“The Gate of Torment? Interesting…”

A lone, young, half-feral raptor stood at the entrance to a massive sinkhole in the sand reading over a set of Egyptian hieroglyphs.  Two shiny talons gleamed in the light as he traced the ancient writings with his fingers, making out the images as he looked onto them and translated in his mind.  A graduate of the University of Misthalin, Greshii Abromonos continued to pad his claws gently across the granite, carefully taking mental notes of the ancient writings.  He was one of the prominent archeologists of his time; having completed his education with a Masters’ of Archeology and having rediscovered a fragment of an ancient skeleton revealing the existence of the so-called “Loch Ness Monster”.  Standing upright at 8 feet (9 while completely feral), clocking in at 675 pounds, and running around 26 years of age, his form was one of the best for such a feat of grace.  Despite his large size, he was much quieter than anyone would expect from him, though his 15 years of Kung Fu training would make anyone think twice before going up against him.  Donning a light polyester set of shorts and a quaint little sun hat in the midday sun, he gave an exasperated sigh as he sat back in the shade of one of the pillars, setting back his notes and taking a swig from his water canteen.

Greshii had a tendency to withdraw himself from reality at times, which sometimes correlated to him going on trips like this alone.  Despite his other methods of communication, the raptor tended to work alone on quieter missions such as these.  He had also developed a taste for treasure hunting as he excavated sites; having found things that would easily sell for millions on end, such as ancient artifacts, stone tools, bone and body fragments, and other museum-related objects.  Nevertheless, the raptor twiddled his toes as he went back over his notes again.

“A world of unknown darkness lay here; in it leads to Torment; making this the Gate to Torment…  hmm… Torment sounds like a dreadful place… but on the way there there’s probably some treasure to be had…”

Greshii gave a small chuckle to himself for the treasure hunter in him taking over for a few minutes, thinking of all the wealth stored in such a place as this, and decided to take a gander for his own ends as well.  This would be his 16th excavation, and each time he’d found a nice site to set up camp at he’d found something of great value, which he proudly displayed in his collection at his home.  Nevertheless, he got up from the shade and went back over to the inscription he’d been reading earlier, looking for any sort of entrance into the gate.

“If this place has any way in, it’d probably be underground under the sand… thr’pox’y mul zith?”

Not long before he’d spoken those words aloud had he spotted a tiny fragment of stone beside a pillar of granite towering above him.  In all of the Sahara Desert, these two pillars stood alone and desolate.  Minimal shade made it a place that many other species of animal would have trouble with, including raptors for that matter.  Nevertheless, Greshii was an adventure-seeker as much as he was a scholar in what he did, and set forth to apply his knowledge while taking out a featherbrush and setting up a point to clean the small fragment of rock.  Brushing the grits and grains of sand away, the tip of the rock was rounded and well-worn, but also had bits and pieces of inscribed hieroglyphs on it as well.  Continuing to brush the ancient sand carefully away against the minimal breeze that replaced some, the rock gave way to more of a stick and finally  a lever set about three feet into the sand.

“Hmm? Interesting piece of work here… nothing to it but to see what it does…”

Apprehensive to conducting such a risky action, the hunter in him struck first and grasped the ancient piece of rock, pushing it away with a relatively and surprisingly weak amount of force.  The rock fragment clicked into place and wouldn’t budge after pushing it into it’s holding spot, which aroused a troubled look from the raptor’s maw.  Nothing seemed to be happening, though; as his talons dug into the heated grains impatiently.  Something was happening, however; despite the fact that the sand was rumbling softly under his feet.  Greshii closed his eyes for a few seconds and breathed deep, unsheathing his water and taking another swig from the desert sun’s torrential downpour of heat.  Reopening his slitted, green eyes, he shrugged and reached into his pocket for his camera.  Taking a few pictures for later, he decided to call it a day.

Something else had other plans, however.  The rumbling only got louder as his tail swished against the warm air and his feet plodded through the hot sand.  Greshii had noticed it by now, and had stopped to check if everything was okay.  Without warning, the sand rippled under his feet and threw him to the ground off-balance as a humongous orange and yellow sand wurm, toppling him by a good hundred feet, gave a loud roar and looked down at its unsuspecting prey.  The massive mandibles of the wurm dribbled with saliva and grains of sand it’d picked up after tunneling through the earth after the raptor, having a duty to fufill to its higher power.  The wurm reared back and charged forth with rows of sharp, pointy teeth downing upon the raptor, scratching his scaly white hide but not to any other effect.  Its lips closed and gave a swallow, sending the white raptor tumbling into the strong gullet of the beast with a frightened squee of terror.  The wurm re-tunneled back into the sand, leaving nothing but the raptor’s sun hat to drift away in the breeze.

Greshii wasn’t sure what to do at this point – he’d studied the existence of these creatures but never thought he’d actually get to meet one up close, let alone be eaten by it!  He could hear the beast’s massive pulsing heart and giant lungs pulsate around him and feel the strength of the muscular walls pulse in the throat of the wurm.  The most he could do was go along for the ride, as his muscles had clenched up in sheer terror.  The wurm seemed to be burrowing deep underground, as he could feel its powerful thrusts of its tail churn the earthy sand to bits around it.  Finally, the thing seemed to stop in it’s tracks, but to his amazement opened its maw, only to be replaced with terror again as it vomited the contents of its stomach against the raptor, pushing him out into a vertical cavern lined with jagged spiky rock formations.  The white raptor was now a dingy, greenish-yellow color with all of the wurm’s bile covering his scales, and had also noticed that he was clad only in his underwear!  Given that he wouldn’t be in the current state he was in, the raptor would have given off a bright magenta blush as his black thong of an undergarment was on display, the thin straps of latex wrapped around his heavy sheath and testicles providing no solace for his mind as he plummeted through the cave.  Every now and then, he’d clip one or more of the rocks with a foot or a claw, but the worst came after his body smashed crotch first into one of them, making him give a loud squeal of discomfort as his eyes faded to black.

The raptor continued to plummet through the cave, battered and bruised but not shaken fully as he woke a few minutes later, still falling through the cavern.  The rocks seemed to have disappeared, but was replaced with the thought of falling into a bottomless pit.  He cursed himself for falling into such an intricate trap – the wurm delivering him to his death of jagged rocks, he thought.  His life’s work all gone to waste over curiosity and greed taking over for a split-second.  Though that wasn’t the case as he touched down into a pool of water at terminal velocity, sputtering and rising to the surface.  The wurm’s vomit only followed him in a splatter of noxious fluid, eliciting a sigh of disgust from him.  He growled and dived under the water and started to clean it from his scales.  Returning from the surface in complete darkness, he sighed and tried to feel around for some way out or in, for that matter; as this trip had resulted for his lust for treasure.  He found the edge of the pool and climbed to it, sitting at the edge and trying to look around for something – and found it; a door about fifty feet upwards from the way he’d come in.  It was a small alcove set into the rock face, but still an entryway nonetheless.

Greshii contemplated how to get up from the hole he was in, despite the fact that it was pitch black besides a flickering flame inset against the inner wall of the alcove.  Having only that to work off of, and his equipment floating worthlessly in the water, he sighed to himself and leaned up against the wall that the alcove was inset into.  The room seemed cylindrical from what he could feel, but aside from that it was pretty much it.

His outlook changed though as a strong, turquoise glow appeared from behind his back, making him jump away as he felt it pull at his spine.  A shiver shot down it as he re-approached it carefully.  His toes met the wall, and the glow started to pull his foot against it strongly.  He added his other, and chuckled to himself as he hung inches from the floor, gravity having shifted to meet the wall he was standing against.

“Very interesting, indeed these people were…”

Greshii began to ascend the wall without need for his gear.  As far as he was concerned, he most likely wouldn’t be able to use his water-logged electronics, and light was sufficient from what he could see.  In essence, he was flying blind from here on out.  After a few minutes of climbing, he reached the stone cascading hallway, being drawn like a conveyor belt deeper inside.  He gave a sigh and took one of the burning torches on the wall with him for now, letting the belt of stone blocks draw him into another room.  This one was very well-lit and seemed oddly upkept for such an isolated position.  

There was a single definitive characteristic about this room – a stone altar in the middle, and a few sets of bones strewn about in the room, ranging in age from very recently to piles of dust on the blocky floor.  Greshii gave a subtle shudder thinking about what could have taken place on the table, but gave it a good looking-over first, checking for any secretive passages or anything of the sort.  A strange stray brick lay underneath the pale granite table, which he deftly began to examine.  On it were inscribed with a set of instructions on how to use it, though to any normal person it would look like any other brick that made up the room.

“’Open this… call Torment…?’ Why would anyone want to call for such a thing?”

Getting out from under the table, he looked over the brick some more and then across the room.  Nothing else seemed to be accessible besides the brick, so this room seemed more of a dead end than anything else.  The raptor huffed to himself and clawed at his hip, clicking his talon against the floor.  The brick seemed to be the key to moving forward, he knew that.  Figuring out how to use it was the issue that he intended to solve.  His eyes caught another interesting feature – a set of control panels in the corners of the room that the door was set into.  Walking over to one of the two, he observed how the mechanism hummed a little bit as he approached it with the brick.  It seemed to react to it with a pulsing buzzing feeling, and as Greshii pushed the brick into the square hole it buzzed even more.

The brick made a clicking noise and then sunk into the panel.  It seemed to be a choice between either one, because as the panel Greshii stood before accepted the brick, the other one exploded in a loud collapse of granite.  The wall to his left clicked once, and a wide door opened with a glimmering glow of golden light, which the raptor turned to face and gaze in awe.  He carefully approached it and blinked twice, his eyes glinting in the light of a mountain of golden artifacts and pieces of silver money from eons and eons of time ago.  Greshii gave a loud growl of satisfaction, knowing that if he survived this he’d be set for life!  For now though, the raptor scrambled up the side of the mountain, relishing in the amount of wealth beyond wealth that this room carried.  It looked much like a dragon’s hoard, but any good treasure hunter would piss himself over such a large return for such a minimal loss of time.  And clothing, for that matter.

“Something must be right when I decided to go this route… mhkkro w’rax nkeao!”

Greshii knew that such a wealthy hoard would fetch well on any market, but this site was worth something as well – the anti-gravity wall, the granite control panels, the room full of golden and silver artifacts – if only he could convey all this information, he’d be a very wealthy raptor for a good long while.  He did spy something a little more suited towards his secret tastes – a solid golden, chilly thong simply lying to the side.  There was a silver-trimmed diaper made from swaddling, which was basically cotton strands mixed with cow hide.  He decided on both for the moment, putting the former over the latter on and admiring his padded, metal-clad rump in a polished iron gong nearby.

“This is so … devious… but metal to cover my naughty little rear end… airya llel'xia mmhrrot.”

He chuckled softly, because the only one that would know about this would be him and him alone.  The only thing he didn’t know is that he wouldn’t truly be the only one…

Suddenly, the metal objects clung to his waist, clenching against his raptorhood tightly and causing a touch of discomfort.  Greshii yelped a little as he found himself on the floor again, tugged by some sort of a magnet!  His rump clung to a belt of rigid, unmoving stone that took him back from the room onto the gray, granite table.  It had recessed into the ground to make it easier to spill the raptor out onto it, but easily rose back up into the air, much taller than its initial height.  He wasn’t sure exactly what was going on, and could only give a helpless whimper as he heard things he wish he hadn’t.

“Another one?”

“Yes.”

“Fools will be my plaything… my steptool… open the gate and let me see my new pet.”

“PET!?”

Greshii roared out in anger as he pieced together the facts.  By donning the two items and becoming so greedy, he’d sealed his fate unwittingly.  He snarled wildly in vain as the belt lurched downward to its original height and a set of shadowy shackles encased his ankles, forcing him to both stand upright and stay in place at the same time.   A tray at the end seperated from the rest of the stone in the same turquoise glow that he'd utilized earlier to walk on walls, effectively keeping him pinned down against it.

The raptor ceased his belligerent roaring to give way to quiet meeps of terror as he listened to the thudding of heavy feet and claws against the floor.  He couldn’t see anything but could hear it all full well.  Suddenly the treasure hunter caught a deep whiff of the said nethers of a black, shadowy creature standing before him.  At least fifteen feet tall, the dark creature appeared clad in a white skirt, golden scaleshirt and a blue and red priest banner draped down his neck.  Anubis, the jackal god of the afterlife stood before the raptor, splaying his toes and jabbing the ankh staff he held into the floor.

“Anubis…? But… you’re…??”

Greshii stood dumbfounded and awestruck, unable to move besides the shackles that chained him to the table before him.  Myth and legend stood before him, and here he was; unable to pronounce the simplest of sentences.

“Why have you come?”

“I-I am researching this site for knowledge –“

“Knowledge is only gained by the wise, and you are but a fool…”

“Why am I a fool?”

“Because you have condemned yourself.  You have donned the curse of the high jackal priest.”

“A curse? That’s a laugh…”

“If the pet wants to stop, he won’t be allowed to.”

“STOP CALLING ME YOUR PET!”

“Anubis is displeased by the pet’s actions, so his pet shall be… punished…”

The jackal gave a quick snarl at the bound beast, which was more like a roar of dissent at the metal-clad raptor.  Greshii recoiled back from the rank breath of the jackal, smelling the stench of undeath in his stomach from deep within.  He snarled to himself, knowing that lowering himself to a god would most likely spare his life; at least temporarily.  Despite the fact that the raptor was a bit lax against such a curse (as he didn’t mind relieving himself anywhere anyway), he shuddered as the roar echoed through his ears and into his body, forcing his tailring to open and his piss-slit to squeeze out his cursed excrement against the metal, warming it in the cold depths of the earth.  Greshii gave a sigh of relief as his past meals were squished against the cursed metal expanse, feeling it bulge obscenely in the back and stretch the fabric of his thong.

“Nhrrra… if you were going to make this pleasurable for me, you could’ve just told me…”

“Anubis’s pet will become his minion soon enough… the more you clean your Master’s rectum the more you become bound to me…”

“Do you mean to say that I’ll have to eat yours then?  Because if that’s the case then I shouldn’t have any trouble with that.”

“Pet… either you do that… or I send you through Torment… and you choose afterward…”

“I bet Torment’s just as much of a pussy as you are.”

“No, pet… Torment is much worse…”

With that, the jackal howled backwards and called forth a four-legged beast of an animal, glowing faintly blue with flickering indigo flames at its connecting points.  The beast gave a short snort as it walked towards its master, standing just under him at twelve feet tall.

“You called, Master?”

The beast was bear-like in his appearance; with claws that would rip and tear through even the strongest armor and teeth borne to a stench even worse than Anubis's!  It had no eyes, but a pair of horns extruded from the monster's skull and wrapped around his neck, ending in devilish points.  Greshii looked on in horror as the indigo flames expanded outwards and incinerated the room, illuminating everything and making the room unbearably steamy and hot.  The flames themselves didn't burn, but he could feel his blood start to boil.

“Send him through torment, Torment.”

“With pleasure, Master.”

“Torment is an ANIMAL?”

“Shut your mouth and curse yourself, beast.  You’ll learn respect for our Master soon enough… and I’m gonna enjoy devouring such a filthy creature such as yourself.”

Greshii yelped as he gazed on the beast, but was forced to look away as shadowy bursts of energy flared into his eyes everytime his eyes landed on him.  His strength seemed to drain purely being near him as it approached.  Unable to move much, he simply gave it up and laid himself in the awaiting maw of Torment as it opened and chomped down onto him and the table.  Greshii let out a horrific scream as being inside the throat of Torment was even worse that being inside.  Thoughts that he’d never envision in his life filled his head with negativity and insecurity as a single swallow sunk him deeper into the beast's esophagus.  Torment spat out the stone table with ease, making it land as the energy drained from it coagulated into a turquoise goo that followed Greshii downwards.

“Torment… add it now… make him choose to live or die…”

“Bend over, my Master.  I’ll gladly send this creature into the realm of the…”

Torment snickergrowled to himself as he watched his Master bend over and display his warm, quivering puckerhole.  The ring of meat juicily widened and started to push as the beast stepped up to meet it with his maw, devouring the green, undead turd that inhabited Anubis’ rectum.  Torment was immortal already; in anything normal - such as in the case of the devoured raptor -  the jackal’s dung would instantly transform him into his minion.  In such a small space, his face was basically sealed at this point.  He struggled to breathe in the tiny, constricting passage as his diaper splattered with his own, taking up the much needed space for breathable air.  Greshii splatted into Torment's stomach cavity soon afterward, along with the oozing energy as well.  The archaeologist struggled not to enjoy the feeling of being eaten, but his mind was accosted by not only Torment's natural dark aura, but the fiendish energy slopping about him as well.  Torment's stomach began to churn, causing the space to diminish in size. Greshii gasped heavily as the silver metal suddenly bulged with a mass of raptor shit.  He'd been brought to his knees, holding his haunches against the entrance to Torment's lower parts.  His flesh had started to melt away, gulping less at air and more at the turquoise slop rising around him.  The jackal’s dung soon would spill into Torment’s stomach, and that's when the raptor REALLY lost his will.

Greshii held his last few breaths as the stench of fetid matter mushed against his toes in the beast's constrictive cavity.  The scent of a flash-frozen coprolite was nothing new to the raptor, but this carried a pungency like nothing else he’d experienced before.  It had the intermingling bitterness of hyena butter mixed with the rotting, sharp stench of a freshly gutted gazelle. The raptor gulped down another breath of slop as the filthy fecal matter flowed up past his crotch.  Even now in his hubris, the raptor was still wary of letting go completely and taking the obvious route out, though he’d probably end up as bear shit himself by the end of it all.  He couldn’t waste his breath by talking himself up inside of the glowing stomach walls; that would only speed up the process of him running out of air.

Outside, the jackal grrrred loudly as he cut off his rectal treasure, leaving the poor raptor only a minute few feet of air to work with.  His shimmering white scales were now a very dingy and smelly brownish-green color.  A fear plagued him so tightly by the beast’s power that he was unable to move an inch of his own free will.  The two creatures knew that in order for the treasure hunter to survive, he’d have to serve under the jackal, yet the raptor – in his most dire hour – stayed resilient and managed to continue his breaths for the precious few gasps air in Torment's belly.  The only problem was that each breath he took became more laden with gases that would eventually put him to sleep; ultimately killing him.  The raptor squirmed a little bit as his entire body was coated in scat, both his own and not.  Another onslaught of waste purged through his system as he struggled with his failing willpower to refrain from soiling his entire form.

“Will you submit? Or will you suffer the same fate as all the others…?”

Greshii whimpered from within the glowing beast.  He really didn’t have much of a choice at this point – his whole life’s work had all gone to waste over greed.  The raptor couldn’t have much else to live for if he did escape this pit of torture, anyway – he’d smell of filth for the rest of his life if he were to get through this.  His rear end still flowed with poop, occasionally expanding out against the little life-giving molecules of oxygen.  All at once, Greshii sighed heavily as a stream of tears started to flow into the belly of the beast.  He leaned over as best he could and sniffed at the fetid mass, then slowly started to fill his own stomach with the jackal’s disgusting, malevolent filth.  Each mawload that emptied into his slowly engorging belly slowly started to take control of his subconscious mind; the little idioms that were hidden there slowly faded into visions of how to better serve his master.

Anubis chuckled greatly at the feeling of his new pet forming a bond with him.  Torment also got a laugh out of this as well as even though he was also Anubis’ pet, he had done so so willingly!  Greshii grunted softly as he finally felt his tailhole slowly come to a close, sealing away the massively multiplied anal curse laden on him for the moment.  He choked down another mawload, grinning over time as his body grew that much more towards his naturally feral nature.  Torment snickered to him as the raptor slowly wallowed around inside of the dung pooled in his stomach.  The raptor also found it easier to breathe in the pure methane that arose from the pile as he devoured more and more, conditioning his lungs to accept most of the gaseous material into his body.  He gave a long thrum of delight and shuddered, popping into his conscious mind and screaming for his life for a moment.  His talons scraped at the antimatter that made up the beast, but to no avail as his master guided him back into his submissive state.

“Good boy.  Torment, I believe we have a new plaything.”

“Oh, really?  I thought I was just ganna’ chuck him around a little bit, but getting his maw around my tentacle of a cock is gonna be tricky, Master…”

Torment snickered again to himself while his master petted over the glowing blue scalp of the monster.  Greshii growled a little bit as he became full, breathing deeply in the fantastic scent as another mawload formed a bulge in his throat, then slid down into his bulbous belly.  With his subconscious completely under his master’s control, the raptor couldn’t do much on his own if Anubis took him by the ephemeral leash tied to his brain.

The monsterous beast hiked his tail into the air, splaying his own puckered, glowing tailring to the world as his meal slowly traveled downward.  Since Torment could only hold physical objects – not digest them – Greshii’s body, along with the pounds of poo following him would come out the same way as when they went in.  It was the priest's waste that had the greatest effect, effectively destroying the will to resist him and his overwhelming dominance.  The raptor yelped, popping back into reality yet again as his body was forced downward into the beast’s ‘lakrotta unix’th’, as the raptor so deftly put it in his own language – “giant rectum.”  His body spilled out against the strangely slick walls of the massive cavity, struggling to get his bearings under the intense weight of the shit in his rear and in his diaper.  Greshii felt as if he were carrying around a tyrannosaurus-sized load under his tail, but couldn’t do much more than strain to get out of the squishy cavity.  He snarled loudly in a fit of rebellion and bit against the blue slimy walls, but sputtered and spat it out at the extremely bitter taste.  The raptor pawed his way across his tail cavity, feeling his consciousness fading again as he crawled towards the sphincter that would let him out.  Torment had other plans.

“Beg for it.  You want out of my dung-caked hole? That little ring ain’t gonna open by itself… do something that’ll merit your exit.  Steal an orgasm from me; just like you stole your clothes.”

Torment was much more gruff and intimidating that Anubis was, but was much different when it came to pitching his tail upwards.  The raptor whimpered at the stench of the unwashed pucker – skunks had nothing on what he was covered in a few seconds later.  Greshii put his paw up to the monster's upper sphincter, resting his butt against the beast's tension gland.  Torment opened a torrential gust of gas and gave the raptor a fresh breath of 'air'.    The wind smashed the raptor against the beast's prostrate, getting to listen to Torment's lustful roar of release from inside.  Greshii had to stop and gulp at the gases that rocketed over his face, gulping at them like a dog hanging its head out of the car window on a highway!  Soon after, though; he was blasted by a hot, yellowish, and extremely odoriferous spray of anal juice from four tentacle-like appendages jutting from the middle of the ring.  Greshii was knocked to his back, coughing and sputtering while those tentacles extended and wormed down into his diapered backside.  He could squeal if he wanted to; he could scream too.  Neither happened while he suddenly defecated again, packing so much waste into his padding that Torment's beveled butthole buttoned out!  Those tentacles stretched his hole open wide, gripping it and turning it ovular in dimensions.  Dung literally plastered his diaper now; making the raptor squeal in delight.  He hadn't expected to go out like this; not in a million years.

“E—esx'preaa innito juulkelahi x'lrey ketta nin!  W-wh-what is... Master doing...!?”

Greshii was attacked by more tentacles soon after the first four got him to dispose of the now-digested energy in his bowels.  There was so much that came out, and he could barely feel it as the tentacles inside him continued to stretch and toy with the perfectly cylindrical log that filled Torment's rectum.  His diaper grazed the walls now; having expanded so much that Torment had started to stamp his back foot into the ground, almost potty-dancing?  The beast was a bit softer than he appeared, but even while that was going on, the raptor's body was being ravaged and toyed with.  He was rectal food, basically.  Suddenly, the tentacles retracted and went rigid!  Torment bellowed out loudly, and his aura shattered Greshii's conscious, making him roar out at the same time.  His neglected raptorhood suddenly rocketed out, filling with blood and explosively orgasming into the front of his padding.  Torment did the same, roaring loudly into the black expanse of the room.  He'd moved to Anubis's toes, lightly sniffing them and gritting his teeth through a chalice-filling orgasm.  The jackal collected the beast's seed in a gold and jewel-encrusted cup, taking a sip of it for himself.

“In everything, there are choices.  Torment, you shall eventually become greater than I.”

“Thank you, Master.  Shall I?”

“At my feet, boy.”

Greshii sat atop his load in mid-afterglow while Torment spun around, buttoning his bumhole out again.  The thick waste was suddenly dragged out from inside his diaper and drawn out of Torment's rump, slowly coiling up as a thin, yet powerfully pungent coil on top of the jackal's toes.  Greshii felt his padding squish back to its normal size, along with the crotch cover having stretched out to accommodate his overfilled padding.  The jackal took another sip of his 'wine', as he called it, and reached under his undergarment, pulling out his even fouler shaft to rest against Torment's thick skull.  The bear-beast panted while his turd expanded quickly, growing and growing his pile over the demi-god's toes.  His tentatalia flopped about, unresponsive to Greshii's movements, but he still felt the urge to copulate as well.  The raptor inside suddenly got a gush of even steamier dung over his head, finally finding that Anubis's scat had caught up with him.  As the turds combined and mushed together over what felt like an entire week, Greshii had taken purchase of a huge pile of beast-shit.  The dinosaur licked at his fresh pile while Torment snugly sat with his butt in the pile, eventually finishing up being covered in multiple orgasms from the dominant jackal-god.  Greshii was painted faint purple from the dark orgasmic bursts, and his undeath was completely finished.

Anubis sat back in a huge chair, splaying his perfectly cleaned toes (thanks to the shit-eating beast nearby) against the remnants of a pile of bear shit.  He suddenly produced a glowing, green vial of pomegranate and kiwi juice and leaned down, shoving it at Greshii, who sat at his feet; bulbously bloated and sweating profusely.  He was partially zombified; kept in a state of limbo where his body wasn't completely melted away, but you could see body parts you usually wouldn't.  He still had his willpower, however buried it might be in there.  He took the vial from Anubis's clawed digits and stared it at, drooling somewhat.

“Take it and go.  Retain your curse, pet.  You'll achieve greatness soon enough.  Now is not the time, however.  I enjoy your company.”

With that, the giant jackal-god stepped over Greshii and moved to fade into the darkness of the room past his throne.  Torment winked and passed that foul, undead gas in Greshii's face for a few minutes before Anubis barked suddenly and the beast playfully bounded off after him.  The undead raptor held onto the vial for dear life as a sudden spring-loaded trap sent him flying up into the ceiling!  A hole had opened up, and glowing, turquoise trails of water acted as a gravity-defying slip-n-slide, all the way back up to the surface!  A puff of disgustingly greenish-brown gas rippled out into the desert air as that and splashes of water spat Greshii and his 'presents' out into the mid-day sun.  The raptor screeched as the sunlight burnt his eyesockets, and he hobbled somewhat comically into the shade of a nearby pillar.  He gasped for that undead air, but it'd already wafted into the winds above.  He was still wearing his silver-trimmed diaper and golden thong, however.  One more shudder and feces filled his padding, suddenly pushing the vial out of the front of his garment.  There was a label that said 'A panacea, for my subjects.' scrawled in hieroglyphs on the tube as well.

Greshii did what his instinct told him to, and he popped the heavy cork on the vial.  The smell was atrocious, and it had the consistency of Anubis's sperm, but it only took one swig for him to realize what happened.  It was like he never even explored that crypt at all – his belly had shrank, wounds were healed, and his scales shone as prettily as the day he came kicking into the world!  An undead raptor no more, he screeched into the air as he had conquered a great mystery of the Earth!  However, it was going to be tough to explain to a skeptical world what a golden piece of lingerie had to do with an ancient Egyptian god... not to mention that his bowels were raging every ten minutes or so.  Greshii grabbed his hat from the entrance – it hadn't gone anywhere in the meanwhile.  He donned it and took off back to his Dune Rover.

“Maybe I'll nickname it my 'Dung Rover' after this... erhyex'pal nnyet.  Brrrr... *frrrpp* Aka~”

