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Chapter One




High above, the sun blazed fiercely. I clambered to the top of the dune and looked down at the sight. It was breath-taking. But then, I wasn’t looking at the pyramid — I was looking at Menkar, chief of the workers.

The trail up to the top of the sand dune was marked with deep-set wooden staves, marking out the path against the sifting and swaying that occurred in the desert winds. I hurried down the other side of the dune, leading to the half-unearthed side of the huge pyramid. Menkar stood there, his dark skin all but naked in the beating temperatures I watched him for a moment, his smooth muscles taut as he pulled a great shovel-load of sand free from the earth around the side of the pyramid.

He was magnificent. Clad only in a blue sarong that enshrouded his muscular thighs, I found a smile crossing my face. I hurried over to him, the sand kicking up light plumes as I walked. He looked over to me. “Mister Woodcock,” he said in a thick Egyptian accent. “How goes the study?”

I was one of the few Englishmen who bothered to speak to the workers, while the others considered the natives to be beneath them. Partly, I had to admit, it was because I could barely pull my eyes away from Menkar’s taut, hard chest. “It goes well,” I told him. “And the excavation?”

He wiped his brow with his beefy arm. “The winds are not with us today, friend,” he said, “and the heat grows.”

“Do you require shelter?” I asked.

Menkar shook his head, thick, braided hair swaying around his muscular shoulders. “No. I am used to hard work. There is nothing I like more than things that make me grunt and sweat.”

I grinned. “I know the feeling.”

Setting down his shovel, the tall Egyptian approached me. His dark skin glistened with sweat. “I could use some help, though,” he said. “To keep the skin from burning, I apply some oil to my body. With the heat, I fear that I will need some more.”

“Yes,” I said, almost without thinking. “I would not want you to be put at any risk from the sun.”

He stepped closer. Close enough, I realized, that I could smell him, his strong taste growing within me. “Would you like to help me, Mister Hardcock?” he asked. “Would you like to rub smooth warm oil across my hard, fresh, and naked body?”

I glanced down, away from his deep eyes. “My name’s Woodcock,” I said, a little uncertainly. I didn’t want to correct him.

His strong hand encircled my waist. “No,” he said, “I meant what I said. You are hard.”

I blushed, and looked down. I couldn’t disagree.

It had been, if I were honest, a most peculiar few months. My travels through the eastern parts of Europe had brought me through many adventures, almost entirely of a sexual nature. Well, perhaps not ‘almost’ — no, definitely all of them. I had survived the onslaught of terrible monsters, creatures from the most terrifying part of any kind of gothic nightmare, through little more than my quick wit and ability to get them into the sack. And now, I thought, here I am — lost in the great ocean of sand, with a stunning Egyptian beauty ready and willing to indulge my most wanton carnal desires.

I pushed against him, pressing my hips against his. Several of the other workers turned, glancing in our direction. “Perhaps,” I said, blushing terribly, “we should continue later, maybe tonight?”

Menkar glanced over at the other workers. “You do not want to indulge here?” he said. “They will not mind. They may even enjoy it.”

I flushed deeper. I would enjoy it. I leaned against him. My fingers brushed over his smooth, dark chest, leaving my palms feeling slick and hot. The front of his sarong grew, arching upwards and allowing me a good view of the thread count of the material. It brushed against my own growing hardness and was soon pressing fiercely against me, forcing my own arousal to swell in kind. Menkar’s tight hands latched around my waist, holding me there, his shaft eager and solid, and…

“Ah, Woolsock,” called a familiar voice.

I pulled back. Staggering unsteadily down the side of the dune came an older man with a thick, untidy mop of grey hair. I sighed — typical timing, from none other than Professor Cock Blockington himself. Hurrying along, he took a deep swig from a hip flask of cold water, downing it in a single gulp. “Damnable heat, I tell you,” he complained, his thick moustache bristling as he did, “Damnable, I say!”

Behind him followed a younger man, wider and with a wide-brimmed explorer’s hat. “I tell you, Charles,” said the younger man in a gruff voice, “I’ve been from the dark undergrowth of Africa to the frozen tundra of the Antarctic, and I’ve never felt a climate quite like this.”

The older man adjusted his monocle, peering intendedly down at a map he carried. “Blast it all,” he grumbled, “what I wouldn’t give for a good cup of tea.”

I glanced to my side. With a coy wink, Menkar grabbed his shovel once more and resumed his work. Damn it all, I thought. Play always came to a stop when the boss men came to the site.

Reginald Fizzlebottom, the younger man, jabbed his finger against the map. “Right here,” he said, adjusting his hat.

“There? Preposterous!” declared the professor. “All of the pyramids we have excavated in the past have had their entrances located to the east.”

The explorer spat. “Tosh and nonsense!” he announced. “When I was in Peru, we entered the pyramids from the south.”

Daventry chugged from the hip flask again. “This isn’t Peru,” he said.

“Stop wasting the water,” argued Fizzlebottom. “Besides, you wouldn’t know if you were in Peru or Egypt, the way you lock yourself away in your university library with all of those musty old books.”

At this, the professor shook his head, his moustache waggling. “Damn it all, man!” He paused, and pointed his bony finger in my direction. “You. You there, boy.”

I glanced up. “Jonathan, sir,” I reminded him for the sixty-third time. “Jonathan Woodcock.”

“Yes,” rumbled the old professor, “yes, quite. Have you made any progress on those hieroglyphics?”

I reached into my pocket, pulling free my notes. “Best as they tell me,” I said, “the entrance is next to a three legged bird, under a man with the head of a dog doing a little dance, and just above three rows of wheat.”

“Wheat?” repeated the professor. “Perfect! We just need to find the farms, and the entrance will be right beside it.”

Waving his arms emphatically, Fizzlebottom shouted, “Farms? We’re in the middle of the Sahara Desert, man! The only thing they grow out here is more bloody sand!”

I looked from one man to the other and sighed.

When I had got off the ship at Alexandria, without a penny to my name, I had set out to find some means of earning enough money to buy passage back to my home in England. I was growing tired of traveling, and my passage through Geneva and the horrors that it had contained (and documented in our previous novella) had left me eager to get back to my family home.

Discovering the expedition had been all but a miracle. Rumors had spread of their work, and asking around the bustling marketplaces of Cairo soon led me to their encampment. That was where I met Daventry, esteemed professor of history from St John’s College, and his colleague, Lieutenant Fizzlebottom, the experienced explorer for the British Empire.
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