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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Desires By Tara Yarn

8500+ words of deliciously naughty interracial cuckold erotica. After his girlfriend of three years breaks up with him on the day before their anniversary, Shawn is determined to do whatever it takes to win her back. Even if it includes begging for help from Tamal, a local black drug dealer and his long-term bully. Before long, the tables are turned and his plan spirals completely out of control. Contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, mild sissification and graphic scenes. This story is very descriptive and intended for audiences of 18+ only.











Medieval Cuckold Tales ->

Queen Of Spades By Tara Yarn

9200+ words of interracial cuckold fantasy with a touch of femdom and lots of humiliation. When the Duchess Anna hosts a tourney, Fidelius the Brave, a young, clumsy knight stricken with love, signs up to win her hand in marriage. But there are others who desire the duchess, and Fidelius will need all his courage if he is to protect the honour of the woman he loves. Contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, humiliation and black supremacy.


Chapter One

◆◆◆

Never before had Prince Helwys felt real fear. He understood that now, as he was faced with row upon row of dark-skinned southerners wielding fierce blades, mounted upon vicious stallions that stomped their feet and snorted in the icy winter air. It was not the chill wind that froze him to the saddle, but the sight of their vast numbers, stretching across the wide, snow-clad field before him. His lone spy had sworn on his life that the malevolent force they now faced numbered in the high sixties, and that meant certain defeat. The dozen men that made up the barrier between him and him enemies knew it. They were shaking where they stood, their pale hands gripping their spears, clutching their shields. Six brave men made up his vanguard, and another six backed them up, bows held by their hip. If it was up to him to inspire courage, his men would have fled. But he was not alone. On his left stood Bradley Wellington, the Duke of Ellbridge. His armour was dark, and the hem of the black cloak he wore lay in a heap on the frozen ground. The hilt of his sword was ornamented with a green stone, a jewel obtained at one of his many travels. He was a tall man, sporting a short, curly, black beard. He stood calmly, hand kept on his blade. He was a friend of his father, and second only to Helwys himself. On his right stood Elisa Longhair. Her last name came from the golden locks cascading all the way down to the back of her ankles like a blonde cloak. It was given to her by the men she commanded, men who were now shivering in their boots.

Prince Helwys thought of his companions in silence. It was the only way he managed to stay his mount, a small, fat, chestnut mare. His pony paled in comparison to the stomping beasts on the other side of the open field, but at least it flashed his royalty, for the prince was the only one on his side who sat on a horse. The sheathed blade that hung from his hip was crafted specifically for him, short, light and easy to wield. His fingers toyed restlessly with the hilt of his sword, wide eyes trailing across the bulk of his men. In the deafening silence that lay over the white-coated pasture, even the sound of clattering teeth could be heard. The silence before the storm, the Prince thought, forcing himself to sit up straight on his mare.

“This is a mistake,” said Elisa, gnawing on her lip. Scoffing, the duke shook his head. “This is our only choice. If you wish to cower in the hall with the rest of the women, suit yourself. The Prince and I are here to honour our King. God is with us tonight. We shall best these heathens, commander. With him by our side, we shall prevail. Mark my words, Elisa.”

“We stand no chance, Helwys,” she said, looking up at the Prince. Briefly, he met her gaze and saw only worry in her bright, blue eyes. “We must pull our men back now. There is still time. Let us barricade ourselves in the great hall and wait for our reinforcements. It is our only chance. If we do not retreat, we will all die. That is the reality we must face.”

“Lies and slander from a coward,” said the Duke, and took a step forward, staring past the chestnut mare, glaring at Elisa. “You dare address our Prince by name, and mutter poisonous words of defeat in his ear. Stand down now, or I shall have you escorted back to town so you may cower with the rest of your peers. You clearly belong there, woman.”

Helwys frowned down at the Duke, but held his tongue. Elisa was his friend, a most loyal commander. But Duke Wellington was powerful, and had the ear of his father. Yet his words were stained by blind belief and false hope, and the words of his friend rang true to him. But he could not speak up, as if his tongue was lame and refused to budge. Wordlessly, he cast his friend a glance, then nodded his head. She closed her eyes, ushered a shaky sigh, then drew her sword and pointed the tip high in the air, stepping up behind her rank of men.

“There are women amongst the barbarians,” Helwys muttered down at the Duke once his commander was out of range. “Pale women, such as us. Our arrows will hit them too.”

“Traitors and whores,” he said, bluntly. “Do not let their presence cloud your judgement. It is your Princess of whom you must think. Defeat these men, and she shall surely part her lips.”

“When I let you ride for Calmar, you made me the same promise, Duke. You took Calmar in my name, and yet she still keeps her oath of silence. Why should this be any different?”

“You did not participate in the battle, my Prince. But on this day, you stand with us. Fight with vigor, and she will see the love you hold for her. Win this battle, and she will speak.”

Flakes of snow fell from the dark sky as he let his gaze travel over the strangers on the other side of the pasture. The mere sight of them sent a chill up his spine. Their skin, brown and pitch-black, stood in sharp contrast to the massive furs they wore over their shoulders, white with dark patches. It came from reindeer, protecting their bare torsos from the unforgiving winter air. They wore no armour, but leather and cloth, and the steel they held were coated with rust and stained with spots of dry blood. Suddenly, their ranks came up, and a single barbarian rode out in front of his men, raising a curved blade in the air. In a foul language, he roared at his men, and Helwys swallowed, shuffling uncomfortably in his saddle. Swiftly, his commander shot him a glance, and he hurried to nod, clenching his fists around his reigns.

The sound of drums thundered across the field. They were the drums of war. The gathering of the vicious southerners began to stir. “F-.. Fight with courage,” said Elisa, then plunged her sword into the dirt and screamed from the bottom of her lungs. “Archers. Lock!”

Like a wall of sheer and utter horror, the black men advanced in unison, kicking their large mounts into a trot. Together they rode, drawing their blades, lowering their spears. Icy hands quivering, the six archers fumbled to lock their arrows on the strings of their bows. “Draw!” screamed Elisa, the feminine voice ringing across the pasture. The bouldering hooves of the galloping beasts shook the ground like an earthquake, and a single swordsman in their vanguard took a step back, shaking so hard his armour rattled. “Hold the line,” the commander said, sternly, hoisting her longsword up over her head. The barbarians had crossed half the field, and what could only be their commander slowed his stallion down to fall behind the front line, which came thundering at his meager vanguard. They would be upon them at any moment, but Elisa Longhair held her men steady. It felt like half a lifetime before her sword finally came down, crashing into the dirt, and she screamed, “Loose!”

Six arrows flew through the air, falling upon their galloping enemies like deadly rain. Not one horse fell, the terrifying force only seemed to quicken their pace. “Lock! Draw! Loose!”

Two horses fell, clashing with the floor, hurling their riders down upon the cold ground. They quickly disappeared in the thick ranks, and the small army spurred their mounts on, storming at them with blades in their hands and hate in their eyes. “Vanguard!”, Elisa called out, a hint of panic in her voice. Promptly, the six men fell to their knees, drove their shields in the harsh ground and lowered their spears forward. “Archers! Swords!” she yelled, the six archers hurling their bows to the floor, drawing their swords, hurrying to back up the meager vanguard. Half-heartedly, they pointed their blades at the incoming mass of horses and men.

It was as if time itself came to a halt. No longer was Helwys on the back of his mare, he was floating in the air, gazing down on the rows upon rows of galloping beasts. His body was nothing but a mere shell, clenching his legs around the width of his pony, and he saw his subjects from above like the field was a board and his men were but bricks in a game of chess. Closer and closer the riders came, the sharp hooves kicking up dirt and snow from the frozen floor. And then they were upon them, slamming into the thin vanguard with the force of God himself. For a moment, a dozen brave men faced a fiery wall of hatred, and then they stood no more, struck down by the hefty stallions, screaming and writhing underneath the trampling hooves. His mare stirred, and he snapped back into reality, watching on in horror as the wave of mounted raiders rode right through his twelve men as if they weren’t even there in the first place. The first line of riders quickly slowed their stallions into a canter and began to turn, circling behind Helwys and the Duke. On all sides, riders surrounded them. They were everywhere, spreading out in a round formation like a roaring fire. Parting his lips, Helwys dropped his hand from his sword, and let it dangle.

“It’s-.. It’s impossible,” the Duke said, fingers clenching the hilt of his blade. Only one soldier could be seen, the lengthy blonde hair tossed from side to side as the ample-breasted woman parried a simple blow from a nearby rider and spun, swinging at another. Two men were circling her with their horses, snickering in their strange tongue. But what captured the attention of the Prince was the woman behind them, sat calmly on a monstrous stallion with fur as white as the snow, black stripes painted on her pale cheeks. She was pale, just like them, staring casually at Elisa with a spear in her hand. It took Helwys a moment to realize what was about to happen, and as he did, the white barbarian was already on her way.

“Euruen! Halt!”

Promptly, the rider stopped, the tip of her spear only feet away from the blonde woman with the long hair. Panting, Elisa cast the white rider a wide-eyed glance, then ushered a scream and swung her blade at the spear, knocking it out of the way, pouncing at a nearby horseman. As he went to parry her blow, he lost his balance. When he hit the floor, the warrior woman released a victorious shriek and turned to face the other rider, a nasty grin on her flustered features. He did not make a move, quickly backing his mount up, paving way for an enormous stallion with fur as dark as the night, and a pitch-black rider rippling with muscle. Like the others, he wore a fur over his shoulders, but it was the fur of a wolf, not a reindeer. Around his neck hung a necklace, littered with teeth. Tribalistic tattoos sat on the top of his shaved head, white in colour, easily seen on the dark skin. There was a nasty scar on his cheek, trailing all the way down to his chiseled jaw. “Euruen,” he said, his voice deep and guttural, waving away the nearby riders from Elisa Longhair, the last one to give up.

This strange man had to be their leader, for he captured the attention of them all. Steering their mounts away, the men cleared space for Elisa, encircling her along with the Duke, who promptly dropped his sword, and Helwys himself, who sat frozen on his horse. “Awéwé Ieu bajoang,” said the man with the tattooed head, wafting his hands, beckoning for his men to lower their arms. “She-.. She will not die in such an unhonourable way.”

Helwys squinted. Although his voice was oozing with foreign accent, he spoke their language fluently, with little problem. Swallowing, he lowered his gaze to the frozen floor. Their leader dropped from his horse, drawing his curved sword, shrugging his shoulders so that the fur fell to the ground in a heap. Cocking his head to the side, he stretched his arms and let the icy winter air touch his bare torso, the ripped abdomen clenching. It took Elisa Longhair by surprise, and she lowered her longsword a little, uncertain. “This was pathetic,” he continued, a bright smile on his lips. “I shall offer you one more chance at victory. If this woman can beat me in battle, I will take my men and leave. Ride away. Tonight.”

Elisa gasped, and for a moment the pair stared at each other in long-drawn silence. When the blade fell out of her hands, the steel hit the frozen dirt with a clang. “I knew you were a coward,” sneered the Duke, and the foreigner shot him a dangerous stare. “You dropped your sword long ago. Do not blame her for choosing the path where she will live.”

“You bloody whore,” the Duke said, and Elisa glared at him, sheer hatred beaming in her bright eyes. Snapping his fingers, the head of the raiders stepped forward, oblivious to Bradley. He was heading right for Helwys, who trembled on his mare. For a moment, the black man came to a stop and simply eyed him, his face a picture of amusement. Then he leaped forward, clapped his hands and the mare panicked, spun and bucked. Before the Prince had a chance to react, he lay on his back on the frozen floor, heaving for his breath.

Duke Bradley stirred, and the tip of a curved blade swiftly found his throat. He did not make a further move. Staring up at the nightly sky full of bright stars through hazy eyes, Helwys coughed viciously, and fought to blink back tears. His mare was no longer near him. He couldn’t see where the jumpy mount fled. The voice thick with accent spoke up, “If you would be so kind as to take us to your village… We won the battle, and now wish to celebrate!” The Prince did not know up from down when several pairs of strong hands grabbed him, hoisted him up to his feet and forced him to stumble forward with the Duke by his side. On the steep hill that lay before them, the ruins of Halfshire could faintly be made out through the dark.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

When he was shoved through the large doors that led into the great hall, Helwys found the barbarian leader sat upon the throne in the far end of the room, a wooden chair elevated on a square platform. A row of women knelt by the left wall, numbering half a dozen. When he saw his Princess, he ushered a shaky sigh. She was kneeling with them, and sat nearest to the throne, eyes submissively lowered to the floor. Her black hair was braided neatly, flung over a shoulder. The dress she wore was not fit for the weather, crafted out of thin silk with an ample cleavage on the front, flashing far too much of her squished, creamy breasts. He did not have long to stare, the raider at his rear pushing him towards the throne. Stumbling onwards, he was grabbed by the shoulders and forced to his knees. He tried to look up, but the bandit behind him forced him to bow his head. Gritting his teeth, he saw the Duke fall to the floor, hitting the floorboards with a loud thud and a grunt. He quickly tried to crawl back up, but a fat man in a spiked helmet kept him on his knees with the help of his sword. On his left, Elisa found her place on her knees by her own free will, scooping the whole length of her hair over a shoulder. She had a bust lip, and a trickle of blood ran down her cheek.

“I am Abdu,” the man on the throne said, leaning back and spreading his legs. There was a pause as he eyed the kneeling men, the kneeling women, propping his fist up underneath his chin to support himself on his elbow. “These are my men, and we hail from lands far away. You, the survivors, are now my prisoners… Under the care of my good graces.”

He flashed a wicked grin, the white teeth in sharp contrast to his black skin. Tapping his fingers against the arm of his chair, he gazed at the women to his right. “When we decided to take this town, we did not know there was a Prince and a Princess to be found. Imagine my surprise when I was told. I know who you are, Prince Helwys, son of King Wellys. Your fame as a wimp who cannot wield a blade exceeds you. It seems you cannot ride either.”

Laughter roared through the great hall, and Helwys shuffled uncomfortably. A subtle glance was sent in the direction of his Princess, but she seemed oblivious where she sat, silent and with her eyes on the floor. The Duke sent a ball of spit at the floor, and the sword at his throat pressed deeper into his skin. Snickering deeply, Abdu raised a hand, and the hall fell silent. “I also know of your marriage. Where I come from, we do not marry our women off to men they do not love against their will. Where I come from… Women choose their partner.”

His Princess stirred, then looked up at the foreigner on the throne with big eyes, parting her plump lips. Swallowing a sob, Helwys looked back down to the floor, clenching his fists until his knuckles went pale. Hope had flashed in her eyes, and the sight hurt him worse than the firm hand on the back of his head that strained his neck. “I did not come here to slaughter the remains of war,” Abdu continued, taking a deep breath. “Therefore I will give you a choice. Those of you who are women may ride away today. I will give you a horse, and you may canter away through the snow if you so desire. Travel freely wherever you wish. Or you may stay with us, and we will treat you as equals. You will be fed, given a place to sleep and a mount of your own. And if you should ever wish to leave our group, you are free.”

He leaned forward and clapped his hands together. Helwys flinched, desperately trying to draw the attention of his wife, but she would not look at him. As if she was mesmerized by his words, her eyes were glued to the foreigner, her jaw halfway to the floor. Briefly, Abdu met her gaze and flashed her a smile. She swiftly averted her gaze, her milky cheeks taking on a crimson colour. Not one woman dared to be the first to speak, and it was the Duke who finally broke the silence. His eyes came up, and they stared daggers at the foreigner.

“You’ve made a horrible mistake, barbarian. My men are on their way, and there are hundreds of them. We have called for other reinforcements, and soon Duchess Anna will be upon you with a thousand knights. There is no way you will hold Halfshire, heathen.”

Clicking his tongue, Abdu gazed at Bradley in silence. Now the first woman spoke up, and it was Elisa. She glared past Helwys, staring hatefully at the Duke. “Your men are a three days ride away, the Duchess Anna five. You’re bluffing, Bradley. There is no need for haste.”

Huffing, the Duke stared blankly at the commander, and Helwys closed his eyes. If there ever was hope, his childhood friend just tore it away. As his eyelids came up, he looked to Abdu on the wooden throne. He was grinning viciously, toying with the hilt of the blade that stood leaning against the armrest. “You should choose your words more carefully,” he finally said, staring down the Duke. “Your god is not here in this room tonight. There is only I.”

“I do not fear death,” the Duke sneered up at him, and the foreign commander snickered down at him mockingly. “That’s a mistake. If you are to die, your death will not be pleasant.”

“If I am,” the Duke began, but Abdu interrupted him by snapping his fingers. Two black warriors grasped Bradley by each arm, lifted him up and dragged him along. Helwys felt his pulse race as he shuffled around to look after the Duke, who was flailing wildly between the two raiders. Promptly, they lay him down on the floor in the middle of the hall, pinning him down. Writhing and wriggling, he fought to escape, but they were stronger and kept him firmly in place. “Ayeuna,” the largest of the men yelled, and the two great doors to the hall came up. The sound of hooves clopping over the floor rang through the room, and Helwys watched on with wide eyes as a majestic, tall, bulky stallion was led inside. It was a massive horse, a towering beast made up of muscle and sinew. It was guided inside by the woman he had seen earlier, the eerie beauty with black stripes on her face. The queer pair consumed the attention of the Duke, and before he could react, the two men rose and pointed their swords at his throat. He fell silent, gawking at the woman and her stallion.

“I will not be the one who passes judgement on you today,” the black commander said, and his gaze trailed to Elisa, who split her lips in surprise. With wide eyes, Helwys flicked his eyes to and fro between his childhood friend and the Duke on the floor. In the corner of his eye, he saw the woman with the facepaint march all the way up to the Duke, turn the mighty stallion around and begin backing him up. When she paused her mount, the beast swished his tail, stroking the Duke across his face. Unable to move, two blades at his throat, he looked up in terror, staring betwixt the powerful horse and the men surrounding him.

“It falls on you,” Abdu smiled down at Elisa, who clutched her hair to her bosom like she was holding a child. “You are to decide if this beautiful stallion steps forward… Or backward.”

An eerie silence fell upon the hall, the only sound was the jagged breath of the Duke. His princess was watching, flicking her gaze between the writhing Duke, and Elisa, who slowly rose from her knees. Briefly, she looked to Abdu, and he only nodded with a smile. Biting her lip, the blonde commander began making her way for the muscular mount, her thick plated boots clanking upon the wooden floor. When she passed the Duke, she stopped to look at him, and he held his breath, staring up at her with wide eyes. She continued, trailing gloved fingers along the massive frame of the white stallion. As she approached the pale woman, a hand came out for the rope. Hesitantly, the rope was handed over, and Elisa stepped up before the big beast, placing a gentle hand on the snorting muzzle. “Elisa. Please,” the Duke whispered, but she paid him no attention. “You are baffling,” the commander said, patting the neck of the great horse with one hand while the other came to rest on the top of his mane. “El-.. Elisa,” Helwys began to stutter, but a dark hand flew down for his cheek. His head was thrown sideways, a sharp pain blossoming up where he was struck. Wincing, he fell silent, staring intently at his friend - who also ignored him - through hazy eyes. “You are a gift from the heavens, a weapon of unspeakable beauty,” she continued. “No. No. No. Elisa. I am a Duke, you owe me your allegiance! Elisa! Listen to me! I command you to spare me! Eli-”

She guided the hefty stallion backwards, and he took a couple of steps back. Helwys shut his eyes, but he could not shut out the sounds of a cracking skull and a short-lived, horrific scream. It quickly died out, and then there was only silence. Until a pair of clapping hands broke the quiet. “Yes!” Abdu roared, “Get that woman a mug of ale. She has earned it.”

Helwys was quivering violently. When he opened his eyes, he saw how his pale hands grasped his thighs, nails digging into the leather he wore. He looked to his Princess, and his heart fell when he saw the look on her face, an expression void of much emotion. She had stared, but seemed utterly unphased, and this frightened him beyond what he thought possible. “Get him out of here. Your turn,” Abdu said, snapping his fingers at the Princess.

“Come. Come. What’s your name?” he asked, beckoning her closer. Her plump lips was parting in surprise, and she looked up at the black commander as if he was God. She kept her elegant silk out of the way as she rose, eyes lowered underneath a set of luscious eyelashes. She did not speak a word, and the foreigner frowned at her, leaning forward in his seat. “She cannot speak,” Helwys heard from behind, and looked up to see Elisa standing by his side, hands held behind the small of her back in a royal fashion. “She took a vow of silence the day she was forced to marry the Prince. This-.. This is Princess Aewa.”

“Princess Aewa,” Abdu snickered, eyeing the woman before him with a touch of curiosity on his tattooed features. Momentarily, his eyes dropped to Helwys, who quickly averted his gaze. There was no mercy to be seen in the eyes of the black commander, and as he looked over his shoulder, the mighty, white stallion still stood by the door, stomping his feet. Blood stained the hind-hooves, and there was a puddle of red liquid beneath him. With clattering teeth, he looked to Aewa, pleaded her with his eyes. “You’ve been treated poorly. No man can make a woman marry. Your king gave you up to this wimp. Now I will give you a chance to be rid of your marriage. It’s your decision, Princess. It falls on you to decide his fate.”

Her eyes travelled his way, but when their gazes met, she blinked and looked away. It was the stallion she stared at, white teeth nibbling upon her supple lip. Panting rapidly, he shook his head, on the verge of panic. His frame had gone numb, a faint prickle swiftly spreading out underneath his skin like little bugs, crawling and creeping around inside him. All he could see was his Princess, and how she eyed the beast by the door, pondering. After what felt like half a lifetime, she turned back to Abdu, and he cocked an eyebrow at her. She nodded.

Two pair of hands latched onto each of his arms, heaving him up from the floor. “No! No! No! No! No!” he cried out, beginning to wriggle and writhe between the strong men. He hoisted his feet up from the floor, but they carried him along anyway, bringing him backwards. “Let go of me! Elisa!” he screamed, but she only stared at him, coldly, silently. Driving his heels into the floorboards, he squirmed wildly, trying to halt the two men who held him. It did not even slow them down, and before long he found himself with his back on the floor, staring up at the thick hindquarters of the massive stallion towering over him. He kept struggling, but the raiders put their palms on his shoulders, pinning him down with ease. They were flashing rotten, yellow teeth at him, and he released a high-pitched scream, worming ceaselessly.

“Halt!” boomed a deep voice, and Helwys fell still where he lay, his scrawny chest heaving up and down at such a pace it looked like something was trying to burst out. The men who held him looked up, then released his shoulders. Shivering, he forced himself up on his elbows and looked to the throne. His Princess was standing by Abdu, bent over by his ear. They were looking straight at him. As she withdrew, the black commander raised a hand. “It seems the Princess saw fit to change her mind,” he began, flashing a wicked grin. “You will not die today, Prince Helwys. Take him to the stables and put him to work.”

Strong hands grasped him underneath his armpits and hurled him up at his feet. His knees caved in, but a dark, muscular arm held him up. Before he had a chance to react, he was flung over a boulder of a shoulder, carried for the door with his ass high in the air. His eyes never left the princess, and the last thing he saw before the pair of great doors shut her out was how the foreign leader offered her his large hand. And how she took it, embracing him with the softness of her smooth palm before she fell for his thigh, plopping down on his lap.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

The stables were made up of a long, narrow hallway that stretched on and on. The roof was supported by crossbeams crafted out of timber, every few feet along the walls. The stalls were cramped, and had no gate, but an iron ring on the walls where the mounts could be tied. In the far end of the stables, there was a hay-loft overlooking the stalls. When Helwys was here last, these stables only hosted a few horses. He had been here to deposit his pony, and the calm, quiet mare had been left to roam freely. Now each stall was home to a massive beast, their backsides poking out into the hallway. The smell that hit him when he was forced through the door a moment earlier was intense, a musky scent of hay and dung lingering in the enclosed space. He had meekly suggested they leave the door open, but the guard who now stood outside had shook his head and shoved him in. The only consolation was the warmth in the room. He doubted he would freeze even if he was to strip his shirt off.

Covering his nose, a grimace flashed across his face as he began to scout for the equipment. In the stall three rows down, he saw the white-coated stallion that was their guest in his hall. A shiver ran up his spine as he spotted the dry blood on the back of his hooves. Swallowing audibly, he dragged his feet over to a wooden wheelbarrow, which he pushed deeper into the stable. There was a shovel propped up against a wooden beam, and he grabbed it on the way, clenching his fingers around the handle so hard that his fist shook. His Princess was still in the hall, and the thought of what she could be doing there - with Abdu - drove daggers into his chest. This was far worse than the hall. Now he was alone and presumably out of danger, but he was also without knowledge. And that was far worse.

One of the horses raised their tail, and Helwys shut his eyes. These were the beasts who trampled his men. It was their dung that lay on the floor. For a moment, he glanced over his shoulder at the door that led outside, then to his shovel. But when he remembered the man who dragged him here, a pitch-black beast with bulging shoulders and a sharp blade at his hip, he bit his teeth together and drove the shovel underneath the nearest steamy pile.

“You are a married man now, son. Now the responsibility falls on you. I have given you the chance to perform your duties, and now you will perform them. Put a child in her, Helwys.”

“She won’t look at me,” Helwys muttered, gazing up at his father. His broad arms rested on his round belly, and his tongue was toying with his grey, overgrown moustache. “She hasn’t spoken to me since before the wedding. She took a vow never to speak to me, father!”

“Nonsense,” his father grunted, the barrel-sized chest heaving. “She will come around. It is not her decision to make. You two are married, and she is now your wife. Act like it.”

“I won’t harm her. I will never hurt her. I love her. More than anything. She is prettier than any diamond, father. And I have been fond of her since I was a child. You can’t make me.”

“You wanted to marry her. That was your wish. And I have been a very generous father to allow you to marry such a lowborn slut. The time has come for you to do your duty. You are only my second son, yet you owe me a grandson. You should not have chosen such a whore. They can prove difficult to teach. You chose her. Not I. The decision has been made.”

Helwys sighed. The afternoon sun shone brightly, painting the balcony where they stood a stark orange. Below, gentle waves washed up on the sandy beach and left a thick layer of white foam in their wake. Elisa stood watch, her posture rigid. She held a halberd and a shield. Her arms were quivering, but she kept silent. Bright eyes were staring blankly out of the visor on her helmet, but he knew she was listening to each and every word they said.

“You will travel north,” his father began. He had fetched forth a pipe, tapping the bowl against a pillar by his side. Ash fell out of the hole, dropping in a dusty stream to the floor. “Ride to the town of Halfshire. Tax the villagers, and wait there for Duke Wellington. Together, you will ride for Calmar. Prove to me that you can be of some use, son. Show me your worth.”

Parting his lips, Helwys was about to speak, but his father had already turned and was wobbling away, dragging his long, red cloak across the floor. With a sigh, he turned to Elisa and nodded. Immediately, she put her shield down. “It’s not your fault she won’t speak,” she said, placing her halberd against the wall. “I know you’ve been kind to her. She liked you before the marriage. It was easy to see. Perhaps not as a lover… But at least as a friend.”

Helwys covered his face with his palm and groaned. “What am I meant to do? I have a wife who seems to lose her tongue in my presence. I have a father who wishes he could throw me over the bannister so that I smash into the waves below. I must deal with the Duke, who thinks of me a mere brat. And the only person on my side seems to be you, Elisa.”

She smiled. He saw it in her eyes. “Go to her. Don’t push her. Let it come naturally. If you give her time, she might come around. It is your father who wronged her. Not you.”

Helwys let his hand drop, nodding slowly. “Will you come with me?” he asked, as he turned to gaze out upon the sea. It stretched on for as far as the eye could see. “I am yours to command,” she teased, and he scoffed, flashing her a grin over his shoulder.

The stench was appalling. It made him dizzy, light-headed. When one whole wheelbarrow was full, he struggled to shove it over for the door. He knocked on the frame, but no answer came. Sighing, he left the wheelbarrow and went to find another. When he pushed it into the hallway to continue, he saw with horror that the path he cleared a mere moment ago now was home to several new, fresh piles. One of them lay by the bloodied hooves of the white stallion, and when the beast snorted, he swore he could hear a snicker. Glaring at the white fur, he shut his eyes, took a deep breath - through his mouth - and marched over.

Carefully, Helwys slipped inside and shut the door behind him. The oval-shaped room was home to a grandiose bed, complete with a thick mattress, silky sheets and frilly curtains of the same colour, a deep purple. On the left stood a dresser, tall and crafted out of fine Ivory wood. There was a fireplace to his right, and wild flames danced upon the logs inside. It used to be his room. Now it was theirs. He found her upon the bed, feet dangling over the edge. A hefty book lay in her lap, but when he came inside, she hurried to close the dark cover and put it away. The way she flinched hurt him, and he lowered his eyes, dragging his feet over for a nearby table. His fingers reached for the collar of his shirt, but he paused when he saw her staring in the corner of his eye. Quickly, he looked her way. She averted her gaze. Closing his eyes, he ushered a shaky sigh, gritted his teeth and marched over.

She froze, staring at him warily. He walked all the way up to her, eyes plastered on the floorboards below, then swallowed a sob and sank to his knees. When he looked up, she was parting her lips, surprise written on her features. Folding his hands in his lap, he let himself sink forward, meekly looking up at her. She was frightened before, but now she seemed baffled. Intertwining his fingers, he pondered and thought, then finally spoke.

“Aewa, I-.. I know this is not what you wanted. This is not what I wanted either. We’ve been friends for so long, Aewa. I never meant to hurt you. I-.. I’ve loved you since I was a child.”

He paused when she frowned, narrowing her eyes down at him. Her black hair was braided and flung over her left shoulder. It hung between her breasts, clenched by her cleavage.

“It-.. It was my father who made you marry me. I swear. I know I have told you before. I know you do not believe me. He-.. He said I cannot marry on my own, so he forced you. Because you were my friend. Because I love you, but-.. I would never have you marry me against your will, Aewa, I-.. I love you far too much for that. Please believe me. You know me.”

Her eyes, two bright, shiny orbs, were cold and void of emotion. He stared at her plump lips but they never came up, even as he waited, waited and waited. Sighing, he continued.

“You don’t have to speak to me, Aewa. I would never make you. You won’t have to be frightened that I will ever try to-.. Try to do something to you, Aewa. By god, you’re stronger than me, and all I want is for you to be happy. If-.. If you do not wish to be my wife, that’s your choice. I-.. I only wish for you to be content while we’re forced to stay together. I-.. I have to head north soon. On the orders of my father. I was thinking-.. And if you don’t want too, I shan’t ask twice-.. Maybe you could come along. It would take you away from my father, from this city, and-.. Perhaps you could come to know me a little bit better.”

He stared up at her with hope, and bit his lip. Her eyes never left him, trailing over his features, ponderingly. She was so beautiful where she sat, and all he wanted to do was to tell her. If only he could. She kept still for some time, eyeing him. When she finally gave her answer, she did not split her lips. Instead, she dipped her head for him in a brief nod.

“T-.. Thank you,” he gasped and fell forward, bowing his head. “Thank you, I-.. You won’t regret it, Aewa. I promise you. I will do anything for you. Anything you want. Always.”

Helwys snapped out of his thoughts. There were voices outside, and they were speaking in hushed tones. He could not make out a single word where he stood, staring at the flaxen backside of a towering stallion, but he could tell that one of the voices were female. A moment passed by in silence, and then the doors came up. He flinched and turned to face the arrival, taking a firmer grip around the handle of his shovel. When he saw her, his eyes went wide. The woman with the facepaint was standing in the open doorway, tugging her coat of fur further up over her shoulders. She had wide hips, thick shoulders and thighs the size of tree trunks. Her matted hair was cut short, and there was spots of dirt on her pale cheeks. A necklace hung from her neck, and at the tip there was a large emerald. As the pair stared at each other in utter silence, she brought her boot up to the edge of the wheelbarrow.

“No,” Helwys whispered, but before he had a chance to move, the pale woman kicked the wheelbarrow so hard it fell over, and all the dung inside fell right back out on the floor. A coy smile crept up on her lips as she tilted her head to the side, watching him casually. “Why did you-..” he began, but she cut her off with a snap of fingers. “You missed a spot,” she snickered, placing a hand to rest upon the top of the axe sheathed at her hip. “Come pick it up. We wouldn’t want your friend to be displeased with your service, would we?”

Her eyes trailed off to the side, and he followed her gaze, staring wide-eyed at the white stallion from before. Huffing, he brought his shovel over to the tipped wheelbarrow. She was strange. Her accent was precisely the same as his, but with the way she dressed she fit right in with the group of raiders from the south. The closer he came, the brighter she smiled at him, and as the tip of his shovel sank into the pile, she giggled and muttered, “Good boy.”

He sent her a glare, but she only cocked an eyebrow at him. As he hoisted up the steamy pile and dropped it in the wheelbarrow - which he straightened up shortly after - she stepped closer. He froze, but she did not make a move or say a word. She simply watched. Flakes of snow fell through the open doorway, swiftly melting upon the wooden floor. The freezing cold began to bite him, and as he threw a quick glance up at the door, his tormentor spoke. “I would close the door, but the smell in here could kill me. Imagine what it must be like for such a young, weak, sissy Prince like you. Perhaps your Princess is trying to kill you.”

Helwys stopped, spade buried in the steep pile of shit, looking her way. She nodded nonchalantly. “It was her idea. She suggested we simply put you to work. You ought to be glad she decided to spare your life. Most of the men we conquer are not so lucky.”

Frowning, he dropped his gaze. Her eyes were on him, the piercing, challenging gaze could be felt on his skin. “You’re not my conqueror,” he muttered through clenched teeth. There was a pause, and then her boot came back up on the edge of the wheelbarrow. With a simple shove, the wheelbarrow tumbled over once more, sending the horse apples rolling across the floor. Closing his eyes, he sucked in a quick breath, tightening his digits around the wooden handle he held. “Pick it up, boy,” she said, her voice oozing of arrogance.

“No. I will n-..” he began, but his feet disappeared from under him. Suddenly, he lay on his back on the floor, heaving for his breath. On both sides, the horses in their cramped stalls stirred uneasily. A boot came up to rest upon his chest. It was high, crafted out of fine, dark leather, and had a bit of a heel. She towered over him, hand on the shaft of her axe. Blinking back tears, he looked up at her through hazy eyes. Her smile was gone. “I told you to pick it up. If you’re not going to do as we say, what need to do we have for you? Hm? White boy?”

“I-.. I know you,” he wheezed up at her, and she cracked a grin, leaning more and more weight on him, digging the sharp heel between his ribs. “You’ve seen me before. Many years ago. It’s no wonder you don’t recognize me. You were too frightened to speak with me when your father suggested we marry. You’ve always been a wimp. My name is Alyweth. We met at Duke Wellington’s mansion many years ago. He is-.. He was my uncle, little Helwys.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

“You-.. You killed him. You-.. You killed your own uncle,” he whispered, staring up at her with wide eyes. The air was returning to his lungs, but the heel that seemed to sink deeper and deeper into his chest felt like the tip of a blade, and he wanted to whimper. “I watched him die. There’s a difference,” she cooed, twisting the black heel. Splitting his lips, he began to writhe on the floor beneath her, a high-pitched whine slipping out of him. Giggling, she finally stepped off his chest, placing both hands on her hips. Squeezing his eyes shut, Helwys rolled over on his stomach, lips brushing over the floor as he clutched his chest. “W-.. Why?”

“Because he’s a white man,” she said casually, nudging his shoulder with the tip of her high-heeled boot. “You little weasels see Abdu and his men as bandits. Because you’re frightened of them. They’re not outlaws. They freed me, and I chose to go with them. I had a choice. I could’ve fled to you and father, gotten married off to some wimp with a tiny prick. Or I could choose to serve real men with real cocks. They’re so strong, Helwys. You’ve no clue.”

Weakly, Helwys fumbled on his elbows. The moment he steadied himself, her boot came for his left arm, sweeping it away from under him. Hitting the floorboards with a thud, he felt her sole come to rest upon the back of his shoulders and groaned. “What do you think happens when they mate with one of us, little Prince? What do you think will happen when our Lord puts a baby in your precious Princess? Do you think the child will be white… Or black?”

Clenching his fists, Helwys pressed back against her heel, but the strength of her thigh easily kept him down. Her words were sharper than a blade. They pierced his chest and stabbed his lungs, making it harder and harder to breathe. Aewa flashed before his eyes like she was there, standing betwixt the horses, her black hair flung over a shoulder, trailing down between her creamy breasts. “It’ll be black,” she continued, the tone of her voice dripping with sweetness. “If you mate with a dark woman, the child will still be black. They’re better than us, Helwys. They’ve come here so we can finally submit and serve them. And when they finally breed us out, the world will be rid of wimpy boys and their white worms.”

“Get away from him.”

The heel digging into his back promptly disappeared. Struggling up to his knees, he threw a glance over his shoulder. Elisa Longhair stood in the doorway, her blonde hair covered in a layer of snow. Her hand was on the hilt of her sword, and her eyes were glued to Alyweth, who was slowly backing up. When she was paused, she was still within range. Through teary eyes, Helwys began to look for the shovel. “What are you doing?” asked Elisa.

“He’s mucking. I’m watching him.”

“You’re standing on him.”

“I’m mucking the floor with him.”

“It ends now. He’s coming with me.”

Alyweth snickered, slipping her tongue out of her mouth. The shovel was behind her. There was no way he could reach it in time. His whole frame felt sore, and the spot where her heel had dug into his skin was throbbing. Elisa came deeper into the stables, wafting a hand in front of her nose. The other kept clutching the hilt of her blade. “Abdu wants to see you. He will not be kept waiting. You’ll have to continue your duties in here later, Helwys. Get up.”

On shaky legs, Helwys struggled to find his feet. His whole body ached, as if he had been trampled along with his men. Glaring up at Alyweth, who beamed him a bright smile, he began backing up towards Elisa. When he was within reach, she grasped him by the neck and spun him around, giving him a gentle shove for the doorway. “If you’re jesting and plan to free him, you will also end up beneath a pair of hooves,” Alyweth sang after them. His friend did not look back, pushing him out into the snow. Latching onto his arm, they waded across the white floor together. Helwys, a step or two behind his commander, tried to catch her attention with a glance, but she did not look his way and kept tugging him onwards.

“You’ve to flee,” she said, casting a quick glance at her surroundings. They did not stop and kept trudging through the snow. “Not without the Princess,” he retorted. She gave him a look and came to a stop. Snowflakes adorned her shoulders, painting them white. “You have to flee. Now. There’s no time to waste. Aewa won’t come with you, and if you stay, you’ll live out the rest of your life in that stable. A life that might be shorter than you think, Helwys.”

There was a faint frown on her face. Her ears were perked and her gaze kept trailing across the center of the little town where they stood. It was empty, dark and quiet. The whole town was made up of four main buildings; the great hall, the stables, the blacksmith and the barracks. Halfshire was once surrounded by tall walls of stone, but with time they had deteriorated and now the defensive barrier lay in ruins. Small cabins - homes - were scattered around the town, built betwixt the bigger buildings. There were few of them, and Halfshire did not have the capacity to house many men. If it did, and the late Duke had been able to deposit his army here, the current state of the town may have been very different.

“I made her a promise,” Helwys finally said, shaking his head. “I cannot leave without her. I must ask her to come with me. She’s my wife, and she deserves the chance.”

“You don’t know where she is,” Elisa said, averting her gaze. Her frown grew deeper, and her eyes momentarily flicked to the great hall. “You shouldn’t see her. You must trust me.”

Following her gaze, he settled his eyes on the great hall. In the darkness, it was easy to make out the gaps in the planks that made up the building. Orange stripes of light shone out from between them. Swallowing audibly, he grabbed Elisa by the hand and attempted to tug her along, but she hesitated. “Don’t go there, Helwys,” she whispered. He believed her. He knew she was speaking the truth. But a wild sense of curiosity overcame him. Releasing the soft palm, Helwys spun on his heels and began jogging through the snow. There were no guards blocking the entry to the great hall, and Helwys thought that strange. Quickly, he threw a glance over his shoulder, eyeing the stables in the distance. The doors were shut and Alyweth was nowhere to be seen. Elisa came up behind him, her eyes lowered. She did not speak a word, quietly following along. Gnawing on his lip, Helwys sucked in a sharp breath, then ran for the left wall. Propping his back up against the planks, he eyed his surroundings briefly, sneaking towards the corner. His friend came shortly after, hand constantly kept on the hilt of her blade. Only a wall of wood separated him from the throne now, but he kept looking for a crack large enough to peer through. He found one, and promptly made his way over. When he was just about to steal a peek, he felt a hand on his shoulder. “You will not like what you will find in there,” Elisa said. Ushering a shaky sigh in the cold air, he stared at her for a moment, then huffed and shot a glance through the crack.

When he saw them, his whole body went numb. Abdu was leaning back on the throne, a hand propped up under his chin. The other was placed upon the top of a head, which was gently bobbing up and down. It was his Princess, sat on her knees on the floor betwixt a pair of muscular thighs, clutching on to a fat, black cock. Her lips were wrapped around the tip of the dark dick, the whole head lodged in her mouth. Her eyes were closed, the luscious eyelashes fluttering as she dutifully and carefully suckled on the thick prick. Plump lips slid up and down the black surface, flattening a throbbing vein each time she went as deep as she could. Trails of spit were trickling down the dark length, the drops disappearing in a forest of black, curly pubes. Her hands held the shaft steady, the pale fingers grasping the dick as if she was holding something dear. “That’s a good Princess,” Abdu groaned, and Helwys widened his eyes, tightening his fists until his knuckles went pale.

“Mmmph,” she moaned up at him, the tip of his cock leaving her lips with a plop. As the whole shaft stirred, she swiftly stuck her tongue out, planting the tip at the base of the huge shaft, licking her way up along the belly of his beast like a whore. The black commander shot her a smirk, and she flashed him a wicked grin, pouting her lips to place peck after peck at the bulbous cockhead. Squishing her lips upon the pisshole, she shook her head as if she was trying to paint her lips with his musk, then split her kissers and engulfed the supple tip.

Gritting his teeth, the foreigner clenched his fingers around the armrests, flexing his bulging arms. She forced herself deeper, swallowing up inch after inch of the black cock, her pale cheeks bulging with his throbbing meat. Aewa pressed her face down until half the giant shaft was buried between her lips, then gagged and began to withdraw. A hand on the back of her head stopped her, and Helwys stirred outside. “No. Stay. You have to learn how to suck real cock, Princess,” Abdu groaned, and when his hand left her hair, she kept herself down on her own. Her hands came up, fingers bending as she struggled to let the dark giant dwell within her throat a moment longer. “Good girl,” the black commander said, and after what felt like half a lifetime, she withdrew, gasping for air. Ropes of spit hung from her parted lips, the ample cleavage bobbing up and down at a rapid pace. A black hand shot out for her face, wiping the spit-trails away, then cupped her cheek, stroking her soothingly. “You’re a quick learner. Maybe you were born to suck cock,” Abdu said. Aewa bit her lip with a smile.

Pressing her hands out of the way with a hand of his own, Abdu tugged his own prick backwards, revealing a fat set of leathery balls that lay lazily on the throne. His other hand encircled itself in her black braid, pulling her forward. The Princess obeyed, leaning forward until she was but an inch away from the hefty nutsack, puckering her lips to give each ball a quick kiss. The hand that held her by the hair retracted further, forcing her flawless features down upon the fat sack, smothering the pale face with the brown, hairy nuts. Her nose disappeared first, then her eyes. Her cheeks squished upwards, and for a moment all that could be seen was the back of her head, her hair and her ears. Everything else was flattened against the wrinkly, black surface. Abdu cocked his head back against the throne, a deep, guttural grunt escaping past his lips. When she withdrew, she gasped, her face a flustered mess. She was blushing, the pale cheeks turning crimson. In horror, Helwys watched on as she leaned down, pressed the tip of her nose against the sack and took a deep sniff, dragging his scent up her nostrils. In the confines of his pants, his prick stirred.

“By God,” he heard Elisa whisper. She stood by his side, staring through another crack in the walls with big eyes. Her lips were split in surprise. Helwys felt himself blush, a touch of heat spreading across his features. Aewa put a hand on each of the black thighs to steady herself as her tongue came creeping out between her lips, scooping up one of the cum-churning nuts which she quickly brought into her mouth. Her pale cheeks went hollow as she began to suck on the ball, her bright eyes staring up at the black man with sheer and utter admiration.

Abdu flexed his stomach, the row of muscles clenching hard. The Princess dropped her eyes to his abs, staring at them with wide eyes. Her right hand left his thigh, reaching out to touch the wall of sheer muscle, stroking her fingers up and down the firm stomach. With her mouth full, she ushered a stifled moan as she felt him, leaning back so that the nut flew out from her lips with a pop. “They’re so hard,” she cooed, and Helwys caught himself feeling up his own stomach, flat but soft. The black shaft had turned half-flaccid, bending sideways. The tip of her nose prodded the mighty cock, and the dark prick responded with a jerk. Flinching, the Princess withdrew with wide eyes, then ushered a giggle, poking the fat cock with a finger as if she was toying with it. Her eyes were bright with curiosity, teeth clenching down on her supple lip as she eyed the shaft over, trailing the tip of her finger down along a vein. “It’s so large. It looks like a monster,” she whispered, just loud enough so that Helwys could hear.

The deep laughter of her lover rang through the hall. Abdu was resting on the throne, watching the pale Princess play with his cock. Amusement was written across his sharp features. Aewa seemed oblivious, consumed the sight of the massive dick, and the row of hard abs behind it. Slowly, her fingers encircled the shaft, struggling to reach all the way around the thick girth. Carefully, she tugged the skin down, stretching the black surface until the pink circle beneath the mushroom was on full display. Licking her lips, she began leaning forward until the tip of her nose was pressing against the musky spot, dragging her nose back and forth upon the pink ring. The black, one-eyed adder betwixt her fingers twitched and twitched, and she stuck her tongue out to give the tip a quick lick. “It must feel terrible to know that while you were mucking the stables, your wife leapt at his cock like a whore.”

Helwys froze. Elisa spun around with a gasp. Slowly, the Prince looked over his shoulder and came to face with Alyweth. She was grinning wickedly, the handle of her axe already between her fingers. “And I who thought you would try to flee,” the woman with the facepaint scoffed. “When you only wanted to watch your wife commit treason with a big, black cock.”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Elisa Longhair came to the rescue. Her sword was drawn before Helwys could even turn around. But then Alyweth whistled, and two dark shapes appeared from behind the corner of a nearby cabin. When his friend saw their curved blades, she lowered her sword. The woman with the facepaint snickered, clicking her tongue at them. Her companions marched right past her, headed for them. Suddenly, Helwys was face to face with a sword. With wide eyes, he rose his hands submissively. “Turn around,” the man growled. He was large, had broad shoulders and was packed with muscle. Grey, twisted hair hung from his chin. Frozen in place, Helwys could only stare, and the grey-bearded raider grabbed him by a shoulder, spun him around and gave him a rough shove towards the town center. A quick glance over his shoulder told him that Elisa was coming the same way, dragging her feet through the white layer that coated the ground. When they reached the corner, the blade pointed him in the right direction. They were heading straight for the entrance to the great halls.

As they came up to the doors, Alyweth stepped up to the entrance. With cold eyes glued on him, she lifted her axe, banging the blunt end upon the wood. There was a moment of silence as they stood there, snowflakes hovering in the air around them. Then the great doors came up, a thin, red-haired woman wearing a plain gown greeting them in the doorway. Her skin was as white as milk, and her cheeks were adorned with freckles.

“You can come in,” she said, stepping out of the way. Alyweth curtsied, briefly, then snapped her fingers at the two men who were guarding Elisa and himself. “You two. Stay put.”

They nodded, lowering their curved blades. His captor came up to him, eyed him over with a wicked smile, then grasped him firmly by the hair, dragging him inside. He heard an extra set of footsteps and realized that his friend was following on her own. Gritting his teeth, he sought to wrap his fingers around Alyweth’s wrist, but she whacked them away with the handle of her axe and kept yanking him along. The way she held him forced his gaze down on the floor, and he had no idea what sight would meet him on the throne. “Bow before your betters, boy,” she muttered, then forced his head further down. Helwys fell to his knees.

In the corner of his eye, he saw Elisa step up by his side. She huffed, the chainmail she wore clinking together as she wrapped her arms across her bosom. He could not see Alyweth, but he felt her presence behind him. “Well,” a deep voice began. “With the way you look and the way you cannot fight, I figured you’d prove yourself smarter than this, Prince Helwys.”

Slowly, he brought his gaze up. What met him on the wooden throne stunned him. Abdu sat with his legs spread, an arm wrapped around the waist of his Princess. She was sitting on a thigh, gnawing on her lip as she stared down at him. She was dressed, but her lover was utterly naked, his fat, flaccid dick laid out flatly on his seat, the bulbous tip leaking. He tried to look his wife in the eye, but he couldn’t, averting his gaze back to the floor submissively.

“She spared your life once. Sent you to the stables. The night is not yet over and already you’ve fled from your task,” Abdu continued, tapping his fingers against the armrest.

“I told him to come,” Elisa said, and while her voice quavered, her posture was rigid, shoulders eloquently pulled back. She met his gaze fearlessly. Abdu flashed a bright and vibrant smile, his eyes trailing to and fro between Elisa and the Prince. Aewa kept silent, the plump lips sealed. As he finally built up the courage to stare her in the eye, he found that she was actively avoiding him, quietly peering betwixt everyone else but him. He glared at her.

“Alright,” Abdu finally said, tightening his grip around the Princess on his lap. “Throw him back in the stables. Don’t let him out until he has finished. Elisa can go where she pleases.”

“I heard you speak,” Helwys suddenly sneered, and the hand that reached for him came to an abrupt stop. “What’s that?” Abdu snorted, while the Princess frowned a bit and shuffled uncomfortably upon the black thigh. “I heard you speak,” he said, louder, still glaring right at his wife. “I watched you. I saw what you did. And I heard you speak. You broke your oath.”

Her lips came up, then Abdu stood up, hoisting Aewa off of his lap, gently placing her bottom down on the throne. Shuddering, Helwys shot him a quick, uncertain glance. His smile was gone, and he was coming straight for him, the black cock swaying. “She was the one who spared your life in the first place,” he said, coming to a stop right in front of him. The air became heavy with musk, creeping up his nostrils, making him light-headed. It was the smell of sweaty cock, and Helwys felt a blush creep up underneath his cheeks. It hung so close to his face, he swore he could taste it in the air. He had not seen the true size before, but now that he had it right in his face, he realized how monstrously large the black dick truly was.

“She asked me to put you to work in the stables. So you could live. If it was up to me or my men, you’d be dead in a ditch, your head crushed into bits and pieces. Your wife spoke for your life, and now you insult her. Call her an oathbreaker…  She won’t spare you now.”

Helwys gasped, a hand grasping him by the hair from behind. “Alyweth. Take him outside. Get your horse. To the east, there’s a river. Ride him there and throw him in the water. And if I was you, Prince, I would try to drown. It’s the fastest way to go. Get him out of here.”

Widening his eyes, Helwys began to shake his head, back and forth, as fast as he possibly could. “No. No. No-.. Stop-.. Wait,” he cried out, but he was only met with the sight of a black bum as Abdu turned, walking back to the throne. Back to his wife. “Stop!” he cried out with fear as Alyweth hoisted him up to his feet with ease, wrapping an arm around his throat. Her grip on him was strong, and despite how he struggled, she pulled him along for the door.

“Halt!” roared the black commander. Alyweth came to a swift stop. Abdu stood before the Princess, hand in the air. As he turned, he flashed Helwys a nasty grin, walking straight past a pale, speechless Elisa on his way towards them. In the background, Aewa watched, a mild blush dancing like a flame on her white cheeks. The foreigner marched all the way over until they stood face to face, and Alyweth pulled his hair back, forcing him to cock his face up at the black commander towering over him. “And when you float down the river,” he began, a guttural growl in his voice, “I want you to remember that your wife is on her knees, sucking my cock like an eager little tart. I want you to remember that I stole your Princess, and that when I take her gift, she will give it to me gladly. Even when she knows you are being flung down the brutal stream, smacking into stones, losing to the freezing water. She will condemn you to death while she suckles on my balls… And then I will put a black child in her belly.”

Abdu’s face was inches from his, hateful eyes staring down at him. As if the words themselves mesmerized him, Helwys fell silent. When the black commander withdrew, Alyweth tightened her grasp on his torso and began to pull him backwards. In sheer and utter defeat, Helwys let himself hang in her grip, staring longingly at his Princess as his feet were dragged over the floorboards. She met his gaze, but only briefly, quick to look at her lover when he came closer. She flashed Abdu a brief smile, and Helwys felt his heart tear itself to shreds within his chest. The great doors came up, and he shut his eyes, feeling the cold from outside creep over his skin. That was when his eyes shot up. He had an idea.

“I challenge you!” he screamed. It came from the very bottom of his lungs. “I challenge you! I challenge you! I challenge you! Stop-.. I am challenging you! Do you have honour?!”

Alyweth paused with a groan. Everyone in the room was staring at him. Elisa looked at him, her eyes blank and wet, and he stared at her intently. She narrowed her eyes. Abdu wet his lips with his tongue, then ushered a deep laughter, rubbing his face with the palm of his hand. Aewa was looking at him warily, fingers toying with her hair. “And what exactly is your challenge, boy? Will you ask for a sword and meet me in battle? What is this challenge?”

“Archery,” Helwys stuttered. The woman who held him snickered mockingly. Aewa widened her eyes but kept her lips sealed. Elisa brought her hand up to hide a brief smile. “There’s equipment in the smithy. Bows, arrows and a target. That’s my challenge. Will you accept?”

A long-drawn grunt came from Abdu. “Have your men get it,” he muttered, shooting Alyweth a quick glance. Helwys felt the arm around his throat loosen up, then a quick forward shove which caused him to stumble back inside. Muttering in the foreign language, the woman behind him pointed to the blacksmith building in the distance. The two men who helped Alyweth escort them into the great hall a moment earlier quickly went on their way. “You want your life, I presume. What else? Your freedom? A horse? Some coin for the road?”

“I want my wife,” he muttered. The laughter that rang through the great hall made him cower a bit where he stood, frowning up at Aewa. Along with Elisa, she did not laugh. She simply held his gaze, her features blank and mysterious. “She will decide what she wants. But I will let her go with you if that is what she chooses. Now if you lose… You will meet the river.”

Swallowing, Helwys took a step back, baffled. He had no time to offer forth his response. Two men came past him on each side. One of them carried two longbows and a quiver filled with arrows. The other struggled to balance a large target, made up of three wooden beams with a wheel of hay on top. The front of the wheel was painted with circles in different sizes, indicating the various targets. In the middle sat a small red dot amidst the circles.

“Put it up over there,” Alyweth muttered, pointing at the corner by her side. The man carrying the large object obeyed her, positioning the wooden legs outwards so that the target stood balanced. The longbows were placed upon a table, along with the quiver. With a bright smile on his lips, Abdu directed him towards the bows. Slowly, Helwys made his way over and grabbed the one on top. It was stiff, large and strong, the bowstave crafted out of yew. The string was made of heap, and the arrows of poplar. Briefly, Helwys tried the draw weight, turning away from the black commander who was watching him intently. When he tugged on the string, the line of hemp barely budged. Gritting his teeth, he fauxed nonchalance as he spun to face the target, drawing a single arrow from the quiver. For a moment, his wide eyes trailed through the hall. The whole room had their eyes glued on him, even the servant in the plain dress who stood in the far corner, pretending to have her eyes on the floor. As he locked the arrow to the string of hemp, his hand quivered. Shutting his eyes, he tried his best to breathe. If he kept shivering as much as he was, the arrow would certainly miss the target.

“Nembak. Go first,” the black foreigner said, the fat beast of a cock hanging down his thigh as he stepped over to fetch the second bow. Calmly, he drew an arrow and attached it to the string. As Helwys raised his bow and began to pull the string back, his right arm shook something fierce. It was so heavy, the Prince could barely pull it halfway. “He cannot even pull the string back,” Alyweth snickered in the background. Biting his teeth together, he pulled on the hemp with all his might, trying to raise his shaky elbow. And then he let the arrow fly, the string smacking back into place. The arrow cut through the air, wide of the target, quivering as the head buried itself into the wooden beam far to the left. There was a pause, a moment of sheer and utter silence. Then Abdu let his arrow loose. Not even a second later, the arrow was lodged right in the middle of the target. Helwys felt his fingers grow numb, the handle of the longbow slipping out of his grasp. When the yew hit the floor with a dull thud, Alyweth broke out in hysterical laughter. When he looked at Aewa, she was gazing down at the floor, pale fingers hiding her lips from view. Elisa Longhair stared blankly at his arrow, then raised a hand to rub her eyes with the flat of her palm, sighing. Helwys collapsed, his feet giving out from underneath him. With a thud, he dropped to the floor.

“Alyweth,” Abdu began, placing the bow down upon the table, making his way for the wooden throne upon the elevated platform where his Princess stood. “It’s time. Begin.”


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

Completely defeated, Helwys made no attempt to stop the woman who came up behind him and grabbed him by the hair. Her fingers intertwined with his blonde locks, yanking him back up on his feet. His will to fight had evaporated. There was no way out. When Alyweth tugged him onwards, he stumbled after her with his head bowed. She twisted her hand, forcing a whimper out from between his lips. Sobbing, he stumbled, briefly falling to a knee. With a sway to her hips, the axe-wielding woman casually dragged him across the floor for the door.

“Wait. It wasn’t fair.”

When Alyweth came to a stop, Helwys felt how she shook with anger. Her fingers pulled at his blonde locks as if she was trying to tear his hair out. Slowly, she spun, keeping the head of her captive down by her hip. Despite the awkward angle, Helwys was able to make out a tall woman with large breasts and golden hair that reached all the way down to the floor. She addressed the throne, a yew bow by her side. With the way his captor kept pressing his face down, he could not see the black commander and his reaction, but he saw Elisa Longhair take a step forward as she continued to speak. “It wasn’t fair. The Prince is a weakling. The bow is too heavy for him. He could barely pull the string back. You’re a man of honour. You must offer him another chance, a fair chance. Let me compete in his stead, my Lord.”

“He lost,” Alyweth sneered. The black commander upon the throne did not seem to give Elisa any response. Until he stood up, marching right past her, heading for the table where he left his bow. Wordlessly, he snapped his fingers at the target. Following him with her gaze, the blonde woman hesitantly stepped over, wriggling the single arrow out of the packed hay. Snatching an arrow out from the quiver, Abdu locked it to the string, drew the bow and let the arrow fly. The dart struck the blink right on the edge of the red dot in the middle, shaft quivering from the impact. His smile was gone, and the eyes that then stared expectantly at Elisa were cold and dangerous. The leader of the raiders had not even looked at his arrow. With a swift yank, he tore another dart from out of the quiver, offering the arrow out for the blonde with a frown. Swallowing, his childhood friend reached out to take the arrow, fumbling for a moment to lock it to the string. Her fingers clutched her bow to the point where her knuckles turned pale. As she stepped up before the blink, she shot Helwys a quick glance. When their eyes met, he saw the sheer worry in her bright, blue orbs.

She shut her eyes and took a deep breath. Abdu dropped his bare bottom down on the bench and propped his elbow up on the wooden surface, rubbing his scar. When Elisa let her eyelids slide up, she glued her gaze to the target, exhaling a shaky sigh. Slowly, she drew the string back before she let the arrow loose. Helwys felt as if time itself came to a stop, the sharp arrow hanging still in the air. And then it struck the blink, burying itself deep inside the target. Grunting, Abdu rose, leaving his bow on the table. Taking a couple of steps towards the throne, he suddenly froze. Elisa stood rigid, a single finger pointed at the target.

“She-.. She won,” Helwys gasped. Closing his eyes, Abdu turned to face the target and let them come up, shooting the blink a long-drawn, blank stare. His arrow sat on the edge of the red dot. Her arrow stood right in the middle. Snickering, the black commander shook his head back and forth with a deep huff. “Alright,” he said, flicking his gaze over at Alyweth and Helwys. His massive hand shot out, and with wide eyes, Helwys saw Aewa approach the black commander, eyes lowered submissively to the floor. Elegantly, she placed her palm upon his, and he led her past Elisa, bringing the Princess all the way up before Helwys.

“On your knees,” Alyweth growled, and he obeyed, lowering himself to the floor. Yanking on his hair, the woman with the facepaint forced his head backwards so that he was made to look up at the approaching couple. Aewa was looking down at him, her face a blank mask that betrayed no emotion. Abdu let her forward, then snuck up behind her, wrapping his strong arms around her waist. “Come on. Claim your price,” he said, staring down at Helwys over the shoulder of his lover. “You won. Ask her if she wants to come with you.”

Helwys hesitated. “P-.. Please,” he finally whispered, his eyes trailing down the silk of her dress as he meekly lowered his gaze to her feet. She shuffled a bit, but kept quiet. “I-.. I love you, Aewa. I have always loved you. Come with me. Please. I will-.. I will do anything.”

Sinking down in a squat, Alyweth snuck up by his side. He saw how she grinned in the corner of his eye, and the way she stared at him, her face full of untamed amusement, drove a blush up on his cheeks. He shut his eyes, attempted to ignore her. “Aewa, I-.. I know you do not wish to leave these men. I-.. I know you do not think of me a man, but I can take care of you. I-.. I will try better than ever before. You-.. You have my word. It’s-.. It’s an oath like yours. One-.. One I shan’t ever break. Please, my Princess. Give me a chance to prove it.”

The woman leaning over his shoulder snickered, brushing her plump lips past his ear. “She does not want your coin nor your kingdom, little Helwys. She wants a fatter cock. Yours is not enough. It’s why she won’t speak in your presence. She knows you’re inadequate, boy.”

His eyes came up, and he briefly glared sideways. Alyweth flashed her teeth at him, growling into his ear. The pair before him kept silent, and as he rose his gaze, he saw a black hand stroke across the flat of his wife’s belly. He held her against his naked skin, clutching her tightly to his muscular frame. Swallowing a sob, Helwys forced himself to go on. “I-.. I know I am not the Prince of yours dreams, Aewa. I’m-.. I’m weak and small, but-.. I will do anything to make you happy. Nothing can ever stop me from pleasing you. If-.. If only you will let me.”

“You’re pathetic,” whispered the feminine devil upon his shoulder. She was right. He felt utterly pathetic where he knelt, blushing like a bride on her wedding night. But it did not matter to him. All that mattered was the pale woman who stood before him, her fingers idly toying with the tip of her black braid. After a moment of hesitation, he forced himself to look up at the pair above, trembling with anticipation. He met her gaze, but she quickly looked away, gazing up at the black lover towering behind her. “She wants you to ask him,” Alyweth sneered straight into his ear. “Grovel on your knees like the little bitch you are. Beg him.”

Her words shot a chill up his spine, but in the confines of his pants, his meager nub stirred uneasily. It had begun to strain a little against the leather that held it in place. Exhaling a shaky sigh, he forced himself to look at Abdu, who stood smirking down at him. “I’d-.. I’d like to bring my wife home. Please. If-.. If you’ll help me convince her, I will pay you generou-..”

The hand the black commander kept upon the belly of his lover crept upwards, bringing his palm up underneath one of the royal breasts, making it jiggle. Aewa parted her lips, sinking back into his firm frame, biting down on her bottom-lip. It threw Helwys off, and he was left to stare up at them in silence as a wild and furious jealousy flamed up in his chest. He could not stomach the sight, and looked away in shame while Alyweth sang in his ear. “He’s touching your Princess right in front of you, little Helwys. What are you going to do?”

This time the warrior woman at his rear would not let him look away. Her hands grasped him by the chin, cocking his head back by force, making him stare as the big, black hand groped the silk-draped bosom, kneading each creamy breast through the cloth of her dress like dough. Her reaction was far more painful. Her head fell upon one of his powerful shoulders as she strutted her chest out, pressing her hefty bosom into the palm of his hand. Her lips parted, a soft sigh of pleasure quickly slipping out of her. A moment ago, she was gazing down on him. Now it felt like she had forgotten he was even there. He rubbed her a moment longer, and then as she tilted her head sideways, he pressed his lips against hers. She ushered a quiet moan, looking down upon Helwys as she broke their soft kiss. Her face was cold and void of emotion. There was no mercy to be found in the bright, blue orbs.

“A-.. Aewa. Plea-..” Helwys began, wincing as the fingers around his chin digged into his jawline. The sharp nails were not the cause of his sudden silence. It was Aewa. Just as he began to plead, she bent forward and shot a ball of spit for his face. It struck him on the forehead, the sticky salvia trailing down between his eyes. Gasping, he looked up at her with wide eyes, but she turned away from him, spinning on her heels to embrace her lover. The woman who held him giggled, steering his gaze right into the blue fabric that so tightly hugged the round rear he was now faced with. As the couple embraced, two dark hands fell upon the voluptuous bottom hovering over his face. Abdu grasped the plump buttcheeks, a deep growl stemming from his throat. He shook them, wobbling the big buttocks around right before his eyes. Blinking back tears, Helwys could only stare, his cock pressing painfully into his trousers. The way the chubby rump quivered mesmerized him completely, left him speechless and stunned as the glob of spit trickled over his lips and down his chin.

Snaking her arms around the broad neck of her lover, Aewa pressed her frame into his and threw herself for his lips. She kissed him with passion, tightening her grasp on him to the point where her arms began to quiver, eagerly suckling on his lower lip. When she retreated, her lover stuck his tongue out at her, and she hungrily closed her lips down upon the base of the tongue, bobbing her head back and forth a bit as she sucked on it like it was a cock. She paid no attention to the Prince on the floor, squishing her ample breasts upon the bare chest of her lover. One of her hands fell from the back of his neck, stroking her way over a boulder shoulder, a bulging arm, down the flat of his stomach before it disappeared between them.

At his rear, Alyweth rose, and another glob of spit shortly followed. He felt it splatter across a cheek, trailing down his pounding jawline. She kept near him, a single finger held on the side of his neck to remind him she was there. Aewa was bringing her arm back and forth at a rapid pace, and while he could not see what she held betwixt her fingers, he knew. Abdu was grunting, the ripped chest heaving up and down. Clawing at the supple rear, he suddenly took a firm grip and hoisted his lover up. She yelped as her feet left the floor, quick to wrap her thighs around his waist. He carried her away like she was weightless, bringing his lover to the throne. Her teeth snapped out for his lip, bit down on his kisser and refused to let go. Growling down at her, the black commander struggled to blindly ascend the elevated platform, sending a sharp swat for her plump backside. Gasping, the Princess released his lip, her mouth forming a circle of surprise. Together, they sank, the royal rear flattening out on the throne as he put her down. Spreading her legs, the Princess reached for the hem of her silk, tugging it up her ankles, fumbling to drag it up her thick thighs. He aided her, lifting her up a bit to slip the garments past her crotch. Panting, the Princess lay back on the wooden throne, staring up at her dark lover with wide eyes as he bared her pink flower. His hand found her knees, sliding up betwixt her bare thighs, forcing the lithe frame to tense and flex as his hand came closer and closer to the sweet folds between her legs.

Helwys stared so intently that he did not notice the axe that slid down his side before it was too late. With a sharp tug, Alyweth hooked his throat with the half-circle on the bottom of the axehead, beginning to drag him along for the throne as if he was leashed. The steel pressed into his throat in such a manner he was forced to crawl quickly, else choke. He hurried to follow the warrior woman on all fours, catching a brief glance of Elisa Longhair on the way.

She was seated on a bench before a vast table, the cloak of hair straddling the wooden surface behind her. Her eyes were glued to the couple on the throne, a crimson colour dancing on her pale cheeks. She barely took notice of Helwys as he crawled past her, and quickly looked back to the loving pair when she did, gnawing ceaselessly on her lip.

“You’re nothing,” Alyweth sneered down at him, yanking on her axe to force him to pick up the pace, leading him onwards with a sway to her wide hips. “Your wife deserves better.”

They reached the platform, and she snatched her axe away. Gasping for air, Helwys fell to the floor, coughing. As he heaved for his breath, he looked for his Princess. She lay on her back on the seat of the throne, legs split and high in the air. Abdu supported her, pointing the black manhood straight between her legs while he gripped her ankle. The hem of her silk lay in a heap around her stomach, and she was bare from the waist down, her pale skin supple and soft. The tip of the dark cock came closer and closer to her pink lips, sneaking towards the royal gift like a predator on the hunt for prey. Parting his lips, Helwys gawked, his jaw halfway to the floor. There was no chance she could take him. He was enormous, and she was so small. It would hurt her, and she would protest. Of that, Helwys was certain. “Look at that thick cock,” Alyweth gasped, and there was real admiration in her voice. “When that fat dick is throbbing balls deep in your wife, she won’t blink if I slit your throat, little Prince.”


Chapter Seven

◆◆◆

Aewa screamed. She cried out with such force, the whole village had certainly heard her. It dragged on and on, and when she fell silent, the sound of her jagged breaths carried through the hall. Her face was twisted in a grimace, and her teeth were biting down on her lip. She trembled as the thick girth stretched her flower, and Helwys, who lay on the floor, the weight of his captor on his shoulders, could barely believe his eyes. It barely fit, but the black cock kept pressing deeper and deeper into her velvet walls, filling her up with inch after inch of the lengthy shaft. When he was halfway inside, Abdu paused, spreading the pale legs further to each side, beginning to gently thrust back and forth. It was too much for Aewa. The back of her head collapsed against the armrest, her bright, blue eyes rolling into her skull. A deep and long-drawn moan slipped out of her lips, her hand gripping the edge of the chair like she was trying to crack the wood between her fingers. Her lover sank, stuffing the fat length of his prick even deeper into the moaning girl, then began to hump her. His fingers kept a tight hold of her ankles, raising them high in the air, bucking his hips back and forth. The face of his beautiful wife twitched, a painting of sheer and utter uncontrollable pleasure.

Growling from the depths of his throat, Abdu snatched her feet up in a single arm and flung the Princess to the left, rolling her over on her side. His free hand tore the bundle of her dress further up her pale tummy, flashing her rear. His thrusts were gentle, but the girth of his shaft still seemed to drive her out of her mind, the thick prick sliding in and out of her squelching lips. She yelped and moaned where she lay, utterly manhandled by the powerful figure that stood behind her, breaking her down with his cock. Helwys looked on in shame, a fierce heat radiating off of his features, the little prick in his pants straining against the floorboards below. He lay on his belly, the whole weight of Alyweth pinning him down. She sat on his shoulders, a knee on each side of his head, squishing him with the fat rump that flattened out across his back. The pace of her breath was quick, and Helwys could feel her stir on top of him. “Look at your Princess,” she gasped, sliding a sharp nail across the bare skin on the back of his neck. “She loves it. She loves being stuffed with big, black cock.”

“You’re going to carry my child,” growled Abdu, slamming his hips into the supple flesh of her rear. She cried out, stretching a hand out for him, attempting to slow him down. He kept bucking his pelvis into her backside, the fat cock bending awkwardly, dripping with traces of her honey. Biting her teeth together, she grasped the throne instead, her nails digging into the wooden edge. She held on for dear life as he took her, staring up at him in sheer and utter passion through hazy eyes. His hips came to a stop, and she whined for more, sticking her tongue out of her mouth as he began to press forth slowly, forcing the swollen lips to devour more and more of his length. As he kept pushing, she began to squeal, the pink slit slowly splitting around the black surface of his pride. He kept squeezing himself deeper, and then his hairy pelvis met her pale rump, flattening her bottom as he went balls deep. She quivered on the throne, the whole black length lodged deep inside her, a dull and careless expression plastered to her face. Dazed eyes travelled sideways, began to scout through the great hall, flicking between Elisa and Alyweth. And then she looked at him, moaning softly.

His heart jumped, the sight of her flustered features and blushing cheeks driving his swollen prick painfully into the floor. For a moment, their eyes were locked, until she groaned and looked away as her monstrous lover began to withdraw from her depths. She wailed as the fat tip plopped out of her lips, the pink gash gaping where she lay, panting heftily. In the midst of her exhaustion, she stretched a hand out for her mate, running her fingers down the rack of abs that may as well have been carved out by God himself. He leaned over her, and she wrapped an arm around the back of his neck, pulling him down to whisper briefly in his ear. Abdu looked up, his naked form hovering over the Princess, the erect cock swaying in the air between her bare thighs. His gaze came straight for Helwys, who swallowed and tried to avert his eyes. Alyweth got to him first, latching onto his chin to prevent him. A smirk erupted on the lips of the commander. Wordlessly, he reached below the small of his lover’s back and hoisted her up in his strong arms. She embraced him and planted a sloppy, wet kiss on his chest while drops of honey trickled down her pale legs. “Come, Prince,” Abdu said, staring down at Helwys past his lover. “Your Princess is in dire need of your help.”

Alyweth rose, the weight of her frame leaving his shoulders. Parting his lips, Helwys did not move, bringing wide eyes to Aewa. She was also staring at him, teeth gnawing on her lip as she hung from her lover, looking over her shoulder. “You promised you’d serve her. You gave your word you would do anything for her,” Alyweth purred down at him. His heart was thundering in his chest, and his little dick throbbing in his pants. Slowly, he pushed himself up to his knees with the aid of shaky arms, then tried to rise. A boot betwixt his shoulders swiftly shoved him down on all fours. “Crawl to your Princess,” Alyweth growled.

Taking a moment to steady himself, Helwys shut his eyes, then began to crawl. He could feel their eyes on him, and clenched his legs together in an attempt to hide the raging boner poking into the leather he wore. It caused his rear to sway, and Alyweth giggled in the background. He dragged himself onwards, cheeks burning with shame. When he was finally able to force his eyes open, he came face to face with a pair of knees and looked up. A pale backside hung in the air, blocking most of his view. Black fingers were spreading the ample buttcheeks, flashing her swollen, pink lips and the wrinkly, brown eye that sat so close. He gasped, fumbling up to his knees. Not only did he see her gift, glinting with juices in the reflection of the flickering candle light, only a few inches from his face. He was staring right at her sphincter, plump and dark, twitching down at him. As he sat there, staring blankly up at the butthole of his Princess, Abdu took a step closer. The plump butt threw a shadow over him, and the throbbing, black prick that still stood straight came dangerously near. He could smell it, the stench of raw dick, the scent of potent sperm. “Put it in,” the black man demanded, and Helwys half-heartedly rose his hand, wrapping his fingers around the thick shaft with a grimace. It was warm to the touch, and he swore he could feel it throb as he lifted the mighty dick and gazed up, aiming the tip for the swollen, gaping gash. “All the way in,” Abdu growled. “I want you to stuff your Princess with my cock. Help me knock her up.”

Helwys tried to swallow, but his throat was too dry. His hand shook uncontrollably, brought on by the crazed jealousy soaring through his frame. It was not his Princess who leashed him, but the frightening, powerful, exciting presence of her lover. As he held the cock, fat and heavy in his palm, he felt the need to obey. As if the scent itself, musky and cheesy, enslaved his mind and made him serve. Subtly, he drew in the smell and winced, the musk that shot up his nostrils making him sway. Placing a hand on the black thigh for support, he slipped a thumb underneath the bulbous head, guiding it between the pink lips, pressing the tip inside her with a squelch. Above, his Princess ushered a long-drawn, deep moan. Abdu grunted, his fingers digging themselves into the fat butt to the point where the buttocks spilled out between his digits. Blushing fiercely, Helwys kept stuffing the wet gash with cock, pressing the thick-girthed shaft deeper and deeper into his wife. She shook violently over his face, her brown pooper spasming down at him. Suddenly, Abdu thrusted forward, ripping the fat prick right out of his grip, slamming his hips between the legs of his wife. She squealed with joy, the high pitch stinging his ears. As he recovered from the surprise, he could only gawk at the scene that unfolded inches from his face, awestruck by the way the plump folds spread around the black shaft, squeezing down on the thick, pounding veins.

He began to pound her like never before, the strength of his hips throwing his petite lover up and down like a bag of potatoes. She bounced off of his thrusts, the pale buttcheeks quivering and shaking in the grasp of the black hands. The plump, leathery sack between the legs of the black commander shot forward with each hump, flying past his face, slapping his wife on the back of her thighs. Bumping up and down on his massive rod, she howled as he ravaged her, the thick cock seemingly drilling her out of her mind. Her feet dangled, the thighs wrapped around his waist no longer clutching his frame. She collapsed in his arms and forced her lover to support her weight, hanging limply in his grasp. He sped up, driving his prick up her depths at such a pace the tip suddenly plopped out by mistake. In his crazed excitement, Abdu kept trying to hump her, slamming the bulbous tip into the face of the Prince beneath them. Helwys tilted his head to the side, wincing as the powerful prick prodded at his cheek, quick to wrap his fingers around the shaft to aim it back up between the legs of his wife, a trickle of sticky liquid running down his jawline. His cheek hurt, sore from the prods, and he shook the mighty dick, rubbing the tip across the dripping slit. Abdu did not thrust, but took a step forward, bringing his pale lover even closer. “Rub my cock on her ass,” Abdu groaned, the fat, black dick twitching in the Prince’s grasp. “Let her feel it.”

Biting his own bottom-lip, Helwys obeyed, dragging the swollen tip between the soft and supple buttcheeks hovering over his face. The shaft bent, jerking as it tried to straighten itself out. Abdu spread her doughy cheeks further, and Helwys hurried to bring the fat rod between them, sliding the leaking tip across the wrinkly, brown pucker. His wife shivered, a shaky sigh escaping her lips. Helwys kept teasing her, pressing the mushroom-shaped head up against the twitching pooper, applying a bit of pressure. With wide eyes, he watched as the butthole resisted the large one-eyed adder, tightening up to prevent an invasion. “Put it back in,” the black raider commanded, and he hurried to obey, bending the shaft under the weight of the pale rear until the cock sprang back up the gaping gash. Honey splattered out from the pink lips, and Helwys quickly looked away, shielding his face with his forearm. Suddenly, his eyes fell upon Elisa, who now sat on the table, a finger lodged between her plump lips. She was touching herself, caressing the spot betwixt her legs underneath her tight, leather trousers.

She did not see him, the bright, blue eyes glued to the pair by his side. There was a stark blush on her features, and the hand in the depths of her pants seemed to be rubbing faster and faster. Aewa screamed, and he quickly looked her way, swallowing as he saw how her hungry nether lips swallowed up the whole, dark shaft, clutching down on the base of his dick as if she tried to devour her whole lover. Black fingers dug themselves into her supple flesh, and as he took a firmer hold of her, his hips began to buck into her rump like a battering ram trying to pound down a gate. His Princess let herself loose, crying out from the depths of her lungs as he assaulted her with his cock. And then she came, spraying juices upon the black shaft, hugging her lover as she shivered violently. He kept punishing her with his dick, smashing himself between her legs, stabbing his throbbing manhood balls deep.

The cabin was dimly lit by a few candles scattered throughout the little hut. Aewa lay on her stomach on the bench that stood by the table, softened by a stack of furs. There was a book beneath her, and curious eyes scouted across the pages at a brisk pace. Helwys paused for a moment just to look at her, unable to keep a smile from spreading on his lips as she reached backwards to briefly scratch her own rump. She flipped a page and kept reading, beginning to nibble on a nail. Ushering a quiet sigh, he scoffed to himself, fetching up a piece of bread from the basket nearby. With a help of a knife, he cut off a few slices.

Rolling out a pair of white shreds of cloth onto the table, he decorated the white fabric with two slices of bread each, a cold cut of ham and a chunk of cheese. He paused, tossing the woman on the other side of the table a brief glance. The book she read had swallowed her whole, and as far as he could tell, she barely even knew he was in the room. Slipping a hand into the basket by his feet, he gently fetched forth a single, purple crocus. He had found it behind the stables, growing beneath an old pine riddled with cones. When he placed her slice of butter on the white cloth, he checked to make sure she wasn’t looking, then quickly stuck the stalk of the purple flower into the square of fat. She did not notice, consumed by whatever dwelled on her page. Smiling to himself sheepishly, he scooted her food over.

“Dinner,” he muttered. Aewa looked up from her book, spotting the flower. Before she had a chance to react, he hurried to continue, taking a seat on the bench, leaning closer. “The Duke will be riding for Calmar soon. I have asked if I can come. Well-.. I am the Prince so he cannot deny me. You will be alone for a while, and-.. With plenty of time to think. When I return, I was hoping-.. I was hoping you’d consider speaking to me, Aewa. You-.. You have no idea how glad I would be just to hear the sound of your voice. Please-.. Please consider.”

She stared at him blankly as he spoke, but when he finished, her gaze fell back upon the flower. Carefully, she wedged the stalk out of the butter and brought it closer. Helwys could not bear the silence, shifting awkwardly in his seat. She looked up and met his gaze, eyeing him over for a while. Finally, a faint smile crept up on her lips. She nodded briefly and placed the flower down upon her book, shifting her focus to her food. As she sat there, smearing butter upon her loaf of bread, Helwys thought this must be the happiest day of his life.

She screamed louder than Helwys had ever heard her scream before, throwing her head back, kicking her feet. Gasping, the Prince saw how the swaying balls retracted upwards and clenched, and then the Princess threw her arms around the neck of her lover and squealed even more, hugging him. Her butthole convulsed in a frenzy, twitching over and over, winking down at him mockingly. White sperm sprouted from the pink lips, dribbling down the lengthy shaft all the way down to the forest of pubes. Abdu began to pull out, then shot his prick back up her velvet gift and gave her three, rapid thrusts, roaring as he came. Aewa erupted into laughter, burying her face into the neck of her lover, hanging on for dear life. With his jaw halfway on the floor, Helwys brought a shaky hand up to brush a loose strand of hair out of his face as he watched the cum drip out of his wife’s flower. A puddle of sperm was forming between his knees, and he could only imagine the nutbutter floating around inside the Princess, a cake of sticky, pontent, strong seed with one purpose and one purpose only.

Abdu sat down in a squat, lowering the Princess backwards. She was panting like her life depended on it, her face a flustered, blooming mess. When she was almost done, she spun around, crawling up on all fours to face Helwys, who sat frozen on the floor. Wetting her lips with the tip of her tongue, she shook her backside at her lover, swaying her hips. He sent a swat out for her rear, and Aewa flinched when he slapped her, giggling back at him. As she collected herself, she grasped a matted strand of hair and tucked it behind her ear, glancing forward, glancing for Helwys. He met her gaze with wide eyes, cowering a bit under her piercing, hungry eyes. For a moment, her face was blank and mysterious. But then a smile crept up on her lips, and before long she was grinning wickedly at him. Abdu was squatting at her rear, rubbing the plump, supple buttocks, watching them idly. That was when she broke her oath. After a whole year of stubborn silence, she spoke. “Fuck you,” she sneered with a smile, then flashed him her bare ass as she spun and threw herself at her lover.























Epilogue

◆◆◆

Helwys trudged through the camp with his head down, clutching his basket. The ground was wet and muddy, squelching under his boots. Tents stood scattered throughout the area, and the whole camp was surrounded by sharp poles, bent outwards for protection. The camp was so crowded it was difficult to navigate through the forest of men, who spoke and roared in their harsh, foreign tongue. Suddenly, he was forced to stop, a bulky stallion staggering backwards right past him while the rider struggled to stay in the saddle. As he kept going, he hugged the basket to his chest, quick to slip past a fat, shirtless man who looked his way.

Picking up the pace, he darted through the flock of dark-skinned men who partly blocked his path, and did not stop until the makeshift gate that led into the forests came upon view. He walked briskly, but then suddenly came to a stop, perking his ears at the strange sound. It was a woman, and she was moaning. The sound stemmed from the tent to his right, which was propped up to the wooden spikes that made up the barrier between the camp and the wild forest. Tossed to the side, the tent cloth lay in a bundle on the floor, the doorway left wide open. Ushering a shaky sigh, Helwys threw a glance to and fro, checking out his surroundings. Everyone else seemed to be minding their own business, paying the little Prince no attention. Swallowing, he slowly began to approach the tent, trying to peer inside.

In the middle of the tent lay a bundle of white furs with dark spots, laid out like a bed. Five men stood around the makeshift mattress in a circle. They were all naked, their pitch-black skin glinting in the light of the afternoon sun that shone through the wide gap. In the midst of the soldiers lay a woman, pale of skin with glittering hair that lay over the edge of the stack of furs like a long, golden cloak. She was also naked, her fat breasts jutting out from her chest, momentarily keeping his attention away from the swollen, bulging belly. So heavily pregnant she was, Helwys didn’t think she could run if she tried. The men towering over her kept their hands behind their back or wrapped across their chests while the eager blonde wanked two thick, black, erect cocks with each hand, pleasured another two fat pricks with her feet and kept her lips wrapped around the last monstrous manhood, suckling on the bulbous head sloppily. Her bright, blue eyes travelled for the door, and then their gazes met.

While they humped her hands, fucked her feet and rutted her mouth, Elisa Longhair shot Helwys a glance. She stared at him for a while, past the black shaft drilling her lips, a blank and careless expression written on her features. And then she looked away, beginning to bob her head up and down, swallowing inch after inch of the dark meat. Completely frozen in place, Helwys could only stare… Until a sharp swat across his bottom snapped him out of his thoughts. Quick to look over his shoulder, he brought a hand to cover his backside.

“This is not the hut, little Helwys,” Alyweth said sweetly, looking down upon him with a cocked eyebrow. She sat upon a white stallion, a beast so tall and muscular that Helwys felt himself shrink before the pair. “I’m-.. I’m going there now, Mistress Alyweth,” he muttered, a faint frown straddling his features. “You better,” she retorted, bopping him on the nose with the tip of her crop. “Off you go now. I expect to come home to a tub full of hot water.”

“Yes, Mistress Alyweth,” he hurried to say, then spun on his heels and darted through the gate without another glance at the tent. His backside still stung, and he gritted his teeth as he flew through the forest, leaping over mounds of moss and narrow streams. He could glimpse the roof of the hut in the distance when he stopped, the sound of gentle humming freezing him in his path. It came from behind a nearby tree, and Helwys bit his lip. The feminine voice was so familiar. Casting a glance over his shoulder, he made sure to check for Alyweth and her stallion, then crept forward quietly, sneaking up behind the pine. Tilting his head to the side, he threw a quick peek past the orange trunk and widened his eyes.

Aewa was crouching in the midst of a clearing, singing quietly to herself. A book lay in her lap, and she was nibbling on the end of a wooden quill that split her plump lips. How different she was. Her hair, once black, long and braided, was cut shorter and dyed the colour of blood. She had wrapped it all up and tied it in a knot, the back of her ponytail fluttering in the wind. A beige, frilly dress adorned her figure, complete with a generous cleavage that squished her milky breasts together. She did not take notice of him, lowering her quill to the page, scribbling a couple of words. Out of sight, a branch snapped. Abdu came out from behind another pine, and as she looked up at him, their shared a smile. He came all the way over, bent down and placed a quick peck on her cheek. His hand fell, grasping her tummy gently, rubbing her stomach through the fabric that draped it. Helwys shut his eyes and turned away, swallowing a sob. Glaring at the ground, he backed away from the couple in the clearing, then spun on his heels and darted for the cabin. Alyweth would soon be home.

When she finally came through the door, the wooden tub that stood near the fireplace was full of steamy water. The wood in the fire was crackling, slowly consumed by the dancing flames. He sat on his knees by the door, eyes lowered to the floor, a full mug of ale on the floor in front of him. She stepped inside and shut the door, then presented him with the tip of her black, high-heeled boot. Daring a brief glance up at her, he found her smirking down at him. Swallowing, Helwys shifted on his knees and bent forward, pressing his puckered lips upon the black leather. He did it thrice, and then she was content, turning away from him to discard of the heavy fur on her shoulders. “Good boy,” she said. “Bring me my food.”

“Yes, Mistress Alyweth,” he muttered, quick to comply. Finding his feet, he turned to fetch the meal he had prepared, a few slices of bread complete with cheese and ham laid out upon a white piece of cloth. He put it on a square, flat piece of stone, then brought the makeshift platter along, careful to keep his eyes on the floorboards. He paused and waited, glimpsing a pair of pale feet hoisted over the edge of the wooden tub. After sinking into the bath, she flicked her fingers at him, and he quickly brought the food over. Placing the platter of stone down upon the edge, he fell to his knees and held the plate out for her. In silence, she reached for a slice and grabbed a cut of ham, moaning softly as she let herself be engulfed by the hot water all the way up to her neck. “M-.. Mistress Alyweth?” Helwys tried, gently.

She murmured something inaudible back at him. “I-.. I was wondering,” he began, shooting her a quick glance. Her eyes were shut, and she was calmly nibbling on her bread. She did not react when he spoke, so he kept going. “All these strangers-.. Who are they?”

“Islanders. Sailors from the south,” she muttered, resting her head against the soft fur Helwys had used to cover the sharp edge of the tub. She looked beautiful where she lay.

“Yes, Mistress Alyweth, but-.. Why have they come?”

“Abdu invited them.”

“Yes, but-.. Why?”

Her eyes came up, slowly. For a moment, she stared at the ceiling, then rolled over upon her side in the steamy water, meeting his gaze. She eyed him in silence, placing half her slice back on the platter, taking some time before she continued. “He needs men, little Helwys. It is not as if we are content with conquering Halfshire. Once the negotiations are over, Abdu will take his new allies to Castle Ellbridge, the home of my uncle. My cousin rules there now, and she will not put up a fight if she catches a whiff of black cock. And once we’ve taken that castle, we will ride south, little Helwys. We will ride for your father and conquer him too.”
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