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“I really don’t know what’s gotten into me lately.” He panted into her ear after they made love the last time, exhausted. His scent was musky and strong. It radiated off his skin and out of his sweat. It was an intense, scorching heat. If you put paper against his bare skin at that moment, surely, it would burst into flame.

“Gotten into you, hey?” She teased back, nudging a shoulder at him, careful not to let her unease creep in and spoil it all as she pulled his naked body tightly against hers. “Oh, I know, you’re just in one of your...moods. Horny. That’s all. But that was great.” She wasn’t lying. She’d made it three times, exploded like a stick of dynamite each and every one. Sighing in the darkness, she wiped the sweat from her eyes and steadied her breathing. Her hand trembled as it rested along the curve of his buttocks and lightly traced its outline. She moved in closer, snuggling, the shapes of their bodies fitting together like two perfect puzzle pieces.

Again, she ignored the warning voice deep in her head. Julian had never been like this before. So lusty and insatiable. Better late than never, she’d tried to convince herself. So what if it seemed at times these last few weeks that he was actually giving off this aura of eroticism? So what if whenever they rode into that small village where they obtained their weekly supplies, women were actually turning to stare at him, accidentally bumping into him everywhere they went just so they could touch him? It had to be her imagination. Julian?

Oh, he was good looking enough. Handsome, really, with his compact frame, his tanned skin, brooding eyes, and long blond hair as silky as a woman’s. But, he was no Adonis. She merely happened to love him.

They’d been together since their college days, had specialized in the same field, Egyptian antiquities, and had been all over Egypt on different digs together. They’d been inseparable. For Laura, except for her work, the sun rose and set on Julian Bennet. She loved him more than life itself, and he, her.

“My legs are jelly...good thing we’ve got a couple of hours before dawn so I can get my strength back,” she told him, stretching languidly in the steamy tent. “I’m going to need it.”

It was sweltering, and a fine coating of white desert dust covered every inch of their naked bodies. It mingled with their sweat and globbed in the creases of their skin. She didn’t care.

The tent was tiny and crowded with clothes, bags, papers, chunks of ancient cracked pottery, and sections of painted walls–the implements and baggage of their jobs. Outside their tent, in the desert night where it was growing cooler, they could hear the mules snorting and the wind crying like souls lost in Hades. She didn’t care.

They couldn’t touch, caress, or hold each other enough during the long Egyptian nights.

Ever since they’d uncovered the lost tomb they’d been searching for for so long in the steep cliffs past Memphis, they’d been gripped in a fever of uncontrollable sexuality–as if some invisible and scentless aphrodisiac hung in the very air and had turned them into sex-starved animals. They’d made love every night, sometimes two or three times. They hadn’t done that since their honeymoon ten years before. And she still didn’t want to admit that never, not even before or after their honeymoon, had the sex been so good. It was simply and unbelievably amazing. They couldn’t get enough of each other.

Julian, her husband and partner archaeologist, swore it was because Egypt had woven a spell on them. Hadn’t ancient Egypt been the land of many gods? Powerful gods that had as often as not smiled down upon every aspect of the sensual?

After all, he’d said that first night after their tremendous lovemaking, with sardonic laughter in his brown eyes, what else was there to do but to make love when the dawn temperatures hovered at ninety-five, rose to over one hundred- twenty degrees by midday, and the people had worn little or no clothing?

Men. As if nakedness was only a prelude and excuse to have sex. The ancient Egyptians had just been hot, that’s all, she’d quipped back.

He’d laughed at that and had made passionate love to her, yet again.

Ah, but most importantly, he’d told her afterward, wasn’t Egypt the land of timeless sensuality and magic? Didn’t it make sense that some of those carnal enchantments still lingered, even after hundreds of centuries? And the very fact that they were finally at the threshold of the tomb after all the long years of preparing, dreaming, scheming, hunting, and digging, was titillating in itself. Enough to make any archaeologist’s blood boil. That’s how Julian explained the change.

“And, darling, you of all people should know of such things...you’re the one who’s written all those books on the magic of ancient Egypt and their gods. It’s your special expertise, after all.”

But Laura Bennet, renowned Egyptologist and published author from Boston, feared their ravenous sexuality was something more than just the ghosts of feelings long past. Perhaps it was some bewitchment cast upon them since they’d located the tomb and swept the clinging sand away from the stone door covered in hieroglyphs. A tomb best left untouched and undisturbed, according to certain people. There was some kind of a curse, but no one seemed to know exactly what it was.

Don’t look for the tomb, was all they’d been warned from the very beginning, leave it be. Whoever found her would find nothing but trouble. Talking as if she could still give them trouble. A mummy over three thousand years old. Ridiculous. Laura wrote of the myths, but had never believed in them. That was one of the reasons she’d been so obsessed with finding this particular tomb. It’d make a dandy book. Colored pictures and all.

The tomb of an ancient pharaoh’s lesser wife who had no name. She’d been a legend for millennia, by word of mouth, passed down from generation to generation of Egyptians. They all knew about her, but most refused to talk of her. It was suspected that she’d lived around the time of Rameses II in the nineteenth dynasty; had been one of his lesser wives, sometime after Queen Nefertari. And the woman who’d bestowed on him his great fierceness and virility with her magic—because she’d been a sorceress; very evil, very strong, and rumor had it that she’d had Rameses under an insidious love spell of some kind. A superior warrior, a wise pharaoh, Rameses fought wars across his empire, campaigned in Syria for twenty long years, and still had time to father over one hundred children and keep an immense harem happy. It was said he’d lived to ninety years of age. An exceptionally long life in those days. Yes, that Rameses had been some man.

But in the end, the legend went, she’d become a threat to Rameses and the powerful priests of Amon, not only because of her unnatural appetites, which were never actually elaborated or dwelt upon, but because of her voracious ambitions. She’d wanted to sit on the throne in place of the pharaoh and the priests had plotted to be rid of her. The rebellious lesser wife was set aside, disgraced, and the priests, who possessed formidable magic as well and had been the power behind the throne for far too long to step aside, had gone up against her and had overpowered her. She simply disappeared from the face of the earth one day. No one knew what had happened to her. And as usually happened in cases like that, her name was probably erased from all the histories, chiseled off all the temples and monuments, and it became a punishable crime even to speak her name aloud.

Rameses had found himself another wife and history had gone on without a ripple. Except for the persistent legend.

Laura discovered some author’s brief mention of the unsolved riddle in an old book and had consulted an expert, a Professor Akmed, she’d known many years ago at the University of Boston, about the alleged legend.

Ah, the nameless one. She’s best left alone, he’d said mysteriously, when she’d asked about the forgotten woman. If one discovers her true name, one must never utter it aloud, for it would bring her back from out of the bowels of the earth where she’s lain all these long centuries. And she would be so hungry, he’d quoted from memory from some other ancient tome and had immediately piqued her curiosity. 

The nameless one, they’d called her.

Laura was a curious woman. She never could resist an enigma or a great mystery. She was a fearless woman and hadn’t heeded the professor’s, or anyone else’s, advice. The more she was cautioned to forget the tomb and the nameless one, the more she desired to locate it and learn more about the ancient pharaoh’s lesser wife.

And there was just something about the whole legend that intrigued and beckoned her. As if she was being called to solve the ageless enigma. And so, her quest had begun.

But once in Egypt, they’d been lucky even to find the poor-excuse-for-a-guide, Abdul, at all, and the motley fellahin crew he’d finally scrounged up. Each time they found a potential guide, they would divulge whose tomb they were looking for, the prospective hireling would go pale of face, start to tremble, and either make some ridiculous excuse not to work for them, or would take off running without a word of further explanation, his dazzling white robe like galabiyahs flapping in the wind.

So they’d ended up with Abdul. Abdul, with his scraggly beard and turban, emaciated frame, missing teeth, and his three vacant-eyed henchmen, Hussein, Keesmet, and a fellow called Berseem. A raggle-taggle malnourished collection of misfits if there ever was one. Brown-skinned scarecrows. Always fighting among themselves. Whispering secrets, their shifty eyes darting this way and that as if they believed themselves to always being watched. Clumsy. They reminded Laura of the Three Stooges. Hussein was forever slapping at Keesmet and bullying Berseem. Late at night, in her tent, she could hear the four arguing. What they argued about she never knew, for they kept their voices low. They kept their secrets. But they were poor Muslim peasants, like so many in Egypt, and had little choice but to find work where they could if they wanted to put food on their families’ tables. So by daylight, they’d be on the job obeying Abdul’s orders and grumbling beneath their breath like grumpy old men. Taking out their frustration on the mules and the shovels they shoved into the sand.

None but Abdul could speak English, so he had to do all the translating. But Abdul’s accent wasn’t too thick and his English was exceptional. The four of them knew the desert and they hadn’t run away—yet. So Laura and Julian put up with them and their shenanigans. No one else would help them find the tomb.

An ancient Egyptian sorceress that the people still feared? Julian had chuckled when first she’d told him. The Egyptians were such strange superstitious creatures, he’d remarked. They took their curses too seriously. Who believed in such nonsense? More likely they’d only find a dusty mummy in an airless tomb. Hopefully, some artifacts of the time. And
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