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THE CAPTIVE QUEEN

By raised_cobra

The battle had been hard but victorious. It was dusk and the army had settled down for the night.  The fires were stoked up, flooding the open clearing in the camp like a reflection of the sun. Into the midst of eating and relaxing men, the captured Queen of Kadesh was brought and exhibited. While she stood, her husband, the King of Kadesh was brought, bound and helpless into the clearing and stood with a guard on either side. 

Then with a nod from the Pharaoh, two desert warriors came. Picked for their size and rugged strength, they were veritable giants. Their heavily muscled bodies were quite naked and the firelight cast depths of shadow on the creased muscles of their frames as they approached the queen. The penis of each dangled, long and thickset, already thicker from the thought of the prize. 

The queen drew back as they came close to her, her eyes betraying her fear of their hard, lustful eyes. She clasped her robe tightly around her body as if it would give her protection against these infidel hands. The two warriors had reached the queen and as one held her arms firmly the other ripped the flowing garment from her back. From her slim, feminine shoulders, her back slipped downward into a slender waist, light, hardly visible muscles, tensing in the firelight. 
The crowd held their breath, passions rising in thick power against their tunics. Then the warrior tugged again and the robe came away completely, falling to the ground, revealing, her hips, rounding out into full, firm buttocks, rounding in again into long thighs, tapering to slim knees and calves. The queen turned with a scream, horrified at her nakedness in front of these thousands of rough men. 

She pulled away to where her king stood, powerless and overcome with horror, her buttocks, thighs, and calves tensing with every step as she moved. But before she had taken three steps, both men were on her, like birds of prey on a small desert creature. Rough hands had seized her tender flesh and two great, nude bodies were mauling her to the ground. She struggled, fighting to keep from her the two enormous erections, which seemed to vie with each other for size and power as they dug at her in the struggle. And then she collapsed, to the warm, shadowed sand between the fires and the men had fallen on her like wild beasts. 

The warriors had forced her onto her side, one in front, and one behind her. The one in front caressed and kneaded her soft buttocks, the one behind, pinched and fingered her taut, thrusting breasts. 

The King of Kadesh watched horrified as the warrior lying along the warm belly of his queen, raised her upper leg with his arm, forcing it apart. He pulled her other leg under his hip so that both legs jutted around his waist. Spreading her secret, voluptuous fold, the folds of a queen which only a king should have known, he inserted his penis tip into the split of flesh between her legs and then rammed in.  

On the queen’s scream of anguish and shame, the King of Kadesh turned his face away.  The warrior’s long rod continued to probe and thrust deeper and deeper into the queenly nest of privacy, moist and enlarging at the barbaric pressure. 

From behind her then, where he continued to squeeze her nipples and pinch the firm skin of her breasts, the other warrior drew back his hips and arranged the head of his cock, red and burning, against her bottom. His hands left her tingling and inflamed nipples and transferred to her buttocks, roughly pulling the soft creases of flesh apart. 

As he spread her, the crease became a central dark, pivotal hole.  He moved his hips close to her, directing the inflamed head of his cock at her little brown anus.  Her buttocks were already thrust out in offering from her position as the other of the Pharaoh’s man was ravishing her. This further spreading of the orbs of flesh stretched the back passage so that with a sudden thrust, withdrawal and thrust again, the probing shaft of flesh at her rear had formed a bridgehead in the soft, puckered, yielding skin of the tight aperture. 

The queen cried out. Her shame overwhelming raped on the sand by an uncouth soldier, before her king and a thousand commoners and now she was having her bottom raided to crown the ignominy. She was being plundered at both openings for the amusement of the lewd, conquering Egyptians. 

On either side of her, the two great men jockeyed her, riding up and up between her splayed-out legs. Entering her in twin columns of thick flesh, violating the soft, dark, sweating junction of her legs. The watching army could see the two great stems withdrawing, thrusting in again, their full lengths coated with her juices, appearing almost to rub together, so near were the holes they entered. 

The queen squired and wriggled trying to escape the raping pain of her front only to find herself further impaled at her behind until it seemed as if twin points of fire were sweeping up her belly. She was filled, completely filled as if a great tree was being forced up between her legs until her flowing vaginal opening would split with the pressure. Her ass, sore and aching, her whole rectum seemed subjected to a darting animal, which explored further and further into narrower more painful places at every surge. 

In the crowds, the warriors were openly masturbating. Every face was hot and passionate. The queen moaned as she felt her body begin to betray her, tears of shame rolled down her lovely cheeks as she felt her sex become wetter and begin to throb. Her hips began to twitch and hump to the rhythm of the warriors. The two warriors were writhing into the panting queen, twisting their limbs into an agony of movement, searching further and further into the exquisite, highborn flesh. 

Then with a mighty thrust the possessor of her drooling vagina slowed, ground into her with a slow skewering push and flooded her clenching feminine sleeve with spurt after spurt of hot sperm. The queen gasped, closing her eyes as the hot flood piercing her belly pushed her over the edge of her building lust, entering up into the deep regions below her breasts. 

She moaned again as she felt her rectum relax and the pain become a delicious tingling and stretching sensation. The warrior’s thrusts became deeper and deeper as she felt her rectum becoming wildly, deliriously inflamed. His pulsing extremity advanced deeper, stretching her further, as he forced her legs further in front of her as his companion rolled away. He thrust into the brown, soft depths of her royal bottom, in and in, wiggling his hips, spiraling his cock into her anus. 

A tornado of passion whirling like a sandstorm inside him as the queen cried out in wanton lust and pushed her ravished behind back onto his spearing flesh. Then he thrust hard into her opening and spattered into her bowel volley after volley of wet, warm liquid shooting up into her unused, inexperienced back passage. The warrior’s hips crashed at her buttocks with bruising force as he flooded her body. 

The queen’s eyes dulled as her senses center on the hot jets of liquid scorching the sensitive depths of her rectum and her own building orgasm. She screamed as she felt her now empty vagina squeeze down tight in climax and shivered lustily as she rode the invading cock of the warrior. She moaned loudly not caring about her audience but only about the sensations that were giving her so much pleasure. 

As her orgasm trailed off into nothing she jerked away from the softening member in her behind and staggered to her feet. She stood there with her feet spread, her thighs wet from the expelled fluids, shining in the firelight, her breasts firm and thrusting out from her chest and screamed a chant of defiance.   
END  
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