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STRANGE
DESIRES

By Susan Strange

PART 1
PHARAOHS, QUEENS, & PYRAMIDS

The story of Margaret is primarily about her sex-
ual desires. She was well educated; in university she
had a particular interest in Egyptology. Because of
her degrees she was hired as an adviser by a profes-
sor to help him with a study in the sexual ways of
the Pharaohs that as we shall see later played a
large part in her sexual life.

Margaret had been to Egypt many times before
and after she was hired as an expert by Professor
John Higgins and his team studying the Pharaohs.
She had seen the pyramids, been to the Valley of the



Kings, Luxor and many places where Pharaohs and
their Queens lay in their Royal tombs. She had been
on many archaeological digs in that ancient country.

During her time with Professor John Higgins,
Margaret had an affair with him. This was not un-
usual for the Professor; a number of women on his
research team had had a fling with him. For a man
some thirty years Margaret’s senior, the Professor
had a remarkable sex drive and appetite. He was al-
ways exploring his sexual boundaries; because of
his research into the sex life of the Pharaohs he had
come across a strange cult called “Friends of the
Pharaohs.”

He became a member of an obscure religion de-
voted to the lives of the Pharaohs, their Queens,
Royal Princesses and Princes and all the Royal fam-
ily. The cult had many branches all over the world.
Always on the lookout for new members, the Profes-
sor approached Margaret who because of her inter-
est in Egyptology was more than willing to become a
member. Because of joining the cult, Margaret be-
came a very promiscuous woman. Knowing the Pro-
fessor’s proclivities, Margaret had a good idea that
sex would be involved and she wasn’t wrong.

To be initiated into “Friends of the Pharaohs,”
one had to go to Egypt for the ceremony was con-
ducted in a tomb of one of the Pharaohs. It was a
pyramid Margaret had visited in the past. She knew
the hieroglyphics in the Royal burial chamber for
she had deciphered them. They told the life of the
Pharaoh and his Queen in every detail as well as
who was buried with him in the Royal family tomb.

While the sun usually beat down on the outside
of the pyramid, the day Margaret was to be initiated
inside, it was cool. Margaret was prepared for the



ceremony in an antechamber before entering where
the Royal tombs were. She was divested of all
clothes and put in a diaphanous white gown. It mat-
tered not whether one was female or male; the gown
was worn by all.

Neophyte Margaret was led by a woman in robes
typical of the Pharaohs’ time to the Royal burial
chamber.

Within the chamber were two thrones where the
stand-ins for the Pharaoh and his Queen sat.

The Pharaoh was a young man by the name of
Matthew and his Queen an woman with white hair
in her seventies by the name of Moira. She was
some fifty years older than her Pharaoh. The differ-
ence in ages was because in “Friends of the Pha-
raoh” one is elected to be a Pharaoh or his Queen
for life. Queen Moira had seen three Pharaohs in her
time since she was first elected as a young woman
of 23. Her first Pharaoh was in his nineties. He was
followed by a man of her own age group and now
this young man. Following the rites of the cult, she
had sex with all three.

Neophyte Margaret had thought that Professor
John Higgins would be the Pharaoh. He was present
but in the capacity of High Priest of the cult.

“Pharaoh Matthew and Queen Moira, we have a
new Royal Princess amongst us this day by the
name of Margaret,” proclaimed High Priest John
Higgins. “It is therefore right and proper that you get
to know this new daughter of yours. She is placed
on the altar of devotion to her mother and father.”

The woman who had brought Margaret to the
Royal burial chamber placed her on the altar as-



sisted by a number of men and women who later
would be known as aunts and uncles.

Margaret lay prone on the altar, waiting for what-
ever was to happen to her. The Pharaoh and his
Queen descended from their thrones hand-in-hand
in their beautiful robes made from the finest of silk
and satin.

Queen Moira in particular had a most stunning
outfit. It included a gold headpiece with strands of
rhinestone, a sequinned black and gold dress with
pleated satin skirt and matching attached cape fea-
turing four attached Egyptian-style armbands.
Adorning her neck was an authentic Royal Egyptian
collar for her status as Queen. The satin collar con-
sisted of alternate bands of white, royal blue and
black.

The young Pharaoh climbed on the raised altar
while his Queen planted a kiss on her lips. The Pha-
raoh lost no time in entering his penis into Margaret
as she lay prone. His Queen had raised the Neo-
phyte’s diaphanous gown and was manipulating her
breasts. Margaret was in a frenzy; she had experi-
enced nothing like this before in her life. Pharaoh
shot his load into her. If Neophyte Margaret thought
that was the end of it, she was very much mistaken
for her pseudo mother Queen Moira was now on the
altar, licking her pussy. She was about to explode in
a thunderous climax. Suddenly, she did.

“Are you satisfied with your new Royal Princess,
my Pharaoh and Queen?” asked High Priest Higgins.
Both answered yes. “Then it is only right and proper
that she is also introduced to her royal brothers,
sisters, aunts and uncles,” said the High Priest. An-
other round of frenzied sexual intercourse followed.



As Margaret lay there letting it all happen, she
looked once more at the hieroglyphics around this
burial chamber. She remembered all she had
learned during her studies what the sex lives of this
particular Pharaoh and his Queen were all about.

Incest. The court was rife with it. The Pharaoh
with sons and daughters, the Queen with her sons
and daughters, aunts, uncles with nephews, nieces
and any combination you could imagine. The Pha-
raoh and his Queen were brother and sister. This
titbit was keep in the family. They were Gods. How
else could one create future deities if not deities
themselves?

Of course what was being acted out on that day
was show for none of the members of “Followers of
the Pharaoh” were related. When everyone who had
any interest was finished with her, Margaret was
now Royal Princess Margaret.

%k %k %k

It was at a branch meeting of the “Friends of the
Pharaoh” that Margaret came across Rosalind, or
Royal Princess Rosalind to give her her full title.
Rosalind had been initiated only recently at a cere-
mony at which Margaret was not present.

Rosalind was a young woman then and like
many young women trying to find themselves, she
was at a phase in her life where she was looking for
love with her own sex. Over time that would turn
into a penchant for young she-males.

The first meeting between the two was electric;
each realised immediately what the other wanted.



Margaret and Rosalind struck up a loving friend-
ship. Soon they began living together.

They fell into a routine of devotion to each other’s
body night after night. There was nothing in wom-
anly love that was not been practised by them. It
was during one of their loving embraces that Rosa-
lind confessed she wanted a baby.

“There is nothing to stop you, darling,” com-
mented Margaret. “Artificial insemination is avail-
able at any clinic,” she helpfully added.

“I know that darling but I feel that it is not right
for me. I want the real thing. We are in a womanly
relationship and it probably seems strange to say
but I would prefer a real man to impregnate me.”

Margaret thought for a moment and burst into
laughter. “Whatever are you worrying about? Does-
n’t ‘Followers of the Pharaoh’ provide for such? The
only thing is. you may not know who the father is.”

“I must be a fool. You’re perfectly correct. I have
been taking precautions to prevent pregnancy. It
matters not to me who the father is as long as it is a
girl.”

“Then there you are. When do you propose to
have this baby, Rosalind?”

“Not for a while so you won’t see diapers around
the flat just yet.”

“Good. I'll have some girls clothes looked out for
you in the future. I wouldn’t mind having a baby
myself.”

“Would you marry some man, Margaret?”

“l don’t think so. I like being free and easy. Mar-
riage would be a hindrance for the lifestyle I lead.



Besides I am more into women although I may have
a fling with a man or men just to have a baby.”

“Which sex would you prefer, a boy or a girl?”

“It doesn’t really matter. However if it is a boy, |
don’t want any sort of macho boy.”

“A mommy’s boy who does what Mother says
without question, hanging on to your apron strings.
['ve seen a few in my time.”

Margaret didn’t reply but her mind was busy
considering the multiple possibilities.

“Enough of this serious talk, Rosalind. It’s your
body I want at the present. Come here.”

“Well if that’s what you want, there’s no prob-
lem.” Rosalind unzipped her black pencil slim dress
and stood there in her bra and panties, hold-up
black stockings with the lacy tops, black court
shoes and four-inch heels.

The delicious sight was too much for the hungry
Margaret. She went on her knees before her lover
and pulled her white silk panties down to the an-
kles.

Margaret felt the dampness of them at the gus-
set. Rosalind was ready for her. There before her
eyes was the object she desired most covered in fine
black curly pubic hair. Rosalind’s pussy.

Margaret quickly placed her hands on Rosalind’s
firm, fleshy, and round buttocks. She pushed the
round globes towards her from the back and the ob-
ject she desired most—Rosalind’s cunt—came even
nearer to her. Her lips touched it first to linger a
short time, then her tongue disappeared to enter the
crevice of Rosalind’s wondrous pussy.



“I've waited so long for this, dear Rosalind. Yes, it
was only yesterday I entered that delightful place
but it seems an eternity. I can never get my fill of
the pleasant-tasting liquid that comes from within.
May it never run dry, darling.”

Rosalind lay back against the bed, their bed. The
brass cylinders at the end of it pressed into her
shoulders. She closed her eyes. She wanted this
woman now, wanted her. No, craved her, more accu-
rately. Her nipples were becoming erect. She looked
down on Margaret’s head below. Her fingers passed
through her hair, her lover’s hair.

“You talk too much, Margaret. That tongue of
yours should be exercising itself inside my cunt.
Speak no more.” Rosalind put her feet wider apart
and pushed her abdomen into Margaret’s face. The
sounds that followed and echoed off the walls of that
bedroom were not words as such. They were wom-
anly moans of sexual pleasure. It was hard to distin-
guish which of the women it came. Possibly both.

Rosalind’s clit stood erect to the lickings it was
receiving from Margaret’s tongue. Fantastic joy and
ecstasy passed through her body. Margaret was to
have her wish for soon Rosalind released a flood of
the pleasant tasteful liquid that she desired.

The above scene was to be repeated many times
during the time Margaret and Rosalind lived to-
gether.
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Many years later both ladies departed from each
other’s company on amiable terms. Margaret was



still employed by Professor John Higgins and Rosa-
lind was a portrait painter.

Maybe it was because of Rosalind’s Bohemian
lifestyle that she now sought pregnancy with her
pseudo Royal brothers of the “Friends of the Pha-
raoh.”

Maybe it was the Pharaoh himself. No one
knows. Rosalind certainly didn’t when she became
pregnant. In those quasi-Egyptian style rites she
had intercourse with a number of men, not to men-
tion with the Queen and her so-called sisters and
aunts.

Rosalind became pregnant three times, always
giving birth to boys. “Always bloody boys!” she said
to herself. “Why can’t I have a girl?” Rosalind was
now pregnant again and felt very depressed.

It was at a branch meeting of the “Follower of the
Pharaoh” that Queen Moira came over to her. “You
look so sad, Rosalind. Should you not be happy?
You are pregnant by one of your Royal brothers or
even my Pharaoh.”

“It all depends on what I give birth to, Queen. It
is a girl I have my heart set on.”

Queen Moira looked at her depressed Royal
daughter. She had ever been a wise Queen dispers-
ing advice to her pseudo-royal family.

“Rosalind, I do not know what sex this baby of
yours will be. However if it is another boy I say that
you are one of those women who is destined to have
sons. If that is the case, then do not have any more
babies.”

“But I want a daughter, Queen.”



“l know the heartbreak you must be going
through, however there is hope even with a son.”

“Is there?” queried Rosalind.

“Of course, there always is with boys. You are an
intelligent young woman. You can make your own
daughter. Do I have to say more?”

Rosalind looked at the wise white-haired Queen.
Yes, she had been around and knew a thing or two.
[t was clear now in Rosalind’s mind as to what she
must do if yet another boy was born to her.

So when her new son was born, he was given the
name Sylvia. Not one item of male clothes did
he/she ever have on her body.

Queen Moira saw the baby in girl’s clothes for
Rosalind had made her godmother.

“Isn’t she so sweet? You have made the right de-
cision, dear? Wouldn’t it be nice as she grows up to
have a penis and breasts too? ['ve seen some sweet
young things with both. What a blessing for mother
and daughter, don’t you think?”

Rosalind considered the wise words of the
Queen. What she suggested just seemed the right
thing to do for her child.

Queen Moira had considerable knowledge of
she-males in the past for she had put a few men
into skirts before. Not all by force either; some had
willingly put on the slinky dresses given to them by
Moira. She was younger then but in her later years
she would help women like Rosalind to put boys and
young men into frocks as much as she could.

Rosalind as noted before was a portrait painter
from which she earned a good living. When she was
not employed as such, she turned her hand to



painting landscapes. Among art critics that was
considered a unique talent. She was advised that
her paintings would raise a considerable amount of
money if put in an art auction. This she did. With
the money raised, she bought what is sometimes
called a “Mansion built for Passion.”

With the experience she gained with her daugh-
ter Sylvia, she filled it with she-males. That type of
woman satisfied her sexual needs and gave her op-
portunities to perform fellatio which

Rosalind was obsessed with. She may not have
any more babies but the older, wiser, and more ma-
ture Rosalind was gathering orphans and sons of
mothers who didn’t wish rowdy sons and preferred a
more sedate, gentler, kind of offspring no matter
what it took. Of course she was paid well by such
loving mothers once they saw William, now
Wilhelmina, or Charles, now Charlotte, in lovely
flouncing dresses and so respectful of their mothers.
Their once sons still had a functional penis but had
respectable breasts too and were more into womanly
things. Rosalind had an agency dealing in relation-
ships between men and she-males. Many a happy
marriage came about because of it and many moth-
ers were jubilant to be mothers of the bride.

Also, there were mothers such as Rosalind had
once been who had sons who seemed more than
happy to take some drifter or orphan from the “Man-
sion of Passion” to become their daughter in long
lovely flowing skirts.

Rosalind found her “Mansion of Passion” was a
profitable business for she extracted a fee for finding
suitable work for her she-males.



Rosalind ‘s“Mansion of Passion” was to play a
large part in the life of Margaret and in her son, Nor-
man yet to be born. But that is all to be revealed at
a later date.
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By the time Rosalind had her ard baby, Marga-
ret’s desire to have a child was now foremost in her
mind. That wouldn’t be difficult to accomplish as
she was in a relationship with Professor John Hig-
gins. However being the promiscuous woman that
she was, she had other affairs at the same time.
None, oddly enough, were with her so-called broth-
ers in the “Friends of the Pharaoh”. One may have
called Margaret bisexual but that would only offend
her for she considered herself as one who preferred
women. Be that as it may, she was at that time hav-
ing sex with two other men apart from John
Higgins.

Margaret embarked on a tour giving lectures
countrywide at various universities. To highlight her
lectures for which she was well-paid and to also at-
tract a large audience, she dressed in Cleopa-
tra-style clothes.

Margaret paid particular attention to her makeup
and the long false eyelashes was wore as she por-
trayed Cleopatra. The costume she wore was as au-
thentic as Margaret could make it after having
researched the Queen’s couture.

The costume consisted of a slimming strapless
black dress, sequinned gold arm and wrist bands
with a teal drape, costume jewellery headband,



printed gold collar and a gold belt with an attached
Egyptian print tabard to complete the look.

Margaret at this time in her life was a very stun-
ning looking woman with a shapely and curvy body.

One man by the name of Gilbert Burroughs who
had come to hear her lecture was more than at-
tracted to Margaret and her body. Gilbert had come
to the lecture because of his interest in Egyptology;
it was a hobby with him. Gilbert Burroughs held a
position as a director in a well-known family busi-
ness. To all outward appearance, Gilbert Burroughs
was a happily married man but that did not stop
him having an affair with Margaret. He just had to
have her body; he was obsessed with her appear-
ance in that Cleopatra outfit. Margaret encouraged
his advances for her scheming mind saw money in
their relationship. Margaret soon found herself a
consent companion on Gilbert’s numerous business
trips and sharing his bed in high-class hotels.

She also found herself desired by a playboy. He,
too, wanted her dressed in the Cleopatra outfit for
sex. Margaret, deliberately not taking any precau-
tions, soon found herself pregnant. The father of the
baby Margaret was carrying had no idea. All Marga-
ret was concerned with was the baby and providing
for it. Her salary was good but what would happen
after the baby was born?

So Margaret confronted each of her lovers about
her pregnancy, intimating he was the father. Profes-
sor John Higgins was more than delighted. He
would not marry her, however would provide well for
the child.

Of the other two, the playboy with whom she had
a brief affair paid a large lump sum. This pleased



Margaret and she invested it in the stock exchange
with advice from her playboy lover. The money ex-
panded handsomely.

Margaret had no hesitation in blackmailing
Gilbert Burroughs into believing he was the father.
He had to pay through the nose to suppress the
scandal that would be in the papers and media of
an affair with a woman not his wife. Such a scandal
would end his marriage, find him him off the board
of directors and God knows what else would
happen.

Margaret from all this found herself pretty
well-off. So much so that she could buy a home in
the country in which to bring up her son. It also
meant there was enough income for her that she
need not work any longer. Being the licentious
woman that she was, Margaret could turn her atten-
tion to expanding her sexual boundaries. Flirting
with heterosexuality, which was only a means to
have a baby, was now past for Margaret.

Professor John Higgins was highly delighted
when he found Margaret had a son; he was con-
vinced it was his son. He had a large part in picking
the home Margaret and her baby son now lived in.
The professor was a widower, his wife long dead
now. She knew of his affairs with various women
which never really worried her. Her name was
Norma; Margaret knowing that named her son Nor-
man which pleased John Higgins. John was a regu-
lar visitor to Margaret before and after she gave
birth, even having intercourse with her during
pregnancy.

It was after the boy was born that Professor John
Higgins made a suggestion to Margaret any other
woman may have considered abnormal.



“Margaret, take an active part in the ‘Followers of
the Pharaoh,’ don’t you?”

“Of course I do. You of anyone should know that,
John.”

“Then you will have realised that in their ceremo-
nies, incest is very much to the fore.”

“Not exactly. It is pseudo incest, not the real
thing. We are a caricature of the lives of these Pha-
raohs and their Queens although it was real enough
during their time.”

“Margaret, what if...if the real thing occurred be-
tween a real mother...and...her son? Can’t you see
yourself as such a mother with my son. I certainly
would support and approve of such a relationship.
I[s it not what we always wanted, the real thing?”

Margaret didn’t answer Professor John Higgins
but a seed had been planted in her mind which in
time would germinate.

From the speech John Higgins gave it was clear
he had illusions of grandeur. He was, after all, the
High Priest of the order.

Professor John Higgins had not long to live and
would not see his mad scheme fulfilled but he had
made it known and planted a seed in Margaret’s
mind.
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Margaret grieved much over the death of Profes-
sor John Higgins as he was her mentor. Her main
concern at present was to bring up her son. What
she had said to Rosalind about not wanting a ma-
cho boy, she now put into practice. While she may



not have put a skirt on Norman yet, he was subtly
guided to the gentler side of life.

Rough games were out for a start, although at
school he was to come into contact with them.

Margaret, being an independent woman, with-
drew her son from school. She told herself she was
intelligent enough and capable of educating her own
son.

So Norman was tied to her apron strings. Nor-
man found his life and education controlled by his
mother. He didn’t know any better. He came to rely
on Margaret for everything. This pleased her as it fit
in with her plans to make him a mommy’s boy. Nor-
man had no male in his life at present or a father
figure to look up to. There was only his mother to
guide him and he became very attached to her.
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Once when Norman was a small boy, he wan-
dered into Margaret’s bedroom. She was sitting in
front of her dressing table mirror in bra and panties,
putting her makeup on. Out of the corner of her eye
she saw him in the mirror. She carried on, applying
the makeup, pretending she had not noticed him.
Margaret only intended to put face powder and lip-
stick on as she usually did in the morning. However
an opportunity had presented itself to lead her son
to another plane on his journey to becoming the
consummate mummy’s boy. Margaret immediately
removed all her makeup and started from scratch
for she had an attentive audience of one.

Firstly the foundation cream was applied to her
clear skin. Margaret took her time for she knew that



a captive and fascinated boy watched. That was fol-
lowed by the face powder which she expertly ap-
plied, dusting the excess powder off with a small
face brush. Her face was now ready for the beauty
treatment.




