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		Chapter One

		

	
		Herit found herself in an Egyptian burial chamber. She was unable to see anything in the darkness, but she knew that she was bound to the wall by chains tied around her hands and feet. She then realized that they were not chains, but snakes. The blonde screamed in fright. Herit had always hated snakes. She tried to break free but she could not escape the strength of the snakes that were holding her to the wall.

		Herit noticed something moving in the darkness. "Who's there?" the frightened architect demanded an answer. "What do you want?"

		"I want you," the figure said as it approached Herit. As the figure came within several meters of Herit, the woman could tell that it was a man, probably in his late twenties. He was a dark skinned Egyptian and spoke in a dialect that Herit should not have been able to understand.

		"Me?" Herit asked as she continued to struggle with no avail. "What do you want with me?"

		"I have chosen you to bare my son."

		When the man was several feet away from Herit, he started transforming. His arms and legs disappeared, his head grew long, his skin turned into scales, and his neck extended to form a hood.

		Herit cried in fright at the giant cobra that the man had transformed into. The gigantic snake coiled its head and then lunged toward Herit with its fangs bared.

		Covered in sweat, Herit awoke from her dream, actually a night mare she had dominated her sleep for some time now. She always seemed to wake before the cobra-man could ravish her.

		Once awake from this nightmare, Herit usually never was able to return to sleep. She would toss and turn till morning. She would arrive at work and she would be only half awake. Her position as an architect on the Men-Nefer pyramid was not physically taxing. Generally she was left undisturbed during her work hours.

		***

		Blood was everywhere. The two young female artisans were attacking each other violently with knives, their blood splashing onto the pavement and the pyramid site they had been working on minutes before. The young female architect and the Temple Priestess, who oversaw the work, were just leaving the main pyramid when they stumbled on the scene.

		"Stop!" Herit called. "Stop it at once!" Herit’s uneventful workday was going to be ruined by these two wild cats, she realized.

		Amazingly, they paused, breathing heavily and dripping sweat. They had been fighting over her, of course, though she had done nothing to encourage them. She shook her fist at them. "Don't you dare!" she called again. "Stop it now!"

		At the same time, the Priestess stepped towards the women combatants hand raised in admonition. Then, without warning, one of them groaned and collapsed onto the pavement.

		In the current Kingdom’s society most people were tied to the land but artisans had to travel the ‘Nile Valley' in order to do their specialist work on the mighty pyramids so they tended to be a group apart. Herit's father had been an architect and when she died she had been accepted into their largely closed society, she was proud to call herself an architect.

		The huge stones of the megalithic pyramids were too heavy for her to handle so as the first architect she merely directed the artisans and foremen on how to position them, make best uses of the stones. She was enjoying the work on the middle pyramid at Men-Nefer and generally she fitted in well, but these particular two girl loving artisans had been a nuisance.

		Merti, one of them, thought she was irresistible to women. Several times she had very publicly offered herself to Herit but she had forcefully declined. "She's yet another ‘hieros gamos’ for my tasting," she arrogantly told her friends.

		She thought it very funny though Herit was unimpressed. There was nothing wrong with sex in this society. Hathor was after all a Fertility Goddess. Herit had sadly succumbed to Merti’s seduction herself. Something she forever regretted. The thoughts of their relationship returned to her memory…

		***

		…The large wooden door creaked open as Merti skillfully strolled into the bedchamber. She carried Herit in her arms, the main architect of the pyramid. Held by the conqueror of Herit’s heart. Herit was flattered that she had been pursued by the beautiful artisan, and from her reputation among the other ‘lovers of women’ Merti’s skills were numerous. She hope her first lovemaking would be as grand as she envisioned.

		The bucolic, solid arms of her warrior, tinged in slight effort, adhered to her syrupy flesh. Her right palm reached out to caress the hard, serrated slab of Merti's landscaped shoulder. It felt godly... the hard roundness easily molded to her palm, much like a smoothened stone... thick, firm... taut. How on earth a woman could ever become so big, so capable of carrying a woman like her for an extended period bewildered the architect.

		With a dozen small candles illuminating the cozy bedchamber, the architect could finally revel in the glorious sight of Merti's imposing nakedness. The golden light highlighted her king-size body, just enough to cast deep delicious shadows of utter flawlessness across the knolls and valleys of every mesmerizing muscle.

		Gently placing her back upon the safety of the berth, Merti crept atop the willing flesh slowly...

		"No," Herit whispered. "Let my eyes see you in all your glory, my love."

		Merti conceded, stepping back in subtle wonder. She crawled up to see up close her prized Goddess's flesh. Both of them indulged each other by showcasing their respective bodies, Herit showing off her buxom backside while Merti proudly revealed her strapping breasts.

		Reaching out like a helpless child, her fingertips feathered across Merti's rippling thigh. Long sweeping vales of strength outlined its enigmatic contour, evoking awe, and sensuality as it twitched in barely concealed power.

		Widening her palm as far as it could go, she tried to wrap her palm about the thigh, realizing she needed three more hands to fully cloak the hefty monolith. This was a leg that supported her illustrious warrior... so perfectly strong... so uniquely seductive.

		How could any woman resist? As her moistened palm deliberately coiled up and around the hairless, sculpted thigh, she barely whispered "Oh her God." in breathless awe. She crawled around, bringing her free hand to touch the other side of her sweet, angled thigh.

		She now had a sense of just how bulky this thigh actually was. So much power... so much elegance. Both of her palms slid up along the infinite crests of tense fiber, flowingly committing each inch to her memory.

		Arriving at Merti's flat, hilly stomach, she stared at the abdominal cache of muscle and texture, tracing their lovely distance, molding into another cord, combining into a blend of strength and unimaginable worth. She watched in silent wonder as her muscles flexed and crooked with her shallow breaths, wondering if any other woman had ever gazed upon this vixen in the same adoring manner as she was.

		Merti's hand came into view, gingerly swallowing Herit’s into its hold. God, even that was deliciously sexy. She whimpered in overwhelming awe. Merti lifted their hands together as their fingers fanned out... palm to palm... a gasp fell from her lips, seeing Merti's hand outsize hers by three times.

		Merti's texture, rough and scabrous... and Herit’s, smooth and soft. The striking contrast compelled her to sigh in veneration of her titanic lover. Her euphoric stare trickled down Merti's arm, memorizing every thick unwieldy vein that blanketed her ironbound arm.

		Like Merti's thigh and abdomen, she wrapped both hands around Merti's wrist, ascending up as she cherished how her arm's size grew as her moist palms circled her elbow.

		An impetuous surge of appetite came over her as her mouth lunged at first sight of her heavy bicep, sealing her lips to its immense pinnacle, suckling it as she would a nourishing meal.

		Merti's eyes sank back in her head, attempting to cope with her famished appetite. She then remembered how Merti told her she always thought she'd never find a woman who could be smitten by her muscular flesh...

		God, was she so wrong.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Herit’s lazy tongue encircled as much bicep as she could savor, glazing it with a layer upon layer of her boiling saliva. But she wasn't finished... grousing in hunger; she tongued back along Merti's vein striped triceps, delicately tracing each vein with gentle finesse.

		"Oh God, Herit" Gasped Merti's guttural voice. "You make me feel like a living goddess."

		"You are a Goddess." she gasped before ingesting a mouthful of her rock hard muscle in her mouth. She motioned Merti to turn, giving her mouth full access to Merti's measureless steppe of picturesque, rocky muscle. She stood behind Merti atop the bed, using both hands to graze across Merti's broad shoulders, stopping to clasp the sultry deltoids that flawlessly adorned her angled back.

		"So big." she gasped. "Just the way a woman should be."

		Merti's head sloped back, swimming in the tropical waters of her verbal baptism. Each of her heavy breasts rippled up and down Merti's taut neck, shrouding her smooth black hair as her arms fell across her broad chest, sinking her fingernails deep into her solid pectorals.

		Clawing her way upward, she luxuriated in the boundless power her lover had.

		"You'll have statues of your flesh throughout the lower kingdom." she vowed. "Throngs of women will envy you and want to be you."

		"Oooh, Herit." Anxiously replied her goddess. "As long as you are in her arms in the statue."

		"Where she belongs." she replied, entrenching her tongue deep inside her ear. "Rock solid granite... just like this wondrous body... hard... solid."

		The imaginary vision of their union beguiled her as Merti turned to smother her lips to hers. Without care or concern, Merti flung her beefy arms around the architect, embracing her flesh with all of her might.

		It would be their first timeless kiss this night... one of hunger, of unconditional passion and need. She shuddered, feeling herself fall victim to her warrior's insistence. Breast to breast, arm in arm, they ravaged each other in gratifying urgency. No more words were necessary.

		She felt two colossal hands instinctively reach around to cup her wide ass, smoothing out each ample globe. Assured, she encircled Merti's tongue, drawing in that scorching piece of meat inside her mouth.

		Aghast by her lover's courage, she tightened her grip, spreading apart her cheeks. Both of them crooked their necks, frantic for a deeper kiss. Merti was ablaze with lust, shoving as much of her tongue inside her mouth while caressing her lustrous hair.

		With a loud pop, she broke free of Merti's kiss, tilting back as Merti's mouth instantly gnawed at her bare neck. It was then that she glanced across the bedchamber into the full-length polished gold panel nearby. She had to see for herself the luscious contrast between their distinct bodies.

		She balked, taking in the vista of her brawn atop her... arms so solid and huge, smothering her like a roller to raw bread dough...

		"Oh my God, Merti." she panted. "Look at us." Misty eyed with passion, Merti glanced over at the sexy reflection in the gold panel. "We make the perfect couple." she confessed, clawing at her beefy warrior's shoulders.

		"Impeccable." She remarked. "My Queen." she gasped, kneading the broad, heavy muscle resting in the palm of her hands. "My one true Queen."

		"Oooh her God yes." Cooed Merti before smothering her face between the ripe fullness her motherly breasts.

		Her face, submerged between her cleavage, gave rise to a new state of existence for the architect. The velvety texture of hardened muscle against her was all too much.

		Opening her mouth, Merti desperately lapped away at a heavy breast, hungry and frantic.

		"Oooooooooooooh my lover," she avowed, enshrouding her arms about Merti's shiny body. "My hero."

		"Uhmm humm." Moaned Merti, suckling a mouth full of her breast flesh.

		Lowering Herit back, they lay together in perfect unison. With her strapping warrior atop, she undulated beneath her abundant frame. Her strapping hands clutched each of her tits, encircling their spherical form as she watched her left nipple vanish into Merti's mouth. After all of her pursuit this had added infinite significance to their lustful tryst.

		She quivered as Merti's tongue lathered her areola over and over. An explosion of romantic images flooded her mind, encompassing their life together as woman and woman... sharing the body of one another... sharing the warm, silky folds of each other’s bodies every night with her beautiful, brawny lover.

		Herit’s mind was aghast with sordid reverence as a series of paralyzing shudders galvanized her heart and soul-- seeing the dazzling sight of Merti's beautifully sleek muscles moving in a smooth rhythm, following some grand design on her round solid shoulders.

		She then took notice of the boiling arteries shrouding her triumphant arms. Cradling her head as if a mother to her child, she encouraged her beloved titan by softly reciting their names over and over again.

		Moans became full-fledged cries as she glanced down to see Merti's mouth descend down her flailing stomach. Grasping thick handfuls of her unyielding shoulders, her back arched in splintering agony. With fists clenched in exotic rapture, she slammed them to the mattress as Merti's face closed in on the majestic portion of her living essence.

		She silently prayed that Merti was filling her lungs with the fragrance of her vulva, caressing her inner thighs with those dreamy smooth cheeks.

		"Ooooh her Merti." she shivered as traces of an impending orgasm beckoned her.

		She couldn't decide what was more exciting at this unimaginable moment, the fact that a colossal muscle bound woman was about to savor her steamy pussy, or the fact that she had just made herself her eternal lover.

		Both realities seemed to spawn countless ambrosial thoughts of lifelong joy and expectancy. She had finally had Merti all for herself... and she would do it all over again if it meant having this. And as she felt her broiling mouth seal itself around the outer folds of her pussy, she screamed in agony, twisting her body about as she hoped her essence was permeating her heroine's mouth.

		It was wonderful to finally know she had bedded her treasured love... she was in lust again, yet this time to a woman... a woman who she wanted to fuck her at all costs.

		"Gawwww... her sweet lover," she cried out, crippled by her tongue thrashing throughout her pussy.

		Her misty eyes caught Merti opening hers, barely above her trimmed pubic mound. Just that sight alone drove her mad in breathless suspense. Rolling her tongue from top to bottom, she could tell Merti was consumed in the marvel of what she was doing to her.

		Resting her left hand upon her shivering abdomen, Merti plunged deeper into her cunt as the cheeks of her mouth caved and expanded, stabbing Herit with that fervid tongue to her very core. Her eyes bulged, staring blindly up in terrorizing ecstasy as her sweaty body was paralyzed.

		Two violent gasps for air followed before she collapsed upon Merti's massive forearm. Now her convulsing body lay on her one beefy arm... God, just that concept by itself was so fucking amazing that a woman could hold her up so easily.

		A woman, now hardened by years of rock cutting adding to her muscular development... exhaustive work and an endless struggle to utter perfection. Yes, Merti had become the enduring figure of unequivocal perfection and beauty.

		She would have never guessed that this time two summers ago, as she muddled through her woeful past life, that she would have ever found a muscular woman so irresistible, so damn tantalizing and alluring. It was the complete opposite of what most women would expect of a homosexual tryst.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		Stars burn brightest just before they die, and for Herit, Merti’s appeal waned. Herit knew she was never anyone’s to possess. Once she realized her mistake Herit put distance between her and the muscled Amazon.

		Soon after the abrupt breakup, Herit had become enamoured of a young northern priestess who she met on a visit to the north to view an established pyramid. The intriguing young priestess, Herit would learn, held many surprises. Surprises that captivated the architect.

		That northern visit had convinced the young architect that recreational sex had lost its appeal, especially with that arrogant bitch Merti. And the fetching young priestess was just what Herit needed to heal her wounded ego.

		Herit reasoned that Merti’s arrogance, was offset by Sanura’s gentleness and Herit was drawn to the young cleric, never once regretting her decision to abandon Merti and her cheating ways.

		Sanura got down on her knees and wrapped her arms around Herit. Herit was a little surprised at first, but then wrapped her arms around the girl in front of her, knowing that Sanura was only trying to comfort her. Suddenly, Herit felt a small tingling between her legs. Her breathing became deeper and she felt her pulse race. For some reason, just holding the small girl in her arms was making her aroused!

		Herit quickly broke the embrace. "What is it, Herit?" asked Sanura.

		"Sanura, do you know about..." Herit trailed off, worried that Sanura might think badly of what she was about to say. Herit then finished her sentence, "...lesbians?"

		Sanura thought for a moment and then said, "Yes. Women who like women, right?"

		"You see, I am one."

		Sanura looked at Herit for a moment, seemingly in shock. Herit was worried that she had upset Sanura. Finally, Sanura spoke. "Oh," she said simply. "I did not know that."

		The longer that Sanura did not move away, the more confident Herit became that Sanura was not upset by what she had said.

		"Anyway," Herit continued her story, "my former lover, Merti, would have easily left me to die in the desert after being bitten by the cobra than stay faithful to me. I had known Merti for six months and I loved her. But she left me all alone and my heart was broken. Now, I'm here with you, and I'm starting to feel for you what I used to for Merti. But the memory of what happened is still very painful for me and I don't know if I wanna get involved with anyone yet."

		"I see," said Sanura. For a moment, both women just sat silently in front of each other. "I can tell you're in heat."

		Herit gave Sanura a surprised look. "What?"

		"You are in heat, yes?"

		"I've never heard that term applied to a human before, but yes. I just started ovulating. How did you know?"

		"I have a very good sense of smell and I can smell your pheromones. They are higher than normal when a woman is in heat. Because of how much pheromones I smell from you, I can tell you are in heat."

		"Very impressive."

		"I, too, am in heat. You might not be able to smell my pheromones, but I am sure that they are having an effect on you."

		"Yes. When we were holding each other, I had a sudden feeling of arousal."

		"It is very difficult for me. When I am in heat, it is hard to resist sexual urges." Sanura suddenly wrapped her arms around Herit and pulled her close, her breasts pressing hard against Herit's.

		The blonde could feel the younger woman's hard nipples pressing against her body and knew that Sanura could feel that her nipples were very hard as well. "I am sorry if you feel badly for me doing this, Herit."

		Sanura grabbed the back of Herit's head and pulled her face to her own, pressing their lips together.

		At first, Herit was in a state of shock. Never before had anybody kissed her so forcefully so soon after meeting. Even Merti. It felt like a dream. It took several seconds for Herit to realize that this beautiful girl was actually kissing her. When she did realize that it was not a dream, the blonde started kissing Sanura back just as forcefully.

		The Priestess's hands moved to Herit's front and started fondling her pert breasts through her tunic. Herit moaned loudly into Sanura's mouth and arched her back in bliss. Sanura started removing Herit's tunic as she kissed the woman's neck. As soon as Herit's tunic was open, Sanura went straight for the architect's breasts, who brought her mouth to Herit's now-exposed left nipple. Herit again moaned loudly and arched her back further. She grabbed the back of Sanura's head and pulled the younger woman into her chest.

		At the back of Sanura's head, Herit found the hem of the Egyptian woman's ‘NT’ (the Upper Kingdom as paying homage to the goddess Neith. She pulled at the end of the ‘NT’ and started separating it from Sanura's head. Sanura suddenly let go of Herit's nipples and cried, "Wait!" However, it was too late.

		Her ‘NT’ had already been separated to the state at which it was impossible to keep it from falling apart and off of the girl's head. A set of faux human ears fell off at the same time.

		What Herit saw was astounding. Sanura's ears were at the top of her head instead of on the sides, they were very large, and pointed at the ends. "Oh, my God!" Herit cried, pulling away. They looked like the ears of a cat!

		The revelation, of Sanura’s otherworldliness drew Herit to her, and there was no doubting the two had something special. Something unique, unlike the brutish sweat fest she had with Merti. Sanura’s feline charms carried to her sexual skills. She had Herit trapped in her lascivious spell.

		***

		Once, Herit was aware what most other women in the dynasty knew. She thought of Merti as a panderer, who liked to spread her evil lust generously among the married women as well and this was severely frowned upon. Sex before marriage was fine but not in a way that threatened the home. Home represented family, procreation, and an afterlife in the community of the ancestors. Married females having intercourse with each other, threaten that and it threatened the whole society.

		Sadek was much more serious but she also had eyes for Herit and got very upset when Merti made her unsubtle approaches to her.

		"Herit I know you still want me, you know," Merti would cry after her. "Let me spin you like a top and make you dizzy."

		"No thanks," she would reply. "I have better uses of my time. If you don't behave I'll cut off your 'milk sacks'; and nail them into the top of the pyramid!"

		The contrast between the two young women was not just in their manner. Merti was tall, powerful, attractive and knew it. Sadek was shorter, rounder and severely lacking in confidence. She also lacked the other's facility in language. Herit secretly thought she was appropriately named. Sadek meant truthful.

		It was a terrible sight that greeted Herit and the Priestess. Sadek stood with her bloody hand knife held above her head. Merti lay sprawled at her feet bleeding from head wounds. They ran across and Herit cradled the young woman's head in her hands. She gave one last gasp and expired.

		"You've killed her," the Priestess cried.

		"But I can't have," the other said. "She just fell over."

		The Priestess pointed to the blood on her knife.

		"No!" the girl cried. "We were fighting but she was all right. On her feet. Then she just collapsed."

		"The Public Gathering will decide your guilt or innocence," the Priestess told her. "In the meantime come with me."

		"Herit! Please! Help me!" Sadek cried as she was led away.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		Some women might be quietly pleased to be the center of so much attention, but not Herit. She missed the young priestess she had met at the last Spring festival but Men-Nefer had beckoned and she had to go where the work took her. Anyway adolescent adulation had never appealed to her and the idea of young women fighting to the death over her was frankly disgusting. A terrible, pointless waste of life. She was also worried by the details of the scene she had just witnessed. Something wasn't right. They had certainly been fighting but Sadek seemed an unlikely killer unless it had been an unlucky strike.

		She returned to the body and again inspected the wounds. There was plenty of blood but no evidence of damage to the underlying skull. They were all flesh wounds. "Could that have killed her?" She next checked her airways. His nose was clear but when she looked in her mouth there was a strange sticky residue on her teeth and gums. Also, her breath smelled odd; sweet and sickly. She felt she should investigate further.

		Dedyet asked the secular Leader to call a Public Gathering for the next day. It would decide Sadek's fate, though the likely result was pretty obvious. She had been caught in the act. The pyramid was near the sea. There were plenty of convenient cliffs to throw the convicted off. In the meantime, a miserable Sadek was confined to a small room to the rear of the workers tent. She almost cried when Herit visited her.

		"Please help me!" she begged.

		"I don't know if I can. Tell me in your own words what happened."

		She shrugged. "We hit each other. Both were bleeding but we were both on our feet. In truth we were exhausted and were taking an impromptu rest when you arrived. Then, without warning, Merti clutched her stomach, gasped and fell to the ground."

		"Did she have any other enemies, apart from you?" she asked.

		"She wasn't really my enemy," the youth answered.

		"Don't be silly. You were fighting over me. Not, you understand, that either of you had any chance. But she teased you about it."

		"All right! I did not like her but I didn't want to kill her."

		"The look on your face during the fight tells me otherwise."

		Sadek burst into tears.

		"Now, answer! Did she have any other enemies?" she demanded again.

		Sadek tried to pull herself together. "She was very popular with women," she said. "Even married ones."

		"I had heard as much. Anyone in particular?"

		The artisan hesitated.

		"Come on!" she commanded.

		"All right. There had been a couple of married women. They were discrete but she wasn't. She was very boastful. The latest one was called Bakt. The wife of a farmer.

		"When did Merti last see her?"

		***

		Bakt waited for her husband to leave with his cart and head for the market to sell some grain. She knew he would be gone most of the day. With that she looked out her front door and gave the prearranged signal. The result was Merti emerging from somewhere behind their small little home.

		Actually grabbing at Merti she dragged the woman inside and closed the door. Bakt took Merti over to the sleeping corner and started to undress. Merti hadn't seen her look so sensuous before, her breasts looked just perfect as she removed her tunic. Her nipples looked swollen and her breasts were standing a little prouder than she'd seen them before, she was hoping that she'd get to hold them for her.

		At first Merti assumed that there would be no sex this morning because usually women usually undressed her if they wanted her and if Merti wanted her, which was just about evident, she knew from the look on Merti’s face.

		By the time Merti had finished wondering she'd walked across the room to her and pushed me into the soft blankets and completed what she'd been doing before, which was taking the last remaining vestiges of her clothing off.

		Whether it had been clandestine nature of their meeting or what Merti had no idea but Bakt was in a very playful mood, now sitting in Merti’s lap and kissing her. The large artisan imagined this is how it would feel for a woman when a temple prostitute does a "sacred dance" for her. She was grinding her bottom into Merti’s lap making her feel extraordinarily sexy and giving her a sense of being in control.

		How Merti could feel that way was something that confused her as it was the movements of her bottom against my crotch that was causing the feelings she had. By now Merti was at the stage of nearly complete arousal and it would not have taken much more of this to make her ravage Bakt.

		Apparently this was what she wanted because Bakt’s kisses became more demanding, her bottom wiggle against her was even more pronounced and Merti’s free hand was clasped to her breast, this was the day she got to fuck her?

		“God you're slow”, Bakt said as she went to kiss the artisan again, “Can't you see I'm so damned hot for you?”

		Due to Merti’s egocentricity she was not very good at taking a hint so Bakt must have decided to hurry her along so she stood up, walked across to the floor, and threw herself down with her legs spread wide open, so Merti could see her pussy.

		Now, she got the idea, ‘move it Merti or she'll close her legs and you'll never get inside there again’ thought Merti. She didn't bother to undress but just knelt before her like a supplicant at the altar, moved closer, leaned forward, and kissed her pussy.

		She didn't need to find her way inside her vagina, she opened her pussy lips for the artisan so she could see the moisture there. She took her head between her hands and guided Merti’s lips inside her. Merti could taste the juices and as she pulled back and opened her even further she had a lovely view of the inside of her pussy, it looked so pretty that she just had to return there immediately.

		Merti was always nervous making love to another woman, in spite of all her bravado she had her doubts about how good she was at it but being overwhelmed with lust she had to try her damnedest and besides if she wanted her so much perhaps Merti’s lack of skill could be overlooked.

		Whilst the artisan was running her tongue along her lips she told Merti she really enjoyed it when a woman made love to her but Merti said, “I don’t think you've ever let me do it before.”

		“Don't worry Merti, I'll guide you, why don't you put your fingers in me and just tease me with them?”

		Because she knows herself better than the artisan did she followed her instructions and started to move her fingers in and out of her, each time she seemed to collect more of her fluids on her fingers than the time before so that eventually rather than let them drip on her or on the bed mat she took them in her mouth and sucked them as clean as possible.

		She hadn't removed the dampness of course, just the excess fluids, so when she returned them to her pussy they were still moist enough not to cause her painful friction.

		Apparently she was pleasing her because she was murmuring something about "better than a cock", she took that to mean that her folded tongue "while perhaps not as stiff as an erect cock" was giving her exactly the same sensation as a stiff cock. Very pleasing news for her so she continued to fuck her with her stiffened tongue while her little fingers were playing with her clitoris, successfully she may claim because it was becoming larger and harder.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		Unfortunately, one can't keep on fucking with a stiff tongue, after a while her neck started to ache with the "bobbing" movement of her head moving backwards and forwards and so, she had to try an alternative such as finger fucking.

		Now, she can take a hand inside her but it's not the most comfortable thing to receive, preferably she like two fingers, just sufficient to touch her pussy walls if used judiciously. she don't know why but she lifted her off the bed and stood her in front of the polished marble wall where she could see her.

		In this way she could see her front from where she was kneeling and she could see her back and her bottom in the reflection so to help the two fingers in her pussy she stiffened one finger on the other hand, wet it in her pussy and then shoved it unceremoniously in her bottom.

		Her turn to utter a swear word. “Oh fuck me darling, that was too hard.”

		So she showed her how sympathetic she was by pushing another one in as deep as she could. Her stance was now quite comical in that she was leaning forward from the waist but her bottom was stuck out quite rudely thus enabling her to really get her fingers inside her.

		The poor girl didn't know which way to move her body, if she moved her hips forward she got more finger in her pussy but less in her bottom and if she reversed her actions she got a different result. However, whichever it was it didn't stop her from moving backwards and forwards and gripping her hair pulling her head towards her buttocks and oh, how she love to kiss her buttocks.

		She watched as she "fucked" her in this way as Bakt almost tore at her breasts and nipples, panting all the time with her exertions. Both of them were short of breath by this time and they found their relief when she started to cry out as she orgasmed. Merti just had time to move her round so she could get her mouth over her vagina to collect her `cum".

		She stood there for a few minutes shaking and breathing as deeply as possible and when she looked down at her still in her kneeling position she laughed to see her "creamy cum" sat on the tip of her extended tongue almost as though it was on display for her.

		She didn't move for a little while and she was loath to pull her fingers out of her body, she hadn't asked her to and she thought she might just be enjoying the feeling of having them there. Eventually though, she sighed and took hold of her hand to pull her fingers out of her pussy but before doing anything else she bent from the waist and popped them in her mouth and at the same time her fingers that had been in her bottom escaped of their own accord.

		She needed to clean up, she had her `cum" on her fingers and it had run down her arm and what else had escaped had run in between her legs all the way to her little anus where it had smeared her other fingers too.

		Bakt helped her to her feet and gave her one of the tenderest kisses she'd ever had, as she pulled away she'd said something like "she thought you said you didn't know how to fuck".

		Merti wanted to take her to the river to wash but she refused saying, “You've put all that effort into fucking me so I won't insult you by washing the result away.”

		Under ordinary circumstances Merti would have regarded that as being rude but today she thought it was one of the most considerate phrases she'd ever heard, from any of her lovers she'd certainly worked very hard to satisfy her.

		Merti slipped into the bed while she undressed and when she got in she pulled Bakt close against her so that they were spooning, that way she could feel the wetness between her legs as she moved herself and spread it over her bottom. Sleep came easily that night and neither of them moved until Bakt’s husband came bursting into the room, rage and hate painted over his face….

		***

		Number of days passed, and Bakt’s husband had cooled down, thankful his beautiful didn’t decide to leave with the big Amazon woman. Bakt had vowed to never see the artisan again. Her husband accepted her vow and never gave her indiscretion another thought. Thus, leaving the door open for Bakt and Merti to resume their clandestine trysts.

		"Bakt, I hope you were not punished by your husband the other day when he caught you and me making love".

		"No, not at all, in fact I can't stop thinking about it. It was very erotic and I vowed to never see you again.”

		Merti smiled at me. "Bakt, you have grown into such a beautiful women".

		"Why, thanks Merti".

		"Now stand up and take off your tunic for me, I want to see you in all your beauty".

		Bakt stood up and let her tunic drop to the ground. She was now completely naked in front of Merti.

		"Now come and sit next to me".

		She sat next to Merti and she looked into her eyes. "Bakt, would you like to make love to me".

		"Yes, yes very much".

		Merti pulled her closer and kissed her full on the lips. She wrapped her hands around her and passionately kissed her back. She was in heaven. Merti then broke the kiss and stood up. She began humming some slow seductive song and moved to the middle of the room where there was a large soft fur rug.

		"Now sit back while I strip for you Bakt".

		Merti then began a very sensual dance, running her hands all over her body, making sure she could view all of her body. When she was completely naked, she asked her to dance with her. They danced together, their bodies intertwined, kissing and caressing. They then lowered themselves onto the fur rug.

		Merti laid her on her back and began to kiss every inch of her body. God she was making her so wet. "Please eat me Merti", She begged.

		She couldn't take the teasing any more. "I need you to eat me now".

		With this Merti buried her head into her sex and gave her one intense licking. It wasn't long before her hips bucked, letting out an almighty orgasm. "Oh Merti, that was great".

		Merti moved up next to her and they kissed some more. "Now honey, it’s my turn".

		She didn't need to be asked twice. She lapped up her pussy making her climax several times. After Merti had recuperated from her orgasms, she positioned her so that their legs were intertwined, their pussies touching each other.

		They then began to grind their pussies together. It was so erotic to see Merti's breasts bounce around as they rubbed their pussies together. It wasn't long before they climaxed together.

		"Bakt, has anyone ever used an ivory wand on you".

		"No, we have only used fingers, tongues sometimes toes on each other".

		"We'll I’m going to fuck you with an ivory wand, stay here".

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		Merti walked to her pile of clothes and soon stood holding an ivory wand, carved into a lifelike male organ. It was longer than her husband’s penis and very thick. "Now get on your hands and knees for me my love".

		Merti then positioned herself behind her and began to enter the ivory prong into her pussy. "Ooohhhhhh, that feels good Merti".

		When she had it in, she began to fuck her, driving the ivory prong in and out of her pussy. She fucked her for what seemed an eternity. All of a sudden She felt a huge orgasm coming. "Ooohhh Merti, I'm going to cum, fuck her harder, please yes fuck me harder".

		She fucked her faster and harder. The orgasm just engulfed her; She collapsed to the floor. "Oh Merti, that was the best orgasm I have ever had".

		"Oh my hot lover, now I want you to fuck me".

		She took the slippery, dripping wand from Merti and they changed positions. She got so turned on fucking Merti and watching her big tits swing with each entry of the ivory prong.

		"Yes baby, fuck me harder, yes make me cum".

		She loved it when Merti talked dirty to her. She really began to fuck her hard, slapping her buttocks as she fucked her.

		"Yes, Im coming, yesssssss."

		Merti collapsed to the floor after her orgasm. We then just lie there cuddling and kissing.

		***

		"I had thought it was over between them though,” Sadek continued to tell what he knew of the affair between Merti and Bakt, “I had heard that in one of their clandestine meetings, Merti, sat on Bakt’s face and then urinated over her. It really shocked the married woman, and she chased Merti away with a bread knife. Saying Merti was disgusting and never wanted to see her again. Since then Merti had turned her attention back to you, but Bakt came today and offered her food as a peace offering. She took the food but then arrogantly dismissed her. She cursed her and went away."

		"When was this?"

		"Just before they fought." The artisan looked embarrassed. "She was very crude. She said her husband could have her back now and she would have you instead. You were younger and fresher. That's why I fought her."

		"I can defend my own reputation, thank you. Did you eat any of the food?"

		"No. Gobbled it all herself she did. The swine!"

		Herit told her she would be well advised to stop insulting the dead woman but said she would see what she could do to help her case. She wept with gratitude.

		By asking around she discovered the whereabouts of Bakt's farmstead and walked down to the round house. Bakt was thin and pretty in a worn down sort of way. One look at her and Herit thought she could detect the lust for women about her - not that it really showed unless you were a lesbian also.

		"Hello." she said smiling. " My names Herit. I'm an architect from the Men-Nefer pyramid works. I'm here to talk about Merti."

		"What about her?" the woman asked.

		"Tell me, does your husband know about you and Merti?"

		The shocked girl let out a shriek. "Who told you?" she demanded.

		"The whole workforce knows about you and the artisan," Herit said. "That you were smitten by her is obvious to any lesbian. Is it true?"

		The young woman shook her head. "In truth, I don't know. It could be nothing more than lust. There are time she disgusts me. Other times she thrills me."

		"How very careless," the architect replied.

		"My husband would accept my dalliances if only Merti would keep quiet."

		"You should choose your lovers with more care. Merti was always going to boast about her conquests."

		The girl began to weep some more.

		"So you poisoned her," Herit stated bluntly.

		The girl’s eyes widened and she wept deep sobs.

		"Is she dead?" she asked.

		"She is."

		"I didn't ....." she began.

		"Let's be honest," Herit continued. "You did poison her though you might not have meant to kill her."

		The girl eventually nodded her head.

		"The question is did she deserve it ... and can they keep it a secret?"

		Bakt's mouth fell open. "Could you?" she asked, genuinely bemused.

		"I don't know. My first duty is to save Sadek's life as she is clearly innocent. To save yours is a secondary consideration. But there is your husband to consider. Let me think."

		Herit went back to the pyramid complex to see the Priestess.

		

		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		"Holiness," she said, "may I show you something? Things are not always what they seem." She took her to view the artisan's body. "The injuries to her head are insignificant. See? There is much blood but little damage. Do you remember, when they saw the fight, Merti clutched her stomach before she fell?"

		The Priestess slowly nodded her head.

		"Look inside her mouth," Herit continued. "She has been poisoned."

		She examined the body and looked aghast.

		"I think I know what happened," Herit continued. "Merti had insulted one of the farmers. The wife had tried to intervene to keep the peace but she arrogantly insulted her as well. There had been mutual recriminations and her husband had threatened to kill her so the woman, who was pregnant and wanted to protect her husband, had made Merti food as a peace offering. She arrived just before the fight with Sadek and Merti accepted it. Unfortunately in her haste it seems she accidentally picked the wrong aromatic plants and one was poisonous. It would probably only have made her sick had she not been hot and bothered by the fight with Sadek but it over-stimulated her and she died shortly after she had left. She knew nothing of her fate until I found her and told her. So, you see, Sadek is innocent."

		The old priestess smiled. "I agree that this looks like poison so Sadek is innocent, but the rest...? We all know Merti's reputation with married women as an incorrigible ‘woman lover’. I can imagine the real reason why the husband was upset. Still, you tell a good story. That's usually my job or the Captain's." She chuckled.

		"Sadek will be happy to be found innocent," Herit explained. "The farmer will be happy to accept his new child. The woman is now happy with her husband and sorry for her mistake. No threat posed to the community as a whole. What better story for you or the Chief to tell?"

		The Priestess considered this for a long time.

		"Merti was troublesome, she literally pissed on everyone." she acknowledged. "I think it would be an even better story if she had picked the poisoned plant herself, by mistake. No need to involved the pregnant woman and risk the baby's life," she continued. "But you'll have to explain to Sadek precisely what she has to say."

		"I will," she promised.

		They both smirked conspiratorially.

		"But, of course, it will be for the Public Discussion to decide," she said, winking at her.

		“My dear, are you traveling north again to see Sanura. She has asked about you.”

		“Oh, I forgot she is your niece, of course once this ugly mess is clean up. I am looking forward to playing with my ‘kitty’. Herit said with a smile.

		END
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