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Sara removed the last of the screws holding the air vent in place and pulled it off it’s frame. The piercing scrape of metal on metal caused me to wince as it broke the silence of the still night.

“Are you sure we’re not going to get caught?” I asked my friend as she set the vent down against the outside wall of the museum and started to climb in.

“Nope,” she looked over her shoulder at me with a mischievous smile. I stood there on the spot, rubbing my arm as I considered committing the crime of breaking and entering. “Oh, come on, Penelope. It’s not like we’re stealing anything. We’re just going to have a look around. They won’t call the cops on us. At worst we’ll get escorted off the premises.”

“I dunno, Sara. Is it really worth it just to see an exhibit we could get a ticket for?” I asked.

“Unless your internship recently decided to actually pay you for your work, there’s no way two college students can afford to get in. If you want to see The Tomb Of Queen Laila, this is the only way.”

“I guess we do have Egypt coming up in Classics and Ancient History,” I pointed out, trying to work up the courage to follow my friend by convincing myself it would help me at college.

“Exactly, it’s more of an educational breaking and entering if anything. Now, I’m going in to see the sarcophagus for myself. You’re welcome to join but if you’re not going to, then at least be the lookout for me and text me if you see any guards snooping around.”

“What? I’m not standing out here by myself!”

“Then by all means… let’s go,” she said, turning her head and beginning her crawl through the air vent on her hands and knees, her round little butt wagging at me in her denim shorts as she moved.

After a moment of hesitation I groaned into the night air. “Fine, wait for me,” I said before climbing into the vent behind her.

The pair of us crawled through the air vent system for several minutes. I followed my daring friend’s lead, hoping she had some clue where she was going. We didn’t talk out of fear our voices would carry along the thin metal, and we tried to move as quietly as possible. Eventually, Sara turned a corner and found another vent at floor level leading out into the main foyer of the museum.

“This is it,” she mouthed to me in the softest of whispers. She peered out between the slats of the vent and noticed something on the other side. She pointed to it and I squinted to try and focus on what was on the other side. There was a security guard at the reception desk. He was leaning back in his chair with his feet up on the counter, seemingly fast asleep.

“No,” I shook my head with wide eyes, wanting to abort the mission. It was too risky to pop out only a few yards away from a security guard.

“Yes,” Sara smiled and nodded her head insistently. Nothing was going to stop Sara from seeing this exhibit. She’d always been super into ancient Egypt and was bummed when she saw the price for the tickets. A week prior, I’d joked that we should break in after hours and in true Sara fashion she took it seriously, demanding that we go.

She curled her fingers in between the slats of the vent and got as firm a grip as she could manage before gently pushing on it. I gritted my teeth and looked up worryingly at the guard as the vent made a similar metallic scraping noise as its outdoor counterpart. Sara stopped pushing and looked up at the guard, who didn’t stir at all from the sound of shearing metal.

Satisfied that he was in a deep sleep, Sara pushed again on the vent. I watched tensely, my heart pounding in my chest as she popped the vent out and placed it down against the wall. She slowly climbed out into the foyer and held a hand out to help me. Her eyes remained fixed on the dozing guard as I took her hand and got to my feet, completely freaking out at how brazen we were being.

“Come on,” Sara mouthed before she started skulking off towards a hallway. I tiptoed along the marble floor to follow her, scurrying off away from the inept security guard.

“Oh my god,” I breathed a sigh of relief once we were far enough down the hallway that there’d be no way the guard could hear us.

“That was amazing,” Sara threw her arms around me proudly. “You did so well, Penelope!”

Sara’s praise was a little patronizing but made sense given our differences in personality. Sara had always been the more outgoing of the both of us, always saying yes to new experiences and willing to do anything to get what she wanted. I on the other hand was a bit more reserved and went about things quietly. For me to be breaking into a museum was quite out of character, but I had to admit I found it thrilling. My heart was still pounding and my hands were shaking a little with adrenaline.

“Alright, alright,” I pushed off my excited friend with a smile. “Do you know where we’re headed?”

“Yep, it should be this way,” Sara said gleefully before turning and leading me off another hallway.

I followed her through the veritable maze deeper into the museum. After so many turns I started to wonder whether Sara even knew where she was going. Just as I was about to voice my concerns we came to a decorative gate with The Tomb Of Queen Laila written above it.

“Oh my god. You’ve actually done it,” I said, marvelling that we were standing at the entrance to the exhibit after weeks of lamenting that we’d never be able to go.

“We’ve done it,” my ecstatic friend grabbed my arm and gave me an affectionate squeeze as we savored the moment. “Alright, I can’t wait any longer. Let’s go in.”

“Alright,” I giggled as Sara grabbed my hand and pulled me through the archway and into the exhibit.

Our eyes went wide and we each breathed ‘wow’ as we took in the grandness of the exhibit. Recreations of ancient Egypt were interspersed with actual artifacts in glass cases. Everything was gold and encrusted with jewels. It was quite the sight to behold. Sara and I both could have stayed for hours, reading every word on the information sheets accompanying the displays. But we knew we had to be quick to mitigate the risk of getting caught. We both knew we were there mainly to see one thing, so we moved through the exhibit at pace in search of it.

Sara rounded a corner and stopped, taken aback by what was on the other side. For a moment I thought there must have been another guard waiting for us but as I caught up to her I saw why she was so still. She was awestruck by the display in the next room; the sarcophagus containing the actual Queen Laila.

We both cautiously stepped into the room, both in equal disbelief that we were actually seeing what we were seeing. The ancient coffin was beautiful. It was displayed upright behind some glass, with a face carved into the top that was a representation of the queen it held inside it. The sarcophagus was ompletely gold with highlights of blue and splashes of other colors from the jewels laid into it.

It was the centrepiece of the room which was filled with plenty of other displays, but Sara and I only had eyes for it. We walked in and both sat down on the large, flat leather bench seat that allowed for multiple patrons to sit and view all around the room. It was incredible having the place just to ourselves, and we sat there with our mouths hanging open while we admired the beautiful sarcophagus.

Above it, a slideshow played, displaying artist impressions of ancient Egypt and photos of the site they exhumed the sarcophagus from. It also showed the x-ray scans of the sarcophagus, showing the mummified queen inside of it. A giant, angular window above us allowed us to see out into the cloudy night sky, not that we were looking up. All thoughts of hurrying up so that we could leave undetected vanished from our minds. We were completely transfixed with the display of Queen Laila’s sarcophagus, and I was thankful to Sara for convincing me to come along on this naughty adventure.

We must have been sitting there for a few minutes when the screen above the display started glitching. The photos flickered and yellow lines popped up before the screen went completely blank.

“Woah, that’s kind of weird,” I remarked.

“So spooky,” Sara said in a mocking tone. “Poor little scared Penelope,” she said as she poked me in the ribs, making me giggle with her teasing.

“Shut up,” I replied playfully. “It is weird that it would do that in the middle of the night when we just so happen to be sitting here.”

“It’s probably just shut down for the night.”

As she said it, something on the screen caught my eye. “No, I don’t think so,” I said, creasing my brow in confusion. There were several lines of writing being displayed on the screen. “What is that? Greek?”

“No, it’s not Greek,” Sara said, staring at the screen and sharing my confusion as she rose from the leather bench seat. “It looks like Coptic.”

“Coptic? As in, the ancient Egyptian language?” I asked as I stood up next to her, the pair of us staring curiously at the malfunctioning screen.

“One and the same,” Sara said, remaining focused on the screen.

“Strange that they would put it up in the middle of the night above the display. It’s not like anyone can read it.”

“Well, actually…”

“What, no way you can read that!”

“You know how much I love ancient Egypt, Pen. I can’t really translate it but I think I can sound it out.”

“You’re such a nerd,” I chuckled at my historically inclined friend.

“Shut up. You’re just jealous you can’t read Coptic,” she said sarcastically to me. “I understand a few words. That says women, that says hands,” she pointed to specific words on the screen. “I think we’re meant to hold hands as I read it.”

“Are you sure this is a good idea?”

“Oh, please, Penelope. You’ve already broken the law tonight. What’s the worst that could happen? Now come on,” she shook her outstretched hand, pleading with me to take it.

I rolled my eyes before doing so, interlocking fingers with my friend. Sara was right, it wasn’t like reading an ancient Egyptian passage was going to get me in any more trouble than I’d already gotten myself into. Sara gave me one last proud smile at my willingness to go along with her craziness before she turned to the screen and began reading the Coptic out loud.

“Yahey tiysoo,

Sishpoo enak tapak,

Yinqoo enak qesawak,

Siaqoo enak ‘eyootak,

Wikhaoo enak taa yara yawefek.”

The moment Sara had finished reading the last syllable, all the lights in the exhibit went out, including the screen she was reading off. We both squealed as we were plunged into near darkness, before the room was illuminated suddenly by the soft moonlight. Startled, we both looked up through the angled window and saw the cloudy night sky clearing unnaturally fast and unveiling the full moon behind it, as if it was a spotlight meant only for us. I gripped Sara’s hand a little tighter as we stood there, petrified. There was an energy in the room as if something big was about to happen.

Then the ground started shaking and I shrieked in terror. My rational mind knew it must have been an earthquake, but I couldn’t help but feel we’d caused it by reading the incantation out loud. I jumped closer to my friend and held onto her arm for comfort, the pair of us freaking out.

“What’s going on!?” I shouted above the rattling exhibit and rumbling earth.

“I don’t know!” Sara looked at me with concern in her eyes. I wondered if she too thought we might have been the ones to cause the quake.

I felt an unexpected sensation in my tummy, like a million butterflies were all flapping their wings against the inside of my skin, trying desperately to get out. I was so scared by the unusual sensation combined with everything else going on. Then, suddenly, a ball of light shot out of me and the butterflies stopped.

My eyes went wide at seeing a ball of glowing gold light bursting out of me. Although it didn’t feel like it came out of my stomach, it was lower. It’s an odd thing to say but it felt like it had come from my womb. I looked over at Sara and our terrified eyes met before I noticed an identical ball of light shooting out of her.

Both balls spun around each other right in front of us, picking up speed until they were a ring of glowing energy in the middle of the room. The room stopped shaking, and the low rumble of the ground died away, but it did nothing to help my nerves, as I watched a ball of light that just came out of me dance around another.

The two balls shot forward in a flash, flying through the glass and being absorbed into the sarcophagus. Their energy vaporized the glass of the display, but it didn’t shatter, it did something far more curious. The entire giant pane of glass turned into sand which fell down onto the threshold of the display and the floor either side of it, not a jagged edge to be seen. Glowing hieroglyphs lit up all over the sarcophagus, contrasting the cool moonlight pouring in through the window with it’s warm, golden glow.

Sara and I bathed in it, and I was unsure if our mouths would ever close again, they’d been hanging open from the moment we stepped foot in the exhibit. With the earthquake having subsided, it was then that I was able to realize that we had actually caused everything that had happened, and we were witnessing something ancient and magical, something we couldn’t possibly understand.

The glowing died down and the hieroglyphs faded away, and for a moment, there was stillness. Sara and I stood in the moonlight, holding hands in fear, staring at the coffin and the instant beach made from superheated glass in front of it, wondering what was going to happen next.

BANG!

There was a frightening thud that made Sara and I jump and squeal yet again, and the heavy front of the sarcophagus tipped over, crashing down onto the floor in a puff of dust and revealing what it held inside. I prepared myself to run as fast as my legs could take me, fully expecting some corpse with a dislocated jaw and ragged cloth hanging off it. But as the dust settled, that wasn’t what we saw at all.

Instead, an impossibly beautiful woman stepped out and walked over the slab of the sarcophagus laying before her. She had perfectly straight, black hair with a hard fringe and strands of gold woven between it. Her facial features were sharp, and accented by gold body paint around her eyes and on her plump lips. She walked with grace and an air of importance, crossing one foot over the other and causing her feminine hips to sway and swish her cloth skirt, if you could call it that. It only covered the necessary parts, a thin length running down the middle to knee height, exposing both her legs while covering her private area, it seemed to be the same behind her too. The cloth skirt matched her bra, again, if it even qualified as one. Gold and jewels adorned the piece of cloth that wrapped around her voluptuous breasts, her cleavage rippling with every step she took.

She looked absolutely incredible, with an olive skinned, toned body that looked strong but still feminine. She wore golden jewellery all around her body, a snake band wrapped around her upper arm, another around her thigh, and a thick, golden necklace around her neck, a small amulet nestled in between her alluring breasts. She walked barefoot over the sand and approached Sara and I, standing a few inches taller than us even though we wore shoes.

As the woman stood in front of us, Sara dropped to one knee and bowed her head. I just stood there, mouth agape, looking the beautiful woman in the eyes before Sara tugged on my hand.

“Kneel,” she whispered to me.

“What, why?” I asked out of the corner of my mouth.

“Because she’s a queen.”

It felt like a strange thing to do, but my friend did have a point. I let go of her hand and joined my friend on the floor, kneeling before the imposing woman.

“I am Queen Laila, daughter of the night,” the woman announced. “You have set me free from my cursed tomb, and for that I am eternally grateful. You may rise.”

Sara and I both slowly got back to our feet. My heart was pounding in my chest. Queen Laila seemed… normal, in the sense that she wasn’t trying to tear the flesh off our bones or eat our faces. But we’d just resurrected a several millennia old mummy, there wasn’t exactly a rulebook for us to know what to expect.

“How can we understand you? English wouldn’t even begin to be developed until thousands of years after your burial,” Sara asked. Her voice was completely devoid of fear. While I stood there scared for my life, my friend was completely rapt with the fact that she was talking to an actual ancient Egyptian queen.

“It took the life force of the both of you to give me back mine,” Queen Laila responded. “Because of that, I know certain things about you because of it, Sara,” she intuited my friend’s name despite no introduction. “That’s an Egyptian name.”

“It sure is. My parents are obsessed with your culture. As am I,” my excited friend said.

Queen Laila reached up with a hand and cupped the side of Sara’s face. “Thank you both for bringing me back to life. As a reward, I shall make you both my personal concubines.”

The use of the word concubine confused me, but not nearly as much as what she did next. She leant down and pressed her lips to Sara’s, closing her eyes and holding them there for a moment. Sara’s eyes went wide in shock, but she didn’t fight the kiss, in fact, after a moment, she seemed to return it. Queen Laila pulled back and stood tall, stroking Sara’s cheek with her thumb.

“It’s been so long since I’ve tasted another woman. I’ve missed it so dearly,” Queen Laila said.

“Woah, woah, woah,” I threw my hands up and got the queen’s attention. “I think there’s been some misunderstanding. We didn’t resurrect you on purpose. We were just fooling around and this all happened by accident. You’re not in ancient Egypt anymore and we’re not lesbians. No one has concubines, not even our leaders.”

“Is this true, Sara?” Queen Laila turned to my friend.

“Well…” Sara started, chewing her lip and seemingly torn about what to say. “What would being a concubine entail?”

“Sara! What are you-”

“It would mean being sexually subservient to me, and ensuring I’m pleased whenever I feel aroused. Normally, one would seize the opportunity to serve me without question, hence I offer it as my reward. But it is an offer, and you needn’t accept it if you don’t want to. If you’re going to refuse it, please make it known now so that I can find another to pleasure me. I haven’t had an orgasm in four thousand years and I’m in desperate need of a young woman’s willing mouth. If you intend to accept my offer, drop to your knees and relieve me of my affliction.”

Sara stood for a moment, still chewing her lip, apparently entertaining the notion of being a sex slave to a mummy. Of all the reasons my mouth had hung open already that night, this was the most ridiculous one.

“Sara, you can’t possibly be thinking what I think you are. We’re not gay, and she’s a four thousand year old queen we just magically brought back to life!”

“Yeah, but… who ever thought they’d get the chance to serve an actual ancient Egyptian queen?” Sara replied without looking at me. “This is everything I’ve ever wanted. Think of all the things I could learn from being with Queen Laila, both about her civilization and… her sexuality. It’s never even been theorized that any of the Egyptian royalty might be gay. This is historically significant!”

“Sara. Let’s go,” I said firmly.

“I think I’m going to stay. You know the way back.”

“No, I don’t! It was a maze getting here and I don’t know my way around the museum like you!”

“I’m sorry, Penelope. I’m not going anywhere.”

Sara dropped to her knees in front of Queen Laila. The horny mummy smiled with satisfaction at Sara’s choice, and she reached down to pull aside her thin length of cloth between her legs, unveiling her pussy with a thick thatch of pubic hair above it. She’d had some kind of ancient vajazzling done, with the same golden body paint on her face running down her vulva. She tilted her hips forward and leaned back slightly and Sara didn’t hesitate, launching forward with her willing mouth and plunging her tongue into Queen Laila’s snatch.

I watched on in shock as my best friend performed cunnilingus on the beautiful ancient queen. I wanted to turn and run, but my feet were frozen to the ground, and besides, I had no clue where to run to. So I just watched as Queen Laila closed her eyes and sighed into the moonlit night air, her pussy being eaten for the first time in millenia. Sara had always been one to say yes to new experiences, and she always threw herself into everything she did. That certainly remained true for her pussy eating, as she feverishly licked through Queen Laila’s pink and sucked on her clit. She grabbed hold of the queen’s thighs as she ate her out and looked up at her while her enthusiastic mouth was at work. The mummy’s pubes curled into her nostrils as she ground her face hard into Queen Laila’s cunt.

Her inexperienced mouth seemed to be good enough for the horny lesbian mummy, who started moaning in appreciation for the young college student serving her. Her taut stomach moved in and out with deep breaths, her generous tits heaving as the pleasure built inside her.

Queen Laila reached around behind her and untucked the cloth bra, unwrapping it from her chest and revealing her envy-inducing breasts. They were big and round, yet still perky, with puffy pink nipples adorning her smooth, unblemished olive skin. It was then that I realized I was staring. I could have looked away, I could have gone to another part of the exhibit and waited for them to finish. But I was staring, and I couldn’t deny that it looked really fucking hot.

I became aware of a warmth in my groin as I watched the stunning queen heaving and groaning with ecstasy, my friend kneeling between her legs and using her subservient mouth to please her. I’d never had any lesbian inclinations before, but there was something so inherently sexy about watching Sara be submissive to this powerful woman, this ancient beauty. I felt my nipples become hard underneath my top and my groin began to feel light in my panties.

The mummy’s moans mixed with the lewd wet sounds of my friend’s mouth eating her pussy. Sara fluttered her tongue against Queen Laila’s clit like an asp tasting the air, flicking the engorged little nub rapidly. The move caused the newly resurrected woman to shudder and cry out in ecstasy as her first orgasm in four thousand years ripped through her. She held onto her concubines head as she spasmed, her heavy tits jiggling with each jolt of pleasure that Sara sent shooting through her.

The wet sounds between her legs became louder as Sara lapped up the cum leaking out of her creamy pussy, hungrily and obediently slurping down the juices of the one she now served. Queen Laila’s fantastically toned body flexed as she climaxed, letting out a guttural groan of pleasure as she rode the peak. As her orgasm waned, she pulled back on Sara’s hair, my friend staring up at her with the lower half of her face painted with Queen Laila’s cum.

“That was perfect, Sara. You make a loyal concubine,” she praised my friend’s first time eating pussy.

The mummy leaned over and slid her tongue into Sara’s mouth, kissing her deeply and tasting herself on her servant’s lips. Sara moaned up into the queen’s mouth, apparently quite taken with her newfound lesbian subservience. I stood there breathing heavily, unexpectedly worked up at the sight and sound of the act that I’d just witnessed. It looked hot as fuck, and my pussy thrummed in my shorts, becoming slick with horniness and the desire to be devoured like Queen Laila just was.

The powerful woman stood tall again, leaving Sara on her knees. She turned her attention to me, her piercing, confident jade colored eyes staring straight into my soul.

“Your life force flows through me, Penelope,” Queen Laila said. “I know you have the desire to submit to me, even if you don’t fully realize it yourself. Just ask your friend how it feels.”

“Sara?” I asked, biting my bottom lip nervously.

“That was the hottest thing I have ever done,” Sara replied. “Please join me, Penelope. We broke into the museum together, we resurrected an ancient Egyptian mummy together, let’s serve Queen Laila together too.”

I breathed out a sigh of uncertainty. “Okay,” I said, causing the queen’s lips to curl into a triumphant smile.

“Good,” she said, as Sara squealed with glee on the floor next to her. “You’ll have to eat my pussy too to pledge your loyalty. But first, I want to see my concubines naked. I’ve missed the female form so much. Remove your clothes, Penelope.”

I was done fighting my urges. I wanted this to happen. My panties grew wetter and wetter at being told what to do by such a glorious, striking woman. I followed her instruction and obediently pulled my top over my head before unclasping my bra and letting it fall to the floor. Queen Laila’s eyes watched me hungrily, admiring my every movement, staring at my breasts and erect nipples lovingly.

I slipped out of my shoes and unbuttoned my shorts, bending over as I pushed them down my legs along with my panties. I stepped out of them and stood completely naked before my queen, her intense eyes inspecting my body gleefully.

“Absolutely beautiful. A sight that I've sorely missed. Do girls not grow hair down there anymore?” she asked, furrowing her brow at my shaved snatch.

“We do, we just… shave it off,” I replied, touching my hairless mons as Queen Laila stared at it with curiosity.

“Why?” she asked.

“Guys like it,” I shrugged.

“Well, I don’t,” she said before she closed her eyes and muttered something in what I now recognized as Coptic.

Dark pubic hair sprouted between my legs, curling around my fingers and giving me a neat bush that would have taken me weeks to grow. I giggled at the magic growth, brushing my pubes given to me by my queen.

“If you’re going to be my concubine then you should look like the woman you are, Penelope,” Queen Laila remarked. I noticed Sara; still kneeling on the floor; touching her groin over her shorts, and I suspected that she too just had some magical growth in her panties.

The mummy pulled down her cloth skirt and joined me in nakedness, save for her jewellery and trinkets she wore. She walked over to the long, leather bench seat and lay down along it, giving me a view of her sculpted, round butt as she spun.

“Come,” she ordered me to join her on the bench.

Any thoughts of hesitation were washed away seeing Queen Laila laying naked on the leather bench seat. I was fired up and so fucking turned on. I did as I was told and climbed onto the bench with her. She took me by the arms and pulled me down on top of her, my mouth finding hers and we kissed while she embraced me.

My pink lips interlocked with her golden ones as my perky tits pressed into her soft, tender breasts. Queen Laila spread her legs and wrapped them around mine as her hands wandered all over my back and down to my ass. I could feel our pubes entwining as my wet snatch ground into her own, which was slick with cum and my best friend’s saliva. She flicked her tongue across my lips and I parted them, allowing her inside me. She stroked the length of my tongue with hers and I moaned softly into her mouth, finding the kiss to be the most erotic of my entire life.

Part of me had always wondered whether I’d have a lesbian experience in college but I never in a million years would have guessed it would be with an ancient Egyptian queen. Sara watched obediently from besides us, still crouched on her knees and no doubt horny as fuck from watching me make out with Queen Laila.

The lesbian mummy pushed down on my shoulders and I trailed my tongue down the nape of her neck, placing sweet kisses along her collarbone before going further south to her luscious breasts. I’d often admired women’s breasts, but never felt the urge to kiss or lick them. The same could not be said when it came to Queen Laila. I wanted to tend to them, to worship them the way they deserved.

Her soft flesh pressed in wherever I kissed, and I made my way to one of her puffy nipples, taking it into my mouth and lightly biting her areola, flicking her erect nub with the tip of my tongue. Queen Laila watched from above and sighed at my obedient oral attention, stroking my arms and playing with my hair while I saw to her. I moved to her other breast and showed it the same affection, popping her nipple out of my mouth and eagerly licking her sensitive zone.

“Lick my pussy, Penelope,” Queen Laila said once her tits were adequately seen to. The command made my own pussy purr with horniness. I was about to go down on a woman for the first time, and it felt hot as fuck.

Obediently, I kissed down her midline, her flat stomach tensing every time my lips made contact with it. As I went down, I got myself into a crouched position on my knees and elbows, my ass up in the air behind me. I reached her furry snatch, her pubes fragrant and glistening with a mixture of her juices and Sara’s saliva. Her smell penetrated my nostrils, intoxicating me with her femininity. Her cunt lips shimmered in the bright, full moonlight, inviting me to lick my queen and cement my place as one of her concubines.

So I did. I placed my top lip against her hood and licked her from base to clit, parting her labia with my tongue until I dragged her tiny little bean upwards before curling my tongue back into my mouth. Queen Laila arched her back and pushed her tits up, moaning as she received my loyalty. She tasted ten times as good as she smelt, her pussy tart but mostly sweet. I needed more.

I licked her again and again, exploring her every fold with my curious tongue and lips, seeking out sensitive spots to please my queen and making her jerk with pleasure on the bench. Her pubic hair scratched my nose as I ground my face hard against her, dipping my tongue into her velvet channel and finding a concentrated well of flavor for me to enjoy.

“That’s it,” Queen Laila encouraged me from above. “Lick inside me.”

I did as I was told and licked the ridges of her inner walls, her vagina choking the base of my tongue with her tightness. I pushed in and out of her hole, tongue-fucking her as deep as I could with my eager and loyal organ.

The delicious mummy clicked her fingers and pointed behind me. “Sara, show your friend how good a woman’s mouth feels.”

“Yes, Queen Laila,” Sara replied before shuffling herself behind me.

She remained on her knees on the floor, grabbing the backs of my thighs and leaning forward so that she could delve her tongue into my snatch. I moaned instantly into Queen Laila’s cunt in response. My sopping wet twat was so desperate for some attention and the soft, warm tongue of my best friend was just what it needed. Sara ate me out gently but purposefully, knowing just how to tease me and work me into a frenzy, certainly better than any of the guys on campus.

Sara gradually matched my intensity, as she began sucking my clit into her mouth and rolling it between her lips. My brow creased and I let out a high pitched squeal of delight into Queen Laila’s pussy. I loved the feeling of my friend behind me, devouring my newly hairy pussy. She wagged her tongue through my pink and began dragging my clit around in circles, making me kick my legs up a little as a jolt of pleasure shot up from my snatch. If I’d known lesbian sex could feel this good, I would have done it a lot sooner.

I focused my attention on Queen Laila’s clitoris too, sensing my impending orgasm. I mirrored what Sara was doing to me, moving my tongue in large, concentric circles around her clit before making my way inwards to more precise circles. The mummy’s tits heaved and she tensed every time I flicked her clit in just the right way.

A surge of pleasure filled my loins and exploded through my entire body as I came with a force I never knew possible. I cried out in ecstasy, vibrating Queen Laila’s clit as I made my tongue flat against it and pulled it around in circles. My queen joined me in climactic pleasure as she came for the second time, her royal cum seeping out of her snatch for my eager tongue to gratefully collect.

I quivered between the two sets of lips, Sara working overtime behind me to lick up my juices, any she missed trickling down the insides of my thighs. Queen Laila pinched her perfect nipples as she arched her back and cried out something in Coptic while she climaxed. I pushed myself back against my best friend’s face, wanting my first orgasm given to me by a woman to last forever.

Unfortunately, it didn’t, and as the intense waves of pleasure receded, I rested my forehead against Queen Laila’s furry mons, breathing hot, panted breaths into her crotch. The sexy mummy stroked my hair as she too recovered, and Sara planted sweet, gentle kisses around the backs of my thighs and ass cheeks, occasionally making me twitch and whimper with an aftershock from the intense orgasm.

Queen Laila pulled me up to lay on top of her again, and she kissed me passionately. The pair of us basked in the afterglow of our orgasms together while we exchanged tongues. She wrapped an arm around my waist and spun us around so that I took her place on my back, causing me to squeal with delight at being woman-handled so effortlessly.

She climbed off the leather bench and made her way to the end where Sara was still kneeling, patiently awaiting her next order and frustratingly still clothed and orgasmless. “Rise,” Queen Laila instructed and Sara did as she was told.

Our queen moved into position behind her and pulled at the hem of her top, making Sara raise her arms and allowing it to be pulled over her head. The lesbian mummy then unclasped her bra, and suddenly I was staring at my best friends milky white tits, her chest flushed with arousal and her nipples already standing at attention. Queen Laila kissed her cheek as her hands explored Sara’s lovely, round breasts, cupping them and squeezing both nipples at once.

Sara closed her eyes and moaned softly, the move causing her to arch her back and push her ass into the groin of her superior. Queen Laila’s hands trailed south, and unbuttoned Sara’s denim shorts before pushing them down off her hips. They fell to her ankles and Queen Laila reached into her cotton panties, which were bright pink except for a dark slit of wetness along her pussy. Sara let out a staggered breath as her queen touched her nethers, tracing a finger through her wetness before taking her hand out of her panties and touching the finger to her lips.

“Delicious,” Queen Laila said as she sucked her concubine’s flavor off her finger. “Take off your shoes and be naked with us, my sweet.”

Sara did as she was told and pulled down her panties as she stepped out of her shoes, before kicking the clothes around her ankles to the side. I scanned up and down my beautiful friend’s body, seeing her naked for the first time and confirmed that Queen Laila’s magic pube growing spell affected her as well. I was looking at Sara in a whole new light thanks to the lesbian mummy, and I cursed myself for not realizing my lesbian inclinations sooner. Sara and I could have been having so much fun together all year in college.

“Go and be with your friend. Show her how she tastes,” Queen Laila whispered in her ear and Sara obliged her, climbing onto the bench seat and covering my body with hers.

I loved feeling the weight of my friend pressing down on top of me, our tits melding together, our pubic bones grinding into each other. She placed her lips on mine and we swapped tongues, kissing each other for the very first time. I moaned into her mouth as I ran my hands along her back, giving her round ass a squeeze.

“Penelope, why the hell haven’t we been doing this together all along?” she asked between passionate kisses.

I giggled in response, wondering the same thing myself. “I have no idea,” I admitted.

Queen Laila grabbed Sara by the hips and pulled her upwards, making her pull her knees up, kneeling between my legs and raising her butt into the air. She traced a finger down my friend’s moist slit and then reached beneath her and took my hand. She guided my fingers to Sara’s cunt and I felt the wetness of my friend as I slid a digit through her pink, making her groan and bite my bottom lip as her pussy was finally receiving the attention it had so loyally earned.

“I want you to rub Sara’s cunt, Penelope,” Queen Laila gave me my orders. “You and I are going to make her cum together.”

I began sliding my fingers up and down between Sara’s lips, holding her furry mons in my palm as I tickled her pink. Once my digit was adequately lubricated, I found her clit, pulling back on her hood with my pointer and ring fingers to expose her engorged nub. While I began applying pressure and circling Sara’s clit, Queen Laila reached between my own legs.

I groaned with pleasure as my queen slid two fingers into my tight channel, causing me to stretch around her to accommodate the invaders. She found my clit with the pad of her thumb and began applying pressure the same way I did to Sara. Her fingers began moving in and out of me while she did so, searching my frontal wall until she found my G-spot.

Her golden lips curled into a lustful smile as she looked down at her two concubines below, both our subservient snatches being attended to by eager fingers. With parted lips, she leaned over and buried her face in Sara’s rump, licking her asshole with her royal tongue. Sara broke our kiss and looked at me with a shocked expression at the unexpected anal attention, making me giggle.

“Does it feel good?” I asked as I peered over her shoulder to look at the ancient Egyptian queen rimming her, her attractive face obstructed by my friend’s peach butt.

“It feels incredible!” Sara replied, her voice strained with pleasure given to her by my hand and Queen Laila’s tongue.

She dropped her head next to mine, pressing into the leather seat and moaning as she undulated on top of me, pushing herself back against our queen’s mouth. I sealed my lips over her neckline and sucked while I continued fingering her, circling her clit with the tip of my finger. Queen Laila moaned into Sara’s ass while she ate it, placing her tongue against it and dragging it around by moving her head left and right, up and down. It looked hot as fuck seeing Sara have her booty devoured by this powerful, confident, lesbian queen.

Queen Laila’s fingers never stopped fingering me, multi-tasking while she tossed Sara’s salad. Her thumb applied sensational pressure to my clit while her fingers curled inside my core and tickled my G-spot. I felt waves of pleasure building inside me and I knew it wouldn’t be long before my queen made me cum again.

Sara’s back flexed and shoulder blades writhed as she enjoyed my fingers working magic in her pussy while the gold-painted lips and wicked tongue of Queen Laila lavished her asshole. My friend’s round butt pressed into the mummy’s cheeks, Queen Laila’s nose and golden top lip visible in Sara’s crevice as she smothered herself in her servant’s ass. Sara groaned deeply, heaving up and down as she was consumed by pleasure, pressing her forehead into the leather harder and harder before it culminated in an almighty cry of unbridled ecstasy.

Sara was rewarded for all her submissive efforts as an orgasm exploded inside of her. I watched Queen Laila press her face hard between her round cheeks, never ceasing her rimjob as my best friend trembled and convulsed on top of me. Cum trickled out of her snatch and my furiously clit-flicking fingers flung it onto the backs of her thighs and the tits of Queen Laila.

The seriously fuckhot sight of seeing my best friend cum like that sent me over the edge, and my cunt clamped shut around Queen Laila’s fingers as she pressed into my clit and G-spot at the same time, making me erupt in elation and join the high pitched chorus of my moaning friend. Our bodies writhed against each other, feeling like one as we both came for our queen.

Wave after terrific wave of pleasure pulsed through our bodies until eventually, we were spent. Our muscles were filled with lactic acid and Sara collapsed under her own weight. I slipped my hand out from between us just in time as she fell on top of me, still sporadically tensing as her orgasm wound down. It pulled her ass away from Queen Laila’s mouth, and the ancient mummy smiled down at her two concubines embracing below her, pleased with our efforts.

“That was absolutely wonderful, girls,” she said as she pulled her fingers out of my channel, licking my honey off them as she spoke. “I had a harem of women when I ruled Egypt. We would spend entire nights pleasuring each other just like this, having orgasm after orgasm until Ra bathed us in his light.”

Sara slid off and lay next to me on the wide bench seat. Our queen looked at our naked, spent bodies up and down, admiring our beauty while she thought back to the time she ruled.

“What will you do now?” Sara asked through panted breaths.

“Rebuild the harem,” Queen Laila grinned.

Sara and I both smiled, and looked at each other, madly giggling. It had been quite the night. One full of fear, danger and the most ultimate pleasure. It seemed difficult to think of our normal lives now that we’d resurrected an ancient Egyptian queen and had mind-blowing lesbian sex with her.

“Come on, girls,” she said, her voluptuous breasts glistening in the moonlight with Sara’s flicked cum. “Collect your clothes. We have work to do.”

THE END
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