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Chapter 1


Luxor, 1871

On a Tuesday in March, I found myself on an ancient Egyptian stone mortuary table wearing naught but a scrap of linen.

Such is to be expected in my line of work.

And what line of work is that, you ask? I find it best to obfuscate in the opening lines of a text for fear of inciting the wrath of our dear censors, but suffice to say that I have undertaken to use a modest independence left to me by a great aunt to search for ancient texts.

But not just any ancient texts. At the advanced age of 28, possessing neither beauty nor charm, I was at last free to travel the world and locate the lost manuscripts detailing rituals meant to please ladies.

Yes, precisely that sort of pleasure. The sort denied to women outside of marriage, and often within it, too.

It was just one week before finding myself on the mortuary slab that I had traveled the chaotic streets of Cairo in a donkey cart to the City of the Dead. I am not in the habit of visiting cemeteries on my travels. My interests are far more aligned with the exuberant experiencing of life, but I had a meeting with a ghost to keep.

Accompanying me was Mr. Jones, my secretary. He is a male, but rest assured, he is a weakly specimen and never interferes with my noble quest.

He pushed up his spectacles and braced his hands on the bench we shared while our driver wove through traffic: four veiled ladies catching an omnibus, eight children calling for coin, one pokey cow, a pair of pregnant goats, and enough dogs that I failed to keep an accurate count. I could likely consult Jones about the exact number of dogs, but I suspect you have selected this book for quite different information. I’ll proceed with my salacious tale.

We were on the way to meet with a ghost, or so the note that arrived for me at Shepheard’s Hotel claimed. I have no tolerance for such spectral nonsense, but one must make allowances for a flash of the dramatic when working with men who deal in antiquities; they spend so much time skulking about the tombs of vaunted, dead figures that they fancy themselves extensions of the deceased.

My ghost promised a text of extreme interest to me but wished to reveal it and conduct business far from the central city, where eyes and local newspapers recorded the movements of the expatriate community. These little caches of English, French, German, and other European nationalities seemed to collect like clots at the bar of the aforementioned Shepheard’s, among other notable spots. For those who liked their rooms clean, streets salubrious, and water more or less suitable for drinking, there were only so many options available in those days.

“Are you sure this is the way?” asked Jones while grimacing as we rounded a sharp corner.

I rose in my seat to survey the horizon. “If that’s not the way, my name isn’t Cordelia Delachatte.”

We crossed the boundary of the City of the Dead, which served as tombs for Cairo’s followers of Islam but also afforded protection to the living poor who subsisted on payments taken to maintain family plots. Almost as soon as we entered, several figures emerged from the shadows while some retreated.

“That tomb,” I said decisively, pointing our driver ahead. He initially balked at approaching the looming and distinctive monument but relented when I offered to take the reins and drive us there myself.

Inside the vestibule of the black marble tomb, so different from the light, buttery Egyptian limestone and sandstone all around it, I found my ghost. He wove a good story about lost sheep and accidental discovery in his village, but he had all the markings of a European tomb robber, including allusions to additional items for sale. I bargained for my text, and he included a small statue once we reached a deal.

Back in my suite of rooms, I unwrapped my treasure while absentmindedly stroking the ghost’s gift. The statue turned out to be that of Min, a fertility god with a prominent and ever-ready appendage of considerable interest.

Spread before me, the manuscript I’d been hunting looked like any other book of the dead currently on offer in the central Cairo markets and displayed in English drawing rooms by bores who had popped in and out of Egypt and needed something to show for the long journey.

The papyrus was different. It was not a book of the dead but the Book of the Little Death, a description of a sensual, orgasmic ritual steeped in the rich erotic traditions of ancient Egypt. The idea of this beautiful papyrus being sliced apart and sold as leaves so young men on an extended Grand Tour could own a highbrow erotic image turned my stomach. Women’s pleasure had been sliced into nothing for far too long — and it wouldn’t be happening on my watch. I plan to create a book of excerpts from many such texts and endow a library that will serve as a repository for my findings so that women would at last receive the pleasure of the ancients.

I made notes while translating the text and consulted with experts. I needed to bring in more than one, since they tended to quit upon learning more about the nature of my papyrus.

One afternoon, I looked up at Mr. Jones and let out my frustrations.

“The Book of the Little Death is missing entire sections!” I exclaimed. “That ghost sold me an incomplete copy, the scoundrel. Moreover, the modern translation of the ancient hieroglyphs is imperfect, despite Champollion’s feat.” Jean-François Champollion may have deciphered the Rosetta Stone, revealing the meaning of ancient Egyptian writing, but even his discovery failed to unlock the erotic mysteries hidden in my text.

I slumped at my desk, gazing out at the Nile flowing by.

“With these lapses in the papyrus and the translation difficulties, I’m unable to understand the ritual.”

I felt a rare dip in my spirits and wondered if all was for naught. Should I have stayed in Tunbridge Wells and donated excess funds to widows and orphans rather than undertake this gargantuan task of freeing manuscripts from the jaws of time? Were women the world over to be cursed by my failure?

Mr. Jones sat up, alert. “You seek to know the ritual of the little death? Truly understand all it entails?”

He had been at my side, aiding in the text’s translation and making notes regarding my interpretations. It was possible he had ideas of his own, but as a good amanuensis, he did not volunteer thoughts without prompting.

“Of course.”

“It is said that there is a temple, a secret one, near an oasis. To this day, it hosts a cult that worships the gods Min, Anubis, and Amun-Ra,” said Jones.

I flipped through the text, excitedly cataloguing the gods depicted in the pages I possessed. “Those are the gods in my text! Would the cultists help me fill in the missing parts of my papyrus and understand the ancient ritual?”

Jones regarded me warily. “I have no doubt that they’d assist you. But they are mysterious and would likely require a tremendous sacrifice on your part. A sexual sacrifice.”

Splendid, I thought, as I finished a cup of lukewarm tea. “I will make any and all sacrifices required to comprehend the ritual of the little death. As a scholar, I owe it to womankind.”


Chapter 2


On the mortuary slab, I was more than ready to make a sacrifice. I had some sense of what was in store for me thanks to the pages of the Book of the Little Death in my possession. My thighs squeezed together as I sought stimulation. My blood hummed as if singing an ancient song of the pharaohs.

I looked down at my body and realized my nipples were clearly visible through the fine linen wrapper I had donned for the occasion. I grew wet anticipating what was to come. Ideally, me.

A purification tent surrounded the mortuary table on which I lay. Red and green leather squares, stitched together, shielded me from view and the elements. I longed to slide down from my slab and study the tent to ascertain whether it was an ancient artifact or something made more recently, but I had a far more captivating sight before me.

A man had entered the tent. Though you might be tempted to leap to the supernatural when trying to make sense of my tale, I must caution you: a very much living man had entered, wearing only a loincloth that cupped his intimate parts most interestingly and a mask of Anubis, the mortuary jackal.

I had seen Anubis representations on many occasions in hieroglyphs, statues, and even my Book of the Little Death, but to suddenly see a man with the heavy black wooden mask strapped to his face set the nub between my thighs throbbing with need. The mask’s ears stood alert, and the snout was so long I wondered if it added unnecessary weight. The Anubis mask had eye holes in the neck, and this very human man studied my prone body through them.

On a table beside me lay knives, saws, jars, and clamps — recognizable as tools of mummification.

“Have you come to mummify me?” I asked, reciting the opening line of my papyrus.

“I have traveled from the underworld to make you come,” he said, his voice muffled by the immense mask.

“And you understand I require help with the contents of my papyrus, the Book of the Little Death? The text has holes!” I exclaimed in frustration. “And my translation is imperfect, despite many hours of labor over the hieroglyphs.”

“We can assist you with filling your papyrus holes and learning the true meaning of female pleasure. But first you must make a sacrifice to the temple. For every papyrus hole we fill, we fill one of yours. And for every orgasmic secret revealed, you experience an orgasm with us, the followers of Min, Anubis, and Amun-Ra.”

“How will I ever cope with the sacrifice?” I asked, eyeing his delectable body. “I suppose I must, for the benefit of women everywhere.”

“Then let us begin,” he said, moving closer to the mortuary slab.

“Is this where I am supposed to show fear and attempt to flee?” I asked, holding in laughter as I thought of the illustrations of ladies bolting from the stone table in fear; not the primary or even secondary sensation I was experiencing.

“Do you want your holes filled or not?” asked Anubis.

Well, that was one way to get a woman to behave. I lurched on the table, prepared to perform my part if it meant getting this man’s muscular body against mine. In an instant, Anubis was upon me, his powerful arms holding me in place and snout with gilded whiskers nuzzling my neck. His hand settled over my heart, presumably feeling the beats slowing. Satisfied that my supposed panic had cooled, he moved his hand down to cup my breast then pulled up the hem of my linen garment, which pooled at the apex of my thighs.

Anubis moved down between my legs, using his snout to disarrange the fabric and brush over my mound in a most provocative manner. I opened my thighs to him to invite further attentions, but he merely ran his snout up my seam and came back to my side.

“You’re behaving as expected of a canine,” I said, attempting to make contact between his nose and my nub.

He growled from between my knees, the glassy reflection of one eye making the mask seem alive. “If I’m a canine, does that make you my bitch in heat?”

“I’m merely attempting to get my holes filled.” I spread my legs further as an answer. Anubis huffed and pointed up. On the ceiling of the tent was a feature I hadn’t noticed before: a full-length bronze mirror that showed me my reflection. I could make out the kohl around my eyes and the linen garment hiked up to my thighs with my cunt provocatively displayed. I looked thoroughly debauched, and the ritual hadn’t yet fully started.

“Oh, Anubis,” I called out, as the papyrus instructed, “I’m not ready to die. You may not kill me. I merely want to experience the ritual of the little death.”

“Do I hear sarcasm from your lips, beloved?” asked Anubis as he ripped the linen garment from my body. “If you don’t deliver your lines sincerely, I’ll fill your mouth.” Promising.

From his pots of mummification ingredients, Anubis drew forth a black jar and scooped what appeared to be grains into his hand. He sprinkled them onto me. Natron salt, used to dry the corpse and prevent the spread of bacteria. On my living body, the grains collected in clumps until Anubis drizzled fragrant oil from another jar on my midsection. I smelled cloves and frankincense.

He oiled and polished me, tenderly minding my hardened nipples and scrubbing from my weary hands to my aching feet. Satisfied, he tapped me to turn over, and then he attended to my backside. Ever a jackal, he took great care with the state of my posterior and nosed between my cheeks and into my swollen folds when I opened my legs to him. But he took things no further at that point and merely carried on with stroking my skin.

I spread my legs further, suggestively, but he just lightly slapped me on the arse and kept working.

Using the linen garment he’d torn from my body, Anubis wiped the natron away, leaving my skin soft and fragrant from the residual oil. I touched my arms and marveled at how silky they felt because of his attentions.

“You could do a brisk trade at seaside resorts for those ladies willing to lift a hem to a man,” I said.

“And how many ladies in England will lift a hem to a man that is not their husband?”

“Hopefully more once I publish my compendium of erotic texts,” I said while trailing a finger up his arm.

Anubis turned his attention to my underarms, legs, and intimate areas, running his hands over the coarse hair that grew there plentifully. He whipped soap into a lather and applied handfuls of it to my body before running an obsidian blade gently over my skin to remove the hair. I was as hairless as a priest, save for the long mane on my head that I’d been growing since childhood.

Now came a part I was most curious about. When reviewing my papyrus, I’d puzzled over the incomplete section that depicted the desiccation of a living body.

“How is one to remain alive while expelling so much liquid?” I’d asked Jones, which caused him to inhale a biscuit down the wrong pipe and begin coughing as though caught in a sandstorm at Giza.

“Perhaps there is a way one might…release liquid without dying,” he’d finally said, but he refrained from explaining more even when pressed.

On the slab, I drew my knees apart to show Anubis where I wanted him.

He growled, “I know. Have no fear, beloved, I’ll give it to you there. More than you can possibly take.”

The rough winter passage to Egypt was worth the seasickness for that promise alone.

I gently touched the sides of his mask, not aiming to remove it or stop his advance but to bring him ever closer to my body. He permitted it and ran his palms up my smooth thighs until they met at my seam. I wished his mask could come to life so that he might nuzzle a wet nose at my core or open those strong jaws and lick me with a rough tongue, but he was as human as I, and unable to transfigure wood into a jackal god.

I felt my cunt swell and expand to receive him, hungry for his expert hands. At last, he slid a finger into my entrance, which welcomed his invasion as the Egyptians had surrendered to Alexander’s army. At the sound of my wet cunt, he growled, then added another finger, twisting them and opening me for whatever might come.

Finally, he paused. I wiggled on the table, signaling that he should carry on, but he merely placed a hand over my lower belly to still me.

“People have carried out this ritual for thousands of years. Surely you can wait a few minutes to come.”

I gestured to my core. “I’m getting my pussy stroked by an expert in extracting things from the human body. Extract an orgasm from me.”

He huffed while shaking his masked head, then showed diabolical expertise in his craft. He bent the two fingers in my cunt while gently bearing down on my lower belly, resulting in a sudden and irresistible tension. I grabbed at the table, attempting to scoot away from the pressure that most resembled the need to avail oneself of the necessary, and braced to hold in my natural desire for relief.

In response to my frantic rejection of his brutal application of sensual force, he merely hummed and continued working his hooked fingers inside of my cunt.

“That’s a fine little pussy I’m opening like the mouth of a mummy,” he said.

“You should know,” I said, resisting the urge to moan, “that I might defile this table. Might release so violently that even your mortuary table gets a hint of wetness.”

Anubis cupped his very living cock while testing the front wall of my channel. He slipped his hand inside his loincloth, and I moaned with longing as I caught sight of his smooth sack from a gap in the fabric.

“I could help you with that,” I said, gesturing to his loincloth. “I could suck the soul from your body and let you pour breath into me.”

“But we haven’t desiccated your mortal form yet,” he said, removing his fingers to swat playfully against my open thigh. I noted then that I should receive punishments from man-gods more often. “You must earn your filling.”

“And I intend to leave this place well-filled indeed,” I said. “How will you drain my living body of liquid while keeping me alive?”

“Ibis.”

“You plan to use the sacred bird of Thoth to extract the liquid from me? How would a bird accomplish that?”

He held up his hand and then drew his four fingers together. The light from a lantern made his hand appear like a beak, and I watched as it approached the area between my legs.

My breaths came fast as I saw him slide the finger beak into my cunt.

“That’s a good girl, swallow it down,” he rasped, intently watching me stretch around him.

Onto his fingers and thumb and my spread cunt he poured oil from a jar, and it only increased the slick sounds in the tent. Could people outside hear us? Hear how wet I was as Anubis worked me open?

“Are you ready to spill your living liquid as a sacrifice to the gods that will soon pleasure you?” he asked.

“I don’t know how I’ll even—“

I squealed as I felt another digit enter my taxed pussy, this time his oiled thumb easing in alongside the beaked fingers. I looked down between my legs while propped on an elbow, and from that angle it appeared Anubis’s entire hand was within me, despite him only thrusting in the first half.

“Let me in, beloved. Allow me to draw out your water and grant you a little death.”

I relaxed as much as possible and he moved incrementally further into my channel. I tensed around him at the feeling of his longest fingers moving over some particularly receptive spot.

“Shall I press against the bit of you that will release your living water?” he asked while stroking expertly over the spot that made my back arch and entire lower half tense as I sought to hold back a wave of terrifying pleasure.

“Anubis, what are you doing to me?” I asked, writhing.

“Imparting ancient knowledge to you in the best way I know how,” he said. As I lost control, Anubis grew excited, directing his mask over my spread body, running the snout up and down my tensed thighs, then setting the tip of his nose against my bud, which was straining from the force of his fingers and thumb penetrating my cunt.

“Make the sacrifice, beloved, you must empty your body before we can fill you anew.” He continued his ministrations until I felt myself contract around him. I screamed as I broke apart more violently than ever before, and an unstoppable release poured from between my legs. Anubis continued thrusting as liquid flowed from within me and ran onto the stone mortuary table.

“Yes, beloved, yes,” he said, working his snout against my pussy. “Gaping for us. She’ll take us all well.”

I looked down at my wet thighs, shocked to see what my body had done. Being an expert on female pleasure, I knew these things were possible, but until that day, my knowledge of this phenomenon had been entirely theoretical, and I’d doubted that a woman could gush in such a way while experiencing sexual paroxysm.

I reached for the cleaner of the linen scraps remaining from my torn garment and tidied myself most diligently between the legs. Anubis huffed again, as if amused by my fastidiousness.

Turning to his table, he retrieved a small bowl. It must have contained crocodile dung mixed with honey, an ancient Egyptian contraceptive. In the wake of my experience, I did not find myself with child, so I can only imagine that there was some veracity of the ancients’ claim that it prevented pregnancy.

I spread my legs before Anubis, prepared to let him have his way with me in any way that filled the holes in my papyrus — or elsewhere.

He gathered a good bit of the mixture on two fingers and set about inserting it in my welcoming cunt. One might think the prevention of pregnancy was incongruous with the ancient Egyptian obsession with the fertility of the Nile and their farmland, but the Book of the Little Death focused entirely on female pleasure and said nothing of the outcome. I was happy to allow Anubis to test the old methods of contraception on me, given that our own often failed and a child would make my exploratory travels significantly more difficult.

He worked the mixture inside of me most efficiently, pressing it deep into my channel until his fingers brushed my cervix. “One hole filled, one mystery revealed,” he said, gesturing to a piece of the missing papyrus that suddenly appeared on his worktable.

“Where did that come from?” I asked, leaning over to view the fragment.

Anubis selected a wooden club from the table and slowly brought it down on my head, gently kissing it against my hair, in a loving approximation of the pharaohs smiting their enemies. It was as if the club cast a spell, and I closed my eyes to sleep.


Chapter 3


When I next opened my eyes, the god Min was standing over me. I gasped, shocked by the sudden appearance of the new masked man. The mask, with a pharaonic curled beard, was perpetually smiling. It was brown-black, tinged with green, to resemble the fertile Nile soil and its crops.

On his head, there was a tall, double hat that marked him as one with the god Amun. In one hand, he held a flail. In the other, he gripped his permanently erect cock. I do like a man that makes his intentions clear.

I recalled another teatime discussion about my manuscript with Jones.

“But how is he supposed to fit that all the way inside of a lady?” I’d asked, perplexed by the length of Min’s member. “Or a gentleman, for that matter.”

Jones had bolted from his chair and begun pacing the room with his face averted.

“Well, come now, Jones, don’t be a delicate flower about such things. You knew what you were signing on for when I swept you out of that stuffy library at Cambridge and hired you to assist me with this most worthy project!”

“You merely surprise me with your questions sometimes, Miss Delachatte,” he’d said, resuming his seat beside me. He placed a pillow in his lap and took up his tea.

“I am curious about the world,” I sniffed.

Back on the mortuary slab, I raised my head and brought my eyes down on Min’s body. Before I could see his distinctive cock, he gently used his hand to push me back until I once again lay on the table.

“I merely want to see it,” I said. “For the sake of science. You see, I am in Egypt to conduct research. It’s all in the Book of the Little Death. Surely you’ve heard of it? You’re certainly well represented there.”

“I am aware of the book and your explorations, little scholar. You’ll see and feel all of it,” he said. Just like Anubis, his voice was altered by the ancient mask strapped to his face.

With his frozen smile, he circled the table until he reached an enormous bronze bowl. Into it, he dipped his flail.

“I say, you will not try to use some Popish havey-cavey magic and anoint me with that water, will you? I expected something quite different from a god most often depicted holding his—“

The drops of water from Min’s flail struck me across the face.

“Good sir, you are most forward!”

He again said nothing, just cradled my neck and swung the flail so the water anointed me on the face and chest.

I was no doubt glistening with his blessing, the kohl around my eyes running down my face. He turned me this way and that to survey his handiwork and nodded, apparently pleased with what he saw.

“Min, god of fertility, bless me with your cock,” I begged, tired of waiting to feel a shaft inside of me. “You owe me a fragment of my papyrus, and I will gladly sacrifice a hole to receive it.”

“Your hole will most certainly receive me,” said Min. He rounded the table, cock still in hand, and stopped next to my head.

I leaned forward, taking his cock into my mouth. His posture relaxed, and he slid further into my throat. He was long and harder than any such appendage I’d seen or felt before. He tested my depths and was soon thrusting into me while supporting my head in a tender way.

“Urgh,” I exhaled when he pushed deeper into my throat. He was so exuberantly using me I couldn’t help but grow wetter between my thighs and bring a hand down to touch my throbbing bud.

Min caught up my hands and pinned them above my head. “None of that for you right now.”

My jaw ached most pleasurably as he used my mouth. Finally, he withdrew from betwixt my lips.

“Don’t you wish to bless me with your seed?” I asked, my voice scratchy.

“I’ll bless you with my seed, certainly,” he replied. “But I shall decide when and where.”

His unchanging smile unnerved me as he drew forth some sort of vegetal matter from the table once used by Anubis.

“I realize you are a god and can likely experience sexual paroxysm at any moment you wish, but I cannot, and some pile of leaves is unlikely to bring me to bliss.”

“Did you even read your precious papyrus?” he asked, tearing the leaves over my chest. I recognized them as wild prickly lettuce, commonly used in Min rituals. The edges of them soon dripped a milky white substance onto my chest, splattering me with what resembled human seed. I felt my body quake in orgasm despite receiving no other stimulation.

“What have you done to me?” I asked, smearing the liquid into my hardened nipples and trying to prolong the quaking.

The masked man drew closer as I talked and suddenly stuffed the torn wild lettuce in my mouth until I found myself unable to talk. “I have filled your hole and made you come. Is that not what you demanded?”

I huffed at this attempt to silence me, but Min smoothed my hair as if to say that this was for my own good and began working his cock over my messy chest.

He tapped my breasts, not quite slapping them, but not entirely gentle either. My skin flushed and my chest heaved. At last, he released his seed on my skin and used his long cock to mix it around.

I made a noise of dissatisfaction, and he removed the verdant lettuce from between my lips, carefully wiping away saliva and lettuce milk from my chin with his thumb.

“Min, come forth in me,” I begged. “I can’t wait longer.”

He walked to the bottom edge of the mortuary table and took up my spread legs, dragging me down until my arse was just over the end and available for his use. Splendid.

He tapped his long cock, already hard as the table on which I lay, against my core, making his intentions clear.

“Yes. Yes, please.”

He held my legs under the knees and used his hips to line up with my entrance. I watched as the head of his long cock entered me and slowly slid inside. In and in he went, feeding his cock endlessly into my welcoming body.

Min shifted, and his cock dragged along the upper walls of my channel, just where Anubis had caused that most surprising orgasm.

“I don’t know why you gods are so fixated on that area of my body,” I said, my voice growing ever shriller, “but I must warn you that orgasms drawn from that place are very messy indeed.”

“We followers of the temple enjoy a bit of mess.”

He seemed to thrust harder at my words and brought one hand down to play in the spilled lettuce milk and seed.

“You may find that you don’t enjoy the experience at all, sir,” I ground out, gritting my teeth to control the urges of my body as pleasure mounted and my thighs instinctively tried to pull closed because of the approaching orgasm.

“Is the flooding of the Nile not messy?” he asked. “Yet it brings forth new life.”

Min reached for my hand, which was flopping carelessly at my side, and brought it into his where it rested on the mess decorating my chest. The fronts of his thighs slapped against the backs of mine and I felt his heavy, very human and warm sack between my legs where it occasionally met my flesh.

Like Anubis, he was completely shaved where I could see him, and he wore a hood under his mask. Min drew two fingers through the mess on my chest and brought them to my mouth. I opened my lips to him and sucked the seed and bitter lettuce milk from him as he quickened his strokes.

As soon as I cleaned his fingers, he moved his hand to my clitoris, which was swollen and aching for attention. He let his fingertips dance around where I wanted him, then let me grab his hand and direct it to my core. It was impossible, but for a moment, his smile seemed to deepen as I demanded my pleasure from the god most likely to give it.

Finally, he played my body in time with his precise thrusts, and I exploded around him, babbling as he stroked me through an orgasm that left me trembling and boneless as he emptied his seed inside of me at last.

As he withdrew from my spent body, I shuddered from the sensation of further stimulation on my nerves and the lettuce milk and seed drying on my chest.

Min took up what appeared to be a pharaonic crook from the worktable and dragged it over my skin to remove most of the liquid. Then he placed gauze bandages on top of the remaining moisture as if to bind it to my chest.

“What’s the meaning of this?” I asked, curious about this aspect of the ritual.

“A gift from me to you.”

A man of few words and many orgasms, just the kind I like. I wondered if our time together was drawing to a close, so I decided to ask him a question on the off chance that he would respond.

“I say, are you the same man that wore the Anubis mask earlier?”

He merely looked at me, that smile seeming more enigmatic than ever.

“I wouldn’t blame you one bit for playing multiple roles,” I said. “It must be rather a lot of work, I imagine, to secure men willing to engage in this ritual. The mask alone would be a real bother. Why, Anubis’s snout must have weighed…”

I trailed off as Anubis himself reentered the purification tent, dragging a golden chair behind him. Min stood to the side as if a statue, his flail raised and his perpetually hard cock in the other hand.

“Oh, but you’ve returned,” I said, hastening to check my words for fear of offending him. Curiosity won out, though, and I soon asked further questions. “Is that a pharaoh’s throne? Not that he would object to letting a god borrow it. Do you plan to watch the rest of the ritual?”

He settled the chair near my mortuary slab and brought his hands around my waist to help me down from the table, then into his lap when he seated himself on the throne. He didn’t answer me, merely used his hand to work his thick cock to hardness between us.

“Is this a part of the manuscript that was missing?” I asked. “I’m afraid I don’t know what will happen next. Oh!”

Anubis had taken me by the hips and settled me just over the crown of his cock. “So, you do perform these services?“ I asked him.

He jerked below me, letting the tip of his member kiss my entrance. “I perform these services, beloved. When the ritual calls for it.”

I lowered myself onto his shaft, sighing as he filled me so ably, and rested my head against his shoulder. It was more comfortable than being so close to the snout of the mask, which nearly met my face depending on which way I wobbled as he thrust up into me.

“That’s a good jackal,” I said, stroking his wooden ears. He growled in return and held my arms to my side so he could keep me away from his god-head and steady as he worked himself up into me.

“You concentrate on taking this cock,” he said. “You have papyrus fragments yet to earn.”

I succumbed to irresistible waves of pleasure and closed my eyes to enjoy the rough filling until I heard something move in the room. Min, temporarily forgotten, had set his flail down on the table and taken up a jar. He moved behind me, where I was facing Anubis on the throne, and let his curved beard trace along my shoulder. I shuddered at the unexpected contact.

Anubis gripped my posterior, clearly aware of some ancient dance they’d done together, and opened me to the view of the smiling god mask.

I felt a sudden touch at my back entrance and smelled a fragrant oil, likely myrrh.

“Do you mean to penetrate me, Min? Am I to be speared by two gods at once? Bless me with your anointing.”

“You’ll make us regret that we can only fill two of your holes,” said Min, swatting my arse when I presented it to him.

He slid his oiled fingers into my back passage and playfully wiggled them in a way that had both me and Anubis jolting at the sudden pressure and mounting pleasure.

“Enough, mount me!” I demanded, confident in my readiness for his cock. I was prepared to take him, even if it meant the test of being filled by two men at once.

Min let me hear his oiled hand beating his cock, the wet slapping noise making me lean forward in preparation for him.

Anubis held me, now gently, and rubbed his gilded whiskers against my cheeks. “Can you take two divine cocks, beloved? We won’t go easy on you just because you’re a dainty Englishwoman grasping for pleasure she should not seek.”

“Now, listen to me, you jackal, I most certainly should seek this knowledge, and being English—“

I gasped at the feeling of Min entering my back channel with his solid cock. My body stretched most pleasurably to accommodate both of them.

I groaned at the sensation of being stuffed to the brim.

“This aspect of the ritual wasn’t in the manuscript!” I exclaimed, my voice raised, as the two god-men jostled me while I ascended towards orgasm more quickly than ever before. “Had I known, I would have prepared more!”

“You said that you would sacrifice your holes to see the missing passages,” said Min, cradling my belly from behind. “Now give up your back passage and earn your precious scraps.”

Min brought a hand around one side of my body and gripped a breast while Anubis took the other, playing with my aching nipple until I thought I might cry out loud enough to wake the whole desert.

Anubis took my hand and wordlessly demanded that I take over the stimulation of my breast. His hand moved lower, and he stroked my clitoris in a way that was surprisingly soft and utterly demanding.

“I don’t think, oh!” I cried out as my body quaked. My orgasm caused me to contract around the cocks relentlessly pounding into me without end. I momentarily lost my balance as I rode them and my cresting release, but they joined their hands to keep me upright as they filled me with their seed amid grunts of pleasure, muffled by their masks.

Min withdrew from my back entrance, causing me to wince, but Anubis was there to hold me as exhaustion once again took hold.

“My papyrus holes…” I said as my eyelids grew heavy.

“Your holes have earned those scraps, beloved.”

“We’re keeping them safe for you, little scholar.”

The last thing I remember was the smell of his oiled skin as Min’s club came down ever so gently to smite me to sleep.


Chapter 4


I woke once again on the mortuary slab, but something was different. I moved my limbs and found that my torso, thighs, and calves were bound.

And not bound in any ordinary fashion, but in the mummification wrappings of the Greco-Roman period, when preservation of the organs grew increasingly slapdash, and the exterior decor of the corpse became correspondingly elaborate. This meant that the grand finale drew near.

When I encountered this portion of the ritual in the Book of the Little Death, I’d puzzled over aspects of the images while Jones provided translations of the hieroglyphs faster than I could manage.

“Is this a man or woman inside of the bandages?” I’d asked, holding the papyrus up to the light.

Jones had merely looked tired, the air of Cairo not agreeing with his sensitive lungs.

In the text, someone bound like a mummy was lowered into a box.

“Jones, what do you suppose this is?”

He’d consulted the papyrus and given his usual cough in response.

“It’s a sarcophagus,” I’d mused. “But why are there twelve holes in it? That seems rather inefficient for the preservation of the body. Oh, but the ritual participant is still alive! It must be for the supply of air to them, one for every hour counted by the ancients.”

Strangely, Jones then left the table without a word and locked himself in his room for the rest of the day.

Back on the slab I knew so well, I wiggled to test the wrappings that bound my torso. My legs were wrapped from mid-thigh down in a crisscrossing bandage pattern, although my hips and arms remained unwrapped.

Anubis approached the mortuary table, no doubt overseeing the preparations on account of his funerary expertise.

“I’m trussed up like a Christmas goose.”

“Accept this gift we’ve given to your sadly mortal form.”

“And what if I want out of my bondage?”

He took one of my hands in his and showed me where to find the ends of the wrap around my torso and the one at my thighs, then pull them to release myself. He tucked the ends of the wrappings carefully back into their design, leaving tails where I could easily find them if confronted with panic or dislike of the form the ritual was taking.

From his table, Anubis brandished a tool I hadn’t seen before: an adze used on the dead during the opening of the mouth ceremony. As he would have done with an actual mummy, he touched it to my lips.

I had breathed freely all along, but I drew in a gasp of air at the touch of the adze. I tasted the incense lit by Min nearby as he draped perfumed smoke over my wrapped body from a censer hanging from a chain that clinked appealingly as he crossed and recrossed me with the smoke.

“Funny that you only now think to open my mouth ceremonially when you and Min have certainly availed yourselves of my holes.”

Anubis huffed behind his mask and nodded in that way so many men did when confronted with a lady who speaks her mind about sexual matters.

“I know the end draws near,” I said, panic suddenly setting in, “but I haven’t earned all the missing pieces of my papyrus.”

“Have no fear. You’ll earn every missing scrap.”

“And now you are to show me myself? The funerary portrait?” I asked hopefully.

Min approached the table where I was trying to sit up. He placed a hand on my chest and wordlessly directed me to lie back, then revealed the panel he’d been holding.

It was a portrait of me, in the style of the Romans inhabiting Egypt around the time of Cleopatra and Julius Caesar. My expression was soft, not alert, as I imagined myself to be. The workmanship was fine, and I looked far more alluring than previous likenesses and trips past the mirror had suggested.

The artist painted my mouth wide open, and the panel on which the portrait was painted had an actual hole between my lips. I placed my index finger on the edge, penetrating my portrait’s mouth, and found it to be smooth. I opened my mouth in mimicry of the portrait, and Min placed his finger on my lips in the same manner.

Min whisked the portrait away while Anubis moved to my side. He placed an arm under my bound legs and the other behind my back, lifting me from the table with ease in his powerful arms. I studied his mask up close as I crossed my wrists behind his neck.

He carried me out of the leather tent, the flap slapping as we exited. My unbandaged arse and womanly parts felt cold as we walked out into the chilly night.

Before us, placed on a stone foundation in the middle of a desert landscape unbroken by people or buildings, was a wooden sarcophagus. The sides displayed painted eyes, intended to give the deceased sight. Elaborate hieroglyphs ran over every available surface.

Anubis carried me to the front, where Min crouched as he worked on some aspect of my burial box. There, we found him affixing my funeral portrait, lining the hole up with one of the existing holes in the sarcophagus.

“There are twelve of them!” I cried. “Just like in my papyrus!”

Min finished attaching my likeness and pulled off the lid of the decorated sarcophagus. Inside, I could see what appeared to be a bench with a soft animal skin placed on top.

“Are you going to lower me into the sarcophagus so that you might—“

Anubis jostled me then, and I had to balance myself as he flipped me forward so that I faced the ground. Together with Min, he lowered me onto the bench.

The sarcophagus seemed perfectly made for my body; three of its holes aligned precisely with my mouth, arse, and cunt, as I would soon discover. I settled on my soft bench and held my mouth open as the lid of the sarcophagus lowered over me.

What came next in the ritual was mysterious to me, that portion of my papyrus having been riddled with holes. At my hotel in Cairo, I’d turned the papyrus this way and that to make sense of the fragments I was seeing.

“Jones, isn’t this the cartouche of Amun-Ra, the hidden one?”

I’d traced the two plumes of his crown, awed because the supreme deity was taking part in a ritual meant to celebrate pleasure.

I’d paused when moving further into the text. “But why does his image show him suddenly divided into twelve Amuns? What could be the purpose of that?”

For his part, Jones had gulped some too-hot tea and sputtered near a rather rare Coptic text I had acquired that week. I assisted Jones by slapping him on the back until he regained his normal breathing pattern.

“Perhaps the Hidden One has the power to divide his being and be in many places at once?” asked Jones.

“I suppose,” I’d said, looking closer. “But how would that work during the ritual?”

In my sarcophagus, everything was dark, save small circles of dim torch light coming through the twelve holes. I used my fingers to feel the hole before my mouth, tracing the finely crafted edges.

Suddenly, light poured in, each hole containing a beam so strong it pierced the darkness with defined edges and speared my bound body. It didn’t hurt, but I gasped all the same, as if injured.

“Amun-Ra!” I yelled from within my box, following the words the Book of the Little Death said to call out in this moment. “Reveal yourself to me, Hidden One! Fill me with your blessing.”

Darkness. As quickly as light had pierced my sarcophagus, it was gone.

From the front of my box, a sound. In the dark, I felt for him. At the hole nearest my mouth, I encountered a thick, warm cock fragrant as if dipped in the resins and oils of mummification, but deliciously alive.

I took him into my mouth, relishing the sensation of sucking the cock without being able to see or control the proceedings.

From the rear of my sarcophagus, more noise, as if warning me to prepare for an incursion. I shifted my hips to present my holes for penetration most encouragingly, and soon a cock filled my arse. I assumed that such a position would prevent the filling of my cunt, but I was wrong; another cock slowly slid into my pussy and worked me in time with the others.

I moaned and babbled as I slipped into a state of euphoric bliss at the sensation of being filled from both ends while kept bound in the dark.

I couldn’t imagine the moment getting any more bizarre and arousing, but then I heard a movement from my left side. I moved my hand to that hole and found yet another cock thrusting in, ready to fill my hand.

Curious, I reached to the right and discovered the same. There, on my fur-lined bench, I took cocks from every direction and ascended to an erotic plane I couldn’t have previously imagined.

If only timid Mr. Jones could see this, I thought, and I suddenly laughed despite Amun’s cock currently trying to enter my throat.

Another noise had me releasing the cock in my hand and discovering that yet another sarcophagus hole offered a shaft for me to admire, jerk, and worship. At that point, I felt quite mad, and I ran my hands over the walls to discover that each of the twelve holes contained a hard shaft ready for my delectation.

Hail to thee, thou one with many heads, indeed, I thought while welcoming the Hidden One with my entire body.

As I became accustomed to the sarcophagus and Amun’s profusion of cocks, the undeniable eroticism of the moment washed over me. I pressed my nipples against my bindings and the bench, thrust back against the cocks working my holes, and thrilled at the incursion of Amun in my mouth.

I let my fingers trail over the thrusting cocks at my sides, stopping periodically to stroke one lovingly.

Prepared for the afterlife and mouth opened, the last act of the ritual remained: I was to be filled with new life, the regenerative powers of the gods. Given that my text centered on female pleasure, this could only mean I was soon to be awash in godly spend.

Behind me, a cock bucked in my arse and let forth its seed. In my mouth, I felt Amun’s pace increase, and his life-giving milk of wild lettuce covered my throat, teeth, and lips. My cunt pulsed as the relentless shaft working me stuttered, then flooded the mouth of my womb with semen.

I panicked. Could the crocodile dung contraceptive hold back this godly profusion of seed? The appearance of a new, thicker cock snapped me back to the sarcophagus as soon as the previous one left me.

Now, the efforts would focus on my cunt, and I dropped my head to rest a cheek against the animal skin lining my bench as I took Amun over and over, receiving his blessing.

One by one, the cocks that poked in from the sides of my sarcophagus retracted, presumably to take my cunt, seeding it, and causing the banks of the Nile to flood. They fertilized my fields and made the crops grow with vigor, filling me from the southern cardinal direction as the Nile flows into the Mediterranean.

I drooled as I let my daily concerns slip away. I thought not of tomorrow’s tasks or past failures or even the existential dread that sometimes sent me staring at the stars when I couldn’t sleep. Holding on and letting go, I allowed Amun to flow into me.

I thought of the final image in my manuscript, that of a celebrant of the ritual of the little death spread on the papyrus, their body spent and radiating light.

The reality was much messier and more carnal. Seed dripped down my thighs and met the edge of the bandages around my legs as cock after cock released in my taxed hole. I felt almost numb from the endless fucking, and I was getting desperate for orgasm.

I suspected I must have been nearing the end of the ritual when a cock of almost unbearable thickness entered my no doubt gaping entrance. It was hot and curved in the most appealing way, and I felt my body coil like a protective snake, ready to spring at any moment to release.

“More, more,” I chanted mindlessly, begging for something that would help me reach my peak yet again.

“Miss Delachatte!” I heard shouted from outside of my sarcophagus.

Oh no, I thought. No, no, no. Jones had arrived, and he’d soon see me taking these mysterious cocks and encounter the masked men and see my ruined pussy with seed dripping everywhere.

I screamed as my orgasm broke in ways that must have broken my mind temporarily. My core contracted around the cock still working inside of me, now spurting ropes of spend deep, hitting some place I had believed until then to be a myth — like a hidden god that divided into a dozen for the sake of a sex ritual.

I ground my bound breasts against the bench and bounced as well as I could to prolong the life-giving pleasure gripping my core and folding my brain until it felt like a fan capable of cooling Luxor in the heat of summer.

At the sound of the lid being moved, I looked up, no doubt dazed.

“Oh, Miss Delachatte, I thought I’d lost you!”

“Not lost, found,” I said.

Jones pulled me out of the sarcophagus with surprising strength. The sun had risen and the sarcophagus stood alone in the desert. The tent and mortuary slab were gone. Anubis and Min were nowhere to be seen. As expected, Amun-Ra was hidden again.

Setting me on the ground gently, Jones removed the wet linen from my body before helping me into a loose dress.

“I might leak on the way back to the hotel,” I said drowsily.

He growled in a way that reminded me of someone or something and led me to the cart that would take us back to Cairo.


Epilogue


When I woke the next day, nearly at teatime, I found myself restricted again.

On my chest was a black kitten, currently cleaning its paw with admirable dedication.

“Jones,” I said faintly, “when did we acquire a cat?”

He popped his head into my bedroom and goggled momentarily at the feline.

I tentatively put my hand to its head and stroked its silky fur.

“It seems rather pampered for a street cat,” said Jones, eyeing the beast with some suspicion.

“Then she must be a god, come to us in the most divine form she can manage,” I said, petting down her back and long tail. “Bastet, made real.”

“Bastet,” confirmed Jones, making a note regarding the name of the cat.

I stretched on the bed. Bastet was unconcerned about the sands shifting under her.

“Where is my papyrus? Did they fill my holes — rather, its holes after I rested?” I asked.

“Rested,” muttered Jones under his breath while shaking his head. He brandished the Book of the Little Death.

I grabbed it from him, eager to see that the temple followers upheld their end of the bargain. There, in the golden Cairo light, I saw that my papyrus was whole.

“How did the holes get filled so perfectly?” I asked, feeling the places I knew had significant damage only yesterday.

Jones merely raised his eyebrows at me as if to say silently that the perfect sacrifice of my holes corresponded to the repair of my manuscript. Thankfully, he seemed to have recovered from his earlier sensitivity to Cairo’s climate.

“And do you feel that you have gained direct knowledge of the ritual?” asked Jones, while taking notes.

“Yes, I think I’ve heroically done my part for womankind and liberated this knowledge from the ancients.”

Jones gave a cough, presumably for old time’s sake.

“So, what are your plans, Miss Delachatte, now that you have experienced the little death? Shall I book passage back to England?”

I mulled over the way I’d much rather have my back passage used and studied the varied colors of my cat’s eyes; she was my first pet. I gathered a map from the bureau beside my bed and spread it before me.

“I can’t help but want to continue my search for manuscripts that give ladies pleasure. Never mind returning home for even a minute. But I can’t think of where I’d next like to go.”

“We could write to the dons at Cambridge and Oxford for advice on where we might search,” Jones suggested.

“Those old fuddy duddies would never think to place value on my texts. No, I think we’ll just have to wait until a new ghost appears, luring us to a shadowed alley so they might sell some forgotten manuscript to me,” I said, suddenly sad that the doldrums were about to set in, that long period of doubt and waiting for the hunt to be on once more.

Bastet swished her tail most elegantly over my map, back and forth, until she finally grew uncharacteristically still for a kitten, the end of her tail pointing somewhere I very much wanted to visit indeed.

“Pack our bags, Jones. I have new orgasms to find.”

***

THE SEXPLORATION CONTINUES in

Claimed by the Wolf Cult: The Erotic Adventures of a Victorian Scholaress, Vol. 2

“I had set out in search of the perfect maritozzi, a bun stuffed with cream — much as I hoped to be at mid-month.”

Rome, 1872. Miss Cordelia Delachatte, lady explorer of ancient pleasure, has learned from her secretary Mr. Jones that Lupercalia will be revived for the first time in two thousand years. She simply needs to let the wolf cult use her for the ceremony. For science, naturally.

She must first nourish the twin priests of Romulus and Remus as the she-wolf once did. Jones prepares her for the duty himself, tending her swollen body with surprising gentleness for a Cambridge man. He looks at her like the Madonna. She feels like the Magdalene.

The sacred goatskin stings across her thighs, and Faunus sends the pack chasing through torchlit ruins. Thankfully, Cordelia has always preferred to be caught. Dirt and pine needles grind into her skin as they claim their she-wolf one after another, filling her until she howls against walls that have not heard wolves for two thousand years.

Rome was not built in a day. But Cordelia discovers it can be founded in a single night.

Jones collects his employer and bandages her knees. His eyes look familiar. She is too well-used to wonder why.

Claimed by the Wolf Cult is the 10,000-word second installment of the Cordelia Delachatte, Victorian Lady Sexplorer series — for readers who prefer their history unbuttoned and their delights forbidden.

Available in eBook and on Kindle Unlimited: elizabethroubaix.com/Claimed
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Filling Their Tailoress: Short and Steamy MFM Ménage of Convenience Historical Romance (Dick Stone, Regency Stud Prequel)

A talented Regency tailoress takes two lords intent on doubling her pleasure.

Lord Banastre “Bonnie” Lascelles was enjoying some company at the bawdy house when the night watch showed up for a raid. What’s a chaotic aristocrat to do when he’s in deep trouble with the law? Run to Molly Trenchard, known as the Buckskin Breechess, and claim the whole thing was a misunderstanding.

When Molly demands Bonnie’s help with a small problem of her own, they discover just how much fun trying to make an heir can be. With the deadline looming, they call in stud Lord Edward Richard Stone, to double their efforts.

But what happens if Bonnie and Molly are making more than just an heir — and they’re falling in love?

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/filling

***

Matrons I’d Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season

Five forgotten wives. Five forbidden awakenings. One scandalous collection of Regency heat.

The mamas of the ton are hot, bothered, and desperately in need of a good tup.

They’ve done everything society asked of them — married well, managed households, raised heirs. But behind the closed doors of London’s finest townhouses, five matrons discover that desire doesn’t end with a wedding ring. In fact, for these neglected wives, the real pleasure is only just beginning.

Now these ravishing, mature women are working off their debts, taking a band of rakes, riding the cavalry, satisfying a club of libertines, and tempting hulking bodyguards.

It’s time for the matrons to play more than cards.

The Matrons I’d Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season special 5-book bundle includes:

Working Off Her Debt
Taking the Rakes
Servicing the Regiment
Pleasing the Members
Spreading for the Bodyguards

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/MatronsBundle
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A Few Good Bucks: The Complete Series

Five masked rakes discover that love is the most dangerous game of all.

Welcome to the Forest, where London’s men of consequence don stag masks and share the company of wanton ladies eager to take their fill. The Grand Bucks have spent decades reveling in their private sanctuary, but nothing prepares them for what happens when the right women walk through their doors. Their fraternal order is about to crumble under an invasion of curves, wit, and feminine determination.

A lady’s maid pregnant with a mogul’s child decides it’s time for him to pay in more than coin. A neglected marchioness storms London to claim her absent husband and his virile body. An heiress with a dangerous inheritance discovers that public ruin can be deliciously liberating. A courtesan broken by cruel men finds healing in the arms of her first love. A musical debutante’s melodies bewitch a duke into abandoning his libertine ways.

These women aren’t just warming beds — they’re turning England’s most notorious rakes into devoted husbands. When a Buck meets his match, surrender is the only option.

The A Few Good Bucks: The Complete Series special 5-book bundle includes:

The Mogul and the Maid
Claiming His Forgotten Wife
How to Lose a Dowry in Three Bucks
The Viscount’s Last Vow
How to Buck a Duke Without Even Trying

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/BucksBundle
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