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Chapter 1

We had lost the war.  There was no denying that fact.  Our armies were crushed.  Our cities burned.  The only thing I cared about was the safety of our people.

​The war with the Queendom of Futas was a long and difficult one.  Their nation was far larger and more powerful than our tiny kingdom.  We were doomed from the start, but we were determined to put up a fight.  We could not dishonor ourselves by meekly bending the knee to a tyrant.

Like all of the other soldiers in the Futa Queen's army, the guards that flanked me were all women.  What shocked me the most was the number of women I saw when I was paraded through the capitol streets.  There were men as well, but they were a rare sight.  Everyone knew that the majority of the Futa Queendom was made up of futas, but seeing was believing.

​I was brought in chains into the Queen's audience chamber.  My dark brown hair usually pulled back into a warrior's knot, was now messily draped around my shoulders.  My armor had been stripped off of me and I was left wearing only my white undergarments.  The air was cool in the palace and my nipples were stiff with discomfort but I refused to show the Futas any weakness.

​Two iron chains were attached to my collar and each chain was held tightly by an armor-clad guard.  My wrists were bound with iron cuffs as were my ankles.  Despite my obvious bondage, I kept my head raised high as I was led to the Queen.

​I was stopped ten feet away from the throne.  The Queen was my enemy but there was denying that she was a beauty.  Her hair was a white blonde almost the same color as packed snow.  Her eyes shone blue like the sky on a cloudless, sunny day.  She wore a simple gold circlet for her crown and the black dress she wore was adorned with precious gems of various colors and sizes.

​The guards went down to their knees.  I stood defiantly in front of the Queen.  A guard pushed me forward with the shaft of her polearm.  The guards to either side of me yanked down on their chains and dragged me down to the floor.

​“So, you must be the general that caused me so much trouble in my latest conquest, is that correct?” the Queen’s words cracked like thunder as her voice echoed throughout the chamber.  “General Johana Golddreamer, you have been a very big thorn in my side.”

​“I’m so sorry, Your Grace.  I’m so sorry for humbling your mighty army with my inferior force of starved soldiers and peasants,” I said mockingly from the floor.

​“Do not disrespect Queen Elisabetta, prisoner!” the guard behind me shouted.  She knocked the butt of her weapon against my back and I toppled face forward onto the red carpet that led to the Queen’s throne.

​The Queen chuckled.  “You still seem to have that fiery spirit my officers informed me about.  I won’t lie, Johana, you impressed me with your battle tactics in this war.  I thought subjugating Verland would be a relatively simple task.  It’s true, I underestimated you.  But, I did not bring you here to gloat about my victory.  I brought you here to discuss the terms of your kingdom’s surrender, as well as the fate of your people.”

My throat seized up as I turned my head back up off the floor.  "I have no control over the matters of the kingdom.  If you want to discuss the terms of surrender, then the King…"

​"The King is dead," Elisabetta flatly cut me off.  "Once he received word of your capture he threw himself out of his bedroom window.  He was succeeded by his son, Maxwell, and I have no intention of speaking terms with a king still in the cradle.  Your kingdom is in chaos right now.  My soldiers are sieging the capital and it's only a matter of time before the gates are opened for us to walk in, the city starves to death, or the citizens, royal family, or whoever burns the place to the ground."

​“You could just assault the city and take it by force.  You don’t need to wait.  If you take it by force the war would be over and you would win everything,” I croaked out.

If it was true the King was dead then all hope was lost.  The royal family was filled with schemers and every one of them would be playing their games to sit on the throne as the last king or queen of the kingdom.  King Alphonse was a good man.  His family was not.

“I could.  And I may still.  That is up to you,” Elisabetta said.  She rose from her throne and a pretty blonde attendant appeared beside her.  The attendant carried a red silk pillow that held a thin silver fencing sword.  The Queen plucked it from the pillow and pointed the tip down towards me.  “I proclaim you as the new Queen of Verland.  From henceforth, I only recognize you as the true ruler of Verland.”

I stared at her dumbfoundedly.  “Pardon me?”

“You heard me.” Elisabetta nodded to the guards who had me surrounded.  They unclasped my chains and freed me.  “Now, as the Queen of Verland, I have a proposition for the terms of your surrender…”

“Wait, wait a moment.  This isn’t right.” With the collar removed, I rubbed my raw neck for the first time in weeks.  “You can’t just crown me like that.  The people would not accept it.  This is such an obvious cheap ploy to hand over the country to you.”

“Yes, you are quite right about that.  But you are underestimating me again,” the Queen sighed.  “I would not name you a queen for no reason.  Your country is ruined.  My spies are behind the capitol walls and the consensus is clear.  No one is happy with the current situation.  No one wants the current royal family ruling.  What is left of the military, and more importantly the people, only have one name on their lips.  Johanna.”

My heart panged.  I didn’t want to admit it to keep myself from becoming too prideful, but my renown had grown greatly since the start of the war.  My nickname had become the Vines of Verdland among the common people for my ability to tie down such a larger foe.  A slow death was still death, however.  It shocked me that anyone would want me sitting on the throne.

“I… I can’t just sell out my people.” I rose to my feet and the guards drew their blades.

“I don't expect you to." Elisabetta nodded to one of the guards.  The guard seemed hesitant, but she relaxed her stance and offered me the hilt of her sword.  Confused, I took it from her.  "As I was saying, the proposition I have for you is simple.  Best me in a duel and I will release you and end the war.  I will demand some land concessions and a monthly stipend of gold to save face for both of us.  I have won the war after all, even if you win this duel my soldiers will demand something for their sacrifice.  But you will remain free."

My grip on the sword tightened.  This was the best shot Verland had.  “And what if I lose?”

The corner of Elisabetta’s red lips curled into a smirk.  “When you lose, Verland will be absorbed into the kingdom as a simple state.  You will rule it here in the comfort and protection of the capitol as my vassal while my administrators see to the day to day operations in your place.  You shall also become one of my conquered wives, a new concubine for my harem.”

My eyes grew wide.  I had expected Verland to become part of the Futa Kingdom.  I was not surprised that I would be held as a political prisoner as well.  But…  “Are you being serious?  You want me to become your concubine?”

Elisabetta chortled and covered her mouth with the back of her hand that held her rapier.  “Well?  Do you agree to these terms or not, Queen Johanna Golddreamer?  Given the circumstances, I believe I’ve been more than fair with you.”

I steeled my eyes and crouched down into a fighting stance.  I held my sword pointed at the Queen.  “I accept your terms.  But, as a courtesy to your gracious offer, I must inform you that I not only plan on beating you in this duel, but I plan on killing you as well.”

​The guards nervously looked to their queen.  Elisabetta smirked again.  “I wouldn’t expect it any other way.  One moment, it would not be fair for you to be the only one stripped bare.” To my shock, Elisabetta sliced open her dress with her blade and tore it off leaving her in her own silky black undergarments.  “Prepare yourself, Johanna.”

​My eyes dropped down Elisabetta's toned body.  I had heard rumors that the Futa Queen was a skilled warrior and from her perfectly balanced stance and well-trained physique I knew I couldn't underestimate her.  My eyes lingered a little too long on the mound that pressed against her black panties and she seized the initiative with a quick stab forward of her rapier.  I cursed at my stupidity as I barely dodged out of the way.

​“Eyes up, Johanna!” Elisabetta shouted as she continued coming at with a flurry of jabs.

I knocked each of her blows to the side with the blunt of my blade.  The Futa Queen had the advantage of her longer weapon.  If I wanted a chance, I  had to step in closer to close ground.  One false step and I would be turned into a pincushion.

​I waited for my opportunity.  Elisabetta lightly attacked me just to keep me at a safe distance.  She circled around me and watched me with an agonizingly patronizing look on her face.  She dared me to come in swinging wildly.

​“You can’t kill me if you don’t attack, Johanna,” Elisabetta teased.  “I don’t want to have to start poking you.  You have such lovely skin, it would be a shame to stain it with your own blood.”

​There!  Her wrist dropped slightly with her last attack.  The hold on her weapon was weaker from her constant pressuring.  With a mighty upward swing I knocked the rapier up into the air.  Elisabetta blinked in surprise as her weapon went sailing out of her hand.

​My heartbeat triumphantly as I charged forward with the sword aimed at the Queen's exposed belly.  This was the opportunity that I needed but, alas, it wasn't enough.

​Quick as a snake, Elisabetta twirled like a dancer and disappeared from my sight in an instant.  My confusion about watching my opponent vanish from a foot away was compounded when my vision started to spin.  Elisabetta had tripped my foot and I landed with a thud onto the cold stone floor.  My weeks of imprisonment left me weaker than normal and I lost the grip on my sword.  I could only watch helplessly as it skidded towards the wall while I laid on the floor.

​I tried to pick myself but Elisabetta fell onto my back and pinned me down.  She flipped me over onto my back and held my wrists above my head with remarkable strength.  She straddled my hips, locking me down further.  Her long white hair fell onto my face as she looked down at my defeated face with a cocksure grin.

​“Tricked you,” she sang mockingly at me.  “I usually have a dagger ready for that feint, but my Sutran wife taught me that dodging and tripping move.  Quite effective, isn’t it?”

​I grunted and tried one last attempt to shove her off of me.  Elisabetta’s hold only tightened.  “Finish me already.”

​Elisabetta chuckled.  “Why would I do that?  You remember our deal, do you not?”

​The Queen leaned forward and planted her lips against mine.  My eyes widened as she tenderly kissed me.  Her tongue gingerly slipped into my mouth and I momentarily forgot that this woman was my enemy.  I blushed and my eyes slowly started to droop as I lost myself in the affectionate way she kissed me.  When she stopped kissing I was ashamed that I wanted more.

​“And with that, you are now my wife.  I know it wasn’t much of a wedding ceremony, but I didn’t take you for the type to enjoy wearing a frilly dress,” she happily said.  She let me go and hopped to her feet.  I was so shocked that I just laid on the ground staring at the ceiling.               “Guards, please escort Queen Johanna to be attended to by the other concubines.  I want them to bathe and clean her before our wedding night.”

​“Yes, Your Highness.” The guards clapped a fist to their chests before they picked me off the floor.

​Was I really so easily fooled by a simple feint?  I had never seen such movement before.  I didn't think someone could move that quickly and disarm someone so efficiently.  She toyed with me from the very beginning.  I never stood a chance against such a refined warrior.

​I touched my hand to my lips and blushed again as I was led out of the audience chamber.  Like it or not, I had to accept the terms of the duel for the sake of my people.  This was my new life now.  I was both the Futa Queen’s prisoner and wife.  And tonight, she would take me into her bedchamber.


Chapter 2

​The guards led me to a separate building behind the palace where the Queen's harem lived.  It was a three-story, opulent manor made of clean, polished marble.  It was just as large as the main palace.  In my military mind, I imagined the building could easily house hundreds, almost a thousand, troops if it were converted into barracks.  My head started to spin as I imagined Queen Elisabetta's harem being even half as many as that.

​There were guards at the front entrance to greet us.  They wore light armor and their faces were filled with smiles, unlike my escorts.  I was sure that their duties were more to keep people in rather than out.

​After the guards exchanged their pleasantries, while ignoring me, I was ushered through the grand doorway.  I stood at the entrance hall and stood transfixed at the incredible fresco on the high ceiling.  It depicted a very nude, floating Queen Elisabetta in the center.  She held a glowing sword like the sun in her right hand pointed to the sky.  In the background, men of every nation knelt to the ground with their own swords thrown to the ground before them.  The sound of the door closing behind me jolted me out of my awe.

​"Brilliant, isn't it?" a feminine voice asked.  I looked around the room as neither house guard came inside with me.  A woman was standing at a doorway to my right.  "That was done by Betty's second wife.  She isn't here to greet you, unfortunately."

​The woman was beautiful.  She had a mature look to her that was matronly but deeply erotic.  She had a thin red silk dress that flowed over her like wine, not too tight to deny her movement but just tight enough to make out her soft curves and plump, round breasts.  Her dark chocolate hair was wavy and partially covered her face.

​“Oh, and why is that?  Did she displease the Queen?  Was she executed?” I blurted out angrily thinking the woman was trying to subtly warn me to not step out of line.  I had no patience with palace intrigue.

​The woman laughed full-throated at my outburst.  "Of course not!  She's in Adra right now along with two of the other concubines for a vacation.  I know you have been through a lot, but since you are here then you must have accepted Elisabetta's proposal.  Isn't that right?"

​"Yes," I grumbled.  I crossed my arms over my chest, both to show defiance that I had not fully accepted that I was Queen Elisabetta's concubine yet and because I was starting to feel modest about being so exposed to a woman who was now openly evaluating my nearly nude body.  "And who may you be?  You seem to already know who I am, but I have no idea who you are."

​"I'm sorry for being so rude," the woman said with a smile on her face.  "My name is Mairin, Betty's first wife.  And you're right, Johanna, we already know who you are.  Betty was positively giddy to meet you today.  As soon as she learned that the Vines of Verdland was a woman, she knew she had to have you.  Betty put it into her mind to marry you before the two of you ever met."

​“How could she want to marry me without even meeting me?  A better question:  what made her think I would even say yes?” I spat back at her.  I wanted to be meaner to Mairin.  But her face looked so kind that I started to feel bad about snapping so aggressively.

​“That’s the way Betty is.  She loves everyone, she’s greedy in that way.  In every country she conquers she takes a bride who she believes exemplifies the best qualities of its people.  Your tenacity to protect your homeland from invaders was very attractive to her.”

​“And which kingdom did ‘Betty’ steal you away from?” I snapped again.

​“Right here in the Futa Kingdom,” Mairin answered simply with a smile.  “I was her history teacher when she was eighteen years old.  Before she took the throne.  I am almost seven years her senior but she demanded that I marry her when she ascended to Queenhood.  Her father almost had a heart attack!”

​Mairin laughed and wiped the tears from her eyes.  I frowned to show disapproval, but I couldn't help but find the scene funny.

​"So what's stopping me from killing all the concubines here as revenge for my homeland?" I asked menacingly.  Mairin's smile didn't drop one bit.

​“Nothing.  But I doubt your honor wouldn’t allow you to do that.  Elisabetta has a way of reading people.  If you were truly dangerous then she wouldn’t have sent you here,” Mairin said.  She pointed to the opposite doorway where another woman had appeared.  “Suki may give you a fair fight, however.  She’s a master at hand-to-hand combat.”

​Suki was another beauty.  Her skin was tan and her eyelids were slightly curved upward.  Her body was lithe and toned.  She was obviously an athlete.  Her long hair was black as charcoal.  It looked as if Suki was in the middle of a workout as she was dressed in a simple pair of cotton pants and a wrap-around her breasts and she was covered in a sheen of sweat.

​“I’m not just good with my hands, I have excellent control of my fingers as well,” Suki, the Sutran wife Elisabetta no doubt mentioned in our duel, said while wiggling the fingers of her right hand in front of me.  She smirked and stuck her tongue out at me.  “But I’m actually more of a dancer than a fighter.  Sutra is famous for our dancing and Elisabetta declared me the best dancer she had ever seen even.  I tried to introduce her to the masters but she refused and demanded that I marry her as part of the peace treaty.”

​Before I could reply, the door opened behind me and a young woman came inside.  She was the youngest of us three, either nineteen or twenty.  The girl had an air of royalty that neither of the other women had.  She was in a white dress with a frilly skirt that came down to her knees and a corset around her already trim waist, but its purpose seemed more to push up her massive chest which had ample cleavage on display.

​“Hello, my name is Poppy,” the girl had a high sing-song quality to her voice.  “My eyes are up here, Johana,” the girl giggled as she stood on her tiptoes to push my chin up to look at her in the face.

​I blushed with embarrassment.  I didn't mean to stare at her breasts, but the size of them caught me off guard.  Poppy's face was angelically heart-shaped.  Her eyes were large and shimmered like sapphires.  Each golden blonde hair on her head looked like it was individually curled into coils.

​“We were just introducing ourselves, Poppy,” Suki said.  I could hear Mairin stifling a chuckle behind me.

​“Oh, well, my name is Poppy, like I said.  I am a princess of Vera.  My father, the King, surrendered to Elisabetta before the war even started.  In exchange, my father remained as King under the Futa Kingdom.” Poppy laughed and grabbed the undersides of her breasts and bounced them up and down.  “Elisabetta chose to marry me even though I’m only my father’s fourth daughter.  She said I had the biggest tits on the entire continent!”

​I had certainly never seen any quite like hers, not even close.  Vera was a renowned country for their dairy.  Poppy must have feasted cheese and milk every day to achieve such a feat.

​Poppy grabbed my hands and started to pull me towards the doorway at the back of the hall, past the two staircases.  “Come along now!  We have to get you ready for your wedding night!”

​My royal etiquette training kicked in and I let Poppy drag me along with her.  We went down a long hallway until we reached the very end of the manor.  Poppy pushed open the door and I was hit with steamy heat.  The back room was a large enclosed bathhouse with a gigantic bathing pool at the center of it.  It must have been fed by a natural hot spring to maintain such an intense temperature.

​Poppy happily hummed to herself as she tried to strip my undergarments off.  Royalty or not, I was not about to be stripped so easily.

​“What do you think you’re doing?” I asked her angrily as I held tightly onto my tattered undergarments.

​Poppy humphed and put her hands on her hips.  “You can’t bathe if you’re dressed.  Suki!  Can you help me!”

​Suki had snuck up behind me and grabbed my arms.  She held them behind my back in a position that made it impossible for me to escape from without fighting her at full strength.  I tensed when I felt the other woman’s nipples pushed against my back.  She had already taken off her clothes!  Mairin was nude as well and she passed us nonchalantly and dove into the pool.

​I sighed and relaxed.  “Alright, I surrender.  I will willingly disrobe and clean myself.”

Poppy nodded triumphantly and tore off my bra.  I looked away with a blush on my cheeks as the younger woman oohed and awed at my chest.  She pulled down my panties further embarrassing me.  Once I was fully undressed, Suki released me from her hold.

​“You’re really pretty,” Poppy giggled.  “I hope we become good friends.  Go ahead with Mairin.  Suki, can you help me out of my dress?”

​I quickly made my way to the pool and completely submerged myself in the scalding water.  I had never felt so uncomfortable!  I thought back to the kiss Elisabetta gave me while she was atop me to signify our marriage.  I had always been curious about what it would like to be with a woman but never acted on it.

​After a good solid two minutes of trying to drown myself, I could no longer take it and popped my head back up to gulp in air.  Mairin swam up beside me with a knowing smile.

​“Feeling a tad nervous about your wedding night?” Mairin asked.  I resubmerged myself to just below my eyes and nodded which caused her to laugh.  “You’re a surprising softie!  I also take it that you have never been with another woman before?” I nodded again and Mairin nodded back sympathetically.  “Don’t worry, dear, Elisabetta won’t bite.  Unless that’s what you’re into.  Suki likes it on the rough side.  Speaking of which, it looks like the others are finally joining us.”

​I turned around and my eyes widened at the sight of Poppy's freed breasts.  Even without the support of her corset, they were impossibly round with little sag.  The petite girl's frame seemed ill-suited to hold up such a weight.  My eyes grew wider still when Suki came up behind the other girl and squeezed her breasts playfully.  Poppy giggled as they stepped into the pool together.  Instead of swimming closer to us, they pressed against each other on the side of the pool.

​“Mmmm, it looks like they’re in the mood to play,” Mairin purred next to me.  “We’re not allowed to touch you that way until after your wedding night.  Would you like to watch them?”

​This had turned into such a strange day.  I was transfixed by the two women kissing each other that I didn’t notice myself being drawn closer to them.  Mairin silently followed alongside me.

​Poppy's eyes were half-closed and her lips were curled in a euphoric smile.  Suki sucked on her neck while Poppy's legs were wrapped around her torso.  Suki had a hand between their legs and my breathing quickened as I watched the Sutran dancer finger the princess underneath the water.

​“Suki, that feels so good,” Poppy moaned.  The girl lazily turned her face towards me.  “I can’t wait to play with you, Johana.  You remind me so much of Elisabetta.  Rough around the edges but I can tell you have a big heart.”

​Mairin moaned next to me and I looked at her.  She had her bottom lip between her teeth.  Her hands were beneath the water as she rubbed her own pussy to the display.  I started to feel faint and there was a tingle between my legs that I wanted to desperately touch.  But I couldn’t give in.  This was all a trick to lure me into a false sense of security.  I was a prisoner.  We were all prisoners.  But they looked like they were having so much fun…

​Poppy groaned and thrashed in the water but Suki held her firm.  The dancer's elegantly long fingers had burrowed deep into the petite princess.  Poppy's eyes rolled back as she stared up at the ceiling and let out a full-throated moan as she came on the other girl's fingers.

​My heart pounded.  The war was my sole focus and I had not been touched or even touched myself in so long.  Watching these women dredged up all those feelings that I buried to stay focused.

​Prisoner or not, I needed relief.  Enemy or not, I wanted Elisabetta’s to take me tonight.  I wanted to feel her lips on mine again.  I felt shame for betraying my people for my lust.


Chapter 3

​I didn't want to wear a dress.  Poppy tried to dress me in something elegant and I refused.  Mairin suggested something erotic and revealing, but I only shook my head no.  Suki offered a simple set of white cotton pants and a shirt and I accepted.  For a dancer, Suki had a spartan style similar to my own.

​The guards escorted me from the harem manor back to the main palace.  The girls assured me that they were free to come and go as they pleased, with or without guards.  Once I could be trusted, I could do as I wished as well.

​I was nervous as I waited for Elisabetta to answer the door.  I wasn’t sure if I should have been excited to sleep with another woman or disgusted that I was going to be fucked by the enemy as a trophy.  My heartbeat quickened when Elisabetta opened the door.

​“I’ve been waiting for you Johana,” Elisabetta huskily said.

Elisabetta was dressed in lacy black lingerie.  The bulge on the front of her panties was quite evident.  She grabbed me by the collar of my shirt and pulled me in for a rough, forced kiss.  I tried to resist, but her invading tongue felt too good in my mouth.  I leaned in and kissed her back.  My body betrayed my mind.

The Queen broke our kiss and hissed at the guards, “you may leave now.  Do not disturb us,” before she dragged me into her bed chamber and slammed the door closed.

The momentary break cleared my head.  I pushed away from Elisabetta before she cursed me with her kiss again.  I turned away and she locked her arms around my waist.  Her highly aroused member was pressed against my backside.  The thin cotton of my trousers did nothing to hide the Queen’s lustful grinding on my butt.

“Why are you playing so hard to get on our wedding night, Johana?” Elisabetta whispered in my ear.  “I’ve been waiting for this night ever since I heard about you.  You’re an amazing warrior.  And a beautiful woman.”

Elisabetta slid a hand up my torso and gently squeezed my breast.  I suppressed a moan by clenching my teeth.  It felt too good.  I should hate this person.  Why was I being so easily seduced by her?

“I can’t love you,” I hissed through my teeth.  “I can’t forgive you for invading my land, killing my people.”

“I’m not asking for your forgiveness.” Elisabetta’s mouth went down to my neck, her soft kisses made my skin tingle.  “I am a conqueror.  I take what I want.  But that doesn’t mean I don’t have a heart.  I knew the moment I invaded Verland that you were meant to help your people.  I’m giving you that opportunity as my wife.”

“What’s stopping me from killing you right now and getting revenge for the kingdom?” I asked.  I had to keep my body tense even if all I wanted to do was melt against Elisabetta’s tender attacks.

“Nothing.  Except for your honor.  Except for the love of your people." The Queen continued to squeeze my breast while her other hand went south and slipped underneath my pants.  I gasped when she ran a finger through my wet slit.  "Except for your lust.  You remind me of myself, Johana.  Strong, proud, devoted to her people.  I'm betting there's something deep inside of you that wished you could meet another woman just like you as well.  I'm right here, Johana."

I couldn’t hold back anymore and I let out a shaky moan.  My face felt flush with desire.  What she was saying was true.  The type of woman that I had always desired was just like Elisabetta.  A warrior.  A strong ruler.  She even showed mercy to my people when she did not have to.  I did not have any desire to kill her because I knew she would honor her word.

Elisabetta knew she had won me over.  She slipped a finger into my vagina and I had to lean back against her to stop from falling.  The Queen held me in her strong yet feminine arms.  I groaned when she nibbled my earlobe.

“And what about your harem?” I asked shakily.

“Don’t be jealous.  I love all of my wives for who they are.  And they love each other as well.” Elisabetta giggled for the first time and it made my heart swoon.  “I bet you got a taste of that earlier.”

“Yessss!” Elisabetta’s finger moved faster into me.

Just before I reached my climax she pushed me away.  I stumbled forward and caught myself on the bed frame.  Confused, I looked back to Elisabetta for an explanation.  She had a fiery look in her eyes.  The look of a conqueror.

“Strip,” she commanded me.

I gulped and disrobed in front of her.  Unlike with the girls in the bath, I didn’t shy away from her stare.  I liked the look in Elisabetta’s eyes as she appraised me.  My nipples stood erect with excitement and I rubbed my thighs together to help soothe my lust.

Without another word, Elisabetta pushed me back onto the bed.  She unclasped her bra and let it fall to the ground.  My mouth watered at the sight of her beautiful, firm breasts.

My eyes wandered downward and I silently begged Elisabetta to show me the Futa Queen’s royal tool.  A wicked smile crossed her lips as she peeled down her panties.  As her panties fell, my eyes grew in amazement.  Her cock was enormous!

Elisabetta wrapped a hand around the massive scepter and chuckled.  “Does this please you?”

I nodded slowly, my eyes transfixed to the first futa penis I had ever seen.  This was truly a cock meant for a ruler.  I spread my legs, my loins were on fire.  Instead of climbing atop me and mounting me, Elisabetta gently crawled onto the bed and placed her head between my knees.

“Mmmmm, not yet, Johana,” Elisabetta purred while taking in a deep whiff of the scent of my pussy.  “I bet a man has never done this for you.”

Elisabetta licked up my slit and electricity shot up my spine.  Her blue eyes were turned up to me and they were filled with delight.  Her tongue circled my entrance.  She flicked my clit with the tip of her tongue.  I laced my fingers through her white-gold hair and pulled her closer to my already overstimulated cunt.

“Elisabetta!” I groaned.  “I’m so close!  Let me cum, please!”

The Queen obliged my request and dove her tongue deep into my hole and swirled it around in wild circles.  I screeched louder than I had ever done when I was stabbed by a weapon.  My body shivered with sweet release.  Elisabetta sucked my overflowing juices hungrily and did not spill a drop on the sheets.

“Mmmmm, tasty.  You have a strong flavor, Johana.” Elisabetta rose from between my legs and kissed me again, sharing my spicy syrup with me.  She crawled on her knees next to my head and poked the head of her penis against my cheek.  “Your turn.  I want to see the Vines of Verdland sucking on my cock.”

It looked so much more intimidating with it so close to my face.  I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around the bulbous head.  I licked the underside and elicited a sweet moan from the Queen.  I drew it deeper into my mouth and covered it in my spittle.

I hated giving blowjobs.  It felt degrading and the men I had been with always tried to control me to take them deeper or go faster.  Elisabetta let me go at my own pace and the strained, pleasured look on her face turned me on greatly.  The proud Futa Queen was in the palm of my hand.

I bobbed my head over her cock and took in inch after inch of her magnificent staff.  I wanted to make Elisabetta feel as good as she made me.  I scooped up her balls with my hand and I gently caressed them.

“Johana, no more,” Elisabetta groaned.  “I’m close.  Pull away.”

I needed to taste her.  She had tasted me and I needed to drink her.  My bobbing only quickened and I gripped her balls tighter.  Elisabetta’s high pitched squeal was heavenly and the warm flood of semen against my tongue was euphoric.

Elisabetta pulled me up and I shared her milk with her in another passionate kiss, her hands cradled the sides of my face.  I was becoming addicted to the feel of her lips.  The feel of her warm breasts pressed against me.

“Johana, thank you," the Queen whispered.  "But there's one place I want my cum.  You're my wife, after all."

I knew what she wanted.  I slowly leaned back onto the bed and Elisabetta followed.  Her shaft hadn’t wilted one bit.  She lifted my left thigh and I felt her prod my entrance with her stiff stick.  She pushed through and I sucked her fully into my body.

“I love you, Johana,” Elisabetta whispered again.

“I love you, Elisabetta,” I whispered back.

The shame that I felt for betraying my country evaporated.  I wanted to help Verdland, but I couldn’t deny my feelings.  In less than a day, the Futa Queen had gone from my sworn enemy to the love of my life.  Fate was both cruel and merciful.

Elisabetta thrust her powerful hips forward and drove her cock into me.  I moaned and ground my own hips into her thrusts.  The libido that I had bottled up to focus on the war exploded.  I didn't want to think about anything else except satisfying myself.

The Futa Queen had me pinned down underneath her.  As she ravaged my body, I sucked on her ripe breasts and growled like a feral animal.  Elisabetta’s pounding became harder when I scraped my teeth against her nipples.

“Harder!” I grunted below her.  “Harder!”

My legs were spread wide open for her.  With each rough ram Elisabetta gave me, my mind sparkled.  I was wildly thrusting back at her, desperate to get even an extra half of her already impressive cock inside of me.  My fingernails scraped against her unblemished back.

“Mmmmm, Johana, you’re a wildcat,” Elisabetta groaned.  “I believe I know your favorite position.” We flipped around in a chaotic barrel roll until Elisabetta was on her back and I was mounted on top of her.  “Ride me however you like.  I’m at your mercy.”

Elisabetta had guessed right.  Being on top was my favorite position.  I loved the control, the power I held over my sexual partner.  My heart swooned more that this Queen allowed me such authority over her body.

I expertly raised my hips and crashed my body down onto hers.  The loud, wet smack of our bodies ringing together was music to my ears.  I sank my hands into Elisabetta’s breasts and used them to balance myself as I fucked myself on my wife’s cock.

I had my eyes tightly closed and breathed heavily through my clenched teeth.  I felt so good but I held back my orgasm.  I wanted to climax with Elisabetta.

My hips burned with my constant pounding.  Elisabetta’s hands suddenly shot up and grabbed my buttocks.  She squeezed them roughly and pulled me down onto her.

“Johana, I’m cumming!” Elisabetta cried out.  “Take it all, Johana!”

“Yessss!” I cried back.  “Cum inside of me, Elisabetta!”

Elisabetta held me tightly against her groin and then shot her royal nectar deep into my body.  I relaxed and let my orgasm wash over me as well at the same time.  My cunt clenched down on her cock as I zealously tried to draw as much of Elisabetta’s semen out of her as possible.

My arms shook with exhaustion and I collapsed forward.  My cheek rested on Elisabetta’s warm bosom.  The sound of her breathing and the beat of her heart threatened to lull me to sleep but, despite my tiredness, I wanted to relish more of our wedding night.

Elisabetta tenderly ran a hand through my hair.  “I think our family may have increased in number tonight.”

“Well, I believe we need to make sure of that,” I said as I raised myself back up for a second round.

Our wedding night turned into a wedding morning.  I had surrendered my body to the blissful pleasure that Elisabetta offered.  I was now the Queen of Verdland.  I had a duty to rule and lead my people the best I could.  We were conquered by Elisabetta and she had stolen my heart.


The End

If you enjoyed this story please leave a review.  Feedback and criticism are highly appreciated to help me improve.

Additional Stories From Me

Heidi Hole (Cosplay Convention Book 1)

Filthy Futa Bundle 1

Futa Coach’s Special Training:  Futa-on-Female Menage

Sold to the Futa Gladiator:  Futa-on-Female

The Futa Knight and the Bratty Princess:  Futa-on-Female

Sheltered by the Futa Elves:  Futa-on-Female Menage

The Rogue and the Futa Dragon:  Futa-on-Female
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