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The airstrip was a scar on the pale desert, the edges indistinct where small fingers of sand had blown onto it.

The twin engined Hawker "Hooligan" biplane circled the strip, and the camp and dig it serviced, before lining up to land. Sand eddying across the dunes allowed the pilot to judge wind direction and speed so she could make a perfect smooth landing. It was only when the full weight of the aeroplane had settled on the wheels that the rough nature of the surface became apparent and the cabin began to shake.

Veronica Jiggleswick- Ronny to her family and Jiggles to her friends- was the pilot. In the co-pilot's seat was her old school chum Ally. Ally had shuffled forward to perch on the edge of her seat, a far away look on her face as the rumble excited her sensitive parts. She pouted as the aeroplane slowed and taxied off the end of the runway.

When the aeroplane had come to a halt, the first person out of the enclosed cabin was Ginge, Jiggleswick Air's mechanic. He put chocks under the Hooligan's wheels and did a quick walk around to check for damage. Satisfied all was well he opened the luggage compartment and pulled out a small metal step so the passengers could alight.

As Ginge dealt with the luggage, Jiggles and Ally ran their own post flight checks. Jiggles told herself she could relax now. She had been tense for the whole of the last leg of their journey from England to Egypt. They had planned their crossing of the Mediterranean where it narrowed at its Eastern end. It was a relatively safe and easy jaunt, but Jiggles couldn't help but remember that her brother had disappeared several years earlier whilst flying over the same sea. Ally could see all these thoughts on her friend's face, so she suggested, "Come on, let's have a look around."

Their passengers were milling around the luggage, uncertain of what to do or where to go. Leader of the group was Professor Horatio Quince. He was an eminent Egyptologist, though his reputation had been somewhat tarnished by his part in a recent country house murder. With him was his assistant Eustace, a weedy tweedy undergraduate from Magdalen and a good family. The final member of the group was Fiona Smythe-Whyte, the professor's secretary and illustrator. Fiona was the classic English rose- tall, willowy and pale with ice blue eyes and thick auburn hair. Jiggles and Ally- and even Ginge, who was more interested in the boys- had spent the whole journey through Europe hoping for a glimpse of Fiona unbuttoned- literally or metaphorically- but she was disappointingly old fashioned. Fiona's dress sense was at least a decade out of date, and demure to a fault. Ally, whose family had made its fortune in the rag trade, took Fiona's refusal to flatter her natural assets with a sympathetic cut as a nearly personal insult. She had made a vow to get the rose to bloom if at all possible.

For now the question was what should they do next? Professor Quince was joining the dig on a famously lost 'pyramid' (actually a large underground tomb complex and the town which serviced it) and expected to be met as soon as the aeroplane landed. However, only now was there any sign of movement from the camp. A group of local workers in dusty white clothes were walking rapidly toward them. "Natives." announced Eustace dismissively.

"Swarthy." sighed Ally and Ginge in unison.

As the crowd drew closer a westerner pushed through to the front. Not that tall, he was well built, with a handsome square face atop broad shoulders. He wore a suit and a wide brimmed hat to shade his bespectacled eyes. As he stepped up to the newcomers he removed the glasses and put them in his breast pocket. He held out a strong calloused hand, "Professor Quince, I presume." Jiggles recognised his accent as American, but couldn't pinpoint which state.

"And who are you?"

"Montana Smith, Professor. I'm the chief archaeologist on the dig." Quince winced when he took Montana's hand. Whilst the professor had soft, plump academic's hands, Smith's were rough and strong. He was obviously a hands-on archaeologist, more than willing to join in with the digging. Quince, by contrast, was at home in the sheltered halls of his college, looking over artefacts after they had been cleaned and catalogued. Now that Jiggles gave him a closer look it was clear that Montana was uncomfortable in his suit. It wasn't the discomfort Quince, Eustace and Fiona were displaying- being far too hot because they wore too many layers. Rather, Smith didn't like the formality implied by his current attire, and would prefer to be in work wear. Jiggles decided she liked him.

"You were the chief archaeologist." Quince announced, "You do understand that I am here to take over from you and see that finds are documented properly."

"I was aware of this, yes." Montana kept most of the edge out of his voice. "If you'll come down to the dig I can get you up to date on our progress.

"Yes, yes. But first I want to see our quarters. I need to freshen up."

As Montana turned away to start giving orders Ginge chipped in, "I really need to get the kite squared away. Could you spare a few of your chaps to help?"

"Of course." Montana turned to one of the workers who was older and better dressed. They conversed in a mixture of English and the local dialect then the team boss started issuing orders. A small group gathered around Ginge, smiling and eager to learn what they had to do with his exotic piece of machinery. The rest picked up bags and set off down the track to the camp.

"We shall get your stuff into a tent or whatever and meet you down there." Jiggles told Ginge. He nodded and immediately set about issuing orders to his ragtag ground crew.

* * *

Quince fussed and fretted over his quarters and showed every indication that he planned to spend an absolute age unpacking. Jiggles and Ally took the time he gave them to start work on Fiona.

On the journey down they had stayed in hotels on their stopovers, with separate rooms. Now, however, they would be sharing a tent, and canvas made sneaky peeks much simpler. Jiggles and Ally didn't need to discuss their plans- they would tease the girl a little, to see if she showed any proclivities for tribadism, and if she did Ally would introduce her to its joys.

The tent was large, with an oblong footprint and two poles holding up the roof. A wall of canvas hung from the roof, splitting the interior into a communal area with a small space for ablutions by the entry flaps and three little bedrooms. The bedrooms, large enough for a camp bed and clothes trunk, were also separated by hanging canvas walls. In the right light these walls would be almost see through. Jiggles and Ally chose the rooms either side of Fiona, and hoped she would have her lamp on when she dis-robed.

There was an enamelled bowl on a folding table in the ablutions area with a pile of white cotton towels beside it. Under the table was a large jug full of water, from which Jiggles half filled the bowl. She and Ally stripped off their blouses and brassieres and dipped towels in the water to start washing. Fiona, who had been in her bedroom checking her trunk, returned just in time to see the friends cleaning themselves. She stopped short and made a shocked squeak.

Jiggles and Ally turned toward Fiona, pretending to be surprised by her cry. Doing so, they presented her with two pairs of breasts, each magnificent in their own way. Jiggles chest was firm and full, with hardening nipples tilted up to the ceiling, Ally's breasts were smaller, almost perfect hemispheres. Fiona, reddening and making little flustered noises, couldn't keep her eyes from flicking back and forth between the orbs. Jiggles and Ally, almost in unison, looked down and feigned surprise at the sight of their own nakedness. "Oh. Oh, sorry." said Jiggles as she and Ally covered their nipples. "We're just so used to our own company that it feels natural to be naked around each other."

"We didn't mean to make you uncomfortable. We just forgot you were here." While she had been saying these reassuring words Ally had let her arm drop, revealing herself again, and had been moving toward Fiona. She reached back and took a damp towel from Jiggles, then offered it to Fiona. "You look awfully hot. Here, take this and dab your forehead with it. That will cool you down, and then you should wash. It gets terribly sweaty in the confines of an aeroplane cabin and you must want to freshen up."

As Fiona buried her face in the towel Ally turned to Jiggles with a grin. Jiggles gave her a nod, they might be in with a chance with Fiona. They wouldn't push her any farther than she wanted to go, but hopefully that would be a long way. Ally would make most of the running, she was, after all, the one most interested in women. Jiggles might join in, but she had her eyes on the enigmatic young archaeologist who had greeted them.

Fiona dabbed her forehead with the towel. "That is better. Oh, erm." For a moment she stared at Ally's breasts. Her right hand faltered after it handed back the towel, and looked like it might drop to the swelling bosom. She snatched it back and clasped her left hand, arms shielding her own, clothed, breasts.

"I do hope you don't find our behaviour too indecorous." Ally apologised. "We are going to be sharing this tent for the next few weeks, I do hope we can get along. Jiggles and I are a little more open than most, but we would not want to alienate you, so we can cover up if you want."

Fiona looked from Jiggles to Ally- at their faces and then their exposed breasts- then back again. "Oh,no, don't do that on my account. Perhaps I should be somewhat more open myself. But, well, not just yet. I shall go and change into something lighter in, erm, here."  Fiona stepped into her bedroom partition and closed the flap.

The outside wall of the bedrooms faced west and this late in the day a strong bright light shone on it. This cast the shadow Jiggles and Ally had hoped for on the door of Fiona's bedroom. They finished undressing as she started, casting occasional glances at her silhouette. First she struggled out of her dress, then started on her under-things. They were obviously restricting, and involved a multitude of knots. Eventually she was naked, and they watched her outline stretch and turn. She was a tall slip of a girl, with the slightest of waists and small, almost conical breasts. They watched as she looked down at the breasts and cupped them in her hands. Then she ran her hands down her stomach, over the slight bulge of her pubic bone and between her legs.

Fiona opened the flap to her bedroom just enough to poke her head through it. She had let her hair down and it framed her face with tight curls. She looked gorgeous and the smile when she found Jiggles and Ally were naked melted their hearts whilst warming them lower down. "Would you be able to bring the washing bowl over?" she asked.

"Come now Fiona, let's all be girls together." teased Ally, "We know you have nothing to be ashamed of."

Fiona was confused, but not stupid. It took her but a moment to realise where the sun was and how she had put on a shadow show for her tent mates. She blushed a most delightful shade of red and bit her lip, but started untying the flap all the same. As each tie came away she struggled to grasp the flap about her modesty. It only just worked.

Jiggles and Ally smiled invitingly at Fiona. Slowly, enticingly, the flap moved aside. The body they had just seen in silhouette was revealed in all its alabaster glory. Her breasts were indeed lovely pert cones with deep red nipples and areolae. She had a boyish waist and a flat stomach which tapered down to a luscious deep brown pubic bush and orchid like vulva lips.

Fiona looked from Jiggles to Ally then cast her embarrassed stare down to the floor. "I must seem so plain to you. You are both so gorgeous."

"So are you my dear." Ally announced as she and Jiggles moved either side of Fiona. They each ran fingers over the nearest of Fiona's breasts, tweaking the nipples and raising a squeak. Without a doubt they had found a potential playmate. Ally took a towel from the pile, "Let me wash those for you." she offered, dipping the towel in the bowl then wringing a little of the water out.

"Well, I, erm, I.... Okay." Fiona's hands had been flitting around as she fought her shyness and the prudishness she had been brought up with. Now that she had made her decision she clasped them behind her back, causing her breasts to thrust out.

Ally gave Jiggles a look that was easy to read. She was in love- or at the very least, lust- could she please, please, please get first pass at Fiona. Jiggles smiled and gave her a little nod, stepping back as she did. Fiona didn't notice. Her gaze was fixed on the towel in Ally's hand, waiting for it to touch her skin. As it drew closer still she closed her eyes and threw her head back, offering up her throat. Ally gently stroked the towel down Fiona's neck and between her breasts.

Fiona was trembling, and her breath came in little gasps. Jiggles was turned on just watching, she wanted to reach between her legs and gently play with her wet lower lips. Heaven only knew how turned on Ally must be.

Ally ran the towel under one breast and then the other. Fiona practically purred, arching her back to offer the gorgeous cones of her breasts up for a more thorough cleaning. Ally teased the nipples ever stiffer. Then she had an idea. Wetting the towel again, she held it just over the base of Fiona's neck and squeezed a big drop of water from it. The droplet zigzagged down the valley between Fiona's breasts then undulated over her ribs and onto her belly. It slowed a little as it left a damp trail on the girl's skin, then poised on the rim of her oval belly button.

"Ladies!" Quince's voice rang out.

Fiona squealed. Her hands whipped around to cover her breasts and pubic area. She almost doubled over trying to cover up.

Jiggles and Ally looked around. Quince's voice had been so clear it had been like he were in the tent with them. "Ladies?" he repeated, and they realised he was standing right outside the tent, beside the closed flap. "Is anything wrong?"

"We were just washing. The water is a little cold." Jiggles decided to mix the truth with a realistic lie. When she and Ally looked around again Fiona had disappeared and the flap to her bedroom was being hurriedly tied up again.

"Are you decent?"

"No. No, we're not. But we shall be dressed again in ten minutes or so."

"Oh, well, I suppose we can wait that long. Meet me in the office tent and we shall go down to the dig site for a quick look around." This time, not distracted by a naked rose, they could distinctly hear his feet crunching on the fine gravel path. Jiggles and Ally shared a sad look then retired to their bedrooms to change.

* * *

Fiona had wrapped herself in what looked like a sack with a pretty pale floral pattern printed on it. She rushed out of the tent without so much as a glance at either Jiggles or Ally and walked ahead of them all the way.

The site, and the areas around it, was dusty and open. It was possible to walk from one place to another by whichever route was most direct, yet an ordered series of paths had grown up, paler scars in the dust showing the way. Rather than chaos the camp had streets.

There was a slight incline down to the main dig. Three large square holes were surrounded by trenches going off in all directions following features of interest or just exploring the buried ruins. Most of the workers were busy with the largest of the holes, but others moved to and fro or dug elsewhere.

The site's office tent, to the North and uphill of the holes and trenches, was almost twice the size of the accommodation ones, open on two sides and half filled with four rows of tables. On these tables were arrayed various items from the dig- pottery shards, utensils, blades and other bits and pieces. Everything was being documented by workers and students. Compared to the bustle and noise of the dig outside this was surprisingly quiet. The other half of the tent was given over to a large table with maps and paperwork on it. Quince, Ginge and Eustace stood beside it, being shown documents by Montana Smith. They looked up as Jiggles, Ally and Fiona arrived. "Ah, ladies, so good of you to join us." Quince announced, "Doctor Smith was just showing us the map of the valley and where else he wanted to dig."

"There are claims of other tombs in the valley, but everything we know about their location is based upon rumour. We need to find out more before we send survey teams out for a closer look at any of them."

"Which is why," Quince puffed up with importance as he made his announcement, "I have retained the services of Jiggleswick Air. In the last war I worked on aerial reconnaissance. It is quite incredible what you can see when you look down upon the battlefield from an aeroplane. I thought it would be awfully clever to apply that principle to surveying archaeological sites."

Montana, Jiggles, Ally and Ginge all considered this idea before the American archaeologist announced, "Y'know I believe that may just work." He studied the map then looked from it to Jiggles, "How much ground can you cover in one flight?"

Jiggles leant over the map, close to Montana, and went over it with him. "That depends upon how high you want me to fly. Too high or too low and you may miss details." She checked the scale. "But we should be able to cover all of this in a few days once we get started. Perhaps we can take a test flight tomorrow and we can work out the optimum height?"

"It would be a pleasure ma'am."

"Very good." huffed Quince, "I had Eustace arrange delivery of sufficient fuel for the aircraft."

"They tell me it has already arrived. Of course, I shall have to check that the locals have it stored correctly." Eustace announced. Ally had the impression he was giving her and Fiona a judging look, like he knew what they had been doing in the tent and did not approve.

Montana circled a few places of interest on the map. "Maybe we can discuss this in detail later." he suggested to Jiggles.

"That sounds like a spiffing idea." she replied.

"Yes. Yes. Very good." Quince harrumphed, "But perhaps now we can take a look at the workings."

"Of course." Montana took a battered old leather hat from one of the seats. He just had to drop it onto his head and it sat perfectly in place. It obviously belonged there, though it didn't go with the suit Montana wore. Perhaps there was a whole battered and worn outfit which fitted him like a second skin. Jiggles would like to see him in that outfit- much more comfortable and relaxed- almost as much as she wanted to see him out of it.

Leading the way to the largest of the holes, Montana described various aspects for the benefit of the non archaeologists. "We've started calling this the Valley Of The Wizards. It roughly equates to some of the local names for it, and it has a nice ring to it. The whole valley is an artificial flood plain. We don't understand why yet, but the ancient inhabitants built a series of dams to redirect the seasonal river which ran through here, making it meander over the whole valley and slowly silt it up. It looks like the tombs and temples, or at least this one, were sealed up and buried before the flooding began. Unlike the Pharaohs who built the pyramids as ostentatious reminders of their power, it's as if the rulers of this area, or their subjects, wanted to be hidden from history."

"There are rumours of objects with great occult powers in the burial chambers." Eustace interjected, drawing a disdainful look from Quince and a shrug from Montana.

"Nobody believes that superstitious claptrap, of course." Quince commented, "Do carry on Doctor Smith."

"The river has long since changed its course and the valley became barren hundreds, if not thousands, of years ago. Since then there have only been the occasional nomads and outcasts passing through. It seems that even the grave robbers have missed this valley. This site was uncovered by wind erosion clearing the sand from atop the ruins. One particular trader used it as a way point on his route and eventually news of it reached the university in Cairo, and then me and Professor Quince. Of course, as soon as we started digging we began to hear all the ghost stories and legends."

"About objects of great arcane power?" Jiggles enquired cheekily.

"And some very.... interesting ceremonies, involving ritual deflowering of virgins by the priests." Fiona let out something part way between a squeak and a cough at the thought of this. When she realised that Jiggles and Ally were looking at her she went bright red again. "Not virgin sacrifices though, not in the way the pulps would have them, anyway." Montana continued, "The stories are very specific on this. There seems to have been a whole culture of sex rites which are going to be fascinating to find out about." Montana, too, had noticed Fiona's flush and, evilly, was doing his own bit to make it hotter. "Ah, here we are. Let's go down shall we." he motioned to a ladder down into the largest hole.

They climbed down the ladder to a rickety scaffolding balcony and then down again to the current level of the workings. A smaller hole within the hole was the focus of activity. Dusty earth was being passed up from this hole in baskets then sifted for shards. When it was judged to no longer hold anything which might be historically significant the earth was shovelled into another basket and lifted from the hole. "Very thorough." Quince commented approvingly.

"We do our best. Amid!" Montana shouted over the sounds of work. "How are things going?"

A darkly handsome young man separated himself from the activity and headed towards them. "Very good Doctor Smith." he announced as he slapped dust from his hands and sleeves. He was tall and slim and managed to make his plain work clothes look tailored and stylish. He had the bearing of a prince, Ginge thought when he had recovered from his initial swoon. "It looks like you were correct." the dusty vision announced, "This could easily be the roof to a chamber. And we think there is an air gap beneath it."

"It seems you timed your arrival perfectly Professor." Montana said to Quince. "This is Amid. He's my star pupil and the informal foreman. He tells me that his father, grandfather and several generations before them were grave robbers, but his mother wanted him to go legit."

"Before they robbed the graves my family was in them. You missed out the part about being able to trace my line back to some of Egypt's oldest royal families, Doctor Smith. Would our guests like to come down and have a look?"

They descended another, shorter, ladder as the workers crowded back from the middle of the hole. 

They had uncovered a section of neatly cut stone which showed a clean, straight edge where it butted up against another section. "We have cleaned out some of the seam and it appears they join with what you described as 'tongue and groove'. If you look down here," Amid pointed at a section of the stone which had only just been uncovered and was still dusty, "you can see hieroglyphs. We think that when we have uncovered and translated those, we will know how to get in."

"Couldn't you just blast an opening in here? In this stone you've already uncovered?" asked Eustace.

This suggestion drew disapproving looks from Quince, Montana, Amid and Fiona. Jiggles, Ally and Ginge weren't sure just how bad an idea the proposed vandalism was judged to be, so they resisted the urge to join in the glare.

"If we can find the correct way in we can explore the complex properly." Amid explained slowly, "We can document it correctly and learn more about its function. If we damage the roof too much we risk the whole structure collapsing, destroying fragile artefacts and compromising the whole dig. Patience is a virtue. It has been down there for millennia, a few more days should make little difference." Amid shaded his eyes and checked the angle of the sun. "It is almost the end of the shift and all the work for the day. If you do not mind I shall get the safety barriers erected and see the crew off."

As Amid set about giving the workers orders the academics and their pilots headed for the ladders. "Grave robbers, you say?" commented Quince.

"And royalty?" added Ginge.

"Well, it could all be a bit of colour." conceded Montana, "But Amid did know a lot about ancient history and the construction of tombs even before he started studying under me. After you, Miss Jiggleswick." Montana let Jiggles mount the ladder ahead of him then followed close behind, studying what was above him intently as he went. Ally paid close attention to this trick, and pulled her own version on Fiona. When she looked up she could see past Fiona's sensible shoes all the way up to some surprisingly skimpy cami-knickers. She smiled and revelled in the roll of the girl's round buttocks in the close fitting material. 

When they were all at the top of the hole again, Montana announced, "There is a communal meal every evening for the students and foremen when you're all ready."

"Eustace and I have to go over all your documentation. Have some food sent to our tent." replied Quince.

"Okay. Ladies? Mister Ginge?" Montana's question received nods all round. "Okay, well, let's meet at the food tent in about two hours."

* * *

Ginge had not studied his tent when he first arrived, simply dropping his bags in it and rushing out to look around the site. Now he had time to check it out properly.

If he had seen the girls' tent he would have seen that his was smaller. However, it was also only a two person tent, the bedrooms being partitions in the rear half. The rest of the tent was furnished with rugs and cushions, but for the corner with the washing bowl on a table which had reed mats under it.

There was a polished metal mirror behind the wash basin. Ginge checked his reflection in it and realised he was bright red. He always forgot how quickly his pale skin burnt in strong sunlight and now his head and neck down to his opened collar were going to be tender. He could feel the heat from the skin already, and winced at the thought of the coming tenderness. Beside the wash basin were bottles of oils, possibly intended to moisturise tender skin. Ginge decided to try them out.

Carefully and slowly Ginge unbuttoned his shirt and dropped it to the floor. He kicked off his shoes and removed his trousers and jockey shorts. He filled the washing bowl from the jug under the table and started washing his hands and arms. There was a smaller jug behind the bowl, so he used this to rinse his arms and upper body- trying to get the water to dribble back into the bowl.

Ginge was pondering the best way to wash his chest and lower body without soaking the floor when a voice behind him said, "Ah, hello mister Ginge."

Ginge looked around to see Amid tying the tent flaps together. The other man's smile became an expression of concern as his eyes became used to the light and he spotted Ginge's burnt face and neck. He hurried over, "Oh dear, oh dear. You have had too much sun."

Ginge shrugged, "I should have known better."

"You Europeans burn so easily, particularly copper heads such as you." Amid had been tracing the edges of Ginge's red skin, without touching it, but got distracted by the freckles on his hairless arm and ran a finger over them. "You have these, what are these little brown marks on your skin called?"

"Freckles."

"Freckles. All the people I have ever met with freckles have not coped so very well in the sunshine. You need to stay shaded as much as you can." Amid was checking out the whole of Ginge's body, spotting freckles on his back and down to his tight buttocks. Always a fan of attention from a handsome man (or attractive woman if he was honest), Ginge found the it perked up his penis. Commonly known as little Ginge, the organ was becoming plumper and harder and rising. By the time Amid moved around to see it, little Ginge was pointing straight forward at the wash basin. "Oh my." ejaculated Amid, "Does this magnificent beast have freckles?"

"I don't know, I've never looked."

Amid dropped to his knees immediately. He took little Ginge between thumb and forefinger and moved it side to side as he examined it. "Oh yes. There is one there, and a little cluster of them here. And there are more here." All the while that Amid was looking at the penis pointing out freckles the organ grew ever harder, until it was pointing straight up. Eventually Amid reached the tip and exclaimed excitedly, "Oh! You still have your sheath!"
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