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		Prologue

		

		“Congratulations, Professor Davis, you have your grant and the faculty has approved your sabbatical. Now, go find that tomb of yours and make us all proud!” beamed Dr. Wills, the Dean of the Department of Near Eastern Languages and Civilizations at the University of Chicago.

		Carla Davis, PhD. smiled broadly as she heard the news. And, why wouldn’t she? A grant to dig in the fabled Abu Sir necropolis southwest of Cairo and prove her theory. She wouldn’t exactly miss the winter weather here in Chicago, either. As for David, she didn’t think he’d mind at all. A talented IT consultant, he’d been eager for an excuse to quit his current job and strike out on his own. Now, he’d have a valid reason. Since most of his work was done online, he could work from just about anywhere, flying out when necessary. Her generous grant would be enough to cover their living expenses in Egypt, while she searched for her elusive tomb and he established himself.

		Carla had worked in Abu Sir two years ago, her Side Penetrating Radar indicating a previously unknown chamber hidden inside a newly discovered pyramid. A chamber she hoped led to the tomb of the Pharaoh Aktenamun, an unproven link in the Early Kingdom Dynasties. It had taken a lot of effort on her part, to convince the Egyptian government to give her permission to work the site. But, her credentials with the University of Chicago’s Department of Near Eastern studies had gone a long way to overcoming their objections. It was unusual for them to allow foreigners to dig anywhere in Egypt anymore. Even more so, when that outsider was a woman! Her appointment was quite an honor, for both herself and the University.

		A voracious reader, she’d become enamored of Egypt at an early age, fascinated by the fictional works of Elizabeth Peters and her mystery solving archaeologist, Amelia Peabody. That early interest leading to her more serious readings of Budge and Carter. Howard Carter’s, The Discovery of the Tomb of Tutankhamen, exciting her about real life archaeology. And, ultimately, leading to actual studies in the field. Culminating, all these years later, in her position at the prestigious Near Eastern Languages Department here in Chicago. Home of the fabled Oriental Institute.

		She was singing, slightly offkey, to herself as she drove home from her meeting. Her trusty, four-wheel drive, Jeep Wrangler biting its way through the snow-covered streets with no problem. She almost wished she could take it with her! Never too sure what kind of vehicle she’d find waiting for her in Cairo? Laughing to herself as she decided as long as it wasn’t camels again, she’d manage to make do! She’d sworn never again, after getting seasick riding one the last time she had been in Egypt.

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		Carla was still grinning broadly, as she let her long hair down late that afternoon and brushed it out. She was standing in the en suite of their off-campus home, just finished with a quick shower. Dabbing some perfume behind her ears and between her breasts, she paused. Then, wickedly dabbed a drop on her curly blonde landing strip. Honestly, she didn’t think it’d be too difficult to convince David to go out to dinner tonight. Not with the way she planned on dressing! She wanted to surprise him with the news of the grant over cocktails.

		Padding barefoot from the en suite, she looked over the dresses in her closet. Nothing too fancy tonight, it was just dinner out. She was going more for sexy. As the youngest PhD at the Institute, she could still turn many a head, even at the ripe old age of thirty-three. No doubt, one of the reasons her classes were so well attended. Chauvinistic though that view might be. Her field work had allowed her to keep her trim figure, not developing the dreaded weight gain that her more senior colleagues seemed to have. Grabbing one of her favorite LBD’s she slipped it on and tugged the zipper in place.

		The dress had a low plunging neckline, that showed off the swell of her cleavage enticingly. It helped that she opted against wearing a bra tonight, her full breasts filling out the top of the dress. Her nipples nicely outlined by the clingy fabric. Carefully, she looked over her selection of shoes. Deciding on David’s favorite pair of high heels, the ones with the little strap around her trim ankles. Hopefully, they’d celebrate by doing something else tonight, too! It had been a while since David had attacked her with anything close to abandon. To be expected after being together for so long, she supposed.

		They’d tried a few things to spice up their love life, role play, that type of thing. But, her position at the Institute limited the things they could do to behind their closed bedroom door. She was up for tenure, and there was no way she wanted to jeopardize that. Many of her friends had opted for affairs or even just outright flirting, to enliven their sex lives. Both of those options off the table for Carla, they were way too risky of her reputation.

		Wanting to lure David into bed tonight, she had decided that she might as well go all out. Once in Egypt, her garb would mostly consist of khaki shorts and work boots. Her hair done up in her trademark braid with her slender curves covered in several layers of dirt and sweat by the time she returned at the end of the day. Nothing too sexy about any of that. Carla was smiling excitedly as she fastened the sexy little straps around her ankles. David would get quite a shock tonight when he found out she was daringly commando under the short dress! A tiny blonde landing strip the only thing covering her enticing mound.

		She was sitting in the living room, engrossed in the final novel by the late Elizabeth Peters on her Kindle Fire, when David walked in the door.

		“Do you have a dinner tonight or something?” he asked quizzically.

		“No, Dear. ‘We,’ have a dinner tonight. I absolutely refuse to cook, and if we’re eating out, I intend to enjoy it,” she said. A minxlike smile crossing her face.

		“Okay… Well, I guess I’ll go and grab a quick shower and change, then,” he chuckled.

		Oh, he knew something was up, no question about it at all. He just didn’t know what? She had that look about her tonight. You know the one I mean, we’ve all seen it. That, ‘I’ve got a secret’ glow that women get when they have some particularly juicy gossip or surprise. Carla never had been able to keep a secret, not in all their years together. Not of any kind! Whenever she found out something exciting, she would nearly burst until she was able to tell somebody.

		After a quick shower, he shaved and changed. Pulling a sport coat on, he walked back down the hallway to the living room. Seeing Carla still engrossed in her tablet, her graceful legs crossed, her foot swinging idly, he stopped to admire his wife. Damn, she still looked good, even after all this time. Blonde, with flashing blue eyes and slender curves. They’d met on campus ten years ago, while they’d both been doing postgraduate work, and had been together ever since. Almost a record among their circle of friends where adultery, discord and divorce seemed to run rampant.

		“Just where am I buying you dinner at tonight, anyway?” he asked with a chuckle. As if he couldn’t guess what her choice would be! She nearly always opted for her favorite restaurant, just a quiet little hole in the wall. He had to admit, they did have good food and an excellent wine cellar.

		“I was thinking Alfonso’s, I feel like a little Italian,” she grinned, mischievously.

		“You don’t look like a little Italian,” he kidded her. “Not with that blonde hair.” Grinning to himself that he’d been right about her choice.

		“Oh, shush. Just feed me, I’m hungry!” declared Carla.

		Her short dress riding up her thighs, David was delighted to see her commando condition, as he helped her into his Ford Fusion. The all-wheel drive making it suitable for the snowy Chicago winters. It was a lot nicer ride than Carla’s ancient Wrangler, but she refused to give up on her trusty friend. After all, she argued, it had gotten her through that rugged desert dig in Arizona five years ago, not to mention the one in Utah two years after that.

		David navigated the snow-covered streets excellently, pulling up at the restaurant only twenty minutes later. Carla was on her second glass of wine, when she just couldn’t hold her secret in any longer. “I got the Abu Sir grant,” she whispered excitedly. “We’re going to Egypt!”

		“That… That’s fantastic Carla! I’m so proud of you. When do you have to leave?”

		“Oh, not just me, hubby dearest. I’m going to be there for quite a while. If you think I’m leaving you behind to enjoy your bachelorhood again, you are decidedly mistaken. This time, you get to come, too! We won’t be rich with both of us living there, but I was thinking you could use the opportunity to break out on your own. You’ve been itching to do it for long enough, and this could be the perfect opportunity,” she grinned.

		David’s face breaking into a huge smile as she said it. “Are you sure? I mean, I’d love to, but is the internet service good enough there?” he asked.

		“Oh, yeah! Remember, I had excellent service when I was there two years ago, we Skyped all the time! And, I understand they’ve upgraded since then.”

		“Now I wish we’d taken an Uber tonight. This really is worth celebrating,” he laughed excitedly. “When do we leave?”

		“Four weeks, I hope your passport is in order,” she giggled happily, as David poured her another glass of wine from the bottle they’d ordered.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Carla was five glasses of wine in by the time he drove her home from the restaurant. She spent the entire drive home stroking his thigh, teasing him. Honestly, she wished the car was warmer. She’d love to have teased him properly, but there was no way her heavy coat was coming off in this weather!

		Once at the house, she scurried back to their bedroom, letting him lock up for the night. By the time David came into the room, she had the lights on, the bed turned down and was teasingly leaning against the wall next to the bed. Her fingers sliding slowly along her cleavage, tracing a line over the swell of her breast, her nipples tightening excitedly.

		David moved up to her, pulling her into his arms. Their lips closing in a soft kiss. One that quickly developed into something more passionate as the fire burning inside Carla took hold. She wanted this tonight, her hand sliding along his thigh until she found his growing erection. Her fingers wrapping around it excitedly, teasing him.

		David’s hands moved to cup the swell of her breast, kneading it through the soft fabric of her dress. Her nipple swelling into the palm of his hand as she started to moan softly. Gently, he started to roll her sensitive nipple between his fingers. Carla whimpering in desire, David pushed the neckline of her dress open baring her breast, his lips dropping to suckle from her pink nipple.

		His hands drifted down the curve of her spine, cupping her ass, pulling her to him. His cock hardening as she ground against him. Slipping his hands under the hem of her dress, he caressed the warm flesh beneath. Carla’s hands holding his head to her breast as he suckled greedily. She let out a little cry, when his fingers slipped along her moist slit, parting her soft petals.

		As his fingers slid deeper inside of her, teasingly stroking her G-spot, Carla began to whimper and cry out. Her body finally shaking in orgasm as he stroked her. Still leaning there against the wall, gasping for breath after her orgasm, she looked so exotic. David wanted her unbelievably! Swiftly, he pulled her to him, kissing her. Their tongues entwining seductively before he pulled away and pushed her towards their bed, bending her over the edge of the mattress.

		David flipped her short dress up over her daringly commando body, exposing her completely to his gaze. Pulling his rapidly hardening cock free, he moved up between her legs. Forcing her high heeled feet wider apart, he slid his throbbing erection between her petaled opening. Carla tensing as he slid inside of her. Inch by inch, he penetrated her velvety tunnel. Her head beginning to toss as he slid deeper. He loved the way her blonde hair would fly about as he made love to her, totally consumed by her passionate abandon.

		Over and over, he drove his long cock deep inside of her. Carla crying out with each stroke, her hands clawing at the bedding. Sweat was starting to glisten on their bodies now, as David pounded into her again and again. Carla’s feet slipping on the carpeted floor of their bedroom with the force of his attack. Suddenly, she screamed out, her body tensing in a violent spasm as she was wracked by a violent orgasm.

		Her velvety pussy clenching tightly around his throbbing cock, he exploded inside of her. Filling her fertile womb with his seed, the heat of it spreading through her as she collapsed on the bed. She wasn’t on any sort of birth control, hadn’t been for years. Deciding long ago to let nature take its course. Even so, they’d never managed to conceive a child. After ten years, it didn’t seem to matter anymore. They had grown comfortable together, just the two of them.

		Breathing heavily, David pulled his dwindling erection from her moist depths. Fascinated, as he watched the creamy cum ooze from her petaled opening and slide down her thighs. Gently, he reached forward and pulled her up. Helping her out of her dress and unfastening the little leather straps at her ankles. Then, he kissed her once again, before getting undressed himself and crawling in beside her. The two of them snuggled together as he stroked her body sensuously.

		“Mmmm… That was nice, we should do that more often,” purred Carla.

		“Yeah, it was a nice dinner,” he joked. Gasping as her elbow dug into his side. Without missing a beat, Carla rolled over on top of him, her legs straddling his hips as she stared down at him.

		“Nice meal, huh? I’ll give you a nice meal!” she declared, a wicked grin on her face. Moving slowly up his body, her moist nether lips leaving a trail against his skin. Finally, poised over his shoulders, her petaled opening hovering over his face, she lowered herself. David’s tongue snaking out and sliding over her cum covered pussy. The salty taste of their lovemaking bursting into his mouth. Carla crying out as she felt his tongue slide inside of her warm, velvet canal. Her body vibrating with another orgasm at his intimate embrace.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		The blistering Egyptian heat hit them squarely in the face as they stepped from the terminal at Cairo International Airport. Their smiling driver had met them at customs, holding a card with their names. After loading all their luggage onto a cart, he led them out to the carpark. Piling everything into an ancient station wagon, before heading to the Novotel Cairo El Borg. A popular hotel there in Cairo. It was clean, with a friendly staff, and with a reputation of serving good food as well.

		Hassan, the same dig site overseer Carla had worked with two years previously, met them for dinner that night at the hotel restaurant. They sat, going over the details that he’d arranged for her over a cup of strong Egyptian coffee after dinner. There would be a small trailer, with air conditioning, for them to live in at the site. He’d also arranged for personal transportation for them. An American vehicle, he grinned proudly, a Willys Jeep, vintage 1952! Well, at least, it wasn’t a camel, she snickered to herself.

		They’d drive out to the site in the morning, Carla anxious to get started. In the meantime, the two happily went up to their room, where they crashed into an exhausted, jet-lagged sleep almost immediately. Not stirring until their morning wakeup call. After a quick breakfast, they went down to collect the stellar transportation that Hassan had procured. The ancient Jeep starting up reluctantly with only a few coughs and sputters.

		Carla did the driving since she knew the way. Plus, she had some experience with ornery four-wheel drive vehicles. Something that David sorely lacked. That allowed him a chance to marvel at the strange sights and smells of Cairo. The Giza Pyramids gracing the Western horizon as they crossed the Al Mounib Bridge over the Nile, taking the Ring Road towards Abu Sir. The dig site was off the main track by quite some way, Carla driving the Jeep over the rough terrain as David hung on for his life. The ancient vehicle bouncing wildly as she navigated the rough track.

		As they pulled up at the dig site, David was shocked at the view. Basically, it just looked like a mound of rock and dirt to him! Where was the majestic, soaring pyramid like the ones he’d seen on the horizon at Giza? Carla laughing at his naivete. Her pyramid being much, much older than the famous Giza monuments that housed Khufu, Khafre and Menkaure. Or, at least, she fervently hoped it was! Aktenamun preceding his later counterparts by several millennia. That is, he did if her theory was right.

		The two climbed the rickety metal steps to their trailer, stepping inside to find the air only slightly cooler than the blistering heat outside. The air conditioner rattling noisily as it tried to keep up with the relentless desert heat. Well, at least the bed seemed comfortable. They dropped the luggage they’d brought with them inside the trailer, as David followed Carla towards the dig.

		Walking along a rugged path, they came to the main site a few minutes later. Carla explaining that they’d located the entrance to the tomb two years ago. Hassan already had his men clearing the doorway of the collected debris that had accumulated since they’d abandoned it. She pointed at the dark entrance, noting that there was a long passageway behind it. Her side scan radar had detected a chamber beyond, one that she hoped would lead to further chambers and eventually to a Royal Tomb.

		“As-salamu alyakum, Sahib, Sahiba,” smiled Hassan. “Welcome to Abu Sir.”

		“Thank you, Hassan,” smiled Carla cheerfully. “I see you already have the men hard at work clearing the entrance. Is there any sign of tampering since we abandoned the dig two years ago?”

		“No, Sahiba. Not that I’ve seen so far. We should be ready to start clearing the far end of the passageway by tomorrow or the next day at the latest,” grinned Hassan.

		“Excellent, Hassan. Thank you for your efforts,” offered Carla. Already wiping the collected sweat from her brow as they stood beneath the blistering Egyptian sun.

		David watched as basket after basket of dirt was carried out of the passageway. Each basket being sifted through a mesh screen before the debris was carted away. The men diligently searching for any small remnant of past occupation. Hassan took Carla to a secondary trailer, where she found a small lab area set up for her. A few shards of pottery and a scarab already awaiting her examination.

		While she happily set to work cleaning and examining the finds, David walked back to their trailer and began to set up his computers and monitors. Breathing a sigh of relief, as the internet came up on screen with no problem. His tests indicating that the service was as good as Carla had indicated. He was still hard at work when she walked in the door telling him it was time for lunch.

		By the end of the day, the two were both exhausted. Still suffering from jet lag, not to mention the stress of their first full day in Egypt. David had his equipment all fully set up and functioning. Carla, already deeply involved in her work as chief archaeologist on the project, by the time they crawled into bed that night.

		She was excited, wanting to break through the debris at the end of the passageway and discover what lay beyond. Only then, would she know if they had an unfinished tomb of some sort, one that had been plundered, or one that might contain the find of a lifetime. But, even with the high level of excitement surging through her, she dropped off into sleep almost immediately.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Two days later, the workmen began clearing the end of the passageway. Carla was on site as basket after basket of dirt and debris was carried out. The relentless desert sun beating down on her, as she stood by watching the work progress. She was examining a small shard of pottery that had been unearthed when Hassan came running out of the pyramid. “Sahiba… Sahiba! A doorway… We’ve uncovered a doorway!” he yelled excitedly. Carla running with him back into the passageway, excited by the prospect.

		Digging carefully now, the men slowly exposed the doorway. Plastered shut millennia ago, it only slowly revealed its secrets. Carla held her breath with each load of dirt carted away. Then, finally, there before her was what she was hoping for, the seal of the Royal Necropolis! They had uncovered an occupied tomb! Or, at least, one that had been occupied at some point in time. Whether its elusive occupant was still in residence, remained to be seen.

		Excitedly, she phoned her mentor, Dr. Wills back in Chicago, telling him the news of finding the necropolis seal. After hearing the exciting news, he congratulated her and assured her that the University would stand behind her extended examination of the structure. Between them, they decided to keep the news as quiet as possible. They didn’t need any unnecessary publicity at this point. Not until they were sure of just exactly what she’d uncovered.

		She was still on cloud nine that night as she climbed the steps to the trailer. Walking in, she saw that David had set a table tonight. Two glasses sitting there, along with a bottle of wine to celebrate her discovery. She was still grinning like crazy as she walked into the bedroom.

		David took one look at her dirt covered condition and started to laugh. Her nose held haughtily in the air, she disappeared into the small bath and began to wash away the combined sweat and dirt that by now covered her from head to toe. After her shower, he watched as she sat down at the small vanity in their room and brushed her hair out. Then, she slipped into something ‘more comfortable’ for dinner.

		He could barely keep his eyes off her over dinner. Her face, arms and legs now becoming deeply tanned as she worked the site. Her blonde hair shining with golden highlights as she sat across from him. Their dinner, a rather meagre affair, David not exactly being a world class chef! But, she appreciated the effort he’d put in wanting to share in her celebration.

		They celebrated an entirely different way after dinner. The two passionately rocking the trailer as David made love to her. Carla’s cries echoing eerily through the silent desert air. Afterwards, she cuddled against David as they fell into an exhausted sleep.

		

		*

		

		Today was the day! They would break through the sealed doorway into the chamber beyond. Carla hugged herself nervously as she walked down the ancient passageway, a lot depended on what lay behind that sealed door. There, at the end of the passage, was the exposed doorway. Taking a small sledge hammer and chisel, she took a mighty swing driving the head into the plastered doorway. A small crack appearing immediately as the eons flaked away.

		Again, and again, she pounded into the doorway. Finally, opening a gap a few inches in diameter. Pushing an electronic air tester through the opening she checked to make sure the air was safe before venturing to try and see inside the darkened chamber. The tester indicating it was safe, she pushed a small flashlight through the opening and peered inside.

		“What do you see, Sahiba?” asked Hassan excitedly.

		“Marvelous things!” she replied wonderingly. Her small flashlight falling on golden statues and vibrant wall paintings! Turning to Hassan, she hugged him as her emotions took over. His surprise tempered by his Muslim reserve, he let her have her moment. “The tomb is undisturbed!” she cried. Her face streaming with tears, he held her awkwardly until she had calmed down.

		Swiftly, the workmen cleared the doorway, being careful to remove the precious seal of the Royal Necropolis intact. Stepping into the cleared doorway, Carla swung her light eagerly around the chamber. Golden statues, a golden throne, inlaid chests and a myriad of jars swung by in the light of her small flashlight. Offerings for the god king. Casting her light on the floor of the tomb, she gasped. Her hand flew to her mouth as her eyes filled with emotion. There before her, she saw the footprints of the workmen embedded in the sand. Undisturbed for thousands of years. Her mind flashing back to her childhood. She remembered reading Howard Carter’s reverent description of entering Tutankhamun’s tomb for the first time. His awe-inspiring words expressing how he felt at that very same moment, the spark that had ultimately set her on her path of learning and discovery.

		David was waiting for her as she sprung up the rickety steps to their trailer. His welcoming embrace, tempered as his nose wrinkled and he saw the state she was in. Her body caked from head to toe in sweat and dirt. The dust of the millennia clinging to her. Chuckling at her condition, he pushed her towards the small shower, telling her to go get cleaned up and he’d take her to dinner.

		“Seems to me, like I’m the one doing the taking out to dinner,” grinned Carla as she drove across the desert sands towards Abu Sir and the highway back towards Cairo.

		“Oh, hush! I don’t even know how to drive a stick shift. I mean, do they even make them anymore?” he chuckled, shaking his head. His eyes drifting to Carla’s legs, brazenly exposed after pulling her dress up to ease her ability to work the protesting clutch. The ancient Jeep still bouncing along the rough desert track towards the main road. After a nice meal on the outskirts of Cairo, they headed back across the silent sands towards the dig site. The Jeep’s headlights dimly lighting the way along the barely discernable track.

		“Maybe, going out to dinner wasn’t such a good idea,” said Carla after the Jeep had taken a particularly wild bounce. “It’s too hard to see after dark.”

		“Agreed,” he replied, his hands gripping onto the side of the ancient vehicle as he tried desperately to stay in the seat.

		Once back at their tiny trailer, he pulled her into his arms. “I don’t see any reason we can’t still continue the celebration, though. Do you, Dr. Davis?”

		“Mmmm… None, at all!” she purred. Curling quietly into his arms as they began to kiss. Their tongues intertwining as their passion deepened.

		David’s hands began to move down her slender back, cupping her ass cheeks as he pulled her to him. Carla pushing herself against his growing erection as they kissed. Pushing away, she dropped to her knees before him. Her fingers finding the zipper to his trousers and freeing his tumescent cock. Slowly, teasingly, she began to stroke him. Feeling his rod swell in her hands, marveling as it hardened.

		Her fingers tracing over the heavy veins that covered his shaft, she began to lick the swollen, mushroom shaped head of his rod. Her tongue eagerly tasting the drop of precum she found there. His salty taste filling her senses. Her eyes locked on his, she opened her mouth and slid him inside. Her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside of his shaft.

		Teasingly, she began to bob her head forward, taking him ever deeper into her voracious mouth. David groaning aloud as he felt her pull him down into her throat. He loved feeling the way her throat expanded around his shaft. The sensation so akin to entering her other, more velvety orifice.

		He was groaning loudly now, as Carla took him deep into her throat again and again. His hands wrapping around her long blonde locks as her tongue drove him insane. He began to pull her faster now, Carla letting him guide her as his passion peaked. His thick cock exploding deep inside her throat, filling her mouth with his creamy seed.

		Pulling away, she looked up at him with a wicked grin on her face. Her tongue licking his cum sensuously from her lips. Standing up, she pulled him to her, kissing him. Her cum laced tongue forcing its way into his mouth. Letting him taste what she’d done for him, Carla taking charge of their session tonight. Eagerly, she pushed him onto the bed, pulling his trousers off. David pulling his shirt off as she unfastened her zipper and let her dress drop to the floor of the trailer.

		Nakedly, she crawled onto the bed. Her only remaining clothes, the high heels she’d worn to dinner that night. Straddling his torso, she slid up along his chest. Her moist nether regions poised over his face, she lowered herself. Gasping as she felt his tongue slide over her moist petals. Her hands gripping onto the rickety headboard of the bed as she succumbed to the intimate embrace. Her body exploding in a violent orgasm as he worshiped her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		David woke with a start in the dark room, Carla tossing troublingly beside him. Small whimpers coming from her in her uneasy sleep. Gently, he began to stroke her sweat covered brow, not stopping until he felt her quiet. Silently, he wondered what could have disturbed her in her sleep? She was not one to ever have nightmares. Not in the entire ten years they’d been together!

		As their alarm went off the next morning, he found her still tossing restlessly beside him. “Are you all right, Carla? It seemed like you were dreaming last night,” he asked.

		“Um… Yeah, I’m fine, David. Just weird dreams, I guess,” she replied. “Probably what I had for dinner. I love the food here, but some of it can be pretty spicy.” Then, she rolled out of the bed and padded towards the bath to get ready.

		David joined her for breakfast. Nothing special, just toast and coffee. Carla preferring the strong Egyptian brew that was available here. Then, she was off to the dig site to start photographing the antechamber and begin cataloguing the contents.

		By the end of the day, she had all the necessary digital photos of the chamber with its contents in situ. Tomorrow, she’d start cataloguing the items before clearing them from the tomb. The contents being stored on site, under guard, before shipment to the museum in Cairo. The Egyptian government had graciously agreed to allow the University to keep a small percentage of the treasures. Admittedly, after picking the choicest pieces for the famed Egyptian Antiquities Museum in Cairo. Still, she was thrilled to think of the exciting new additions she’d be making to the Oriental Institute.

		The next day, Carla began removing the artifacts. Piece after piece, she gently picked up the offerings to the king, carefully photographing each one and labeling it. The workmen carrying each precious piece away to the storage tent for later review by the Ministry of Antiquities. The ancient papyri were the most difficult, their extreme age requiring special treatment before they could be removed and examined.

		She marveled at the exquisite detail of the carvings on the golden throne that sat at one end of the chamber. Her fingers tracing lovingly over the fine carvings. She almost hesitated to see it removed, it seemed, somehow, to belong right where it was. A seat for the god king that presumably rested in another chamber somewhere deeper inside the pyramid. Carla carefully examined the throne for any hieroglyphs that might indicate the name of the pharaoh, but to no avail.

		All she had found so far, were the more standard writings from the Book of the Dead. And, of course, the standard curse that Amun Ra would bring death and destruction upon any that disturbed the eternal rest of the pharaoh! Thankfully, she didn’t believe in curses. Especially ones that were several thousand years old.

		Exhausted by the end of the day, she collapsed into bed soon after their evening meal. David joining her, falling into an easy sleep. His rest was soon interrupted, though. Carla, once again, tossing uneasily beside him. Small whimpers and cries coming from her, sweat covering her brow. Tonight, again, he caressed her slowly. Easing her back into a more restful sleep. He was beginning to worry just a little about her. This was not like her. Not at all!

		As each day progressed, Carla worked her way further through the treasures of the antechamber. A month later, she was near the end of her work there, looking forward excitedly to entering through the next doorway. Not sure what she might find there? A passageway? Another room? The burial chamber? She wouldn’t know until she broke the seal on the doorway and entered for the first time.

		When she returned that night to the trailer, David reluctantly told her he’d have to leave for a couple of weeks. There was a job that would require him to be onsite in Paris. Honestly, he was hesitant to leave her here alone. Her sleep was still troubled, her wild tossing awakening him almost every night. She was losing weight, too. Even if she did insist on putting it off to the extreme heat and physical efforts of her work. He was worried about her here. Neither one of them wanting to mention the disturbing nightmares that continued to plague her.

		“Oh, hush! Quit worrying. There’s nothing wrong with me, David. I’m just tired, that’s all. It’s hard work being in that tomb every day. Plus, all the lab work that I’ve been doing. It’s only natural that I’d lose some weight. I usually do when I’m on a dig. Besides, that’s never a bad thing for a woman!” she chuckled. “I’ve put on some weight this last year. Besides, we can Skype every night you’re gone. We’ve done that before, more than once.”

		“Mmmm… Some of those Skype sessions were pretty hot as I recall,” he laughed.

		“Don’t get your hopes up too high, Buster. I’m tired. And, with you gone, I’ll probably use the extra time to try and get caught up on the lab work. I’m getting woefully behind.”

		“Maybe, you should consider hiring a grad student for some of this?” suggested David. “I’m sure you must have quite a few willing students back home.”

		“Maybe… But, I’m just not ready to give up that much control. Not yet, anyway,” she grinned. “This dig is too important to me.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		With David gone, Carla threw herself into her work. Working late into the night every day. Only breaking for the nightly Skype sessions with her husband. The dark lines under her eyes a testimony to her lack of sleep. She was losing more weight, too. More than she liked to admit, even to herself.

		She hadn’t told David, but her nightmares were becoming more frequent, disturbing her several times a night now. It was just… Each time she awoke, she couldn’t recall what the dream had been about! Its content hidden in some nebulously cloudy part of her mind, never revealing the meaning behind her nightly torment. She put it off to her anxieties regarding the discovery. Just worries over what she would find upon breaking the next seal. Would it be another chamber? A passageway? Could her elusive Pharaoh lie just beyond that sealed doorway? Would his sarcophagus be undisturbed?

		Even Hassan noted her deteriorating physical condition. Though, she assured him she was fine. Continuing on with her work, determined to get to the next chamber, to find what lay beyond. It was ten days later by the time she had the antechamber emptied of its precious contents. The treasured artifacts stored safely under guard.

		Carla approached the sealed doorway hesitantly. With shaking hands, she cut the rope that ran through the heavy handles of the doors. Gently, placing the cut cord with the Seal of the Necropolis still intact in Hassan’s hands. Then, gripping the two handles she pulled gently on the doors. Nothing. Putting more force into it, she pulled again. The two doors slowly creaked open, the ancient hinges groaning loudly in the quietness of the tomb, the accumulated dust and dirt of millennia falling around her.

		Darkness greeted her, a black nothingness that seemed to go on forever. She shined a flashlight through the doorway, revealing a long ascending passageway. Nervously, the two walked carefully along the dark pathway. Finally, finding another closed and sealed doorway. Excitedly now, Carla cut the cord holding the doors closed. Once again, handing the cord and its seal to Hassan.

		With a mighty pull, she opened the ancient doors. Eons of dust and dirt falling from the heavy doors as she pulled them open. Hassan handed her a light. Shining it into the darkness beyond, she saw a heavily carved stone structure. At first, she excitedly thought it might be the sarcophagus! But, as she examined it closer she decided it was more likely some sort of altar. Perhaps a place for the Pharaoh to worship in the afterlife? Large lotus shaped pedestals stood at each corner of the stone altar. Melted candle wax running down their sides. Obviously having held lighted candles when the chamber was sealed forever. Carla’s active imagination vividly painted the scene for her.

		The walls were brightly painted with vibrant figures of the Pharaoh at worship. Showing him kneeling before the ancient gods of Egypt. Presenting them with gifts to ease his passage into the realm beyond. On the far side of the large room stood two forbidding looking statues, eternally guarding yet another sealed doorway.

		Vases of what must have been flowers stood in the corners of the room. Their desiccated remains still visible all these centuries later. Carla made note of everything, terming this the ‘Worship Chamber’ in her journal. Asking Hassan to bring up the lights and camera equipment, she began to explore the room in detail. Admiring the vibrant paintings and slowly deciphering the hieroglyphics that ran around the room. Mostly, once again, readings from the Book of the Dead, and more of the inevitable curses against disturbing the Pharaoh’s eternal rest.

		Deciding this room would be easily cleared, she walked to the sealed doorway. Her fingers gliding over its inlaid figures reverently. Biting her lip, she touched the seal of the Royal Necropolis reverently. She so wanted to cut the cord and enter what was beyond. But, she knew she couldn’t. She didn’t want to disrupt the orderly exploration of the pyramid. It just wouldn’t be proper archaeology. How would she ever explain such impetuousness to her students? Let alone, to her colleagues! She was supposed to be a professional. If Howard Carter could wait, so could she.

		By the time Hassan returned, she had composed herself. She was calmly texting David when he walked back into the chamber:

		

		D

		Excited! Opened next doorway. Some sort of Worship Chamber. More tonight.

		Luv U

		

		She was grinning as Hassan began to set up the equipment. The room would have to be photographed in detail. Carla wanted to make sure to capture the exquisite beauty of the wall paintings and the elaborate carvings on the stone altar. She was still bubbling excitedly later that night when she Skyped with David. He could tell how thrilled she was, but he was also worried about the dark circles under her eyes. Signs that she still wasn’t sleeping well. Something, that she vehemently denied, trying not to worry him unnecessarily.

		After finishing their call, she took a shower and ate a bite of dinner before collapsing into bed, exhausted. Once again, her slumber seemed troubled. Her thoughts jumbled and chaotic as she tossed restlessly. Her dream seeming somehow more vibrant tonight. She felt like she was gliding across the sands. Going somewhere, but not sure where? Her mind full of dark visions. She could feel strange hands touching her, strange lips kissing…

		

		*

		

		Carla awoke with a start! Flickering candlelight met her astonished gaze. Where was she? Glancing around frantically, she slowly realized she was in the Worship Chamber! But, how did she get here? The last thing she remembered was falling into bed back in the trailer. Shocked at finding herself here, she was even more upset to find she was dressed in a strange nightgown. One that, she knew she didn’t own!

		She was lying on the stone altar. Cautiously, she sat up, holding the thin nightgown around her protectively. Climbing down from the stone slab, she began to walk back out of the pyramid. Her mind a chaos of worry and fear. Back in the trailer, she pulled the unfamiliar gown off, her hands running over the sheer fabric wonderingly. Shaking her head, she hung it up in the tiny closet. Then, she kicked the little sandals she had on from her feet. Something else she realized she didn’t recognize.

		Carla stepped into the small bath to splash water on her face. Stopping in shock as she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror. Her eyes were darkly made up, and there were marks on her… OMG! Touching herself, she found she was wet between her thighs. Her probing fingers coming away sticky. It was almost like… No!!!! It couldn’t be! That was impossible! Surely, she’d have known if someone had…

		

		*

		

		Opening her eyes, she found herself lying on the hard floor of the tiny bathroom. Right where she had fainted the night before! Early morning sunlight was dimly coming into the bath as she uncurled from the uncomfortable position. OMG! What had happened last night? She’d dreamed. Yes, she remembered that much. She’d dreamed like she always did lately. Only, this time it felt different somehow. Her vague memories of it seemed more involved, more vibrant. Almost real. Carla felt like the memory of it was right there, just beyond her reach. But, no matter how hard she tried, she still couldn’t quite remember anything that had taken place.

		The last she recalled was going to bed. Then, the next thing she knew… She’d found herself lying in the Worship Chamber! But, how?

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Pulling herself achingly off the floor of the bath, Carla took a shower before venturing back into the bedroom. Hesitantly, she approached the tiny closet to get her work clothes. She almost didn’t want to look. Afraid if she did, she’d confirm her vague recollection of last night. OMG! There it was! The diaphanous nightgown that she remembered. Her fingers running along the sheer fabric astonishedly. Where had it come from? And, how had it ended up on her? And, how had she ended up in the Worship Chamber?

		She wracked her brain trying to make some sense of her frantically confused thoughts, but to no avail. Could she have been drugged? After all, she’d watched SVU! She knew those things happened. But… No… No, that made no sense. All she’d eaten last night was a sandwich that she’d made herself. Her sole beverage a can of Diet Coke. One that she opened. Sickeningly, she dressed and headed out to the dig site. If she was losing her mind, she didn’t want Hassan and the workmen to know.

		Carla was restrained all day, nothing like her normal self. She spent the day quietly working in the Worship Chamber, taking detailed photographs of each of the wall paintings. She avoided looking at the stone altar as much as possible. Not wanting to be reminded that she’d woken up there last night! Woken up feeling as if she’d… No. It just wasn’t possible. She’d just had some wild nightmare that had seemed overly real.

		Missing David, she’d probably had some sex dream that accounted for her moist state last night. There was just nothing else that it could have been! At least, he would be coming home tomorrow. She’d already made plans to meet him at the airport in Cairo. Surprised at how much she missed seeing him at the end of the day. He’d been so supportive through this whole venture. Not many husbands would put up with being uprooted and taken thousands of miles from home just to prove some ridiculous theory. Even if that theory didn’t seem so ridiculous anymore.

		By the end of the day, she could barely keep her eyes open. Heading back to her trailer early, she took a shower to wash off the layers of dust she’d accumulated and put on some makeup, doing her best to hide the dark circles under her eyes. Then, she ate a light meal before her nightly Skype session with David. They chatted a little about the Worship Chamber, but mostly Carla just wanted to confirm he’d be home tomorrow. Double checking his flight information and promising to meet him at the airport. Honestly, not wanting to face whatever was happening to her on her own, not anymore. She longed for his sturdy support. Somehow, she knew David would make it all better.

		Collapsing into bed after ending the call, she fell immediately into a deep sleep. Her slumbers, once again, becoming troubled.

		

		*

		

		With a gasp, she awoke! Her astonished eyes telling her, once again, she was in the Worship Chamber. Only this time, she was lying nakedly upon the hard surface of the altar. Soft candlelight dimly lit the chamber. Covering herself with her arms, she sat up and tentatively felt between her legs. Closing her eyes and sobbing, as she pulled her fingers stickily away from between her thighs. Her fingers dripping with… No! It just wasn’t possible!

		Tentatively, she lifted her goo covered fingers to her tongue. The salty taste of semen exploding in her mouth. Her body falling senselessly back onto the stone altar. Not rousing from her faint for several minutes.

		Coming to, she lay there sobbing quietly. Her body shaking with shame and fear. How had she gotten here? Pulling herself together, she climbed gingerly from the altar. Her sandaled feet landing in the soft puddle of her nightgown. The same sheer nightgown she’d puzzlingly found herself in last night! Pulling it on, she walked hesitantly down the dark passageway, through the antechamber and out into the starry Egyptian night.

		Holding the flimsy garment around herself protectively, she hastily ran down the pathway to the trailer. Entering, she saw the small clock on the wall. It was three o’clock in the morning. And, somehow… OMG! Somehow, she’d committed adultery! Given herself to someone, some unknown entity. There was just no other explanation. She knew cum when she saw it, tasted it. All while in her sleep!

		Undressing, she took a shower. Washing away the outward signs of her unconscious betrayal. Trying to, somehow, deny what had happened. Deny what she’d done…

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		David walked out of customs and into the terminal. Delighted, he saw Carla waiting for him. Swinging her up into his arms and kissing her. As happy as he was to see her, and to be back together, he was appalled at the condition she was in. She looked even worse in person than she had by Skype. It looked like she’d lost at least ten or fifteen pounds in the two weeks since he’d left. Even with the makeup she’d skillfully applied trying to hide it, he could detect the dark circles under her eyes and the deep hollowing in her cheeks. The dress she was wearing, one he normally loved her in, hung loosely on her emaciated body like some sack.

		They stopped for an early dinner at a little restaurant on the way. Carla telling him all about the new chamber and how excited she was about getting ready to open the next doorway. He tried to find the words to ask her what was going on all through dinner. And, then again, later as they drove along Ring Road towards Abu Sir. But, how do you broach that sensitive of a subject? Asking your wife, why she looked so…

		Cutting off along the track to the dig site, about all they could do was hang on! The road far too rough for much in the way of conversation. David never thought he’d long for the potholed streets of Chicago, but after driving this set of ruts a few times, he was rethinking things.

		Arriving back at the site, they wearily climbed the steps into the trailer. David tossing his luggage haphazardly onto the floor and pulling Carla into his arms. Her body stiffening hesitantly as he began to kiss her. Almost like she was reticent for some reason, afraid of his touch. But, she quickly began to respond to his advances. Her lips parting passionately as their kiss deepened.

		David trailed his lips down the hollow of her throat, his hands moving slowly over the curves of her body. As she whimpered in his arms, he found her zipper and slowly began to pull it open. Carla pushing away from his arms and excusing herself for a minute. She disappeared into the bath for a few moments, then returned. Turning down the lights in the bedroom, she pulled back the covers of the bed before returning to his arms. “Now, where were we…” she purred.

		Her kisses descending along his throat as she started unfastening his shirt. Her soft lips kissing down his chest inch by inch with each opening button. David reached behind her and slowly finished unzipping her dress, sliding it from her slender shoulders. As the dress fell from her body, David could see small marks on her body. Just little bruises, scrapes and scratches. Nothing he couldn’t put off to her work in the pyramid, archaeology being a rather physical science. At least, it was when you were actually on a dig. But, nothing that worried him unduly. Though, her overall physical condition was appalling. He’d have to ensure that she ate better and got more rest now that he was back.

		Pulling her up he kissed her again, taking in her nakedly revealed body. The tiny bruises and marks on her breasts, barely visible in the soft light of the bedroom. His hunger after being away overshadowing his concerns, he began to kiss along her breasts. Sucking each swollen nipple between his lips as she began to whimper softly.

		Picking her up, he carried her to the bed. Then, quickly finished disrobing before climbing in beside her. Carla rolling on top of him, her legs straddling his hips. Her slender fingers stroking along his rapidly expanding cock, she slid his swollen tip along her moist slit. Then, with a mischievous grin, she slid him inside her soft, velvety canal. Her warm pussy gripping his throbbing member like a velvet glove.

		Slowly, she slid down his long shaft. Taking him deep inside her moist depths. A low moan coming from her as she felt him bottom out, her clit grinding against his pubic bone as her body stiffened in a small orgasm. Gasping a little, she began to ride him, her hips moving up and down his long cock. Her head tossing as she lost herself in passion.

		David felt her body spasm around his thick shaft, sending his own body into orgasm as he filled her fertile womb with his seed. Her sweat glistened body collapsing on top of him with a whispered, “I love you,” in his ear.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		Exhausted after their bout of passion and the nine-hour flight, David had fallen into a deep sleep almost immediately. A couple of hours later he opened his eyes with a start. Unsure of what it was, but something had awakened him. Two candles dimly lit the interior of their bedroom. Their soft, flickering light casting weird shadows against the ancient paneled walls of the trailer. Slightly troubled, he saw Carla sitting at her small makeup table. Her slender body covered by an unbelievably sheer nightgown. One he didn’t recall ever seeing before, it looked like something made from the finest gossamer. He watched as she rather mechanically brushed her long hair, leaving it hanging in soft curls down her back. Her heavily made up eyes seemed to be staring blankly into space like she was in some sort of trance.

		He started to ask her what was going on, but before he could she rose rather woodenly from the little table and began to walk out of their trailer. Her bare feet encased in a pair of golden sandals. Quickly donning a pair of khakis, he followed her. Carla gliding like she was walking in her sleep along the now well-worn path to the pyramid. Her pale skin glistening in the moonlight, each soft curve outlined through the sheer fabric of her gown. He could easily see her long legs, even the curve of her hips and the crease of her ass through the diaphanous material. A few minutes later, she reached the pyramid. David watching her enter the darkness of the entranceway.

		Unsure of just what he should do, he approached the doorway carefully. Assuming she was walking in her sleep, he was afraid to wake her. His experience with sleep walking wives being non-existent! By the time he reached the entrance, he could just barely make out her pale figure moving dimly along the dark passageway about twenty feet ahead of him. Silently, he followed her. Carla passing through the antechamber of the pyramid and into a further passageway beyond. Finally, approaching a glowingly lit area. Her trim silhouette outlined against the light.

		David, stealthily moved along the second passageway. As he reached the doorway to the second chamber, he took in the sight before him for the first time. The large room was faintly lit by candlelight. Dark statues, guarding a second doorway at the far end of the chamber, casting grotesque shadows on the brightly painted tomb walls. The middle of the room was dominated by a large stone altar. This, he decided, must be the worship space Carla had texted him about finding.

		As his eyes adjusted to the dim light, he easily made out her slender form approaching the altar. He gasped as he saw a ghostly figure seem to materialize beside her. Nearly transparent, the figure appeared to be that of a relatively young man. Handsome, his skin darkly tanned with a muscular body, long dark hair falling across his brow. A gold band encircled his head. Golden armbands graced his muscular arms. A jeweled neckpiece hung around his broad shoulders. The ghostly arms slid around Carla’s pale shoulders, turning her to face him. His lips closing on hers, as her body began to respond. Succumbing to his otherworldly advances.

		Carla’s head tilted back as he kissed her, his translucent fingers running through her long blonde hair. Soft moans starting to come from her tender lips as he kissed and nibbled his way down her throat. With a brush of his ghostly fingers, her sheer nightgown fell away, puddling on the sandy floor of the tomb. David stood in shocked horror as he saw his wife, now standing nakedly before this ghostly apparition!

		With a whimper, her head tilted back as he began to suckle from her breast. David could even see her nipple being sucked into his spectral mouth! His hands sliding down her supple body, cupping her pale ass and pulling her to him. He watched as her head began to sway passionately. Her long hair tossing about, blonde locks glistening in the soft candlelight, as she seemed to surrender herself to her passionate lover.

		David could only watch in a sort of mesmerized trance, as Carla’s body was seemingly levitated from the floor of the tomb and lain like a sacrifice upon the stone altar. Her ghostly lover climbing onto the hard surface after her. Ethereal hands moving over her slender curves, he parted her legs. His naked and translucent body sliding between her spread thighs. A ghostly hand began stroking his cock to hardness.

		Watching paralyzed, David saw the otherworldly rod spring to life. Growing ever longer and thicker before his astonished eyes. It was huge! Much larger than David’s more average sized member. Astonishedly, he was forced to watch painfully as Carla began writhing passionately beneath the ghostly figure’s manipulations. With a loud scream, she felt him enter her! His wraithlike cock splitting her petaled opening, stretching her wider than David ever could. Carla was whimpering, little cries escaping from her with each stroke of that hard cock, as her lover had his way with her.

		David could see her body starting to glisten with sweat as she was used by the godlike apparition. Her arms passionately about his muscular shoulders. Thighs, wrapping around the ghostly hips as she pulled him into her welcoming depths. Standing helpless in the shadows, David could only look on as his wife cuckolded him with her dreamlike lover, right before his astonished eyes.

		As strange as it seems, he felt his own cock responding. His own breathing quickening as he watched the lustful display in front of him. It was almost like watching some porn flick. Carla’s body thrashing about, her cries becoming louder as the ethereal figure thrust his large member into her again and again. He found himself torn between shame and lust as he watched the two of them. His own wife, providing the lustful feeling growing inside of him, as she gave herself so freely and completely to the ghostly figure.

		With a sense of horror, David saw the apparition begin to thrust into Carla more frantically. The ghostly hips seeming to become denser, as he hammered into the helpless bride. By the time he saw the ghost’s body tense, his hips thrusting violently into her, her lover seemed to have fully materialized. Carla screaming out an orgasm as her body shook violently.

		Then, as quickly as he’d appeared, her ghostly lover faded away. Carla was left limply lying there, her body nakedly displayed atop the stone altar, as she gasped frantically for breath. Her sweat covered body heaving with the effort. Ethereal cum oozing from inside her ravaged nether regions, a small puddle forming between her lewdly spread legs. The creamy seed appearing awfully real to David in the dim light of the candles!

		Suddenly, Carla sat up, clutching her arms before her naked breasts! With an astonished gasp, she looked wildly around the dimly lit chamber. Her fingers ran through her blonde locks as she shook her head in astonishment. Her head falling into her hands as she began to sob. David quietly slipped from the pyramid and back to their trailer, unsure of what lunacy he’d just been witness to. Or, even if it had been real.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		After about twenty minutes, Carla snuck hesitantly back into their small bedroom. Her eyes searching the room in fear until she saw him still in bed, apparently asleep. David watched her through hooded eyes, not wanting to admit what he’d seen. Fearful of putting a name to it. Ashamed and, somehow, almost afraid to acknowledge it. As she moved into the room, David closed his eyes, pretending he was still asleep. Breathing hard, Carla slipped the sheer gown from her shoulders and hung it up in the tiny closet. Slipping the golden sandals from her feet. With a glance back over her shoulder, she stepped into the tiny bath and washed herself before returning to their bed. Slipping in, she pulled the covers protectively around herself, and fell into an exhausted and troubled sleep.

		David lay awake long into the night, staring into the empty darkness. Watching his wife as she slept. He knew what he’d seen, even if it was almost impossible to believe. Carla had been with another man, a lover! Committed adultery with the ghostly figure, cuckolding him. But… Had she really? I mean, she was with a ghost! Apparently, some dark spirit figure of the ancient past. Had it even been real? Could it have been? Would that even count? Did she even know what she’d done? He’d seen the astonished look on her face as she seemed to wake up, finding herself in the dimly lit worship chamber. The overwhelmed look in her eyes, wondering just how she’d gotten there?

		How long had this been going on? Was this the explanation for her pale and wan complexion? A reason for her apparent sense of exhaustion? It all seemed to make sense now. It had a cause, unworldly though it might be. An explanation, no matter how impossible it seemed, as to her deteriorating physical condition.

		He was still awake in the morning as Carla’s alarm went off beside the bed. Groggily, she began to stir, dragging herself from the bed and heading towards the small bath. In the morning light, David could see her body. The tiny marks he hadn’t noticed before in the soft bedroom light. The slight bruises and scratches that he’d first put off to her work in the pyramid last night, now had another possible explanation. They were the marks of another man!

		As soon as she left the shower, he climbed in. Asking if he could join her briefly in the pyramid today, desiring to see the new room she’d discovered and hear more of her find. Carla, smiling wanly and telling him she’d wait for him to get ready, so they could leave together.

		After a brief breakfast, they walked together to the pyramid. The pathway seeming so very different in the harsh light of day. The blistering Egyptian sun bearing down on them. “Are you sure you’re okay, Carla? You seem awfully tired today. Maybe you should take the day off and get some rest?” he suggested. “We could just relax for a day if you’d like? I know, I could use a day off after these last weeks in Paris.”

		“Poor, Baby! Tired after two weeks in Paris!” she chided. “Honestly, I’m fine, David. And, I really can’t afford to take a day off. There’re just too many things that I have to see to in the pyramid. This find is entirely too important to leave to anyone else.”

		Carla grabbed a lamp as they approached the pyramid entrance. Its light brightening the way along the lengthy passageway to the antechamber. David watched the floor of the passageway as they went along, seeing his own footprints in the sand from last night. Ashamedly, he also saw the sandaled impressions left by Carla’s feet.

		Carla led him past the antechamber, through the next passageway directly to the worship chamber. Patiently, she explained the detailed carvings on the stone altar. But David’s eyes were fixated on the stain that graced the top of the stone slab. The stain where Carla’s ghostly lover’s cum had seeped from between her lewdly spread thighs to pool on the top of the altar last night. He could even see the sandaled footprints she’d left on the floor! Oddly, he couldn’t see any footprints left by her ethereal lover, the man she’d cuckolded him with.

		Shaking his head to clear the dark thoughts within, he tried to listen intently to his wife’s explanations of the wall paintings, her theories as to what the rooms intent was. David wondering to himself, if the ancient builders had any idea what this room would ultimately come to be used for?

		“What’s beyond this next doorway, Carla?” he asked as they walked around the room. His eyes falling on the heavy wooden doors.

		“I don’t know for sure, yet. It could be just another antechamber, or it might be the burial chamber. We won’t know until we open the doors, but I can’t do that until I’ve finished clearing this outer chamber,” she explained. “Another day or two, at the most. Trust me, I’m as anxious as anybody to find out what’s beyond that doorway.”

		David elected to stay with her the rest of the day, almost afraid to leave her alone. Letting her work as he gazed at the strange paintings and hieroglyphs that graced the tomb walls. Most seemed to show the Pharaoh at worship, as befitted the nature of the chamber. Or, at least, the original intent of the chamber! Somehow, he didn’t think the ancient builders had planned on it being used for some otherworldly tryst by their entombed Pharaoh.

		The blistering heat of the desert didn’t seem to penetrate the confines of the pyramid. While it was warm inside the tomb, it wasn’t stifling. Still, by the end of the day, he was glad to return to their trailer and the slight comfort of the ancient, temperamental air conditioner. They ate dinner quietly, just enjoying each other’s company. Then, decided to call it an early night. David encouraging her to get some sleep.

		David slept restlessly beside her, his dreams troubled. His eyes opening almost immediately when he felt the bed shift as Carla got up. He watched with hooded eyes as she walked, trance like, towards the dressing table and began to put on her makeup. Heavy mascara darkening her eyes, a dark color on her soft lips. Then, she brushed her hair out, letting it hang softly down her back before getting up and going to the closet.

		Opening it, she drew the same nightgown from its hanger, slipping it over her trim figure and putting the golden sandals on her feet. Then, she walked trancelike from the bedroom and he heard the outer door open. Quickly, he pulled on his pants and followed her at a discreet distance. He knew where she was going tonight.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		Stealthily, David approached the worship chamber. Its dimly lit glow lighting his way through the dark tomb. Even knowing what to expect, the sight before his eyes astonished and sickened him. The exquisite pain of it, tinged with a sense of prurient lust, both vying for his attention at the same time. Carla, his Carla, was on her knees before the wraithlike creature. Her fingers stroking his semi-transparent cock. He could only watch as the ghostly cock began to grow. Even being semi-transparent, David could see it grow to its full length and girth. Not quite so shocked tonight, he was able to guesstimate its length at nine inches and maybe two inches in thickness, dwarfing David’s own cock.

		Ashamedly, he watched as Carla’s mouth opened and she slipped the thick member between her lush lips. Her head starting to bob up and down the long shaft, soft groans seeming to come from her ghostly lover. David was astonished as he watched her take that huge member deep into her throat. He could even see her throat expand around the girth of the ethereal rod! Faster and faster, her head began to bob along the long shaft. David imagining her tongue swirling around the thick cock, teasing him. Knowing the feeling of that, all too well.

		With an echoing cry, he saw the figure before him solidify, as his bronzed ass cheeks tensed. His body jerking as his ghostly cock filled Carla’s voracious mouth with his spectral seed! The ghostly body becoming more transparent again, as David saw some of the creamy cum escape down her chin to land on the swell of her breast. Carla’s ghostly lover, wiping it up with his finger and letting her lick it clean.

		Reaching down, he lifted her from her knees. Now standing before him, he tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and leaned down to nibble on the exposed lobe. His lips descending down her throat as he brushed the gown from her shoulders. David forced to watch helplessly as it puddled at her sandaled feet leaving her naked before her lover. Then, as if she was being levitated, Carla’s body was lifted to the stone altar. Lying there, prone before the ghostly apparition.

		David watched, his cock swelling lustfully, as her lover took a nipple between his lips. Suckling greedily from her full breast as she whimpered softly. The semi-transparent lips descended further tonight, kissing along her soft, downy blonde muff. David could see his nostrils flare as he took in the honeyed scent of her. Gently, her legs were spread as the ghostly head dipped to kiss her moist womanhood.

		Carla letting out a scream as his tongue raked along that dewy slit. The sound echoing loudly in the rock hewn chamber, her hands clawing feverishly at the stone surface of the altar. David could see her head tossing wildly as her lover pleasured her naked body. His tongue diving between her spread legs over and over. By the time he withdrew, her body was glistening with sweat as her breasts heaved with her frantic breaths.

		A smile crossed the face of her lover as he crawled between her legs. His hands stroking that semi-transparent cock back to life. Carla lying defenseless before him, as he ran his hard rod along her moist slit. David covered his ears as he heard her passionate scream as he pierced her. The throbbing erection tearing her petaled opening in two with its girth.

		With him sheathed fully inside of her, Carla wrapped her thighs around him passionately. Her sandaled feet beating against him as her fingers clawed at his ghostly back. Her body shaking violently with orgasm after orgasm as he used her. That ethereal cock pounding into her again and again. Her cries echoing futilely through the stone pyramid.

		David closed his eyes tonight as her dream lover materialized, his body clenching as he filled her with his ethereal release. When he looked again, she was alone in the chamber. Her body lying limply on the stone surface of the altar. Cum oozing freely from between her ravaged nether lips, to once again pool on top of the altar.

		With a start, he jerked back into the shadows as he saw her sit up, gasping at her surroundings. A look of shock and surprise on her face. That look of wonder at how she’d gotten here? What had happened? What had she done? David quietly stealing from the tomb and returning to their trailer to await her stealthy return.

		Lying there, waiting for her, he couldn’t help the erotic thrill that ran through him. His cock was rock hard as remembered seeing her take that monstrous cock in her mouth. Seeing the way the cum had dribbled from her succulent lips. And… Even more, how it had oozed so freely from her ravaged, petaled opening.

		He closed his eyes, pretending to be asleep, as she silently slipped back into the bedroom. Between hooded eyes, he watched as she hesitantly hung up her sheer nightgown and padded barefoot to the bath. Returning only after she’d washed away the sins of her ghostly tryst. Climbing into bed, she pulled the covers over her and collapsed into sleep.

		David lay awake for a long time, thinking about what he’d seen. He wasn’t sure what to do? Did he admit it? Did he tell her that he’d watched like some peeping Tom as she violated their marriage vows? Admit that he’d seen her cuckold him with her ethereal lover? But, if he did, wouldn’t he also be admitting he’d found a licentious excitement in what he’d seen? Even if he did tell her, what could they do about it? In all honesty, he didn’t think she had any memory of what had happened. Her only conscious memories, those of waking up in the Worship Chamber of the tomb.

		Yet, could he consciously keep the knowledge from her? A knowing accomplice in this sexual violation of his own wife?

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		David slept restlessly, waking still feeling groggy when Carla’s alarm went off the next morning. He watched as she crawled exhaustedly from their bed and went into the small bath. His eyes seeing every mark on her emaciated body. Lying there, staring into nothingness, he worried over their situation. How did you fight a ghost?

		Even if he told Carla what he’d seen, what had been happening, he doubted she’d abandon her efforts. The discovery of an undisturbed tomb, enough in itself, to keep her going. Plus, if she proved her theory that the tomb belonged to Aktenamun, it would enshrine her name eternally in archaeological history. Joining the fabled likes of Carter, Budge and Champollion. The drive to prove herself in the male dominated field enough to ensure her continuation, with or without his approval.

		No, she wouldn’t stop, he was quite sure of that. But, perhaps, he could ease the way for her somehow. Be the support that she needed, the strong shoulder to lean on. He knew her well after all this time. Her torment had to be weighing heavily on her mind, distracting her from her ultimate goal. Perhaps, even making her wonder if she was going insane? He could assure her of his support and love, despite, anything else that might be happening.

		When he saw her immediately dress and head for the door, he made her stop and eat. She was losing far too much weight. That, at least, was something he could help alleviate! Carla smiling wanly as he made her a stack of pancakes for breakfast. David, still not sure how to broach the subject that was weighing so heavily on both of them.

		He worried about it all day, accomplishing little of his own work while he fretted over their situation. He even tried researching the phenomena online, finding mostly ridiculous theories and fake accounts of ghostly encounters. Finally, deciding in frustration that he’d just continue to play it by ear. At some point confronting her, but not sure when or how? When she finally came in late that night, he had dinner simmering on the stove for her, a piled high plate of spaghetti. Thank goodness, they had Ragu even in Egypt! Carla smiling as she pecked him on the cheek before going in and taking a shower, washing away the layers of dirt she’d accumulated during the day.

		She ate slowly, not really wanting the piles of food that David seemed to be showering on her. Her insides in turmoil over what was happening to her. She had to be losing her mind, there just didn’t seem to be any other explanation. At least, none that were rational. Carla steadfastly refusing to believe that there was any such thing as the supernatural.

		She cuddled into David that night, as he ushered her into bed soon after their meal. Encouraging her to get some much-needed rest. Her drained body falling into an exhausted sleep almost immediately. David lying beside her, finally falling into a restless sleep himself.

		

		*

		

		Midnight… The witching hour. David felt her stirring restlessly beside him, her eyes moving rapidly, as if she was in REM sleep. Then, he felt her slide from his arms mechanically. Her body moving, trance like, to the tiny dressing table as she made her eyes up. The heavy kohl mascara making her look like some Egyptian Princess. Touching up her lipstick, she slipped into her gossamer like nightgown. Then, she slid her feet into the golden sandals before moving woodenly towards the door to the trailer.

		David followed her from a distance. There was no rush, he knew where she was going, what to expect. Not even sure he wanted to see, but he felt drawn to follow just the same. Not sure himself, if it was from his need to protect her, or the prurient desire to be a voyeur to her unwitting betrayal. Silently, he stepped into the dark passageway leading into the pyramid and headed towards the faint glow beyond.

		As he approached the Worship Chamber, he could hear her tiny mewls. The sounds he knew so well after all these years together. Cries of Carla’s growing passion, her body responding to her ghostly lover. Steeling himself, he peered into the dimly lit chamber. His eyes falling on the two lovers, Carla kneeling before him, her tongue lovingly bathing his thick member. Kissing the swollen head before sliding it deeply inside her mouth.

		David could see her ghostly lover responding, his eyes closed, a soft groan issuing from the spectral lips. Carla’s blonde head bobbing slowly along the long shaft, her saliva dripping from the still semi-transparent rod. David turned away as he saw her lover fully materialize, his body clenching as he fired jet after jet of ghostly seed down her voracious throat.

		He couldn’t watch any longer. His insides churning, he turned away, slinking slowly along the sloping passageway towards the dark open skies beyond. But, halfway along, he stilled. Then, shaking his head, he turned back. He couldn’t leave her there alone. He just couldn’t! By the time he returned, Carla was lying nakedly atop the stone altar. Her fingers clawing at the unyielding surface as her ethereal lover nuzzled into her lotus petaled opening. That sweet treasure that had been solely his until… Until, Egypt, and its mystical past!

		David watched, in horrid fascination. Despite the gaping hole in his chest at the sight before him, he could feel his cock responding to the erotic sight. Carla was on her back, her nipples already engorged with passion. Her back arching as her lover tongued her sweet nether region. He closed his eyes as he heard her scream out, her toes curling in orgasm, as her body tensioned in uncontrollable ecstasy. His own cock responding shamefully, even as the sight tore him apart.

		He’d never seen anything so… Exotically erotic before. Torn, he saw Aktenamun climb between her thighs, his huge cock fully recovered. Watching the way Carla responded to her ethereal lover. Seeing her body glistening with sweat in the flickering candle light as Aktenamun made love to her. His ghostly hips plunging against her again and again. That huge cock splitting her pink petals widely, her hands clawing at his spectral back as her heels wrapped passionately around his thrusting hips.

		David watched in awe as he saw Aktenamun solidify in front of him. His body now appearing solid as his loins tightened, his hips thrusting frantically into the writhing form in front of him. Hearing Carla’s passionate scream as she felt his scalding seed fill her unprotected womb.

		He held his head in his hands as he heard her start to stir. The tiny gasp as she found herself compromised, her body violated, with no memory of it happening. Stealthily, David slipped back through the pyramid and along the moonlit path to their trailer. Tonight, instead of going to bed, he poured himself a glass of wine. Pouring a second one for Carla. He had a feeling she was going to need it.

		He was standing there, in the darkened trailer when she entered. Her hands clutching the flimsy garment around her ravaged body. She stopped, a gasp escaping her lips as she saw him waiting for her…

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		She was sobbing quietly, David’s arms wrapped tightly around her shaking shoulders. “Oh, David! I… I thought I was losing my mind! I was sure of it. Every night… Waking up and finding myself in the Worship Chamber, dressed in… In this! And, finding my body… I feel so used! And… And… Like I’ve betrayed you!” she cried.

		“Hush… It’ll be all right, Honey. And, you haven’t betrayed me. Just get that thought out of your head. Whatever this is? Whatever we’re calling it? It’s not betrayal,” he assured her softly. His arms holding her tight. “At first, I was insane at finding you in the arms of… Whatever this thing is! Aktenamun, I assume. Or, at least, some spectral form of him. But, I realize that you have no control over it. I’ve seen you, it’s like you’re in some sort of weird trance the entire time,” he admitted. His own voice heavy with emotion.

		“But, I’ve betrayed you!” she wailed. “I’ve slept with another… OMG! David, it really is happening, isn’t it? I’m being controlled by some wraith from the distant past! Being used by him like I was some…”

		“No, you haven’t, Carla! Just get that idea out of your head. It’s not your doing. You’ve had no control over any of it. I can’t even assure you with any certainty, that if you decide to leave, that the attacks will stop? There is some sort of spiritual connection here that is beyond our realm of understanding,” he said quietly.

		“As for what we should do? I honestly don’t know, Carla. This is rather beyond my scope of knowledge. Yours too, I imagine. Whatever it is, it is beyond the veil of normality. We are dealing with forces that are beyond our understanding.

		“I’ll stand by you no matter what. If you want to leave Egypt, we’ll leave. If you want to stay… Well, then, we’ll stay. It has to be your decision. What do you want, Carla? I know how important all of this is to you. I understand that it’s your life’s work. And, I promise, I’ll be here for you whatever decision you make.”

		Carla’s tremors gradually began to diminish as he held her. Her body drawing strength from his. Finally, he tilted her head up to his, his own lips capturing hers. Their kiss soft, tender.

		David could taste the pungent tang of another man still lingering on her tongue. The strange tastes and scents clinging to her seemed unbelievably exotic. The perfumes and spices of eons past, instilling an unexpected excitement in him. A burning desire like none he’d ever known before. An irresistible need to reclaim his wife, make her his once more!

		Carla’s arms wrapped around his neck as their kiss deepened. Soft purrs coming from her as David’s hands slid over her body. Finally, she pulled away. “I… I need a shower, David. Please? I want to come to you clean…”

		Her plea interrupted as David lustfully picked her up and carried her into the bedroom, laying her down on the bed. Hungrily, he slid the gossamer like gown from her body, his eyes roaming over her. Seeing the marks left by her ghostly lover. The little bites and bruises on her neck and breasts, a smear of cum down her chin. The damp and matted curls of her blonde landing strip. The moist wetness that lingered between her thighs. Even the drool of cum that still oozed slowly from her petaled flower.

		Despite her whimpered pleas, David quickly shed the shorts he was wearing and slid onto the bed beside her. His mouth finding her swollen nipple, as she began to moan softly. His tongue teasing that swollen nub as he pulled it between his lips. The memory of Aktenamun suckling from her just minutes before burned into his psyche. The strange scents of her lover filling his nostrils as he suckled from her. Carla, no longer pushing away, as she pulled him to her breast. Her own passion building uncontrollably.

		Kissing down her ravaged body, she tried to push him away as he approached her damp and matted landing strip. The pungent aroma of her betrayal assaulting his senses, he nuzzled into her moist curls. His lips kissing her damp mound before descending to her ravaged slit. Carla screamed as his tongue slid over her cum drenched petals, her body shaking in a violent orgasm as he licked her adoringly.

		Her shame, long forgotten. Carla’s hands slid around his head as she pulled him against her swollen nether regions, burying him deep inside her velvet tunnel. The taste of her ghostly lover’s cum bursting on his tongue, as she screamed through another violent spasm. A gush of seminal fluids filling his mouth, as he cleaned her lovingly. Sucking her lover’s seed from her fertile womb.

		Carla, finally, pushing him away in exhaustion. No longer capable of enduring the loving kiss of his tongue. Her body ravaged by orgasm after orgasm. She lay there gasping for breath, her sweat covered breasts heaving as she pulled him up from her ravaged pussy and kissed him. Not caring that he tasted of her. Let alone, that he tasted of her ethereal lover! The only care she had, was that he loved her. Loved her beyond all understanding.

		Rolling over, he pulled her on top of him. Letting her ravaged and emaciated body rest on his as they kissed slowly, lovingly. After a few minutes, Carla reached back, her hand gripping his throbbing cock. Pushing herself up, she slid him inside her plundered depths. Gasping, as she bottomed out, her hips grinding against him as her body shuddered.

		Thighs flexing, she began to ride him. Her hips sliding up and down his shaft as her fingers clawed passionately at his chest. Her head tossing wildly as her long hair flew about. Over and over, she dropped onto his throbbing cock, her velvety pussy clamping around his girth. Her body shuddering with orgasm as he reclaimed her. His own fertile seed bursting deep inside of her. A scream escaping from her as she felt his warmth spread through her wanton womb.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		“I… I can’t quit, David. I just can’t. If I left now, my career would be over. Everything that I’ve worked for, studied for, would be lost. I’d be a laughing stock,” she said quietly.

		David sat across the breakfast table from her, his hand sliding over hers warmly. “This is your life. I told you last night, I’d stand with you whatever decision you made. And, I meant it, Carla. If you want to stick this out… To whatever end might await us, I’ll be here for you. If that means losing you each night to… Whatever he is! Then, so be it.

		“As long as I get to reclaim you afterwards,” he grinned, his eyebrows jumping up and down as he tried to lighten the mood. Ducking as she fired a forkful of pancakes at him. Carla laughing for the first time in weeks.

		“Last night… When you made love to me, after… After my being with Aktenamun… It was wonderful. I’ve never felt so desired, so loved. So close to you before, in my life. If you can still love me after I’ve been with… Him! I know we can get through anything together.”

		

		*

		

		Carla was smiling as she left the trailer that morning. A spring in her step as she walked along the well-trodden path to the pyramid. Despite all evidence to the contrary, she knew now that she wasn’t losing her mind. There was also a warm glow inside of her, knowing just how much David loved her. Enough that he could still accept her, even after… She’d cuckolded him. But, was it really betrayal if she had no memory of it? Was she truly an adulteress? She guessed it depended on the way you defined it. Her logically academic mind dealing with the mystical happenings surrounding her the only way she knew how.

		Today, she would open the next doorway. Breaking the seal into what, she assumed, would be another ascending passageway. What would lie beyond that… Well, that was the mystery! She thought it might be some sort of treasure chamber. Though, she honestly hoped to find the burial chamber. If it was, it would mean her ordeal was nearly over. Her ghostly lover put to rest, so to speak.

		Hassan was by her side as she cut the braided cord from the sealed doorway. Handing the cord and its attached Seal of the Royal Necropolis to Hassan, she pulled the doors open. An ascending passageway led up from the Worship Chamber, higher into the pyramid. Grasping a light, she stepped into the beyond, following the winding passage to yet another sealed doorway. Once again, repeating the now familiar procedure of cutting the cord.

		Pulling the doors open, she stared into the darkness. As Hassan brought up a light, Carla gasped. A golden shrine stood before her. Its glistening carvings casting shimmering reflections through the chamber. A shrine that, she had no doubt, held the mortal remains of the pharaoh. Carla gazed into the room; golden statues, canopic jars, ushabti figures all stood eternal guard around the shrine. Vibrant paintings filled the chamber walls, the ceiling painted with a representation of the night sky. The pharaoh gazing eternally on the stars.

		Hassan began bringing up the photographic equipment, as Carla wandered around the Burial Chamber. Closely examining each of the murals on the chamber walls, marveling at the ancient hieroglyphic writings. Searching… Hoping… To find a cartouche. The definitive identifier of a pharaoh. Looking for the proof she sought, that she had indeed found the mummified remains of Aktenamun.

		Once again, she was stymied in her efforts. Nowhere in the writings that graced the chamber walls had she found the clue she so desperately wanted. Now, her only hope, was that the sarcophagus would be engraved with the cartouche she sought. The verification she needed to prove her theory.

		She was still excited that night, as she stepped back into the trailer. The grin on her face, enough to let David know she’d found the burial chamber, even if the grapevine hadn’t already told him. He pushed her towards the shower, telling her that dinner would be waiting for her. Carla washing away the dirt and dust of the day, before returning to kiss him.

		They chatted amiably during dinner, Carla telling him about the marvels inside the chamber. Her excitement bubbling over all the way through dinner, until they were done. David’s suggestion that she get some rest, enough to send her into an emotional spiral.

		“It’s okay, Carla. I’m here! Tonight… Well… If it’s what you want, I could meet you there, in the pyramid? I’ll be there as soon as you wake up, I promise,” he assured her.

		“We’re assuming I’ll be… With him again tonight, then?” she asked, her voice breaking as she spoke.

		“I think, we have to accept that, Carla. Don’t you?”

		“Oh, David! I’m so sorry. I have no control any of this,” she said. “I don’t mean to betray you!”

		“Hush… I know that, Sweetheart. Trust me, I know it. I don’t blame you for anything. I… I don’t even… How do I explain this? Seeing you, night after night, the way your body responds to him… It’s unbelievably beautiful. I can’t help myself, seeing you like that. It’s just so erotic. I think I want you as much as Aktenamun does.”

		“You don’t mind my being with him? Finding me… You know?”

		“Oh, don’t get me wrong. It hurts to see you with him! But, at the same time, it’s somehow… Just, so, erotically beautiful. Seeing you… Like I was some sort of voyeur. Knowing the way your body tastes, the way it feels as… I can’t really explain it. I just know, that I still want you, even after seeing you with him,” he admitted. “Maybe even more because of it.”

		“I… Yes, I want you there. At least, I won’t feel so alone, so… Lost!”

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		It was just after midnight when David felt the bed shift. Opening his eyes, he saw Carla walking trance-like towards the small vanity in their room. Candles already burning on the sides of the table, lit by some ghostly presence. He lay there watching her as she did her makeup, her eyelids darkened with kohl like the images he’d seen on the walls of the pyramid. Her lips, a dark shade of red. Then, she brushed her long hair, letting it fall in soft curls down her back, before rising and walking to the closet.

		Woodenly, she slipped the sheer gown over her body, her feet automatically sliding into the golden sandals lying there beneath it. With a shake of her head, her hair falling loosely down her back, she moved towards the doorway and out into the starlit Egyptian night.

		David climbed from the bed, pulling on his shorts and sandals before following. He knew where she was going. Her nightly trysts well ingrained in his memory by now. Hurrying along the well-worn path, he entered the pyramid. Silently, he climbed the passageway, passing through the empty antechamber and approaching the dimly lit Worship Chamber.

		Peering into the chamber, he saw her. Carla was standing next to the stone altar, her ghostly lover towering behind her. Tonight, seeming… Like he was already partially materialized. Not nearly as transparent as David usually found him. There was substance to his form, even this early in his courtship of Carla. Normally, he didn’t materialize until… Well, when he would claim her! His spectral cum filling her.

		David watched as he slid the sheer nightgown from her shoulders, letting it puddle on the floor of the chamber. Carla’s body now displayed nakedly before him. His lips kissing down her neck as she began to respond, her nipples tightening as her breathing increased. David could see her breasts starting to rise and fall as she became more excited.

		Aktenamun’s hands cupped her full breasts, kneading them. Soft little mewls coming from Carla as he squeezed her soft globes. David heard a quick gasp as his fingers found her swollen nipples, pinching them. A small shudder moving through her at his touch. Slowly, he turned her to face him, his hands pushing her to her knees in front of his materializing form.

		Seeing her kneeling, nakedly submissive before Aktenamun, David felt a cavern open inside of him. At the same time, he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the erotic display before him. Carla reached for Aktenamun’s growing cock woodenly. Her hands slowly wrapping around the thick rod, stroking it to hardness. His dark skin becoming visible as he responded to her touch. Leaning forward, David saw her kiss the swollen head of her lover’s dick. Her tongue licking up a drop of precum from the darkened head. The look on Aktenamun’s face enough to make David sick with jealousy, his own cock swelling in desire.

		He was surprised to hear Aktenamun speaking to her softly, the words unintelligible. The language far too ancient for him to understand. Though, perhaps, not for Carla? David could see her slowly slipping that swollen rod into her mouth now. Her head starting to bob up and down the long shaft. Aktenamun holding her head as he thrust deeper into her throat, David watching as the ghostly member filled her.

		David closed his eyes as he saw Aktenamun become fully materialized, his muscles flexing as his cock spasmed. His ethereal cum filling Carla’s voracious mouth, a small dribble sliding down her chin and falling to her creamy breast. His hands wrapped in her hair, Aktenamun pulled her from his deflating cock, his fingers wiping the cum from her breast and chin, then feeding it to her. Her tongue submissively licking it from his ghostly fingers.

		Aktenamun pulled her up from her knees, Carla kissing his bronzed chest. Then, she seemed to lie back as her body levitated from the chamber floor, being placed upon the altar. Her spectral lover positioning himself between her slender legs, his face approaching her petaled lotus flower. Carla crying out as his tongue licked along those honeyed petals. Her fingers clawing at the stone surface of the altar in her passion.

		David could see it all, the way her back arched, her toes curling, as her body spasmed from his lustful touch. He could even imagine her sweet, honeyed dew filling Aktenamun’s mouth as he licked her. His tongue pushing deep inside her velvet opening as her head tossed about wildly. Over and over, David heard her passionate cries. Unable to tear himself from the vision before him, his own cock swelling painfully as he watched the wanton display.

		He was almost grateful when he saw Aktenamun finally crawl between her eagerly spread thighs. His huge cock swollen to its full length and girth once again. He covered his ears as Carla screamed out when he penetrated her. That monstrous cock splitting her in two! Her body arching spasmodically as Aktenamun drove deep inside of her. His cock buried to the hilt in her warm treasure.

		Again, and again, Aktenamun’s hips thrust forward. Carla screaming with each plunge of that huge member. Her back arching spasmodically over and over as she orgasmed. Sweat covered her slender body, David could see it glistening in the soft candlelight. Her long blonde hair flying as her head tossed. Highlights from the dim candlelight making it look like spun gold.

		He hid his head as Aktenamun filled her womb with his ethereal seed. Her scream almost too much to bear as she felt his scalding cum spread through her. Peering back into the chamber, he saw her lover dissipate like a cloud of mist, leaving her ravaged body lying there. Creamy cum drooling profusely from her pillaged loins, forming a small pool there on the altar.

		Pulling himself together, David slipped into the chamber. Approaching the altar warily, Carla lying in some erotic stupor, still unaware of her surroundings. He was holding her when she came to. Her sudden gasp of fright, turning into a soft cuddle as she felt her husband’s warm arms around her. Her arms pulling her up to kiss him, her tongue driving inside his mouth.

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		Day by day, Carla worked in the Burial Chamber. Each day revealing more and more of the chambers secrets. Clearing away the statues, the ushabtis, the canopic jars… Opening the shrine, finding the stone sarcophagus, the enclosed outer coffin. But, each night, she was once again summoned to the Worship Chamber, her body ravaged at the mercy of her ghostly lover.

		David tried his best to help her, making sure she ate well, trying to get her to rest at every possible opportunity. His efforts paying off as she quit losing weight, actually regaining some of her soft curves. The dark circles under her eyes slowly dissipating with his continued love and care. Every night, he was there beside her in the pyramid. Lifting her used and soiled body from the altar and carrying her back across the sands to their trailer. Carla clinging to him weakly, exhausted by her efforts. Each night, the tastes and scents of her ethereal lover covering her body as David reclaimed her. Carla screaming out another orgasm as she felt her own love fill her fertile womb warm with his seed. Then, weakly, she’d fall asleep in his arms, only to repeat the same efforts the next day.

		Night by night, Aktenamun’s body seemed to materialize more fully. Carla finally theorizing that as she came closer to the inner coffin bearing his mortal remains, he was becoming… Real! A living god, once again.

		She sat with David at the breakfast table, their conversation centering around opening the outer coffin. Its carved and inlaid wooden visage revealed only a few days before. Carla putting voice to her fear that Aktenamun, might actually materialize when the inner coffin was revealed. Especially, if his cartouche was inscribed there. Something she hoped to find. Needing the proof of it to validate her discovery.

		“Okay, we know he seems to be becoming more material each night. When the coffin is finally revealed, he may take a more physical form. I admit that, but… What if we take some steps ourselves?” speculated David.

		“I don’t understand, what are you suggesting?” she asked. Her confusion evident.

		“I’m not entirely sure, Carla. But… Up until now, you’ve been totally at this mercy. Every night, you’re consumed, taken over by some force we don’t understand. It’s like clockwork, each night at midnight, your body is taken over. What if you don’t fall asleep? What if you meet him on his own grounds?”

		“What? Are you saying you want me to… Go to him, as myself? Cognizant of what’s happening? Let him have me for real? Actually, betray you?” she asked. Her voice quivering with emotion.

		“Just hear me out. I’ve been there watching every night. And, each night, he talks to you, and you seem… Well… You answer him! I can’t understand any of it, but I’m guessing you might. What if you reason with him, tell him that this has to stop? Maybe, remind him that it’s through you that he lives again? If I remember right, ancient Egyptians believed if a name was spoken, the person lived again. Right?” Carla nodding, but still uncertain about the idea. “So, Aktenamun’s name was erased from history, until now! You are the one that have given him life again. He owes that to you.

		“Tell him that! Then, stress that he can have you this one last time. Then, he must return to wherever he comes forth from. Secure that his name will once again live through your efforts,” he explained.

		“I… I don’t know, David. I mean, I suppose that it might work? But, it would mean actually giving myself to him. Me! Not some shell that he uses and discards. I’d be betraying you, betraying my vows, for real,” she said softly.

		“Carla, what can I say? I don’t blame you for any of what has happened. But, honestly, I’ve watched you with him every night. Even if you didn’t know what was happening, it was still you I was seeing. So, I guess, this wouldn’t be any different for me. And, if it works? Maybe, we’d be rid of him? You could get on with your life, with our life.”

		“Would you still be there? I mean, after… To be with me?” she whispered.

		“Yes, of course! I wouldn’t let you do this alone. And, I know it might seem like betrayal to you, but it’s not. At least, not to me. It’s more like regaining our lives. And, it’s a gamble I’m willing to take.

		“I mean, we’ve talked a couple of times about you doing some flirting and messing around back home. You know, just to stir things up a bit between the two of us. Get some excitement going again. Something that we could never try because of your position at the Institute.”

		“So… I’m to become your ‘Hot Wife,’ now? Is that it?” she teased.

		“Academics! So literal about everything. I suppose you’ll want an anklet and everything now?” he grinned, bashfully.

		“You better believe it, Buster! If I have to do this, I’m not going to let you ever forget it.”

		“I don’t think I’m likely to ever forget any of it, Carla. Trust me on that. But, I also don’t think I could ever love you more, or feel closer to you, than I do after all of this.”

		“Well… Nice kiss up,” she grinned shyly. “I… I’ll think about it, David. No promises, though,” she said, her voice quivering. The dark shadow of doubt clouding her crystal blue eyes.

		David and Hassan, both stood by her side as the outer coffin was opened. The workmen heaving on the thick ropes as heavy lid was raised. Light falling upon the visage of the entombed pharaoh for the first time in millennia. There before them, lay an elaborate golden coffin. Its surface covered with dried and desiccated floral garlands. Carla stared in awe as she brushed the floral remains away, seeing the hieroglyphics displayed beneath them; the engraved golden cartouche of Aktenamun. She’d found her lost pharaoh! Her place in history assured by the find.

		Now, it was time for her to make another decision. A private one. The one she and David had discussed that morning over breakfast. Would she face the Pharaoh as an empty vessel tonight, or as Carla?

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		

		Carla sat nervously before the mirror on the tiny vanity. Her hands shaking as she dabbed the kohl on her eyelids, darkening them. Each swipe of her makeup brush making her appear more and more like the paintings on the pyramid walls. Transforming herself into an ancient Egyptian concubine. Applying some lipstick, she stared nervously at the reflection in front of her. “Are you sure about this, David?” she asked, her voice a soft whisper.

		“Of course not, Carla. But, I think it’s our best option. Trust me, I’m willing to listen if you have a better idea? I just don’t want to get back to Chicago, and still have Aktenamun stealing you away each night!” he said wryly.

		Shaking her long hair loose, she stood up and padded barefoot to the small closet. Her hands shaking, she pulled the sheer gown from the hanger, sliding over her body. The unbelievably sheer fabric caressing her softly. Then, she hesitantly slipped the golden sandals on her feet before turning to her husband. “Well, I guess I’m ready,” she said softly.

		David looked at the time, 11:50 PM. The witching hour was fast approaching. Taking her hand, they stepped from the trailer and began walking across the well-worn path to the pyramid. It was at the stroke of midnight that Carla stepped into the Worship Chamber. Candles burned softly before her. Standing nervously at the stone altar, she looked around the room, not sure what to expect.

		With a gasp, she felt a hand fall on her shoulder. Strange scents filled her nostrils, the perfumes and oils of long, long ago wafting through the chamber. She felt warm lips on her shoulder, as she glanced around seeing her lover for the first time. Fully materialized tonight, Aktenamun stood before her.

		He was tall, at least in comparison to her five-foot two figure. His skin was dark, like someone who’d spent a lifetime on the beaches of California. Dark hair hung down to his shoulders, a golden ringlet wound around his head. Bands of gold graced his muscled arms, a jeweled neckpiece covering his upper chest. His muscled body bare before her. Her eyes widening as she saw his thick cock for the first time. No wonder she was sore each morning!

		Vaguely, she heard a voice speaking. Aktenamun’s voice drifting through the veils of time. The words ancient. Difficult to understand. Carla’s quick mind doing her best to grasp the unfamiliar tongue, deciphering it. Her own speech rehearsed over and over.

		“My golden goddess, I have come to you,” he said. His voice deep and rich.

		“Aktenamun, I have come to you tonight, willingly, not under the mystic spell of your desire. I am the one who called you from beyond. Your name had been erased from all time. But, thanks to me, you have been given life again. Your name will once again be spoken throughout the two lands,” she told him.

		“Tonight, I give myself to you willingly. But, this must be our last time. You belong to the West, and there you must return to be welcomed by the goddess Amunet to the underworld. Knowing that your name will live once again in the two lands. To be spoken for all time,” she assured him. “But, my life is elsewhere. Far from the two lands, across distant seas.

		“This is the reward that I ask for returning you to life. I wish my own life back, while you return to your home with the gods,” she told him.

		“My, love! I understand. Through you, I will live again. You, of the golden hair. My name shall return to the face of the two lands. Willingly, I will return to the underworld, my name once again freely spoken,” his lips closing on hers.

		Carla’s heartrate quickened as he pulled her to him. Feeling the unfamiliar lips on hers. The strange scents that filled her as his tongue demanded entrance. Opening her mouth, she let their kiss deepen. She knew he’d had her many, many times already. But, tonight… Tonight, was different. Very different! Tonight, she was to be his as Carla Davis, not under any spell. No longer being taken by him as some otherworldly concubine. Each touch, each kiss was like the first time for her.

		It wasn’t unpleasant. In fact, she rather liked it as his tongue dueled softly with hers. Her nipples tightening as she felt him pull her to him, her body molding to his. His thick cock hardening as their hips ground sensuously together, his hands pulling her to him. She whimpered as she felt his hands cup her breasts, his touch feeling so unfamiliar. So, different. Her nipples hard against the dark palms of his hands. Little electric shocks shooting through her as he touched her.

		Carla gasped as she felt pressure on her shoulders, pushing her down. OMG! This was it, it was actually happening! Her eyes widening, she slid to her knees before him. Her eyes in awe at the sight before her. He was huge! David had a nice cock, but it was nothing like this. Aktenamun had to be a good nine inches long and thick. Maybe, two inches? Dwarfing any of Carla’s previous lovers, she was sure of that even after all this time. David, her sole sexual companion for the last ten years. Um… Well, apparently up until recently!

		Hesitantly, Carla grasped the thick rod before her. Her fingers unable to wrap completely around it. Swallowing hard, she let her tongue peek out, licking the drop of precum she found glistening on the swollen head. The salty taste of her lover bursting in her mouth. Seeming so different, so strange… Yet, vaguely reminiscent. After all, she’d been left with the aftertaste of that cock each night for months now.

		Slowly, she took him inside her mouth. His cock feeling heavy on her tongue, unused to the size of him. Her tongue starting to swirl over the sensitive underside of his shaft, Aktenamun groaning excitedly above her. His voice whispering ancient endearments. Bobbing her head slowly, she let that monster slide into her mouth. Taking him deeper and deeper, with each dip of her head.

		She felt him brush against the back of her throat, her gag reflex, seemingly almost automatic in the past, didn’t kick in. His thick shaft sliding easily down into her protesting throat. She could feel her throat expanding, her body doing its best to try and accommodate the huge mouthful she was swallowing. She didn’t stop, until she felt her nose brush against his wiry pubic area. Pulling away with a gasp, she saw the strings of saliva clinging to his thick shaft. Her saliva! The wanton proof of her betrayal!

		Carla could feel herself responding to her ancient lover. Her body tingling with excitement, she slid him into her mouth once again. Her head bobbing faster this time. Taking him in, inch by inch, her tongue swirling as excitement overtook her. This all seemed so new, so exciting. A strange cock after all these years! Her body reacting, her nipples tight, her dewy petals covered with moistness. She could detect her own scent now, her excitement wafting through the still air.

		Aktenamun began to groan loudly as she worked his cock. His darkly tanned hands wrapping in her golden hair, pulling her head down his throbbing member. Her ancient lover taking control. Over and over, he slid deep into her throat, Carla starting to moan herself. Her excitement building. She was making love to a strange man! A living god, a Pharaoh of ancient Egypt. Her own private play toy for the night.

		Nothing had prepared her for this! Her childhood fantasies of ancient Egypt, fueled by her voracious reading, hadn’t even approached this reality. How could they? Thoughts of her husband slipped from her mind, her attention consumed by the eroticism of the moment. The thrill of giving herself to a new man. She redoubled her efforts as she felt him start to swell. He was close. Carla was shocked as she felt his thick rod jerk, his scalding cum firing down her throat and filling her mouth. She swallowed crazily, jet after jet of his salty tasting jizz filling her.

		Pulling away, she leaned back gasping frantically for air. A small dribble of cum falling down her chin as she wiped it away. Licking it from her fingers, her eyes fixed on those of her ghostly lover. Challenging him…

		

	
		

		Chapter 18

		

		Carla stood up, her lips kissing the darkly muscled chest of her lover. Her head nuzzling into his neck, the jeweled neckpiece cold against her fevered skin. Aktenamun, slipped the gown she wore from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor, puddling around her sandaled feet. She was naked. Her body totally on display before him.

		She gasped as she felt her body lifted from the floor of the chamber by some unseen force. Finding herself levitated to the heavy stone slab. Lying on its cold, hard surface as Aktenamun stepped to the end of the altar. His dark hands slid over her pale thighs, the contrast between their skin tones becoming starkly visible. His hands appearing so dark against her legs.

		Slowly, he parted her thighs, his eyes falling on her soft, pink opening. Her lotus shaped petals opening as her thighs slid apart. Carla felt her breath quickening. This was all so new! She glanced towards the entryway, seeing a shadow there. David watching as she cuckolded him, freely giving herself to another man. All with his blessing and knowledge. Her thoughts of doubt interrupted as she felt Aktenamun’s heated breath on her soft petals, her excitement peaking.

		Carla watched, in awed fascination, as his head descended between her spread thighs. A scream escaping her lips as she felt his tongue slide over her dewy opening! The honeyed taste of her exploding in his mouth. Her body spasming wildly as she was worshiped by another man for the first time. Her fingers began to claw at the hard surface of the altar, her head tossing wildly as Aktenamun drove his tongue deep inside her. Her velvety walls closing around his probing tongue, the feeling sending her soaring through orgasm after orgasm.

		His fingers toyed with her swollen nub of nerves as he expertly tongued her soft petals. Carla screaming out with each violent orgasmic contraction. Sweat was glistening on her body now, little rivulets of it visible in the flickering candlelight. Carla writhing about wildly, her body arching as she was wracked by spasm after spasm. Her toes curling in the tiny gold sandals.

		Finally, Aktenamun pulled away. His face dripping with her dewy juices. With a grin, he climbed onto the altar. His muscled body slipping between her lewdly spread thighs. Carla’s breath quickening. This was it! Her living god, her Pharaoh, was going to take her. To use her, his hard cock thrusting deep inside of her until he filled her with his ethereal seed.

		She took a quick glance at the dark entryway, her eyes closing as she felt the head of his thick cock run along her moist petals. Carla screamed out, the sound like a crystalline cry echoing again and again through the hard-surfaced pyramid. Her body torn asunder as his thick cock split her in two! She was gasping wildly as he slid that hard rod deep into her protesting body. Her fingers clawing ineffectually at the harsh surface of the altar.

		Her eyes rolled back in her head as she felt him bottom out inside of her. She’d never been that full before, his long cock reaching places she didn’t even know she had! Over and over, her cries filled the silent chamber. Their two bodies glistened in the soft light. Carla spasming wildly as he took her, used her like she was some ancient concubine. His hard rod slamming into her cervix again and again.

		Aktenamun bent down, his lips closing on her nipple, pulling on it roughly. His teeth tearing at her. Her arms closing around his back as her fingernails clawed at him passionately. Her thighs wrapping around his hips, her sandaled feet beating against him as he had his way with her. Her body exploding in orgasm again and again. All thoughts of her husband, of her vows, long forgotten. Her only thoughts, the wonderful pleasure her living god was giving her.

		She felt him now, his cock swelling inside of her. His hips thrusting erratically. OMG! He was going to cum inside of her! On some level, she knew it wasn’t the first time, but… It was the first time! The first time that she, Carla Davis, had given herself to another man. The first time that she’d broken her wedding vows, becoming an adulteress. Cuckolding her husband with this Pharaoh of the ancient past.

		He was pounding into her now, Carla barely clinging to consciousness as he used her. Her body almost exhausted from the violence of his attack. Her fingernails dug deeply into his dark skin as she felt the first burst of his lava hot seed. The scalding cum filling her empty womb, the heat spreading through her. A scream echoing from her mouth as she felt pulse after pulse fill her wanton insides.

		Weakly, she gazed at her ethereal lover. “I will live again! Farewell, my love!” he said softly, his figure fading into nothingness before her eyes as she collapsed back against the hard, cold surface of the altar.

		

		*

		

		As her eyes fluttered open, she saw David before her. His face concerned as he scooped her into his strong arms. Holding her like she was some small child, he smiled down at her. “Are you all right, Carla?” he asked, his voice ragged with emotion.

		“Yes, my love, I’m fine. It’s over, we’re free,” she whispered softly, cuddling tightly to him. David, picking her up and carrying her hurriedly from the pyramid, back to their trailer. Laying her ravaged body on the bed before leaning down and kissing her gently. His arms wrapping around her.

		The strange scents and tastes of her lover clung cloyingly to her body as David kissed her. Exotic flavors filling his senses, consuming him. Filling him with an unbelievable desire, an unquenchable need to reclaim her. His tortured mind consumed by the knowledge that tonight, she’d betrayed him willingly. Giving herself to her ethereal lover right before his tormented eyes. Her cries of passion, real. The erotic desires burning inside of her, instilled there by another man.

		Carla’s fingers wrapped around his head as he kissed her breast, her fingers twining in his hair. He could taste the sweat on her skin, his senses consumed by the strange scents of her lover. His own desires peaking, driven by the need to reclaim her wanton body. Suckling from her, he couldn’t shake the thought that he wasn’t the first man to taste her tonight. Carla willingly letting her lover nurse hungrily from her only minutes before. Her body still warm from his embrace.

		Torturously, he kissed further down her ravaged body. His nostrils flaring as the scent of her betrayal filled his senses. His lips tasting the tangy flavor of her lover’s seed that dampened the soft blonde curls of her landing strip. Eagerly, Carla’s legs parted for the second time tonight, David gazing on her red and swollen nether lips. Her lover’s cum still oozing from inside of her. Long drools of it making lines down her creamy thighs. With a whimper, he nuzzled between her spread legs. His tongue gliding over her cum laced petals, as Carla screamed out another orgasm. Her hands grabbing his head, forcing him deeply inside of her. His tongue covered in the taste of her illicit lover, Aktenamun!

		He drove his tongue deep inside of her velvet tunnel, her cream filled womb giving up its contents to his sucking lips. Carla writhing passionately as she exploded in orgasm over and over. David’s fingers raking her small bud of nerves as he worshiped at her well of life.

		Finally, Carla frantically pulled him away, her body soaked in sweat, her muscles still spasming wildly. “No more! I can’t,” she gasped. “I need you, David. Reclaim me! Take me back! Please?”

		David sliding between her trembling thighs, his rampant cock unbelievably hard. His throbbing rod poised, he lunged forward. His hard member sheathing itself to the hilt with one swift stroke! Carla screaming once again as her body wracked itself through another orgasm. Her fingers clawing at his back as her thighs wrapped tightly around his hips, pulling him to her.

		Over and over, his long rod plunged into her adulterous depths. Carla’s head tossing wildly, her long blonde hair now damp and clinging to her face and body. Both of them glistening with sweat as David reclaimed her wanton pussy. His body like a battering ram, tearing into her again and again.

		Finally, Carla felt him begin to swell, his thrusts becoming erratic. His hips grinding against her, he cried out. His cock surging deep inside of her. His own scalding hot cum filling her wanton womb. The two of them collapsing exhausted, holding each other as they drifted to sleep. Carla’s long nightmare, now over…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		The word had flashed around the world. A newly discovered pyramid with an undisturbed royal burial. Its golden treasures now displayed to an awed world. An ancient Pharaoh, previously lost to history, now the rival to Tutankhamen, Ramses and all the rest. His name whispered on lips around the world, ‘Aktenamun, Pharaoh of Egypt!’

		Carla had returned home triumphantly. Graciously, accepting the accolades of her colleagues, her students and the world. Her tenure insured, she was now one of the most famous archaeologist in history. Deservedly so.

		But right at this moment, she found herself fretting. Staring blankly at the small pink and white stick in her hands. The two lines showing clearly in the bright en suite lights of their small off-campus home. She still couldn’t quite believe what she was seeing. It just didn’t seem possible, not after all these years of trying. But, the test was supposed to be the best on the market, with a 99% accuracy. And… She had missed her period…

		Of course, at the time, she’d put it off to exhaustion and her rundown condition after the dig in Abu Sir. But, well… She’d decided to check anyway. She just hadn’t expected to see what she held in her hands. She was pregnant! The other two pregnancy tests lying on the countertop confirming it as well.

		There was only one question that kept running through her mind, disturbingly. Was it David’s child? Or, as impossible as it might seem, was it the child of her ghostly lover, Aktenamun, Pharaoh of Egypt…

		

		***

		

		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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