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Sold to the Futa Gladiator

Futa-on-Female


​I could not believe that father had agreed to the gladiator’s request!  How could he sell me to such a blood thirsty, revolting monster?  I was going to become a princess!  At least, that’s how it was meant to be, until the Usurper ousted the royal family and kicked my family out of our ancestral lands.  Now we were nothing but lowly merchants trying to eke out a living, the same as the common rabble.

​My father was the merchant, but I suppose he thought my expertise would be better suited as an ordinary prostitute.  Without my knowledge, he had made a wager at the arena with the reigning gladiatorial champion and I was his bet.  Furious, I asked him how much did he assume I was worth.  Five gold crowns was how much he had stood to gain.  Now I had to perform five gold crowns worth of a night’s service to my barbarous customer.

​Five gold crowns!  I was more insulted at the low figure than anything else.  We were, thankfully, not poor by normal standards.  Our family was able to smuggle a portion of our riches out of the kingdom and we had purchased a modest home in the middle of nowhere in a city no one had never heard of named Hull.  We used to have so many servants back home, but now we only had one.  Perhaps our situation was more dire than I had originally thought if father deemed five gold crowns to be worthwhile.

​Cynthia, the servant girl, brushed my silken blonde hair in preparation for my night visit to the gladiator.  She was a comely girl who was about the same age as me.  I sat in front of the full length mirror and squinted at my reflection. 

It had only been a little over three months since we went into exile and I hardly recognized myself anymore.  Sure, I was still ravishing but I felt as if my luster had dulled.  My hair was more straw colored than gold, my green eyes didn’t sparkle like polished emeralds, and even my full bust was not quite as full as I remembered it to be.  The red satin dress I wore in particular wasn’t as vibrant as well.

Cynthia hummed happily to herself as she braided my hair.  “You look especially lovely today, Your Grace.”

I scowled at the mirror, showing my displeasure more towards myself than to my handmaiden.  “I don’t feel at all lovely today, Cynthia.  And I must insist you stop referring to me as ‘Your Grace’.  I am no longer royalty.  Just call me by name.  Priscilla.”

Cynthia hands froze nervously in the middle of braiding my hair.  “Yes, Your… I mean Priscilla.  I will try to remember that.  Might I ask where you are going tonight?  A party perhaps?”

Knowing how well our previous conversations had gone, I had no doubt Cynthia would go back to calling me ‘Your Grace’ in no time.  Old habits are hard to break as I had come to find out for myself.

​“You could say that I’m meeting a potential suitor,” I said coolly.

“Oh, please tell me more!” Cynthia was absolutely giddy with excitement.  She loved to gossip, especially when it was about the opposite sex.  “What’s he like?  Is he a knight perhaps?”

“He’s a gladiator,” I said glumly.  “The reigning champion I hear.  I haven’t met or seen him before.  I have no interest in those barbaric games.  Have you been to the arena, Cynthia?  Mayhaps you’ve seen the champion?”

I looked at my handmaiden from the mirror as she blushed a deep shade of crimson.  “No, Your… Priscilla.  I have not watched any of the games.  But I have seen the gladiators when I go to the market.  They all look very… strong, and quite handsome.”

“Oh, what is this, Cynthia?” I reached over my shoulder and grasped the girl’s hand in my mine.  “From your blush I take it you liked what you saw?”

She nodded and tried to hide her face with her free hand.  “Yes, Your Grace.  The men do not wear much clothing, or armor.  Their muscles are finely oiled and their physiques reminded me of the statues in the palace gardens of the old gods of war.  I must admit, I am quite jealous that you will be attending a gladiator suitor tonight.”

“If I could trade places with you, I would, Cynthia,” I sighed.  “I was meant to be married to a prince, but now here I am, being peddled off to a cutthroat ruffian.”

“Oh, Your Grace, I would look on the bright side of things, if I were you,” Cynthia said.  She brought her voice down to a whisper and looked around conspiratorially.  “Mayhaps you’ll enjoy your time with the champion.  If not, then perhaps would Your Grace put in a good word for a lowly servant girl to service the champion for one night?”

“Cynthia!” I laughed out.  She always did know how to put me in a good mood.  “I should have you flogged for that kind of talk.”

She got a big grin on face and rested her chin on her palm.  She swayed back and forth as she looked up to the ceiling with a dreamy expression.  “Some girls wouldn’t mind a bit of a flogging, especially from one of those godly gladiators.”

Before I could admonish my handmaid's outrageous imagination, my father opened the door and walked meekly into the room.  He was a portly man, and he had only became more rotund since our banishment.  His brown, graying hair was quickly receding, but his mustache and beard showed no signs of halting their growth.

“I’m sorry to bother you, my dear.  Cynthia, please go prepare dinner for the rest of the family.  I would like to speak to my daughter.  Alone,” father said and gestured for Cynthia to vacate immediately.

Cynthia bowed to my father and made a hasty retreat, closing the door behind her.  I stared daggers at my father, once a regal duke, but now an aspirant pimp.  He avoided my steely gaze and rubbed the back of his head in embarrassment.

“How could you, father?” I asked him, my voice dripped with venom.  “Selling me to a slave?  Have you no shame or pride left?”

“Gladiators in this country are not slaves, my dear.  They are highly revered as knights are back in our homeland,” he murmured.  I scoffed at his lame excuse.  “In any case, the family is in dire straits.  I beg of you, please do not think too ill of me.  I did what I thought was good for the survival of our family.”

“Five gold crowns?” My voice rose as I did from my chair.  “Are we in such desperate need that five gold crowns will determine the fate of our household?”

“Priscilla, please, your voice.” Father raised his hands and pleaded for me to calm myself.  “The wager was more to gain the trust of the champion.  They are a very wealthy and influential person in the city.  I had hoped to win the bet, but that has obviously backfired.  I would hope that you would ingratiate yourself to the champion so that we may build a friendly… relationship.”

“You want me to fuck him, so that you can grow your business,” I stated matter of factly.  I never used such crass language to my father before, but the situation seemed appropriate.  “For the sake of the family, not you, I will do this.  What is the name of the man who I will be bedding tonight?”

Father took out a handkerchief with gold trimming from his breast pocket and dabbed his moist forehead.  “Forgive me, Priscilla, but I cannot provide you the details of the champion.  They know that you have never seen or heard of them before.  They wish to introduce themselves in person, as a surprise.”

“What sort of surprise?” I questioned.

Already I was having regrets of agreeing to joining my father’s ploy.  What sort of person was the champion?  My thoughts brought me to horrible images of deformities caused by years of brutal combat within the ring.  My stomach churned and I began to feel ill.

“Nothing out of the ordinary, I assure you!” Father didn’t reassure me one bit with how profusely he was mopping up his sweat.  “The champion has heard of your loveliness from various townsfolk.  They are quite enamored with you.”

“Yes, well, I would very much like to get this evening over with,” I said coldly.  “Am I walking or have you sold our carriage as well?”

We left the house after I said my goodbyes to my younger brothers and sisters and hugged my mother.  The rest of the family did not seem to be aware of father’s scheme and wished me a good time at some make believe party that he had conjured up.  That was all well and good, the whole affair was embarrassing as it was.  I couldn’t bear the thought of the look of pity in my mother’s eyes.

Father brought the carriage to the front of the house.  Carriage was a bit of an over statement.  It was simply a converted trader’s wagon with a nicer canvas cover.  The inside smelled of an odd assortment of spices and the seats were merely hard, wood benches devoid of comforts.  Such as cushions.  Father even had to drive the horses himself since we could not afford a driver.

I sat in the back of the carriage, in the dark, contemplating how terribly off course our lives had gone.  Down the cobblestone street we went, the road almost empty of people as they were with their families in the comfort of their homes.  Not being carted to the den of a sex crazed thug.  I played with a strand of my hair nervously until we arrived at our destination.

With the help of my father, I stepped out from the back of the carriage and was caught by surprise at the size of the champions abode.  It looked like a castle, a veritable fortress, in the middle of the city. 

Rough cut, stone walls circled a large, squat, blocky building made of the same gray material.  A miniature castle, complete with crenelations on the roof.  Torches hung from the sides of the building, lighting the sparse, dirt covered yard.  Impressive in magnitude, but not so much in decor.  A spartan wealth focused on function rather than design.

Father stood by the cart and dabbed at his forehead nervously.  “This is as far as I am allowed to go, my dear.”

I bid my father an indifferent parting farewell.  I watched the carriage disappear into the darkness and contemplated whether I should just run away.  He had left without making sure that I was secure within the keep.  He believed that I would honor my word rather than disappear into the night like the carriage had just done.

I sighed and approached the big, wooden door of the castle.  I knocked once and was startled when the eyes of a man appeared through a slit in the door.

“Who’s there?” he asked in a rough, surly accent I didn’t recognize.

Surprised at his sudden appearance and taken aback by his rudeness, I stuttered my response.  “I-I am P-Priscilla F-Farbough.  Are you the champion?”

“No, P-Priscilla F-Farbough, I am not,” the man mocked my stuttering.  “You are late.  The champion has been kept waiting for you.”

The door swung open on rusty hinges and I was greeted with one of the ugliest men I had ever laid my eyes upon.  His left eye bulged out of his socket.  What was left of his long, patchy, coal black hair was slicked back with what looked and smelled like bacon grease.  His arms were long and sinewy, like the limbs of an old tree.  His face looked like it had never taken a break from being beaten.  His nose was set in odd angles and the remainder of his teeth were bent and chipped.  Despite his odd visage, he was very sharply dressed in a black and white butler’s uniform.

“I’m sorry for my lateness,” I apologized.

“Hmm,” he grunted back at me and strode down a hallway.  I assumed that meant I should follow him and I did.

Sconces lined the hall.  Instead of portraits or drapery to decorate the area, the walls were adorned with weapons of all sorts from around the known world.  I gulped down my fear when I noticed some of the blades were flecked with reddish brown dust.  To maintain my composure, I told myself that it was simply rust and not dried blood from past gladiatorial conquests.  Or worse.

The man pushed open a pair of large, wooden doors at the end of the hall and strode in.  In a more dignified, almost reverent voice, he exclaimed to the room while taking a deep bow, “Your princess has arrived, champion.”

Nervously, I clutched the front of my dress and followed behind him.  The room was a large dining hall with a single, long table in the center.  It was surrounded with many empty chairs, except for the one at the head of the table at the far end of the room.

I stared at the person seated alone at the table with some confusion.  I looked around the room thinking perhaps there was someone I had missed.  But no, the only people were the three us:  me, the humpbacked butler, and the brawny redheaded woman at the table.

Even sitting down I could tell the woman was much taller than me by at least a head.  Agewise, she looked a few years older than me as well, at most five years.  She wasn’t overly burly like I assumed most gladiators were.  The woman looked strong, but more toned rather than bulging with muscles.  Her hair was a deep black that hung loose around her shoulders.  She wore a wrap of leather around her buxom chest and a pair of tight leather leggings.

“It took you long enough, princess.  I thought I was going to have to eat supper alone tonight.” The woman’s voice was deep, yet oddly feminine given how well muscled she was, and it echoed off the bare stone walls.  “Come, join me.  Claude, please tell Harrietta to serve our dinner.  And bring plenty of wine.”

“Yes, champion,” Claude said with a bow and scuttled out of the room without so much as a glance at me.

I watched him disappear down the hall before I turned my attention back to the woman.  She watched me back with an intense stare but didn’t seem impatient for me to join her.  Still shocked that the champion was a woman, I wordlessly made my way down the barren dining hall towards my host, all too conscience of the clicking of my heels on the stone.

As I was about to take my seat just to the side of the champion, she spoke.  “No, over here, princess.  Sit on my lap.”

I was about to protest but her fierce gaze made me clamp my mouth shut.  Dutifully, I walked to her side.  She pushed back her chair and patted her thigh.  I sat down on her lap, mortified that I was being made to endure such embarrassing treatment.  I blushed as the champion wrapped a fit arm around my waist and drew me closer against her body.  She let out a full throated roar of laughter at my shame.

“Don’t be so cold, princess.  I won you fair and square from your father for the night.  Don’t think of me as some kind of brute.  True, I do have a strong libido, but I wish to get to know you before I bed you,” the champion said.

“Please, do not call me princess, champion,” I retorted, with my face turned away from her to hide my flushed face.  “I am not a princess.  I am not even royalty anymore.  I am merely the daughter of a merchant.  Please call me by my name, Priscilla.”

Again, the champion barked out a laugh.  “Alright, I shall call you Priscilla then.  But I didn’t win my bet for a merchant’s daughter.  I won a princess, no matter what you say.  Call me by my name as well, Valencia.  Or Val if you prefer.”

I turned towards the woman, my eyebrows raised in surprise.  “Valencia?  That’s quite a pretty name.”

Valencia grinned at me.  “Oh?  Are you saying something more Orcish like Throg or Mog might suit me better?”

“No, not at all.  I was just… surprised.  I’m sorry if that came out as insulting, Valencia.  I didn’t even expect you to be a woman.” Being so close to Valencia and really looking at her face, I could truly see that she was quite a beautiful looking woman.  Her piercing green eyes were especially attractive.

“Don’t worry about it, I don’t take offense easily.  The ones who truly offend me usually don’t last very long,” she chuckled.  I shivered at the reminder that I was sitting on the lap of a killer.  “Your father told me that you do not attend the fights.  I thought it would be fun to surprise you.  Have you never been with a woman before, Priscilla?”

My cheeks went two shades redder than they already were.  “No, of course not!”

“But you have been with a man before, correct?” she asked.  I started to turn my head away but Valencia grabbed me by the chin and made me look her in the eye.

“Yes,” I said reluctantly.  “I have been with two men.  Knights.  But that is a secret, though I suppose it doesn’t matter at this point.”

She released my chin and I looked away.  “There’s no shame in following your natural instincts.  But I shall keep your secret nonetheless.  Now tell me more.  How big were their cocks?”

My goodness!  My eyes went wide like saucers at her brashness.  Not even Cynthia talked to me in that manner, even in her most randiest moods.  Valencia seemed to be enjoying humiliating me, evidenced by her growing grin.

“Plenty big enough,” I said.  I calmed myself down.  I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of seeing me with my feathers ruffled.  “And what about you?  You seem to enjoy the company of women, but have you ever slept with a man?”

“Of course.  But nowadays I prefer fucking women rather than being fucked,” she said in a husky voice.  Her grip around my waist tightened and she rubbed her free hand sensually along my thigh.  I stiffened, but her movements were sending tingling pulses of electricity up my spine that I didn’t believe another woman could do to me.  “I’ve never fucked royalty before.  I’m looking forward to our time together.”

I stayed silent as she played with my thigh.  If I opened my mouth, a moan would surely betray me.  Thankfully, the food arrived.

A slight girl more in my age range with blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail came in carrying a large silver platter.  Various meats, cheese, fruit, and bread were packed to the brim on the tray.  There was also a large pitcher of wine.  It was impressive that such a skinny girl could effortlessly carry around such a load.  She placed it on the table in front of us.

“Oh, Harrietta, I forgot about the food.  Thank you very much for bringing it out for us,” Valencia said disappointedly.  If Harrietta hadn’t come in, I believed I would have been the one on the table instead.

The girl smiled.  “Of course, Valencia.  I live to serve.  Is there anything else I can do for you tonight?”

“Not tonight.  Priscilla here will be attending me for the rest of the evening.”

In a flash, Valencia grabbed hold of the front Harrieta’s simple dress and pulled her forward.  I watched with horror and carnal curiosity as she mashed her lips against the servant’s.  Not only that, but she then snaked her tongue out of her mouth and plunged it into the girl’s mouth!  Harrieta melted against the stronger woman’s advance, her face alight with lustful abandon.

Valencia retracted herself from the kiss leaving Harrieta gasping for air.  “Mmmmm, very tasty, Harrieta.  Would you care to share with my guest?”

The server girl looked at me shyly, her own cheeks a matching shade of red like mine.  “Would it be alright, princess?”

I turned to Valencia. She was looking at me eagerly, obviously wishing me to kiss her servant.  “I suppose.  I’ve never kissed another girl before, however.”

Harrieta approached me and leaned over her master’s lap to reach me.  Her eyes were closed and her lips were puckered to accept me.  Her lips looked so dainty and pink, not like the rough lips of the knights that I had kissed in the past.

I leaned forward and planted my lips against the girl’s.  I was going to leave it at that, but as soon as our lips touched, the electric tingle that had shot through my spine when Valencia was stroking me now numbed my face.  I froze for a moment and my body decided to lean further into the kiss rather than back away from it.

Our lips melded together as one.  Like Valencia, I stuck my tongue out and Harrieta readily accepted me into her orifice.  I had never kissed with tongues before!  It was a strange, wet sensation but it made my body hot.  It was odd, but the taste of her saliva was sweet.  Then I realized what it was.

“Alright, only a taste.” Valencia broke us apart.  Harrieta mewled like a kitten and pouted.  “What did you think, Priscilla?”

“Juniper berries,” I said huskily.  “The wine is made with juniper berries.”

Harrieta nodded, her face flushed with excitement.  I’m sure mine was too.  “Correct.”

“Bravo.  That will be all, Harrieta.  We will not need anyone interrupting us from here on,” Valencia said.  The girl bowed to us and walked out of the dining hall with a skip in her step and closed the doors behind her.

“Do you force all your guests to kiss your servants?” I asked her with some bite in my voice.

Valencia snorted and grabbed a piece of cubed meat from the tray and ate it.  “Sometimes.  For special guests.  I paid off her family’s debt and she became my live in servant in gratitude.  Although, I believe she just wanted to leave the squalor of being so poor behind.  She’s a rather good fuck as well.  Maybe next time you would like her to join us?”

Next time?  I was having a hard enough time coming to grips with the first.  I could still taste the juniper berries on my lips.  “And what about the butler?  Claude?  Are you fucking him as well?”

Valencia laughed so hard that I bounced violently on her knee.  “Well, princess!  I didn’t expect you to use such language!  But no.  Claude’s a eunuch.  He’s a retired gladiator and I gave him a job in my castle.  There aren’t many gladiators that make it to retirement.  Claude’s was more of a forced retirement.  He wasn’t particularly skilled, only lucky.  Rather than winding up killed in the arena once his luck ran out, I gave him an out.”

“You’re more charitable than I would have expected,” I muttered.  I plucked a piece of cheese from the table.

“Well, a virtuous sinner I suppose,” she said.  I gasped when she placed a hand between my breasts.  “Your heart is beating quite quickly.  Did that kiss excite you that much?  You seemed to be enjoying yourself.”

Valencia’s fingers curled over my chest and she swooped down and cupped my breast.  My body betrayed me and I moaned blissfully as she played with it over my dress.  I squirmed on her lap and pressed my body closer to hers.  A surprising hardness caught my attention from between her legs.

“What is that?” I breathed out.

Valencia pressed her lips against my ear, her warm breath against me made my heart flutter.  “It’s a special tool that I paid a lot of money to a sorceress for.  Would you like to touch it?”

I nodded.  Valencia grabbed my hand and led it to her crotch.  She placed my hand on the front of her leather pants and I gave it an experimental squeeze.  It couldn’t be!

“Is it real?” I asked incredulously.  “I’ve never heard of such magic before.”

“Yes, it is quite real.  Not only did I pay good coin, but as part of my payment I fucked the sorceress with it.” Valencia nibbled my earlobe.  “Play with it, princess.  Pretend that I’m one of those knights that you had so much fun with.”

I was already having much more fun now than I had with either of those knights.  I said they were big enough, but as I felt the outline of Valencia’s penis, she was much larger.  I hadn’t expected to be enjoying my stay here tonight.  Now, I couldn’t wait to continue.

As I played with Valencia through her pants, she fed me so that I could focus on teasing her.  I licked her fingers clean when she fed me meat, I sucked the strawberries after she ran them along my lips.  When I thirsted, she shared her wine with me through a kiss.  And all through out our fondling we talked and got to know each other.  And I began to truly enjoy her company.

“Valencia,” I groaned lustfully as I nuzzled her neck.  “I’m not hungry anymore.  Can we go to your bed chambers?  I wish to see this magical tool of yours.”

“Certainly, princess.  I’ve been waiting for you to start begging me.” Valencia scooped me up into her strong arms and carried me out of the dining hall through a door hidden at the back. 

There was a long spiraling staircase that she climbed with ease.  I was thin, but I still marveled at her strength with how easily she carried me.  I had never met a woman warrior before.  I placed a dainty hand on her breast and gently squeezed it over the hard leather strap.

We arrived at a door at the top of the stairs and Valencia kicked it open with a stiff boot.  My heart thumped wildly in my chest at the show of such brute force.  She strode into the room which was already lit with candles along shelves on the wall as well as a roaring fireplace.  There was a large, fur covered bed fit for a king which made up the entirety of the furniture.  Even in her most private sanctuary, Valencia had a very austere taste.

She tossed me onto the bed and I squealed as I sailed through the air and bounced on the furs.  The mattress was surprisingly soft, and very inviting.  I curled my legs underneath me as I sat up and looked up at Valencia.  She had a fierce, fiery gaze.  Hungry.  For me.

“Take off your dress,” she growled at me.  Her deep, throaty command made me shudder.  I started to slip off my sleeves but Valencia raised her voice.  “Slower, Priscilla.”

I did as she demanded.  Slowly, I slipped the red, satin fabric down tantalizingly revealing my bare shoulder.  I kept my eyes focused on hers.  They were sharp like a hungry predator.  She licked her lips as I slid my arms out of my sleeves.  I held up the garment against my chest, only displaying the top of my milky breasts.

I pushed up my soft breasts and kissed them, leaving a red smear of lipstick on my otherwise flawless skin.  Valencia breathed in deep through her nose.  “Do you like what you see, champion?”

​Valencia grunted her satisfaction.  Bit by bit, I pulled the fabric down until I revealed my hard, poking nipples.  I let my dress fall the rest of the way down, letting it flow down my torso like water.  Even uncovered and exposed to the elements, my body felt hot.  I laid down on my side, a hand propped up my head while the other tugged my dress teasingly down my hips.

​“That’s enough,” Valencia said with a shortness of breath.  She approached me, but I didn’t shirk away.  She crawled onto the bed with me and placed a hard, calloused hand on my hip.  It was a fighter’s hand, but it had the gentleness only a woman possessed.  “You’re beautiful.”

​“I want to see you too,” I whispered.

​I truly did.  I came to this keep fearful, but determined to fulfill my father’s deal so as not to sully our family’s reputation.  But now I wanted Valencia.  Woman or not, I wanted to be with her tonight.  I wanted to forget about my worries and lose myself in passion with this beautiful warrior.

​Valencia reached behind her and unlatched the leather strap around her chest and let it fall.  I had seen the breasts of other ladies as well as servant girls, but none of them had ever aroused me.  My groin tingled from the sight of Valencia’s large, firm breasts.  I pushed myself up so that I could examine them closer.

​“What do you think, princess?” There was cockiness in her voice reminded me of the male bravado of the knights I once knew.  The way she grinned with confidence made me want her more than the sight of her breasts.

​“May I touch them?” I asked her shyly.

​“Of course!” Valencia sidled up closer to me and wrapped an arm around my waist.  Goose pimples exploded over me when our bare skin pressed against one another.  “I plan on playing with you as well.  Your tits look deliciously soft.”

​Valencia tenderly cupped my breasts.  I swooned in her arms as she gently massaged me.  My experience with men were brutish maulings that didn’t feel all that good.  She pinched my nipples and rolled them softly between her fingers.  For a cut throat gladiator, I did not expect her to be so caring with how she handled my body.

​I lightly moaned, losing myself momentarily to the wonderful sensations that Valencia bestowed upon me.  Not wanting to be selfish, hogging all the pleasure for myself, I reached my hands out for Valencia’s chest.  They were softer than they appeared.  Valencia moaned in a higher, definitively more feminine tone, than I expected.

​Having no experience with pleasuring a woman, I tried to follow Valencia’s lead.  From the sweet moans that squeaked from her throat, I assumed I was doing well.  We pressed closer, our bodies writhed together.

​I looked up to Valencia and she looked back at me.  She moved her face closer and pressed her lips onto mine.  I melted at her steamy, passionate kiss.  Her tongue wriggled into my mouth and we wrestled them together as we fondled each other’s bodies.

​Valencia’s hand crept down my stomach.  I froze, her fingertips drummed at the top of my groin underneath my dress.

​She broke our kiss, our faces still inches apart.  “I want to feast on you.”

​I didn’t know what she meant.  Before I could ask, she silenced me with a quick peck on the lips.  Then, she guided me to lay back on the bed.  She pulled my dress the remainder of the way down my hips and over my long, coltish legs.

​Suddenly shy, I tried to cover my nether region.  Valencia was having none of my insolence and pulled my hands away while I blushed crimson as she examined my most private area.  My eyes were drawn to her still covered groin as well.  The outline of her magical implement was easily visible.

​“You look positively appetizing, princess,” Valencia groaned.  She pinned my arms to the sides of my head and lay atop my body, being careful not to crush me under her weight.  She kissed my lips.  Then my cheek.  She then trailed downwards where she lingered on my breasts.  I drew in a raspy breath as Valencia lightly grazed her teeth against my nipples.  “You taste so sweet as well.  On to the main course.”

​Past my breasts she dragged her wet tongue down my stomach.  I gasped once I realized what she had planned.  Too far down to hold my arms back, my hands went to Valencia’s hair.  She giggled at my distress but continued her trail of kisses until she reached the small tuft of my trimmed golden hair.

​“Valencia, you can’t!” I cried out.  “You can’t put your mouth there!  It’s dirty!  It’s improper!”

​“That’s what makes it so hot, Priscilla.  Now relax.  I’m going to show you how women make love to one another.” Valencia licked my button and I shuddered.  My fingers tightened around her locks, but I didn’t push her away.  My word!  That felt amazing!  “Mmmm, you’re especially sweet down here.  I’ve never had royalty for dinner.  Your cunt is quite the delicacy.”

​“You’re being so vulgar,” I choked out.  Valencia chuckled and kissed me directly on my flower.  She ran her tongue along the entire length and I arched my back, my body unsure how to react to such devilish bliss.  “Oh gods!  That feels amazing!”

​Valencia wrapped her arms around my thighs and showed me that she was only warming up.  She lifted my lower body up and truly feasted on my vagina.  Her tongue erupted through my folds and lapped up my inner walls.  I thrashed around, so unused to feeling so good, but Valencia’s power grip held me steady.

​In and out her tongue flicked, driving me towards my impending orgasm.  Was this sex as well?  If I had known about this, Cynthia and I wouldn’t have bothered spending our idle days talking about which handsome young knight had the biggest cock!  My dalliances with the young men in the past didn’t compare to Valencia’s thoughtful, focused tongue licking at my most sensitive areas!

​“Valencia, I’m going to cum!” I breathed out, my eyes sealed shut.  “Move your mouth!  I don’t want to dirty your face.”

​Valencia’s iron grip tightened around my thighs.  With her lips pressed against my mound, she murmured lustfully, “Cum for me, Priscila.  I’m very hungry.  Give me your sweet, royal nectar.”

​I squealed and pulled her head down onto my quivering womanhood.  She engulfed the entirety of it between her lips and sucked hard as I climaxed.  Her tongue swirled inside of me as I came!  I yelled out and my body tensed and my muscles vibrated with a vicious primal energy.

​My muscles relaxed and I melted like butter as Valencia casually licked me clean.  I shivered with delight from her thorough lapping of my juices.

​“Mmmm, very tasty,” Valencia said as she placed me back on the bed.  She rubbed her lips clean with the back of her hand.  “How was your first orgasm from another woman, Priscila?”

​I blushed and smiled up at her.  “It was wonderful.  I thought the only method to sex was for a man to shove his penis inside of me.  That was far more pleasant.”

​Valencia got on her knees and towered over me.  She looked like a beautiful goddess of war with the shadows from the fire flicked across her toned body and large, full breasts.  The image of her took my breath away.  She hooked her thumbs into the top of her leather pants and teasingly pulled them down only a mere inch from the top of her crotch.

​“Would you like to try it for yourself?” Her voice was husky again.  Her predatory eyes were on me again and I shivered from their intensity.

​I nodded my head and crawled to my knees below her.  With my heart picking up speed again, I hooked my fingers into Valencia’s pants and pulled them down.  Out sprang her mighty magical implement!

​It was large.  Far larger than the men I had been with.  It was curved like a scimitar, but hard and blunt like a club.  I looked up at Valencia who only stared back at me.  She had no intention of telling me what to do.  She wanted me to explore it for myself.

​With shaking hands, I grasped it.  It twitched in my hands so powerfully that I couldn’t hold it still.  It was so solid!  I could easily feel the pulse of Valencia’s blood through the veins.  It was every bit exactly like a man’s cock, maybe even more so.

​Slowly, I started to jerk the massive shaft of my partner.  At the tip a white liquid started to drool out.  Tentatively, I leaned forward and licked the rounded head clean of the oozing fluid.  I braced my taste buds against something sour and disgusting, but I was amazed at how much I enjoyed it!  Salty sweet, I didn’t hate it one bit.

​Valencia moaned high and sweet.  I started to love that very nonwarrior like groan of hers.  You wouldn’t imagine such a strong individual to have such a cute voice.

​I took the head into my mouth and circled my tongue over it.  She sighed again, her shaft vibrated in my hands as I stroked it up and down.
​“Ahh, princess, that’s good,” she said.  I gazed upwards and her eyes were shut tightly in agonizing pleasure.  I sucked harder and she let out a shuddering gasp.  “Are you sure you’ve never done this before?”

​I grinned to myself and dipped my head farther along her pole until the end tickled the back of my throat.  This was so scandalously wicked!  Did my father have any idea what he had gotten me into?  I no longer felt any ill will towards him.  When I returned home I planned on thanking him for such an astonishing experience.

​Valencia was happy in the beginning to let me take the lead, but now it appeared that she wanted me to hurry along.  Her long, powerful fingers gripped my skull and pushed even more of her girthy member into me.  I choked as it went down my throat.  There was a warm, glowing sensation that emanated from it and I stopped struggling to breathe.  Was this some sort of magic that allowed me to swallow more of her?

​My lips pressed down on the base of her shaved groin.  She pulled me off and pushed back in quickly.  My throat contracted around her cock, but again without any discomfort.

​“Priscila, I’m getting close,” my champion whimpered.  “Will you drink me like I did for you?”

​I nodded enthusiastically.  I cupped her massive, overfilled testicles and gently rolled them in my palm.  Valencia let out a shuddering groan, her sack tightened, and my mouth was filled with her cream.

​I swallowed it all, gulping it down as quickly as possible so as not to spill any onto the furs.  There was so much!  But it all easily slid down my throat and into my stomach where it warmed my belly.

​Valencia pulled me off her still solid shaft and cupped my cheeks as she leaned down to kiss me.  She fell down on top of me, stripping her pants all the way off of her legs as she continued to madly peck at my lips and neck.

​“How are you still so hard?  Don’t you need any rest?” I asked between gasps of tingling excitement.  “That sorceress did a fantastic job on your tool.”

​“Spread your legs for me,” she breathed against my neck.  Her breath was hot and steamy as dragon fire.  “I want you so bad, princess.”

​I wanted Valencia just as badly.  I spread my thighs apart as far as they would go.  Valencia lifted her hips and I felt the thick, globular head kiss my wet vagina.  She pushed forward with a powerful thrust and pressed her body on top of mine.

​I groaned with delirious bliss as she spread my inner walls.  Valencia thrust into me again and I pulled her head into my shoulder where she nibbled my neck.

​“You’re very tight, Priscilla,” Valencia murmured against my neck.  “Do all of you royal types have such fabulous cunts?”

​“How should I know that?” I groaned.  “Do all you gladiators have such big cocks?”

​Valencia laughed and pulled herself away from me.  My neck felt so cold without her constant nuzzling.  “I have the biggest cock out of all of them.  Trust me, I’ve seen them all.  Don’t go getting any ideas about checking.  You’re mine.”

​My pussy tightened when she said I was hers.  I liked the sound of that.  I wrapped my thighs around her and ground my crotch against hers.  “If I’m yours, then make it so that no one else can pleasure me.  Make it so that I can only cum from the champion’s thick cock.”

​“I like this dirty side of you, princess,” she hissed.  “I’ll have you screaming my name before the night is done.”

​I had no doubt about that!  Her hips crashed down upon me and I grunted from the explosive impact.  Valencia watched my twisting expressions with smugness.

​“Harder!” I shouted at her, challenging her supreme assurance in her sexual abilities.  “Don’t be gentle with me!”

​Valencia grinned cockily.  “Oh?  Is that how it is, princess?  Gladly then!”

​Again she slammed into me, hard and fast.  I gasped but snapped my jaw closed.  Make her work for my moans!  I thought to myself.  Valencia, the champion of the arena, seemed to enjoy this new challenge.

​She lifted herself off my body and took my hips into her iron grip.  She pumped into me wickedly but I refused to open my mouth despite how awfully good she was churning my insides.  I clawed at the furs around me.  My body was flaring up with tingles.

​“Say it!” Valencia commanded, sweat poured down her face and over her firm breasts.  “Say my name!  Scream for me, Priscilla!”

​My body ached to scream.  Her thrusts were relentless.  How could a woman have so much stamina?  I clamped my teeth together but they clattered together with each strong push into me.

​It became too much and I could not hold back any longer.  “Valencia!  I’m cumming again!  I’m cumming!”

​My back arched again as my second orgasm overtook me.  I clamped hard over Valencia’s steel tool.  She buried herself deep inside and kept it there as I shuddered.

​“Another good one, Priscilla?” Valencia asked me, her voice dripped with pride.

​“Why, why didn’t you cum?” I desperately breathed out.  I placed my hands over my breasts to steady them as my chest rapidly rose and fell.  “How can you hold yourself back like that?”

​“Because I’m the champion!” she roared out with laughter.  Valencia flipped us around before I could recover.  She laid back in the furs that I had warmed up with my own body.  She put her arms behind her head and grinned up at me.  “Ride me until I cum.”

​I was exhausted!  How did she expect me to continue after that thrashing?  My own pride was on the line now.  I wanted to wipe that smirk off of her face.

​I pushed myself up against her rock solid stomach.  I raised my hips up and pushed back down, my spine tingled.  I was still so sensitive.  I ground my groin against her pole and swayed my stomach backwards and forwards like a belly dancer.

​The smugness eroded from Valencia’s face.  Her face twisted and her eyes watered.  “Oh, that’s nice.”

​“Good,” I groaned.  I reached for her arms and pulled them until her hands were on my chest.  “Play with me, please?”

​She nodded vigorously.  I bit my lower lip and started to bounce on Valencia’s lap.  I flicked my hair back and looked up to the ceiling as I hummed with lust.  Valencia massaged my breasts as I rode her up and down.

​Valencia’s moans were high and sweet again.  She was getting close.  I leaned forward and draped my blonde hair over her face.  I placed my own hands over her breasts and kneaded them causing more delicatable sugary tones to slip out of her lips.

​“For such a big, strong fighter, you have the most adorable moans I’ve ever heard,” I said.  My hips burned, but I sped up my thrusting.  “Is my royal cunt about to make the champion cum?”

​“Yes!” she screamed out.  “Your royal cunt is too good!  Priscilla, I’m cumming!”

​In a flurry, Valencia wrapped her arms around and pulled me against her body.  We both screamed through our final, shared orgasm.  We shuddered together in bliss. 

Hot, sticky seed splashed into my belly.  For the third time, I climaxed.  Before tonight, I thought one was all that was needed!

We huffed and puffed before Valencia broke the silence with a chuckle.  “So, princess, how amazing was I?”

I surprised the champion with a kiss on the lips.  “More amazing that I could have imagined.  Thank you for purchasing me for tonight.”

Another silence lingered between us.  Valencia held me tight and whispered in my ear.  “How would you like to stay here, Priscella?”

​I rested my cheek against Valencia’s chest.  “Mmmm.  That does indeed sound very interesting.  Would it be ok if I brought my servant girl, Cynthia?  I hear she has a fixation with gladiator types.”

​Valencia chuckled and ran her fingers through my hair.  “Of course!  The more the merrier!”


The Futa Knight and the Bratty Princess

Futa-on-Female


​Princess Marisol’s moans echoed out to the living quarters where I stood guard.  The door was opened a crack at my insistence.  As part of my guard duties, I had to be prepared to act at a moment’s notice.  Even when the Princess had one of her dallies with one of the King’s knights.

​Today was Sir Harold.  He was a handsome man, tall with wide, broad shoulders.  He was also married.  The Princess preferred her men with some sort of taboo about them.  Last week was a squire born into the peasantry.  If her father ever found out about what he had done to his supposedly pure, virginal daughter, I had no doubt he would be without his head before nightfall.

​A loud booming shout from Sir Harold signified the conclusion of their activities.  I rolled my eyes.  This one barely made the average of five minutes.

​There was a rustling from inside as the unfaithful knight dressed himself, a soft smack of his lips against the Princess, and the clack of his boots on the stone floor as he strode towards the door.  He pushed open the door and gave me a sheepish grin.  I returned it with a neutral, stoney expression.

​“Lady Sylvia,” he said with a bow of his head.

​“Sir Harold,” I responded back.

​And that was our entire interaction.  He left without another word.  He certainly had a spring to his step as he made his way out of the Princess’s living area.

​Princess Marisol leaned against the door frame next me.  She was wrapped in a red velvet robe, the tops of her large, milky breasts fully exposed.  Her curly blonde hair was rustled.  Annoyed disappointment was plastered all over her face.

​“Ugh, another failure,” the Princess whined.

​“Was Sir Harold not to your liking, Princess?” I asked her.

​She rolled her sky blue eyes backwards into her skull and stuck out her tongue.  “Right when it was starting to get good, it was already over.  Men have it so easy.  They are so quick to experience an orgasm.  I wish it were so easy for me.”

​The Princess often talked sex with me.  None of her lovers were able to make her climax.  Young knights were so full of confidence, yet had no real handle of their swords.

​Princess Marisol ran her dainty fingers down my steel pauldron.  “It must get hot in that metal suit of yours, Sylvia.  You can change into a leather set of armor if that would make you more comfortable, you know.  There’s no need to be always dressed for war.  We’ve been at peace for decades.”

​It was true that it was tiring having to wear my full set of armor all day.  I had given up on wearing the helmet at least.  My long blonde hair would always get caught in it, and I refused to cut it short.

​“No, Princess, I must always be vigilant in case of danger,” I tried to sound stoic, but I knew there wasn’t much chance of that.  “It wouldn’t be prudent for me to shirk my duties for comfort.”

​Marisol stuck her tongue out at me as she often did when I said something that irked her.  “I don’t care about prudence.  It makes me uncomfortable having you clanking around behind me when I go for walks in the garden.  I’ll speak to my father and make it so that you no longer need to wear something so garish in my presence.”

​“If his Majesty orders me, I shall accept it,” I said.

​Of course the King would order me to if his daughter asked him.  Princess Marisol always got what she wanted.  Jewelry, horses, clothing, whatever her heart desired her father would spoil her with gifts.  When it came to men, however, she had to hide that behind his back.

​“You’re no fun, Sylvia.  You’re far too pretty to be stuffed into such a stuffy, metal coffin.  And you’re so serious all the time!” Marisol huffed.  She crossed her arms under her ample bosoms and walked out of her bed chambers into the living quarters.  She sat at the expensive fur lined sofa and crossed her long, smooth legs angrily.  “Come, sit down with me.  I’ll have Lyra come bring us some tea and snacks.”

​I stomped over to Marisol and stood to her side.  “No thank you, Princess.  I’ll stand.  I will test your food and drink for poison, but I must not partake myself.”

​Marisol groaned and threw her head back on the couch.  She hit my metal leg with a tiny fist and it clanked loudly.  She cursed and shook her hand as the impact reverberated up her arm.  I was perfectly fine.

​“You’re absolutely infuriating, you know that Sylvia?” she said through clenched teeth as she massaged her hurt wrist.  She picked up a small silver bell off the small table in front of her and jingled it to summon the maid for her afternoon snacks.  “Fine, be that way.  Would you at least do me the honor of having a conversation with me at the very least?”

​Marisol’s tone was mocking, but I had grown used to it.  “Of course, Princess.  What shall we discuss?”

​“First, stop being so formal with me.  We see enough of each other that we can at the very least have a normal conversation,” she said.  She put her elbow on the armrest of the sofa and propped up her chin with the palm of her hand as she looked up at me annoyedly.  “Secondly, why haven’t you told my father about my special guests?”

​The second question caught me off guard and the expressionless face I had honed specifically for this positioned cracked.  Marisol grinned haughtily.  She was pleased that she had finally gotten to me.

​I cleared my throat and tried to recompose myself.  “Well, Princess Marisol, because it isn’t something your father should be concerned over.  I was tasked with protecting you.  I am not your nanny.  How you spend your idle time is your business alone.”

​“Good answer, Sylvia,” she said with a nod, fully satisfied with my response.

​The doors of the living area opened.  I rested my hand on the pommel of my sword more for appearance sake than actually readying myself for battle.  Lyra, the maid, wheeled in a cart full of snacks and tea.

​Lyra was a common girl, but very lovely.  She had brown, mousy hair pulled back into a braid underneath her maid’s bonnet.  She started to set the table with little plates of pastries and cookies when she glanced up at me with her big almond, doe eyes.  She looked away shyly and smiled to herself.

​I glanced at Marisol to see if she had caught the young maid looking at me.  The Princess’s eyes were darting curiously back and forth between the two of us.  I swallowed down a lump that had grown in my throat and tried to not draw any suspicion.

​“Lyra, are you by chance a virgin?” the Princess asked out of the blue.

​Lyra, the poor girl, almost spilled over the teapot as she reached to pick it up.  “I’m sorry, your highness?”

​“Are.  You.  A.  Virgin,” Marisol emphasized each word mockingly.

​Lyra blushed.  Instinctively, her eyes darted towards me for help but I stood there stone faced.  I could not help her.

​“Um, no, your highness, I’m not,” Lyra said.  She clutched her white apron in her hands.  “May I ask why?”

​“I’m just curious, Lyra.  Who was your first lover?  Was he handsome?  Perhaps he was someone in the castle?” Marisol seemed positively giddy with excitement.  “Was he able to satisfy you fully?”

​Lyra stared at the ground, too embarrassed to look the Princess in the face.  “Um, he was very kind.”

​“Is that it?  Come now, Lyra.  Give me details,” Marisol said.  She grabbed the girl by the wrist and pulled her down onto the couch.  Lyra squealed, flummoxed by the strange situation she had found herself in.  “Now, tell me more.  Who was this lover?”

​“Oh I don’t know if I should tell!” Lyra looked at me again, her eyes pleading.  I gently shook my head while Marisol’s back was to me.  She sighed defeatedly.  “Well, he is a knight.  I will not name him.  He was very kind to me.  I was working in the kitchens when he came in.  We were talking and I don’t know what compelled me, but I kissed him on the lips.”

​“Oh my, so you were the one who engaged him first!” Marisol’s voice was not only giddy but had grown huskier.  “So what happened then?  Tell me.”

​“Well, when I kissed him, I felt very strange.  It felt odd, but I greatly enjoyed it.  He ran his hands over my breasts and he pushed my back against the kitchen table.” Lyra bit her lower lip as she reimagined the scene.  Her breath was heavier.  “I had never felt that way towards another wo… worker.  When I felt the large bulge pressed on my stomach I was even more surprised!”

​“Oh, why would you be surprised by that?  Surely, you knew about the differences between men and women already?” Marisol asked curiously.

​“Yes, of course,” Lyra answered quickly.  “I was just surprised that he found me attractive.  That’s all.  Especially since he was so beautiful.  I mean handsome.”

​“Interesting,” Marisol said contemplating the maid’s words.  She looked over her shoulder to me.  “Do you have any idea who this knight might be, Sylvia?”

​“No, Princess, I do not have the slightest idea,” I said.

​“Continue, please, Lyra.  Give me enough details and I may be able to deduce who this mystery knight is,” Marisol urged her on.

​“Yes, Princess,” Lyra agreed halfheartedly.  But recalling those details had given her quite the flushed face.  Even I started to grow uncomfortable, especially in my nether regions where my armor fit the snuggest.  “He picked me up and placed me on the table.  He reached under my skirt and pulled off my wet undergarments and threw them down to the ground.  Another surprise came when he kissed me on my privates.”

​“He put his lips on your pussy!” Marisol almost shouted.  It was more a statement than a question.  Marisol hid her burning face behind her hands and nodded her head.  “My goodness!  I’ve never had anyone do that for me before!  I mean, I have never heard gossip about such things before, of course.”

​“It felt very good, your highness,” Lyra continued without needing anymore prompting.  “His tongue was like a snake slithering through the grass.  I never knew I could feel so good from another person’s mouth before.  He circled it inside of me and then I was swept away with pleasure.”

​“You came from only his mouth?” Marisol was highly intrigued now.  She leaned forward excitedly.  The robe dipped down her shoulders and from my vantage point I could see quite a bit of Marisol’s sweet breasts.  “How?  But then you had sex with him on the table, is that right?”

​“Yes, Princess.  It felt so good I thrashed on the table and he had to hold me still or else I would have fallen off.” Lyra looked at the Princess but didn’t shirk away in shyness.  I licked my lips as I recognized that lustful, heated look in her eyes.  “When I finally calmed down, he stood tall and took off his trousers.  His cock was magnificent!”

​“Oh, tell me, Lyra!  How big was it!” The Princess pressed her cleavage against Lyra’s arm as she leaned in closer, fully enraptured by the girl’s story.

​Lyra balled her hands together and stuck up her forefingers.  Slowly, she retracted her hands away from one another, leaving an impressive gap denoting the size of her first lover’s member.  The Princess chuckled disbelievingly.  Her mouth gaped open with a wide grin.

​“That cannot be!  I do not know any knight who is that large!” Marisol grabbed Lyra’s arm and the girl snapped out of her lust filled state.  She looked like she was about to drop from a heart attack.  “Continue, Lyra!”

​“When I saw his cock, I was both terrified and excited,” Lyra picked back up.  “How could something so big fit inside of me?  He was so kind to me, and tender.  He slowly entered me and when he broke through my purity, he held me tightly until I got used to the overwhelming feeling of being filled by him.  Once the pain subsided, I could focus on the pleasure his enormous girth provided me.

​He started slowly at first, but then he quickened his pace.  I was ecstatic!  I don’t know how we didn’t alert the castle to our raucous love making!  I shouldn’t have let him, but I begged for him to fill me with his seed.  I wrapped my legs around his waist so that he could not escape  and told him to pour it into my belly.”

​Marisol put a trembling hand over her mouth and gasped.  “Lyra!  You didn’t!  Even I make my lovers take it out beforehand!  I mean, if I had any lovers.”

​Lyra cupped her cheeks and looked dreamily up towards the ceiling.  “Princess, it was the most wonderful feeling.  His seed was hot and it flowed strongly inside of me.  I came again!  Even his mouth was no comparison to the absolute bliss his love making brought me.”

​Marisol was breathing hard.  My own breath had quickened.  Lyra looked at me.  This was dangerous.

​“Lyra, who was this knight?  Please tell me, I must know!” Marisol grabbed Lyra by the sides of her head and turned her eyes towards her.

​“I’m sorry, Princess, but I cannot!  I promised to keep his identity a secret!” Lyra’s eyes filled with tears.  The girl would break easily if pressed hard enough.

​In a surprising show of sympathy, Marisol let go of the maid’s cheeks.  She sighed and leaned back on the couch.  “It is alright, Lyra.  Thank you very much for the story.  You may leave now.”

​Lyra stood up on wobbly knees.  She bowed and retreated with her cart.  Marisol looked gloomy.  She frowned at the cakes on the table and stood up after Lyra closed the doors.

​“You know who this mysterious knight is, don’t you Sylvia?” she asked me pointedly.  “I saw the glances Lyra was giving you.  Are you perhaps sharing him as a lover?”

​My eyes widened at the accusation.  “No, Princess!  I am not sharing a lover with Lyra!”

​“But you do know who this knight is, don’t you?” she asked again in a ferocious tone.  She pushed down on the armrest and extended herself upward as she knelt on the sofa.  My eyes were drawn to the copious amount of cleavage she displayed to me.  “Give me his name!”

​I tore my gaze away from the little birthmark on the top of her left breast.  “I’m sorry, Marisol, but I cannot do that.  I’m sure the knight wishes to preserve their privacy.”

​Marisol groaned with exacerbation and jumped off of the sofa.  She stormed off to her bedchambers and I followed quickly behind her.  She stopped at the door and glared at me.

​“I’ll have a word with my father about your dress tomorrow,” she sneered at me.  “Now, if you excuse me, I need to relieve myself from the failure of my last guest as well as Lyra’s tale.”

​She slammed the door in my face.  I stood there awkwardly.  Curious, I put my ear against the door.  From inside I could hear the Princess softly moaning.

​I gulped.  Lyra’s story had aroused me as well.  Picturing Marisol writhing around on her silken sheets, touching her soft body, and sweetly moaning didn’t help either.  After my guard duties were over, I would certainly be paying a visit to Lyra later.

______________________________________________________________________________

​The next day I was summoned to the King’s hall.  Marisol had a cocksure grin on her lips.  She wore a white flowing dress with plenty of her cleavage on display.  She stood beside her father who was seated at his throne.  I knelt down in front of the King and bowed my head.

​The King was old and wizened.  His once golden hair was pure white and draped over his shoulders like seaweed.  He looked tired but still commanded my respect.

​“Your Highness,” I said solemnly.

​“Stand up, Lady Sylvia,” the King said while waving his hand upward to hasten me back to my feet.  He grabbed hold of Marisol’s hand and patted it gently.  “My daughter has made a request for you to no longer wear your full set of armor during your guard duties, is that correct?”

​I turned my eyes to Marisol.  I kept them even.  Even when she stuck her tongue out at me from behind the King’s back.  I sighed silently and turned to her father.

​“Yes, your Highness.  I explained to the Princess that it wouldn’t be proper for me to be so defenseless should the need arrive,” I answered.

​“Yes, I’m well aware.  You’ve always been very vigilant,” the King sighed.  “But we’ve been at peace for so long now.  Are you still capable of using a sword without your armor, Lady Sylvia?”

​I bit my tongue.  “Yes, Your Highness.  I am sufficiently skilled with my blade.”

​“Good.  If you are so skilled with your sword then your armor should not be as necessary,” he said.  He did not look so confident with his own judgment but I did not challenge him on it.  “For the sake of my daughter’s ease, please refrain from wearing your armor while performing your guard duties.”

​“Father, would it be alright if I picked out Sylvia’s uniform?” Marisol chimed in with glee.  “If she is to escort me around, I would like for her to blend in more with my aesthetic.  It’s so garish to have a grubby warrior trail me while I am at a ball or strolling through the gardens.”

​The King looked at me apologetically.  I nodded my head slightly to signal my approval of Marisol’s request to him.  He loved his daughter to a fault sometimes.  He sighed with relief and patted her hand once more.

​“Yes, my dear, that will be fine.  But I must insist that you at least choose a garb that will not hinder Lady Sylvia’s martial prowess.  She is, in fact, a proud knight.  Not your personal handmaiden,” the King tried to remind her.

​“Oh father, of course I know that.” Marisol leaned down and kissed her father on the cheek.  Then, she happily skipped down the dais to me.  “Come along Sylvia.  We’re going to have so much fun picking out a new costume for you!”

​I inwardly groaned when she referred to my armor as a mere costume.  I stood up and bowed to the King who frowned with pity at me.  I turned on my heel and followed behind Marisol.  She hummed a happy tune to herself as she skipped to her suite.

​“Don’t be so dour, Sylvia!” Marisol said with mirth.  “We’re going to have so much more fun when we get all of that tasteless metal off of you!  Oh, I bet you would look lovely in a dress!  Red, perhaps blue?  Maybe something lighter to match your hair!”

​“Marisol, I must insist…” I tried to reason with her but she bunched up her dress and bolted down the hall.  She laughed as I tried to catch up with her.  “Princess!  Please slow down!”

​“First one to my chambers gets to choose your new uniform!” she laughed hysterically.

​I was no match for her.  Even in her long dress, Marisol outpaced me.  Admittedly, running in full plate armor was quite disadvantageous.  Marisol made it to the door first as I clanked to a stop beside her.  We were quite winded.  Marisol had to lean forward with her hands on her knees as she drew in big, gasping breaths.  My eyes went straight down her sweat shined cleavage, her breasts heaved up and down with each labored breath.

​“I won!  Fair and square!” she said triumphantly as she rose back up.  “I had Lyra bring a whole selection of clothing for us to choose from.  Oh this is so exciting!”

​I sighed.  It was the King’s direct order that I go along with Marisol.  I opened the door for her and she glided into the room.  I followed behind her and closed the doors.

​Inside there were rows and rows of different outfits hanging from wheeled clothing racks.  My eyes widened at the sheer absurd variety of garments that were brought in just for me.  Marisol was very serious about changing my uniform.

​The Princess hummed to herself as she ran her hand through a row of clothing.  “Hmmmm, which one shall we try first, Sylvia?”

​“Princess, this seems a bit too extravagant, don’t you think?” I asked her.

​“Nonsense, if you are to escort me then you must at least compliment me,” she waved my concerns away flippantly.  “Now, remove your armor.”

​I grimaced at the command.  “Can we not just pick something and be done with it?”

​Marisol puffed her cheeks out at me, annoyance furrowed her brow.  “Of course not!  Where is the fun in that!  I’ll have you model for me until we find the perfect ensemble.”

​I groaned.  This would take all day it seemed.  “But Princess…”

​“No buts!” she stamped her petite foot on the ground.  “My father made it clear that I could choose your wardrobe.  Now stop being such a grouch and try to enjoy yourself!  You’re a woman aren’t you?  Why aren’t you excited to try on new clothes?”

​“I’m sorry, Princess,” I answered her dejectedly.  It wasn’t my place to talk back.  She was right, the King was clear with his orders, however… “I’m sorry, Princess, but can you please assist me with removing my armor?”

​The Princess smiled at my obedience.  “Certainly!”

​I pulled off my gauntlets while Marisol bent down to work on the straps that held my breastplate down.  She was so close to me that I could smell her honey soap.  Her breasts were so tantalizing open to me.  I gulped down my arousal as we stripped off the pieces of my armor off one by one.

​My upper torso was freed of my breastplate, the cool air was a welcome relief.  I shucked off my greaves and stood in the Princess’s living quarters barefoot wearing only my simple long sleeved wool shirt and pants.

​Marisol scrunched her nose at me.  “Is that what you were wearing under there?  That’s far too plain Sylvia!  Don’t you have any sense of fashion?”

​“No, I do not, Princess,” I said bluntly.

​She sighed discontentedly.  “I don’t know what I was expecting.  You’re completely useless, you know that?  No matter.  That’s what I’m here for!”

​Marisol reached for the belt that held up my trousers.  Instinctively, I grabbed her wrist.  She looked at me with surprise.

​“What are you doing, Princess?” I asked, my heart beating quickly.

​“Undressing you, of course,” she said with some confusion.  “You certainly can’t try on any of the clothing if you’re already dressed, can you?”

​I relaxed my guard.  This was getting far too dangerous.  But what could I do to stop her?  I had to be careful.

​“I’m sorry, Princess.  That was rude of me.  But please allow me to undress myself,” I said with a bow of my head.

​“Fine, whatever makes you comfortable, Sylvia.  My, I didn’t realize how shy you were!” she hid her mouth behind her hand as she chuckled.

​I grunted and pulled my top off first and threw the shirt down on top of the heap of my armor.  I was left in my tight white cotton half shirt that held my large breasts tightly compactly   Marisol’s chuckling quickly halted and was replaced with a surprised gasp.

​“My word!  I didn’t realize how finely muscular you were, Sylvia!” Marisol said with astonishment.

​Without permission she wrapped her dainty hands around my forearm and squeezed it experimentally.  I tensed at her soft touch.  Her eyes were filled with wonder as her fingers traveled up my arm to my shoulders.

​“Of course I am fit, I’m a knight after all,” I said glumly.  “I must not look very ladylike, do I?”

​“Certainly not like any lady I’ve ever seen!” Marisol hands glided down the sides of my chest, almost cupping my breasts.  Down they traveled as she felt my toned muscles all the way down to my exposed flat stomach.  “Absolutely fantastic!  I didn’t realize that women were even capable of producing such results.  I must say, I’m quite jealous of this physique of yours.”

​“Thank you, Princess,” I said.  My voice was hoarse.  This was getting more and more dangerous.  “Shall we start now?”

​“Well, take off your pants first.  I have a skirt and blouse combination I would like for you to try,” she said as she moved back towards the racks of clothing.

​This was what I was dreading.  But an order was an order.  So long as she didn’t notice, I would be fine.

​I stripped out of my pants and covered the front of my undergarments with my clasped hands.  I tried to make myself appear as if I stood at attention rather than hiding something.

​Marisol came back with a knee length black skirt and a white frilly lace blouse.  She chuckled as she looked at my lower torso.  “My word, Sylvia.  I thought your upper body was impressive, but your hips are gorgeous!  Tell me, have you graced any of your fellow knights with a taste of that scrumptious body of yours?”

​I blushed at the forwardness of the question.  “No, Princess.  I have not slept with any of my fellow knights if that is what you are asking.  They don’t interest me.”

​“Oh?  Is that right?  Then what, pray tell, does interest you?” she asked as she sauntered up to me.

​“Something that my comrades cannot offer me,” I said plainly.

My heart started beating quickly as the Princess pushed my hands to the side and wrapped her arms around my waist.  The top of her head was on my chin and her heavenly smell wafted up into my nostrils.  I thought I was finished, but Marisol had merely wrapped the skirt around me.

She wrapped a sash around me as well and bent down to fasten the buttons on the side of the skirt.  Her breasts were pushed up against my stomach as she did and I had the best view down her cleavage I ever had.

“There,” she said and put her hands on her hips as she inspected the skirt.  “Hmmm, I do like it, but perhaps making it shorter would show off those long legs of yours?  I had this skirt specially made for you about a month ago, hopefully the seamstress I commissioned is still available to make altercations.”

“A month ago?” I asked.  “How long have you been planning this?”

Marisol chuckled and tossed the blouse at me.  “I’ve been gathering quite the wardrobe!  Oh, you’re like a giant doll that I can dress up, this is so much more fun that I expected!”

It certainly was fun for her, but a complete waste of time for me.  The hours dragged on as the Princess had me try on various different outfits.  Dresses, pants, skirts, blouses, wraps, and even a tight, one piece suit made of leather.  The one piece was far too tight and I couldn’t manage to slip into it.

The clothes had no end, it seemed.  Even I started becoming exhausted with the constant changing.  Marisol, however, still seemed to have plenty of energy.

“Princess, must we continue this?  Have we not gone through enough choices for you to make a decision?” I asked, desperate to end this game of hers.

“Oh?  I already made my decision,” she said.  She pointed to an arrangement of slacks and white shirts.  “I think a more handsome, dashing look would suit you more than a refined, feminine one.  Besides, a dress or skirt would get in the way of your duties.  Oh, but maybe a pretty, light colored bow tied in your hair might look nice as well?”

I ground my teeth together.  We had tried on those outfits close to the beginning of this ordeal.  I put down the corset that she had handed me and stood my ground in my undergarments.

“Princess, if you have already made your decision, then why are we still doing this?” I asked her while trying to keep my anger from flaring up.

Marisol looked up at me, her blue eyes shining.  “Because it’s so much fun!”

“No, this is not fun,” I said flatly.  “Princess, I’m a knight.  Not your playmate.”

She frowned and looked down dejectedly.  “I know that.  But you’re always close at hand.  I just thought that we could be friends.  You’re always so gruff and standoffish.  I thought we could do some activity to get to know each other more.  It’s not fair of me to have you posted at my bedroom door while I whore myself to anyone with a cock in the castle.”

My chest constricted.  I didn’t mean to upset her so much.  Marisol seemed to be on the verge of tears.

“No, I’m sorry, Princess, I didn’t mean it,” I said to try to calm her down.  “I want to be your friend, truly.  But dress up is not for me.”

“Truly?  Do you really wish to be my friend?” she sniffled and dabbed the corners of her eyes with purple garment in her hands.

“Yes, I do, Marisol,” I said.

“Oh, Sylvia, I’m so glad!” she cried out.  She rushed into my arms and hugged me tight.  “I love you.”

“I love you too, Princess,” I choked out.

I patted her on the back as her hold on me tightened.  Marisol rested her warm cheek on the top of my breasts.  Her own breasts were crushed up against my body.  We were so close and her body was so hot.  So inviting.

Oh no.  I felt myself stirring in my nether region and I could not contain myself.  Marisol fidgeted.  She noticed something was amiss.  My heart picked back up and I started to panic.

“What is that?” she asked curiously.  “There’s something hard down here poking against my belly.  Is that another piece of armor that you did not remove?”

I couldn’t form a sentence.  My throat had constricted shut.  Marisol reached a petite hand down and grasped at the hard object that had prodded her.  She examined it, rolling it around in her hand experimentally.  She gasped when she realized what she was holding.

“My word!  Sylvia, what is that?” she asked with astonishment.  Marisol didn’t let it go.  Instead, her grip tightened around me.  “You have a penis!”

“Yes, Princess, I do,” I groaned out.  “Please, let go of me so that I may explain.”

There was some reluctance to do so, but Marisol released my member.  She stared down at the quite obvious bulge in my undergarments.  She was wide eyed.

“Please, do explain!” she said.

I coughed and led her to the fur lined sofa.  We sat down together and she never took her eyes off of my crotch.

“One year ago, I was on a mission to track down a witch that had entered the Kingdom.  The King gave me explicit orders to kill her,” I began.  Marisol’s gaze on my groin started to make me uncomfortable.  I covered my hard member with my hands and knocked her out of her daze.  “I found the witch, but she was nothing like I had expected.”

“Were you cursed?” she asked excitedly.  Marisol loved tales of adventure.  “Did she give you that cock?”

I nodded solemnly, my cheeks burned with embarrassment.  “Yes, but that is not all.  You see, when I did find the witch, I was expecting a wizened old hag.  But she was young, and quite beautiful.  She… seduced me.”

Marisol gasped and leaned forward.  She was deeply enthralled with my story now.  “You were seduced?  But you’re a woman!  How could you be seduced by another woman?”

I looked Marisol in the eye.  “Do you remember when you asked me what interested me?” She nodded vigorously.  “Well, Princess, what interests me are other women.  I am a lesbian.  I have no interest in men.”

Marisol’s jaw dropped slightly as she tried to process that information.  “Is that true?  There are women that desire other women?  I had no idea!”

I nodded.  The Princess was quite ignorant of the world outside of court so I did not fault her naivety.  “Yes, it is very true.  And the witch used that to her advantage against me.  I was swayed by her beauty and could not cut her down.  I had cornered her in a cave deep in the woods.  It was dark and she managed to ambush me.  Instead of killing me, she knocked me out with a sleep spell, removed my armor, and tied me up.

When I awoke, she was standing before me in the cave in front of a campfire.  She was naked and the dim shadows danced around her nude form and dark black hair in such an alluring way.  It was if a succubus was tempting me.

She asked me ‘Why do we have to fight, knight?  Can we just not love one another?’  I tried to fight back against my restraints.  I shouted at her to either release me or kill me.  Instead, she dropped to her knees and kissed me.  I can still taste the otherworldly smokiness of her lips.  The slithering of her tongue as she slipped it into my mouth.”

I looked at Marisol.  She was stock still as she listened to me.  Her breathing was shallow.  She had the same lustful gaze in her eyes as when Lyra told her story.

I cleared my throat and continued my own story.  “I could not resist her.  I melted against her.  She felt so good and I wanted her.  I don’t know if she had put me under some sort of spell, but it didn’t matter.  She knew she had won me over.  Once I was no longer a threat, she untied my ropes and removed my clothing.

We touched each other by the fire and ground our bodies together.  I was so hot with lust and I wanted more of her.  I wanted to be inside of her.  I think she may have read my mind.  She pressed her lips against my ear and whispered ‘I will give you that which you have always desired as a gift.’  She kissed me deeply and I felt something strange happen to me.”

“She gave you a cock!” Marisol blurted out.  She quickly covered her mouth.  “I’m sorry.  Please continue.”

I chuckled and nodded.  “Yes, Princess.  She gave me a cock.  It grew from inside of me and popped out of my vagina.  At first I was terrified.  What had this demon done to my body?  But when she grasped it with her long, delicate fingers, my fear subsided and was replaced with a pleasure that I had never experienced before.

The witch pushed me to the ground and mounted me.  The feeling of my newly formed penis entering her wet slit was incomparable to all of my other sexual encounters.  She rode me gently at first to let me get used to my new body part.  But soon she was grunting and clawing at my skin as she thrashed roughly up and down my cock.  There was a well of pleasure that built up in my stomach.”

“You were about to cum,” Marisol said with disbelief.  “Not only do you have a cock, but it’s capable of shooting out seed?”

“Yes, I am.  It functions exactly as a man’s.  There are some differences, but it is essentially the same.” Like Lyra from yesterday, I was getting carried away.  Recalling my night with the witch was not helping to quell my arousal.  “She commanded me to cum inside of her.  With my mind clouded with lust, I promptly obeyed and experienced an orgasm so powerful that I fainted.  When I awoke, it was the morning.  I had a blanket covering me and the witch was gone.  And so was my cock.”

Marisol looked at me with confusion.  “It was gone?  But it’s clearly still there.” She pointed to my groin where my hands were resting.

“Yes, Princess, that is correct.  You see, it appears whenever I am aroused and retracts when I am not.  I came to find that out when I returned to town and met a lovely barmaid.”

“I see, so it only appears when you are aroused,” Marisol said slowly.  “And you have no interest in men.  And there are no other women here.  Except for me.”

I blushed again.  “I’m sorry, Princess.  I apologize for my rudeness.  I also apologize for keeping this curse a secret from both you and your father.”

“Tell me, are you the knight that Lyra was talking about yesterday?” Marisol became excited again.  She scooted closer to me and looked me deep in the eyes.  “Is that why she was looking at you so oddly?  Please, tell me.”

I stuttered but I managed to regain my composure to answer her.  “Yes, Princess.  I am the same knight her story was about it.  I asked her to keep my secret for me.”

“Amazing!” she exclaimed.  “Please, let me try it as well!”

I was shocked at her words!  “Princess!  I cannot do that!”

Marisol pouted.  “Are you in a relationship with Lyra, then?  Are you fully faithful to her?”

“No, that is not it.  We are only friends,” I defended myself.  “Although, yes, we do give each other sexual… favors.”

Marisol smiled triumphantly and was so close to me that her breasts were pressed tightly against my arm.  “Good!  Then there should be no reason that we cannot exchange ‘sexual favors’ either.”

In distress, I shook my head.  “I cannot!  I have a duty to you, Marisol!  I cannot betray your father’s trust!”

“Are you not my friend?” Marisol pouted her soft lips again and her eyes went big and teary.  This was a face she had perfected to use against her father if she didn’t get her way.  “You consider Lyra enough of a friend to fuck her.  Am I not worthy enough for the same treatment?”

“But…” I tried to rebut her but she cut me off quickly.

“I have already slept with a great many of the knights in the castle.  If it’s my honor that you wish to preserve, that is already long gone,” she said matter of factually.  “With Lyra’s story yesterday I was already determined to find this knight with the large cock.  Now, after listening to your story, how can I possibly resist you?  Even without your cock, the idea of sleeping with another woman has opened me up to new ideas that I had never considered before!”

Marisol’s breathing picked up considerably.  Her chest heaved up and down.  She leaned in closer to me, her eyes pleading for me not to turn her away.  I was defeated, I could no longer hold myself back.  I closed my eyes and leaned forward to meet her lips.

She giggled as soon as our lips touched, but they were quickly replaced with sweet, low moans.  I brushed my tongue over her lips and she slowly parted them to allow me access.  As soon as I entered her mouth, she shivered with excitement.

I was getting quite hard from kissing the Princess.  This was a scandal of epic proportions.  What would happen if we were caught?  The thought only fueled my lust for the Princess further.

I grabbed her dainty hand and placed it over my bulge.  Marisol gasped into my mouth but she gently squeezed my hard member through my undergarment.  It took all of my restraint not to throw her back onto the sofa and mount her.

Marisol broke our kiss and whispered to me, “let me see it.”

First, I took off my half shirt.  Marisol grinned wickedly at me as she admired my firm breasts.  Then, I slid off my undergarments and my cock sprang out.  Her eyes went wide with shock as she took in the size of it.

“My word!” she exclaimed with a hand over her mouth.  “It’s enormous!  No wonder you wanted to wear your armor to hide this thing!”

I blushed and tried to hide my penis with my hands.  “Do you think I’m strange, Princess?”

“No, not at all!  In fact, I love it!” Marisol grabbed the trunk of my cock and squeezed it.  “It’s so smooth and rigid!  You really don’t have any balls down here either!”

“Princess, please, not so rough,” I groaned.

“I’m sorry,” she said and relaxed her grip.  “I got carried away.  It really is marvelous, however.  Does this feel good?”

Marisol stroked me up and down with both of her hands.  I tilted my head backwards on the back of the sofa and let her do what she wanted.  She was plenty experienced already and didn’t need any instruction from me.

Her soft hands didn’t need any sort of lubrication.  They were so silky from her daily application of lotions and oils that they glided along my penis with no little to no effort.  She was doing such a fantastic job that I was already on the verge of cumming.

“Please, stop, I’m getting close already,” I groaned out.  I wrapped a hand over hers to stop her movements.  “I want to last as long as possible, Marisol.  I wouldn’t want it to disappear so soon.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t want that to happen!” she said.

At that moment, the doors swung open and Lyra came wheeling in a cart of snacks.  “Princess, I have your afternoon snacks…  Oh my!”

Marisol was quick to respond.  “Lyra, close and lock the door, now!”

“Ye… yes, Princess!” Lyra stammered out.  She shut the door behind her and locked it with an audible click.

Some bodyguard, I was.  Literally caught with my pants down by the maid.  I leaned back on the sofa and relaxed my muscles.  I was ready to spring into action against our would be assailant.  Now, I was just embarrassed for being caught in such a compromising position with a member of the royal family.

“Lyra come here,” Marisol ordered the maid.  Lyra sputtered and scanned the room, trying to keep her eyes away from my naked body.  “Lyra, I said come here!”

“Yes, Princess, of course!” she squeaked out.  Lyra stood over us, her hands clasped tightly together as she stared down at the ground.

“As you can see, I found the knight from your story yesterday.” Marisol grabbed hold of my dick again and wagged it at the maid.  “Would you care to join us?”

Both Lyra and I shouted out at the same time, “What?”

“I asked Sylvia if the two of you were perhaps sharing the knight between yourselves as a lover.  Obviously, that is not the case,” Marisol said.  “But, perhaps we can share now?  It wouldn’t be fair of me to take this exquisite cock away from you, especially considering that we’ve been caught in the act.  What do you say, Lyra?”

“Um, I don’t know what to say, Princess,” Lyra said.  She looked straight at my swollen member which Marisol held clenched in her fist.  “Would sharing a lover be improper?”

Marisol barked out a laugh.  “Yes, it would!  Doesn’t that excite you?”

She let me go and stood up.  In a very practiced motion, Marisol disrobed herself of her dress in an instant.  It fell down to her feet leaving her only in a tight white corset that pushed up her impressively large breasts.  I drooled at the sight of her, even Lyra looked at the Princess with envious lust.

Marisol ran a finger under my chin and pointed my eyes up towards her.  She grinned down at me.  “I take it you like what you see, Sylvia?”

I nodded dumbly.  “Yes, I very much do.  How may I serve you, Princess?”

She giggled and placed a foot on the sofa to my side.  Her trimmed blonde slit was mere inches from my face.  “While Lyra thinks about whether she wishes to join us or not, why don’t you show me these mouth skills of yours?  Let us see if you can indeed bring me to an orgasm like Lyra described.”

​Marisol placed a hand on the back of my head and drew me in.  I ran my tongue up her wet slit and flicked her clit with the tip.  The Princess shuddered and her fingers clutched my hair.  I wrapped my arms underneath her hips to keep her steady as I plunged face first into her hot pussy.

​It was delicious.  I could taste her sweet honey soap mingled with her tangy nectar.  I swirled my tongue around her lips and drove it inside of her.

​“Oh my god!” Marisol shouted.  Her voice quivered.  “Sylvia, you have the forked tongue of a devil!  I wasn’t expecting this to feel so good!”

​As I continued to devour the Princess, I felt the sofa shift underneath me as someone sat down.  Lyra had laid down on the opposite end.  Her skirt was hiked up over her hips and her stocking covered legs were spread open as she fingered herself.  My cock twitched at the sexy sight of Lyra pleasuring herself to our show.

​I went back to pleasuring the Princess with my mouth.  Marisol thighs quaked against my cheeks.  I punched my tongue inside of her and sucked on her lips.  She humped her pussy forward onto my face as she squealed out from her climax.

​“It’s happening!” Marisol shrieked out.  “I’m cumming!  I’m cumming!”

​I held her hips tight in my iron grip and continued to eat her out.  She shivered in my grasp as I licked her clean of her scrumptious juices.

​“S-Sylvia, p-please, no m-more,” she stuttered.

​I kissed her pussy before I took my head away.  I tossed Marisol onto the sofa, between me and Lyra.  Lyra was still fiercely fingering herself on her end of the sofa.  Marisol had her hand over her chest, her breathing was hard as she stared up at the ceiling.

​“That was amazing,” she breathed out.  “You’re the first person to make me cum, Sylvia.  And you did it with your mouth!”

​“Why not help Lyra, then?” I whispered in her ear.  “She’s so close to her own orgasm.  Look at her fingers fly through her slick tunnel!  Taste her Princess, you’ll become addicted, I swear.”

​Marisol looked at Lyra.  The girl was circling her hips, trying to entice either me or Marisol to help her to completion.  I licked my lips, fully prepared to dive in but Marisol leaned down and put her hands on Lyra’s inner thighs.

​Lyra moaned.  “Princess, I’m so close.  Would you honor me by helping get me off?”

​“I don’t know what to do,” Marisol muttered.  She looked scared and confused once her face was so close to her first woman’s vagina.  “What do I do?”

​“Just put your mouth on it and lick it, Princess,” I whispered in her ear again.  I stood up from the sofa and stood over Lyra.  She reached up with her free hand and grabbed hold of my cock.  “Mmmmm, wonderful Lyra.  Can you please suck on me while the Princess practices on you?”

​Lyra happily brought her mouth up to my penis and sucked it into her mouth.  Marisol gasped at the sight of her maid swallowing my cock.  Evidently, putting a cock into her mouth never occurred to her as well.  I groaned and slid it up and down her tongue.  It poked the entrance of her throat, but the maid wasn’t skilled enough just yet to take me fully.

​Marisol watched us transfixed with our oral play.  She shook her head, knocking herself out of her hypnotism and focused on Lyra again.  She took a deep breath and dove straight in.  Lyra squeaked and sucked on my penis harder.

​I didn’t want to cum, but the warmth and wetness of Lyra’s sucking mouth was too good.  I thrust forward and made the poor girl gag.  I was getting close.  Hearing Marisol’s happy moaning while she licked Lyra’s pussy only made me more aroused.

​Lyra sucked hard and her eyes snapped shut.  Her body quivered and Marisol squealed in surprise as she brought the maid to a shuddering orgasm.  The intensely erotic sight of Lyra’s face as she rode through her climax triggered me.

​My cock popped out of the maid’s mouth and I shot copious amounts of cum all over her face and clothing.  I couldn’t stop myself from completely covering Lyra in my seed.  Marisol jumped up from between Lyra’s thighs and gasped in horror.

​“No!  Don’t lose it!” she shouted out.

Marisol grabbed my still ejaculating penis and was hit in the face by the last of my squirting.  I thought she would have recoiled in disgust, but she threw herself forward and took my semi hard cock into her mouth to save my erection.  She was still inexperienced in giving a blowjob, but her eager sucking attempts were arousing in itself.

“Oh Princess, please, I’m still very sensitive,” I groaned.  “Your mouth feels exquisite, but it’s painful to force it to stay so hard”

Marisol spit out my penis and licked her lips clean of the leftover cum.  She still maintained a hold on it, but stroked it very gently.  “I’m sorry, but please, I must have this inside of me!  I can’t wait much longer!”

Lyra wiped the sticky mess from her face with her blouse.  Her clothing was ruined.  It was a good thing we had plenty of outfits she could change into afterwards.

“Let us go to your bedroom, Princess,” I said as I scooped her up into my arms.  She looked up at me with a look of adoration, her hands rested over her chest.  “If I am going to fuck you properly, I want it to be in your bed.”

I carried the Princess to her bed chambers.  Lyra followed us dutifully from behind and stripped out of her soiled uniform, leaving only her thigh length stockings.  She knew how much I enjoyed it when she wore those.

I gently placed the Princess onto the bed and crawled in beside her.  I ran a hand up her smooth, soft thigh and cupped her pussy.  She was so gushing wet.  I slid a finger inside of her as I kissed her on the lips.  I could still taste the salty, sweetness of my cum.

Lyra slipped onto the bed and spooned me from behind, her pert breasts pressed against my back.  She nibbled on my earlobe and ground her groin on my thigh.  Both girls were so horny and I was glad that Marisol had saved my cock from retreating back into my body.

I flipped on top of Marisol, the action took her breath away.  She looked so vulnerable underneath me.  She eyed my cock as I pointed it at her sopping wet vagina.  She bit her lower lip and grabbed me and guided my cockhead to her entrance.

“It’s so big, Sylvia.  To think you were hiding such a monster from me,” she breathed out.  She looked me in the eyes.  “Fuck me, Sylvia.  I command it.”

I did not need any command to do so.  I pushed into Marisol and stretched her walls open to accommodate my girthy member.  He tilted her head backwards and wailed out her pleasure.

Lyra scooted next to Marisol and rubbed the Princess’s clit while I eased more of myself into her.  “It’s so big, isn’t it Princess?  It was so much for me the first time Lady Sylvia fucked me, but I grew accustomed to it.  I don’t think anything smaller can satisfy me now.”

​“Yes!” Marisol squeaked out.  “It’s far larger than anything I’ve taken before!  Sylvia, you’re wonderful!”

​“Thank you, Princess,” I grunted.  Despite her countless suitors, Marisol was still incredibly tight.  “Pardon my intrusion, Princess, but I’m going to start fucking you now.”

​I wasn’t asking for her permission now.  I grabbed the Princess’s hips and dragged her body onto my cock and slammed her against my groin.  She shrieked and Lyra’s fingers quickened on Marisol’s clit.

​The Princess grit her teeth, her large breasts swung freely as I relentlessly fucked her.  I dug my fingers into her soft, pampered flesh.  So many knights had the Princess before me.  I fantasized about this day, but never had the courage to expose my secret to her.  My worries about Marisol not accepting me were expelled.  The ecstatic expression plastered on her face was all I needed to know that I succeeded where so many others had failed.

​“Does this please you, Princess?” I growled at her.  “Is the cock of a female knight up to your standards?”

​“I want nothing else!” she screamed out.  “Harder, Sylvia!  I want it harder!  You’re stirring up my passions more than any man has ever done!”

​I pounded harder into my Princess and unleashed all the lust I had kept hidden away from her.  Lyra was touching herself again as she continued to play with Marisol.  Marisol’s eyes went wide and her back arched.  Her pussy clamped tight around me and I buried myself deep inside of her.  Her walls tried to suck me deeper inside of her as she came.

​“Yesssss!  Sylvia, I’m cumming!” Marisol screamed as she thrashed around underneath me.

​I kissed her deeply as she came down from her wild orgasm.  She ran her hands through my hair, her warm legs wrapped around my hips.  Lyra kissed the sides of the princess’s face, desire and envy burned in her eyes from watching the princess’s second orgasm.

​“Sylvia,” Marisol exhaled.  “Did you not cum?  I did not feel that hot, explosion of pleasure that Lyra had described.  And you are still very hard inside of me.”

​“No, Princess, I did not.” I kissed her on the chin.  “I’m close, but it is still so soon from when I first came from Lyra’s blowjob.  May I continue fucking you?”

​Marisol shuddered.  “Are you trying to kill me, Sylvia?  You are the first one to ever bring to me orgasm!  I want your cum inside of me so badly, but I don’t know how much more I can take that thick cock of yours!”

​“Please fuck me instead, Sylvia!” Lyra pleaded.  Her face was flushed bright red.  “I’ve been patient, but there’s an itch inside of me that only you can reach.  Use me to fill up the Princess, please!”

​How could I deny that sort request?  “Get on top of Marisol, Lyra.”

​I pulled out of Marisol who then gasped when it popped out of her vagina.  Lyra reluctantly crawled on top of the Princess.  It was a beautiful sight.  Two naked, gorgeous ladies pressed together with their tight pussies presented to me.

​“You’re such a naughty girl for keeping Sylvia all to yourself, Lyra,” Marisol said.  She pulled her maid by the cheeks down to meet her lips in a passionate kiss.  “Mmmm, to think this is what I have been missing this entire time!  No wonder all of those men could not satisfy me.”

​I licked my lips hungrily as I watched the two of them make out with one another.  I positioned myself behind Lyra and pushed my cock into her wet cunt.  She shivered and moaned as I plunged deep into her in one stroke.

​Lyra was used to my girth at this point.  I could fuck her as hard as I wanted to with no worries.  I grasped each of her full buttocks and squeezed them roughly as I thrust in from behind her.  Lyra grunted with each stiff lunge I gave her.  Marisol kept her lips locked with the maid’s so that she could breathe in the other girl’s pleasure.

​My first time with Lyra in the kitchen was risky and foolish.  But I felt her carnal curiosity towards me and I couldn’t help myself.  Ever since then we had been finding secret places in the castle for our nightly rendezvouses.  I had never expected the Princess to be part of our sex games, despite my fantasies towards her.

​Something deep inside of me was boiling.  I was already close with Marisol.  Using Lyra’s well trained pussy was quickly bringing me closer and closer with each hard poke into her slippery canal. 

I slipped out of Lyra and slammed unexpectedly into Marisol.  The Princess wailed into the maid’s mouth.  I pumped three times into her before I switched back to Lyra.  A tremor ran up my thighs, up my spine, and through my arms.  Dipping between the two rapidly felt amazing.  The subtle differences of their innards made it all the more pleasurable.

In the middle of my last switch, just as the head of my penis touched Lyra’s entrance, she came as I sank myself inside of her.  I grit my teeth together to stave off my orgasm as Lyra’s cunt tried to greedily coax out my seed for herself.

As my Princess had requested, I pulled out of the maid and planted myself firmly inside Marisol where I unloaded my semen.  My hot cream splashed into her belly.  Immediately, the Princess’s body tensed and the walls of her inner prison collapsed around me, holding me firmly in place.

Marisol’s arms went around Lyra and her fingernails dug into the poor girl’s back.  They held their lips steadfastly compressed together while they were both in the throws of their own climaxes.

I kept myself seated inside of Marisol for as long as possible, but my magical penis inevitably shrank back into my body.  Once it disappeared, I felt a deep satisfaction that I never felt before that night with the witch in the cave.

I laid down on the bed with the two girls.  If the King ever found out about this it would be my head on a spike, but it was well worth the risk.  Princess Marisol cuddled up next to me and Lyra took up my other side.  I wrapped my arms around both of them and dreamed of what the future held for little threesome.

The Princess had asked if the witch had cursed me, but as I lay contentedly with these two beautiful women, I knew that wasn’t true.  This was something that I had always wanted.  This was a gift.


Sheltered By the Futa Elves

Futa-on-Female Menage


​I was lost.  There was no way around it.  I was definitely lost.  My name is Maria Hillgrove and I am a traveling bard.  A bard with a terrible sense of direction.

​It’s true that it is dangerous to travel alone as a female bard, but I liked the sense of danger that it provided.  Nothing gets the creative juices flowing like a bit of adversity and adventure.  Danger like having to run away from the last tavern I was staying at once the tavern keeper’s wife caught me with my head between her husband’s legs.

​It was a shame too.  The older tavern keeper used to be a seasoned adventurer himself.  Not only did he keep his body in fantastic shape after retirement, but his libido did not seem to have diminished one bit.  One complement of my brunette hair and I was quickly on my knees ready to blow him away.

​As soon as I got a good look at his thick club, the wife entered the cellar where we had secreted ourselves away.  She had a butcher knife and a red rage in her eyes.  Needless to say, I ran out of town as quickly as possible.  So quickly that I did not have enough time to grab my lute.

​Even as I ran for my life, I couldn’t get the thought of the tavern keeper’s enormous mallet out of my head.  It would have been wonderful!  Gods, I haven’t had something that large in such a long time.

I had run off the road and into the woods to lose my pursuer, but I was so distracted by my perverse thoughts that I had gotten turned around when I finally stopped to catch my breath.  I certainly had lost my hunter but I had also become lost.  I sat down on a fallen tree and tried to gather my thoughts while I rested.

​I cursed myself for abandoning my instrument even though my life was in danger.  A bard’s instrument was her life!  I mourned the loss of it.  Surely the tavern keeper’s wife would smash it to bits once she got home and found it.

​I still had my money pouch and dagger so other than my lute and a few changes of clothing it wasn’t the worst situation I had gotten myself in.  I crossed my legs, rested my chin in the palm of my hand, and sighed.  My damned, infernal sexual urges screwed me over again.

​Traveling alone can get very lonely.  Especially for a slut like myself.  Bard was my profession, but whoring was my passion.  Well, technically not whoring.  Whores at least get paid.  I fucked around solely for the pleasure of it.

Once I was well-rested, I hopped off the log and dusted off the front of my leather trousers.  I looked up at the sky.  It was getting late and if I didn't find the road soon, I would need to find shelter.  I stuck my tongue out in disgust.  I hated having to rough it out in the wild.

​I ventured out and picked a direction that I thought was close enough.  After a few minutes of wandering, it only felt as if I were going deeper into the woods.  Nothing of the scenery looked familiar.

​My ears perked up.  The sound of running water.  A river!  If I followed that then I most likely would come across people or a settlement of some sort.

I pushed my way through the shrubbery and the trees and came out to a large clearing where I found a slow-moving stream.  I bent down and scooped up the water and drank it in deeply to quench my thirst.  I sighed with satisfaction and looked around.

I froze in surprise as I spotted two figures in the water farther upstream.  They appeared to be washing, but the more I focused on them, the more I realized that they were doing much more than cleaning.

​The two figures were two women, one with long blonde hair and the other was a brunette like me but darker.  They were not nude but wore thin, white dresses.  They were not only just facing each other but they were embracing one another.  Their faces were pressed together in a passionate kiss and they were so engrossed that they had not noticed me appear out of the woods.

​I slowly got up and walked closer to them along the bank of the river.  Once I could hear the audible smacking of their lips, I coughed to announce my presence.  Instead of startling them, they calmly turned to me as if they were already expecting me.  It was just then that I noticed their ears poking through their hair.

​Elves!

​The blonde one cradled the other against her breast and smiled up at me.  I didn’t know any Elvish.  I should have paid more attention to Bard College!

​“Hello,” I said slowly as if my slower speech would somehow bridge the language barrier.  “I am lost.  Do you know where the road is?”

The blonde elf chuckled.  "I understand Common, traveler.  Don't worry.  We heard you scurrying around in the woods.  You won't be able to make it back to the road before nighttime, unfortunately."

​I sighed, both grateful that she understood me but also from the revelation that I would have to be roughing it tonight.  I put my hands on my hips and stared up at the sky.  I glared at the sun for betraying me.

​“We can shelter you for the night.  It would be dangerous for a lady to sleep outdoors by herself, especially a human,” the elf said.

​I looked down at my savior and smiled.  “Thank you!  Although, I wouldn’t really consider myself to be a lady.  I can pay you for the trouble of keeping me for the night.”

​“There’s no need,” she said back with a smile.  “We would enjoy the company.  My name is Syllia.  And this is my lover Selphie.”

​Selphie looked at me curiously but clung shyly to Syllia’s breast.  I had never met lesbian elves before in my travels.  I had women lovers myself before in the past but I had a strong preference for men.  Nothing could beat a big, thick cock in my opinion.

"Well, thank you for the hospitality, Syllia, and Selphie," I said with a bow.  "My name is Maria and I am in your gratitude."

Both women walked to the edge of the river, hand in hand.  Through the wet, thin cloth of their white dresses, I could see their perfectly curved forms.  Their breasts were almost fully visible as were their fully erect nipples.

​I snapped my eyes to meet theirs.  Syllia smiled at me knowingly.  I had been caught looking.  Elvish beauty was renowned for a reason.

​A warm breeze circled around us.  It seemed to center itself around Syllia and Selphie.  Leaves whirled around their bare feet, caught fire, and were instantly reduced to ash.  When the mini whirlwind died down, both elves were completely dry.  Elvish magic was also highly renowned.

They led me back into the woods.  We crisscrossed our way through the trees until we came upon a clearing with a large tree at the center.  It was old with long, gnarled branches tipped with blooming pink flowers.

Syllia and Selphie went up to the tree and pressed their palms against the bark.  The bark split open into the shape of a doorway and they stepped through.  They beckoned me to follow them inside.

Now, I have been all over the kingdom and stayed in some pretty memorable places.  But I had never stayed the night inside of a magical tree before.  I looked up at the sky once more.  It was already twilight and it would be pitch black not too long from now.  I sighed to myself and followed the two elves into their home.

As soon as I stepped over the threshold, the bark closed up behind me.  It was unnerving how trapped I felt, but it was better than wandering the woods at night.  Syllia and Selphie didn’t feel like they had ill intent towards me, but I kept my dagger close at hand just to be safe.

The room wasn't anything I had seen before.  The floor was flattened wood resembling any other home except it was all one solid piece rather than planks.  There was a table that looked like a huge flat mushroom in the center and the chairs that surrounded it was made of some kind of green, vine-like material woven together.

A stone fireplace was at the farthest portion of the room and it looked like it had been burning even before we got here.  How did this big tree not burn down?  I looked up and I was amazed how hollow it was from the inside!  There was a giant, spiraling staircase protruding from the sides of the tree that lead to alcoves that must have been separate rooms.

I realized that my jaw was hanging open as I stared up at the magnificent sight.  I snapped it closed in embarrassment.  Syllia chuckled at my amazement.

“Is this your first time in an elvish home?” Syllia asked.

“Well, yes.  Are they all like this?” I asked back while extending out my arms to gesture all around the room.

“More or less,” she shrugged.  “I raised this home myself, along with Selphie.  My mother provided me with a seed from our ancestral home tree when I told her I wished to leave the city.”

“A seed?  You grew this entire home from a seed?” I asked unbelievingly.  “How long did that take?”

"Not that long.  With some magic, plenty of sun and water, it only took a little over a century." Syllia walked over to the fireplace and stirred a pot that was placed close to the fire.  "I wish to expand it a bit more, however.  Maybe shape a balcony or two?  Selphie is better at homemaking than I am, so I'll have to lean on her expertise to get that done."

Selphie smiled shyly at me and sat down on one of the vine chairs.  It seemed to form around as she sat down.  Only a century she said?  I knew elves had insanely long life spans, but I had only been alive for only about a quarter of the time it took to grow this tree!  If that was short for her, just how old were the both of them?

Selphie patted the seat next to her.  I looked curiously at the dark-haired girl and she turned her face.

“Don’t mind Selphie.  She’s not used to humans,” Syllia said.  She placed down two bowls of some kind of soup onto the table and they sunk slightly in.  “Selphie is particularly scared of men, but she seems to have taken a liking to you.  Please, sit down and eat.”

My stomach growled and I did as Syllia asked.  I sat down on the vine chair cautiously.  It bounced underneath me but held firmly once I was properly seated.  The dish smelled amazing.  I took a bite of the creamy mushroom soup and couldn’t help myself as I started to madly devour it.

Selphie put a hand over her mouth to hide her giggling as she watched me wolf down the soup.  Syllia sat down next to her lover and was amused by my ravenous hunger.

"My, aren't you hungry." Syllia handed a spoon to Selphie who took a much more refined approach to eat.  "You must have been starving.  How did you get lost in our woods?"

I wiped my mouth after scraping the bowl clean.  “Yes, well, thank you for the food.  That certainly hit the spot.  As for how I got myself lost in the woods, well, I was… pursued?”

“Pursued?” Selphie spoke up for the first time.  Her pointed elven ears had perked up at the word.

“Oh, nothing to be concerned about,” I said with my hands raised in an attempt to calm her fears.  “Just a bit of a personal… squabble.  Nothing dangerous.”

Selphie didn’t look convinced.  She looked over to Syllia who smirked back at her.  Syllia looked me in the eyes.

“Was this squabble over another man?” Syllia asked.

My eyebrows shot up in surprise.  “How did you guess that?”

Syllia chuckled.  “It’s written all over your face.  I’m very good at discerning truths from people’s eyes.”

I reflexively closed my eyes and turned away from her.  "Oh, well, that's interesting.  But yes, it was over a man.  Her husband."

“You were trying to steal away her husband?” Selphie asked astonished.

I barked out a laugh and shook my head, letting my hair fly across my shoulders.  “No, no!  I wasn’t trying to steal him.  I just wanted to borrow him for a while.  Well, more specifically, borrow what he had in his pants."

Selphie, who was so quiet before, just couldn't stop asking me more questions.  "You mean his penis?  Did you want to sleep with him?  But he was married!  Why would he cheat on his wife?"

I looked at Syllia who smiled back at me.  She seemed to be enjoying Selphie’s open curiosity.  Another part of a bard’s profession, aside from singing, is telling their patrons story.  And Selphie had those same excited eyes that I usually saw in those looking for a good story.

“Well, you see, I came upon this town maybe two days.  Tired, hungry, and in need of coin, I naturally made my way to the local tavern.  It was called the Careless Crossbow and it was owned by an older adventurer and his young wife,” I said.  Selphie seemed to be interested in the story, her elbows rested on the mushroom table. 

“He was very handsome.  He had the physique of a warrior at least two decades younger and he had a golden mane with flecks of silver intermingled within.  His wife was quite beautiful as well.  She was shorter in stature, half a head shorter than me, and she had the most exquisitely green, emerald eyes I’ve ever seen.

I did not plan on having sex with him, but on the second day of my stay, he lured me down to the tavern basement with a promise of paying me with a special bottle of wine.  There, he began to seduce me.”

Selphie wrinkled her nose up in disgust.  "That pig!  How could he try to seduce another woman like that!  That's one of the reasons why I hate human men.  Did you try to stop him?"  To Selphie's shock, I shook my head.  "No, in fact, I quite liked his advance.  You see, I just can't resist men.  Even married ones.  I must be cursed or something.  He told me how beautiful I was and how much he couldn't get me out of his mind.  The night before, when he was making love to his wife, he was thinking about me.

That sort of talk would frighten any normal girl.  But I have an uncanny ability to attract these sorts of men.  They just know that is what I want to hear.  I placed my hand on his barrel chest and I teasingly squeezed the hard muscle underneath.  He wrapped me in his burly arms and drew me against his body and kissed me.  His hands went down to my butt and he kneaded them like fresh dough.”

Just to be sure I wasn’t going too far, I paused.  Selphie had developed a blush on her cheeks but it didn’t seem like she was offended.  Syllia put an arm around Selphie’s shoulders and nodded for me to go on.

“I was on fire with lust,” I continued.  “On my stomach, I felt his hard member growing.  It was gigantic!  I had to see it!  I pushed him back to sit on an old barrel and I got down onto my knees.  Hastily, I pulled down his trousers and I was rewarded with an epic sight!  His cock was as thick and long as a dwarven warrior’s arm.  It looked mighty enough to split a boulder.  I took it into my hands.  This was a cock that songs were written about!”

“Did you suck him?” Selphie croaked out.  She leaned so far forward on the table that I could almost see down her dress.  “Oh, sorry, please continue!”

“Oh, I wanted to so badly.  There was precum on the end of his cock.  It smelled like ambrosia.  I stuck my tongue out and just before I could sample his magical essence…  BAM!  The door to the ceiler erupted open and his wife came charging down the stairs with a knife!  Before I could even taste his nectar, I was chased into the wilderness as I fleed for my life.  And that is how came upon the two of you, my saviors.”

Selphie sighed with discontent and let her head droop down to the table.  “Oh!  That must have been so frustrating!”

I chuckled.  “I thought you were on the side of the wife?”

“Yes,” Selphie said.  “And no.”

“Oh?  And why do you say no?” I asked the elven girl.

“Well, the two of you were already going to do it anyway.  If you had at least had sex with tavern keeper, the two of you would have been happy with the sex.  But since she chased you away before you could, no one is happy.  Not you or the tavern keeper because you didn’t get to satisfy your, albeit immoral, lust, and not the tavern keeper’s wife because she most likely turned her knife on her husband when she arrived back at the tavern.”

I nodded and shrugged.  “Yes, and I knew it would have been unfair to cheat with her husband, but I just can’t get that cock out of my mind!  I lost my lute when I had to run away so quickly, but my deepest regret was not having ridden his magnificent manhood!”

Syllia chuckled and we both turned to her.  “Maybe there was a better way?”

I looked at her curiously.  “A better way, how?”

“A way that you could have all been satisfied,” she said.  “Did it never occur to you to maybe ask if she was willing to share her husband?”

I was blown away by her response.  “Share her husband?  Of course not!  What woman would share their husband?”

Syllia tightened her grip around Selphie’s shoulders.  “You never know until you ask.  Have you never been with two people at the same time before?”

I shook my head, flabbergasted.  “No!  Never!”

“If you had asked the tavern keeper’s wife, who knows what may have happened.  Instead of running deep into the woods, maybe you would have been in their bedroom with her husband’s cock buried deep inside of you?” Syllia said.

Selphie spun around to look at her lover.  “Syllia!”

Syllia kissed her on the forehead.  “Selphie is very shy when it comes to sex.  It’s nice to see her be so interested.  Thank you for your story, Maria.”

“Yeah, of course, it was my pleasure,” I said distractedly.

My mind was reeling with what Syllia had just said.  What if I had just asked the tavern keeper’s wife if I could sleep with her husband?  Would she have agreed?  Would the three of us have really piled into their bed together?

I looked at Selphie and Syllia.  Both elven women looked so beautiful curled up together.  They looked back at me with curiosity as I daydreamed.

“Is something wrong, Maria?” Syllia asked.  “I didn’t upset you, did I?”

“No, of course not.  I was just thinking about what you said,” I said.  “How did the two of you meet?”

Syllia cradled Selphie’s head in her arms and rested her cheek on it.  “We have been in love longer than most kingdoms have existed.  It has been so long since we first met that we cannot remember our first meeting.”

Selphie broke from Syllia’s grasp and cupped her hands around the other woman’s ear.  She whispered something to her lover who smiled in response.

“What is it?” I asked.

“There is something Selphie wants to ask you,” Syllia said.  Selphie looked back to Syllia and shook her head.  “Come on, Selphie.  You have already talked to Maria.  Ask her, it will be alright.”

Selphie let out a whine and turned to me.  Her eyes were shifted to the side to avoid mine.  “Maria, do you have any interest in other women?”

My eyes widened in the direction this was going.  “Well, yes.  I do love sleeping with women.  Not as much as I do with men, though.”

She turned her eyes to me and gave me a shy smile.  “That’s good to hear.  I really liked your story.  Would you… would you like to sleep with us?”

I had a feeling that was where she was going.  But hearing those words come from such a shy girl was still shocking.

“Have the two of you ever done anything like this before?” I asked them.

“Once or twice.” Syllia lovingly brushed Selphie’s hair out of her eyes.  “Selphie likes you, as do I.  We don’t get many visitors out here.  You weren’t able to satisfy your lust with the tavern keeper, perhaps we can substitute for him?”

“Yes, I would love to,” I said quickly.  “Although, I don’t think you could really substitute for the tavern keeper.”

Syllia chuckled and stood up.  “Selphie, come here.”

Selphie followed and stood in front of me.  Syllia grabbed the straps of Selphie’s dress and slid them down her shoulders.  I watched with rapt interest as Syllia undressed her lover in front of me.

Syllia slowly dropped the dress down Selphie’s chest.  My mouth watered when her perky breasts were revealed.  Her nipples were pink and solidly erect, perfect mouthfuls.  Farther down it went revealing her taut stomach.  Finally, Syllia pushed the dress all the way down to the floor and my jaw dropped.

It was small, but Selphie had a cock between her legs!  Syllia wrapped her arms around the naked girl’s waist and let her hands slide down her stomach down to her cock.  Selphie groaned and shivered as her lover played with her body in front of me.

Selphie was a woman!  How could she have a cock?  Syllia, reading my mind, chuckled.  She gripped Selphie's small penis in her long, elegant fingers and made the girl gasp in surprise.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it, Maria?” Syllia cooed against Selphie’s bare neck.  “It’s not as big as the tavern keeper’s, though, is what you’re thinking to yourself, correct?  But don’t worry, I can change that.”

Syllia massaged Selphie’s cock and it began to grow.  And no, I didn't mean it started to become erect.  It enlarged.

It started around the size of my thumb but quickly expanded into something a giant would be proud of!  Thick as my wrist and as long as my forearm, it instantly surpassed the tavern keeper’s dick.

My jaw hung open.  This sweet, innocent elven girl had the largest cock I had ever seen!  Syllia stroked it furiously while Selphie moaned softly.

“How did you do that?” I asked stupidly.  The answer was obvious.

“With magic,” Syllia said simply.  “I can do the same for you, as well, if you would like.”

While Syllia continued to jerk Selphie, she reached into a side cupboard and extracted a vial filled with a pink liquid.  She set it on the table and pushed it towards me.  I picked it up to examine the contents momentarily, but my eyes were drawn back to Selphie’s enormous elven prick.

“No, I don’t think I do.  Thank you, though.” I pocketed the vial and leaned forward in my chair to get a closer look.  “But, I have to admit, I am fascinated.  Do you also have one?”

“Yes, I do.  Would you like to see it?” Syllia asked and I nodded energetically. 

Syllia chuckled and stopped her caressing of Selphie who then whined.  Syllia came up beside Selphie and effortlessly shrugged off her dress.  It fell down her beautifully curved body and revealed the same thumb-sized penis.  She grabbed ahold of it and it instantly enlarged to the same size as Selphie's.

Now there were two of the largest cocks I had ever seen in front of me!  I stared at them awestruck.  Selphie looked away from me shyly with a balled-up fist covering her mouth.  Syllia stood there proudly and fisted her large member in front of me.

I felt a tingle rush up my spine.  I stood up out of my chair and dropped down to my knees beneath the two of them.  They pointed their rock hard cocks in front of my face and I swooned with delight.

I took both shafts into my hands.  Selphie let out a sweet, innocent moan and Syllia let out a full-throated groan.  I laughed to myself as I held onto each pole.  I felt the hot pulse of blood surge through their veins.

I licked my lips and couldn't decide where to start.  Like the tavern keeper, a speckle of thick precum had formed at the tips of their penises.  Not being able to choose, I pressed their cockheads together and lashed my tongue against both of them at the same time.

The taste was incredible!  Sweet like honey and warm like a summer day.  I had slept with elven men before and their cum was always delicious, but I had never slept with an elven woman, especially one with a penis.  There was no comparison.  I had to have more!

I crammed both of their cocks into my mouth.  Their fingers curled through my thick hair.  Selphie tried to push me away while Syllia tried to urge me to them deeper into my overly cramped cavity.

“I’m too sensitive, Maria!” Selphie whined.

“Flick your tongue around more, Maria!” Syllia pressed.

I pumped their shafts rapidly as I sucked on them harder and harder.  My face felt hot.  My jaw ached.  But I couldn’t be happier.

Selphie was the first one to climax.  Her hot, sweet nectar drenched my tongue and I greedily swallowed it down.  As I started to swallow, Syllia shot out her cream as well!  I was overwhelmed with the sticky liquid that coated my throat, but I was determined to not spill a single drop.

I drank their cum down in big, heavy gulps.  And when I finished swallowing, I jerked their cocks more to squeeze out any lingering morsels.  I sighed contently spit out their saliva-coated penises.

“That was delicious,” I said dreamily.  I lifted Selphie’s wilting, but still oversized, cock to examine her groin.  “But how can you make such tasty cum without any balls?”

Where there was supposed to be a sack was an unmistakable vagina.  I licked Selphie’s slit and she shivered.  It was just as sensitive as her cock, it seemed.  And just as flavorful.

“Magic, of course,” Syllia said.  She grabbed me by the collar of my shirt and pulled me to my feet.  “Now, let’s get these clothes off.”

Both girls giggled and started to undo the buttons of my shirt and trousers.  Deft, graceful fingers pulled at the fabric of my clothing.  Syllia yanked down my leather pants and Selphie pulled off my shirt until I stood naked with them.

Selphie looked at my large breasts with wonder.  Elves were naturally more slender and petite.  It was rare for any of their kind to develop breasts as large as mine, at least naturally.

I took the girl’s head and cradled her against my chest like I had seen Syllia do before.  Immediately, she latched her mouth around my erect lip and sucked on it fervently, her hands groped my tits as she did.

Syllia smiled in amusement and latched herself onto my other nipple.  I held their heads tightly against my chest, my hands full of their dark brown and blonde hair.

Slowly, I was pushed backwards until we reached the mushroom table.  I lay back on it and was surprised when it softened underneath me.  It became softer than any bed I had ever laid on at any inn I had ever stayed at.

Syllia and Selphie crawled onto the table with me without unlatching their lips from my breasts.  Their hands went down to my crotch and they prodded my wet entrance with their long fingers.  I arched my back and the back of my head sank into the squishy flesh of the mushroom.

“Oh gods, that feels good,” I whimpered.

Selphie let go of my nipple and looked me in the eyes.  “Can I fuck you, Maria?  Please?”

I nodded vigorously and spread my legs wider than they already were.  Selphie climbed on top of me.  Her body looked so frail and delicate which contrasted heavily with the monstrous penis that was aimed straight at my pussy.

“You’re shaking,” Syllia whispered in my ear and nibbled on my earlobe.  “Tell her how much you want it.”

“Selphie, stick that fat cock inside of me stir me up on the inside,” I growled at Syllia’s shy lover.  “I want your thick, hard dick inside of me so bad.  Fuck me as rough as you want, make me scream!”

Selphie grabbed onto my hips and pushed her cock forward.  I gritted my teeth together and groaned with anguished lust.  She rammed in a good half of herself inside of me, but I already felt so full!

Syllia placed a palm over my stomach as Selphie began to savagely fuck me.  “My, oh my, I can feel her stabbing inside of you.  Are you enjoying yourself, Maria?”

I nodded and tears blurred my vision.  “Oh gods, yes!  Selphie, harder, please!”

The elven girl had centuries of experience and it showed.  Her pumping was constant and she did not slow down one bit.  Despite her seemingly fragile physique, Selphie had extraordinary stamina.

Syllia crawled away from and knelt behind Selphie.  Her cock was thoroughly engorged again.  She pushed the girl down on top of me.  I cradled her head between my breasts again as she madly humped into my wet cunt.

“Spread your legs, Selphie, I wish to enter you,” Syllia said with a bit of a sadistic edge to her voice.

“Yes, Syllia,” Selphie murmured from between my tits.

Obediently, Selphie spread her legs and exposed her pussy hidden underneath her cock to Syllia.  Syllia slammed into Selphie who squeaked and shuddered against me.  With each thrust Syllia threw into Selphie, it felt as if Selphie’s cock ballooned even thicker inside of me.

I chewed on Selphie’s pointed, elven ear and wrapped my legs around her waist.  I was at the bottom of the sandwich and, even though neither woman weighed all that much, the pressure of their bodies pressing me down onto the mushroom enhanced my pleasure greatly.

“I’m cumming, Selphie!” I shouted in the elf girl’s ear.  “Oh gods, you’re so big!  Please cum inside of me, Selphie!  I want that hot elven cum to fill me fully!”

She thrust forward and froze.  Syllia did not pause as Selphie and I shared an explosive orgasm.  I clutched the girl tightly against my chest and groaned up at the spiraling staircase of the tree as I milked her for everything she had left.

There was so much spraying out of her cock!  There had to have been more than when she shot off in my mouth.  Selphie whimpered and moaned as she shot out thick, heavy loads inside of me.

Even as she calmed down from her climax, she continued to groan as Syllia fucked her from behind.  Syllia pulled Selphie off of me and used her arms as handles while she rammed into her lover from behind.

“Did you enjoy cumming inside the human slut, Selphie?” Syllia shouted.  Her eyes flared with sparks of magical energy.

“Yes!  It felt so good, Syllia!  Human pussy feels so good!  I love cumming inside of their cunts!” Selphie looked down at me, her eyes were hazed over with an overload of lust.  “Can I do it again?  Please, Maria?  We don’t get many visitors!  I want to keep cumming!”

Oh, gods, what did I get myself into with these oversexed elves?  I sat up and ground my hips against Selphie's groin.  I took her pert little breasts into my mouth and chewed lightly on her nipples.

“You slutty elf,” I growled with her tit between my teeth.  “You’re so goddamn greedy.  A big, fat cock to fuck human sluts and a pussy for your lover to fuck.”

“I’m a slutty elf!” Selphie exclaimed in deep gasping breaths.  “I love to cum and I love to be cummed in!”

Syllia grabbed a handful of Selphie's hair and roared out.  Her beautiful, delicate features warped into a feral, warrior-like grimace.  When Syllia was fucking Selphie, I could feel her pounding into me.  I felt the gush of cum spray out from her as well like raindrops steadily thrumming my innards.

Selphie's eyes rolled into the back of her head.  She let out a long, drawn-out breath and slumped forward against my shoulder.  Her cock expelled another load of cum inside of me.  I hugged the exhausted elf and kissed a pointed ear.

“Mmmm, that was a good one, wasn’t it?” I whispered into her ear.  “Take a rest, Selphie.  I want a go with Syllia.  She looks like she might want some more.”

“Alright,” Selphie murmured tiredly.

We gently laid the drained elf down on her side and she took in long breaths to relax herself.  She leaked from the head of her cock and her pussy as well.  The sight of such a graceful, poised creature in such an obscene state was arousing.  I looked at Syllia and our eyes locked with one another.  Selphie may have been done for the count, but we still had plenty of energy.

I wrapped my hand around her extraordinary member and stroked it up and down.  It was still covered in Selphie’s warm juices and that excited me to no end.  I sucked on Syllia’s nipple to repay her for sucking on mine not too long ago.

“I take it you’re enjoying yourself,” Syllia groaned.  “Are you sure you don’t want to take the potion?  I imagine you’d grow an amazing cock of your own.”

"I haven't decided yet, this is still all so strange." I pushed Syllia down onto the mushroom and mounted her.  I rubbed the underside of her penis with my well-lubed slit.  "All I want right now are these big, fat cocks of yours.  You called me a human slut, isn't that right?"

"Yes, I certainly did." Syllia grabbed me by the hips and, with surprising strength, lifted me.  I gasped as her cock sprang up to kiss my wet cunt.  "Beg for me to stick it in you filthy human whore."

My heart was pounding.  The elves I met certainly never talked this way to me before!  Was this strong, sexual aggression due to the potion that transformed her?  No matter what it was, I loved it!

“Please, skewer me with your fat, elven prick.  I want to repay you for rescuing me with my body.  Let my tight human cunt please you, Syllia,” I begged her.

Syllia stabbed upwards and I fell onto her mighty cock.  I arched my back and circled my hips over her groin.  I couldn’t get enough of this feeling of being so overly stuffed!

I ran my hands up Syllia's white, taut stomach to her perky breasts.  I took them in my hands, rubbed her nipples between my fingers, and wildly humped myself on top of her.  My hips burned with the effort from my fucking myself on her rigid staff, but I could not stop.

Selphie laid on her side, her eyes were half shut, but she was watching us intently.  With one hand she was slowly jerking her half-erect penis and with the other, she was fingering her cunt.  Having Syllia's lover watch us screwing like lowly beasts made my stomach churn with carnal lust.  This was too addicting!

"Mmmm, your cunt is so tight!" Syllia took a handoff of her breast and guided it to her mouth.  She sucked and chewed on my finger as I bounced madly on her lap.  "We haven't had a human slut so hungry for elven seed for so long.  I can see it on your face.  You can’t get enough!”

“I need it!  Give me more, please!” I yelled back at her.

I leaned backwards and stuck two fingers into her pussy.  Syllia penis felt like it increased twofold when I did!  I rapidly fingerfucked her while I ground my pussy down on her crotch.

“Oh, Maria!” she shouted before she exploded inside of me.

Three full orgasms inside of me in one day!  I was in heaven!  My muscles tightened and then convulsed as I came as well.  My mind went wonderfully blank for a split second.

My night in Syllia and Selphie's magical tree was a lot of fun.  We didn't get any sleep whatsoever.  However, once the morning sun came up, I was full of energy.  Both girls didn't seem tired at all, either.  Maybe it was more magic or just a fantastic night of raucous debauchery that kept me awake, but in either case, I felt fantastic.

Syllia and Selphie led me to the road after one last quickie and breakfast.  They told me to come to visit them again if I was in the area.  I hugged them both and promised that I would certainly come back.  We kissed one last time and I started down the road back to the village I ran away from.

Yes, I went back to the village.  I couldn’t just leave my lute behind.  Plus, I had another reason to go back.

I entered the old tavern.  The tavern keeper was behind the bar, cleaning a glass with a rag when he spotted me and froze.  I winked at him but that did not put him at ease.

“Is your wife around, by chance?” I asked the old adventurer.

His wife appeared from the side door that led to the kitchen.  Thankfully, she did not have a butcher’s knife with her this time around.  A look of hate and disgust crossed her pretty face and she placed her hands on her full hips.  My eyes wandered down to the ample amount of cleavage her simple dress provided me.

“And what do you think you’re doing back here?  Come to try to steal my husband away again?”  she shouted at me.

I smiled back at her and thumbed the magical pink potion tucked away in my pants pocket.  “Actually, I came back to ask a question for the both of you…”


The Rogue and Futa Dragon

Futa-on-Female


There are three things that I love in this world:  treasure, adventure, and sex.  I have always been a solo type of girl.  Occasionally, I will hook up with a party for particularly difficult dungeon delving, but I prefer going at things alone at my own pace.  I also don’t have to split the reward if it’s just me.

​My profession is what other adventurers would call a thief.  I prefer to be known as a rogue.  It sounds more dignified than being called a burglar, bandit, pickpocket, or swindler.  Although,  I am known to dabble in those kinds of activities as well.

​My name is Viviana Willowcutter.  I am short for a human, just under five feet tall, and am constantly mistaken for a halfling by people who have never seen a halfling in their life.  I have dark jet black hair down the entire length of my back that I tie into a bun whenever I'm on a job.  There is no chance of me cutting my hair, it is by far my most prized possession.  I also have a rather athletically lithe body that is not only ideal for sneaking through the shadows but also perfectly buxom for attracting the perverse eye of gullible marks.  Which is how I found myself exploring an ancient, abandoned keep by my lonesome.

​Taverns are not only an excellent location to get a drink, but also a prime source of unwitting fools practically begging to have their coin purses emptied by a pretty girl such as myself.  A bit of smooth-talking and promises of wild lovemaking is enough to make any honorable warrior or saintly sage drop their guards.  Bards are the easiest marks of all.

​Falkas was a good enough looking half-elf bard.  Usually I’m not too into elves.  The men are slightly too feminine for me.  I’m a simple girl who prefers my men to be strong and muscular and my women to be blushing maidens who have never known the touch of another woman.  On that night it wasn’t the need for sex that drove me to seduce the bard, however, but business.

​Bard just can’t help themselves.  If they have a story or a secret then they just have a compulsion to tell anyone willing to listen.  A few glasses of mead, a shot of dragon whiskey or two, and Falkas’ lips were loosened to the point where he was openly telling me about the greatest discovery of his lifetime.

​“Vivianna, my dear, I swear to you that this treasure is real,” Falkas’ assured me while he swayed drunkenly closer to me.  He stank of alcohol.  I, of course, did not drink a single drop.  I merely pretended my sip on my own drink.  “This map is 100% accurate.  I’ve verified its validity in the libraries of the great wizard city of Dorn.  I battled the vicious witch who guards the ancient tomes for three days and three nights to access the information I sought…"

​I nodded along as Falkas recounted his heroic struggle against the surly librarian.  I wasn’t sure how much of his story I truly believed.  Bards were notorious for stretching the truth.

​“...but in the end, I found it!” he proudly declared.  “Corroborating evidence of a dragon’s hoard not yet unearthed!  And the best part, the dragon was most likely slain by an unnamed hero over a century ago!  All of the gold, gems, and magical artifacts are just gathering dust waiting to be claimed!”

​“If this hero killed the dragon, then why didn’t they just take the treasure for themselves then?” I asked.

​Falkas gently laid his cup on the table yet still almost managed to spill it.  He dabbed a tear from the corner of his eye with his handkerchief.  “He, or she, succumbed to their wounds.  Like any true hero of lore, they sacrificed themselves for the greater good.”

​The gears in my head were turning.  I had only planned on fleecing the bard for a few coins while he drunkenly driveled on.  But I had just hit the jackpot!  It only took a little nudge and I was able to easily convince him to take me to his room.  Not that it would have been difficult even if he wasn't drunk.

​When we entered Falkas' room, I pushed him to sit on the edge of his bed and ripped his trousers down to his knees.  I slid down to my knees and grabbed hold of his semi-hard shaft.  He was larger than the average half-elf which was a good bonus.

​“Mmmmm, I hope you have plenty of energy, baby.  I’m so horny.  I want you to fuck me until I pass out,” I said seductively while I looked up into Falkas’ unfocused eyes.

​I leaned forward and planted a kiss on the underside of the head of his penis.  No sooner did I touch it with the tip of my tongue, Falkas jerked backward and exploded.  His sudden eruption caught me off guard and I was covered in his hot semen.  Reflexively, I squeezed his cock to try to stop the flow of cum but that only seemed to cause more to come out.

​“Ooooh, Viviana!  That’s wonderful!” Falkas cried out and then fell backward.  His head hit his pillow with an audible pop followed by deep snoring.

​I just knelt at the foot of the bed, soaked in sticky semen, absolutely dumbfounded.  I was good but that was the quickest job I had ever accomplished.  I stuck a finger into my mouth to taste Falkas’ seed.  Sweet with a hint of a floral flavor like most elves.  Elves may not have been my favorite sexual partners but their cum was undeniably delicious.  What a waste!

​I did the best I could to wipe myself clean using Falkas' bedsheets while he slumbered.  I was hoping he would have at least lasted to give me an orgasm.  I hadn't even got my clothes off first and I was worried his stupid premature ejaculate was going to stain my leather armor.  After that display, I had no qualms about robbing the bard blind.  I never did before, but at least I had an excuse this time.

​It didn't take me long to find Falkas' research papers and, most importantly, his treasure map.  I helped myself to his coin purse as compensation for my ruined leathers and tied him to the bed before I slipped into the night.  If he remembered where the treasure was without the need for the map then I needed to make sure I had a good head start.

​It took a full week to locate the keep but I finally managed to track it down.  Deep in the ancient forest, I found the ruins of a vine-covered castle.  It was so overgrown with wild growth that it looked like a rolling hill.

​I spent hours hacking my way through the vegetation.  Ugh, it was situations like these where I wished I had wrangled up a couple of simpleton warriors to do the dirty work for me.  If Falkas was right then there should be plenty of treasure to go around.  I, however, am an incredibly greedy individual.

​So here I was, drudging through the dark, cold hallways of an old, forgotten castle in the search for a supposedly vast sum of unguarded treasure ready for the taking.  Falkas had been right so far, but could I really have stumbled upon a dragon’s hoard of riches so easily?

​I pushed open the double doors of what I assumed to be the main dining hall and was, to put it mildly, pleasantly surprised.  Gold coins spilled out of the doorway.  Mounds and hills and mountains of treasure-filled the room!

​Gold coins, precious gems, weaponry, armor, jewelry, and all sorts of valuables were strewn everywhere.  The stone floor was covered in a foot of coins and I hastily climbed atop the heap to enter the room.  I was overcome with so much joy that I betrayed all of my rogue instincts and filled the room with manic laughter.

​My joy quickly soured.  There was a large hill in the center of the room that pulsed and shifted as a large form shook off the coins that it had buried itself in.  Large, batlike wings spread open, their tips touched either end of the room.  The red dragon’s head reached the top of the great hall as it rose to its full height.

​“Who dares disturb my sleep unannounced?” a booming roar echoed throughout the castle.

​I stood stock-still with my mouth agape.  I had never encountered a dragon before.  The closest creature I had ever fought was a drake and it stood only six feet tall, slightly shorter than my barbarian companion.  This monster was easily twenty-foot tall, rippling with muscle, and fangs sharper and longer than any man-made sword.  I was a dead woman.

​The great lizard scanned the room, it's enormous head rolled side to side until its green-hued slitted eyes fell down on me.  "A halfling?  Have you come to burglarize my home?"

"I'm not a halfling!" I shouted back, although my voice squeaked like a mouse due to my terror.  "I'm a human!"

​“Rather short for a human, are you not?” the dragon responded.  It craned its long, powerful neck down to me so that its snout was level with my body.  Its nostrils flared and I had to dig my heels into the coin floor to stop myself from being sucked into its nose.  “Mmmmm, yes, you do smell like a human.  So you deny being a halfling but do not deny trying to rob me, is that correct?”

​My heart was pounding out of my leather chest piece.  The fact that I was still alive was a good sign.  If the beast could be talked to then it could possibly be reasoned with.  It could have eaten me in one swallow without a second thought.

​“I was led to believe that this treasure was abandoned.” I tried to sound confident despite my shaking voice.  “I had no intention of robbing you.  From the stories I was told, the dragon who guarded this treasure was long dead after a battle with a hero.”

​The dragon let out a hearty laugh that almost knocked me on my ass.  “That fool only wounded me.  It only took me a century to recover.  But that doesn’t matter.  No matter if I was dead or alive, this treasure is not for you little halfling.  Now, how should I punish you for trespassing into my domain?”

​I let out a nervous laugh and flashed a crooked smile to the dragon's big green saucer-like eyes.  "Maybe you could find it in your heart to forgive me and let me go?"

​The dragon slowly shook its head.  “No.  No, that will not do.  I cannot let you leave so easily.  But, it has been quite some time since I have had a visitor.  Tell me, what is your name?”

​“Viv… Viviana,” I squeaked out.  “Vivianna Willowcutter.”

​“My name, Vivianna Willowcutter, is Nandas, the Jealous Firebreather.  Depending on how you entertain me determines your fate, do you understand me?” Nandas asked.

​“Yes, clearly.  I very much do understand,” I said as I nodded my head frantically up and down.  “How would you like to be entertained, Nandas?  I’m quite an excellent singer.  Perhaps you would like to learn of the new stories around the world that you have missed in this past century?  Whatever you want, Nandas, I’ll do my best to please you.”

​“That’s good to hear, Viviana.  But I don’t want a song or a story.  A century is a short span for me, but even the passage of time can be quite lonely.”

Nandas raised a clawed hand and pointed a talon at my chest.  My breath froze as the dragon reached closer to me.  Nandas, with perfection precision, touched the top of my leather vest with just the barest tip of its talon and dragged it downward.  My armor sliced apart like paper and I gasped as my breasts were exposed to the leer of the giant beast.

“Um, what do you think you are doing, Nandas?” I asked.  I threw my arms over my chest to cover my breasts.

"You're very lovely, Viviana," Nandas growled.  "I'm very hungry from my century-long slumber.  There are two ways for me to satisfy that hunger.  Since you seem so skittish, would you perhaps prefer the other method?"

I shook my head, no.  “No!  I would rather not try the other method!  But, how can I say this?  The first method doesn’t seem… possible?”

Nandas laughed.  “You don’t know too much about dragons, do you, little halfling?”

With that said, Nandas reared back its head and roared up to the ceiling.  It spoke in some guttural, draconic language and its already crimson body began to glow a deeper shade of red.  Steam seeped from its scales and covered the dragon’s massive body in a thick, white fog.  The air grew hotter around me as the fog spread throughout the room.

I squinted into the mist trying to locate the dragon.  Was this my chance?  With this much cover I could make a run for it.  The only problem was that I was completely blind in this haze.  There was no guarantee that Nandas was just as blind as me as well.

“I can see you just fine, Vivianna,” a voice said from behind the vapor.  It didn’t sound like Nandas.  It sounded much more… feminine.  “Now, where was I?”

A smaller form than the dragon emerged from the dissipating fog.  I gasped when I realized the form was that of a human.  A female human.  A nude female human with a gigantic, thickly veined cock between her legs.

What had once been the red dragon Nandas was replaced by an unworldly beautiful woman.  She was tall at around six feet.  Wavy, bright red hair framed her heart-shaped face and fell down her back.  Her eyes were still an emerald green but had lost their slitted lizard-like quality.

Nandas approached me and I could only stare at her transfixed.  A cocky smirk crossed her lips from my disbelief.  She stopped in front of me and placed a hand on my cheek.  I winced fully expecting razor-sharp claws to dig into my flesh.  Surprisingly, her touch was tender and comfortably warm to the touch.

"Not so impossible, now is it, little halfling?" Nandas said while looking me in the eyes.  The strangeness of the situation had me paralyzed.  Nandas curled her fingers into my hair and undid the tie of my bun and let it spill down my back like hers.  She ran her fingers through the length of it.  "Oh my, your hair is exquisite.  Black as night, soft as silk.  And the length is impressive."

“Thank… thank you,” I choked out.  “I, um, really like your hair as well.”

Nanda chuckled and hooked a thumb on the edge of my ruined chest piece.  “Is that the only thing you like?  Tell me what else you like about my body.”

“You’re… you’re gorgeous.  One of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen.  Your eyes are stunning.”

I wasn’t lying out of fear either.  Nandas had a surreal, dangerous beauty about her that both took my breath away and filled me with a supernatural terror.

“Mmmmm, I like your compliments.” Nandas pulled one end of my eviscerated armor to one side and exposed my breast.  I blushed but made no attempt to cover myself again.  “Continue.”

“Your… your body is perfect,” I squeaked out.  My throat felt dry and constricted.  “I usually prefer my women to be more… dainty, but your height and muscles are very… arousing.  Your breasts are large and the red tips of your nipples… are begging to be sucked.”

“Mmmmmm, you’re being so honest.  I really enjoy that.” Nandas took my hand and placed it over her stomach.  The feel of her rock hard abdominals made me tingle.  Slowly, she drew my hand down.  “Now, isn’t there a feature of my body that you have neglected to mention so far?”

I swallowed and looked down.  Nandas cock looked like it was carved from stone.  It hooked upward and the head was almost purple and was more pointed than I was used to seeing.  I tentatively took the frightening tool into my hand and gasped.

“It’s so hot!” I exclaimed.  It wasn’t just warm.  It pulsed with heat like a roaring fire but it didn’t burn my skin.  “Are you really a woman?”

“Yes, I am.  This is my natural human form.  I have the ability to shapeshift into something else, if you would like?” Nandas asked.

“No!” I shouted.  My grip on her cock tightened as I held on for dear life.  I desperately didn’t want her penis to disappear.  “I prefer you this way!  I wouldn’t change a thing!”

Nandas let out a full-bellied laugh.  She grabbed the sides of my face and forced my gaze away from her penis and back up to her eyes.  "Oh, I like you, little thief.  I think you will do nicely to satisfy my century-long hunger.”

She bent down and kissed me on the lips.  My body melted from the heat her mouth poured into mine.  Her tongue pushed past my lips and my eyes widened in shock.  It was the largest, thickest tongue that had ever experienced.  My entire mouth was filled with the wriggling muscle.  I was at Nandas’ mercy as she shoved it deeper and licked the back of my throat.

This was not what I had in mind when I had stolen Falkas’ map.  I was promised riches, not to be used as the sexual plaything of an ancient dragon!  Despite my predicament, it wasn’t so bad.  The tension in my body had fully dissipated.  The fear I had was replaced with excitement.  How many people could say that they were fucked by a dragon?

Nandas ripped my ruined armor off my shoulders and fully exposed my breasts.  My nipples were stiff with arousal and there was a sheen of sweat starting to coat my skin.  Nandas dragged her wet, heavy tongue down my neck and circled a breast before she sucked my sensitive nipple into her mouth.

I groaned and held onto the dragon’s body to keep myself from toppling to the ground.  My knees turned to jelly and I wobbled unsteadily as Nandas feasted on my breasts.  She lathered my chest in her saliva.  It left a pleasant stinging sensation wherever it touched my skin and was causing me to gush in my tight leather pants.

“You’re delicious, little thief,” Nandas growled.  She gently nibbled my nipple.  “Lay down.  I can smell that you’re ready.  I’m drooling to taste more of you.”

I let go of Nandas’ body and fell to my knees.  My face felt flushed, my heart was beating strongly, and my body ached with desire.  Her spit was an aphrodisiac!  A rather strong one as well.

I stared at Nandas’ cock and licked my lips.  It looked delicious.  I wanted to taste it.  I wanted to ring out her cum and swallow it.  I reached for her cock but Nandas slapped my hand away.  I whimpered for being denied to touch her.

“No, not yet,” she hissed, smoke seeped out of her nostrils.  “You will do as I say.  Now, lay back.”

Nandas, not wanting me to disobey again, pushed me backward.  The gold coins jangled around me as my back hit the floor.  I spread my arms out and let them roll over the vast amount of wealth that I was now using as a bed.

Nandas dropped to her knees and hastily undid the fastening of my leather trousers and yanked them down my legs.  Once freed, I spread my legs open for my host and ran my fingers up and down my soaked slit

A guttural, bestial groan rumbled in the she-dragon's throat.  Nandas wrapped my legs around her shoulders and dove her face into my crotch.  Her mouth enveloped my drooling cunt and she dragged her fat tongue along my crack.

I grabbed handfuls of coins as I panted heavily and stared up at the great ceiling.  Aphrodisiac or not, Nandas knew how to use her tongue.  For a century-long sex hiatus, she certainly didn't seem rusty.

“Nandas,” I moaned.  “That feels so good.  I’m going to cum!  My body is burning up!”

My moans of pleasure delighted the dragon.  She plunged her tongue deep into my pussy.  White-hot fire pulsed through my brain and I spasmed atop the mound of gold as I came on the beautiful monster's face.  Nandas' arms locked tightly around my shaking legs as she sucked hungrily on my squirting juices.

My body still wanted more.  The dragon’s aphrodisiac spittle directly on my pussy only made me hornier.  One climax was nowhere near enough to cool me down.

“Mmmmmm, this is what I’ve been craving for so long.” Nandas dragged her tongue over my slit and savored every drop of my juices.  “I could feast on you for another century, Vivianna Willowcutter.”

It was hard for me to catch my breath.  “I… wouldn’t… last… a century.  I’m… human.”

Nandas chuckled and crawled on her knees to kneel next to my head.  “Mmmmmm, I forget that you aren’t a halfling.  No matter.  Should you become my lover, I can guarantee you a long life.  Dragon semen has many wonderful magical properties.”

She thrust her cock into against my cheek and I happily wrapped my lips around the pointed head.  My eyes involuntarily rolled into the back of my head and my whole body shivered in ecstasy.  Even if Nandas was lying about obtaining some kind of extended life through her semen, I didn't care.  With the aphrodisiac running through my veins all I cared about was how I would get my next orgasm.

“You’re certainly experienced with sucking on a cock,” Nandas groaned. 

The powerful dragon hunched forward and her eyes were snapped shut.  Her lips trembled, her jaw was clamped shut.  Nandas, the Jealous Firebreather, was putty in my mouth!  I swirled my tongue over her cockhead and bobbed my head forward.  She let out a sweet moan that made my heart flutter.

My lips were wrapped tightly around her cock.  I could not get more than half of her tremendous dick in my throat.  Any more and I would have suffocated.  I sucked her hard and lashed her with my tongue while my hands tried to milk her.

Nandas’ body began to twitch.  She thrust forward into my mouth in a desperate attempt for me to swallow more of her meat.  My hands worked faster.

With a mighty roar that didn’t match her humanoid appearance, Nandas pulled out of my mouth and pulled my hair to bring me closer to her penis.  It throbbed before my eyes before it exploded with thick, white semen.  I opened my mouth and shut my eyes as she bathed me in her cum.

I have never been opposed to taking it to the face, but I never really enjoyed doing it either.  But this time, it was something special.  Nandas’ cum was as scalding as a hot spring.  Copious amounts of it splattered against me and my mouth was filled with the brim.  I drank it down greedily and relished the way it warmed my belly.

“Oh, that’s a beautiful sight,” Nandas chuckled.  I was lost in my lust and shoveling more of her cum into my mouth before it got too cold.  “Calm down my slutty little thief.  There’s plenty more where that came from.”

Nandas crawled on top of me and pressed herself onto my body.  We sank further into the pile of coins.  Her long, fat tongue licked my cheeks clean and then fed me her juices with another deep kiss.

I was losing my mind.  It wasn’t just Nandas’ saliva that contained the magical love drug but it was also in her semen.  Nandas’ penis was sandwiched between us.  I could feel the shaft throb as her blood coursed through it.

"Beg me to fuck you," Nandas whispered in my ear.  Her voice was laced with intoxicating malice.  "Tell me how sorry you are for trying to rob me."

"Please, Nandas, punish me for trying to steal your treasure," I panted.  "I'm a bad, awful thief who needs to be chastised.  Take your powerful cock and fuck this slutty rogue until I satisfy your century-long hunger."

​Nandas, the Jealous Firebreather, rose her hips, pointed her dick at my cunt, and dove in with a single powerful thrust.  The wind was knocked out of me and toes curled as she triggered an explosive orgasm out of me.  Despite how large her penis was, I was dripping with so much arousal that it fully went in easily. 

I hugged the red woman closer to me, my heavy breath was in her ear.  Nandas snarled in mine.  I was frightened of the feral noise emanating from her throat, but the danger also heightened my arousal.

“I’ll make you mine,” she growled in my ear.  “Would you like to become my mate, Viviana?  I’ll give you all the treasure you could ever desire.  What I desire you.”

Nandas’ body became hotter against me.  We were covered in each other’s sweat.  It almost felt as if the coins around us were melting.

When I did not answer, Nandas reared her hips back and plowed back into me.  Her penis was already hot but it started to heat up even more.  She steadily started to fuck me with hard, rough thrusts.  Coins bounced away from our bodies in heaps from Nandas’ supernatural strength.

“Harder…” I moaned out, my voice strained.  “Nandas, harder, please!”

The dragon obliged my request and drove her cock deeper into me.  I was already exhausted.  It felt as if I came with each stab that Nandas gave me.  But it was still not enough.  My lust could not be abated no matter how hard Nandas fucked me.

“Say it!” she yelled into my ear.  “Say that you are mine!”

“I’m yours!” I screamed back.  “I will be your mate!  Cum inside of me, Nandas!  Pour more of your hot semen into me!”

Nandas clamped her jaws around my neck.  I winced in pain as her canines broke the skin.  My mind flashed hot white again when Nandas erupted between my legs.  A torrent of hot lava-filled my belly and the most amazing orgasm washed over me.  I passed out with the biggest smile on my face.

I don’t know how long I was out, but when I awoke I was curled up next to next Nandas.  I used her breast as a pillow and her arm was draped around me.  She snored peacefully next to me, a spatter of coins covered us like a blanket.  I blinked with confusion and dared not stir.  Had I really just fucked a dragon?

I stayed spooning next to Nandas while I thought about what to do.  The effects of the aphrodisiac had worn off and I was finally able to think straight.  Memories of our intense lovemaking flashed in my mind.  I couldn't help but start to become aroused again, especially as I stared at Nandas' flaccid, yet still massive, penis.  I licked my lips as I remembered how delicious her cum tasted on my lips, how warm and intoxicating it felt when it filled my cunt.

Panic started to set into me.  I couldn’t stay here.  I had promised to be Nandas’ mate but that was under the effects of a magical drug!  I couldn’t sign my life away like that, no matter how amazing the sex was!

Slowly, I removed myself from the dragon’s hold.  I found my pants and ruined chest piece and quietly slipped them back on.  Nandas had taken the time to clean me so that I wasn’t full of cum while we slept. 

I looked down at the dragon one last time and my heart ached.  She looked so beautiful slumbering.  Dragons are creatures that inspire fear and dread, but this woman’s face looked so soft and dreamlike.  I resisted the urge to kiss her lips and tore my eyes away from and retreated from the castle.

For the first time in my life I did not steal anything.  It didn’t feel right.  Was this feeling love?  No, it must have been some residual effects of the aphrodisiac.  It must have been.

I exited the vine wrapped entrance of the castle.  The sun was high in the sky.  It had been at the very least an entire day since I first stepped inside.  An entire day was enough time for Falkas to catch up to me, evidently.  Falkas, the half-elf bard I had robbed of his treasure map, was seated atop a white horse with a sword drawn and pointed at me.

"Ah-ha!" he shouted.  "I found you, thief!  Did you think I wouldn't have memorized my life's work?  Do you think me a fool?"

Stunned, I shrugged with my hands in the air.  “Yes.  I thought you were a fool.  I do, however, suggest you leave.  Your information was very much incorrect.”

“Nonsense!  You’re just trying to keep the treasure for yourself!” He looked at me and raised a thin eyebrow.  “What happened to your chest piece?”

"I sliced it open," a sultry voice said from behind me.  Long, strong arms sensually wrapped around my neck, and Nandas kissed me on the cheek.  "And who the fuck are you and why are you pointing that toy at my mate?"

“Your mate?” Falkas asked puzzled.  “Did this whore seduce and trick you as well?  She stole my map after she had her way with me!  Don’t be fooled by this slutty thief!”

Nandas’ grip tightened around me and I was afraid that she was angry that I was trying to escape.  Or worse, that she believed that I had tricked her.

"Shut your mouth half-elf before I make you half a man," Nandas snarled.  The dragon's eyes erupted into flames beside me and Falkas' sword blade melted into a puddle of metal.  "Now, leave before I turn you into a snack."

Falkas, his already pale face, turned white as marble as he reared his horse backward and galloped quickly into the forest.  Smoke emanated from Nandas' nostrils as she watched the bard escape.

“Nandas…” I started.

"You're my mate," she cut me off.  "No puny half-elf talks to my mate like that.  From now on you're mine alone.  I don't want you touching filth like him from now on."

I didn't know what to say.  Instead, I smiled at her and peeked her on the lips.  Nandas' cock rose and sandwiched itself between the cheeks of my ass.  Maybe being Nandas' mate wouldn't be so bad after all.  She certainly earned her name as the Jealous Firebreather.

There are three things that I love in this world:  treasure, adventure, and sex.  A certain red dragon became my fourth love that day.


Conquered by the Futa Queen

Futa-on-Female


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.
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