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It was the time of akhet, the annual inundation of the Nile occurring in late July. The year was 1390 BC and Tuthmosis IV was Pharaoh. The Pharaoh Tuthmosis had married his young wife, a Mitanni princess as a way of securing a trade and peace treaty with the peoples of the eastern peninsular. Queen Mutemwiya had been fourteen was she was given by her father to become Queen of Egypt. She had been brought up in the erotic and sensual ways of Babylon, an area between the Euphrates and Tigris rivers.

 
She had born a son Amenhotep III the year after her marriage. She had learned the ways of the Egyptian society and court. She was First Wife to the Pharaoh and had absolute control of the household and harem, as well as, the ear of the nobility and army. The years had passed quickly and Amenhotep was sixteen now, a strong, solid youth ready to become Pharaoh. The Queen was only thirty and more beautiful now than when she was brought to Egypt. Her figure was mature now, her firm, round tits, full and out-thrusting, her large dark brown nipples puffy and half-erect. Her tits jiggled and quivered as she stood up arching her back thrusting out her tawny globes above the velvety expanse of her flat golden midriff. Her firm rounded asscheeks were two glowing moons below the natural incurve sweep of her long bronze back. She felt restless, high strung, her sexual energy electric in the afternoon heat. Mutemwiya worried about the future, the condition of the Pharaoh's health and wanted to prepare her son for what laid ahead. 

The Queen sat in the shade of her garden; it was early afternoon and the heat and humidity from the flooding water made her body bead with sweat. She had been plagued with erotic dreams lately, dreams of sexual revelry and debauchery, dreams so real that she had moaned and trembled as she orgasmed over and over as she tried to sleep. In the last sixteen years the Pharaoh had become old and his interest in his Queen or the harem had died with his failing health. She had looked for an outlet to her overpowering need and had had a few sexual encounters with members of the nobility, both man and women. But now the heat and sexual need were driving her to consciously look for release.

As she reclined on her lounge, her bare mature breasts swelled with arousal and her nipples ached with itchiness. She slid her hand down through the hip slit of her long sheer gown and let her fingers gently touch and roll her erect clitoris. She felt her arousal heighten and closed her eyes to visualize the erotic images running through her mind. Her breath was coming faster now, as she grasped her swollen breast in one hand, pinching and pulling her nipple with her long fingers, her other hand sliding deeper into the wet, slippery slit between her slightly spread thighs. Her panting became harder and faster as she visualized her self bring taken by men and woman and the gods of the Egypt. As she grunted her release, and her fingers were washed with her escaping juices her most trusted slave came in to the garden. 

Selima bowed to her mistress and knelt at the side of the Queen's lounge taking her wet hand and licking the Queen's juices off her fingers. Selima was younger than the Queen was, not yet seventeen, but already as world wise and mature as a woman of thirty. Her firm supple figure and fine dark eyes lent her an attractiveness, which was too soon brought to her own attention. She was unprincipled and wanton, sexually uninhibited and enjoyed being lewd and primal in her actions…the soul reason the Queen valued her so. 

"Salima, my most trusted slave and companion, we must see to the Prince's training. We must teach him ourselves. He must become a man soon and rule as the Pharaoh!" Mutemwiya said, "We must initiate him into manhood, teach him the arts of love and prepare him for his role as Pharaoh." 

Selima bowed to her Queen her thoughts thinking about the young Prince. She had spied on him just yesterday, as he bathed after riding his great stallion. She had been amazed at how tall and solid he had become. His thighs and arms were solid muscle now, his chest well muscled, his abdomen ridged in muscle, but she shivered at what she remembered so vividly…his long and thick cock! Selima's nipples and clit tingled as she remembered Amenhotep's monstrous cock, easily 10" long and very thick. It remaindered her of the stallions in the royal stable or the bull of Amenti. She wondered if any woman could take his cock without being ripped apart. In truth her heart beat faster thinking about it. She would do wholeheartedly what ever her mistress commanded.  

"Selima," the Queen spoke, "tomorrow I want you to prepare my sunken bath with fragrant locus blossoms and oils, arrange for a young group of musicians, all young girls, and pick three of the loveliest concubines from the harem.  Pick them for their extraordinary beauty and skill at lovemaking. I will invite my son and we will begin his education".
Selima smiled, the minx in her, welcomed the chance to indulge in the erotic and lewd arts of fucking. She would see to it that there was plenty of wine and sweetcakes filled with a potent aphrodisiac to make every one present uninhibited and horny. 

The next day was hot; Selima had worked all morning seeing to the many details of the Queens plan. She personally selected three of the kings concubines…girls that had been selected for him but who had never experienced his love or lust…each girl was bored with her life in the harem and would do almost anything to escape for an afternoon of sensual excitement. They had been each instructed my Selima to wear little or no clothing, a loin panel held by a waist chain, to put on there finest jewelry and makeup. They were to be called in the early afternoon. 

The bath was shaded and in a secluded part of the Queens estate. She had arrived and reclined on a lounge next to the huge marble sunken bath. Two cobras, one on each side of the bath, were raised up as if to attack and water jetted from their mouths into the pool. Four naked dancers stood in a corner as they played their instruments were a harp, lute, oboes and lyre.  

The queen reclined as the young prince came in to the bath; he bowed to his mother and sat beside her. She had a sheer cotton gown on, one that encircled her ribcage just below her magnificent breasts. He had been working and training his horses in the royal stable all morning. He worn only a small kilt and smelled of the stables, his skin stained with sweat and dust. Queen Mutemwiya had the sweetcakes and drugged wine brought over to her young prince and he ate as if he was starved. The queen took the opportunity to entice him to bath. Taking him by the hand and leading him to her slave girls. As they bathed him, Selima lead the three concubines into the room. 

Selima bowed low to the young prince, hiding her smile and letting her eyes secretly roam over his strong and virile body. She whispered for the three young concubines to recline on the cushions around the pool. She whispered that they were here to arouse the young prince's passion and help the Queen with his education; if they failed she would see to it that they would be whipped first and then given to the temple dogs and baboons as sexual playthings. 

As the slave girls washed the young prince's body, leaving no area untouched, he couldn't help notice the erotic and feminine beauty around him. He watched as the concubines frolicked in the swallow water. Sipping their wine and eating the sweetcakes as they intimately touched each other. Their hands touching swaying breasts, erect nipples and the dark passageways of their femininity. The Queen's eyes watched as the young prince's cock thicken and rise in a strong arch, its head pulsating against his ridge abdomen. 

The Queen shifted her position, allowing her gown to completely slide off of her. She had three gold collars on and her right nipple had a gold ring through it. Her ankles were encircled with fine bracelets with many small bells. She wore a beautiful gold and silver waist chain. Her pubic area was completely shaven and exposed to the young prince, just like every other female there, including Selima's, which she felt drooling as she watched the erotic adventure unfold.

Queen Mutemwiya pulled the silver cord that held her gown up and pulled the gown off, sitting up on the lounge and watching the erotic and lustful actions that went on before her. She said, "Amenhotep you will be a full grown man soon and Pharaoh in the near future…you must learn about the ways of the women in your court and in your future harem." 

She commanded Selima to stand on the edge of the sunken bath and told her to cup her breasts from below. "Squeeze them gently Selima!" she commanded. Amenhotep watched as Selima cupped her breasts and fingered her nipples. The potent aphrodisiac working in her blood. "You see Amenhotep, her nipples are extremely sensitive as well as her now erect clit. You can usually make her cum by rubbing or licking them, but to really make her horny and wanton, you need to tease her, by sucking on her breasts, but not on her nipples and licking all around her pussy but not touching her clit.

"You need to learn how to understand a woman's movements so that you can stop just before she has her orgasm. Bring her to the edge but don't let her cum. If you do that several times, she'll do anything you ask to pleasure you. Be tender at first, but vary your touch so you mix tenderness with pain, cold and hot, slipperiness with abrasion, soft with hard. Usually a woman likes tenderness first but as she begins to heat up and get closer to her orgasm, she likes her nipples pinched and bitten, likes a finger in her ass, sometimes even a little spanking. 

The Queen got up and stood behind Selima her fingers cupping Selima's hands and teasing Selima's nipples, pinching and rolling them. Queen Mutemwiya watched her son's reactions and body language as Selima moaned and squeezed her thighs together. The Queen whispered in Selima's ear, "Move you're hands down to your pussy and open your virgin pussy for my son. Show him how wet and excited you are!"

Amenhotep's 10-inch cock had gone from its somewhat flaccid state to its present iron-hard erection, its length uncoiling and twisting until it pointed straight up and its tip above his navel. The Queen moved closer to Selima as she whispered, "He is yours my sweet Selima, take him and show him the delights of your body…give him everything and remember I'll be watching!"

The Queen reclined on her lounge as Selima stepped into the bath and grasped Amenhotep's hand, pulling him out of the knee high water and up onto the marble floor. She moved in closer as the musicians began to play their music. Selima pulled him to her and began a slow and twisting dance. She danced slowly touching him with only her nipples and breasts at first then moved a little closer until her stomach right below her breasts touched the end of his cock. She shivered and undulated her body pressing into his chest with her erect nipples and spongy breasts as her stomach rubbed against his pulsating cock.   

   She lifted her arms, causing her breasts to lift and press into his chest as she locked her arms around his neck. She tilted her head for a kiss, felt his hands rubbing her back, moving lower exploring her firm asscheeks. His tongue flicked out like the royal cobra and danced across her lips, seeking her open mouth. Selima opened her mouth and swallowed its length, feeling the slick underside as it dueled with her tongue. She loved the taste of his mouth and moaned head thrown back, as his mouth moved around to the nape of her neck, his lips and teeth gently nipping at the sensitive skin at the base of her neck. She felt her inner lips moisten and begin to open like a flower between her thighs as a trickle of her pussy juice ran down one firm, tawny leg.

She opened her legs and tried to capture his between them, so she could get more pressure on her clit. He evaded the move and gently steered her to the cushions on the couch where he made her lie down on its length, her arms still wrapped around his muscular neck. Gently he unwrapped her arms and placed them at her side as his lips kissed each eye and then went to her ear. She felt the moistness as his tongue penetrated her ear, wetly licking and probing as she moaned again. His mouth left a wet trail down her chest, sliding between her firm breasts and circling their tender underside, tracing the line where her tits jutted up off her chest. As his hands began to caress her stomach and tug gently at the heart shaped pubic patch, she felt his lips open as he sucked a mouthful of her tender and tingling breast into his lips, his mouth capturing the firm belly of her lower breast. She could sense the power of his mouth as she felt his teeth grating across her flesh as he drew his mouth off, the suction causing her breast to distort slightly.

Her clit was now totally erect, grown to a full inch and a half in length. Its pink shaft poking into the air as her legs spread wide apart, one leg hooking over the back of the couch as her other leg spread as far across the marble floor as possible. She grabbed his head and pulled it onto her tingling and aching nipple, he resisted letting a drop of his saliva drip down to her nipple, a silvery strand linking his lip to her nipple. 

Amenhotep moved down Selima's stomach, his soft cheeks rubbing across her hot skin, feeling the contractions as her body started searching for its peak. As his lips went into the crease between stomach and leg, he glanced over at his mother, the Queen. Queen Mutemwiya is on her back, entwined with her two harem sisters, a huge mummified bull cock being driven into her welcoming and drooling vagina, as she and her sisters lick and suck each other, their hands and fingers exploring each other breasts and nipples and other openings. 

Selima heard the prince nosily sucking and licking at the crease of her sex, his tongue flicking down toward her freshly shaven slit but not touching her throbbing clit or the weeping and gasping opening of her small vagina. "Ohhhhhhh! she groans as he sits back and gazes at the wet pinkness of her opening flower, the juices flowing so copiously that there was a wet spot beneath her hips. He reached down and carefully put his thumbs on the puffy lips beside her cunt and spread them further apart, her hole pulsating as it opened to his gaze. 

Gently he took both legs and pulled them together as he turned her on her stomach. She felt his breath and faint whisper of a touch as he covered her tanned shoulders and lower back with caresses. Her hips lifted off the couch as they rotated in her excitement and lust. Suddenly she felt the sharpness and burning sting of a slap across her ass. "Uhhhhhhhh… Oooooohhhhhh! She gasped, he had spanked her!

He watched the redness radiating from the handprint across her ass, and he swatted her other cheek, the slap resounding through the bath. Leaning down, he licked her ass, his tongue soothing the hurt as she moaned even more, but with pleasure. He could see her lips pinkly poking out between her legs as he let his tongue slide down her crack, its wet point leaving a shiny trail in the depths of her crevice. He let his tongue form a sharp point as he forced it into the brown rosebud of her anus. 

"Ohhhhhhhh, YES!" she hissed, reaching back, grasping her asscheeks and spreading them further to give him more room. He pulled back and waited, watching her body writhed as she searched for him. Finally she realized that he was the master, and wanted her submissive, so she brought her hands back to her breasts where she could pinch and twist her nipples, the pain combining with the other sensations bring her nearer to her orgasm.

"Oh, My Prince! I'm going to cum! Please stick your tongue in me and let me cum," she pleaded as he forced her hands to her sides as he brought his hard cock to her fingers, letting her feel the massive size and strength of his manhood before he moved away again.

Selima was in agony. Her nipples and clit constantly throbbed with a tingling itchiness, a wanting to be rubbed and sucked. She needed to cum so badly that she would have done anything he demanded. Her hips rotated in the air as she searched for his touch. Turning her head, she saw him sitting in a chair, his rigid maleness poking away from his belly as he watched her movements. She started to get up but he told her to turn over and spread her legs, she complied, making "V" as her legs straightened and spread. He walked over to her, his cock bobbing as he moved, and knelt between her legs, the head of his prick just touching her creamy cunt. Leaning over, he pressed his lips to hers as he pushed an inch of his huge rod inside her slippery cavern. Her mouth opened in a moan as she felt his cock stretch and push out the walls of her tender cunt. She moaned as she felt the huge cock invading her unused vagina. It hurt so but she wanted more, she wanted it all inside her! He could feel the spasms start as her tongue and lips searched for his, and he pulled back, the moistness from her pussy coating the head of his prick and making it shine in the lamp light of the bath. 

Rising, he straddled her chest and let his massive cock lie between her firm breasts, squeezing them together around his cock as the slipperiness from her pussy made a moist channel for his movements. As she tried to capture the head of his prick in her mouth, he grabbed his cock and slapped her tits with it, the massiveness of his meat making a loud S-P-L-T as the shaft beat onto her nipple. Each time she tried to lick his cock; he would beat her tit again until her nipples were shiny and slick with a combination of her cunt juices and his pre-cum.

Finally he moved back between her legs and flipped her over on her stomach, her knees on the floor as he entered her from the rear; his large prick spearing the pink flower of her pussy as it invaded her virginity. With one lunge, he buried himself in her body, ripping though her maidenhead and stretching her small canal to unbelievable limits. Selima screamed as his cock ripped her open and then as her pain became pleasure, whined and moaned letting herself build toward her orgasm. Her pussy was spasming as she reached the precipice and then Amenhotep pulled out, standing with unsteady legs over her as her hips continued to jerk back and forth seeking his cock. Turning quickly, she captured the head of his cock in her mouth, tasting her blood and the sweetness of her juices coating his cock as she slid her mouth until he hit the back of her throat.   

       He shuttered and growled with need, forcing her eagerly sucking head away from his cock and threw the cushions on the floor behind her.  He pushed her on her back and knelt between her legs, hooking her ankles on his shoulders and rubbing his slick cock through her swollen and inflamed cunt lips. Reaching down, she positioned him so that he could enter her with one stroke. She begged him to take her, to fuck her hard and deep! To use her as he willed. She pleaded as he again used only the first inch, in and out, round and round. Finally, he began to slowly, ever so slowly; push his way into her receptive body, the moistness of her dripping cunt making squishing sounds as her cunt gave way to his pistoning invasion.

He grunted as he felt the coolness of her juices dripping down and coating his balls as he continued to force his way deep into her, feeling her pussy walls giving way before his massive cockhead. He thrust at her, hard and deep, taking his pleasure. Selima screamed at the explosion within her small, tight canal as it was stretched to its limit, then moaned softly as she felt Amenhotep's cock fill her completely, buried deep in her cunt, pushing against her tingling cervix. He reached down and grasped one firm and throbbing nipple between his teeth and as he began to now swiftly drive his cock in and out of her body, nipped at the sensitive bud, the pain driving Selima to her first major orgasm.

"Ohhhhhhhh YES! My lord, take me!" she cried out as her spasms rocked her body, lasting nearly a minute as she called his name and prayed to Amon to give her strength. When she recovered from her pleasure and ecstasy, he slowed his pace but kept shoving in and out steadily, bring her to another peak of pleasure.

Selima lost count of her orgasms. Vaguely she remembered reaching up to pinch her own nipples and to squeeze her tits against his teeth. Or raking his sweating back with her nails, as she tenderly suckled on the nectar from his tongue and gently caresses his sweaty face as his cock stretched and pushes wide the walls of her contracting and clenching pussy. Finally, as her body stirred again with impending orgasm, her breathing became a steady panting, his body started jerking rapidly back and forth and she felt the volume of his sperm fill her spasming cavity, squeezing out around his iron hard column of flesh to drip down onto her tensing ass hole. Moving quickly before he could go soft, she brought herself to her last orgasm, her spasming cunt grabbing his cock like a velvet glove and milking the last of his cum from his balls.

As he drew back, Selima, as well as, the Queen mother could see a sticky strand of cum drooping from his cock to her cunt, Selima reached down and captured it, bring it to her tongue in a wanton and lewd display of sensual and primal lust. The Queen watched and wondered who had taught her son, she had been wrong; he was very well skilled in the art of love.    

END  
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