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Futa Mummy
Unwrapped

 


 by Amanda Mann

 


Teaser:"Oh... my... GAAAAAAWWWDDD!!!" I groaned and gasped as she
pushed into my widely-stretched, no-longer-virgin anus. It
propelled me forward, over my wife, but Rhamfutaka gripped my hips
tightly and pulled me back, impaling me further. Worse, my wife
chose that moment to stop blowing me and come out from under
me.

 


"Relax, baby. Remember?" she asked. "That's what you told
me."

 


I grimaced, answering her through gritted teeth. "But...
she's... so much... bigger... than... me," I managed to force
out.

 


My wife chuckled. "Are you saying that this woman is more man
than you?" I didn't like what she was insinuating but it's hard to
argue with a huge dick in your ass. She stepped right in front of
me, her sex right in my face. Her labia were engorged and dripping.
I suddenly got very hungry, indeed. "Here," she said, propping up
her foot and shoving my face into her drenched snatch.
"Eat."

 


 



Futa Mummy
Unwrapped

 


It was hard to believe, the mummy of Rhamfutaka, perhaps the
least-known yet best-preserved mummy of them all, was coming to our
museum first, and my wife and I were going to be amongst the select
few that would be able to get within a few inches of it! "This is
going to be amazing," said my wife.

 


"I agree," I replied. "We couldn't have planned it better if
we tried." I suppose a little back story is in order.

 


I met my wife, Bethany, years ago, when we were both at
university, studying archeology. It was her intelligence and thirst
for knowledge – along with her hot body and insatiable sexual
appetite – that attracted me. Probably the latter two more than the
first pair. She was something, alright. Five foot six, with long,
lean legs, a phenomenal ass that you could eat your lunch off of
(and I have, many times if you know what I mean), and a rack to die
for. Man, how I love sucking those thick, hard nipples of hers.
Fine as fuck, too, her face resembling a young Angelina Jolie. She
just had it hidden under perpetual bad hair days, thick glasses and
allergies. I was literally the only one to see through it. Plus,
our mutual obsession with Ancient Egypt led us to spend a whole lot
of time together. I remember how I seduced her that first
night.

 


"Are you ever going to make a move?" she asked. We had been
playing Monopoly but all I could do was stare at her
tits.

 


"Uh, yeah," I said, then kissed her. Okay, so I wasn't the
most alpha of males. And she was actually talking about the game
but she was as lonely as I was and just went with it. I didn't last
all that long once the condom was on but it turns out – even though
it was my first time – that I'm a natural at eating pussy. And I
love doing it, too. She came a dozen times before I even stuck it
in. She came twice more before I shot my load. For all those
reasons, she figured I was a keeper.

 


When she first told me about Rhamfutaka, I thought she was
kidding. How could there be a high priestess of such power and
notoriety in her time, yet the archeology world knew nothing about
her?

 


"The dark arts," came her reply. "She used some sort of
ancient rituals to take command, subjugating everyone in her path."
I told her she had to be kidding. Bethany merely ignored me and
continued. "When she was finally taken, she was wrapped as a mummy
and buried alive as punishment. They set her in a tomb far from all
the others, killing off anyone who knew the tomb's whereabouts and
worked hard to remove all accounts of her from their history." It
was a wild tale but my girlfriend, who was now my wife, was very
thorough in her research, even then, believed it, so I believed it,
too.

 


The day came and it truly was astounding. We were there with
several esteemed archeologists, bioarcheologists, Egyptologists and
the like. It was a fascinating afternoon. "An amazing specimen,"
was mentioned more than once.

 


"Where are we going?" I asked. Bethany had come to me and
simply said we needed to go. That was strange because it was almost
midnight and I was thinking about going to bed. "Back to the
museum." Baffled, I asked why. She told me she had been keeping a
secret from me. I wasn't sure I wanted to know what it was but I
asked anyway. "Rhamfutaka had... She had a great power about her,
something she was willing to share with other women. That's why
I've always been fascinated with her, more than anything." I
nodded, understanding. "She also has power over life and death."
That... sounded more ominous. I mean, how many horror movies have
been made about such people? Especially mummies! She held up a worn
leather-bound notebook that I hadn't seen in more than a decade. "I
have an incantation here," she continued. "I've been dying to try
it ever since I found it."

 


She had a look in her eyes, a sort of starry look, like the
innocence of youth. "When did you find the incantation?" I
asked.

 


"When I was fourteen," she said. That would explain a lot.
Only a child could believe in such things. I watched the old
"Pete's Dragon" movie for the first time when I was 20 because I
wanted to see it as a child but never made it to the theater. It
had been an obsession of mine for all those years. I was
disappointed in the movie. How could it live up to my childhood
expectations? But who was I to take this away from her? I knew we
had to go.

 


"Let's do this," I said. She smiled so wide. I love it when
she smiles.

 


You probably don't know this but museums are really bad with
security. It costs a lot of money, money which most don't have. You
don't have to believe me, you can Google it. Our museum was among
those that didn't have the dough. Plus, we had keys.

 


I'm not going to lie. The room with the sarcophagus had a
very spooky vibe about it. It didn't help that my wife would only
allow the use of some very odd looking candles. "It's all about
setting the proper mood," she said. I told her they smelled funny.
"They're made from tallow," she offered. I could only nod. "Here,"
she continued, "help me open it." I wasn't so sure we should be
doing that and told her so. "What if the incantation works? You
want her trapped in there?" It was hard to argue with that logic. I
also didn't want her mad at me for squashing this childhood dream
by telling her there was no need to open it up because none of this
would work. Ethics aside, I helped her.

 


Oh boy, was that sucker ever heavy! I'm only an inch or two
taller than my wife – not much bigger, at all. Once in a while, she
has me wear her panties. She says it's to "see if we're really the
same size." It's embarrassing so I take them off pretty quickly
each time though, I must admit, they feel really, really good. I
don't exactly work out (or, at all) so we struggled to take the
ornate lid off. Standing back up, stretching out the crick in my
back, I took in the splendidness that was Rhamfutaka's
mummy.

 


Bethany wasted no time, kneeling before the sarcophagus and
opening her book. She found the page quickly and began the
incantations. Almost immediately, I felt a cold chill. The room
around us must have dropped several degrees. "Uh, honey," I said,
noticing I could suddenly see my breath in front of me. She ignored
me, though.

 


She stopped and I breathed a sigh of relief. Reaching into
her pocket, she pulled out a small, dark medicine bottle. She
filled the dropper, then raised it to Rhamfutaka's lips. "Honey..."
I said. "What are you doing? What's that?"

 


"Oil from the petals of flos ineptias," she
replied.

 


"I thought that species died out centuries ago." She ignored
me, though, dripping several drops onto the lip area of the
bandaged, mummified woman. Picking up her notebook, she continued
with her incantations.

 


Enough is enough, I thought. It's bad enough that we opened the sarcophagus but
now she's damaged it with that oi... Something had caught my eye.
Did it
move???!!!

 


I watched long and hard, my wife's incessant incantations
blurring into the background. Sure enough, the lips twitched, ever
so slightly. After a moment, more and more, the fluid that had
pooled atop the bandages passed between them!

 


As I watched, disbelieving, Rhamfutaka became more and more
animated. "Honey," I managed to squeak out. As usual, I may as well
have remained silent. Slowly, the mummy started to rise, lifting
up, unassisted, as if her ankles were on a hinge. I had to step
back. "Honey..." This time it was more of a plea. Finally, I
couldn't take anymore and I ran to the door, tearing it open. I
couldn't leave my wife, though. Turning back, I yelled, pleading,
one more time. "HONEY!!!"

 


The eyes of Rhamfutaka opened!

 


"Holy shit!" I exclaimed. Suddenly, the handle was ripped
from my grip by unseen forces, the door slamming shut. In a panic,
I turned, tearing at the lever to no avail. It wouldn't budge.
Slowly, I turned, horrified as the mummy began to glow, rapidly
increasing in luminosity. The light became so bright I had to turn
away and shield my eyes. A half a minute later, I peaked back. What
I saw there made me drop my guard.

 


Standing there in the sarcophagus was the most beautiful
woman I'd ever seen, my wife included. And more, Rhamfutaka was
completely nude!

 


Young, stunning. Straight, dark hair that cascaded down her
back. Large, firm, supple breasts with thick, dark nipples. Her
body was slender, fit. Her complexion was a rich dark olive, her
skin was flawless. Her eyes were piercing and purple. Purple! She
had a nice, thick, though neatly-shaped bush as well. "Holy fuck!"
I exclaimed, almost breathlessly. "She's alive."

 


Bethany bowed to the revived priestess, then offered her her
hand. Rhamfutaka took it, stepping over the side of the sarcophagus
and standing next to her. This time, my wife took to her knee. "My
queen," she said. I was shocked when Rhamfutaka answered back in
perfect English.

 


"Rise, oh daughter," she said. The words were lost on me. I
was more surprised that she spoke perfect English and told her so.
She turned, looking at me with such disdain. "I am a high priestess
and my powers go far beyond what your pitiful mind can
conceive, man..." She spit that last word out with such forceful venom, it
shut me down. She turned back to my wife. "I can sense my blood
running through your veins. Have you come to become one with me?"
Well, that was certainly a strange yet exciting
question.

 


"Yes, my queen," replied my wife. Before it all could even
soak in, she was stripping off her clothes. Within seconds, she was
naked before her and me, too! Rhamfutaka motioned for her to kneel,
which she did.

 


The high priestess spread her legs out a bit. "Partake of
me." Now, I had no idea what she meant but I guess my wife did. She
put her face right into Rhamfutaka's furry womanhood. From the way
her head moved I surmised she was eating the ancient one's
pussy!

 


Rhamfutaka ran her fingers through my wife's hair, throwing
her head back and moaning. Bethany ate her with renewed vigor. The
priestess squeezed her own large, firm breast and pinched a nipple,
eliciting a gasp. Soon, she was grinding her sex against my better
half's face, panting faster and faster.

 


Then an odd thing happened. I had been noting my wife's
form, how her face moved as she pleasured her queen. At first, she
just moved it around, in a reflection of what her tongue was doing.
All of the sudden, though, she bobbed. That can't be, I thought. I must be mistaken.

 


Then she did it again. And again. Soon, she was mostly
bobbing and I thought I could make out something... something sort
of familiar. I took a few steps closer. Oh, my, I thought. She has a dick! How could that be, though? I
had been watching her all this time, she was definitely a woman.
But, there it was and by the time I got my mind focused back on it,
it must have been a good eight or nine inches long and so very,
very thick. I shrunk back just a bit, jealous.

 


Jealous of Rhamfutaka's size and the fact that my wife was
blowing her like a pro, jacking the base while pleasuring the top
part. I couldn't even remember the last time she had done the same
for me and she could get my whole dick in her mouth without much
effort! I watched as she shoved my wife's head onto her throbbing
cock, impaling her. I would never do such a thing! She shuddered and came. "Oh, oh," she
moaned. "UH-UH-Oooooooohhhh..." Her hair tousled and her firm body
flailed in her orgasmic paroxysms. Finally, she stepped back, her
slick fat cock still bobbing in front of her.

 


My wife looked up at her, smiling. I could see the ancient
one's jizz glistening as it ran down from the corners of her mouth.
"Did I do well for you, my queen?" she asked. Rhamfutaka smiled,
offering her her hand and helping her to her feet. My wife scooped
up the remnants of the cream from her chin and stuffed it into her
mouth.

 


"Yes, my daughter," she said. "Are you ready for the next
part?" My wife nodded, answering in the affirmative.

 


I was surprised when my wife turned and walked over to me.
"Baby," she said, taking hold of my upper arm with one hand and
stroking my chest gently with the other. It sort of sent chills
through my body, though I wasn't quite certain if it was because my
wife was naked in front of me or because I dreaded what might come
next. She started unbuttoning my shirt. "I really need your help,
baby," she continued. "It's my destiny. I'm descended from the
Rhamfutaka bloodline. That news made me briefly analyze if what I
had just witnessed was incest or not. By the time I was focused on
the present, she had my shirt off and was pulling my pants down. I
balked, grabbing at them.
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