed.” This time, watching to make sure he’d left before I went back to my work.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		The work progressed, day after day. Week after week. Finally, we found it. By this time, we’d uncovered five steps, set sharply between cut walls. Now, there before us was the top of a doorway. A sealed doorway. Carefully, the men continued to dig. Excavating until the entire doorway was exposed. By the time we’d reached the base, we had uncovered eighteen finely carved steps. Finding a treasure at the bottom. The stamp of the royal necropolis. It was a tomb! But whose? And, was it intact?

		My nights, were still troubled. My sleep frequently interrupted by dreams. Still hearing the same voice calling my name, over and over. It came almost every night now. The haunting voice echoing through my slumbers; “Davison… Davison…” Yet, each time I awoke, I found my tent empty. Nothing but darkness greeting my sleep filled eyes. Even getting up and checking outside the tent, revealed nothing but the starry night sky.

		I had, of course, kept in touch with Lord Carlton about the discovery as we went along. He had sent word that he would be with us in spirit when we opened the doorway. But, due to age and infirmity, he would not be able to be with us in person. I eagerly approached the site this morning. Today was the day! We would breach the doorway, hopefully unveiling the treasures within.

		I looked at my pocket watch, memorizing the time for posterity. 8:12 AM, November 21st, 1923. Ahmad was standing loyally by my side as I chipped at the doorway, opening a small hole. As I broke through, a rush of stale air seemed to expel from the doorway as it was breeched. I let the air flow for a few moments, then slipped a small lantern through the opening, casting light on the interior.

		The flickering light… Almost immediately, extinguished. Startled, I hastily backed away from the opening. Then, standing back I used a pick to slowly widen the opening, letting fresh air circulate into the tomb for the first time in millennia. I told Ahmad to keep the men back until later, then I went back to the tent. Recording my findings in my journal while letting the air cleanse in the outer reaches of the tomb.

		After lunch, I returned to the dig site. This time with a small caged bird to test the air before we attempted to venture further. Hesitantly, I slipped the small cage through the opening, leaving it there for several minutes before retrieving it. The bird surviving, I eagerly pushed my lantern through the widened opening. A long passageway lay open before my eyes. Hastily, I ordered the doorway broken through.

		Clearing the debris, I entered the steeply sloping passage, finding it ending in another sealed doorway. Once again, our lamps revealed the seal of the royal necropolis. Excitedly, I began to chip away at the closure. Once I’d made a large enough opening, I again pushed our trusty caged bird through into the darkness beyond. Retrieving it several minutes later, still alive and well. I glanced at Ahmad, then eagerly pushed my lamp through the opening. A treasure trove awaited my eyes. Gold! Everywhere I looked, the glint of gold. Golden statues, golden animals, golden chairs, golden boxes.

		“What do you see, Effendi?” asked Ahmad excitedly.

		“Beautiful things, Ahmad. Beautiful things,” I cried, pounding him on the back. Then, carefully, I resealed the doorway. We’d enter tomorrow after I had communicated the find to Lord Carlton.

		I was still drafting the wire to his Lordship late that afternoon, when a telegraph arrived from Cairo. Opening it, I gasped. It was from her Ladyship:

		

		D CALVERTON

		REGRET TO INFORM YOU COMMA LORD CARLTON PASSED 6:12 AM ON 21ST STOP LAST WISHES WERE CONTINUE DIG IN HIS NAME STOP BEST LUCK

		LADY CARLTON

		

		I sat there, stunned. Once I was past the initial shock of the loss, I looked again at the wire. Reading it over again and again. Lord Carlton, my benefactor, dead. On the very day of his triumph.

		I was still holding it numbly as night fell. My mind awhirl with torment. Something… 6:12 AM on November 21st? I knew that time. Wait! London was two hours behind Cairo. A chill running through me as the reality dawned. No! That… That was impossible. It couldn’t be. Just couldn’t. Those kinds of coincidences just didn’t happen. This was 1923, not some medieval ghost story. The prophetic words of my eerie visitor came back to my mind. Lord Carlton had died, at the exact moment I’d breeched the entrance to the tomb!

		Shakily, I poured myself another brandy. Just sitting there in my chair, staring off into the blackness of eternity. Oh, get real Davison! You know very well there’s nothing to these ancient curses. Especially ones that are thousands of years old. You can’t let some ridiculous Egyptian fanatic and a coincidental death of an ill old man turn into something else. Just get a hold of yourself old chap. Stiff upper lip, and all that.

		After a few more brandies, I toddled off to my cot, falling into a drunken stupor. My dreams, once again, tormented by the alluring call of my name. Tonight, I didn’t wake, my dream seemingly allowed to continue. Soft, cool fingers ran over my fevered brow as she whispered my name. Her voice calling to me. Opening my eyes, I saw her for the first time. Long, lustrous raven hair, dark, smoldering eyes, her skin a light shade of amber. Her lips, those red, pouty lips, leaning forward and kissing my own. The musky scent of her filling the quiet air, indescribably. The taste of her kiss exciting me. So different from my long-ago memories of Charlotte.

		Her hands ran hungrily down my chest, as my eyes slid down her body. Her breasts hanging before me like twin chalices of the finest amber. Dark, engorged nipples, standing out starkly against her skin. I couldn’t believe my eyes. She was gorgeous. Without a doubt, the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. And, she was in my bed! Her lips kissing down my body, my chest, my nipples…

		I awoke with a start! My body shaking, as I lay there in a pool of sweat. The desert sun already heating the sands. Sitting up slowly, I tried to remember my dreams. Only memories now, rather fleeting as dreams can be. Only the sensation of her beauty remained sharp in my thoughts. After a few minutes, I was able to stand, convincing myself I was ready for the day ahead.

		I finally finished composing a wire to Lady Carlton, telling her of the discovery and expressing my deepest regrets at the passing of his Lordship. Decidedly, I left the details about the time we’d opened the tomb out of the telegram. I couldn’t see any reason to let her Ladyship think that I was losing my mind.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		“We open the tomb today? Yes, Effendi?” asked Ahmad excitedly.

		“The outer chamber, yes,” I smiled patiently. Everything would need to be catalogued and removed before we could proceed to the next chamber. Photographs needed to be taken, articles preserved, so many things. I’d only gotten a partial look around yesterday, but it was enough. Unlike Carter’s find, the outer chamber seemed well enough organized. There would be perhaps ten days or even two weeks, worth of work before we could proceed further.

		I was already sweating by the time we’d walked to the dig site. Truthfully, I’d woken up that way. Not just from the heat, either. The strange dreams still haunted me, what was causing them? I’d never been a person to dream a lot. Or, at least, one to remember my dreams. Now, it seemed I’d been haunted by the same one for weeks. Culminating last night in finally seeing the woman who was incessantly calling my name.

		The dream, combined with the eerie death of Lord Carlton, had left me shaken. Tonight, I would set guards at the entrance to the tomb, as well as the tent where we were storing the artifacts. A tent, that would soon be woefully too small for its purposes. Perhaps if there was anything else, any outside physical happening that was triggering my nightmares, that should put a stop to them.

		It took all morning to clear away the doorway to the tomb. No one, not even myself had yet to enter the interior. I admit, I felt a certain sense of awe as I gazed into the darkness beyond. There seemed to be something hauntingly final about crossing that barrier. Like we were crossing from daylight, into the dark of night. A feeling I was entering someplace sacred, forbidden to mere mortals.

		We broke for lunch before proceeding further. Eating quietly in the shade of the tent, I couldn’t get the images from last night out of my mind. Her glistening raven hair, her slightly amber shaded skin… Who was she? She was certainly a far cry from my memories of Charlotte. Her blonde, blue eyed visage now only a dim memory. Or, any other woman I was acquainted with, for that matter.

		She reminded me a little of some of the women of Cairo, or what one could see of them. Many still veiled as they went about their business in the bustling city. But… She just seemed so real in my mind, so vibrant! Her body so warm in my embrace. I was sure she was no one that I’d ever met. I realize scholars can tend to be absentminded, but I could not have forgotten anyone who was that beautiful. The memory of her kiss still haunted me.

		After lunch, I walked back to the dig site. Ahmad was waiting eagerly at the top of the stairwell. The other workers scattered about us as I descended the eighteen steps to the entrance and down the sloping passageway. Clearing away the last of the debris from the doorway, I grabbed a lantern. Taking a deep breath to calm myself, I entered the tomb. Light filling the dark chamber for the first time in untold millennia.

		The walls were vibrantly painted with strange images. Not the usual visuals of everyday life in ancient Egypt, or of a heroic Pharaoh winning battle after battle. But, seemingly of gods and goddesses at worship. The hieroglyphic writing, appeared extremely archaic. Bearing little resemblance to other examples I had seen. Seemingly predating any of what I’d studied. Certainly, predating the ones I had seen in the other tombs in the Valley. They had but a vague resemblance to their more modern counterparts. If thirty-five hundred years old could be considered modern. They would not be easily translated. What had we stumbled upon? It was a royal tomb! Had to be! The seal of the royal necropolis assured that much. But, who’s? What dynasty?

		Easing forward, I was caught by an extreme sense of reverence. There, on the floor before me, etched in the sand were footprints. Untouched for millennia. The footprints of the workers, or perhaps of those that had carried the heavy burden of the sarcophagus? Still visible after all these centuries. The owners of the footprints, now nothing but dust in the sands of time.

		I signaled for Ahmad to bring in more lamps, then the camera equipment. Setting up, I began to take photographs of the room in situ. Not wanting to disturb any of the contents until we’d preserved the scene. It was a large, wide chamber, maybe twelve by twenty. Finely carved, lotus shaped columns offering support. The walls lined with paintings and hieroglyphs. At one end sat a golden throne, pillows scattered around it. Presumably for worshipers to kneel before the Pharaoh. Or, whoever it was that had been entombed here?

		As I gazed at the golden throne, I was astounded. The exquisite detailing was almost unbelievable. It was a thing of immense beauty. Who had crafted such a detailed object? What artisan was that adept in these ancient times? I’d never even seen anything like this before. Certainly nothing in the Museum of Egyptian Antiquities in Cairo even began to rival this detail! The finds enshrined there, paling in comparison.

		The initial photography took the rest of the day. Evening finding me back in my tent developing the plates. Once I was satisfied that we had the necessary photos of the chamber in situ, I sat down and rested. Honestly, exhausted by my lack of sleep and the rigors of the day, I poured a brandy and tried to relax. Feeling myself getting drowsy, I made a last check of the guards I’d placed and headed for my cot.

		“Davison… Davison…” the soft voice seemed insistent. Stirring from my sleep, I opened my eyes once again finding her beautiful face before me. A sheer, cape like garment, hung from her flawless shoulders. Her full breasts naked before me.

		“Who… Who are you?” I asked, the sound of my voice seeming far away.

		“I am for you…” she whispered sensuously. Her lips kissing mine, the sweet taste of honey filling my senses. Her tongue pushing insistently into my mouth, swirling around, dueling softly with my own. I could feel her body pressing against mine, her breasts warm against my chest. Reaching up, I ran my fingers through her long, lustrous hair. Feeling so soft, so silky to my touch.

		I kissed down her body, her throat, her shoulders, her breasts… Finally, closing my lips around a swollen nipple. A soft moan coming from her as I began to suckle there. A sweet tasting honey filling my mouth as I pulled against the engorged tip, nursing from her hungrily. But… What… Wait… That can’t be right? If I was nursing, she’d be full of breast milk, not…

		I came awake with a start! My body covered in sweat, lying there shivering despite the desert heat. What was happening to me? Frantically, I lit a lamp, flooding the tent with light. The empty tent… Just my equipment, my campaign chair and my cot. There was no sign of my gorgeous companion. Dragging myself exhaustedly from my cot, I went to the doorway, looking around. Just the starry night sky and a deserted landscape stared back at me. I even searched the dirt floor of my tent, hoping to find some kind of footprints, something, anything…

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Weakly, I staggered down the pathway towards the tomb the next day. Unbelievably tired and groggy after my restless night. Even Ahmad made note of it, asking if I was perhaps feeling ill? I just passed it off, but it was beginning to wear on me. Even during the war, I’d been able to sleep easily. Not anymore. Not since… Not since the day we found that first step. Really, Davison, get ahold of yourself! Pulling myself together, we entered the outer chamber.

		I spent the day, beginning to catalogue each individual item in the outer chamber. There were surprisingly, quite a few. Much more than I’d originally anticipated from my first brief glimpse. All the small statuary, the papyri, each item having to be annotated and preserved. At this rate, I’d be another several weeks just cataloguing everything. Then, we still had to try and gently remove them. My mind boggling at trying to move these millennia old items. Hoping they wouldn’t crumble to dust at merest touch. And, there were still the wall paintings. I wanted to photograph those without the other items in place, revealing them in all their glory.

		I needed better photos of the archaic hieroglyphs as well. I planned to send them to my old professor at Cambridge. Hopefully, he might make some sense out of the eerily ancient glyphs. Why would something, seemingly this old, be found here? In the Valley of the Kings? It was a mystery, one that I would have to solve somehow if I was ever to identify the owner of the tomb.

		The task ahead seemed more daunting by the hour. I could barely keep my eyes open by the end of the day. Finally, I called a halt to the work. Slowly, stumbling back to my tent, I collapsed on my cot. Falling, immediately, into a deep sleep.

		“Davison… Davison…” came the soft murmurs. Softly, incessantly, the calls continued burrowing deep into my psyche. “Davison… Davison…” Finally, I succumbed and opened my eyes. Or, at least, I think I did? There she was before me. Her perfect body openly displayed to my eyes. Her full breasts, the softly covered down of her womanhood, all visible. No dream could be this detailed. She had to be real. Had to be!

		“Who are you?” I pleaded, once again.

		“I am for you…” she whispered, once again. Her voice softly seductive.

		“But, your name? You must have a name? What is your name?” I asked, desperately.

		“Why, it’s Amunet, silly! Who were you expecting?” her voice seemingly full of wonder. “Who else would I possibly be?” A soft, coquettish giggle now sounding in the quiet night. Then, she leaned forward and kissed me. My senses once again filled with the delightful scent of her.

		Her hands ran gently over my body. Tonight, her fingers wrapped stealthily around my growing erection. Stroking it gently, outlining it beneath the heavy canvas fabric of my campaign shorts. A soft moan escaping from her lips, as she began to kiss her way down my body. Pulling each button loose teasingly with her teeth, as she kissed down my chest.

		Her lips closed gently around my nipple, sucking on it. The sensation running through me, exciting me. My cock even spasming beneath her fingers, as she sucked that surprisingly sensitive point into her mouth. With a teasing giggle, she descended further. Kissing down my stomach, my abdomen…

		Fingers began to work the buttons on my shorts, opening them. My throbbing erection coming into view as she did. Her fingers now wrapping around my flesh, no longer encumbered by the heavy fabric. Amunet nuzzled into my curly, dark pubic hair. Her nostrils flaring excitedly at the scent of my manhood, not even fazed by my dirt and sweat soaked body.

		With a gleam in her eyes, she licked the swollen head of my cock. A smile forming on her face as the taste of my precum burst on her tongue. “Mmmm…” she purred. “I love the taste of you Davison.” Her mouth now opening wide as she slid my hard rod between her lips. Blimey! Inch by swollen inch, she slid her beautiful mouth down my long rod. Her tongue playing some sort of delightful tattoo on the sensitive underside. The sensation driving me insane.

		My fingers found their way to her long, lustrous hair. Winding it around, I began to pull her further and further down my hard cock. Soft moans sounding from her as her cheeks hollowed around my girth. Her mouth devouring my rod, letting it slide down into her pulsing throat. The velvety feel of it wrapping around me, almost causing me to… Oh! Can’t hold back! Fuck!!!! With a tremendous explosion, cum burst from inside me, firing down her voracious throat!

		Amunet swallowed crazily, her throat squeezing around my girth as she took pulse after pulse. Then, pulling away, she sensuously licked the creamy seed from her lips. An enigmatic smile on her face, she pulled herself back up my body, her mouth kissing mine once again. The salty taste of my own seed now on her lips. Her voraciously erotic kiss seeming so foreign to my British sense of reserve and propriety. This just wasn’t done. It shouldn’t happen. Not proper… But, it was oh, so…

		The blackness of night greeted me. Groggily, I looked around my empty tent. Once again, I was alone… Where was Amunet? She’d just been here! I knew she had, I could still feel her warmth, smell the honeyed scent of her. I tried to get up from my cot, but found my shorts falling down my legs, unfastened. How? Hastily, I pulled up my campaign shorts and buttoned them. My… Er… My shirt, too. How could this be real? How could she seem so real? How else could I have become undressed?

		Stumbling over to the tent opening, I looked out again on the starry night sky. Just the vast, hauntingly empty vista of the Valley of the Kings staring back at me. I went over to my desk and poured myself a glass of brandy. Then, collapsed back onto my cot, and fell asleep. Alone with my dreams…

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		I, at least, slept through the rest of the night. Getting up feeling only slightly better for the few hours of undisturbed rest. This morning, Hafsah, the wife of Ahmad, had brought some broth and food for my breakfast. Ahmad becoming worried over my deteriorating state. As the overseer of the workmen at the dig, he was being well paid by Lady Carlton. I have a feeling, he didn’t want to lose that stipend.

		While I ate, I casually asked Hafsah if there was a young woman named Amunet in the village? She just looked at me strangely, before shaking her head. “No, Effendi. We have no Amunet in our village, the closest one I know of is across the Nile. Do you know her?”

		“Oh, um… No, Hafsah, I was just curious. I heard the name somewhere is all, I thought perhaps she was someone who lived around here. Thank you anyway.”

		Feeling somewhat more refreshed after my repast, I thanked Hafsah, and headed for the dig. I had become worried that thieves might find out about the find. As a protection, we’d installed an iron gate on the entrance to the passageway yesterday. Opening it, I picked up my lantern and entered the dark chamber. A cool breeze seemed to surround me as I entered, almost giving me a chill. Shaking it off, I set to work cataloguing more of the artifacts.

		Whoever was buried here, must have been of some importance. That was the only possible way to account for the obscene amount of gold and jewels we found as we worked. I was feeling better today, after getting a little undisturbed sleep last night. Even if it was only a few hours. Maybe, somehow, my dream lover would let me get at least some rest!

		Dream lover? Hmmph! Is that what I was calling her now? But, what else could she be? It was just… She seemed so real! I swear, I could still taste her kiss, smell the scent of her on my body this morning. I let my mind become absorbed with my duties in the outer chamber. I refused to believe I was losing my mind, the only alternative that made any sense to me at all.

		By the end of the day, I was again exhausted. Deciding that I needed to clean up, I washed up before going to bed tonight. I knew my paperwork was getting woefully behind, but I dropped into my welcoming cot afterwards, just the same. My eyes closing almost immediately.

		“Davison… Davison…” came my whispered name. Tonight, I didn’t fight it. Opening my eyes, I saw her vision before me. Her naked body sliding onto my cot, as she cuddled up against me. Her fingers caressing my cheek, she kissed me. Our tongues dueling sensuously, as the kisses deepened. My hands roamed her lush body, caressing her swollen globes, teasing her nipples… Amunet, moaning softly as my fingers teased her.

		With a giggle, she pulled herself up and straddled my body. Her legs wrapping tightly around my waist. Leaning forward, she kissed me. Her breasts hanging heavily beneath her. I could feel her hard nipples grazing against my chest as we kissed. Pulling her up a little, I pulled one of those succulent tasting points into my mouth. My mouth filling with her honey tasting sweetness, each time I suckled from her. Her fingers dancing through my hair as I nursed from her.

		Pulling away, she slid further up my body. Her honey scented nether regions now poised over my face. I stared in awe at her moist, dewy petals. I had never… Well, I mean, Charlotte and I had never been together in that way. And, my few experiences during the war, were… Well, let’s say I didn’t exactly want to get too intimate with them. But, now… With Amunet’s pulsing lotus petals in front of me? I was inexplicably drawn to her, the sweet honeyed scent of her filling my nostrils. Her forbidden fruit enticing me. My tongue snaked out almost like it had a mind of its own.

		Amunet cried out as I licked along her swollen petals, the taste of her filling my senses! Nothing… No one… Had ever prepared me for this. I didn’t even realize that it was something men and women did. But, now… I couldn’t imagine living without the wonderful taste of her. My tongue swirled over her swollen nub of nerves, her scream echoing loudly in the desert night. Her thighs wrapped tightly around my head, as her hands pulled me to her.

		I was buried in her swollen nether lips, my tongue sliding deep inside of her. A honeyed rush of fluids filling my mouth as she screamed out frantically above me. Her body shaking violently as her velvety tunnel clenched around my tongue. Amunet, cried out over and over before finally collapsing down against my body. Her silky, amber skin covered with sweat as she gasped frantically for breath.

		She was lying there, limply. Still gasping quietly, when I began to kiss along her lush body. I still needed her, my own desires not yet fulfilled. Her face turning to me, as the realization dawned on her. Then, she smiled teasingly, rolling her body beneath mine. My lips finding her swollen nipples, nursing from her as her whimpers grew once more.

		Sliding her warm thighs apart, I slipped between her legs. My hard rod poised over the entrance to her womanhood. Amunet reached down, her burning hot fingers guiding me to her sweet lotus-like entrance. Her eyes closed as my cock brushed between her moist petals. Then, slowly, I eased myself inside of her. Her mouth opening in awe as my thick rod slid between her dewy petals.

		Oh, fuck! The feeling was unreal. It was like the softest, warmest velvet glove in the world had wrapped itself around my throbbing girth. Amunet’s hands went around my hips, urging me forward. With a gasp, I thrust deep inside of her. A crystalline scream echoing through the silent night as my hard rod buried itself in her warm embrace.

		Her head began to toss, dark hair flying, as I began to move inside of her. My hard rod plunging into her welcoming depths over and over. Her legs wrapped tightly around my hips, pulling me deeper, as her fingernails clawed at my back in passion. Loud cries filling the air as I made love to her. Her moist tunnel clenching around my cock like some velvet vise.

		Again, and again, I plunged into her welcoming depths. Sweat glistening on both our bodies. Amunet crying out constantly, as her incoherent mutterings filled my ears. Time seemed to almost stand still, as we made love. Finally, I could stand no more. My cock began to swell, deep inside her moist depths. My thrusts becoming frantic as I filled her with my explosive cum for the first time! Pulse after pulse of my creamy seed jetting inside of her welcoming womb.

		I collapsed beside her sweat covered body, her long hair now clinging damply to her brow. The two of us still gasping for breath. A shy smile on her face, as she kissed me…

		I awoke feeling groggy. Trying to clear my mind, I glanced around the tent. Once again, finding it empty. My dream lover long vanished into the vast expanse of desert. Morning sunlight was filtering in through the closed flaps of the tent. The sheet over my cot was damp with sweat. Throwing it aside, I started to sit up, finding my body feeling stiff and sore. A fire seemed to burn across my back as I stretched my aching muscles.

		Curious, I glanced in a mirror. Long scratches ran across my back. Fingernail scratches. No! That wasn’t possible… She was a dream… Nothing else… No other explanation… But, the scratches were there. Even my cock seemed covered with the aftermath of…

		Oh, I was losing my mind. Becoming totally bonkers! That’s all there was to it. There could be no other explanation. I knew she wasn’t real. She couldn’t be. But, how else could I explain my condition? I must have done it to myself somehow. Contorting in my dreams and scarring my own back. That would explain the soreness in my muscles, right? And… And… Well, my cock… Maybe just nothing more than the remainder of a nighttime emission?

		Hurriedly, I washed up and dressed. Not wanting anyone to see the condition I was in. Besides, Hafsah would be here shortly, bringing breakfast. I didn’t need any further word getting back to Ahmad, that there was anything wrong.

		Ready to face the day, I headed down the path to the dig site. We’d be finishing up the cataloguing today. Then, after clearing the outer chamber and some final photographs of the paintings and hieroglyphs, a task that would take possibly another month or two, I could open the next door. This one, again sealed by the royal necropolis, but apparently on hinges. Made of heavy timber, it was inlaid with gold and decoratively painted with representations of the gods. Two forbidding looking statues stood guard on either side of the opening. I hoped to be able to just break the seal and enter. I was eager to see what treasures lay behind that door!

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Finally! Today we’d open the doorway to the next chamber. I’d sent the detailed photographs of the wall paintings and hieroglyphs off to the archeology department by messenger yesterday afternoon. Hopefully, the Cambridge scholars could make something out of the archaic symbols. I’d had little, to no, success myself. At least, not with the reference materials I had at hand. The crude icons only bearing a scant resemblance to their more contemporary counterparts in the other parts of the Valley. The sole phrase that I’d tentatively deciphered so far, ‘Beloved of Amun Ra.’ The symbol for Ra unchanged enough to make it easy to discern, and something fairly common when speaking of a Pharaoh or other person of royalty.

		My sleep deprived mind was seriously beginning to wonder just what I’d stumbled upon? Just how old was this tomb? Our knowledge of the inhabitants of the Valley was still limited, even today. The Rosetta Stone, found a mere hundred and twenty years ago, giving us the first real clue to their meanings. The ancient writings only becoming somewhat decipherable in the century since then. That was only a drop in the bucket of time represented here in the Valley of the Kings. Here we spoke in millennia. But, this tomb…

		Seemingly, this tomb might be even millennia older than those of The New Kingdom dynasties, that filled the Valley. That had started about 1570 BC. If so, the find could be far more significant than just an undisturbed tomb! And, I had yet to determine whose tomb it was. I still hadn’t even found any sign of a cartouche. That symbol would, at least, have indicated we’d found the tomb of a Pharaoh. So, other than saying the tomb belonged to some extremely high personage of royal blood, I couldn’t even hazard a guess.

		I was hesitant as I approached the sealed doorway. The doors themselves, made of heavy timbers. Intricately inlaid with gold and silver. The figures, carved in relief, detailed with gems set within the inlays. Ahmad stood by my side, holding the lamp, as I began to sever the thick cord holding the door closed. Carefully, I cut the heavy cord, leaving the seal attached to it intact. Gently, I sat it aside, labeling it with its catalogue code. Then, looking at Ahmad, I took a deep breath and opened the doors.

		The ancient hinges protested as I pulled the doors open. Millennia of collected sand and dust falling from the gold encrusted doorway. Holding up a lamp, we gazed inside. Once again, the glint of gold seemed everywhere! The walls lined with highly detailed golden statues of the gods, all seemingly worshiping a doorway at the far end of the chamber. More lamps were moved into the doorway, lighting the entire chamber for the first time in untold centuries.

		Even larger than the first chamber we’d excavated, possible twenty feet wide, by thirty feet long. Huge papyriform pillars carved in the shape of papyrus plants held the roof of this chamber, stabilizing it. Gold encrusted chests sat at the feet of the kneeling gods, lying open around the room like offerings. Their insides filled with jewels, jars full of seeds and grain, others filled with the remains of what must have been wine and food stuffs. What had we found?

		I could recognize several of the godlike figures; Toth, Horus, Anubis, Osirus, Ptah. All kneeling before a doorway leading to another chamber. It stood at the far end of the chamber. A golden doorway. Not just inlaid like the previous one. This one appeared to be of solid gold! This tomb would be the find of the century. Perhaps, the greatest archaeological find in all history. Obviously, it was undisturbed, but the nagging question still remained. Whose tomb had I uncovered? And, just what lay beyond those golden doors?

		Holding my enthusiasm in check, we set about photographing the chamber, preserving its image. I knew now, that I’d be several weeks, if not months, clearing and cataloguing this chamber before attempting to go further. As a trained archaeologist, my eagerness to enter those golden doors would have to wait.

		As night began to fall, I called a halt to the workday. Hurrying to my tent, I washed myself before dousing the lamps and heading straight for my cot. My only salvation for sleep, was to go immediately to bed. My nightly visitor still coming. Only after I’d satisfied her longings, was I able to get a much-needed rest. I still had no idea who she was, but I’d decided she was real. She had to be! The scratches and bite marks on my body could only have been made by a real person. It was the only sane explanation. And, I refused to believe the sole other possibility.

		“Davison… Davison…” once again, came the haunting call. My eyes opening to find my dream lover crawling into my cot. Her lips closing on mine as I breathed in her honeyed scent. This was heaven. Right here, in the arms of Amunet.

		“Why must you leave every night, Amunet? Please, stay with me? I… I love you! I’m willing to do anything for you to stay by my side,” I asked. My queries only met by an enigmatic smile, and another kiss. The warmth of her body pressing tightly against my own. Her lips descending along my muscled torso. Her tongue teasing my nipples before moving lower. Kisses raining down my abdomen until she reached my swelling cock.

		With a sultry glance, she kissed the mushroom shaped head of my hard member. Her tongue licking away the drop of precum she found there. Then, opening her mouth, she slid my throbbing cock inside. Letting it slide over her swirling tongue, to bury deep in her throat. It felt so much like being inside her velvety womanhood, the way her throat pulsed and clenched around my girth. Her head bobbing up and down slowly, seductively.

		I held out as long as I could, but with a cry, I felt my seed roil inside me. Shooting powerfully down her voracious throat, filling her mouth with my salty cum. Amunet swallowing frantically, as she tried to milk the fertile seed from me. Her eyes searching out mine, as my cock fell from her lips. She licked her lips seductively, cleaning my creamy deposit away. Then, she grinned. Her body slowly crawling up my own. Her moist petals leaving a trail of her scent against my fevered skin. Her lips closing on mine, as her tongue delved deep inside my mouth. Her kiss laced with the salty taste of my own cum.

		Moving up further, her sweet tasting breasts fell against my lips. Hungrily, I suckled the sweet honey from her. Amunet moaning softly as I nursed. Her silky hair falling about us like a warm covering. Finally, satiated, as if I ever really could be. Amunet moved further up my body, her thighs wrapping around my head. Her honeyed scent filling my senses, as my eyes fell to her dewy nether lips.

		Eagerly, my tongue danced between her soft petals. The taste of her bursting on my tongue, consuming me. Her pure, crystalline voice crying out in passion, echoing loudly in the desert night. My tongue swirling against her swollen clit, teasing her as she cried out over and over. Her hands wrapped around my head as my tongue invaded her most sacred place. Her long hair flying as she tossed her head passionately.

		Her screams seemed to go on forever, Amunet leaning back, bracing herself on my muscled chest as she drove her pussy hard against my probing tongue…

		With a start, I awoke, one of the guards entering the tent. “Effendi? Effendi? You called?” he asked inquiringly.

		“Uh… No, no… I’m sorry. I must have been dreaming,” I explained haltingly, clutching the sheet over my body. Looking around the empty tent, seeing nothing visible but my own equipment and the guard. Where was Amunet? She had been here! We were just…

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		A month later, I was still only partway through cataloguing the materials in the second chamber. Ahmad had come into the antechamber, explaining that a messenger had arrived from Cairo. Walking out into the bright sunlight, it took a moment for my eyes to adjust. The dry, still air of the antechamber replaced by the blistering sun of the Egyptian sands.

		After taking a welcome drink of water, I approached the messenger, signing for the communique and its associated package. It was from my old professor at Cambridge! Excitedly, I opened the sealed missive. Inside was a rough guess at a translation of the hieroglyphics found in the first chamber. Um… Very rough! But, far better than I had been able to do.

		

		Beloved of Amun Ra. Most high. Held above all others. [Daughter] of the Air. [Winged] one. [She] of the West. Mother of the world. Forever may her [slumber] be undisturbed.

		

		Cursed be any who disturb the eternal rest of the [goddess.] The wrath of Amun Ra shall fall upon them and their descendants forever.

		

		The translation floored me! This was nothing like what I had expected. Oh, ‘Beloved of Ra’ and the standard curse, I had expected. But, the rest was nothing like anything I’d ever seen or studied. Most quotes inscribed in the Valley tombs were from the Book of the Dead, showing the steps necessary for the Pharaoh to ascend. But, this… Mentions of a Goddess, and She of the West? None of that seemed to make any sense in the context of a royal tomb. And, this most certainly was a royal tomb. It had to be. Otherwise the seal of the royal necropolis would not have been placed on the opening.

		Reading the lengthy enclosed letter, the professor expounded his own doubts and uncertainties in what I’d found. His only rational explanation at this point, was that I had possibly uncovered the tomb of an extremely ancient Queen? Yet, even that seemed questionable.

		I tried to match up each symbol with the translation, hoping to be able to decipher some of the writings in the antechamber I was working in currently. I sent the workers home for the day, wanting time to study the writings alone, undisturbed. With the help of the new translation, and some of the volume of symbols the professor had supplied, I was able to discern a little more. But, very little. It all seemed more of the same, unrelated to the standard Book of the Dead writings. Just praises and adorations. If this was a Queen’s tomb, she must have been extremely loved by the Pharaoh. I tried to look at my surroundings with a fresh outlook, viewing it as something more akin to the Taj Mahal, a sort of love letter if you will.

		Even then, as I gazed around the antechamber, seeing the statues of the gods kneeling before the golden doorway, it made little sense. The ancient Egyptians were in awe of their gods, they would not have shown them as subservient to a Queen. Never! No matter how well beloved she may have been. No, none of it made any sense. My only hope was that somewhere in the next chamber, I would find the royal cartouche and the name of the elusive inhabitant of the tomb. Hopefully, that would finally shed some light on the mysterious find.

		It was well after dark by the time I exited the tomb. Wearily I stumbled to my tent, taking only a few moments to wash myself before collapsing into my cot. Immediately falling into a deep, dream filled sleep.

		“Davison… Davison…” came the familiar call. My eyes opening eagerly as I felt Amunet crawl into my cot with me. Her kiss, the scent of her, now so familiar. My whole world seemed to revolve around my nightly visitor. I could happily remain here forever, locked in her arms. Enjoying her sweet kiss.

		Slowly, I rolled her over beneath me. My body hungry to feel her sweet pussy wrapped around my throbbing cock. Amunet, grinning up at me teasingly, as I eagerly coaxed her thighs apart. “Davison… Oh, Davison… I am for you…” she whispered. “I hunger! Make love to me, Davison!”

		I could feel the heat of her petaled opening against my cock. She was already moist, as excited as I was. Her eyes closing in ecstasy as I slid between her nether lips. “Please…” was all she said as I plunged deep inside of her. A scream echoing from her lips, seeming to roll on unendingly in dark night. Her fingernails digging into my back as her thighs wrapped tightly around me, pulling me into her.

		Over and over, I thrust my hard rod between her petaled lips. Amunet crying out with each thrust. Her words becoming incoherent as our bodies began to glisten with sweat. Her heels locked around my thighs as I pounded into her depths again, and again. My cock seemed to have a life of its own, never wanting to leave her warm embrace. Uncontrollable lust flowed through me, as we made love. There, in the middle of the vast vistas and the rolling sands, our cries mingling in still night.

		Finally, I could hold out no longer. My burning seed roiled up inside of me, pulsing deep inside of her fertile womb. Blast after blast of my scalding hot cum filling her. Amunet crying out as she felt the warmth spread through her. The two of us, collapsing together, our lips meeting in a kiss.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		It was time! Ahmad looked at me inquiringly, his eyes urging me to cut the seal and open the golden doors. My mind awhirl with what might lie beyond. Every fiber of my being told me that this would be the inner chamber, the burial chamber. The final resting place of the Pharaoh, the Queen, or whoever lay there. Hidden away from prying eyes for millennia.

		Taking a deep breath, I cut through the cord. Laying it, and its associated seal of the necropolis, aside after labeling it. My heart was beating so fast, I thought I might pass out! A few deep breaths, to steady myself, and I grasped the handles. With a shower of dust, the hinges of the doors gave way, the dark chamber opening before us.

		Hastily, we pushed our lamps through the opened doorway. Light falling on its contents for the first time in untold millennia. A wall of gold met our gaze, glistening in the light of our lanterns, nearly blinding us. Intricately carved, a statue of Amun Ra knelt before it. What? Amun Ra, kneeling before a Pharaoh? Egyptian religious beliefs and history must certainly have been rewritten in the succeeding centuries.

		Hesitantly, I stepped into the chamber. The statue of Amun Ra was extremely detailed, his right hand holding the ankh and in his left a scepter. His double plumed headdress adorned with feathers of red and blue. A bejeweled collar hung from his neck. The wall of gold, intricately decorated with depictions of the gods, all at worship. Their knees bent to the invisible occupant within. My mind was awhirl, none of this made any sense; the age of the tomb, the submissive positioning of the gods, nothing!

		Feeling somewhat in awe, I stepped into the burial chamber. With a closer look, the wall of gold became a shrine that apparently wrapped around the sarcophagus. This then, indeed, was the final resting place of the Pharaoh. There could be no other explanation. The walls were vibrant with paintings of offerings. Four large pedestals held the remnants of burnt candles, one at each of the four corners of the shrine. At each of the other three sides, a golden statue of an armed guard stood eternal watch over the sarcophagus.

		The carvings, the paintings, all meticulously done. Elaborate in their beauty. Even the ceiling of the chamber was decorated with a depiction of the night sky. The constellations distinctly recognizable, though seemingly slightly out of place from the nightly visions I knew so well. The body of the Pharaoh forever gazing upon the eternal night sky.

		Shaking myself out of my stupor, I directed Ahmad to bring in more lamps and the photography equipment. I needed to preserve the find as best we could. The paintings were stellar, the carvings on the shrine unbelievably beautiful, and the ceiling… The slightly out of place constellations disturbed me. Egyptian astrologists were legendary. Was it possible that the stars were out of place because of time? Might it be possible to date the find by the stars positions?

		My first cursory search of the chamber had still not turned up a royal cartouche. Something I found very disturbing. Unless… Well, it was feasible that the cartouche was something that became a convention at some later date? Or, that I had not found a royal tomb at all? But, the royal necropolis seal said otherwise. None of it made any sense. At least, not yet.

		By nightfall, I had completed the first set of photographic plates. The developed pictures hanging around the tent we had set up as a laboratory space. With our growing finds, our camp had perforce, expanded. I’d even added an assistant to take of recording the catalogued items. Finding it the only way I could possibly get enough sleep. My nights still embodied by my mysterious visitor.

		Collapsing, exhausted, on my cot, I immediately fell to sleep. My rest disturbed only moments later with the inevitable call. “Davison… Davison…” my eyes opening to find my dream lover crawling into my cot. Her lips caressing mine. “I feel so close to you now, my love,” she purred. “The heat of you, the warmth of you…”

		“I’m here Amunet. Right here. You don’t have to leave every morning, I want you to stay. Please? I love you! Whatever draws you away, we can overcome.”

		“Soon, Davison… I promise, soon,” she whispered. Her lips, once again, sealing against mine. Then, she began kissing down my body.

		Tonight, her promises driving me, I wanted her desperately. Sliding from beneath her, I pulled her up into a doggy style position. Her teasing nether lips, glistening moistly before me. Moving up behind her, my hard rod pressed against her soft petals. Amunet, moaning softly as I brushed the head of my cock between her pulsing nether lips. Slipping my hands to her hips, I pressed forward, her mouth opening in a silent scream. Her pussy wrapping around me like a tight velvet glove. As I began to thrust into her, I could see her head tossing with each drive. Her long hair flying loosely in the soft moonlight that filtered into the tent.

		Her breasts swaying like twin chalices of amber, my cock hammered into her over and over. Her cries, no longer silent, as her body spasmed wildly. Orgasm after orgasm racing through her luscious body. Sweat glistened on our coupled bodies as my hard rod continued to pound into her. My hips crashing against her with each thrust, my balls swaying against her clit. Amunet collapsed forward, her arms no longer able to support her. Only my hands holding her hips kept her in position as I drove my member into her again and again.

		Finally, I felt the cum roil in my loins, my cock pulsing deep inside her welcoming embrace. Filling her fertile womb with my creamy seed as she screamed out a final orgasm…

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		A week later, I had finished the photography and we had removed the four statues surrounding the golden shrine. It was time to reveal what lay within. With shaking hands, I removed the seal of the royal necropolis and opened the shrine. Before us, lay the side of a stone sarcophagus, elaborately carved. We had found our Pharaoh.

		It took us three days to disassemble the shrine, revealing the heavy stone sarcophagus in its entirety. Even this was intricately carved and decorated, the heavy lid painted with precious colors and embossed with gold leaf. Here, at last, was the elusive owner of the tomb. I scanned the surface excitedly, but once again was foiled in my search for a cartouche. Looking at the androgynous figure carved in the stonework, I couldn’t even tell if it depicted man or woman!

		My excitement, tinged with bitter disappointment over not finding a name. Who was buried here? What royal personage could instill such grandeur, such devotion?

		With a full crew of workmen, I set out to lift the heavy stone lid of the sarcophagus. A day and a half later, we pulled mightily on the rope and pulley assembly, lifting the lid for the first time in millennia. Light falling upon the heavily inlaid outer coffin. It took all of us, to lift the lid from its slings, setting it against the back wall of the tomb.

		Photos were taken, as I investigated the heavily carved and inlaid outer coffin. Frustratingly, the hieroglyphs on the outer coffin remained elusive. I could make out the sign for ‘Amun,’ but nothing further. The meaning of the rest lost to history.

		Resignedly, I realized the lateness of the hour. Sending the workmen home, I remained behind, standing beside my nameless discovery. My mind wondering over what lay before me. This outer coffin was elaborate, by any standard. By far, more elaborate than any I’d seen at the museum in Cairo. It would have been considered a work of art, even today. Finally, I lay my hand on the inlaid surface and said a whispered goodnight to my anonymous companion.

		Returning along the darkened path to my tent, I marveled at the stillness of the desert night. Only the moon and stars breaking the monotonous blackness of space. How small and insignificant I seemed. Just a speck of dust in the vastness of time. Oh, my name would be written in the history books after this find, but other than that, my memory would be erased. No family left, no wife, no child. Unless, somehow, I might persuade my nightly visitor to marry me. Even at that, I was still not entirely convinced she was real. Despite the marks on my body that proved otherwise, I could not explain her sudden disappearances.

		Entering my tent, I eagerly washed and shaved before dousing the lamps and climbing into my cot. My eyes already heavy with sleep, I drifted off almost immediately.

		“Davison… Davison, my love…” came the soft call. Opening my eyes and finding her beautiful face before me. Amunet, my mysterious Amunet. Where did she come from? Why only at night? Was that the only time she could sneak away, this creature of the dark?

		“Amunet, stay with me tonight. Please, I need you beside me. I want to be with you always. Please say you’ll marry me?” I whispered in her ear. My teeth nibbling on her soft lobe.

		“Perhaps, my Davison… Perhaps,” she purred. “It is not yet time.” Her lips kissing down my neck, my chest.

		Hungrily, I pulled her to me. My lips closing on her swollen nipple, suckling from her. Soft moans escaping her lips as I nursed. Her long hair dragging across my chest as I switched from one nipple to the other. Amunet finally pulling away and crawling up my chest. Her moist nether lips leaving a scalding trail on my skin.

		Poised over me, I could only wonder at the beauty of her. Even her dark, petallike opening seemed like a beautiful flower. Lotus like, reminding me of where we were, a symbol of Egypt. My tongue licking out, caressing her dewy petals, Amunet crying out passionately as I did. Her thighs gripping my head, she leaned back, bracing herself against my body as my tongue invaded her sweet, velvety tunnel.

		Honeyed dew, burst into my mouth, my senses overwhelmed. Her cries echoing in my ears as I pleasured her. Worshiped her, as she deserved. Without a doubt, she was the most beautiful, passionate woman I’d ever known. Or, ever could know. I wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of my life with her.

		With a last frantic cry, Amunet collapsed back onto the cot. Her body covered with sweat as she gasped for air. Gently, I pulled her to me, kissing her softly. Our kiss growing in passion as it deepened. Finally, I slid my body between her soft thighs. Her legs parting eagerly, welcoming me.

		My hard cock brushed her soft petals, gathering her moistness. Then, with a sharp thrust, I split her lotus like entry. Amunet crying out, her scream almost crystalline in its purity. How the guards didn’t hear her, I had no idea! My only desire to give her pleasure. My thick rod now moving into her again and again. Her whimpers constant in my ears as her head thrashed back and forth.

		Finally, my thrusts became more frantic, driving into her. Our bodies covered in sweat as my cock exploded deep inside of her. My creamy seed filling her womb, as her body spasmed wildly. The two of us collapsing together, my eyes closing in sleep as her soft breathing settled.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Ahmad was by my side, the two of us working together. The other workmen holding the heavy rope and pulley assembly. We’d spent all morning raising the lid of the outer coffin. Careful to not damage the millennia old wood but needing to reveal what was held within. With a final pull on the ropes, the cover was raised. My eyes falling for the first time on the inner coffin. Its surface scattered with a myriad of floral garlands, now desiccated and crumbling. It was made of gold, solid gold. Its intricate details unbelievably beautiful.

		Without a doubt, this was the coffin of a woman. Presumably, some Queen. The features far too feminine to be anything else, right down to the swell of her breasts. The curves of her hips. There were hieroglyphs running down the center of her coffin. Desperately, I tried to read them. Needed to read them. My abilities nowhere near up to the task. The writing far too ancient. Not even Budge or Champollion would have ventured a guess as to her name.

		The glyph for ‘Amun’ the only thing I could distinguish with any clarity. And, still no cartouche! Certainly, this must belong to a Queen of Egypt. She could be no less. But, whose Queen, and from what dynasty? I stood there, mesmerized by the beauty before me. The timelessness of her. The mystery.

		It was late, and I needed time to myself. Time to reflect. I sent everyone, including Ahmad, home for the day. Standing there, just staring at the golden coffin before me. All it would take was one swift pry on the edge, and the mummy of its mysterious inhabitant would be revealed. I reverently cleaned away the desiccated flowers that decorated the top of the coffin. Staring in awe at the carved visage of the inhabitant. Like most Egyptian carvings, it no doubt bore little resemblance to the actual personage inside. Even at that, the visage was beautiful beyond measure, someone who had been dearly loved.

		The lack of a cartouche disturbed me, even a Queen’s name, assuming that is what she had been, should have been ringed with a royal cartouche. It haunted me, not knowing her name. ‘Amun,’ the rest totally undecipherable. The meaning of the hieroglyphs lost in the sands of time. ‘Amun’ or ‘Ra’ was a common enough part of Egyptian names, especially royal ones. All the Pharaohs and Queens believing to be descended from the gods.

		Yet, here she was. Obviously, someone of importance. Unbelievable importance! Yet, not a Queen? What else could… Amun… Amun… Suddenly, a cold chill ran through me, as I gasped for breath!

		Amunet! No! That wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be. Amunet had been a… A goddess! The female counterpart to Amun Ra. Suddenly, the pieces fell into place. It all made sense… Daughter of the Air. Winged one. She of the West. Mother of the world! This was the tomb of the goddess, Amunet!!!!

		All sense of historical preservation was lost in my need to know. Frantically, I dug my pry bar into the edge of the coffin lid! A crack appearing in the sealed lid revealing the unlit darkness within. The burial chamber began filling with a honey scented mist, as the flickering lamps extinguished. With an echoing crash, I heard the golden doors to the inner chamber slam shut. A haunting voice filling the air.

		“Davison… Davison… I am for you…”

		

		*

		

		The freak sandstorm, for what else could it have been, ripped through the far end of the desolate Valley. Strong winds lifted the tents, tearing their pegs from the hard-packed sands. The piles of sand and gravel swirled. Statues, chests of gold, golden thrones, all flew about like matchsticks! Disappearing into the swirling maelstrom. The heavy wooden doors of the antechamber slammed shut! The cavity bearing the eighteen steps filled! And… In the end… Nothing remained. No sign that anyone had ever worked this area. Nor had stumbled upon even that first step…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		We’d been planning this dig for over three years. Ground penetrating radar had shown a cavity below the surface here. One apparently leading back into the wall of the canyon. A cavity large enough to be the entrance to a tomb. Of course, the odds of that weren’t good. We were searching at the extreme far end of the Valley of Kings, in a small side canyon. At best, I thought we might find some unfinished tomb. The odds of it being anything more than that, seemed extraordinarily miniscule.

		We were on our fifth week here, and it was nearing our wedding anniversary back at home in Chicago. As much as I’d miss spending our anniversary with Alyson and her family, I just couldn’t leave. Not right now. Alyson was extremely upset that we’d miss being together, but I just couldn’t help it. I knew it was special to her this year, being our first together. My absence seeming almost prophetic in her eyes somehow.

		I was bent over my lab table, working diligently on a scarab that we’d found two days before. I’d dutifully recorded the find in the log, June 10, 2023. It was a hopeful sign, but not necessarily meaningful. This was Egypt, after all. Examining the small figurine in the bright lights of the portable lab, I was so engrossed I almost didn’t hear Hassan yelling until he ran up the steps of the trailer.

		“Effendi! Effendi! A step! We’ve uncovered a step…”

		

		***

		

		Author’s Note

		

		Amunet: Amunet is a very popular name for women in Egypt. Historically, however, the name’s origins remain shrouded in the sands of time. Amunet is widely recognized as one of the earliest of the Egyptian deities. The chief consort [wife] of Amun Ra, her male counterpart. A goddess of creation, she is oft described as the ‘Mother of creation.’ who owns the Tree of Life. She is the goddess of the air and invisibility, her likeness frequently depicted with wings. Sometimes, known as ‘She of the West,’ Amunet is believed to be the goddess who welcomes the dead to the darkness of the underworld [The West]. Her husband, Amun Ra, ruling the light of day [The East].

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading my flight into erotic fantasy as much as I did writing it. It is a departure from some of my other writings. So, if you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to check out my other stories and novellas, as well. Just click on my Author’s Page for a complete listing. Happy reading!

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle
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