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The sound of panpipes playing a merry ditty filled the air. The sun was shining, and a cheery breeze swayed the flowers. Among the swaying flowers was Rashidi, himself humming a happy harmony to the panpipes as he busied himself in his garden, more specifically to his sun-colored charges, a hive of bees he had been tending with all the loving care of a doting parent for over a decade.
"Now, Yvette, you know it’s not polite to shove Sarah out of the way; you’re all in the same hive, after all!" he chortled. "Play nicely, girls!"
"Rashidi! Breakfast!" his wife called from the kitchen.
Looking up eagerly, Rashidi called back, "Coming, Dear!"
Still humming, he gently disengaged himself from the hive and ushered a few stragglers back before heading inside, where Rabiah, his wife, had laid out a delicious breakfast of ful medames—a savory dish made from seasoned mashed beans—and a couple of ripe figs.
"Oh, Rabiah, this looks delicious!" Rashidi said, smooching her on the lips before sitting at the table.
"Eat up," she said, leaning over him from behind to rub his chest affectionately. "I can feel it in the air; you’ve got a big day ahead!"
Rashidi raised his eyebrows. "Oh, I’ve no doubt! With the whole palace getting ready for Imiut’s wedding, you wouldn’t believe how busy the place is; they make the bees look lazy!"
Rabiah gasped, her hand going to her chest indignantly. "Dear! You apologize to Queen Aziza right now!"
Rashidi rolled his eyes good-naturedly. "Sorry, Queenie; I didn’t mean it!" he called out to the beehive, where, presumably, the queen of the colony forgave his treasonous talk.
"This truly was delicious," Rashidi said as he finished up. "I’d better be off."
"Not before I have a look at you," his wife said, her demeanor a titillating mix of motherly and flirtatious.
Rashidi grinned and struck a pose. "Like what you see?" he asked.
"Mm. I’ll like it better after work." Rabiah patted his chest and bit her lip. "You do look so good in your uniform."
"No eating me until I get home, darling," Rashidi teased.
The two smooched again, and he headed off towards the palace, accompanied by the cheerful panpipes.
"Ah," he sighed contentedly as he stepped up to the entrance, relishing the refreshing breeze. "Today should be a good day. I’m quite looking forward to—"
Clang.
"Oops."
Clunk!
"Oh, no!"
Rip.
Rashidi’s eyes widened.
CRASH!
"Oh, my gosh, Pharaoh! Are you okay?! Guards? GUARDS!"
The panpipes stopped abruptly, replaced by the clarion call of the pharaoh’s high-strung tjaty, Phoenix. Rashidi’s eye twitched involuntarily.
Another day in paradise, he thought as he broke into a sprint.
Bursting into the throne room, he screeched to a halt. 
The place looked like a war zone. The torchieres that lined the sides of the hall had all fallen over—all but one—and their braziers had clattered to the floor, bending and twisting so much in their fall that they were nearly unrecognizable, save for their copper color. There were pans and trays everywhere, as if a whole platoon of servants had suddenly thrown them into the air and fled before they landed. These, too, were badly mangled. The great tapestry—a massive thing thirty feet tall and ten feet wide that hung behind the pharaoh’s dais—had ripped, an angry gash zigzagging from the lower left to the upper right, and the lower half hung precariously by only a foot or so of fabric left intact. It likely would have sheared completely off were it not draped over the magnificent statue of Pharaoh Imiut. Standing fifty feet tall, it was the only thing larger than Pharaoh Imiut himself, and being made of solid black granite, it weighed approximately 40 tons.
Rashidi’s jaw dropped. The statue was lying on its side, and as the guard gaped in shock, he saw movement under it.
"Pharaoh!" he cried, rushing forward.
"Where is she?! Oh, Rashidi! There you are!"
Phoenix’s voice was like a serrated icicle to the testicles.
The guard froze and whirled towards the speaker.
"Find her, Rashidi!" Phoenix roared, grasping his fennec ears and yanking them down, his little—albeit terrifying—body shaking with rage. "Find Zhara and bring her here at once! There will be hell to pay for this travesty; Seth himself will shudder at the sight of what I will do to her when I find her!"
Rashidi started. "Zhara? The sheep servant girl?"
"Yes! Why are you still here? GO! She can’t have gotten far!"
Not about to face the fennec’s wrath, Rashidi saluted as he turned on heel and made a beeline out of the throne room.
"And Rashidi!"
He stopped and whirled. "Sir?"
"Dead or alive."
Rashidi swallowed. "Y–yes, sir."
This... will be an interesting day.
As he burst out of the throne room, he hailed several fellow guards.
"Find Zhara," he said. "Put word out to all the guards of the city; Phoenix wants her dead or alive."
"She can’t have gotten far," Nkuku scoffed. "That dumb sheep would look dull standing next to a box of rocks and a bag of hair. What’d she do this time?"
Rashidi shook his head. "It was bad," was all he would say.
He felt a pang of pity for the sheep; she was clumsy, but he doubted she had the mental capacity to be deliberately wicked. Sighing, he shrugged. He had to find her first. He expected Nkuku was right, though; she probably wasn’t far away. Instinctively, he moved a tapestry aside and looked behind it on the chance she had thought she could hide in the palace.
He wouldn’t put it past her.
*************
Seth peered through the heat waves roiling off the desert sands, the ground seemingly just as hot as the blazing sun that heated it. Through the hot, distorted air, he could just barely make out a fuzzy, black figure making its way toward him.
"Hmm."
Seth was not amused. He had sensed that someone had entered his domain—this desert, the barren, forbidding land between the mortal realm and Imiut’s kingdom—and had left a particularly stimulating orgy to investigate. It had left him feeling irritable and unfulfilled, and an uncomfortable sense of blue balls had settled in all over his body, leaving him grumpy and eager to get back to the orgy. Still, duty called, and the dark, black figure on the horizon had to be his top priority for the moment. If he was lucky and could get the intruder to confess, perhaps he could dispatch him or her quickly enough to get back to the orgy in time for the climax.
"Showtime," he murmured to himself.
Facing a clawed hand towards himself, he made a grasping motion while lowering his hand from above his forehead to below his chin. In an instant, his long, donkey ears and bristly, black mane were accentuated, while his forked tail shortened and looked more like that of an ass, as did his crocodilian face. Dirty, off-white peasant traveler’s clothes materialized over his body, and his ornate gold and onyx cane donned a simpler, humbler appearance. To the untrained eye, he looked like an unusually red donkey. Only his red eyes and skin and the subtle bifurcation left in his tail belied who he truly was. 
Eager to have the encounter done and over with, he moved swiftly towards the approaching figure, stopping just short of being close enough for the person to see him clearly. Then, he leaned heavily on his cane and began shuffling in the creature’s direction.
As the figure approached, its shape resolved into that of a black sheep. By the smell carried by the burning breeze, Seth gathered she was female and in a state of distress.
"What’s this? A sheep?" he said to himself in a stage murmur, his voice easily carrying to the approaching figure’s ears.
The sheep, which had been trudging seemingly aimlessly, looked towards him, then began moving his way with purpose.
"Are you lost, little lamb?" Seth asked, his voice croaking like that of an old man. "Where is your flock? Where is your shepherd?"
"B–baa!" the sheep cried, rushing to him.
Standing in front of him, she began bleating incoherently, her tongue sticking out with each bleat. Visibly agitated, she pulled at her ears and gesticulated wildly over her shoulder in the direction she’d come, her mouth moving a mile a minute, but all that came out was a series of babbling bleats.
"Slow down, little one; use your words," Seth said, using his cane as a crook to pull her into his arms. Embracing her calmly, he looked down at her and asked, "Now, what’s the matter?"
"B–baa–baa–brother, please help me!" she managed at last. "I–I’m so lost! Lost! Baa–all is lost!"
Seth looked at her quizzically, then gestured at the clear line of footprints extending out behind her.
"Perhaps you can retrace your steps," he suggested.
The sheep whirled to look behind her, then shook her head. "Oh, Stranger, I am far more lost than that! I–I’ve made some mistakes before, but I am really going to get it this time!"
"This time?" Seth’s blue balls faded, his curiosity piqued. Eyeing the sheep, he pursed his lips. "Perhaps you had better start at the beginning. Who are you, little lamb?"
"B–baa–my name is Zhara," the sheep bleated. Tugging at her ears with a pained expression on her face, she added, "And I am the most wretched of all Ra’s creatures!"
Seth cocked an eyebrow. He had a flair for the melodramatic, but that claim seemed rather far-fetched.
"Khnum must have been asleep the day he created me!" the sheep continued. "I don’t mean to be blasphemous," she added hurriedly, seeing Seth’s startled face, "But what other reason can there be for him making me—a fellow sheep—so clumsy?"
In fact, Seth’s reaction was not at all based on any indignation—he himself delighted in the occasional spate of blasphemy—but rather genuine surprise.
Khnum? There’s a name I haven’t heard in a long time. I should check in on the old boy. I wonder what he’s gotten up to recently.
"Clumsy, you say?" he said.
"Yes! So clumsy! So clumsy! Oh, woe is me! Woe! Waa! Baa–baa!"
"There, there, little lamb," Seth said, patting her consolingly but rolling his eyes at the same time—even for him, there was such a thing as too much melodrama. "Now, what’s this all about? Why do you think you’re clumsy?"
"It’s not just me, strange traveler! Everybody knows I’m clumsy! And now—and now, I’ve injured Pharaoh Imiut! Oh, Phoenix will be furious! He doesn’t like me, you see; he and Queen Dina, they–they—baa!"
She began bawling inconsolably, and it took Seth a good ten minutes to get her to calm down enough to continue.
Sakes alive, I think she might be right; Khnum must have been in a particularly weird mood when he crafted her, Seth thought, rolling his eyes and sighing in exasperation.
"Okay," he said, feeling the vein on the top of his scalp twitching with irritation, "So, what actually happened? Why do you think Phoenix and Queen Dina don’t like you?"
"W–well, it–it all started when I was cleaning. Phoenix told me to dust the torchieres, and I heard Queen Dina say that was a good idea because it would "keep me out of the way" while they planned for the wedding."
Seth frowned. "The wedding? Whose wedding?"
"Wh–baa–Imiut’s and Queen Dina’s wedding." Zhara looked puzzled. "Didn’t you know?"
"Interesting," Seth mused, then shook his head. "So, why did they want to keep you out of the way? Are you a servant? Surely there was plenty work for you to do?"
"Oh, plenty, but I’m so very baa–so bad at everything!"
Seth sighed visibly this time. "All right," he said, taking her aside. "Little lamb, no one is as bad as that. I’m going to need you to dial the melodrama from here"—he moved his cane with the handle just above the tips of his ears, then lowered it down to chest level—"to here. Capisce?"
"Oh, mm, baa," the sheep huffed, tapping her fingertips together anxiously. "I–I’m s–baa–sorry."
"Right. So, what happened?"
"Well, I was dusting, and I couldn’t reach the brazier; I’m too short, you see, and so I stood on my tiptoes."
She looked up at Seth with an air of finality.
Seth blinked. "And?"
"And what?"
Seth did a facepalm. "And," he said, his hand still partially obscuring his face, "What happened next? You did not go from standing on your tiptoes to running, bleating up at me in the middle of the desert. Something happened in between."
"O–oh! Baa. Right. Um. See, what had happened was..." She trailed off, tapping her fingertips together nervously.
Seth rubbed his crotch uncomfortably. The initial curiosity the sheep had inspired had worn off, and now his blue balls were beginning to ache again, along with the rest of him. Also, his ass itched.
"Will you please spit it out already?" he asked, exasperated.
Zhara looked at him guiltily, then began bleating. Amid the din of incoherent babble, Seth could make out something about climbing up on one of the torchieres, knocking it over, somehow tearing the great tapestry—which Seth saw as no great loss; he never liked that tapestry anyway—and its weight, along with that of the cascading floor lamps—unbalancing the statue and knocking it over onto Imiut.
Amusement and delight vied with concern for control of Seth’s expression. 
"Is the pharaoh okay?" he asked, interrupting the sheep.
"H–he was trapped under the statue when I saw him," Zhara said. "But, come on; he’s a demigod! Surely he’s fine." Her eyes widened, and she reached for her ears. "O–oh, baa! He’s okay, isn’t he?"
Seth licked his teeth thoughtfully under his lips. On one hand, this sheep seemed to be after his own heart with the chaos she channeled. On the other, Seth liked Imiut (even if they didn’t always see eye-to-eye), and the sheep’s behavior seemed ungracious and selfish.
"Oh, why did he ever bring me here? What on earth does he see in me?! Baa!" the sheep continued.
Seth started.
"Wait, wait," he said. "Imiut brought you here, you toppled a statue on him, and then you ran away?"
"I–I was afraid," Zhara said. "Phoenix is terrifying when he’s angry!"
Seth had to bite his tongue to avoid laughing.
Ah, Phoenix, he thought fondly. It’s been too long; I shall have to pay him a visit when he least expects it. 
Shaking his head, he frowned at the sheep. "And what if he is?" he asked. "Surely ensuring the well-being of your pharaoh—the demigod who brought you here and granted you extra life—should take priority?"
"I–I wasn’t thinking!" Zhara protested. "I ran out of the throne room to get away from Phoenix and was going to hide behind the curtains, but someone in a hippopotamus mask whispered to me that I wasn’t safe anywhere in the palace and urged me to run into the city!"
"Hippopotamus, you say?" Seth asked, intrigued.
"Yes, I–baa–I think he was one of Seth’s cultists?"
Seth kept his expression deliberately neutral. In fact, he knew exactly who the cultist was, but why he had helped this foolish sheep—and, more pressingly, why he hadn’t relayed word of Imiut’s wedding—was beyond him.
There will be... questions, Seth thought grimly, his eyes narrowing.
"Do you, now?" he asked. "Why is that?"
"W–well, isn’t the hippo one of Seth’s favorite animals? Why else would he be dressed like that?"
Why indeed... What kind of spy is so foolish as to wear his own country’s livery?
Seth began to wonder whether his assumption was wrong, whether perhaps the masked person was merely impersonating his cultist. But why?
Such... questions. Seth shook his head, grimacing as the itching in his ass intensified. No matter. For now, let’s deal with this sheep so I can return to the orgy. I can deal with this so-called cultist later.
"So, this cultist told you to leave the palace? Then what?" he asked.
"Well, I was going to run to the home of a friend and hide there, but the cultist told me that was dumb, saying there was no way a ’notoriously klutzy sheep’ could blend in for long. Baa. He called me a ’very dumb sheep’ ". She pouted, then bleated. "How was I supposed to know? I’ve never tried to hide from the guards before!"
"So, he told you to hide somewhere else?" Seth asked, his patience wearing thin.
"Well, yes. He told me to hide in the–baa–desert."
Seth cocked his head and looked at her incredulously. "Hide in the desert?" he asked. Gesturing widely with his cane, he asked, "And where, pray tell, would you hide out here? It’s nothing but flat sand and the occasional dune!"
"I don’t–baa–know! I panicked! Baa!"
"And surely you must know that the desert is forbidden? Certain death comes to those who venture here! How could you possibly have thought that was better than facing Phoenix?"
"I... Baa... Baa!"
She began bawling again.
"Oh, there, there," Seth said, patting her.
Glancing up at the sun, he sighed. Unless he misjudged its position—for rather than rising and setting, it merely made small circles, ensuring the desert remained eternally scorched—the orgy was over. His ass was itching furiously, and unless he was going to call another orgy and exhaust his cultists—they were a faithful bunch, but they were only mortal—he was going to have to deal with the need to have something stretching him out himself. He regarded the sheep in front of him thoughtfully. 
She isn’t a bad sheep, but she did leave the city and knew the consequences. He pursed his lips, his jaw hardening. Plus, she harmed Imiut and was too preoccupied with avoiding punishment to check on him! Seth scowled to himself. That annoyed him greatly. Clumsiness and stupidity are one thing, but selfishness? That is my domain, and I am not sharing! He snorted. Still, maybe she’d be useful as an agent of chaos? It certainly seems to come naturally to her. Seth shook his head. No, she’s too stupid and bumbling. Besides, Phoenix is obviously on to her already, and the opportunities for those bearing Imiut’s mark outside his domain are... limited. He pursed his lips thoughtfully, then shriveled his nose and reached back to scratch at his backside. Well, I do know of one opportunity...
"Come on, little lamb," he said, pulling her in close. "I know of a place you can hide."
*************
"Agh," Imiut groaned, wincing. "Really, Dina, I’ll be fine if you’ll just leave me be!"
"Oh, shush; what good am I if I don’t nurse you back to health?" retorted his amply built porcupine consort.
"It’s my back that was injured, not my penis!"
Dina blinked. "Oh, did you think I was nursing you to health physically? No, dear, I’m here for moral support! Besides," she added with a seductive graze of her finger, "Didn’t you always want to play doctor?"
"You seem less like a doctor and more like a succubus, preying on the injured," Imiut replied, cocking an eyebrow.
He shivered as Dina released his cock from her mouth and leaned up to kiss him.
"You’re not jealous that the statue injured me but your quills don’t, are you?" the pharaoh asked knowingly.
"Maybe a little," Dina replied, tracing a finger up his chest. She grinned. "But, we can explore different ways to hurt you after we’re married."
"Promises, promises," Imiut replied. "You know, I think we can—"
"Sire!"
Imiut sighed and Dina turned as Phoenix strode into the room.
"The guards have searched the city; Zhara is nowhere to be found. That only leaves—"
"The desert," Imiut said thoughtfully, a concerned look coming over his face. "That poor girl; she must have been terrified if she fled out there, knowing what would happen." He shook his head. "You two really are too hard on her."
"With all due respect, Pharaoh, you did not see the messes she made; I did," Phoenix replied, sighing in exasperation. "That sheep made a mess of everything she touched."
"Spectacularly," Dina added, her nose shriveling in disapproval.
"Oh, come on," Imiut said dismissively. "No one is that clumsy."
"No?" Phoenix asked as he and Dina exchanged glances. "Well, how about the time she was serving you dinner and managed to pour it all over you?"
"Accidents happen," Imiut replied, shrugging.
"Had you been a mortal, that scalding soup would have ended your chances of siring an heir with Queen Dina," Phoenix said pointedly.
"Oh! Well, we can’t have that, can we?" Imiut asked.
He leaned towards Dina, then winced as his back complained at the exertion. Dina hurriedly leaned forward and kissed him while not-so-subtly running her hand over his groin.
"Or, there’s the time she was tasked with gathering herbs for dinner; her instructions were quite clear, yet she somehow managed to pick a bunch of deadly nightshade. It was only the cook’s sharp eye and quick thinking that saved two-thirds of your court from death by poisoning," Phoenix continued.
"She also somehow managed to mess up our sheets," Dina added. "For a moment, I thought I’d done it until she fessed up."
"How does a sheep ruin sheets?" Imiut asked incredulously.
"Apparently they snagged on some pottery or coat of arms or something, and when she went to pull them free, the decoration dug in harder, then fell on them, shredding them to pieces."
"I see."
"There was the time she was gardening and managed to kill off a third of the papyrus crop; I had to scramble to get enough imported to meet the year’s needs."
"I thought we blamed rival gods for that one?"
"That was the official story," Phoenix replied darkly.
Imiut raised his eyebrows.
"And all of that is to say nothing of her lesser calamities: dumping an entire brick of salt into the dinner soup; losing the servants’ children while watching them at daycare; carrying the linens out to the garbage heap and attempting to make the beds with rubbish; feeding the chariot horses the wrong feed and the resulting mess—"
"Or the cake incident," Dina blurted.
"The cake incident?"
Phoenix and Dina exchanged traumatized glances, and she shuddered as Phoenix lowered his voice.
"We do not speak of the cake incident," he murmured.
"Poor girl; she needs to be put in a padded cell," Imiut remarked.
"Padded cells haven’t been invented, yet," Phoenix retorted testily. "What she needs is to be far away from here, wreaking her havoc somewhere else. If she’s run off into the desert, fine: at least she’s not here making a mess while we’re trying to get ready for your wedding!"
"Now, see here, Phoenix," Imiut said, scowling crossly. "I have a reason for bringing each of you into my domain, and it’s rather upstart of you to second-guess me!"
Phoenix sighed. "My king, I... I apologize. I do not know what you see in her, and I’m fairly certain she doesn’t, either."
"Well, I’ll tell you! The reason I brought her here was—"
*************
"S-H-H."
Zhara frowned. "Why are you shushing me?" she asked, looking around. "There’s nobody here to overhear us; I just want to know where you think I can hide?"
Seth looked at her quizzically. "I’m not shushing you; who spells out ’S-H-H’ when he means to shush? I’m saying that you can hide in my S-H-H."
"What’s an S-H-H?"
"I’ll show you!"
With the snap of his fingers, Seth’s traveling clothes vanished, and his body returned to its normal shape. His crocodilian teeth grinned mischievously as he raised his tuning fork-shaped tail and turned his backside towards her. Using his tail to point, he gestured towards his anus. "See? My S-H-H."
"That’s your–baa–butt," Zhara said, perplexed.
Seth sighed, exasperated. "Well, if you want to be crass about it, I guess you can call it that," he said. "Come along, little lamb; it’s the only place suitable for you now."
Zhara shriveled her nose. "I–baa–don’t think I want to go in there," she said. "Besides, it’s very small; I don’t think I’d–baa–fit."
"Oh, you’ll fit," Seth said, his voice lowered to an ominous growl and his ass now itching and quivering with anticipation. "And, that wasn’t a request, Sheepie."
Zhara gasped as his tail wrapped around her waist, pinning her arms against her sides and yanking her off the ground.
She bleated in surprise and alarm as Seth grew in front of her, shooting up in height as his legs, waist, and anus all swelled in girth.
"I want you to understand that this isn’t personal," Seth said as he raised her up towards his buttocks. "Truth be told, if you hadn’t been so callous towards Imiut, I probably would have shooed you back to town and left it at that."
Zhara’s eyes bulged. She let out a terrified bleat as her body rocketed up towards the base of the sha’s partially maned tail.
"But, clearly you don’t care about him at all, and that irks me. Frankly, it makes me want to wipe my ass with you." He giggled to himself. "And, being a god, I’m going to do exactly that."
Zhara’s head banged against Seth’s perineum, eliciting a piteous bleat that was interrupted prematurely as he dragged her face over his butthole. The blazing sun had done nothing to help his hygiene, and even before she made contact, she could smell the distinctive stink of shit mixed with sickly sweet anal sweat and musk. Something greasy wiped on her face, and she let out a disgusted bleat.
*************
"And so you see, Phoenix, Dina, everybody here has worth," Imiut concluded, feeling rather satisfied with himself for delivering such a well-reasoned lesson so gently.
"Be that as it may, my king," Phoenix replied, "Clumsiness and reduced mental capacity are one thing, but her behavior is clearly not only careless but self-serving. I am short—that’s how Khnum made me—yet I compensate for it. She is clumsy and not very bright, yet she seems to revel in it. You gave her your mark, gave her this extra life to live, and she responds by injuring you and then running away!"
"She wasn’t running from me, Phoenix," Imiut replied. "She was running from you. Having been on the receiving end of several of your tongue-lashings but knowing full well that you exist by my will, I can only imagine what it must be like to be one of your subordinates. No, Phoenix, I do not blame her for running off. One does not ask how the ibis is doing while actively being pursued by a crocodile," he added pointedly. "When you find her, bring her before me. We will get to the bottom of this, but you are not to harm or punish her until I have seen what lies in her heart."
Phoenix sighed, and he and Dina exchanged commiserating glances. "Very well, Pharaoh. I shall have her brought to you for judgment, as is your purview."
"Splendid." Imiut pursed his lips. "If she’s gone into the desert, you’d better hasten the search. I’d hate to think what Seth will do to her if he finds her traipsing about in his domain."
"Yes, Pharaoh."
*************
Removed from the pandemonium of the palace, Rashidi’s mental panpipes had started to play again as he hunted for the elusive sheep. But, on receiving word from Phoenix that he and the other guards were to go into the desert, the panpiper packed up his syrinx and went in search of shade and cooler weather. The sun was dreadfully hot and blazing, and despite his desert garb, Rashidi couldn’t help feeling distinctly uncomfortable. He hoped Rabiah had something nice planned for dinner that evening, and he hoped his bees would be happy to see him. More than any of that, though, he hoped he was able to retrace his steps back to the city; wandering the desert until he collapsed of dehydration was not his idea of a good time.
But, per his orders, he and the other guards fanned out, beginning as a single, large clump before breaking off into groups of eight, then four, then two. And now, as he bade Nkuku a safe search, the two parted and began to drift further and further apart. Already, his comrade was a shrinking speck on the horizon.
Sighing and trying to coax his panpiper into playing something for the road ahead, Rashidi glanced down and did a double-take.
"Ho!" he cried. "I’ve found tracks!"
"Ho!" his neighbors echoed, flanking towards him and moving his way. "Ho!" the sound carried off into the distance as the guards began to converge on his location.
*************
"Mmf," Seth grunted, shriveling his nose as he attempted to scratch his itching anus with the sheep in his tail. "You’re just not quite getting in there deep enough. I’ll just have to take matters into my hands."
Zhara felt herself lowered away from the sha-god’s humid, smelly undercarriage and breathed a sigh of relief, then immediately regretted it as the stench of fetid, undigested refuse caked in her wool assaulted her nose.
"I’m s–baa!–sorry!" she cried. "Please, I don’t wanna hide in your S-H-H!"
"It’s too late for that," Seth replied, wrapping a very oversized hand around her hands, waist, and legs and gripping her tightly in his fist. "Your blathering on has made me miss my orgy, and someone has to take the edge off for me."
Over the sheep’s bleated protests, he raised her up again, this time cramming her head against his puckered hole. She tried to shrink her head down by shrugging up her shoulders, but to no avail: the god only pressed harder, driving her flat head against the opening. Shuddering in disgust, she could feel its striated texture rubbing against the crown of her head and beginning to yield.
Abruptly, a cloud of reeking, humid air bathed her face, and for a split-second, she felt the close space over her head open up into a cavernous maw.
Then, her head, neck, and chest disappeared into it.
"Ooh!" Seth grinned, his eyes flashing with delight, "It’s like a Q-tip for my ass!"
Biting his lip, he bent his wrist and twisted the sheep back and forth inside of him by the legs, scrubbing his anus with her wool.
"Mm. Yes, I think we can make this work," he said.
Hunching over and squatting, he lowered his hand to her ankles and shoved upward as far as he could. He felt his anus tighten, resisting the intrusion as the not-at-all-slippery sheep’s wool clung and stuck to his skin. Grimacing with determination, he twisted her and pulled her out a bit, then drove her in again. Once more, his muscles clamped down, and for a fleeting moment, he imagined she must be smothering inside of him.
A dark, toothy grin came over his face.
Perfect.
She was no hippopotamus-masked cultist high on aphrodisiacs and blessed by Khnum with a truly epic phallus—gah, how Seth loved that cultist’s prick!—but she would have to do for now. And, the notion of slowly killing the dumb, selfish sheep, smothering her in his bowels while using her wool to tickle his butthole and scrub his insides clean, just made her torment all the more delicious.
Determined to overcome the resistance his butthole was putting up, he jerked her most of the way out, leaving only her head trapped by his ordure-crusted ring, then shoved her back inside, hard.
From inside his body, he felt the reverberations of a bleat of protest. He shivered and felt his anus quiver at the strange vibrations. Taking a deep breath and forcing himself to relax, he twisted her body inside himself, then shoved her again.
He felt the scrape of her wool tugging on his inner sphincter, as if acting on her behalf to cling for dear life. He felt his muscles trying to react by tightening but once more willed himself to relax. He felt the exquisite rub of her rough hair oh-so-satisfyingly scratching that itch that had been bothering him. His muscles tensed reflexively, and then, as they relaxed, he felt her slip inside.
"Ohh," Seth groaned, his eyes rolling back in his head and his tongue sticking out lewdly. "Oh, yes! That’s the spot!"
Like a man reacting to a poison ivy rash, he began using the sheep’s body to scrub furiously at the itchy spot, jerking her in and out as fast as one might wield a toothbrush.
Bleats of mild protest quickly escalated into panicked shrieks, the vibrations of which complemented the scratching and made the sterile god’s ample, tapered penis stretch out in delight. A bead of pre formed on the tip, then dropped to the ground, striking the burning-hot sand and evaporating with a hiss, for the desert could not allow the existence of even a single drop of moisture. The hissing soon intensified as Seth rammed the sheep into his ass over and over again, grinding her head and nose against his prostate.
"I wonder if her skin is chafing under all that wool," he mused. "I hope so. Mm."
He shuddered, luxuriating in the feeling of milking himself with her head while fantasizing about his feces impregnating her wool and smearing over her irritated skin. Every fiber of his being hoped earnestly that every fiber of her being could be made to suffer at his hand, and he was determined to do his part to ensure it happened. He yanked her by the toes—the only part of her not completely buried in his rectum—yanking her completely free of himself, then holding her by said toes and raising her up to eye level.
"Ooh!" he laughed, "You look like a poop cocoon, or—no!—a shit chrysalis! A shitalis! Time to go back into your cave, you stinky, stinky caterpillar. Fear not, though." His voice grew grim. "By the time I’m done with you, you will certainly have metamorphosed into something quite different indeed."
"N–no, baa! Please don’t put me in—mmf!"
Seth’s cock twitched as he stuffed the sheep up his ass again, making sure to rub every part of her against the dirty walls of his bowels, smearing his ordure between her shoulder blades, plugging her nostrils and ears with it, twisting her side-to-side to pack the space between her arms and sides with the stuff, and manipulating her legs painfully to force her hips to bend and scrape along his inner wall.
Abruptly, her mild, resigned protests took a panicked, violent turn. At first, Seth thought it was because she’d suddenly regained control of her arms—once her hands had slid past his anus, there was nothing to keep them pressed against her sides—but then he realized that no, it was something else that had caused the sudden panic.
"You can’t breathe in there, can you?" he asked of his abdomen. "Mm, no, you can’t. As I’m squatting here, enjoying the feeling of you writhing inside of me, you’re hyperventilating, trying to get an ounce of oxygen out of the rancid passage I call my ass. Ooh, that must smell like sewer gas down there! Does it burn your lungs, little lamb? Does it sting your eyes and make you foam at the mouth? And yet, thanks to Imiut’s mark, you can’t die, can you? Ooh, it’s too delicious! Rather than excruciating pain and mind-bending terror followed by the sweet release of unconsciousness and death, you get more excruciating pain and mind-bending terror! Why don’t you tell me all about it in the comments?"
Comments haven’t been invented, yet!
"Ah, Phoenix... I really have missed you since our last little visit. Will you be at Imiut’s wedding? What am I asking? Of course, you will. We will most definitely have to have a little rendezvous while they’re cutting the cake."
At that particular moment, Zhara’s flying fist slammed into his prostate. His eyes rolled back, and his hips thrust forward abruptly as his ass clenched down and he shot a stream of sterile cum ten feet into the air.
PSSH! HISS!
His seed hit the ground and vaporized angrily as he staggered back, his mind reeling with pleasure.
"Ooh, now if only that hippo’s cock knew how to do that," Seth drawled. "Was it good for you, Zhara?" he teased.
His eyes widened, and a concerned look came over his face. In his abrupt clenching, he’d sucked her up fully into him, and now he couldn’t even get hold of her feet to pull her back out.
"Oopsie!" Seth chuckled, holding his hands up in a dramatic shrug. "Heads-up, Sheepie!" he called to his belly, "You’re about to go on a tour of my poop chute!" He started to cackle, then winced. "Oof, Sheepie, you’re a little hard on the intestines, you know?"
He winced again, holding his side as he felt her quite-rigid body moving backwards through his large intestine, following her way up his descending colon and bumping roughly into his transverse. He squeezed his eyes closed and exhaled sharply as his body tried several unsuccessful times to force her through the sharp bend, then groaned in relief as he felt and heard a faint pop, and she abruptly rounded the curve and started traveling from his left side to his right.
"Ooh. I bet that hurt you worse than it hurt me," he said once he’d caught his breath. "What was that popping noise? Was that your kneecaps popping off? Your shins breaking in two?" He gasped, his eyes lighting up. "Did I break your back already?" He pursed his lips. "If not, well, there’s still time."
As if on cue, he heard his stomach gurgle and cringed as he felt her shoot across his midsection, slam against the wall of his ascending colon, make the turn with astonishing speed, and then zip down his right side. He jerked as she hit the bottom, then winced and shriveled his nose.
"Goodness! That pop must have been all you needed, huh? Well, buckle up because the easy part’s over. Just as soon as you—grk!"
His eyes twitched independently and half-crossed as she slithered through the port interconnecting her large and small intestines, as if the latter had slurped her up like a spaghetti noodle. What ensued after that was a series of thuds and jostles in the sha’s belly that almost made him nauseous. The knowledge that the experience must surely be much worse for the sheep than himself was the only thing that stopped him from complaining as she slammed into this wall then that, undoubtedly getting banged, bruised, and maybe even broken with each successive impact.
But things really escalated the closer to his stomach she got. As the twists and turns in his small bowel grew increasingly tighter and closer together, the impacts got harder and more frequent.
Pop! Pop-pop CRACK!
From Seth’s abdomen, a muffled shriek bleated out to his ears.
"Oof!" Seth winced. "Now that must have hurt. You’re yelling too loud for that to have been your back, though," he said thoughtfully. "Back pain hurts so bad that it takes your breath away. No, I’m thinking maybe arm? Ooh! Hips, maybe?" His eyes narrowed thoughtfully. "Come to think of it, you’ve been in there long enough that you must have surely discovered by now that you don’t need air to breathe—though your body will absolutely tell you otherwise! It’s times like this that make me wonder: was it worth it?" He stroked his belly. "Was it really worth it to leave Imiut injured to save yourself from Phoenix? Is he really that much scarier than I am?"
He clicked his tongue.
"It’s that hot-headedness, you know? I like Phoenix; I really do! But, that guy is wound so tight, and his anger comes out so explosively that it’s hard not to be intimidated by him. I had hoped that getting laid last time would help take the edge off, but I can see that he’s in desperate need of my services! Mm." He licked his lips, then bit his lower one. "Oh, the things I would do to that fennec if he’d only let me..."
His belly grumbled.
"What’s that you say? I’m a god and can do whatever I want, to whomever I want? Yes, that’s true. And, goodness knows, I have done that to a great many people—gods and mortals alike! But with Phoenix, I... I really..."
He shook his head, then chuckled self-consciously. 
"Oh, listen to me pouring my heart out to you. You’re a dumb, selfish, clumsy sheep, and besides, you’ve got your own things to deal with."
On cue, he felt a sharp jolt in his abdomen and gritted his teeth.
"Ah, yes, right on time. Sheepie, I hope you’ve enjoyed your flight; I now welcome you to a whole new world of pain!"
He shriveled his nose and mushed his belly a bit with his hands. His eyes crossed for a moment, then rolled back in his head as he let out an involuntary grunt of relief.
"Haa, that’s better."
He pursed his lips expectantly, then poked his belly a few times with a clawed finger.
"Sheepie? Are you in there?"
Holding his hand to his ear, he listened intently and could just barely make out a faint "baa!"
"Oh, good. You have found the stomach acid, then! Mm. You know, that has got to hurt. And, since I swallowed you head-first, you’ve definitely got it in your eyes. Are your arms still intact enough for you to rub your burning eyes? Can you swim to the top of my stomach to keep your head out of the water? There’s literally no way of knowing. Then again, you’re so stupid that you’re probably trying to swim back the way you came—as if that’s a good solution! But, I’d like to think that your arms are too broken, but you’re flailing around down there, desperately trying to fill your lungs with something besides stomach acid. Come to think of it, you did ’baa’ at me, so that means you opened your mouth. How does that stomach acid taste? Like acid reflux, I bet. And, how does that acid feel all over your skin? Did my intestines wipe my shit off of you, leaving you vulnerable? Or, do you still have some of it on there, acting as a bit of a protective film? I bet you never wished to be covered in shit so much in your life, did you, Sheepie? Heh, heh."
He frowned and poked his stomach again, then jostled it side-to-side, and was rewarded by a faint bleat.
"Hm. I guess it hasn’t eaten away your vocal cords, yet, huh? You know, with Imiut’s mark, I can keep you just like this—bathing in acid and suffocating—for all of eternity if I want to. Won’t that be fun? Of course, there’ll be nothing left of you but bones, but as that hippo-masked cultist sticks his dick up my ass and cums the way he does, you’ll still feel it when he jizzes all over you. Mm! I can’t wait to see him again. You know, I was supposed to have a glorious orgy with him and some of the other cultists today, but then you had to go be ungrateful. I mean, on the plus side, I got to digest you backwards, but.... is it really better than having a hippo-masked cultist’s cock up my ass? What’s that? Oh, you’re right, of course: it’s important to diversify my experiences. Wouldn’t want to get stuck in a rut!"
He fell silent for a moment, pondering the great mysteries of life, and then his inverted-triangle ears perked up.
"Say, I wonder whether I’ll have dissolved all your wool by the time you come out or if it’ll be like trying to unclog a drain in there." He waited, then frowned and jostled his stomach. "What, nothing? Has that acid finally eaten your larynx? Kind of a shame; you were a dumb sheep, but you were better company than nothing. No, that’s a lie. You were melodramatic and annoying, and you made me miss my orgy. Actually, I hope you’re still in there suffering in silence. I hope that acid is eating at your dumb sheep pussy right now, itching and burning to the point that if you did have a voice box, you’d have discovered a whole new octave you could hit. I hope it’s eaten your eye balls, leaving you blind. I hope it’s attacked the sinew and muscles in your arms, and at some point, they just kinda floated away."
His eyes glinted maliciously.
"Hey, Sheepie! What do you call a sheep with no arms and no legs floating in a pool?" He waited a beat. "Bob! Ya get it? Bob? Ooh, here’s another one: what do you call a sheep with no arms and no legs lying on the floor? Mat! Baa, haha! Get it? ’Baa’? Of course, by the time I get done with you, the only thing anyone’s gonna call you is, ’piece of shit’, as in, ’did you see that piece of shit sheep Seth ate? There’s nothing left of her but bones!’ Nah, I should be nice. You’ve had a hard day. After all, Phoenix yelled at you, you poor, pathetic sheep!"
He sighed. "You know what? I’m bored. You’re not even good to mock. I can see my review now: two out of five stars. ’Better than nothing... until she wasn’t’. Ugh. I need a dick in my ass, not a sad excuse for a sheep. You’re right: Khnum definitely did not do himself or his species any favors when he crafted you. What’s that? That hurt your feelings? Oh, wait, you can’t TALK!’
His eyes burned with fiery intensity, but they quickly extinguished.
"Ugh, I can’t believe I wasted my orgy time on you!" Seth whined. "I should have just killed you quickly and then gone to my orgy. What’s that? Why don’t I do there now? Do you see the position of the sun? It was over hours ago! Besides, I’m sure Imiut will have sent somebody out to look for you. What’s that? Phoenix sent someone? Hm. I do wish he’d come himself. The great fun we could have together..." He sighed wistfully. "Better than the time I spent listening to you, anyway. Yuck. Why, I have a half a mind to—"
He cut off mid-sentence as a new figure appeared on the horizon.
"Oh, finally!’ Seth gloated. "Either some new traveler for me to torture, or an end to my time with you. Who is that?"
Peering into the distance, his face abruptly lit up. "Ah, excellent. It seems your pursuers have finally caught up to you. Now, to put you where they can find you."
He grimaced, squatted, and strained, and then all at once, he felt something rocket out of his stomach, through a hundred feet of intestines, slam into his back door, and then deposit surprisingly neatly in a heap between his feet. His curiosity piqued, he stepped back and surveyed his handiwork.
"Huh. Well, Sheepie, I guess you were good for one thing: there’s not much left of you left, save for a few poopy bones. Ah, hello, what’s this?"
He sensed Imiut’s mark somewhere among the now-steaming partial skeleton.
"Should I, or shouldn’t I?" he asked, sensing, too, the disembodied soul’s agony at being cooked beneath the scorching rays of the sun, the state of constant asphyxiation, the sense of being burned by acid, the sense of bones being broken and ground into a mushy pulp. Though none of those parts existed in corporeal form any longer, the sensations of pain and terror lingered on, haunting the sheep’s soul.
He glanced out towards the approaching figure and sighed.
"I regret that I have but only these few moments to torture you, little lamb," he said. "But, it is what it is."
With a wave of his hand, Imiut’s mark dissolved, and with it, the suffering presence vanished into oblivion. Seth fell silent for a moment, feeling that small piece of Imiut merge into himself and smiled in self-satisfaction.
*************
As Imiut was lying in bed with Dina flitting about him and Phoenix rattling off long lists of guests, the pharaoh suddenly felt a shadow cross his heart. Sitting up abruptly, he raised his hand for silence.
"Pharaoh?" Phoenix asked.
"Call off the search for Zhara," Imiut said quietly, a nauseated look on his face. "She is no longer of this world."
"My king, are you sure?" Phoenix asked, visibly disappointed at the lost opportunity to chew her out.
"I’m sure," Imiut replied, his eyes haunted.
*************
"You’re welcome, Imiut," Seth cackled to himself.
Rising, he took several long strides towards the approaching guards.
"Ah, Rashidi," he said, grinning toothily. "What brings you out on this fine, hot day?"
*************
"Seth," Rashidi said, bowing. "I come on official business."
"Official business? Out here? Why, the only one doing his business out here is me!" Seth replied.
Rashidi squirmed, feeling the distinct sense that there was a hint in what the chimeric god had said that had gone over his head but that it was better left vague.
"We have been sent to recover Zhara, the servant ewe. Have you seen her? She has black wool."
"Why, yes!" Seth replied. "In fact, you just missed her!"
Rashidi started; he hadn’t expected the trickster god to be of any help.
"Oh? Where is she?" he asked, elated.
"Why, she was hiding."
"Hiding?!" Rashidi looked around at the flat, barren, hot plains of sand. "What was she hiding in?"
"S-H-H."
The panpiper in Rashidi’s head started playing a mysterious tune, not unlike what would be known as "In the Hall of the Mountain King" several thousand years later. Rashidi knew he shouldn’t ask, but...
"Why are you shushing me?" he asked. "And why are you spelling it out?"
"Spelling what out?" Seth asked innocently. "She hid in my S-H-H."
He turned and presented his buttocks to the guards, who all took a step back and covered their noses.
"Ugh!" Rashidi groaned. "What, Stinky... Hidey-Hole?"
Seth did a double-take. "What? No! Seth’s Hidey-Hole!" He froze, then a delighted grin spread over his face. "Ooh! That’s a good one, Rashidi! I might steal that!"
He laughed to himself, then wiped his eye—though he needn’t have; the sun had already vaporized the mirthful tear from his face. 
"Oh! I almost forgot," he said to the visibly discomfited guards, who were still trying to figure out where exactly Zhara was now, "Do let your pharaoh know that I will be at the wedding. It was so kind of him to send Zhara out to tell me."
Chuckling to himself, he wandered off into the distance, leaving the guards looking at each other uncomfortably.
"Where do you—suppose she is?" Nkuku asked.
"I have a bad feeling," Rashidi replied, gesturing to a small mound in the distance.
Nervously, they approached the pile. As soon as the guards saw the dehydrated feces clinging to what was left of a sheep’s skull, several of them turned and threw up.
As for Rashidi, his panpiper began playing a dirge.
How long until retirement?

