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Royally Strapped








Chapter 1

Dancing fingers graced the lute strings echoing a melancholy tune across the tavern. Auriel glanced up at the watching crowd in the inn from her chair on the small dais in the corner. Her auburn hair tied back into a bun over her left ear out of reach of her lute. A handsome young man winked at her from over a mug of ale, and her anxiety grew. Thoughts of missed notes and broken strings smashed in dissonance in her mind.

The common room of The Gentle Bell had no empty chairs and various patrons covered most spaces of empty wall. The long ‘L’ shaped room held a silent buzz of energy as serving women dashed back and forth filling mugs and bellies. A few in the front tapped the melody with their fingers on their mugs and on the tables. Auriel worried that her timing was not quite in time with the fingers of the patrons and she flushed with anxiety.

A comforting ebony hand rested on Auriel’s shoulder. A firm squeeze and the hand left. A low alto voice began to sing, and Danora stepped out in front of the dais singing their rendition of the song Man Lost at Sea.

Tears wage war on my cheeks,

Longing for freedom from pain

I’d gladly go out there to find him

In case he returns I remain

The singer, a slender half-elf woman with ebony skin, smiled back at Auriel with her sharp grin.  Her hair was white and shaved smooth on the left side of her face. Her eyes were a dark shade of purple and she walked along the edge of the raised stage in the large common room. Her hips swayed in rhythm with the song. The dark purple of her silk dress glistened in the light and accented her eyes.

A Dwarven patron in the front row shed a tear and raised his mug of ale and mouthed the popular lyrics to himself. The room was in awe of the beautiful dark elf Danora. Every week she attracted a large crowd at the tavern with her exotic beauty.

Aurial felt her attraction to the woman grow as she sang. Auriel felt the rhythm falter in her fingers and she tried to reign in her thoughts and focus on the song. Recovering, she looked down at her hands and focused on the worn lacquered wood and the simple movements. Lost in the song she looked up when the singing ended, but her tune continued. She blushed realizing she played the melody over again but recovered and lengthened the notes and turned the mistake into an outro.

Danora bowed when the song ended and the patrons cheered for an encore from the exotic woman, but the dark-skinned woman turned around and glanced at Auriel smiling.

“I’m sorry, but that is all the time we have tonight, but you can find us here each Firstday and Thirdday of the week,” Danora spoke with a sensual tone and swayed her hips.

The Dwarf in the front row stood and walked up to the stage. “Milady, I…,” he paused twisting a leather cap in his hands. “I’m not normally one… you know… I respect all races and all, but you’re the most beautiful elf I’ve ever met.”

Cutting him off before he could go on, Danora replied, “What a sweet thing to say good sir.” She bent low and kissed him atop his bald head. The red-bearded dwarf blushed furiously and bowed. Auriel froze in the motion on placing her lute back into the case and watched as Danora winked down at the man.  Danora continued, “Excuse me, but we need to make our way home.”

Auriel slung her lute behind her back on its leather strap and she stood. “Danora,” Auriel began, “Sorry I missed the timing in the middle there.”

“It’s fine Auriel. You did great. You’re getting so much better at this.” Danora led Auriel down from the stage and the pair mingled with the crowd briefly before walking up to the tavern owner.

“Another great performance lady. Here’s your cut. I counted seventy-two patrons today. Firstday is getting busier than Fifthday. I’d never have thought.”

“We’ve been working on another song that we’d like to try out. Auriel has been practicing,” Danora began.

“No, no no. Just keep with the same show. No offense to the lass, but she doesn’t have the looks you do. I don’t think we’d get the same result.”

“If you don’t give her a shot, I think we could find a tavern that might.”

“If you perform every Fifthday, I’ll let her sign every Firstday.”

“We’ll think about it.”

Auriel breathed a heavy sigh of defeat and walked out the door to the tavern waving to a few patrons as she left. Danora followed behind and handed Auriel a pouch of coin.

The two walked in silence for a time wandering the well-lit streets towards the center of the city. The castle stood firm well below the stars and the dreams they represented. Auriel sighed, “I hate that man.” Auriel avoided his comment about her looks. “If only he knew who I was. I could have him in the stockade in the morning.”

“That’s an abuse of power, and besides you’re much more than a princess. That’s just a part of who you are. You can’t define yourself by one little piece,” Danora replied.

“Being a princess is a big piece. You’re overstepping yourself.”

The dark-skinned woman placed her comforting hand on Auriel’s shoulder again, “There might be a way to get him to let you sing.”

The two women stopped beside the east gate into the castle grounds. Auriel felt tears welling up inside her stomach but forced them down. “I don’t need to prove anything to him.” Her eyes met with Danora’s violet eyes and she felt affection building inside.

“Milady we need to get you back home.” Her use of the formal word switched their relationship back to the princess servant verbiage of their daytime activities.

Straightened posture and balanced step, Auriel approached the gate with the elegance of the eldest daughter of King Jeddon. The regular east gate guards knew the routine and bowed formally allowing the two passage. Danora offered them each a gold piece and a wink.

Auriel watched their lingering gaze hold on to the sight of Danora until the two rounded a shrub and out of view.

“Your wedding is in a week Milady,” Danora said excitedly. “I will miss our time together.”

Panic surged through Auriel, “Not so. I’ll make my betrothed Reylin purchase you from my father.”

“I’m not a slave,” Danora spat.

“But he owns your debts. If I owned them…” Auriel smiled hopefully.

“We couldn’t be friends.”

“I don’t…” Auriel paused and chose her words carefully. “What if I paid the debt?”

“Then I’d be free to wander and sing and maybe own my own tavern.” A gleam in the dark-skinned half elf’s eyes glistened in the darkness.

“Where do I fit in that plan?” Auriel wondered aloud as the two crossed the last intersection of the gardens to her rooms.

“You’re a princess. Next week you’ll go live with Reylin at his estate in Hurthan.” Danora held the intricately carved wooden door open for the princess to enter.

“Please come with me,” Auriel said tracing the family sigil of her father’s house in the carved wood.

“You know that won't work.” Danora pushed Auriel into the room.

“I don’t want to be a queen without my best friend,” Auriel whispered as she crossed the threshold into the castle.

***

“The seamstress will be here within the hour to fit you for your wedding dress,” Queen Jeddon announced as she entered Auriel’s bedchamber. She was a tall woman with commanding sharp features. Auriel inherited her auburn hair from the woman. The princess’s chambers were cramped but held a large canopied red bed. There were two lounging chairs and a desk and a large mirror.

“Mom, do you love dad?” Auriel sat in her high-backed padded chair while Danora brushed her hair. Danora wore her servant's uniform with the crest of house Jeddon on the left breast, while Auriel sat in her small clothes. Ruffles sprang from her shoulders and a high neckline.

“Of course, I do honey,” the queen replied. Moving towards the large standing mirror, the queen watched Auriel through the reflection.

“No, really mom. Your marriage to the king was arranged just like mine to Reylin,” Auriel motioned for Danora to stop brushing her hair and she turned to face her mother.

“What are you asking?” The queen placed her hands on her hips.

“I just want to know if I’ll ever love Reylin.” Auriel held her small clothes within clenched fists.

“Oh, honey. Love is more than what you’ll find in songs or stage plays.”  The queen stood behind Auriel and took up the brushing that Danora had stopped. “I love your father, and he loves me in his own way. We’re happy with our lives.”

“I think I’m in love with someone else though. Not Reylin.” Auriel closed her eyes and felt soft loving strokes of her mother pulling out the tangles from her hair.

“Oh, honey. You’re just nervous about the wedding.”

“Mom. I’m not I promise. I just feel…” Auriel sighed, trying to figure out how to express herself.

“This marriage is happening. It binds our nation to the Hurthan kingdom. This will open up trade routes to use that were never possible before. Their kingdom is vastly wealthier than ours. Your life will improve dramatically.” The Queen’s voice lit with excitement at the wealthy prospect. “This is more than we could have ever hoped for you. We still don’t know why King Hurthan approached your father.”

“I don’t even know Reylin. How do I know if I’ll love him?” Auriel placed her face into her hands.

The brushing ceased, and the queen embraced Auriel with a hug from behind. Her arms draped across her daughter in loving affection. “You need to dream of a life of comfort instead of a life of love.”

“I’d rather live a life full of love than a life of comfort.” Auriel looked at the tender expression on her mother’s face in the mirror and wondered if she could ever live as content with life as her mother did.

“You don’t mean that, honey.” The queen began to brush the long auburn hair.

A long silent moment passed between the mother and daughter with only the sound of the brush passing through her hair to split the quiet into even intervals.

After a second long sigh, Auriel asked, “Why did we wait so long to get the seamstress to take my measurements?”

“Reylin’s family insisted we use their royal seamstress. She traveled far to get here.” The queen shrugged into the mirror and smiled at her daughter.

“Will the dress be ready in time?” Auriel wondered aloud. “The wedding is only a week away. Reylin has already left their kingdom. We received word of his departure yesterday.”

“Don’t worry about such small matters. I will make sure it is all sorted out.”

“Ok,” Auriel breathed out a long breath.

“Have the maid bathe and clean you before she arrives. I’d hate for rumors to spread of the unclean princess of Jeddon. You smell of a rancid tavern.” The queen lifted her nose and sniffed audibly.

“A tavern. What? That’s so weird.” Auriel glanced at Danora and blushed unable to tell a compelling lie.

“Perhaps not a tavern. All I know is you smell foul. Clean yourself and be ready for the seamstress.” The queen placed the brush down on the nearby table and smiled once again at her daughter.

“Ok mom,” Auriel felt the red leaving her cheeks.

“I do love your father. In my way, as you will one day come to love Reylin in your own way.” The queen looked fondly out the window at the gardens, pausing a moment. Auriel glanced at Danora expecting her mother to say anything more, but after a moment she smiled and walked towards the door.

“Thanks,” Auriel said at last.

Queen Jeddon passing Danora said, “Use the soap with lavender. It should hide the smell. I’ll have a bath drawn and brought up.”

“Yes, your highness,” Danora bowed and held her curtsy until the queen left the room.


Chapter 2

Two male servants entered the room and placed a large copper bath into the center of Auriel’s room. After a moment, they returned with large basins of water to fill the bath. Drawn and prepared, Auriel slipped off her clothes and nestled into the warm water. Danora placed the soap and a brush into the water and began scrubbing the soft light skin. Danora spoke first interrupting the silent mood, “I’m surprised she didn’t press the issue.”

“I’m not even sure what a tavern smells like or how a person could smell like one. How did she know?” Auriel held her knees tight against her chest. Her breasts obscured by the bubbles forming atop the water.

“It smells of ale, mostly. I think she knows of your night excursions,” Danora lifted Auriel’s auburn hair and tied it into a quick bun preventing it from soaking into the water.

“Our excursions,” the princess corrected.

“Yes milady,” Danora said quietly.

Gentle dark-skinned hands rubbed soap into Auriel. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back against the copper tub. Danora began scrubbing the princess’s legs and toes. Auriel’s mind lingered on the gentle touch of her servant and wished for a shared affection between the two.

“Do you want me to buy your debts? I’ll free you,” she asked finally.

Ignoring the question, Danora said, “I’m excited about your marriage. Your life will be incredible with him. Reylin comes from a wealthy family.”

She opened her eyes and looked at her dark-skinned servant, “Auriel and Reylin. Our names sound good together, but I don’t think I can love him.”

“Love isn’t all there is in life. Music is my love,” Danora replied.

“Is it your only love?” Auriel leaned forward placing her face a foot away from the other woman.

“I know what you want me to say milady, but I don’t share your feelings,” Danora began scrubbing up Auriel’s legs.

“What? My feelings? You mean…” Auriel’s eyes closed, and she felt the pit of her stomach fall and her breath shorten. “You think I have feelings for you? Oh, don’t be silly. We’re best friends.” She barely hid her excitement.

Danora sighed, “You’re a princess and I’m a servant. I’m practically your slave.”

“I’m opposed to slavery.”

“So is your father, but here I am,” Danora retorted.

Auriel’s face full of shock shot out of the water and she stood tall. “You’re not a slave. Once your debt is paid, you’ll be free.” Water splashed onto the floor and all over her servant. Auriel stood tall and naked in front of her friend.

“Please sit down so I can finish,” Danora’s tone emotionless, “Do you understand how the system works?”

“Yes. Once you work enough to pay your debt, you are free.”

“I don’t earn enough to pay for my basic needs and to pay off my debts,” Danora explained.

“What about the money we’re earning from our music?” Auriel made a strumming motion with her hands as if to play her lute.

Placing tender hands onto Auriel’s stomach, Danora began to scrub with the brush in quick circles. “I’m planning on running away after you leave the castle,” she watched Auriel gauge her response.

“What? No. You’d be a fugitive. They could brand you and add money to your debts,” Auriel gasped and sputtered out her response.

“Yeah. I’m thinking of fleeing south across the border into the Wildlands.” Danora looked out the window into the garden and sighed.

“Oh, you can’t. I’ll free you and you can come with me to the Hurthan Kingdom,” Auriel spoke with excitement.

“As your servant? No, thank you.”

“No not as my servant. As my friend. We could find another tavern there or I could hire you as my court bard. I’d be able to pay you a monthly stipend. You’d be free.”

“I’d still be your slave to play your music and do everything you ask me to do.”

“You know me better than that. I don’t want you to be a slave. I want you to be my friend,” Auriel said hope building inside of her.

“You want me to be more than that.”

Auriel felt her dreams wash away with the suds all over her body, “I’m not sure what you mean. I’m betrothed to Reylin.” She closed her eyes and lay back in the bath wishing for the agonizing conversation to end.

Danora provided a towel and helped Auriel dry herself and dress back into a few sets of small clothes.

***

Auriel paced her room sorting her thoughts. Danora stood in the hallway awaiting instructions, but Auriel was unsure if she wanted to see the woman anymore today. A soft knock at the door drew her attention away from the reverie.

“Come in,” Auriel called.

Danora poked her shaved head into the room, “Milady, the seamstress is here.”

“Send her in. Come inside in case I need you as well,” Auriel added as an afterthought.

A tall human woman with raven black hair entered the room. She wore a silk dress with a low-cut neck revealing the sides of her plump breasts. She appeared to be in her mid-forties. Lines stretched at the edge of her eyes but had not yet spread to the rest of her face. She held a leather bag that jangled as she strode into the room.

The half elf servant introduced the seamstress, “Milady, this is Kiltunda the Seamstress.”

Auriel curtsied formally and inclined her head. “A pleasure. Thank you for coming.”

“Think nothing of it. What was your name princess?”

“I’m Auriel Jeddon princess of Jeddon.”

“That will do,” the woman placed her bag on the floor near the large standing mirror.

Auriel motioned for Danora to enter the room and close the door. A blush spread across her face as she realized she stood in her small clothes with the door wide open. After the nerves passed, she asked, “Why did my betrothed request you to make the dress?”

“I’m a sorceress of some repute in Hurtha. In fact, I’ve crafted the dresses of each of the royal women of House Hurthan for the last five decades.” Opening her leather bag, she pulled out a small pouch and hefted it in her hands.

“I’m sorry if this appears rude, but you’re human and you don’t look to be over forty. How could you serve the kingdom for that many years?” Auriel made a confused face to Danora and mouthed, “sorceress,” inaudibly.

“What do you know of magic?” Kiltunda asked unhitching the cord tying the small pouch.

“Very little Ma’am. You’re the first sorceress that I’ve met,” Auriel replied.

“Indeed. Well, I can’t say much on the subject, but I will tell you we made deals with demons or dragons to attain our powers. Often these powers cause our bodies to undergo some changes.” Kiltunda smiled a wicked grin but gave little context for what she meant.

“Changes?”

“Yes. In my case I have not aged in a few hundred years.”

“You’ve lived as long as an elf?”

“Longer perhaps.” The ageless sorceress picked up the nearby chair and walked to the center of the large bedroom. “Let’s get to the matter at hand. When I finish, I will complete the dress during the process. It will contain some magical properties. The ritual I perform will result in its immediate creation.” She placed the chair in an east facing direction.

“Danora did you hear that? My wedding gown will be magical,” Auriel beamed. The half elf servant nodded her head but said nothing. Turning to face the sorceress, Auriel asked,

“How much do you charge the kingdom for this service?”

Kiltunda looked at Danora and back to Auriel but ignored the question. The older woman said, “Let’s begin it is a time-consuming ritual. Will you command your servant to leave the room and lock the door behind her?”

Auriel shot an excited glance at Danora and nodded for her to obey the command.

“As you wish milady,” Danora strode out of the room.

“Stay close in case I need you,” Auriel called to the nodding servant, but the tension between the two women caused her to say it far less familiar than normal.

“I need to draw a circle around this chair...”

Auriel asked, “What does the circle do?”

“It’s part of my magic,” the woman dipped her fingers into the leather pouch and began sprinkling a white powder in a tight circle around the chair. “This concentrates my power acting as a focus. I need you to remove your small clothes.”

The matter-of-fact tone caught the princess off guard, “For the measurements? I wasn’t…” She trailed off; a panic rose in her breast. “Why do I need to be naked?”

“If you are clothed the magic will not work,” she began to mumble an incantation in a guttural language that Auriel could not understand. “Remove your clothes and sit in the chair.”

“There has to be another way,” the princess looked at the white circle on the floor and around the chair. “Why can’t you just take measurements?”

A faint grin on her lips, Kiltunda replied, “This is the arrangement with King Hurthan. Please remove your small clothes or I will remove them from you.”

Auriel grimaced but complied. She tugged at the ruffled sleeves and pulled off her loose blouse revealing her supple young breasts. Rose-colored nipples covered by shy hands. Bending she pulled down her panties and stepped out of them. The auburn pubic hair a small trimmed patch at her crease.

The sorceress pulled on her sleeve lowering the silk dress revealing her large breasts. She caught the silk at her waist, and it bunched up in a

“Wait, why are you getting naked?”

“This is how magic works.” The woman held the silk dress at her waist preventing it from falling to the ground. “You have a choice at this point. I can place a hypnosis on you so you won't remember any of this, but if you stay conscious, you must do everything as I instruct you.”

“What do most people do?” Auriel sat in the chair careful not to disturb the white powder circle on the ground.

“Most choose not to remember.”

“I want to know. This is my first brush with magic,” Auriel felt a smile split her face. “Why would anyone want to miss real magic?”

Kiltunda nodded her head and grinned. “Very well then.” The sorceress let her silk dress slip to the ground. Naked in the room she stood with an erect cock protruding from in between her legs. She waved a finger, and a mumbled a few words and her silk dress folded itself into a neat pile. Placing a hand on her cock she opened her mouth to begin the ritual.

“Why do you have a penis?” Auriel blurted out.

“No words during the ritual. Sit still and do not move from the chair.” Kiltunda commanded. The woman began a sensual dance around the white powder circle on the ground. Twisting her hips and gyrating her erect cock all while mumbling in an unfamiliar language. Her pale white skin at odds with the raven dark hair that hung down to her mid-back. Her nipples a soft brown color each bore a piercing. The left nipple split by an ivory bone and the right by a metal stud with skulls on either side.

Auriel felt her gaze linger on the erect cock. Thick veins pulsed with hidden power. Swirling colors emanated from the powder on the ground upwards filling the room with a haze of a blending rainbow. The sorceress waved her hands through the colorful mist forming triangular symbols and blowing them towards Auriel in between the motions of her erotic dance.

Drifting colorful mist covered Auriel in a haze of emotions. Each symbol that pressed against her flesh left a shaded imprint that lingered in a glowing hue on her flesh, a triangle on her left breast, a pink square on her thigh. She lifted a finger to touch an incoming triangle, but it spread around her hand forming again on the other side before pressing into her left ass cheek.

Questions bounced around her mind as the woman danced, breasts bouncing and cock swinging. Taking a long step inside the white powder circle, the sorceress straddled the sitting princess. Cock pressed firmly in between her breasts she gyrated and sang a guttural tone. Auriel stared at the erect cock and wondered at its massive size. She wanted to touch the soft flesh but feared interrupting the ritual.

With each added symbol on Auriel’s flesh she felt desire building. Her labia glistened wet and her clitoris twitched. In a moment exploding sensations spread across her body in a cacophony of pleasure. The thrumming cock pressed against her breasts gyrating evenly with the chanting woman.

Agony filled the face of Kiltunda, and she moaned. Auriel worried that Danora may hear the noise and get the wrong idea. The thought of Danora built a pressure inside of her and Auriel longed to feel the flesh of her friend. She wanted to reach out and caress the breasts of her servant, but the naked breasts of the sorceress were right here. Auriel traced a circle around the left nipple of the other woman and a red circle formed on the other woman’s flesh.

Eyes focused hard on Auriel and Kiltunda screamed, “What have you done?” The circular imprint darkened, and a rippled outward in a steadily growing mark of red.

“Nothing I promise. I drew a circle,” Auriel whimpered.

The older woman bit down on a moan of pleasure, “I told you to sit still. Do not touch me. I will try to fix this.” The exploding sensation of pleasure spread from Auriel’s clitoris through her body flashing with intensity. Twitching she closed her eyes and tried to ride out the first orgasm of her life.

Kiltunda arched her back and pre-cum beaded atop the cock. Auriel’s hands drifted down to her labia. Her left hand rubbed back and forth against her clit, and her right delved into her vagina. The gyrating hips of the sorceress pressing the cock firmly against her breasts. Cum dripped down the throbbing member.

The twitching orgasm intensified with the shouting incantation. Each word amplifying the pleasure. Kiltunda’s voice reached a crescendo, and she sang in a low alto. Thrusting her cock into the other woman’s breasts she halted. Straddling the sitting woman, she stood with her cock touching the princess’s chin.

She opened her eyes and noticed the red circle around her nipple, “You drew this.” She motioned to her nipple with the ivory bone piercing. “Can you see the colors and the symbols?”

Auriel nodded her head timidly. “Did I ruin the magic?”

“No, but this changes things.” Kiltunda stepped down from straddling the woman and sat cross-legged on the ground. “I can make you the dress, but we will have to try again tomorrow. The ritual is over, and nothing happened.”

“What do you mean nothing happened? I saw the color and there was magic. I felt intense heat all over me and….,” a shiver coursed through Auriel. “I’ve never felt so alive.”

“Are you a virgin?” The sorceress turned her head to the side as if noticing the princess for the first time.

“Yeah, but what does that have to do with anything?” She folded her arms defensively. “I’m honoring my betrothed. I have never been with anyone.”

“You were quick to masturbate during the ritual,” the woman smiled.

“There’s nothing wrong with masturbation, but that felt so much stronger than anything I’ve ever done before,” Auriel blushed crimson.

“You will feel that sensation again tomorrow. Tonight, I need you to do something.” The woman stood and walked to her leather bag. Rummaging and humming to herself she announced, “Here we are.” Turning she handed a small red vial to Auriel. “Drink this before you go to bed tonight.”

A wave of her hand and the silk dress rose and climbed up the woman. Her thick cock left a firm impression on the dress. The woman lifted her bag and turned to leave.

“What does this vial do?” Auriel removed the cork from the top and a stale musk emanated from it.

“It’s the blood of a succubus. It will begin your bond and induct you into being a sorceress.” Tying off her leather bag she lifted it and walked to the door.

“What? No, I’m a princess,” Auriel protested.

Raven dark hair swirled as Kiltunda spun around to face Auriel again, “You can be both.”

Cock visible beneath the silk dress, Auriel could not remove the image from her mind. She asked, “Is this part of the process? Do all the Hurthan queen’s become sorceresses?”

“No. You differ from most,” Kiltunda replied.

“What does that mean?”

“You can see the magic before having your eyes opened. There is some latent power inside you.” The sorceress took the cork and sealed the vial again. “Do not drink this until right before bed.”

Disgust surged through Auriel, “Drink demon blood?” Stomach lurching, she resisted throwing the vial out the window.

“Not Demon blood. Succubus blood,” the sorceress’s voice came out annoyed.

“What will happen to me?”

“You will gain power beyond anything you could imagine.”

“I don’t need power. I’m already a princess.”

“You are a woman in a world ruled by men. Even a princess must acquiesce to the whims of her king or husband. You don’t even have the power to speak openly with the woman you love.”

Auriel’s eyes widened, “How? No, I don’t love a woman. I’m betrothed to Reylin. That’s absurd, and I won’t have you spreading rumors about me.”

“Regardless of where your affection lies, drinking that vial will give you power beyond your imagination. Power to control your own destiny and guide your own life.”

Dreams of freedom and decisions danced on the edge of Auriel’s mind. For the first time she wondered what she wanted from her life without worrying about her father’s needs or the needs of the country. “I could live my life and find my love?”

“I’ll see you first thing in the morning.” Kiltunda left the room in an even pace. Auriel sat in the chair holding the vial of blood completely at a loss for direction in her life.

Danora entered the room shock plain on her face, “Why are you naked? What did she do to you?” Auriel looked up at the woman she loved, and tears streamed down her face. Words escaped her, but none came out in a coherent thought. Danora ran to the princess and embraced her. Auriel sobbed into the other woman’s shoulder.

“What did she do to you? Did that woman steal your purity?” Danora demanded, but her body language was comforting and smooth.

“No. She…,” Auriel shook her head, “I saw the magic, but I…” She held up the vial and ideas formed in her mind clear for the first time in years.

“What’s in the vial? Did she give you a potion?” Danora asked reaching for the red liquid.

“What a potion. I don’t know. It’s nothing,” changing her mind about the lie she added, “It’s for the dress magic ritual. I need to drink it tonight.”

“You’re a terrible liar,” she teased, but did not press the issue.

“Danora, if you can make your own path in life. I can too,” Auriel pulled her face out of the embrace and stared into the violet eyes of the half elf woman that she loved.

“Of course, you can. You’re the pricness anything you want can be yours.” Danora smile with her mouth, but her eyes held a spark of sadness.

“Anything?” Auriel asked.

“Yes,” Danora comforted the other woman with a warm squeeze to emphasize her word.

“Ok,” She pressed her friend out of the embrace and stood. “Help me dress for the day. I need to see my father.”

“As you wish milady.”

“After you dress me, you are dismissed for a time. I’ll call on you in the afternoon.” Auriel beamed and twirled naked happy with her newfound direction in life. “I will take everything I want from here on out in my life.”

“Are you feeling all right?” Danora retried the pile of Auriel’s small clothes from the floor and helped the princess climb into them.

“I’m feeling great,” she pressed her arms through the sleeves. “I think I’ll wear my teal gown.”

“What did that sorceress do to you?” Danora shook her head as she walked to the large walk in closet.

“Nothing. I don’t think I’ll do what she asked me to do.” Auriel danced towards the closet and stood waiting for Danora to help her dress.

“What did she ask of you? Witches are crafty. You shouldn’t trust her,” Danora lifted the teal dress and placed it over Auriel’s head.

Speaking through the silk material Auriel said in a muffled tone, “She’ll be back tomorrow to finish the dress, but she wanted me to prepare. I think I’ll just ask her to do the dress.”

“You’re not being very forthcoming right now,” Danora placed her hands on her hips.

“I know,” Auriel grinned and placed the vial into a small pocket on the side of her dress.

“Be careful with her. When you make a deal with a woman like that it never goes how you think,” Danora warned.

“I know that,” Auriel paused. “It has nothing to do with that you know.”

“OK,” replied the servant.


Chapter 3

Auriel waited outside her father’s chamber for his afternoon council to end. She stood patiently next to the guards posted at the doors. The door sat below the wide double staircase leading up to the throne room. The guards stood at the foot of each stair facing each other. Auriel paced between them making silly faces attempting to break their concentration.

“Milady, could you not,” the taller guard began, but a loud cough echoed through the hall from the other guard cutting him off.

“I have a question for you both. I heard a rumor that sorceresses gain their power for succubi, but I have no idea what that is,” she looked at them both innocently. “Could either of you tell me?”

“Don’t go looking for trouble princess. Succubi are bad,” the tall guard said to the frustrated expression of his companion.

“Milady could you leave us to our task?” asked the uptight guard. “They ask us to stay quiet so we may stay diligent.”

“Just answer a few questions and I’ll leave you alone,” Auriel smiled at them both.

“Demons are not real,” said the uptight guard. Auriel fingered the vial in her hand and wondered if it were true.

“Yes, they are. My uncle once met a succubus. Mean creatures they are. Small and devilish. It made him a deal, to help him marry my aunt it did.” The tall guard leaned over as if to spit on the ground but stopped himself. “Pardon, but after they was wed, and their first baby born not a year later came out just as the tiny demon succubus looked herself.” He shook his head and closed his eyes making a cross symbol over his chest.

“Did you see the succubus with your own eyes,” Auriel asked worry building inside of her as she doubted if the vial was safe to drink.

“Well. No, but,” he paused and looked from the princess to his companion. “I saw the baby, and it was deformed. It was a baby demon.”

“Not so. I’ve seen plenty of kids born missing limbs or hands, but none of them demon spawned,” retorted the other guard.

“I thank you for your help sirs, but I know no more about succubi than I did before,” Auriel leaned her back against the wall next to the wide double oak doors. “As promised, I will be quiet.

The two guards ignored her and began an argument in earnest. The doors swung open, and the guards resumed their tidy stance and quieted. The king Jeddon exited along with the queen followed by their advisers and entourage.

The king noticed his daughter and stopped the procession, “My dear, how was the fitting for the dress. King Hurthan was silent about why he insisted on his own seamstress.”

“She’s working on it now,” Auriel lied. Her mother glanced at her sideways, but her father did not notice.

“What brings you to the hall? Do you need something?” he asked taking his daughter in a tight hug.

“Yes daddy, but I want to ask in private,” Auriel whispered.

“How much time do you need? Can it wait until after lunch?” he asked looking back at his advisers.

“It won’t take long. I just need a moment,” Auriel said urgently.

“My dear,” the king said to his wife, “Will you escort them to the dining hall. I will be there. Do not wait for me to begin the first course.”

“As you wish,” the queen bowed her head and Auriel noticed for the first time in her life that her mother strictly obeyed the will of her father. Queen Jeddon led the procession out of the hall and to the dining hall. Laughter and chatter echoed long after their passing.

The king walked with Auriel to sit on the stairs. The guards exited their posts and stood at the top of the stairs to provide a moment of privacy. The king nodded to them and smiled for the courtesy.

“What do you need my dear?” The king unfurled his long cloak around the steps behind him making sure no part of the fine purple cloth bore any wrinkles.

“I just need to come out and say it,” Auriel breathed and closed her eyes.

“Then please by all means do.”

“I want you to absolve my servant Danora of all her debts,” she pursed her lips and waited for his response.

“Danora? Which one is that?”

Auriel blinked in surprise, “She’s the dark-skinned half elf. She’s been my servant for the last fifteen years.” She turned to sit facing her father better.

“Oh yes. Danora. Why do you want to free her?” He leaned back slightly and looked at his daughter from over his curved nose.

Auriel excitedly began, “She has become a dear friend of mine and I want her to live a full and happy life.” She clipped her words short then spoke, “I want to ensure that a close friend of mine is taken care of while I’m away.”

“She has a full and happy life. We treat all of our indentured servants with the highest amount of respect.” The king nodded satisfied with his self-proclaimed goodness.

“She dreams of owning a tavern and singing every night there. She’s a great singer too.” Auriel’s eyes gleamed with joy at the thought of her friend’s dream coming true. “I just want her to be happy after I leave.”

“She means a lot to you?” The king turned his head slightly, and his deep brown eyes glazed through his daughter unfocused on the world around him. Auriel nodded her head in reply and the king added, “I don’t know how much she has left on her debts, but I’m sure I can work something out.”

“Take the difference out of my dowry. I’ll speak with Reylin. This would bring me so much joy. Thanks daddy.” Auriel’s smile grew with each word until it hurt.

“Anytime my dear. I’ll take care of it soon.”

“Can you do it today? I want to tell her now and invite her to the wedding as my guest of honor, Auriel smiled up at her father.

Nodding his head, the king said, “Of course my darling. I will miss you.” He leaned in to hug his daughter again.

“I’ll miss you to,” she held him tight and felt his love through the beating of his old heart.

“You’ve grown up too fast. Where did my little musical girl go?” the king let go of the embrace and smiled down at Auriel.

“I’m still the same girl,” she replied hands on her hips.

“I remember you writing songs and learning to play the lute. Do you still play?” Auriel nodded her head, and the king smiled. “You should play a song for me before you leave.” He tapped a finger to the side of his cheek. “How long will you need to prepare? How about tomorrow?”

Panic shot through Auriel. Tomorrow night was the last night she would play with Danora at the inn. She would never enjoy the other woman’s voice again in her life. “Tomorrow, I…”

“Do you have plans?”

“No. I just,” she paused. “Why wait. I could play a song for you tonight.”

“I would love that,” he smiled and stood from the steps. “I’ll tell your mother. Let’s do it after dinner.”

“Ok daddy. I love you.” Auriel stayed sitting on the wide curved steps and watched her father enter the dining hall.

The guards silently assumed their previous position at the base of the steps. The tall guard whispered to Auriel as he passed, “They are real, and they are tiny and ugly.” The uptight one shook his head and grunted at the comment.

***

Auriel rang the silver bell indicating for Danora to return to her bedchamber. Danora opened the door and curtsied. “Yes, milady?” she asked.

Auriel shot up from her chair and ran to the other woman. Taking Danora’s dark skinned hands in her own she said, “I have exciting news.”

“Ok,” Danora narrowed her eyes.

“My father agreed to forgive your debts.” Auriel held a wide grin waiting for her friend’s reaction.

“What?” Danora’s face lowered and shock spread out from her eyes until it covered her entire face.

“I asked him to forgive your debts. As of my wedding you will no longer be an indentured servant.” Auriel guided Danora in a quick spin and added, “Today is the best day ever.”

“Really?” She let go of the princess’s hands and breathed deeply.

Auriel reached to take Danora’s hands again but Danora let them slip back down to her sides. Auriel replied, “Yes. I did this for you. He’s taking it out of my dowry. I’m sure he’ll work it out with Reylin or his father.”

“Wow. I don’t know what to say.” Danora stepped backwards and leaned against the wall.

“Say thank you.” Auriel said following the woman and leaning against it next to her.

“Thank you.”

“I want to ask you something.” Auriel timidly glanced at the other woman.

“What?” Danora said, shock still present in her tone.

“I want you to come with me when I marry Reylin. You could be my bard.” Auriel strummed an imaginary lute in her air.

“No,” Danora whispered.

“What? I freed you.” Auriel turned to face her friend. Anger filled her voice, “You owe this to me.”

“You bought me, or you freed me?” Danora said in a spiteful tone Auriel had never heard before.

“I freed you,” Auriel assured. Footsteps echoed down the hall outside the closed door. An excited demeanor filling Danora she asked, “Then I’m free to leave and do as I please?”

“Yes, but what about our relationship?” The hidden meaning of her question apparent to both women.

“You’re my master. If I’m no longer a slave, then I don’t want to hang around my old master,” Danora said with finality.

“We’re friends.” Auriel pleaded and reached for Danora’s hands, but the other woman pulled them away.

“I practically raised you. You’re more of a little sister than anything, but not quite that. You have commanded and ordered me around for the last fourteen years,” she sighed standing taller than before. “No more. I’m a free woman.”

Reasoning away the argument that Danora presented, Auriel said, “You’re still young. Half elves live longer than humans. We’re basically the same age.”

“They paid me to take care of you and be your friend,” Danora paused considering her words. “We were never truly friends.”

Auriel felt the world crumble around her. Color drained from the walls and the only vibrant image in her eyes was the dark-skinned beauty in front of her. Tears dripped down her cheeks. The room shrank until the universe became the two women talking.

Danora asked, “When is he forgiving my debts?”

“I asked him to process it immediately as an early wedding gift for me, but I…” Auriel trailed off struggling to find words and emotions.

“So, I’m free right now?” Danora looked at the door again but stayed in her place leaning against the wall.

“Yes,” Auriel replied after a long pause.

A dark-skinned hand took Auriel’s and squeezed tightly. Auriel looked into the woman’s violet eyes and a tear welled up and tore a path down her left cheek. She hugged the princess and kissed her on the forehead. Auriel felt the place where the tender dark lips caressed her. Danora walked out of the room without saying goodbye.


Chapter 4

Pacing the halls of the castle, Auriel searched in vain for Danora. Quick steps led her around another bend. Two servants approached from the opposite direction headed straight for the princess. Both wore the livery of the kitchen staff and walked with determined strides. The woman on the left wore a long braid behind her head and the other’s hair was tied up in a sloppy bun.

“Milady, the king has called on you. You missed dinner, and he was eager to see you,” the long-braided maid said.

Auriel paused and muttered, “God, he wanted me to play the lute.” Nodding to the maids she said, “Can you inform him I need to retire early tonight. I will play the lute for him tomorrow evening.”

“He was adamant that we bring you,” the long-braided woman replied.

“Your meal has grown cold,” the woman with the sloppy bun spoke with a slow cadence. “Would you like me to bring it to your room?”

“That would be lovely. Can you tell my father I’ve fallen ill and must retire soon?” she asked the two women. The servants looked at the other hesitantly. “My term of the month has approached, and I need to be back in my room,” Auriel lied, but the staff took her at her word and never doubted her word.

Both women nodded their heads and sloppy bun said, “We understand milady. I’ll have your meal sent up shortly.”

“Thank you.” The servants curtsied and Auriel interrupted the motion, “Have either of you seen Danora my servant?”

“Not since this morning milady,” the long-braided woman said bobbing her head side to side swinging the braid at her back.

“Me either,” added the other trying her best to sound important to the search.

“Oh well. If you see her tell her I’m looking for her,” Auriel pursed her lips and turned to walk down the hallway in the opposite direction back towards her chambers.

“As you wish highness,” the maids said in unison. Their footsteps echoed behind Auriel until she reached her chamber a short distance later.

Opening the door, Auriel sighed. Anguish filled her with destructive thoughts. She walked to her closet and retrieved the wooden lute from its case. Laying on her bed she began to strum a melody. At first it was one she was familiar with, but it quickly transitioned into a tune of her own design. Slow fingers plucked cords and experimented with the notes until she formed a melancholy melody. Dinner arrived and the sloppy haired maid placed it on a nearby end table, but Auriel ignored both the maid and the food. Hours passed as she created her own tunes and let her emotions form into notes.

The lute left a small impression on the bed where Auriel placed it next to her. She pulled out the small vial of blood and thoughts of magic and the power to get what she wanted out of life surged through her mind. The cork came out with a soft popping sound.

Auriel plugged her nose. An acrid musk permeated the room. Tipping her head back as far as she could she poured the blood down her throat trying not to let any of her touch her tongue. Bile built inside of her and forced its way up as she tried to wretch the blood out of her stomach. Gagging she forced her mouth closed with both hands. She stood from the bed and ran to the plate and drink on the end table. Downing the water in one gulp she forced the blood back down into her stomach.

Waiting for a dramatic change to occur inside of her, Auriel paused and stood expectant, but nothing happened. She walked back over to her bed, and expected a magical transformation to occur, but she felt the same as before, except she tasted the lingering bile from the musky blood. Laying atop the blankets she wondered at the sorceress and doubted the magical encounter from earlier in the day. Her eyes closed quickly and within minutes she fell asleep.

***

Warmth emanated from just outside of her view. Hair raised on her arms and the back of her neck, and she had the distinct impression of being watched. Frustrated that she’d fallen asleep before anything magical happened she searched with her hands for the blanket to pull over herself. Cold stone met her fingertips. She traced intricate carvings with her fingers. Opening her eyes, she realized that she was not in her room in the castle. The cold from the stone altar seeped into her naked flesh.

The low ceiling was carved smooth from stone, and a fire burned in a large open fireplace. The smoke billowing up into a chimney out of site. Auriel sat up on the altar and swung her legs down the side. Looking for her nightgown she searched the room, but no visible chairs, doors, or dressers could be seen.

“Hello?” she called. When no answer returned, she added, “Where am I?” Shadows danced on the edge of her perception. “Where are my clothes?” Quiet crackles from the fire answered, but no words came.

Purple lines split the air in a half circle. The air rippled as the lines formed into a doorway. Vague images floated through the hazy portal, prostrating figures in prayerful adoration arranged in a vague half circle on the other side of the doorway. Amid the faint outlines of the supplications stood a translucent naked woman.

Stepping through the purple threshold the naked woman took on a solid form. Long raven black hair with a hint of red cut short on the sides twisted into an intricate braid hung inches above the floor. Massive breasts with bright pink nipples hung low. She stood displaying her shaved pubic hair. A massive cock hung limp between her legs. Red high heels, the only article of clothing she wore, clicked on the stone floor as she approached the naked Auriel.

Unconsciously Auriel tried to cover her soft brown nipples and her small breasts. She leaned back from the unearthly beast and bumped into the altar. Her ass cheeks cold at the touch of the stone, she squealed in fright.

“Hello human child,” came the harmonious voice of the succubus.

Auriel’s breath caught, and no words escaped, her opened mouth. She edged further away from the creature. A long leathery wing stretched the distance between the women and curled behind Auriel preventing her from retreating any further.

“Welcome to my domain. I am Xanica queen of the succubi and incubi,” she nodded her head slightly.

A tremor passed over her body at the touch of the soft wing flesh to her naked back. “I’m Auriel princess of Jeddon,” she said as the tip of the wing rested in between her ass cheeks. Her eyes widened, and she gasped.

“What do you desire princess of Jeddon?” The succubus took one step forward. From out of the portal stepped five women in dark red robes. Each bowed behind the succubus and knelt at attention.

“I’m not sure,” Auriel replied staring at the supplicants.

A black tail with a clover-shaped tip swung idly behind the succubus and she smiled coyly, “Yes you are. You see her in your mind right now. You imagine her touch as you explore yourself at night.”

“How do you know that?” Shock passed over the princess.

Motioning to her followers Xanica said, "I am queen of Lust, and you my sweet are mine. Tell me what you desire.”

Auriel breathed in and out twice and whispered, “I want to marry Danora.” Closing her eyes, she said louder, “I want her to be my lover. I want to be with her forever.”

“Is that all you want?” the succubus asked. A twinkle passed through her dark black eyes. She stepped closer to the princess. Their breasts a few inches from touching.

“I’m not sure,” Auriel protested and tried to step backwards, but the leathery wing pulled her closer until their nipples kissed. Spasms of pleasure coursed through Auriel and she felt her insides light on fire with lust.

“Yes, you are,” Xanica whispered rubbing her breasts against Auriel’s back and forth.

Lost in the sensation of pleasure, Auriel closed her eyes and her deepest desires surfaced, “I want to lead my life. I want to choose my destiny. I want the power to be myself.”

“I will give you the power,” Xanica leaned forward whispering. “I will give you your destiny, I will let you lead your own life.” Her tail reached between her own legs and began stroking her own futanari cock.

“What about Danora?” Auriel asked.

“I cannot give you the love of another, but I can make her lust after you. From there it will be up to you to win her over.” With each word the succubus inched closer pressing their breasts further together until her cock stuck limp into Auriel’s belly button. The clover tipped tail rubbing up the limp cock and lingering in the belly button a moment before slowing back down to start all over again.

“Why would you give this to me?” Auriel asked in a moment of clarity.

The succubus cock stiffened slightly unfolding its bent shape. Xanica whispered, “In exchange for your loyalty and devotion. In exchange for you service. In exchange for your eternal soul.”

“I don’t want to go to hell when I die.” Images from artwork and words from sermons passed through her mind as warnings to the situation. Danora’s warning echoed in her mind.

“Who said anything about hell? Those that belong to me enjoy eternal bliss. Anything you desire can be yours.” Xanica motioned to the five red robed women behind her, “Do they appear to be in any pain? On the contrary. These my most valiant are in a constant state of lust and each night I reward them personally.” The futanari cock grew until it pressed into the bottom of Auriel’s breasts. The tail then wrapped itself around the base of the twelve in long member and tightened. Spade coiled tip rubbing the edge of the succubus’s clit.

“What would I have to do to serve you?” Auriel asked looking straight into the dark eyes of the demon avoiding the spectacle below their breasts.

Xanica me the calculating gaze with a smile, “Nothing dramatic. No firstborns or pledges of fealty. The only thing I require is to fuck you or anyone you know whenever I please.”

“You mean, you’d fuck Danora?” Auriel pushed herself back repulsed at the thought of this succubus and her cock penetrating the woman she loved.

The wing held the princess in place. Xanica purred wrapping her other wing around the opposite side of the girl trapping Auriel in place, “Why yes I would. Does that influence your decision?”

“I’d still have the power to live my life though?” Auriel could barely in the darkened alcove between the massive wings. The light emanated from the fireplace casting flickering shadows throughout.

Xanica leaned in and kissed Auriel on the neck with a tender touch that contradicted the situation. An aphrodisiac surged through the princess and all sense of the world vanished. “Of course, but just know that I have the right to fuck anyone around you and I may require you to fuck them for me.”

“I’d get everything I want though right?” Auriel asked again.

“Yes.” Another soft kiss on the neck and surging pleasure coursed through the princess.

“I’ll do it.”

“Perfect,” came the almost angelic voice of the succubus.

Auriel closed her eyes and asked with her last moments of conscious thought, “Do I need to sign anything? A contract or something binding.”

“I will bind you to me now,” the succubus announced. The demon pressed her breasts into the princess and kissed her. The firm cock sticking into her abdomen as the succubus eased her tongue into Auriel’s mouth.

Locked in an embrace with the other worldly creature, Auriel let go of her repressed sexuality and wrapped her arms around the bare back of the demon. She gripped the base of the wings where rough leathery flesh transformed to silky skin. Their tongues danced back and forth in a sensual display.

Xanica pressed down on her cock, the tip running down Auriel’s abdomen until it lowered below the girl’s pelvis. Auriel cooed at the soft touch of the penis against her labia. Tweaking her own nipples, the demon let out a low shudder of pleasure.

Labia pressed against the hard penis, Auriel stood straddling the cock. She rubbed her hips against it, while locked in an open-mouthed kiss. The clover tipped tail coiled around the cock adding a rough ribbed sensation to the touch. The pit of Auriel’s stomach lurched and she felt the vertigo of arousal building inside.

Pulling out of the kiss, Xanica whispered, “I will give you power beyond your imagining. You need only consent to this.”

Auriel nodded her head. “I want you to penetrate me.”

“As with my servant Kiltunda, you possess more power than most,” she motioned to the women groveling behind her. “You will become as me but remain human. You will be a proto succubus.”

“I want your power,” Auriel moaned pressing her small breasts closer against the succubus. She twerked her ass working it evenly back and forth along the cock.

A wicked smile split Xanica’s face and she opened her wings stepping backwards away from Auriel. “Lay atop the altar and I will begin the ritual,” she commanded.

The princess lay her bare back atop the altar cool stone against her flesh. The five red robed supplicants took up positions in a pentagram and began chanting in an unknown language. Xanica split Aruiel’s legs apart wide across the alter and pressed her futanari cock against the princess’s virgin pussy.

“Repeat after me,” Xanica commanded in a quiet tone. Auriel nodded pressing her hands into her breasts twisting her nipple with one hand and rubbing and squeezing with the other.

“I Auriel Jeddon,” Xanica pressed the tip of her cock into Auriel’s virginity. Easing the lips of her labia apart as she rubbed up and down the vertical axis of the clitoris.

“I Auriel Jeddon,” the princess repeated, barely aware of the world around her.

“Pledge myself to thy eternal will,” Xanica stepped forward pressing the cock further into the princess. The clover tipped tail uncoiling from her cock as she pressed deeper until her tail hung low dangling a few inches from the floor.

“Pledge myself to thy eternal will,” Auriel arched her back at the foreign feeling of penetration. Her slender fingers the only previous occupants of her intimacy paled in comparison to the massive cock.

Xanica pressed her cock further until it was half buried in the other woman. “To satisfy all carnal pleasure,” she continued.

“To satisfy all carnal pleasure.” The cock flexed inside her and she sucked in a quick breath.

“In the name of my Queen Xanica,” the succubus announced thrusting hard forcing the cock all the way into the princess. The tip reached her cervix.

“In the name of my Queen Xanica,” Auriel screamed as an eruption of pre-cum squirted into her vagina.

“That will do,” the demon said satisfied with the contract.

Mind blank the princess repeated, “That will do.”

“You didn’t have to say that part silly princess,” the succubus smiled down at her new acolyte.

“Sorry, I was distracted,” Auriel blushed and breathed.

“Now I will present to you a boon of my power along with attunement to the magical spectrum of the world,” Xanica spoke as if unaware that her cock stood engulfed by the princess’s vagina, but the princess could hardly think of anything else.

“What sort of boon is it?”

“You will develop into my avatar in the world,” Xanica began thrusting her hips back and forth. Auriel’s head bobby against the edge of the stone altar gently with each press. The succubus snapped her finger, and the red-robed women removed their robes and stood naked on their pentagram sign. Each woman a different nationality seemed a display of the succubus’s power and influence. Every woman in the room was toned and hypersexualized and each bore a cock of varying sizes. None larger than the succubus, but two of the five came close.

The supplicants began stroking their hard cocks watching their mistress fuck the princess.

Back and forth, Xanica surged her hips against Auriel. Pounding into her rhythmically, the demon reached down and kissed each of her nipples once.

The surging emotion of pleasure bubbled up from the nipples and rippled out over her breasts from the lingering kiss. Before her eyes her breasts surged and stretched growing from their ‘A’ cup size to a ‘C’. The demon took each newly grown breast in her hands and massaged them along the rhythmic pumping of their sex.

Back and forth her head rocked against the alter. Each motion surged pleasure through her entire body. The clover tipped tail felt its way to the dick moving in and wrapped itself around the thick member until the whole cock was laced with a ribbed spiral. Tip fluttering inside Auriel with each forceful thrust.

“That is more pleasing,” the succubus announced. “Only one more thing to do.”

Auriel could not focus on the demon. Her mind lost to the pleasure of the massive cock ramming her. One by one the supplicants approached the altar. Two stood on either side of her and one stood opposite the demon. All five women stroking their hard cocks watching the succubus waiting.

Xanica nodded her head. All five women chanted their strange language in unison. One by one ejaculating spraying cum all over the princess. Five separate pumping streams covering her from head to toe in their semen. Auriel gripped a cock in each hand and pumped it back and forth encouraging them to spray her again with their semen.

The succubus moaned with passion and arched her back. Leathery wings spread to their full eighteen-foot wingspan touching each the two opposite walls. She wailed in pleasure. Thursting her hips Auriel felt the futanari cock explode inside of her. Cum erupting through her cervix into her womb. The demon woman thrusts fiercely. With each forward motion a surge of cum burst into the princess.

Viscous demon cum spilled from Auriel’s vagina and the demon slowed the cadence of the fucking. The princess arched her back rubbing the cum all over her body. An orgasm formed in that moment and spread from her cervix clear to the tips of her toes. Searing joy coursed through her veins. She wailed in pleasure wrapping her legs around the back of the succubus ramming her vagina down further into the cock.

Laughing maniacally, the demon pressed her hand on Auriel’s pelvis, and she drew a runic symbol in the middle of her patch of auburn pubic hair. The pleasure of the fucking and overstimulation of the whole experience overcame the princess, and she lost consciousness.

Dreams wracked with pleasure. She dreamed that each of the supplicants fucked her one at a time, and then she dreamed she had one of their cocks in her mouth, one in her ass and another in her vagina, while she held two others in her hands. Cum flowed freely.


Part 2

Royally Bonded





Chapter 5

The late morning sun awoke the tired princess. Shaking her head, she winced at the bright light. Her eyes failed to focus, and thoughts came slowly. Soft footsteps sounded around the room.

“Danora is that you?” Auriel’s tired mind forgetting that the other woman no longer worked for her. “I had the most confusing dream. It felt completely real.”

Tinkling cutlery sounded nearby, but the bright morning light blinded the princess and she could not make out who stood next to her, but a soft voice questioned, “Uh. Milady?”

“This dream I can hardly describe it Danora. You would never believe me or what happened,” Auriel felt her desire for sex build as she recalled the passions with the succubus.

“Milady, you’re very naked and laying atop your blankets,” the timid voice spoke again.

“Whose there? My eyes are unfocused still. This light is so bright,” Auriel spoke rubbing the tired from her sight.

“It’s me, milady. Jeena, from last night. I brought you the soup,” Auriel started to see the woman, and the world focused in a snap.

“Oh, thank you,”

“Well, you didn’t eat any. Are you planning on eating breakfast? Or maybe getting dressed? You’re very naked.”

“I had a strange dream. Can you bring me my clothes?” Auriel asked.

Xanica’s voice echoed in Auriel’s head, “Fuck her. Look at that woman, she’s lusting after you right now.” Auriel rubbed her temples trying to remove the strange voice from her mind.

“Yes Milady,” Jeena bowed her head.

Auriel sat up and looked down at her naked body. Her breasts had grown in size to a ‘C’ sized cup, but her jaw dropped when she looked at her pelvis. An erect cock stood staring up at her. “What the goddamn fuck?”

Jeena jumped and dropped the folded small cloths from her arms and squealed. “What happened milady?”

“I have a cock. What is happening? This must be a terrible dream,” Auriel shot out of bed and ran to the standing mirror and stared at her naked futanari body.

Xanica’s voice echoed in her mind, “This is no dream. You have my power now. I want you to fuck Jeena.”

“No. No I don’t want to do that,” Auriel sputtered.

“Don’t want to do what?” asked the servant.

“Uh nothing,” the princess replied with a confused look on her face. She reached down and touched her erect cock and felt the slight throbbing of her heartbeat in the firm member.

“Fuck her and I will give you Danora. You are bound to me,” echoed the angelic voice of the succubus.

“I’ll do this for Danora,” Auriel turned to face Jeena. “Can you come here a moment?”

“Highness, I’m feeling very uncomfortable. I’m not sure why you have a penis,” Jeena asked approaching the princess.

“This is my princess cock and I want you to suck it,” Auriel motioned with all her grace to the erect cock.

“Excuse me?” Jeena asked.

“You heard me.” Auriel stepped towards the servant.

“Highness, I have to get back to the kitchens,” Jeena took a step backwards, but hesitated looking straight at the penis.

“You will service me and when I am done, you can get back to work.” Auriel glided towards her chair and sat.

“Your mother will think I’ve been slacking.” Jeena protested following the princess over to the chair.

“I’ll tell her that you were helping me get ready for the seamstress.” Auriel grinned watching the servant kneel down on the ground at her feet.

“Yes, milady.”

“How long were you looking at my princess cock before you woke me?”

“Not long. I promise.” Jeena opened her mouth and took the tip of Auriel’s cock into her. She drew a circle around the tip. Auriel breathed out in quick breaths. The servant rocked her head up and down taking the whole cock into her mouth.

Auriel ran her hands through the other woman’s hair. Pressure grew in her futanari cock until it threatened to explode in the maid’s mouth. The princess forced Jeena’s head down low taking the cock deep into her throat.

A light knock on the door drew Auriel’s attention. Distraction engulfed in her pleasure she quickly forgot the interruption. Elation erupted from her cock shooting streams of cum into Jeena’s mouth. The servant gagged trying to keep the cum in her mouth. Saliva and warm semen mixed and dripped down the throbbing member.

“I see you met Xanica,” Kiltunda cleared her throat.

Auriel blushed, “Excuse us Jeena.” The servant swallowed the remaining cum in her mouth and nodded her head.

“Yes highness,” Jeena stood and brushed the wrinkles from her blouse blushing at the sorceress entering the room. Kiltunda wore a dark red silk dress and her futanari cock hung erect visible through the fabric. Jeena stared at the bulge eyes wide.

The princess sat naked in the chair staring at the sorceress, “It felt as a dream, but apparently it was real.” She motioned to her cock to emphasize the reality of the change.

“Indeed,” Kiltunda approached the chair and added, “Let’s continue from where we left off yesterday.

Auriel glanced at the lingering servant, “Jeena, you are dismissed.”

Jeena bowed her head and her gaze stuck on the naked princess. She closed the door behind her but looked back for as long as she could manage.

“This will proceed as yesterday, but this time do not form any symbols in the colors. The magic will work stronger if you masturbate both of us.” The sorceress began the ritual from the beginning pouring her white powder on the ground in a circle and disrobing.

Auriel nodded her head, “I just came, I’m not sure if I’ll be able to do it again so soon.”

“Don’t worry, that is not a normal penis. It’s a futanari cock. It will be ready for another go in moments,” Kiltunda danced in a circle around the princess in the same way she did the day before. Erotica hip gyrations, their skin touching as the sorceress danced closer and closer to the princess.

Lust formed between the women and Auriel stroked her erect cock watching the ritual. Kiltunda drew colorful circles and runic designs in the rising smoke chanting her magical words. She moved her legs and sat straddling the young princess. Kiltunda guided the princess’s cock to touch her own vagina. Auriel gasped at the soft touch on her cock.

Working her hips in the ritual dance, Kiltunda’s labia opened for the cock to penetrate. Auriel gripped the other woman’s cock in her hands and stroked slowly in rhythm with the motion of her hips.

Auriel leaned down to take the other woman’s cock in her mouth, but Kiltunda stopped her by lifting her chin and shaking her head no. The sorceress pressed her hips down and took the futanari cock into her vagina.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Auriel let out a squeal of pleasure leaning her head back and closing her eyes. Moving her hands faster she rubbed up and down the cock of the futanari sorceress. The wet pressure on her penis surged into an ecstasy of delight. Auriel felt the pressure building to release her cum into the woman.

Kiltunda abruptly stood removing the cock from her vagina. She stood and motioned for Auriel to follow. “Stand and spin.” Auriel obeyed, but the sting of a denied ejaculation sent needle sharp pain throughout her penis.

The chanting reached a crescendo and thick eruptions of cum shot out towards Auriel. This white viscous cum hung in the air spiraling and forming into a silk. The ejaculating cock shot stream after stream towards the princess and each one formed into silk midair.

As Auriel spun her wedding dress formed around her with each burst of cum from the sorceress. The gasping princess forgot her pain in the shocked realization that their sex act formed into a beautiful wedding gown. The dress tight around the top bore a low ‘V’ cut exposing the sides of her breasts. The edges of her pink nipples barely visible. The gown hung out wide, tapering long and trailing wide behind the princess. Auriel’s cock stuck far out creating a canopy in the wedding dress.

Kiltunda sat on the floor breathing heavily. One last shot of cum shot from her tired cock and a tiara formed out of the magical semen. Sighting, the sorceress lay on the ground exhausted.

“The magic is done, and I am spent,”

“My cock hurts so bad.”

“You need to ejaculate. Sorry I came before you there. I had to finish the ritual. If you were in me when I came the ritual would have failed again.”

“Wow. Magic sounds complicated.”

“It’s not as bad as it sounds. I have some old spell books I can give you,” Kiltunda cocked her head sideways, “Magic isn’t just about sex, but as our patron is Xanica, our most powerful rituals and incantations are performed during sex.”

“I can’t wait to learn it all. Where should I begin?”

“It requires study, but there are some simple enchantments you can start learning.” Kiltunda rose from the ground, but fell to her ass again, when her legs gave out.

“Are you all right?”

“Give me a moment and I’ll be ok to stand and leave,” Kiltunda lay on the floor. Her cock hanging limp at her waist.

“I need to ejaculate. My cock hurts so bad.”

“Your cum gives you power, luckily as a futanari you can cum much more than a normal male.” Shaky legs barely holding her, she stood saying, “Save your cum. I think I know an enchantment you may enjoy.” The bag of supplies lay near the closed door and Kiltunda retrieved a dusty leather-bound book from inside. Auriel adjusted her firm cock pressing it tight against her abdomen, but the pain or a repressed ejaculation stung.

“Here.” Kiltunda handed the book to the princess. “I brought this for you.”

Flipping through yellowed pages of the dusty tomb, Auriel passed over titles such as, “Basic Charms,” and “Cone of Truth Seeing.” Auriel flipped to the later pages in the book and read, “the dangers of the compulsion.”

“Be careful with that one,” Kiltunda said reading over Auriel’s shoulder. “Some spells are more pain than they’re worth. I would study the incantations for the basic charms. Remember your power comes directly from Xanica. It is borrowed and in order for it to work you have hold to your bargain with her.”

“I know. I remember the dream.”

“That was no dream, she took you to her realm.”

“No way, that was a dream.”

“Not so. I’ve been there many times. It is part of the under realms.”

“This dress I made you is magical and if you learn the basic incantations, you can manipulate the fabric with hand waves.” Kiltunda waved her hand over the fabric of her silk dress and the color shifted from dark purple to crimson. Another wave of her hand and the cut changed from a low v neck to a steep collar and wide sleeves.

Auriel glanced down at her wedding dress and wondered at the magic held within. “There’s so much I want to know.”

“With more practice it can even provide protection to you or even a weapon.” She flicked her wrist, and the sleeve formed into a slender whip. Spinning it around her head she shot it forward and a loud crack echoed through the room.

“Where should I start studying?” Auriel asked.

“Begin with the basics of hand movements and simple charms,” Kiltunda leaned against the mirror and waved her hands again changing the color of her dress back to the dark purple and lengthening the neckline.

“Ok.” Auriel flipped back to the first pages and began articulating her fingers to match the diagrams on the pages. Moving to sit on her bed, she devoured the book and took in as much of the information as she could.

“I’ll leave you to your studies.” Kiltunda smiled down at the pupil, “Some of your magic will be learned, but most of it will come naturally with little preparation.”

The words vanished in the air and Auriel did not notice when Kiltunda left the room. Hours passed as she learned simple incantations. A flick of her wrist and she changed the color of her dress. Another flick and she changed it back to the elegant white of the gown. Studying the charms, she left the confines of her room and attempt the simplest compulsion spells.

Book in hand she left her rooms.


Chapter 6

“Word came to me, you bothered the princess during your post last night,” the gruff guard captain spoke. He stood taller than most men and wore his long blond hair in a tight bun behind his head. His helmet perpetually under his arm. Auriel recalled captain Falun often asking after Danora, but she never knew if anything had passed between the two.

“No sir, she asked us a question, and we did our best to answer it,” the taller guard spoke defensively. Auriel waved her hand and changed the color of her gown to a light blue and walked out into the hall. Cock still hard from her encounter with the servant and sorceress she hid it as best she could.

“Your command is to stay still and silent,” Falun reproached.

“Captain Falun,” Auriel asked approaching the guardsmen from behind.

“Your highness,” he bowed his head, but his eyes bore defiance.

“I have a question for you,” Auriel smiled up at the tall handsome man.

“You see. Sir this is what she did last night,” the guard said to reaffirm his earlier point.

“Quiet,” he turned to face the princess, “Your highness surely a princess could find something more important to do than ask questions of the captain of the guard. Isn’t the wedding next week?”

Anger flushed her cheeks and the guard behind shook his head. “Captain,” Auriel waved her hands forming the magical hand signs, “Tell me your truth.” She was uncertain where the words came from, but it felt right.

Falun closed his eyes and scrunched his face, “I need to tell…” He shook his head, and grunted, “There is something sticking out of your dress highness.” He pointed down at the bulge in her tight gown.

“Oh, this.” Auriel pointed to her cock. “It’s nothing.” She waved her hands again and both guard and captain nodded their heads.

“As you say,” Falun replied.

“You will tell me what you were about to say,” Auriel attempted the truth charm again, but she felt no power in the words.

“It was nothing princess. I’m not sure why I even started to say that.” Falun turned to face his underling.

Pulling out the dusty tomb Auriel flipped to the basics of charms and read, “Captain Falun, Monino exinca comeumnse.” She winced at the words and hoped that they came out in a semblance of the correct pronunciation.

“Highness, I need to tell you in something in confidence.” Falun tuned back to the princess and pulled her aside away from the guard. “Accompany me a moment.”

“As you wish.” Auriel allowed the captain to escort her out of the main foyer of the castle. The captain took her arm in his and the pair walked out into the gardens. Silence followed the pair as servants watched them with curiosity.

Entering the wide garden on the palace grounds, the captain received salutes from various guards along their path. Quiet chatter echoed from the guards at their passing.

Taking a seat in a low bench the princess unfurled her dress, careful not to sit on the train that followed the gown. “Captain, what is it you need to tell me?”

“There are two things highness,” Falun bowed his head low and knelt before the princess. Sweat dripped from his brow. “I have uncovered a plan to kill your betrothed.” Sighing heavily, the tall captain announced, “I have not said anything because I want to marry you and assume the position of the heir to King Jeddon.”

“Excuse me?”

“I want to marry you your highness and I will not prevent the plot to kill your betrothed,” Falun bowed his head low, but said nothing else.

“You’ve never said more than a few words to me in my life,” Auriel said as confusion painted her face.

“Highness it has little do to with love, but I can see myself coming to love you one day,” Falun lifted his blue-eyed gaze and smiled at the princess.

“Thanks, I’m glad you feel you might love me at some point,” Auriel sighed and stood. Falun took her hand and prevented the princess from leaving. “Let go of me.”

“No, your highness. I’m not sure what came over me just now, but I…,” he shook his head and looked down at the princess as if realizing that they stood in the garden alone together. “Excuse me highness.” He turned to walk away.

“Wait, what about this plan to kill Reylin?”

“I know of no such plan.”

“But you just said you did,” Auriel protested his leaving. “I was the one leaving you by the way.”

He turned back to look at the princess and pain filled his face, but he turned around a shrub and vanished from sight. Alone in the garden Auriel sat wondering if the words of the captain were true.

“I don’t even want to marry him, but I can’t just let an assassin kill prince Reylin,” Auriel buried her head in her hands. “But I just want to find Danora and tell her how I feel, and I want to give up all I have to be with her.”

Pulling out the tomb, Auriel read and studied the hand motions and incantations that would make up her spell casting. Before long the sun hung low in the sky and Auriel felt her eyes watering from reading and her fingers aching from the arching movements. Most of the simple incantations worked, and she made a flower bloom and another wither.

“What is that?” a soft feminine voice asked.

Auriel lifted her gaze from the book and saw a beautiful olive-skinned human standing in her garden. The woman wore a light purple blouse and short cream skirts that hung to her knees. She was slender and the tilt of her eyes held an exotic beauty.

“Uh. Hello? Who are you?” curiosity painted across her face.

“I’m exploring this castle.” The woman’s voice carried a slight lilt to her words. The tone rounded and musical.

“That doesn’t answer my question,” Auriel placed a finger in the old tomb and closed it.

“I know. Are you the princess?” the exotic woman tilted her head and approached the low bench where Auriel sat.

“Yes, I am. Do I need to ask the guards to escort you out of the castle?” She sat straighter trying to appear regal and unafraid.

“Why? I’m a guest here. Or rather I will be tomorrow when my family arrives.” The woman raised her left eyebrow twice.

Auriel scrunched her nose at the woman, “Wait your family? Are you related to King Hurthan?”

“Yes, I am his daughter princess Elenea Hurthan,” the princess of Hurtha bowed low in front of Auriel. The bow appeared a strangely male gesture from a woman in skirts.

Glee split her face into a smile and Auriel rose to curtsy to Elenea. “A pleasure. We’ll soon be sisters. I’m Auriel Jeddon betrothed to Reylin.”

“I’m not sure why we chose a bride from such a small kingdom.” Elenea’s small quirked smile stung with the insult.

Xanica’s voice whispered in Auriel’s ear, “You will fuck her.”

“What?” Auriel asked Xanica.

Elenea responded, “You come from a small family in a backwater kingdom. No offense, but Reylin deserves much better than you.” Elenea shook her head. “Are you hard of hearing as well?”

“I may come from a minor house, but I was taught manners. You are welcome to go find yours and return when you are ready to speak kindly,” Auriel felt her heart skip at the directness of her remark.

A smile formed on the corners of the olive-skinned woman’s mouth, “You’re quite the incompetent sorceress.”

“Is this your attempt to speak nicely? Perhaps I was not clear. Leave now or treat me with respect.”

“It was certainly an attempt.” Elenea sat in on the low wooden bench next to Auriel and asked, “What did you say to that foppy man? He ran away with quite the fright on his face.”

“Falun? The guard captain?” Auriel asked laughing at the description.

“If that was the man that left as I arrived.”

Auriel blushed and covered her face with her hands, “Well, he proposed to me after a fashion.”

“Proposed to you? But your betrothed to my brother,” Elenea laughed in her lilting tones. Auriel felt the pull of attraction to the foreign princess, but the woman’s mean tone and superficial attitude stuck out as red flags to stay away from her.

“I told him as much. Then he spoke of a…” Auriel blushed doubting the words of the captain of the guard. “He rambled on for a bit.”

“Do you want to be a queen?” Elenea asked changing the subject.

“I’m not certain. I play the lute and I love music, but I suppose when I’m queen I won't be able to sneak out at night and play in the local taverns,” Auriel sighed at the coming changes to her world, but the prospect of magic held new possibilities.

Elenea laughed out loud, “No way. I cannot picture that. You’re far too prim and pretty to sneak out and run with such a rough crowd.” Auriel glared at Elenea and the olive-skinned princess asked, “You’re serious, aren’t you?”

“I admit, I’m not very confident by myself in front of the crowd, but I have a friend that helps me feel brave. I play twice a week in a local tavern. I’m quite competent at the lute and I compose my own music.” Auriel felt pride in her work and longed for a life of music and freedom from the responsibilities of the nation.

“Is this a friend you think you’ll miss when you marry my brother?” Elenea leaned in close inspecting Auriel’s reaction to the comment.

Hands on her hips Auriel replied, “You jumped right into my emotions. I think I’d rather ask you a question. Why are you sneaking about before your family arrives?”

Laughing Elenea responded, “Like you I have a life outside the castle, but I daresay mine is a bit more dangerous.”

“Dangerous? What do you do?”

“Perhaps when we’re sisters, we can talk about this in more detail. We’ll be living under the same roof after all. At least until I’m married off to some other kingdom.” Elenea winked but divulged nothing of her nighttime activities.

“What? What was that face you made?” At the edge of her vision she could see the pain in Elenea’s face. She felt her sorceress magic grant her insight into the other woman’s mental state.

Elenea stared at the gravel walkway below their feet and kicked a largish rock before asking, “How do you do it? You clearly love your music and this mystery person. How are you giving it all up for a stranger?”

The honesty from the other woman inspired honesty from Auriel, “I don’t know how I feel.” She sighed and added, “and I think that’s fine. I don’t know if we’re supposed to always feel happy or content. Everyone suffers and everyone experiences pain.” Auriel rested her hands on the bench at her sides unsure if her words were too much for a stranger.

“You’re quite an honest princess. I like that. Most of the other’s I’ve interacted with are petty and vain. I expected the same from you.” Elenea placed her hand down onto the bench atop Auriel’s and squeezed once. Auriel’s heart jumped, and the pit of her stomach lifted in that moment.

Auriel blushed pushing aside her attraction for Elenea and concentrated on Danora. “No offense taken. I’ve only ever met one other prince and princess, but they were much younger than me. My father had to search far and wide to find me a prince.”

“Well Reylin is a nice boy. I think you’ll love him. At least after you’ve forgotten this mystery man.” A twinkle of hidden knowledge emerged from her words, but Auriel ignored it.

“Mystery woman,” Auriel blushed and bit her tongue at the admission of her sexuality.

“Woman? Intriguing,” Elenea smirked and nodded her head. “It was a pleasure princess. I’m off to meet with a contact. I’ll see you tomorrow. Could you pretend that you’ve never met me before?” Elenea stood from her position and bowed.

“I’m sure I can manage. You’re still basically a stranger to me.” Rising to curtsy to her new sister, Auriel wondered at this strange woman.

“Family is difficult. You know me better after this brief exchange than perhaps my whole family,” Elenea waved and walked backwards away from Auriel.

“That’s so sad. I love my parents and I tell them everything,” Auriel followed compelled to continue the conversation.

“Well, King Hurthan does not listen to women or respect us. We’re trophies and breeding wenches,” She motioned to her ovaries and made a vomiting motion with her mouth.

“That’s horrid. What about Reylin?”

“We’ll see when he comes of age,” Elenea winked.

“What does that mean?” the thought of marrying a child crossed Auriel’s mind, but she pushed it aside as too fantastical to imagine.

“I’ll see you tomorrow princess,” Elenea crossed around a bush and darted down the path. Auriel watched the woman deftly avoid detection from the guards. She scaled the north wall and waved one last time before disappearing down the other side.

***

The estate next to the castle was once home to distant royal relatives, but in the last few generations the royal family transformed it into a home for the servants and staff of the castle. Wide arches led to the front double door of the two-story building. The tall dormitory bore signs of age and disrepair.

Auriel wondered at the living conditions of the castle staff. Winding her way through the castle grounds, Auriel pushed her way inside the doors

“Highness?” Jeena asked shocked that the princess stood in the staff dormitory.

“Hello Jeena,” Auriel waved at the homely woman.

The servant wore a white blouse and held a basket of laundry at her hip. “Why are you here and why don’t you have an escort?”

Auriel tilted her head, “I don’t need an escort on the castle grounds.”

“The city can be a dangerous place for a young woman,” Jeena blushed, “Pardon my saying, but are you here to finish the uh… what we started this morning?”

The prospect of a quick fuck forced the blood to fill the futanari cock and Auriel sighed pushing down the urge to fuck the woman. “No, I came looking for Danora again.”

“I saw her packing this morning. She’s gone now,” Jeena stared down at the bulging cock and sighed.

“I may call upon you later to take care of this,” Auriel said as she walked to the stairs, “Danora’s room was upstairs right?”

“Yes highness, I’ll show the way.” Jeena guided the princess up the stairs and down the hall to Danora’s residence. “If you need me please call. I’m off today, but I’m working on my laundry.”

“Thank you Jeena,” Auriel smiled at the woman and stared at the open door to Danora’s old room.

Left ajar, the door creaked as the princess pushed her way inside. Drawers open and bedsheets missing, the room held only the lingering smell of the half elf that once occupied it. Auriel sighed and sat on the empty bed. Face buried in her hands, Auriel wept. Agonizing memories cycled on repeat and she doubted if freeing the woman was the right choice.

“I could have bought your debt and forced you to be my servant,” Auriel slammed her fist into the straw mattress, but the soft material made no sound. Standing she walked to the nearby writing desk and slammed her palm against it instead. Flaring pain throbbed through her hand. The vibration from her slap on the table knocked over a folder paper that bore her name.

Picking up the sheet Auriel’s face beamed with joy and she read the lines carefully.

Auriel,

I’m sorry I left abruptly, but I could no longer stand at your side as a servant. I cherish our time together and I am very proud of the progress you’ve made with the lute. I will miss playing with you when you marry prince Reylin. I have confused emotions about our relationship after you freed me of my indentured servitude, but I need to sort them out myself. That does not mean I don’t want to be a part of your life. I want to see you tonight and play one last time together at The Gentle Bell.

Danora

Tucking the note into her sorceress tomb, Auriel smiled and made her way back to her rooms at the castle. Retrieving her lute, she waved her hand changing the wedding gown to a dark black color. Her magic afforded Auriel a bravery that she had never felt at any point in her life prior to today.

“Good Evening Highness,” a guard said waving to the princess as she left the castle grounds.

“Evening sir,” Auriel smiled swaying her form in the tight-fitting dress as she turned to face him.

“Will you need an escort? I can arrange it for you,” his smile lingered on her form in the revealing dress. “Will the half elf not be with you tonight?”

“I won’t need an escort this evening. Thank you. I’m meeting with Danora shortly,” she waved back at the concerned guard and left the castle grounds.

Walking alone in the streets she noticed the eyes of men staring at her form through the gown, and she felt the power over them she had only witnessed in Danora.

“I’m a new woman now. I can be anyone I want,” Auriel winked at a passing man and he blushed removing his leather cap and bowing to her. Confidence soaring, she hitched the strap for her lute case higher and she headed down the street towards The Gentle Bell Tavern. Running through the street she passed the familiar shops as ideas of freedom floated on the edge of her conscious mind.


Chapter 7

“Is Danora here yet?” Auriel asked the tavern owner as she entered The Gentle Bell.

“Not yet Milady,” the squat faced barkeep replied.

“I could play a few quiet songs until she arrives if you’d like.” Auriel smiled up at the man.

“We talked about this a few days back. We agreed,” he paused and glanced over the princess again, “something seems different about you, but I can’t put my finger on it.”

Auriel shook her head, since last they met her breasts had grown considerably in size and she now had a cock hanging between her legs. “I’ve gone through a few changes. I think this new look will draw in more patrons.” Auriel pulled her shoulders back exposing more of the sides of her breasts to the barkeep.

“Indeed,” he tucked a rag into his back pocket. “Why don’t you go and sit down until Danora arrives. We’ll be ready for you both soon.”

“Cunolut cretuotampa,” Auriel waved her fingers in arching motions to the barkeep and smirked waiting for the charm to take hold. “I will play my lute until Danora arrives.”

The barkeep’s eyes glazed over and he squinted at Auriel, “As you wish, mistress. I’ll go prepare a mug of ale for you,”

Auriel nodded her head and weaved around the table towards the dais at the end of the room.

“Where’s the elf girl?” called the bald dwarf in the front row.

“She kissed your head the other day,” Auriel smiled down at the blushing man. “She’ll be here soon,” Auriel blushed as her nerves grew uneasy. “Sit back and enjoy some background music until she arrives.” Sitting in the familiar worn stool, Auriel unlatched her lute case and pulled out the worn instrument and idly plucked a cord.

The angelic voice of Xanica whispered in her ear, “Rub some of your cum on your fingers and you’ll play better.”

Red faced, Auriel looked at the small crowd gathering in the hall, “I can’t do that here. They’ll all see my cock.”

“Just think of Danora, or better yet princess Elenea. I told you to fuck her, but you didn’t listen to me.” Xanica elongated her words in a sexual tone.

“Who are you talking to mistress?”

“Oh nobody. I need a moment in the restroom,” Auriel placed her lute on the floor near the stool and glided to the outhouse.

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Auriel asked to Xanica assuming the succubus listened to her.

When no response came, she opened the outhouse door and was met with a wave of stench. The smell did not make masturbating enticing, but Auriel lifted the skirts of her dress and began stroking her cock. Danora danced naked in her mind, breasts bouncing and her dark nipples visible. Auriel imagined the tight feeling of penetrating the woman and she felt pre-cum form at the tip of her cock.

“Take the cum and rub it into your hands,” Xanica instructed. The princess rubbed the sticky substance into her fingers and spread it around her hands. The succubus continued, “Do this before every performance. Your music will enthrall the crowd and you will elicit any emotion you desire from them.”

Auriel blushed looking down at her firm cock and debated masturbating until she ejaculated, but Xanica chimed in again, “No. I want you to perform like that.”

Shock spread across Auriel’s face, but she nodded her head, “If this is how I can attain power, I’ll obey.” Entering the Gentle Bell, she walked up to the dais and picked up her lute again. Her firm cock bulging out of her dress. Eyes watched it in wonder, but none made any comments. Breathing in once, she began to play. First, she played a cheerful tune called, Solstice Dance. Within the first few notes the mood in the tavern brightened to a cheerful pace. Barmaids skipped to their patrons and heads bobbed all among the crowd. Auriel felt her cock throbbing beneath the dress and she glanced down to see that the outline of her cock was clearly visible to all present. The crowd enthralled by the music, none paid it any mind.

Feverishly Auriel played song after song. She tried out different emotions with various tunes she knew. She decided she wanted to make the patrons weep with the power of her unrequited love for Danora. The princess played Passing of the Seasons, a melancholy tune whose lyrics sing of an elf pining for the man she loved, that passed away centuries before. Long notes and dissonant chords echoed through the room.

The barkeep rubbed his eyes staring down at his mug of ale. Auriel smiled at the power she held over the crowd. Patrons entered at even intervals and the sudden change from the vibrant summer air from outside clashed with the dissonance in the song. Many stopped in their tracks struck with awe at the emotion of the notes.

Danora entered the room felt the pain in the notes. Her dark features hanging low, she looked up at Auriel and gave a knowing smile. Auriel stopped the music when her friend entered the room. The notes hung in the air, and the gathered crowd was not prepared for the sudden change of emotions that came with the end of the song. A maid sighed and placed her hand on the shoulder of a crying patron nearby. A gnome grinned as tears rolled down his cheeks.

The half elf wore a brightly colored sun dress that hung to her mid-thigh. She nodded to Auriel, “That was beautiful. Where did you,” Danora’s eyes lowered and fell upon the thick futanari cock bulging below the dress of the princess? “What is that?”

“It’s a long story. Let’s play and I’ll tell you about it afterward,” Auriel waved the concern away with a delicate hand gesture.

“If feels like you got the crowd primed for us. Let’s give them a night they won’t forget,” Danora grinned and placed a comforting hand onto Auriel’s shoulder, “I’m glad you came. Did you find my note?” The princess nodded. “Good. Let’s talk about that after as well. Let’s start the Passing of the Seasons over. I want to sing that to this crowd.”

Auriel nodded her head and began strumming the opening cords to the song and Danora sang the sad lyrics. The rest of the night the women played boisterous upbeat music, and the tavern became a rowdy, raucous affair, ale spilling freely. The common room of the tavern had no empty places to stand or sit, and after a few songs, the maids began serving patrons outside the bar. The barkeep opened the window to allow the outside patrons to hear the music.

***

Exiting the Gentle Bell, the two women smiled back at the adoring crowd. Auriel ran into the street adrenaline filling her veins. “That was incredible.”

“What happened to you? You’ve never played the lute with such vigor,” Danora skipped into the well-lit street following the princess.

“That was our best set yet,” Holing onto a lit lamppost, she spun a slow circle smiling wide at her half elf friend.

“I know it makes me so sad that you’re leaving,” the sad tone of souring the mood.

“I don’t want to leave. Danora,” Auriel began, “I’m so confused. You left yesterday, and I was a wreck. I missed you and didn’t know if I’d ever see you again. Don’t do that to me ever again.”

“You’re the one leaving and breaking our little girl band,” Hands on hips and an accusing glare on the half elf.

“Not by choice,” Auriel stopped her slow spin around the lamppost and frowned.

“That’s part of being a princess.”

Auriel stepped down and placed a hand on Danora’s cheek, “I would give it all up to be with you.”

“Auriel stop.” Danora stepped backwards a sad frown on her face.

“What? I would,” Auriel protested.

The flickering flame from the lamppost crackled breaking the long silence. Danora sighed, “I tried telling you yesterday. I don’t want a relationship with you. I’m not a lesbian.” Danora took the princess by the hands and smiled down at the shorter woman. “I love you as a little sister. Not as a lover.”

“Donora, we share a bond unlike any other,” Auriel pleaded her case.

“For me this bond is of friendship. I’m not attracted to you. I’m attracted to men.”

“I have a cock now,” Auriel motioned down to the limp bulge in her dress where the half erect cock hung.

Ignoring the remark Danora replied, “I would come with you in a heartbeat to Hurthan, but I don’t want to lead you on to believe that I would ever build a relationship with you in the way that you want.”

“I could make you,” Auriel let go of Danora’s hands and folder her arms beneath her breasts.

“Shut up, you're not my master anymore, and besides that’s not the love that either of us want.” Danora chided in the loving voice of an older sister.

The eager angelic voice of Xanica echoed in Auriel’s ears, “Say the words I give you and she will lust after you. You can fuck her tonight.”

“Besides, I need to ask you about that bulge in your dress,” Danora pointed at the cock. “How did that happen?”

“I made a pact with a succubus,” Auriel admitted, “The sorceress introduced me and I’m a sorceress now.” She spun, “She augmented my breasts as well. I have this vibrancy for life. I can do anything.”

“That’d doesn’t explain why you have a penis.” Danora replied with genuine concern.

“I can show it to you,” Auriel beamed at the prospect.

“Auriel, I’m not attracted to you, but I am concerned for your wellbeing,” Danora placed a firm hand on the princess’s shoulder and said, “What was the price for this,” she paused searching for a word, “thing,” she said finally.

The succubus whispered again, “Now is your chance to fuck her. I’m giving her to you. Say the words.”

“Izesius lodus,” Auriel whispered the words given by the succubus and waved her hands in the motions for a charm. “You want to sleep with me and let me fuck you.” Power surged from her hands and soft colors drifted towards Danora.

Glazing eyes, the half elf said in a droning voice, “Auriel, I…,” A shiver ran up her spine and reached for the hard cock bulging out of Auriel’s dress. “I need to see it. I want to touch it.”

A giggle escaped Auriel, and she bit her lip, holding back her excitement, “Let’s find an inn to stay at.” She swatted the probing hand away. “Just keep it to yourself for a moment.”

“I have a place nearby,” Danora pulled Auriel by the hand and ran up the cobblestone street. “I rented a room for a night while I’m deciding what to do with myself now that I’m free.” Running up the street the two women turned two corners and stood in front of an inn called the Gilded Cowl. Pushing open the door, into a quiet common room, Auriel glanced at the dwindling fire and sleepy patrons as Danora led her up a flight of stairs to her private room.

As soon as the door closed behind Danora, she removed her sundress and stood naked in the middle of the room. She wore nothing below the dress, and Auriel grinned at the toned beautiful half Elven body of the woman. Her dark skin glistened in the dim lamplight at the table. Her dark nipples perfect circles, and her violet eyes glowed in the low light.

Auriel felt her cock pulse with vigor at the prospect of sleeping with the beautiful woman. She lifted the front of her blouse dress hanging it from the erect cock. The light blue fabric bunched and flowing down tapering into an upside down ‘V’ from the thick futanari cock.

Danora shivered reaching for the cock, “Auriel, I want you to feel me. Touch me.”

“I’ve wanted this for so long. I love you,” Auriel spoke as her friend stroked the firm cock.

The soft voice of Xanica chimed in Auriel’s ear, “Is this what you want?” The words in contrast to the offer of power and opportunity promised the night before. Danora knelt down and kissed the cock taking it in between her breasts rubbing up and down the shaft.

“Of course, it is,” Auriel almost shouted as Danora licked the tip of the cock each time it protruded in between her breasts.

Xanica appeared in the room behind Danora and looked down at the half-elf, “She does not love you, and she will hate you forever after this.” The naked succubus stood naked in the room. Her flaccid cock in contrast to Auriel’s surging pleasure.

“What? How do you know?” Auriel closed her eyes as pre-cum forced its way out. Danora licked it clean off the tip and took the tip into her mouth sucking softly as she pumped up and down with her breasts.

“This is lust and not love,” Xanica leaned forward looking down at the blow job. She nodded her head in approval but shook it in the negative suddenly.

“I want her,” Auriel struggled to focus on the argument with her patron as Danora licked deeper and pressed her tits firmer into the shaft.

“Who are you talking to?” Danora asked in a sensual tone lifting her head gazing up at Auriel.

Ignoring the woman, she loved, Auriel asked Xanica, “What should I do?” Danora stopped fucking the cock with her tits and sat cross-legged on the ground confused.

“You have a choice to make. Do you want Danora to be a part of your life or do you want to fuck her this one time against her will?” Xanica asked as a purple gateway formed behind her.

“You said I could fuck her tonight,” Auriel protested.

“I did not say you should.”

“You bring up consent now, I’m about to fuck her?” Auriel stammered.

“I want to teach you to be my disciple in this world.”

“Fine, I won't fuck her, but I thought you were a demon. What sort of succubus cares about consent?” Auriel resisted the urge to force her cock back down Danora’s throat.

“Good choice. Now say this to dispel the charm,” Xanica vanished into the shimmering gateway. Auriel glimpsed an orgy. Naked men and women rubbing and fucking noiselessly. Xanica winked as the portal closed, “I told you I am the queen of the succubi and inccubi. We have a strict code of laws and you passed the first test. When you awake in the morning, you will hold more of my power.”

“Jenu nasa,” Auriel said with a disappointed wave of her hands as her patron vanished from view. Auriel sat on the bed looking down at the dazed Danora.

“What the fuck? Why am I naked? What were we thinking,” Danora clamored and ran for the dress on the floor. She pulled it over her head.

“I’m sorry, I…,” Auriel turned and ran from the room. Slamming the door behind her. Too distracted with fright she ran through the common room with her cock in full view of a serving woman and the innkeeper. Both gasped at the sight of the woman with a cock. Slamming the door open she ran into the street.


Chapter 8

Ale filled the windswept air intoxicating the sleepy city. Auriel stood outside an inn in the red-light district. Loud taverns filled the streets with music, and large inns dotted the streets in an even interval. The princess tucked her cock low trying to hide the remaining bulge, but it was still visible below the fabric.

“What am I doing here? This is a terrible idea. I can just call on Jeena. She thought I was calling on her earlier.” Auriel leaned from side to side wondering what to do. Nodding her head, she pushed open the door into the common room.

A dying fire lit the small common room. A husky woman sat at a counter next to the door reading a novel. Auriel smiled at the brown-haired woman and asked, “How much for a room?” A sleeping patron snored softly in the distance.

“There’s plenty of other inns in the city lass. Why not head back to the upper district?” the woman looked down at her book again dismissing the princess.

“I can pay for a room,” she protested.

“Miss this isn’t an inn, it's a brothel. We sell sex,” the matron lay her book down on the table and sighed, “We don’t have what you want here.”

Tired, Auriel gave up and head back to the castle, “Sorry to bother you.”

“If you want work, I could offer you a bit of coin,” the brown-haired woman asked.

“I have little need for money. Thank you though,” Auriel opened the door and left the small common room. Oblivious to the question, Auriel realized that the matron was trying to recruit her to be a prostitute. A smile spread her lips as she admired her figure in the dark window.

“I should go back in and charm her,” Auriel paused the street recalling the Jeena’s warning about dangerous streets. Fluttering fright filled her stomach and Auriel began the long walk back to the castle. The streets emptied the further she went from the red-light district and Auriel slowly felt safer as she approached her destination.

Turning the corner, the sounds of echoed voices cut through the darkness. Two figures stood in the building's shadow. Auriel could hear a few of the words. Creeping towards the mouth of the alley Auriel hid behind a vendor’s cart. All the wares safely stowed away for the night, but the lingering scent of fish remained on the splintering wood. Holding her breath, she listened as best she could to the conversation.

A younger man’s voice asked, “What about the party?” He wore his hair up in a bun tied just below a leather cap. In the dark Auriel could not make out his features, but his olive-skinned face looked familiar.

The older gruff voice replied, “Aye, it’ll go off without a hitch.” This man was taller and wore a wide mustache of white.

“Was that a poor attempt at a joke?” the young man asked with a lilting accent.

“No. No sir,” replied the gruff man.

“Good,” the pair shook hands and the gruff man walked south away from Auriel, but the young man vanished from sight.

Fright filled the princess, as she wondered why she was sneaking near a dark alley in the middle of the night. Breathing a long exhale, she calmed her nerves and crept out of her hiding place. She walked out into the open street and purposely refused to look behind her. Each step closer to the castle she felt a little more secure.

A thin blade glistened off of a flickering lamppost. Auriel froze. Unable to react a hand reached from behind her gripping her around the abdomen. The blade pressed gently into her throat at the base of her neck. A slender arm wrapped around her stomach, the lower portion of her breasts touching the assailant's arm.

“Nobody likes a snoop,” came the same young man’s lilting voice. A scream hung in a ball in the depth of Auriel’s throat and she tried to let it out, but nothing came.

“What did you hear?” He squeezed the princess with his arm pressing her breasts up slightly.

Mumbled letters spilled from Auriel, “N… n… nothing.”

“Why were you spying on me?”

Auriel felt arousal build inside of her and her cock pressed against the fabric of the dress. “Are you going to hurt me?”

“Answer my question.” The lilting accent sounded familiar and Auriel wondered if the assailant was from Hurtha.

“I wasn’t I promise.” Auriel bit her lip trying not to let her cock direct her actions.

“They why follow me to the alley and listen to my meeting?”

“I wasn’t following you; I was walking home.”

“If you weren’t following me,” footsteps echoed down the empty street interrupting the assailant. Auriel hoped for rescue from the castle guard but knew that she was too far away from saving. “Dammit,” cursed the young man.

Three men walked out of the shadows from different directions encircling Auriel and her assailant. Golden eyes glimmered in the darkness, from the massive shouldered men. Fear of death plagued Auriel’s mind. Painful thoughts of never seeing her mother or ever saying sorry to Danora filled her mind. Each wore a tight leather mask covering the lower half of their faces, and their clothes were all dyed black.

“Thought you might want to see this,” one of the golden-eyed men announced tossing the decapitated head onto the ground. Rolling onto its side, Auriel caught a glimpse a white wide mustache. The three men pulled swords from their hips and closed the circle around the princess and the young man.

“Dammit, Kweoud,” the young man cursed letting go of Auriel. The princess took a step away from her former assailant realizing that the two groups were not aligned. The young man danced on the balls of his feet and feigned dashing aside.

The princess ran. Taking two steps a firm hand gripped Auriel by the throat holding her in place. The scream stuck in her throat escaped and all of her fear of death shot out into the sky. The young man mid stride turned back to see Auriel and stood still. Clawing at his hand Auriel tried to wrench her throat free from the calloused grip.

“Take me, but leave the girl,” his voice commanded respect. He dropped his dagger to the ground and offered a placating gesture.

The leader of the golden-eyed trio motioned with a flick of his hand. “Kill the girl, but we need this one alive.” Auriel gaped as the man holding her lined his sword up with her stomach. She screamed again clawing at him with all her might.

The young man danced backwards away from the advancing golden eyed men and towards the princess. Swords strikes searched for purchase on the nimble young man, but none met his flesh. Pulling the leather cap from his head the young man swatted a low thrust from the air, but a follow up slash from the other attacker sliced into his shoulder.

Auriel stopped clawing at the hand holding her throat and said, “Rabryo enick.” The young man looked back at the princess shock in his eyes. The man holding her throat thrust his sword towards the princess. Auriel closed her eyes and motioned with her fingers to finish the spell. The tip of the blade struck her dress and bent out of the way.

Gliding past a downward thrust, the young man struck one of the golden-eyed men in the groin. Holding his crotch, the man doubled over dropping his sword to the ground. The young man lunged forward trying to reach the fallen sword, but the other golden eyed man kicked the sword away and led into a series of twirling slashes. Dancing backwards away from the blade the young man avoided most of the cuts.

“Damn, she’s a witch,” called the man holding a bent sword through the leather mask. The voice came out a distilled muffle. He pulled out a dagger and thrust it towards the princess. “This time I’ll cut you where your dress doesn’t cover.,” the blade searched for her throat. The fabric on her dress warped and slithered around her body forming into a dramatically different cut of silk. Her high collar reached up to her chin with a delicate lace ruffle folding downward. The ‘V’ cut to the dress gone. The steel blade bent away from the dress at the throat.

The young man’s jaw dropped. Stunned, he eyed the princess with recognition, but Auriel did not know the young man. Taking advantage of the hesitant young man, a pommel struck into the side of his head knocking him onto the ground. Dazed, he attempted to stand, but a firm boot pressed onto the side of his olive-skinned face.

The man holding Auriel’s throat dropped his dagger. Angrily he flared his nostrils, and he squeezed the breath from her throat. Gasping for breath she felt her arms lose strength and flutter at her sides. The man struck Auriel with the back of his fist across the face. Darkness spread around her vision until she was aware of nothing.


Chapter 9

Awareness returned in bursts. Gurgling sounds of death echoed nearby, but distant to her conscious mind. Later, the sound of a chair rocking back and forth then crashing onto the ground. Unable to move, tight bonds held Auriel in place. Shifting weight, she attempted to free herself, but cords bound her to the bed. She opened her eyes, but nothing came through to her vision.

“Help,” she called, but her voice came out a muffled garble through the rag tied around her mouth.

“Hey lady, are you in the room too?” came the same young man’s voice from the street, but he spoke in a much higher tone, that Auriel confused it for a women at first.

Calling out in a muffled, “Yes,” the princess replied.

“I can’t understand you. Make two sounds for yes and one sound for no,” spoke the young man.

Auriel screamed twice, but all the sound that she could muster was two soft tones.

“Good. Can you see?”

Auriel said, “No,” as loud as she could.

“I’m tied to a chair, but I managed to spit out the gag in my mouth. Once I dislocate my thumb, I should be able to get my hand free.” The sound of a wooden chair wobbled slightly under the young man’s weight as he struggled. Working her tongue around the rag in her mouth Auriel lowered her ear to her shoulder and pressed the gag up until she could force it out with her tongue.

Coughing away the stale are from the rag she asked, “Where are we? What did they do to us?”

“I don’t know and Nothing yet, but the other two could be back soon,” the young man said with a smile, “Good job removing your gag.”

“Who are you?” Auriel demanded in a quiet voice.

“I could ask you the same, but I think I have more of an idea than you do,” the hint of knowing in his voice.

“Untie me, please. I need to get out of here.”

“Just be quiet. I’m working on it,” A cord rubbed against the chair and Auriel heard a quiet squeal of glee escape the young man.

“It’s cold in here,” Auriel complained.

“Well, you are tied up naked in a bed. I’d be cold too.”

Crimson spread across Auriel’s face in a deep blush, “What I’m naked. Don’t look at me without my permission.” Defiantly she turned her face away from the young man.

“I’ll be right back. I promise.”

The young man opened the door, but Auriel could not tell if he left yet. “Wait, don’t leave me.”

“If I bring you with me now, you’ll put us both in danger. I will make sure we can get out of this alive.”

Her timid voice cracked as she asked, “How can I trust you?”

“You have no other choice. I need to leave you tied up just in case they come back while I’m away.”

“No. No. You need to untie me.” Stammering she let out a flustered breath.

“Do I need to gag you again? Just calm down.” The young man walked over to Auriel and whispered, “If they come in and see me missing, but you tied up, they’ll leave the room looking for me. I promise won’t leave you to them.”

“I don’t trust you.”

“Would you rather wait for the castle guard to come rescue you princess?” the young man asked revealing that he knew show Auriel was.

“How did you know?”

“I’ll be back.”

Long quiet moments passed. A thud vibrated through the ceiling, but Auriel could neither see nor discern what happened elsewhere in the building. Pulling tight on the cords that bound her to the bed Auriel wondered what the young man thought of her futanari body or if any man could love her like this, but the thought quickly passed. Auriel loved women. She had been a lesbian for as long as she could remember.

Footsteps approached the room and Auriel tensed. “What was that sound? Is that you?”

“Yeah, we can leave now. Let me untie you,” whispered the young man. He made no move to untie the princess but laughed. “Are you sure you want me to untie you?”

“Yes,” Auriel demanded kicking against the ropes that tied her down to the bed.

“I think I want to hear you beg for it,” the lilting voice sounded familiar again and the young man’s voice changed to a dramatically higher tone as he laughed.

Auriel felt pressure on the hay mattress and the bed shifted under the weight of the young man.

“I really want to hear you beg princess,” a delicate touch ran up her leg resting on her upper thigh. “You are sprawled out nicely. I may not get an opportunity like this ever again.”

“You’ll never hear me beg for anything. I’m princess Auriel Jeddon. Kill me or rape me, but I will never beg for anything.” Auriel thrashed her legs against the cords, but they held firm keeping her in place.

“You’ve got spunk in you. I like that in a woman,” the young man sounded more as a young woman the more he spoke. A finger traced the edge of Auriel’s labia, pressing firm as it approached the clit and grazing softly around the lower portion.

“Don’t touch me there,” Auriel felt her cock harden and stretch growing to full length.

“Are you sure? I think you want this,” the playful voice sounded more familiar, but Auriel could not place it under duress.

“Take the sack off my head. At least give me the curtesy of looking me in the eye. I’m not an object,” Auriel twisted her hips turning her delicate vagina and her purity away from the vicious yet delicate touch.

“I like a woman with some fire in her,” Auriel placed the lilting tones and connected the dots.

“Wait, who are you?”

“I’m princess Elenea.” Light blinded Auriel as Elenea removed the sackcloth from her head. A smiling olive-skinned woman stood over her on the bed. Her tilted eyes gleaming with delight.

“I thought you were a man this whole time,” Auriel kicked trying to trip the other woman, but was unable to do more than squirm.

“That’s the idea,” Elenea bowed imitating her deeper voice for a moment. “I can’t believe we got out of this.” The olive-skinned woman sat next to Auriel on the bed but made no move to untie her.

“What were you doing in that alley?” Auriel pulled on the cords trying to subtly remind the other woman that she remained tied up.

Elenea lay on her side propping up her head staring down at the firm cock. “Trying to find someone before it’s too late.” She traced a finger down Auriel’s soft white skin towards the futanari cock.

“What does that mean?” Auriel made no protest as the other woman ran her fingernail up the cock.

“I uncovered a plot to kill my brother,” Elenea whispered laying her head down on the naked breasts of Auriel.

“I don’t know if I can trust you,” Auriel closed her eyes enjoying the soft touch. “Are you going to untie me?”

“I told you not until you beg,” the olive-skinned woman smirked.

Auriel let out a long breath as she felt her cock easing into a release of pre-cum. “I heard about a plot to kill him today too. You know that is distracting. Are you trying to talk with me or play with my cock?”

Her two fingers traced circles around the base of the thick member. “Who told you about this plot to kill my brother?” Elenea grinned ignoring the other question. She lifted one finger and touched the shaft with her fingernail tickling her way up the cock.

Speaking in a delicate whisper, Auriel replied, “One of my guards. The one that proposed to me right before I met you. You called him a funny name. I think you called him foppy.” Breathing elongated and a thick bead of cum dripped from her cock down onto Elenea’s hand.

“What did your guard captain mister foppy say?” Elenea rose straddling Auriel and pulling down her own pants. Kicking them onto the floor she pressed her hips down against the clock. Tip of the shaft kissing her vagina.

Auriel pushed against her restraints, but not with the same vigor trying to free herself, but she struggled not to force the beautiful woman down onto her thick shaft. “He didn’t know very much. I can ask him tomorrow.”

“I may need your help with this since I don’t know the man very well.” Elenea leaned her head down and kissed Auriel’s pink nipples. She lifted her hips and Auriel tried to lunge her hips forward to stay in contact with the warm flesh of the other woman’s labia.

“Anything you want I’ll give you,” Auriel felt herself melting under the other woman.

“Anything?”

“Yes, God. Fuck, I want to cum inside you,” Auriel moaned.

“Then beg me for it,” Elenea grinned pressing her vagina against Auriel’s abdomen.

“I’m a princess. I do not beg. I demand.”

“You are fiery,” Elenea twisted her hips gently until the firm futanari cock found its way into her vagina. Taking it into herself she let out a gasp of air. “That’s big. I’ve never felt a cock before.”

Auriel began thrusting her hips into the woman, but Elenea motioned for her to stop, “I need to get use to this. You’re stretching me and it hurts.” The olive-skinned woman lay down on Auriel’s chest resting her head in between the other woman’s breasts.

“I’m sorry. Are you ok?” Auriel asked.

Elenea nodded her head and rose straddling the futanari cock. Gyrating her hips, the two women connected and became one. Auriel fought the bonds trying to ravage the other woman, but Elenea managed the pace of their fucking grinning each time Auriel pulled against the tight cords. Up and down she slid on the cock.

The pit of her stomach lifted, and she felt an orgasm build inside of her. Deprived the whole day of Cumming, Auriel let out a loud clear moan of pleasure as the cascading waterfall of joy spread out from her cock through her vagina and up her limbs.

“Oh Auriel, fuck me,” Elenea moaned in her lilting tone rocking her hips.

“I’m going to cum inside you,” Auriel moaned turning her head from side to side thrashing her hair in all directions. Elenea leaned down and lay atop Auriel. She still wore her tight-fitting dark shirt preventing their skin from touching, but the two women kissed passionately as they climaxed together.

Elenea broke off the kiss and arched her back screaming, “Oh, fuck, fuck. Right there.”

The dam burst in Auriel’s cock. Cum erupted from her filling Elenea. She grunted and moaned, “Take my cum. Take my cum. You and I are one now.” Her throbbing cock erupted over and again. Cum dripped down the shaft spilling from the vagina down onto Auriel’s own labia.

Twitching from her orgasm, Elenea lay atop Auriel again, “God, what was I thinking.” She breathed slowly. “What were we thinking? We’re going to be sisters.”

“I make my path,” Auriel spoke blowing her disheveled hair from her face so she could look down at the introspective woman.

“I can’t though. I…,” Elenea sighed, “This was the best fuck I’ve ever had, but I can’t do this to my brother.”

“Dammit, why don’t women ever get what they want in this world,” Auriel pouted.

“This is a patriarchal world and a man’s society,” Elenea frowned pulling herself off of the futanari cock.

Gaining confidence Auriel demanded, “You get back on my cock now. I’m not done fucking you. And dammit. I’m a lesbian and I don’t want to fuck your brother. I want you Elenea.”

A spark of defiance split the other woman’s face and Auriel worried she’d gone too far, but Elenea nodded her head. “You’re right. We need to take what we want from this world.” Climbing back atop Auriel Elenea leaned down and rubbed the white-skinned breasts. Sucking her left breast, Elenea fondled Auriel’s right with both of her hands.

“Aren’t you going to untie me yet?”

“You haven’t begged for it.”

“You tease. When I’m free from these bonds, I will ravage you.”

“You assume I’ll ever let you go.”

The two women fucked until neither had the energy to continue. Elenea refused to untie Auriel but had the decency to cover her with a blanket. Falling asleep, Auriel dreamed of Danora.

***

Morning light filtered through the open doorway. Elenea stood with her hands on her hips clapping once to wake Auriel. “C’mon sleepyhead, we need to get you back into the castle.” She spoke pushing her head through the dark wool shirt.

“What? No. Sleep.” Auriel glimpsed briefly a wrapping around the other princess pressing her breasts down hiding their form below the shirt. Closing her eyes, she hid her face in the mattress.

“Wake up,” Elenea pulled the blanket from the bed. Cold air washing over Auriel.

Lunging for the blanket, she hesitated expecting resistance from the cords, but nothing held her back. “Oh, you untied me?”

“I couldn’t leave you there forever, for as much as I want to,” A crooked smile accompanied the coy wink. Elenea pulled on a pair of trousers and tied a sword belt to her hip.

“I appreciate that,” Auriel sat up in the bed watching the exotic beauty fashion herself into the appearance of a man. A very attractive feminine man, but a man none the less. Auriel pulled the blanket over her naked body fighting back the cold morning air.

“You have a massive bruise on her cheek and a black eye. My family is scheduled to arrive this afternoon and I have to leave soon to meet up with them again,” Elenea pulled out a leather rolled bundle from her pocket and walked over to the bed.

“Do they know you’re gone? How will you get back without drawing suspicion?” Auriel wondered aloud.

“Don’t worry about me.” She sat on the bed and unrolled the leather bundle revealing an array of jars and brushes. Pulling out a wide brush with short bristles she said, “I need to disguise that bruise and black eye. First impressions are important to my father and stepmother. They’ll call the wedding off if they suspect anything amiss with you.”

“What if I want them to call it off?” Auriel looking at the lovely woman in front of her.

“Then we’ll never see each other again,” Elenea frowned and pulled out a jar with a powder similar in its light tone to Auriel’s skin. “I just me you and I don’t think I want you out of my life yet.”

“So, I have to marry your brother to get to know you better? Can’t we live our own lives?” Auriel complained.

“Not in this world. We’re forced to live by their rules.” Elenea began brushing the powder over Auriel’s face obscuring the bruise and black eye.

The soft strokes of the brush tickling her cheek, goosebumps formed on her breasts, and arms. She recalled their passionate lovemaking and felt her cock hardening under the blanket. Forcing her mind elsewhere she thought to herself that the best part of it all was being herself with another person.

“I need to ask you something,” Auriel spoke breaking the silence.

“OK,” Elenea pulled the brush from Auriel’s face and looked up inquisitively.

“Did they defile me? They tied me to the bed naked, and… I…” Auriel began to speak but being raped pulled her thoughts down dangerous paths. She loved sex, but she despised the men from the night before and wanted them to have nothing to do with her.

“They,” Elenea frowned, “I can’t lie to you. They groped and wondered at your strange body, but nobody penetrated you, but there was a lot of touching.”

“Thanks for telling me. I just feel so stupid for walking alone at night. The city can be dangerous. It was my fault for acting brainless,” Auriel felt tears well up in her eyes, but she forced them down as her mind wandered unhealthy mental patterns.

“You can’t blame yourself for the actions of other people, but I don’t want to invalidate your feelings,” Elenea embraced Auriel with a long hug. She rubbed her hand along the other woman’s back comforting her.

“I just don’t know how to feel about it. I’m glad I was unconscious.” Auriel wiped the tears from her eyes.

“If you need to talk, I’m here.” Pulling the brush out again she finished applying the powder to hide the bruise.

“They beheaded Your friend last night. Are you ok?” Auriel asked suddenly recalling the events prior to their capture.

“He was my bodyguard and mentor. That man taught me everything I know about skullduggery,” Elenea spoke with a nonchalance that bespoke her true feelings. Auriel caught a glimpse of sadness in the tilted eyes.

“Why teach a princess how to become a thief?”

“My father hired Kweoud to train me to be a thief, with the intention of having me maintain a spy network for the kingdom. Information wins wars.” Elenea winked and placed the brush into the leather roll.

“Fascinating,” Auriel’s mind drifted to the different lifestyle of a big city.

“How did you become a sorceress?”

“Your father sent a seamstress to make my wedding gown. She introduced me to a succubus named Xanica. I made a pact with her.” Auriel rose from the bed standing naked she looked around for her dress. “Where are my clothes?”

“I found them upstairs. I placed them in a pile on that table.” Elenea pointed across the room and added, “I don’t know any mystical seamstress, but my dad knows many people. I bet the dress will be beautiful.”

“This is the dress,” Auriel spoke lifting the fabric and waving her hands willing the dress to form itself onto her again.

“That’s incredible,” Elenea gasped as the dress spun itself up and around Auriel into a delicate silky pattern.

“I can’t quite figure out how to control it well yet, but I can change the color,” Auriel waved her hand, and the dress changed from light blue to deep lavender.

“I’m jealous. My work would be so much easier if I could change my clothes with the wave of a hand.” Elenea nodded at the dress approvingly. “So how did you go from getting a dress to becoming a sorceress?”

“Well, the ritual was very erotica and I may have interrupted it, but the seamstress told me how to summon Xanica and said we would try again another day.”

“So, this Xanica offered you power, but what are you giving in return,” Elenea spoke with a knowledge of the occult that did not exist in Jeddon.

“I need to tell you, but I’m worried that you might not like it,” Auriel blushed and motioned that she was ready to leave the house.

“Just tell me.” Elenea followed and took Auriel’s arm in hers. The two women walked out the door together.

“She gets to fuck anyone in my life that she pleases, and I have to fuck anyone she tells me to,” Auriel blurted out as they turned a corner. Three corpses lay in a pile outside the room. Auriel screamed. Blood pooled on the floor spreading into a nearby rug.

“It’s ok. I killed them last night,” Elenea tried to turn Auriel from the gore.

“Where is that man’s throat?”

“I bit it out. I got that one first while I was still tied up.” Elenea looked sideways at Auriel gauging her reaction to the revelation.

“Well, I’m glad we’re both safe.” The two turned to the stairs that led up and out of the basement.

“Back to your succubus. All she wants is to fuck people. I’ve heard terrible stories of losing firstborn, killing parents, but nothing like that. It just sounds so simple.”

“Xanica is the queen of the succubi and incubi. I think she just gets off on other people getting off. Regardless, if you stick around me, she might fuck you,” Auriel felt a watching presence and recognized it as Xanica.

“I’m just worried about my brother. I’m not sure how he would react to it though.” She laughed in her lilting tone.

“Well, I may not tell him,” Auriel blushed. “How am I supposed to tell a husband that my succubus friend made a deal with me and now she gets to fuck you?”

“That’s no way to start a marriage. You need to be open with each other,” Elenea frowned, but added, “I don’t know if there’s a good way to break that to someone.”

“Well, I’m more focused on surviving the process with my sanity. I still haven’t decided if I want to run away or go through with it.” Auriel confided.

“You have to go through with it now. You and I are connected. We’re closer than sisters.” Squeezing Auriel’s arm Elenea grinned up at the other woman.

“We’re lovers now,” Auriel winked.

“We did fuck all last night.”

“If I didn’t have to run back to the castle, I’d fuck you again right now. Let’s meet up again tonight in my room,” Auriel said hope filling her breasts.

“I have to keep working on my investigation, but I will need your help. Let’s take tea this afternoon after you arrive, well officially.” Elenea opened the door out of the small home and the two women looked out in a barren city street. “I was so worried about what type of person you would be. I’m glad we’ll be able to be friends.”

“Tea sounds nice. I’ll see you soon.” Auriel turned to head up the narrow road towards the main streets in the city, but Elenea stopped her pulling hard on her arm. Leaning up she planted a soft kiss.


Part 3

Royally Pounded





Chapter 10

Wind pushed against the opening gates into the Castle courtyard. The massive arch above the gate stood three stories tall and guardsmen patrolled in regular intervals. The Two men on either side of the doors turned the cog wheel pulling the rope mechanism operating the door. A procession of travelers approached from the other side of the door. The royal family from Hurtha and their retinue. A horseman led a train of carriages. On all sides marched soldiers bearing the gold and purple colors of the Hurthan throne.

Princess Auriel closed the painted red castle doors behind her and quietly took her place beside her parents. A line of servants unrolled a long red carpet down the stairs leading up to the gate. Castle guards stood at the ready fifteen men on each side of the long stairway down to the courtyard below. The center piece of the courtyard, a fountain with a marble carved woman in the prayer stood in between the stairs and the massive gate.

“There you are honey,” King Jeddon smiled without turning to face his daughter, “We missed you at breakfast this morning. Is everything all right?”

“Yes father, I called a servant in later in the morning for my meal,” Auriel displayed a small curtsy to him. Each guard below them transitioned from a relaxed pose to holding their swords up at an angle towards the sky. Trumpets sounded echoing off the castle walls and bouncing around the parapets.

“We wanted to prep you on a few Hurthan customs before your betrothed arrives,” her mother spoke with a concerned tone. A tall white horse with black spots rode at the head of the group. It’s rider a handsome man with waving brown hair stopped at the gate entrance. Wind billowed his gold cloak flashing the purple color on the underside. His silver armor bore the Hurthan house sigil.

Queen Jeddon tapped Auriel with her elbow, “A handsome man. Perhaps that is your Reylin. This betrothal will be perfect.” Auriel let out a long breath but said nothing in response.

The rider dismounted and turned to the side of the threshold at the gate. In a bellowing baritone he called, “Presenting King and Queen Hurthan.”

The front wagon pulled to the side, and its door opened facing the castle. The King exited first stepping down. He wore fine silken clothes and a short purple cape draped down to his mid-back. Turning up to the carriage he helped his wife step out. The tall woman had pale white skin and raven black hair that she wore up in a towering bun. Auriel instantly recognized her as Kiltunda the sorceress.

“Oh god,” Auriel breathed out of panic. The king and queen approached the steps and stood at the bottom waiting. King Hurthan was a foot shorter than the tall Kiltunda. The sorceress winked up at Auriel. Guard captain Falun stood on the right side of King Jeddon and he risked a glance at Auriel as she cursed.

“Quiet dear,” her mother chided, but added in a soft whisper, “What is it?” Falun faced forward, but his eyes stayed fixed on Auriel. The sword wavered in the gusting wind, and Auriel avoided looking at the man. His proposal fresh in her mind from the previous day.

“Nothing,” Auriel replied as memories of their sexual encounter flashed through her mind. She shook her head thinking she’d slept with every member of her the Hurthan family except her betrothed and his father.

“Then please be respectful and quiet,” Queen Jeddon whispered.

The wavy-haired man at the gate announced, “And now I present Prince Reylin.” The announcer bowed his head and motioned to the carriage. Out stepped a young man. From the distance Auriel could not read his age well, but he was far shorter than the king. He wore a similar cut cape as his father and silk robes. His eyes glanced in all direction as he walked up and stood next to his parents.

The young princeling nodded up at his mother and the three of them walked up the steps. Bile grew in Auriel’s stomach and the thought of marriage terrified her. The prince bore no facial hair or any sign of passing through puberty. His wavy dark hair and olive skin looked similar to Elenea, but this young Reylin seemed about ten years old.

The royal visitors walked past the guards lining the stairs. Lowering their swords as they passed, each guard held sword blade down with the hilt inches below the chin. Reylin watched them with curiosity and his steps slowed. The fierce glare of Kiltunda and a firm hand urged the young prince to keep pace with his parents. Auriel noticed Elenea’s absence from the procession and glanced past the approaching royalty looking for the other princess.

The last to lower his sword, Captain Falun breathed a long breath and avoided looking at Reylin, but his eyes darted to Auriel and away with regularity. The princess ignored him, but felt the eyes as distracting pinpricks.

“Greetings King and Queen Hurthan and,” King Jeddon paused glancing at Auriel out of the corner of his eye, “young Prince Reylin. We welcome you to our castle and formally recieve you to our lands. May I present my wife, Queen Triala Jeddon and my daughter Princess Auriel Jeddon.” The words resounded through the courtyard as the other royal family walked up the long steps to the castle doors.

Reylin looked up at Auriel as he walked, and he turned up to Kiltunda whispering. The sorceress shook her head but said nothing aloud. Captain Falun stared hard at the young prince but held his place in the line with firm resolve.

King Hurthan spoke, “Thank you for the warm welcome.” He stretched his arms wide and offered an embrace to King Jeddon. The two men hugged, and whispered words passed between them before he kissed King Jeddon on the cheek. He moved along the line and offered Queen Jeddon a kiss and hug, and finally he hugged Auriel. Kiltunda offered a hug to King Jeddon and passed along the line after her husband.

King Hurthan stood the same height as her. Arms wrapped tightly around her neck; the king pulled her in close smashing her breasts against his chest. He pressed his lips close to her ear and kissed her, pressing his tongue out slightly dampening her cheek. Auriel blushed and widened her eyes at the suddenness of it. She wondered if he had kissed her parents in the same manner. Reylin stood back and watched the display with disinterest.

Kiltunda hugged Auriel last and offered a gentle kiss on her cheek. The Queen pressed tightly into her their breasts rubbing against each other gently. She smiled pulling out of the embrace and looked back at Reylin and snapped her finger. Reylin stood upright and walked to Auriel. The princeling bowed and extended his hand. Auriel took it and the boy kissed it. His eyes stared up at Kiltunda and she nodded her head. Falun gripped the hilt of his sword. Sweat dripped down the princeling’s face and his eyes widened in terror.

King Jeddon motioned to his servants to open the door and lead them inside. “Come rest from your travels and drink with us. Our servants will show you to your quarters and lead you down to the great hall.”

Auriel stared up at Kiltunda, but the queen stood aloof. Queen Triala Jeddon took Kiltunda by the arm and the two women crossed the threshold into the castle. Neither glanced back leaving Auriel and Reylin standing side by side on the top of the stairs. Auriel distracted searching for Elenea, and the princeling pouting staring up at Auriel.

“You’re her huh?” he asked in a prepubescent voice.

Their retinue exited the carriages in the distance carrying chests and an array of flowers and barrels. Auriel glanced out along the crowd entering the castle searching for princess Elenea. She opened her mouth to ask Kiltunda about the missing princess, but she found herself alone on the steps with the boy.

“Excuse me?” she asked staring down at the lad.

“You’re Princess Auriel,” he said scrunching his nose.

“Yes, I am,” Auriel let out a deep breath. “It is a pleasure to meet you prince Reylin.”

“How old are you?” His cape fluttered in the strong wind flashing the deep purple on the lining.

“I reached my twentieth yeah not two months past, what about you,” Auriel forced courtesy into her voice, but the young prince edge on offensive with his tone and questions.

“I’m eleven. Do you like horses?”

“I know how to ride, but I rarely think on them. Why do you?”

“I love horses. What color is your horse? Does he have a name?”

“My horse is named Ilfeng, for an ancient king of our land, and he is brown with white feet.” Auriel reassessed her impression of the boy and bowed low facing the young man at his level. “What about you? Do you have a horse or a pony?” The young prince was far too short to ride a horse.

“No. We had to sell him. Oh, but I’m not supposed to talk about that. Can I ride your horse?” The prince’s eyes lit up with excitement.

“Of course. If there’s time this afternoon. We can go for a ride.” Auriel glanced out to the approaching servants with their varied possessions. “Do you have a sister?” Auriel could not see Elenea anywhere among the court followers or nobility from their land.

“Yeah, Elenea is my half-sister from my father’s first wife.” Reylin studied Auriel’s face and asked, “Are we supposed to kiss? Since we’re getting married. I don’t know how.”

“Why don’t we wait until you feel comfortable with it?” Auriel commented smiling wide but treading unfamiliar ground herself.

“Oh, good. I was worried you’d kiss me as soon as we met,” the boy breathed out a sigh of relief and wiped sweat from his brow. His sleeve stained with perspiration.

“Is that why you gave me a funny look?” Wavy hair bobbed up and down as he nodded. Auriel continued, “We won’t do anything unless we are both comfortable.”

“Good,” he said letting out the tension from his nerves in a long breath.

“Did Elenea make the journey to our kingdom?” she changed the subject and stood upright taking the boy by the shoulder guiding him into the castle.

“Yes, but she went missing a week ago. Mother says not to worry,” he allowed himself to be led by Auriel and spoke but spoke in a quiet tone while speaking of his mother.

“Well, perhaps you and I can go for a ride and look for her.”

The boy glanced up at the wide double staircase leading up to the throne room and nodded his head before replying, “I’d like that.”

“Let's get some spiced wine,” Auriel said leading the boy to the kitchen.

“I’m not allowed to drink yet,” he protested hands motioning defensively.

Auriel smiled down at him and whispered, “I won't tell if you say nothing.”

“OK, I won't say anything either then.” A genuine smile spread across Reylin’s face.


Chapter 11

Auriel left the princeling in the kitchens with a tall glass of spiced wine and a servant to attend to his needs. Jeena stood among the kitchen staff preparing a meal for lunch. The princess took the servant aside into the hallway. The woman blushed eagerly at the attention, but when Auriel spoke the servant’s mood darkened.

“I would like you to write a letter for me,” the princess spoke.

Jeena glanced down the hall towards the kitchen and replied, “As you wish, but my calligraphy is poor.”

“Don’t mind that. I just need a letter written and delivered,” Auriel pushed parchment and a pen into Jeena’s arms.

The servant nodded her head and asked, “I don’t have anything to write on here in the hallway.”

Auriel nodded her head and the two women walked to the small reading parlor on the first floor in the west wing. Jeena strode a few paces behind the princess.

Xanica’s sweet voice echoed in Auriel’s mind, “She wants you to fuck her. She masturbates to you at night. Her husband died two years ago and left a vacuum of desire in the woman.” An image of Jeena flashed into Auriel’s mind. She lay naked on her bed gripping her left breast and rubbing her clitoris with her right hand. A series of images filled the princess’s mind displaying orgam after orgasm of the servant fondling herself. Auriel adjusted her dress tucking her hardening cock out of view.

Auriel whispered, “I can’t go around fucking everyone I see.”

“Ma’am what did you say?” Jeena asked stepping up beside Auriel. The servant blushed a deep red and stared down at the princess’s groin.

The princess followed Jeena’s gaze, and she saw that her cock stuck out of the dress creating canopy. “Uh, nothing. I was thinking aloud,” Auriel grimaced at the confusion of talking with Xanica while Jeena could hear.

Xanica laughed, “Your lust will outgrow your control if you don’t have sex every day.” The succubus forced more images of the servant naked into her mind until Auriel felt her cock stand fully erect. Unable to hid it, the princess strode down the hall determined to reach her destination as fast as possible.

The large parlor door opened to the reading room. Auriel motioned for Jeena to enter and take a seat at the desk. Jeena placed the parchment on the desk. Closing the door behind them the princess whispered out of view of the servant, “I met a woman that I think I could fall in love with and I want to be faithful to someone when I fall in love.”

Jeena’s hands stopped their motion of gather papers and lining up the inkwell. Auriel missed the cues that the other woman heard her, and she strode into the room glancing out the tall windows into the garden outside. This room sat adjacent to her own rooms, and the noonday sun penetrated the room affording plenty of light for them to see. The leather-backed chair pulled out and Jeena sat arranging the parchment to pen the letter. Jeena turned to face Auriel, but the princess stood lost in thought staring out the window.

Xanica laughed again, “I gifted you the power of my lust. It would be wasted on a monogamous relationship.”

Clenched fists, the princess slammed her hand into the window frame. “I believe in true love, and I will fight for that,” Auriel turned away from the window and stared at the blushing Jeena. The silk of her dress waved side to side as her firm cock wobbled below the dress at her sudden movement.

Jeena sat upright blushing crimson. “Me too highness,” but Auriel ignored the response and paced the circular reading room.

“Jeena here is the letter,” Auriel spoke, and the servant scribed the message.

“Danora,

My heart pains aches at your missed presence in the castle. You filled my life with music and wonder. I am to be wed in a four days’ time, and I want to meet with you before then. I have two things I wish to discuss with you. Please come and see me before I leave the country.

Auriel.”

Auriel sat in the high-backed chair near the unlit fireplace and placed her head in her hands sighing. Jeena folded the note and placed it into an envelope. She asked standing from the desk, “Where can I find Danora?”

“She is staying at the Gilded Cowl inn. Can you send a runner and have the letter delivered?” Auriel lifted her head from her hands and stared at the dry logs in the fireplace.

“At your command,” Jeena bowed and bit her lip expecting more from the princess, but when no response came, she turned to leave.

Auriel sighed turning to the servant, “Thank you.”

Hand on the brass handled, Jeena turned and smiled at the princess.

Auriel felt the desire surge in her. She longed to rip the clothes from the woman and force her cock down her throat as she had done a few days ago, but restraint prevailed and the princess met her smile with her own, and said, “You do fine work here. If you want, I can have you assigned to be my personal servant.”

Jeena bowed deeply dropping the envelop onto the ground, “I’d like that, princess. I’d love to serve at your side all the time.”

“Very well. I’ll ask my father to have you transferred to my service.” Auriel felt approval wash over her from Xanica, and the princess felt doubts about her ability to control her sex drive build. The door closed behind Jeena and Auriel sat in the empty room watching the birds flutter around the garden outside the tall windows.

Her firm cock pulled her attention from the window and Auriel looked out the window before lifting her dress to feel her firm futanari penis. Hand stroking the shaft she pictured Jeena’s face filled with orgasmic joy naked, masturbating on her bed. The images fresh in her mind from Xanica’s intrusion. Cum dripped from her cock and Auriel imagined herself walking in on the woman masturbating. The scene played out in her mind as she stroked herself edging towards ejaculation.

Auriel stood near the fireplace and doubled over forward as strength left her legs. She wobbled and her cock erupted spraying cum over the logs in the fireplace. The princess breathed regaining her composure. She stood tall and dropped the dress from her fingers letting it fall back to the floor. The canopy her cock formed less pronounced than before.

Hidden in plain sight, the spell book sat near the top shelf of the bookcase nearest the door. Auriel retrieved it and ran her fingers along the spine. The high-backed chair near the fire called to Auriel, and she sank into it letting out a sigh. Spells and incantations flowed from the page and Auriel internalized as much as she could.

***

Adrenaline carried Auriel from the reading room out to the west hall of the castle to the parlor where the reception with the Hurthan Royal family. Paintings of Former kings decorated the halls and armored statues guarded every doorway. Her footsteps soft on the red rug. Feelings of attraction for the homely Jeena mixed in her mind with those of the adventurous Elenea. Auriel waved her hand mumbling an incantation. The color of her dress changed from light blue to deep purple. Contorting her fingers, she changed the cut to a modest high neck and long sleeves.

Magic became more natural the more she used it. The power born inside her gifted from the succubus seemed to require less study and more intuition than she originally thought. Her book spoke of attuning to the source of her power. Whenever her futanari cock ejaculated magic surged through her veins ready to pour out of her spells. Satisfied with her new look Auriel strode into the parlor.

A few seats lined the walls, and a fireplace stood at the far end. The only difference between this and the reading room was the lack of books. Tall windows looked out into the garden beyond, and birds perched near the windows seeking shelter from the windy day.

King Jeddon and Hurthan sat near the fireplace each smoking a pipe. Their muted conversation barely traveled halfway through the room.

Queen Jeddon smiled at her daughter and spoke as she stood from her chair, “Did you give Reylin spiced wine?”

“I don’t recall handing it to him myself,” Auriel smiled at her mother admitting to the crime.

“Queen Hurthan is taking him to his room now. Apparently, he could not hold it down,” her mother smiled and shook her head “You had to make an impression on your future mother-in-law didn’t you.”

“I can’t marry Reylin,” Auriel said firmly shaking her head. A tall servant entered the room carrying a tray of drinks. He approached the kings first. When they had been served the tall servant approached the Queen and princess. Taking a glass of wine, Auriel sipped the sweet aromatic drink.

“What makes you say that?” King Jeddon turned a wide smile at his daughter over the pipe in his mouth and let out a puff of smoke. He winked and turned back to his conversation.

“Mom, he’s eleven. How is this fair at all? I will not marry him.”

“You will marry him because it is the right thing for our kingdom. You do not have a choice,” her mother took Auriel by the arm and led her further from earshot of the kings.

“Why do I care about a kingdom that doesn’t take care of me? You want me to marry this child and travel home with him so I can practically raise him, but he’ll tell me what to do my whole life? No. Not a chance.” Auriel spoke in a quick loud whisper.

“Auri, this is the way things are done.”

“Mom, I’m a lesbian. I don’t even want to marry a man at all. I was in love with Danora practically my whole adolescence.” Auriel confessed her love and tense anticipation crossed her face.

“Danora? The woman you freed. She raised you.” Queen Triala shook her head slowly, “Did you two ever?”

“No mom. She wasn’t interested in me. You don’t care that I’m attracted to women?” Auriel whispered looking at her distant father.

“No, is that why you’ve been acting strange? You haven’t played the lute for your father since your conversation and he was planning on it the last two nights in a row.” Queen Triala pulled Auriel in for a hug and the two embraced. Comfort flowed from her mother into Auriel.

The princess forced her face into her mother’s shoulder and clenched her eyes closed, “I’m sorry. It was my last chance to… well… I promise I’ll play for him tonight.”

“That would make him happy. Auri, where were you last night. I was anxious about you.”

“Nowhere, I was just, I heard that Reylin had a sister, but I didn’t see her in the procession this morning. Have you heard anything about her?”

“No, but if you think you can seduce this royal sister, I advise against it.”

“Mom, it's not like that. I just thought it would be fun to have a sister,” Auriel lied, but her mother did not press the subject.

“Good.”

“What am I supposed to do on my wedding night? I can’t sleep with a child,” Auriel changed the subject back to her young betrothed.

“I don’t think anyone expects you to. Treat him as a brother until the time comes that he’s a man. Then treat him as your husband.” Queen Triala smiled at her daughter and guided her back toward the center of the room.

“I still feel like this is unfair,” Auriel said sitting down in a soft lounge chair.

“I’m sorry sweetie,” Queen Triala smiled and added, “Let’s talk about the wedding plans. It is scheduled for four days away. I suggest you spend some time with prince Reylin and perhaps get to know his parents.”

“I’m taking him for a horse ride tomorrow.”

“That is a great idea. We could make an outing of it,” Queen Triala suggested.

“I’d like some time alone with him,” Auriel said sipping her wine to avoid eye contact. “Will the queen be back? I would like to ask her a few questions.”

“She retired to her room early. After disciplining the prince, she said she needed to rest from the travel,” Queen Triala glanced over Auriel’s shoulder smiling. “Ah here you are.” Behind Auriel stood a servant holding her worn lute. The young servant handed it over to the queen who strummed an idle chord.

King Jeddon clapped his hands and called, “Ah here we are. Just you listen to this. My Auri can play the lute better than a goddess.”

“Is she a mere bard or a princess?” asked King Hurthan.

Queen Triala shot an angry glance at the foreign king who bit his tongue. “Would you play for your father?” She asked handing the instrument to her daughter.

Auriel smiled and nodded her head. Taking a place near her father Auriel played an easy melody to begin the evening. Memory of her magically enhanced songs form the night before inspired her fingers.


Chapter 12

Late afternoon sun clung to the lower half of the windows as Auriel made her way to the upper west wing where chambers for Kiltunda had been prepared. The castle staff bustled cleaning and serving to their highest standard.

The door stood open and Auriel poked her head in asking, “Queen Kiltunda?”

A familiar voice called back, “Yes Auriel?”

The princess entered the room and stared at the beautiful raven-haired woman. Kiltunda sat mostly naked in the recliner brushing her long hair. Her silken sorceress dress hung at her waist covering her futanari cock in a pile of cloth, but her large breasts hung out in the open.

“Why did you lie to me?” Auriel accused attempting to avoid eye contact with the beautiful sorceress.

“What do you mean?” Kiltunda pulled a small vial of liquid from her leather back and began rubbing the vaguely purple viscous substance onto her breasts.

“You never said you were the queen. In fact, you told me that you have served the throne for generations.” Auriel’s cock stiffened below her dress, but she gritted her teeth and maintained an angry tone. “Why pretend to be a seamstress?”

“Correct on both accounts, but you failed to ask me.” The pale-skinned breasts bobbed up and down as she worked the liquid into them.

“How was I supposed to know to ask if you were to by my future mother-in-law?” Her breath became shallow and Auriel turned from Kiltunda facing the wall.

“Intuition darling.”

“I fucked you, and now I’m supposed to marry your child.” Her soft soled shoe slammed into the ground to accent the point.

“Family is complicated.” The sorceress wiped her hands onto a towel and replaced the cork in the vial of purple liquid. “You got prince Reylin drunk on spiced wine within minutes of meeting him.”

Auriel regained her composure and control over her lusty futanari cock and turned back to face Kiltunda. “If I marry him, we need to be a team, regardless of where our hearts lie.”

“Wise words, I punished him for your actions, but I see the motives behind them.” She rose from the chair and strode to Auriel letting her dress fall to the floor at her feet. Her breasts bounced, but her stiff futanari cock pointed straight upward.

“I want to ask you something,” hands on her hips Auriel purposely avoided staring at the cock.

“Go ahead, darling.”

“Can you teach me how to defend myself?”

“Why do you need to defend yourself? You have armies and guards.” The sorceress inched forward until her breasts rubbed against the princess. “When you marry Reylin, you’ll be even more protected by our forces, and by me.” The words hung in the air. Kiltunda waved her hand and the door in the distance closed. The locking mechanism turning into place.

“I want to know the extent of my powers,” Auriel demanded of the quasi mentor.

“I can show you some basics, but I’m a busy woman.” She brushed a hand along the side of the princess’s face.

Her own futanari cock hardened leaving a visible impression on the fabric of her dress. “Thank you.”

Kiltunda leaned down and kissed Auriel on the cheek. “I’ll show you next week on our journey back to the kingdom.”

Placing her hand on the sorceress’s jaw, Auriel stopped the sensual kissing, and spoke softly, “No. I need to know now.”

“Fine, I’ll show you a simple cantrip,” Kiltunda slapped Auriel’s hand away and kissed her on the cheek again.

“What’s a cantrip?”

“Ugh…. you know nothing.” Kiltunda turned from the princess and strode to her chair.

“That’s why I’m here. There’s so much I don’t know.”

“Just read that book I gave you there’s something in there you can use.”

“OK, thanks.” Sarcasm dripped from the words. Changing her tone Auriel announced, “I have another question.”

“Why do you insist on telling me you have questions instead of asking them?” Kiltunda leaned her head back against the lounge chair and breathed out of exasperation.

“Sorry.”

“Ask it already.” Eyes snapped open, and she shot a glare towards Auriel.

“I was told the prince had a half-sister. Is she not here? I’d like to get to know her,” Auriel asked stepping towards the lounging chair.

“Prince Reylin has no sister.” The finality of her tone demanded a subject change.

Auriel persisted, “But I thought,”

“Who told you of her?”

“The prince did,” Auriel lied, but the other woman did not seem to notice.

“I’ll talk with the princeling and sort this out.”

“I didn’t mean to upset you,” Auriel bowed the sorceress.

“Just leave me to my room,” Kiltunda waved her hand dismissing the princess.

“Yes, highness.”

Panic settled into Auriel as she felt a distinct malice emanating from the sorceress. She fled the room and darted down the halls. Turing the corner leading to the grand stairs down to the entry hall. Auriel came face to face with Falun.

“Ugh… not right now,” she groaned. She blew past him in a flurry of swishing silk. Falun stood in the hall frozen with shock at the direct comment from the princess. Her mind clearing to thoughts of their conversation the day before, Auriel turned back to face him. She held the balcony rail with one hand and motioned for him to approach her.

“Are you all right highness?” he asked lifting his helmet from his head and tucking it under his arm.

“Yes, I need to ask you about something you said yesterday,” Auriel whispered.

The guard captain leaned close, his breath on her neck, “Did you consider my proposal?”

A shiver of disgust passed over her, “No, but I need to know what you know about the plot to murder Reylin.”

“Highness, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he asked looking around the balcony. Servants walked below carrying trays of food preparing for dinner.

Glaring up at the captain Auriel waved her fingers mumbling an incantation, “Thodurth eguagak.” She watched as his eyes glazed over.

“Tell me what you know about the plot to kill Reylin,” she demanded in a soft whisper.

Falun swayed on his feet, unable to keep his balance he fell towards Auriel. His weight pushed her against the handrail, they teetered on the brink. The man stood on firm feet suddenly and focused his eyes on Auriel holding them firmly on the ground.

“Guilt took over last night, and I confessed the plot to the queen,” Falun smiled at her. “I did right by your honor. You have to marry me now.”

“Fuck that. I’m not a prize to be won,” Auriel spat. “What did my mom do? Who was the culprit?”

“My contact led me to the scene of murder. We found a woman there plotting to kill him. She stood over the corpses of three men that belonged to my guard regiment,” Falun smiled proud of his noble actions. His expression at odds with the loss of life. Auriel assumed it a response to the charm spell she placed on him.

“Who did you capture?”

“She claimed to be the princess of Hurthan, but we all know there is no princess of Hurthan.”

“Who said there wasn’t, Queen Hurthan did.”

“Something is wrong about all of this,” Auriel threw her hands up out of frustrations.

“Why highness?”

“Where is this prisoner?”

“I can take you, but she’s been executed at this point.” Falun puffed out his chest full of pride again.

Auriel slammed a fist into Falun. “You better hope she has not been.”

“Do you know this woman?”

Grimacing Auriel nodded her head. “I need to get some things from my room meet me in the courtyard straight away. You will take me to this woman.”

Dashing down the stairs, Auriel ran to east wing towards her room. Jeena called after her in the hall, but Auriel ignored the woman. Elenea was in danger.

***

Her room in disarray Auriel stuffed clothes and provisions into a knapsack as quickly as she could. She retrieved her book from the reading room and placed into her bag last. Hoisting it over her shoulder, she strode towards the door out of her room.

Jeena appeared in the doorway panting from a brisk run. “Highness, Danora is here to see you.”

“Oh, send her in right away,” Auriel commanded, but changed her mind. “Tell her to accompany me. I need to leave the castle on a quick errand with Captain Falun.”

“As you wish Milady,” Jeena motioned to the unseen Danora.

The dark-skinned half elf woman bowed her head upon entering the room. She wore a light cream-colored dress. Auriel gazed into the violet eyes and shook her head. Elenea needed help urgently.

“Danora,” Auriel opened her arms, and the two embraced.

“Hey Auriel, are you going somewhere?”

“Yes,” Auriel took her old friend by the arm and guided her out of the room. “Walk with me a moment. Did you get my letter?”

“I did,” Danora’s expression stayed firm, but her eyes smiled.

Auriel stopped in the middle of the hallway and bowed her head in front of Danora. “I’m sorry, that I cast a love charm on you.”

“I knew something felt wrong about that night, but…” Danora shivered. “That is manipulative and mean. It’s no different from abusing your station. You know better than that.”

“I know. I’m sorry. I just needed to apologize before the wedding and before I leave the city.”

“It looks like you’re leaving the city now. Did you decide against the marriage?” Danora held a sincere gaze, but her eyes felt distant from the present moment.

“A friend is in danger. I have to go help her.” Auriel changed the subject as they entered the entryway to the castle. “Captain Falun is outside.”

“I have so many questions about what happened that night.” Danora sighed trying to calm her nerves.

“I don’t have time right now. I’ll answer them when we meet again.”

“Auri, I have this image in my mind that can’t be real.” Danora placed her hands on Auriel’s shoulders. “It can’t be true.”

“I promise to answer all your questions, but I need to get out of the castle now.” Auriel opened the door and stepped outside leaving Danora inside the castle. Jeena walked up to her and patter Danora on the shoulder.

“Fine,” the half elf replied as the door closed off their conversation.

Taking the steps by two, Auriel bounded down to the courtyard. Falun stood holding the reins for both of their horses. Auriel’s horse was short and slender. She motioned with her hand commanding her dress to split into a divided riding skirt. The fabric obeyed, and she launched herself into the saddle.

“It is not far,” Falun watched the magic with awe and lifted himself raising his into his own saddle. His horse was a trained warhorse stood much taller and thicker than the princess’s. He clicked his tongue urging his horse forward with his knees.

“Good,” Auriel spoke guiding her horse. She rode shoulder to shoulder with the captain, although her height in the saddle was much lower. “Tell me everything,” she said staring out into the city beyond the gates.

“Milady, your mother is handling it.” Hooves clicked on the cobblestones, and Falun gestured at citizens motioning them to get out of their path.

Auriel turned to Falun, a look of confusion on her face. “How does Queen Triala know anything about the plot or this assassin?”

Falun cleared his throat and clenched the reigns in his gauntleted hands. “She was the one who told me of the plan to kill Reylin.”

“Your story doesn’t add up,” Auriel looked up at him in confusion turning to anger.

“What do you mean?” Sweat beaded on his brow and he guided them down a narrow side street. The sound of the hoofs vanished in soft dirt.

“Did my mother want to kill him to free me of my betrothal, or was it this mystery woman who killed your guards?” The exit into the street beyond afforded only one rider at a time, Auriel allowed Falun to go ahead of her.

“I don’t know, but this woman we captured killed the guards.” He stopped in the street and turned his horse looking back at Auriel. “We found her at the scene of the crime.” Falun clenched the reigns and motioned her to follow him across a sparsely populate evening marketplace.

“Were there three men?”

“Yes, how do you know?” Falun glanced down at her from the corner of his eye.

“I think this is a misunderstanding. I have to stop Queen Triala from killing Elenea.”

He motioned to a single-story stone building. “This is the hold. A royal prison apart from the city hold.” Dismounting in front of the building he hitched his horse on a post. “Do you know the culprit?”

Auriel dismounted and motioned to the reigns and they tied themselves to the post. “Elenea is not planning on killing Reylin. She’s his sister. She’s uncovered a plot to kill her brother and was on the trail to finding the culprit herself.” Auriel glanced down at her dress and changed it back to the slender tight-fitting dress from before the ride.

“Does that mean your mother is implicated in this?”

“No. I won’t pass judgment until I see with my own eyes.” Auriel glanced at the door and sighed, “Are you sure this is the place?”

“Yes highness. I need you to go back to the castle.”

“You don’t want me to go in with you?” Falun gripped his sword hilt and raised an eyebrow.

“No,” Auriel placed a hand on his arm. “I need you to run back to the castle and get the king and queen. Bring the whole royal family.”

“I refuse to step away from your side,” he bowed to one knee and turned his head down.

Chanting a spell, she commanded him again, “Go back to the castle and get King and Queen Hurthan. Bring my father.”

“As you command my love,” Falun rose and saluted hand to his breast. Auriel ignored the charmed man and entered the royal prison.


Chapter 13

Her room in disarray Auriel stuffed clothes and provisions into a knapsack as quickly as she could. She retrieved her book from the reading room and placed into her bag last. Hoisting it over her shoulder, she strode towards the door out of her room.

Jeena appeared in the doorway panting from a brisk run. “Highness, Danora is here to see you.”

“Oh, send her in right away,” Auriel commanded, but changed her mind. “Tell her to accompany me. I need to leave the castle on a quick errand with Captain Falun.”

“As you wish Milady,” Jeena motioned to the unseen Danora.

The dark-skinned half elf woman bowed her head upon entering the room. She wore a light cream-colored dress. Auriel gazed into the violet eyes and shook her head. Elenea needed help urgently.

“Danora,” Auriel opened her arms, and the two embraced.

“Hey Auriel, are you going somewhere?”

“Yes,” Auriel took her old friend by the arm and guided her out of the room. “Walk with me a moment. Did you get my letter?”

“I did,” Danora’s expression stayed firm, but her eyes smiled.

Auriel stopped in the middle of the hallway and bowed her head in front of Danora. “I’m sorry, that I cast a love charm on you.”

“I knew something felt wrong about that night, but…” Danora shivered. “That is manipulative and mean. It’s no different from abusing your station. You know better than that.”

“I know. I’m sorry. I just needed to apologize before the wedding and before I leave the city.”

“It looks like you’re leaving the city now. Did you decide against the marriage?” Danora held a sincere gaze, but her eyes felt distant from the present moment.

“A friend is in danger. I have to go help her.” Auriel changed the subject as they entered the entryway to the castle. “Captain Falun is outside.”

“I have so many questions about what happened that night.” Danora sighed trying to calm her nerves.

“I don’t have time right now. I’ll answer them when we meet again.”

“Auri, I have this image in my mind that can’t be real.” Danora placed her hands on Auriel’s shoulders. “It can’t be true.”

“I promise to answer all your questions, but I need to get out of the castle now.” Auriel opened the door and stepped outside leaving Danora inside the castle. Jeena walked up to her and patter Danora on the shoulder.

“Fine,” the half elf replied as the door closed off their conversation.

Taking the steps by two, Auriel bounded down to the courtyard. Falun stood holding the reins for both of their horses. Auriel’s horse was short and slender. She motioned with her hand commanding her dress to split into a divided riding skirt. The fabric obeyed, and she launched herself into the saddle.

“It is not far,” Falun watched the magic with awe and lifted himself raising his into his own saddle. His horse was a trained warhorse stood much taller and thicker than the princess’s. He clicked his tongue urging his horse forward with his knees.

“Good,” Auriel spoke guiding her horse. She rode shoulder to shoulder with the captain, although her height in the saddle was much lower. “Tell me everything,” she said staring out into the city beyond the gates.

“Milady, your mother is handling it.” Hooves clicked on the cobblestones, and Falun gestured at citizens motioning them to get out of their path.

Auriel turned to Falun, a look of confusion on her face. “How does Queen Triala know anything about the plot or this assassin?”

Falun cleared his throat and clenched the reigns in his gauntleted hands. “She was the one who told me of the plan to kill Reylin.”

“Your story doesn’t add up,” Auriel looked up at him in confusion turning to anger.

“What do you mean?” Sweat beaded on his brow and he guided them down a narrow side street. The sound of the hoofs vanished in soft dirt.

“Did my mother want to kill him to free me of my betrothal, or was it this mystery woman who killed your guards?” The exit into the street beyond afforded only one rider at a time, Auriel allowed Falun to go ahead of her.

“I don’t know, but this woman we captured killed the guards.” He stopped in the street and turned his horse looking back at Auriel. “We found her at the scene of the crime.” Falun clenched the reigns and motioned her to follow him across a sparsely populate evening marketplace.

“Were there three men?”

“Yes, how do you know?” Falun glanced down at her from the corner of his eye.

“I think this is a misunderstanding. I have to stop Queen Triala from killing Elenea.”

He motioned to a single-story stone building. “This is the hold. A royal prison apart from the city hold.” Dismounting in front of the building he hitched his horse on a post. “Do you know the culprit?”

Auriel dismounted and motioned to the reigns and they tied themselves to the post. “Elenea is not planning on killing Reylin. She’s his sister. She’s uncovered a plot to kill her brother and was on the trail to finding the culprit herself.” Auriel glanced down at her dress and changed it back to the slender tight-fitting dress from before the ride.

“Does that mean your mother is implicated in this?”

“No. I won’t pass judgment until I see with my own eyes.” Auriel glanced at the door and sighed, “Are you sure this is the place?”

“Yes highness. I need you to go back to the castle.”

“You don’t want me to go in with you?” Falun gripped his sword hilt and raised an eyebrow.

“No,” Auriel placed a hand on his arm. “I need you to run back to the castle and get the king and queen. Bring the whole royal family.”

“I refuse to step away from your side,” he bowed to one knee and turned his head down.

Chanting a spell, she commanded him again, “Go back to the castle and get King and Queen Hurthan. Bring my father.”

“As you command my love,” Falun rose and saluted hand to his breast. Auriel ignored the charmed man and entered the royal prison.


Chapter 14

Damp air met the princess upon entry. A guard in royal attire stood next to a barred door and blinked twice when he saw Auriel. She closed the door behind her and walked through the small room to the blocked door.

After a third blink the guard spoke, “Highness, what brings you to the hold?” His hair tied back into a bun curled around his ears in loose strands.

“Let me pass. I need to speak with a prisoner,” She demanded pointing at the bar. Index finger lifted into the air, she motioned for the man to step out of the way or help.

“The queen is below. I’ll escort you,” he lifted the wooden bar blocking the door and entered the royal prison. Auriel close behind looked from side to side at the empty cells.

“How many prisoners do we hold here?”

“Few highness. Only a handful the crown wishes to punish or forget.” The hall turned to a dead end with a large trapdoor on the ground. The guard lifted it and indicated, “The queen is down there.”

“Thank you for your service to the nation.” Auriel smiled and climbed down the ladder into what appeared to be a torture chamber. The short ceiling made the room feel smaller than it was. Torture implements and weapons lined the walls at the entrance. Hung from his arms on hooks, a slender man lifted his head to watch Auriel pass. Two doors sat on opposite ends of the room, but neither bore light or any indication of people.

A shiver of disgust surged through Auriel, and she called, “Queen Triala?” No answer came. “Mother, are you down there?”

From the room on the left Auriel heard a woman moan in pain. “Fuck,” Auriel cursed running to the door. She slammed it open.

Queen Triala lay tied down to a wooden table. Hands bound behind her back; her legs were lifted into the air by a series of chains reaching into the low ceiling. Standing over her a woman pulled a lever raising the incline of her mother’s legs. The strange woman thrust a firm cock in and out of the queen. She wore a headsman’s cowl but stood naked beyond that. Her dark green skin made her out to be an orc.

Triala moaned with pleasure as the orc woman slammed her cock into the queen. Noticing her daughter, she screamed, “What the fuck are you doing here?” The queen herself bore a cock, and it stood erect tied up in cords. The orc loosened the cord one time around the queen with each thrust of her hips creating a countdown for Triala to finally ejaculate.

“Mom, who is this Orc woman? Why are you cheating on dad?” Auriel turned around appalled at her mother’s indiscretion. The sensual sounds of cock entering vagina tingled her senses and Auriel’s futanari cock became firm and she waved her hand changing the cut of her skirts to hide her arousal.

“It’s not what it looks like,” Triala moaned though the pounding sex. “Oh God, I’m gonna cum. Untie my cock.”

“Do you want me to stop? Your daughter is here.” The burly voice of the Orc woman struggled with the sounds of the common tongue, but it was understandable. The orc pulled her cock out of the queen and looked back at the princess, dark black eyes the only visible part of her face. The Orc was shapely and Auriel felt her cock harden as she thought of fucking this stranger, but she reigned in her thoughts and sternly put her hands on her hips.

“No. Auri, can you wait outside?” Triala pulled against the bonds holding her on the table and rocked back and forth. “Don’t stop. I want this. Fuck me. Let me cum.”

“Fuck mom. I came to find the prisoner you took this morning.”

“Gross. I don’t want to see this.” Auriel shivered. Not that the scene was not sexy to her, but she had no desire to watch her mom fuck.

“She’s in the room across the hall. I’ll be there shortly sweetie,” the queen said sweetly. The words at odds with their sex and the location in the dungeon.

“Fuck. Gross. Fine,” Auriel closed the door behind her and her moaning mother filled the torture chamber with her moans. The Orc woman growled deeply. The low ceiling and small rooms made the sound echo and fill the entire chamber.

Auriel made eye contact with the prisoner hung up on the rungs, and she shrugged unsure what to make of the man or his position down in the sex dungeon. The thought struck her, “Damn, I hope my mom didn’t fuck Elenea.”

The opposite room was locked and barred. She lifted the bar but could not see any key’s nearby. Glancing around the room she came up with no clues to its location.

The hanging prisoner lowered his head and sighed. Auriel walked over to him and offered him a sip of water from a nearby bucket and ladle. “Sir, do you know where the key to that door is?”

Unable to lift his head, the man rasped, “The Orc woman carries it.” He pointed at the sex dungeon with a tired finger. The Orc woman wailed in her low growl and the sounds of flesh smashing and pounding filled the chamber.

“Fuck, thank you,” Auriel smiled offering the man another drink.

“Can you let me out of here?” he whispered.

“I’ll ask my mother.”

“Please set me free,” lifting his head as high as he could the man bore light blue penetrating eyes, but a malice hung in the depths of them.

Auriel shuddered and pulled away from him. Glancing at the door she recalled that the Orc was naked. A neat pile of simple brown clothes sat on a bench. Flipping through the cloth Auriel found two short swords and a key ring. She skipped to the cell where Elenea was kept and tried three keys before finding the right one.

The door with a creaking sound that went unnoticed below the moaning queen. Elenea lay facing away from the door. She ran a finger along the grout in the stone wall. She lay on the ground in the same boy's clothes from the morning, but her exposed skin bore bruises and cuts.

“Elenea?”

The olive-skinned princess turned her head in surprise, “Auri?” She rolled over in the pile of hay to face the door. “Are you here to save me?” She rose defensively and cowered into the corner. Torn clothes adorned the woman, but she held onto her dignity with defiant eyes. Hands held out ready to fight but bound in manacles she looked a pitiful mess.

“I’m here to save you,” confused at the remark Auriel walked up to the woman she loved.

Elenea held her hands up and dodged away from princess edging towards the open door. “I don’t know what to believe anymore.” Her short dark hair stood out in odd angles and hay clung in the matted mess.

Auriel closed the gap between them and pulled Elenea into a tight hug, “I would never let anything happen to you.” Hand on the back of Elenea’s neck, she pulled her into a comforting embrace. The sounds of sex subsided from the other room.

“Queen Kiltunda accused me of plotting to kill Reylin, I,” she began, and sobs poured from lips and she gripped Auriel tightly around the neck. The chains binding her hands cold on Auriel’s back. “He’s my brother. I love him.”

“It’s OK.” Auriel spoke softly and whispered a shushing sound to ease the other woman.

“I don’t know who to trust anymore,” Elenea sobbed.

“Trust me.” Cutting short their embrace, Auriel held Elenea’s hand and guided her out of the prison cell.

“I’ll try,” Elenea whispered.

Queen Triala strode out of the sex dungeon naked cock fully erect and angry, “I can’t let you leave with her,”

“Mom, what are you doing?” Auriel shifted sides with Elenea standing in between her and her mother. “Fuck put some clothes on.”

“This woman means to kill the king,” Triala walked to the ladder up out of the dungeon blocking their exit. A silver Rapier hung on a hook, and she pulled it off and aimed it at her daughter. “Give me back the keys.”

Clanking on the stone floor, the keys landed at the Queen’s feet. “What? No, she doesn’t. She’s princess Elenea,” Auriel protested, but the threat of the sword edged her backwards towards the cell.

“Place her back in the cell and we can discuss this,” Triala’s breasts bounced as she surged forward closing the gap between her and her daughter.

“She must be under a charm,” Auriel screamed running back into the cell with Elenea.

“Why is she trying to kill you?”

The Orc woman still naked except for the cowl stood in the doorway to the sex dungeon watching the scene play out with disinterested dark eyes. Triala motioned for her to go back into the room, but the Orc shook her head no. “Don’t force me to lock you up.” She pointed with the rapier towards the back of the cell and the two princesses back up into the room.

“Mom, calm down,” Auriel waved her hands and cast a charm. “Queen Triala, Elenea is not a threat.” Auriel felt her spell land of a barrier unable to penetrate the mind of her mother. “Something’s wrong. My magic won't work.” Auriel moved her fingers rapidly casting the charm again, but each time it slammed into a barrier and dissolved.

“This woman is dangerous,” Queen Triala spat and locked the door trapping Auriel and Elenea in the dungeon. The bar slid into place sealing their fate. “I will bring Kiltunda shortly to deal with you both.”


Chapter 15

“What was that about?” Elenea slumped down onto the stone floor and hid her tilted eyes in her hands. The small cell held room for only one to lay down comfortably. Auriel sat opposite Elenea their legs resting on each other.

Queen Triala strode back to the sex dungeon, her bare feet slapping the stone with each footfall. “Where were we?” she asked closing the opposite door with a soft click.

“I don’t know,” Auriel replied trying to ignore the sound of the Queen in the other room.

“Your mother tried to kill us?”

Auriel lifted Elenea’s chin so they could look at each other, gripping the other woman’s hand she said, “That wasn’t her, well I don’t think she meant to kill me, anyway.”

“It sure looked like it to me,” Elenea squeezed Auriel’s hand tightly. “Why do we keep getting trapped together?”

“We need to stop this pattern and meet up like normal women,” Auriel teased leaning he head back against the stone.

“You want to meet me like a normal woman?” Elenea asked.

“No, I want to get naked with you. I think I,” Auriel paused trying to say the words love, but they tightened her throat and did not come free.

“I enjoyed last night,” She winked a tilted eye. Elenea gripped Auriel’s hand, and the two sat in silence breathing, just being present at the moment. Elenea twisted from her position laying her head down in Auriel’s lap. Her futanari cock reacted by hardening at the touch. The queen squealed in orgasmic joy down the hall drawing their attention away from the moment.

Index finger tracing up Elenea’s face Auriel sighed, “I tried to charm my mother to stop her, but my magic didn’t work.”

“What?” Elenea opened her eyes staring up at Auriel from her lap.

“That’s the first time it’s failed to work,” she shrugged unsure at her mistake with the magic.

“Kiltunda is behind it. I know it,” Elenea rose from her position and stood next to the door.

“What do you mean? She’s been teaching me to become a sorceress. She’s a little weird, but she’s not evil.” Auriel stood next to her and pressed the door against the bar, testing its strength.

“When you brought up the royal seamstress and learning magic, it didn’t feel right. I think my stepmom was that seamstress.” Elenea frowned down at her hands. “I’m just so powerless without my tools.”

“She is. She came to the castle this afternoon, it surprised me to see her as the queen,” Auriel reached down and held Elenea’s hands in her own.

The olive-skinned princess, smiled at Auriel grateful for the touch, “Everything is playing into her hands. We have to get out of here and stop her.”

“How can we get out of here?” Auriel asked, pressing her hip into the door again.

“Can’t you use magic or something? I don’t have any of my spy tools. They were all confiscated by your mother,” Elenea shook her head, and leaned into Auriel pressing her against the stone wall. Their breasts firmly against each other. Hands pulled apart against her bonds, Elenea motioned that she could not help at all in their situation.

“Let me try to ask my patron Xanica.” Her eyes lit up at the prospect of demon intervention. “Xanica, can you hear me? I need your help.” Bouncing around their small cell, the words vanished, and no response came.

“Do you know any spells to get us out of this?” Elenea motioned at the door and wiggled her fingers in an impression of what Auriel did when she cast spells.

With a frown on her face she replied, “My magic just kinda comes to me as I need it.”

“Well, we need it now,” Elenea chuckled.

“I have an idea,” Auriel recalled her music in the tavern and the mystical boost that her cum offered. She planted a kiss squarely on Elenea’s lips. Her stomach lifted, Auriel felt strange, lust was present, but she felt herself falling in love with the other princess.

Licking her lips, Elenea pulled out of the passionate kiss, “What are you doing?” Her breath came out labored. Their sex the night before a tryst of lust, this kiss held more emotion than the whole previous night.

“Just trust me.” Auriel kissed Elenea again. Love spilling from her tongue as she connected face to face with the love of her life.

A charade of resistance, Elenea pulled out of the kiss again, “Now isn’t the time.” Her eyes fluttered open and stared up at Auriel.

“I trust you; do you trust me?”

“I’m trying to.” Auriel kissed Elenea and she could feel that the other woman loved her. Their kiss sealing them together. Auriel, motioned with her hand and her dress fell from her body and folded itself into a pile on the floor. With a firm tug she tore Elenea’s shredded clothes from her. Their kiss continued and Auriel motioned with her fingers. Lavender power drifting from her digits. Circles of lavender power formed around Elenea’s ankles, and they rose her into a levitating position with her legs spread wide. Auriel pressed her cock firmly against Elenea’s vagina, moving it back and forth along the labia.

“Can’t you use your magic to open the door?” Elenea pulled against the magical bonds lifting her but they held firm. Auriel shrugged and twitched her fingers causing the magical restrains to raise and lower Elenea. Auriel leaned back and felt the woman she loved slide up and down her shaft.

Whispering an incantation her eyes glowed in a soft lavender light, and she rose into the air. The two princesses levitated and fucked in a spinning tangle of pleasure. “It doesn’t work like that,” Auriel responded finally. Motioning with her hands a giant purple cock formed below her and forced its way into Auriel’s vagina. Fucking herself magically and thrusting hard into Elenea their sex became louder than the queen next door.

“God, this feels good,” the women spiraled in the air shifting from top to bottom and back against. As their kiss held more passion than before, their sex merged them into one being emotionally. Auriel felt at one with Elenea and the two were filled with passion, lust and love.

“I’m gonna cum,” Elenea whispered as the muscles in her stomach began to twitch uncontrollable. She flexed her abdomen and arched her back letting out a wail of pleasure.

The first tinge of cum threatened to burst out of Auriel, but she gaped stopping herself. With a twist of her hands and crossing motion she magically bound her cock closed so that no cum could escape. Wincing in pain she lowered them from the air. Elenea gasping in pleasure but hovering still bound by the chains and Auriel’s purple magic.

Her own feet tapped the floor and she let go of the spell holding her cock pinched closed. Cum erupted from her spraying into the air in a fountain of love. Auriel wailed out, “I love you.” Elenea unable to respond watched as the cum sprayed upward in the air. Auriel mumbled another spell, and the cum floated slowly forming into a massive hovering ball of liquid. A purple glow emanated from the cum.

“How did you learn to do that?” Elenea gasped still ignoring the declaration of love.

Coming down from the emotional high of sex and magic, Auriel bowed her head, “Thank you Xanica.” She snapped her finger and a droplet of her cum shot from the spinning orb and smashed through the cell door. The massive ball of magic cum floated around her head orbiting in a lopsided pattern. Auriel stepped through the broken doorway and grinned back at Elenea. “I told you to trust me.”

“We need to get out of here and rescue Reylin,” Elenea said stepping out of the cell after Auriel.

“Are you certain he’s in danger?” Auriel asked waving her hand commanding her dress to wrap itself around her. The dress changed to black with lavender hemming and embroidery. The cut altered into a long ‘V’ neckline that stretched down from a high collar all the way to her waist. The sides of her breasts fully exposed and a half of her nipples showing. A second upside down ‘V’ formed inches below the first draping down into a wide-open view of her legs and erect cock.

“Damn, your hot like this,” Elenea bit her lip pulling on her tattered clothes. She explained her reasoning for the urgency, “All the women are out of the castle. Her plan is happening now.”

“Let’s go.” Auriel glanced at the door where her mother fucked the Orc woman. “Just a second.” Index finger extended she glided to the door her feet inches from the ground. “Mom, I will rescue Reylin and save the day. I know you’ve been charmed.”

The angelic succubus’s voice whispered, “You’re strong enough to break the charm now.” The queen stood over the futanari Orc and thrust her hips into the woman grunting with pleasure.

Grinning Auriel commanded, “Queen Triala, I free you from any charms controlling you.” The queen glanced back at Auriel smiling, but she did not stop fucking. The green-skinned woman gripped her own cock and stroked it up and down cum spilling from the uncircumcised tip. Queen Triala pressed her thumb down onto the tip and rubbed the cum on her lips.

“Is she going to stop fucking the Orc?” Elenea asked buttoning up her ripped shirt.

“That was not part of the charm spell,” Auriel winked.

“Are we going to bring her back with us?” Elenea rifled through the Orc woman’s clothes and her eyes landed on the two short swords. A grin split her face as she fastened the pair of scabbards to her hips.

“No. Let’s let her have her fun,” Auriel smiled at her mother lost in the pleasure of sex. She glanced down at Elenea’s ripped clothes and tilted her head. “Do you want some nicer clothes?"

“No, let’s go save my brother.” Hands resting on the hilts of the short swords, Elenea led the way out of the royal prison.


Chapter 16

The two princess’s rode together on Auriel’s horse darting through the evening market crowds and dashing through an alley. Citizens leapt out of their way and cursed their passing not recognizing the Auriel for who she is. Men and women stared at woman riding a horse with her erect cock bouncing up and down with each step of the horse.

“What is our plan?” Elenea spoke as the wind whipped her short brown hair behind her.

Auriel pressed Elenea’s hands around her waist into a more comfortable position while riding and she adjusted the reigns turning the horse up a narrow side street. “I don’t know,” she said thinking through her options. The magical orb of cum orbiting her in an oblong patter. Purple trails of magic flowed out of it.

“Do we want to sneak up on her?” Elenea leaned forward pressing her breasts into Auriel’s back. Auriel’s exposed cock still erect flinched.

“I bet she has a contingency for if you or I or my mother tries to come back.” Auriel looked over her shoulder meeting the eye of the dwarf patron of the Gentle Bell. He waved at her passing and hooted once.

“What should we do then?”

Auriel slowed the horse on the approach to the castle. “Kiltunda is much stronger than I am, but we don’t know what she’s planning. It might be stupid but I’m going to march right up to her and use my magic to trap her.” The castle gate stood shut. Auriel looked up and down the bridge leading to the gate, but not a single guard stood duty.

“Trap her? What then?” Elenea asked unaware of the problem.

“I don’t know. I haven’t gotten that far yet.” Auriel rode her horse to the middle of the bridge and dismounted. Her black dress billowing in the wind behind her. “Something is wrong. There aren’t any guards.”

“Where are they?” Elenea turned dismounted and said, “Auri, there are men behind us.” Twisting to face the other side of the bridge, Auriel saw four golden eyed men walking towards them. Elenea Cursed, “Damnit, I can take them. Can you get into the castle?” Each man bore a slender long sword. Their golden eyes glistened in the low sunlight.

Auriel nodded, “Are you sure you’ll be ok?”

“I can do this,” Elenea pulled the short swords from her hips and held them up defensively. “You get that gate open.”

Auriel spun and ran towards the tall wooden gate and the massive arch above it. No guards walked the parapet or the balconies. None stood guard on the other side. Auriel had no way to beckon anyone inside for assistance. Elenea clashed sword against sword dancing in between the men in a flurry of steps and acrobatics. Auriel gasped at the beautiful display of dexterity.

Fingers flicked and a small glob of her magic cum shot towards the gate. The milky substance unable to penetrate the wood or open the door dissipated upon use. “Fuck, I don’t have much cum left.” Auriel glanced back to Elenea, “She’s too busy to help me milk more.” Elenea slashed into the throat of one of the attackers and blocked another strike with her off-hand. The dead man fell to his knees gurgling.

“Auri, please hurry. I can’t hold them much longer.” Elenea struggled to face all three and once, but the goldeneyed men pressed their advantage pushing her against the edge of the bridge. Blow traded blow and soon Elenea dripped blood down both of her arms and her left cheek, but she could not land a killing strike again.

Panic froze the princess. “Fuck,” she surged half of her remaining cum through a gap in the door and slammed into the lever holding the chain’s in place. The swirling magic flipped the lever and turned the cog wheel. Opening just enough to squeeze through, she looked back at Elenea.

The foreign princess danced between the legs of one man slashing his thigh.

“My love,” Falun said stepping through the open gate. His eyes glazed over unconscious.

“Falun you’re under a spell. Snap out of it.”

“No, you are my sweet.” His sword raised and leveled at the princess, “Stay out of the castle and we will wed in the morning.”

“I’ll never marry you.” Auriel protested hands on her hips. The orb of cum floated dangerously close to the approaching captain of the guard.

“It doesn’t bother me you have a cock. I can learn to love that.” His voice came out in an emotionless drone. He leaned in for a kiss and tipped the sword down.

Auriel shot a bit of her magic at the sword knocking it from his hands. “I will not marry you.”

“Why did you do that? She says if you get to the castle, I can’t marry you.” Falun fell to his knees pleading. “I refuse to hurt you, but you can’t go into the castle.”

“Step aside, Elenea and I…” Auriel paused noticing that the sounds of clashing swords slowed.

The olive-skinned woman lost the advantage, and the men surrounded her closed their circle into a tight formation preventing her from moving through any gaps. One slashed at her from the front and she dodged back into a thrust from behind. Sword protruded from her side, Elenea fell to the ground bleeding.

“No,” Auriel screamed. The orbiting cum split into three smaller orbs and flew forward. All three readied a thrust down at the fallen woman. Two looked up at Auriel. Shock flashed into their faces as the cum ripped a hole through the center of each of them. All three goldeneyed men fell to the ground. Swords clattered onto the stone and Auriel sprinted over to Elenea.

“Wait for me,” called Falun chasing the princess.

Elenea rose to her knees and limped forward, “I’m fine. I’m fine.” Blood stained her already thrashed clothes and Auriel cried hugging her tightly. “I said I’m fine. Let’s go save my brother.” Captain Falun tried to hug both of the women, but Auriel flicked her wrist to urge him away, but her magic failed her. The man squeezed both of them tightly.

“Who is this guy?” Elenea asked looking up at the intruder of their hug.

“Don’t worry about him. He’s under a spell.” Falun patted his hands on their shoulders, and he gripped the two women tight, preventing anyone from escaping the hug. “He wants to marry me and won’t let me enter the castle,” Auriel wiggled her way free and pressed Falun at bay with her palm to his chest.

“Any friend of the princess is a friend of mine,” Falun bowed his head to Elenea, but tried to embrace Auriel while he spoke. Her hand still pushing him back. “You’re playing coy.”

Elenea raised an eyebrow and smirked, “Do you love her enough to give her anything she wants?” Auriel shot a confused look at her.

“I would never stop my love from having anything her heart desires.” Falun bowed low gesturing wide with his arms in a courtly display of affection.

“Your love wants in the castle,” Elenea whispered.

Logic exploded in his mind. Still bent in the bow, he looked up at Auriel and his eyes widened in horror. He fell to the ground mumbling, “I have to help her, but I have to stop her.”

“Thank you.”

Elenea placed her arm over Auriel shoulder and she limped alongside. “We make a great team.” The women squeezed through the gate and stepped into the courtyard together. Not a soul stood guard or servant walked the premises.

“I agree,” Auriel wished the other woman had said she loved her back, but for now her companionship was enough. “My magic is spent. I can hardly cast any spells anymore.”

“So, your magic works when you're aroused or if you have your cum handy?”

“Apparently. I’m new to all this sex magic stuff.” Auriel guided Elenea around the massive fountain at the center of the courtyard and helped her navigate the steps. Blood dripped from open wounds on her arms and legs.

“Let’s hope we can stop her as we are then.” Somber apprehension guided their feet up the landing towards the tall double door into the castle.

Auriel nodded her head at Elene and pushed the door open.

“I thought I said no interruptions,” Kiltunda yelled. As the door slid open revealing the women, she bowed her head grinning, “Now this is unexpected.” Servants lined the walls of the foyer and stood on the massive double staircase leading up to the throne room. Guards dotted among the people staring dumbfounded at Kiltunda in the middle of the foyer.

Crimson blood lay out in a massive circle around Kiltunda and the two kings. Symbols in a demonic script dotted the polar directions. A white powder sprinkled into a second smaller concentric circle swirled with red energy. The kings lay on their back’s ass to ass with their legs spread wide. Kiltunda took Jeddon’s cock into her ass and Hurthan’s into her vagina. Bouncing up and down on the men she laughed. Kiltunda tweaked her pierced nipples with each hand. One on the ivory bone the other on the skull studs.


Chapter 17

“What are you doing?” Auriel screamed and ran forward leaving Elenea at the door. As she crossed the threshold into the second circle, her legs failed her, and she fell to the ground.

“Get out. The ritual is almost complete.” Kiltunda waved her hands and red cords lashed Auriel to the floor where she lay. “Where is the fight in you? Such a pampered girl.”

“Where is Reylin.” Auriel demanded, but the bonds tying her to the floor tightened and squeezed the air from her lungs.

“His body will be mine,” she cackled.

“What do you mean?”

“Such a brainless princess. Immortality has a price.”

“No reward is worth a soul,” Auriel pressed against the bonds, but she felt nauseous and consciousness fade.

“Do not judge me, wretch. You hate your life and would do anything to free yourself of the bonds of royalty. I’ve lived in the shadow of men for as long as I can remember. Now I will be the king of a nation.” Kiltunda arched her back, and both kings grunted spraying cum into her. She smashed down into them laughing maniacally. “I can give you the life you want, princess.”

“No.” Emotions conflicted in her heart, and Auriel desperately wanted a different life, but at what point is the cost too high she wondered. Whispering with her last breath she pleaded, “Xanica help me, please. I can’t defeat her.”

“You think that lousy succubus can’t help you? I gave you the most meager demon of all. I did it so I could distract you away from Reylin while I completed the ritual. Learning meager lust magic from a succubus.” Kiltunda groaned and her futanari cock surged spraying cum into the air.

Auriel tried to glance behind her to see Elenea, but the bonds held her in place. Darkness approached and she could no longer struggle.

“I have power over all these.” Images flashed in the air in front of Auriel. Jeena and Danora stood as translucent images in the air above her head. “Do you want the servant? Or perhaps the half elf?” Kiltunda rose from the kings on the ground and turned waving to the crowd around the foyer.

Gasping for breath, Auriel shook her head no. Twisting onto her side she managed to pull in a full breath, and yell, “Elenea are you ok?” No response came.

Kiltunda motioned to the kings on the ground and they sat on their knees in a puddle of cum. “You can’t intend to save Reylin and plan on loving him? You who desperately long for the affection of a woman. I’ve seen your cock. I’ve held it within my pussy.” She bent low over Auriel on the floor and smiled wickedly.

“Fuck you. I trusted you,” Auriel spat.

“Serve me and I will command women by the thousands to satisfy your every need,” Kiltunda winked at Auriel, “Perhaps I’d even let you cum inside me this time.”

“Never. This is wrong. You almost killed Elenea, you plan to kill your own son,” Auriel struggled against the red magical bonds, but

“She’s not dead?” Kiltunda asked looking up around the room.

“No, she came in here with me.” Auriel scrunched her nose confused. “Elenea where are you?”

“You can’t hope to trick me. Elenea is dead at the hand of Queen Triala. I commanded it myself.” Kiltunda’s laughed echoed through the large room and soon the gathered servants and guards laughed along with her compelled by her charms. “You see. There is no stopping me.” Kiltunda turned her back on Auriel and strode to the kings. “Watch now as I finalize the ritual. Bring me the princeling,” She commanded. Taking a king in each arm she urged them to fuck her again. The three twisted and turned in a sensual pile of flesh and pleasure. Both kings vied to kiss the sorceress, but she refused them.

A soft hand gripped Auriel’s cock. She tensed at the touch but said nothing. A finger found its way into her vagina and wove intricately inside her flesh. Her cock hardened, and she flexed the muscles in her legs and stomach as pleasure surged through her. The fist around her cock surged up and down her shaft. Magic returned to Auriel. She could see the colors swirling Kiltunda’s ritual. She read the incantations in the air and knew that this vile woman intended to place her soul into the body of the boy.

Waving her hands, she altered the form of her dress. She kept the low ‘V’ on top but forced the bottom to billow out over Elenea. Auriel severed the bonds that held her on the ground with a jerk of her fingers and rose to her feet. Magic barely there she could only manage the simplest of spells, but Elenea slipped under her billowing dress and pressed her face into Auriel’s pussy. Sucking, licking, taking in the sweet nectar that dripped from her vagina Elenea delved deep into Auriel. Auriel motioned with her hands tying a purple magic knot at the base of her cock preventing cum from erupting from her.

Kiltunda lifted her head from sucking off Jeddon’s cock. “How can this be?”

Auriel glared down at Kiltunda, “You called her lousy. I’m bonded to Xanica Queen of the succubi and incubi.” Lifting her hands into the air she shot velvet stars into the air disrupting the ritual where she could.

“No. That’s not possible. Xanica is not their queen. She has no power of the Ishamaal lord of the demons. When did she become the queen?” Kiltunda rose and lunged into a series of spells aimed at Auriel. Red streaks of hatred shot through the air, but the princess met them with dispelling lust. Elenea continued to rub up and down the shaft, Auriel felt a crescendo build inside of her.

Two guards strode down the steps carrying an unconscious Reylin. She recognized them as the two that debated the succubus. Auriel tried to speak, but cum surged from her and she released the tie around her cock. Globs of cum shot into the air floating in a dozed orbit about the princess.

“Keep going Elenea. I need more,” Auriel said as she thrust the cum at Kiltunda. The sorceress blocked the first blast, but the second struck her in the shoulder leaving a purple pulsing mark on her exposed flesh.

“Where is that brat? I’ll kill her,” Kiltunda charged forward blasting energy from her fingers at Auriel’s dress. “I made this I control it.” Auriel’s magical dress disintegrated into a cloud of red dust revealing Elenea finger blasting and sucking Auriel from a seated position below the princess.

Rage boiled in the sorceress and she lunged forward again hurling volley after volley of energy from her hands. Auriel struggled to keep up and the well of cum at her disposal to defend herself emptied until she had two drips of cum left. Elenea tried her hardest, but Auriel could not focus on the pleasure and ejaculate, she had to protect the woman she loved.

Red flaring energy met purple drops of cum sparking in display energy that shot a variety of tones across the room. Auriel sweat from her forehead jumping backwards away from a lightning streak of energy. Energy drained, and she knew that she could only do two more things with her magic. Two beads of cum orbited her head, she stepped forward sweat dripping down her naked body. The two futanari sorceresses’ cocks erect glared at each other. Auriel merged the two beads of cum into one. And it orbited her head in a lazy pattern.

“You know I’ve won,” Kiltunda whispered in vile quick words.

Auriel nodded her head admitting that she could not best the other woman. Elenea lay on her back tired from sucking off Auriel, and Auriel stood in between her and Kiltunda protecting her. “I’ll do whatever you want, just don’t kill Elenea.” As the last bead of cum floated behind her head Auriel split it into two and she sent the smaller bead up into the ceiling to hide along the chandelier.

“In another life, you could have been my ally,” Klintunda smirked, “I’ll gladly exchange your life for her. I was looking forward to marrying you when I became the princeling, but we both know that that option is well past reasonable.” With a finger motion she maneuvered the hidden bead of cum out of view behind the crowd of servants and guards.

“In another life you could have been a decent person,” Auriel spat. “No amount of power is more valuable than a life well lived.” Elenea nodded her head in approval but was too tired to speak. Pointedly not looking at her last attempt to stop the woman, she snaked it around inches above the marble floor sending it gliding to hide behind her father’s naked, panting form.

“I plan to kill you, but I want you to watch me take over the body of the boy,” she motioned, and the guards brought Reylin down the steps and lay him on the floor at the center of the concentric circles.

“What can I do to stop this?” Auriel pleaded.

“What does he mean to you? He’s Elenea’s brother and I know she loves him.”

Kiltunda knelt above Reylin. Cutting her hand she dripped blood onto his sleeping forehead.“You just met that wretched thief, you can’t care about her that much.”

“I love her,” Auriel stood defiantly glaring down at Kiltunda.

The sorceress looked up an Auriel and sighed, “Love? You belong to lust.” She closed her eyes and rubbed her temples. “I tire of you.”

Risking the moment and her own life, Auriel shot out at the woman with the cum orbiting her head. Catching the liquid in hands it flashed turning into a red substance. As it dissipated into a crimson powder, Auriel shot out with the smaller hidden one from behind Kiltunda. A gurgle erupted from Kiltunda’s mouth and a drip of blood spilled down the side of her lip.

Fingers flew in a series of motions, incantation after spell sped from her lips. The last bead of cum danced through the air ripping into and out of the sorceress. Holes erupted in her naked stomach and chest. Blood spilled freely out a series of expanding holes. Kiltunda fell to her knees.

Purple violet lines split the air above Kiltunda. A portal to Hell opened up in a torrent of wind a sulfurous vapor. Xanica stepped down from dais clapping her hands slowly. For the first time Since Auriel met the woman, she wore clothes. Or at last something covering her cock. Leathery wings draped down her back and her naked breasts hung low with their massive weight. Her eyes two black voids pierced the room. She wore a golden sash belt and a white cloth draped down either side covering her cock and ass crack but leaving nothing else of her sexual body to the imagination.

Kiltunda stared up at the succubus in shock, “What are you doing here?” She rose to her elbows attempting to cast a spell at Auriel, but Xanica snapped her finger and the red streaking energy fizzled from existence.

Auriel stepped back to Elenea and helped the woman stand, “Xanica, this is Elenea. I told you about her.”

“A pleasure my delicate flower,” the succubus stepped lightly on the marble floor avoiding the white powder and blood sprinkled around.

“She’s anything but delicate. I would never have defeated Kiltunda without her.”

Elenea blushed and nodded her head thanking the princess for the acknowledgment. “Auriel did all the heavy lifting.”

Xanica leaned down and kissed Elenea on the cheek. “Thank you.” Elenea glanced at Auriel unsure how to react, but the princess shrugged.

The evil sorceress tried to stand, but losing blood forced her back to the ground. “How can this be? How did a succubus and her slut defeat me?”

“I fucked Ishamaal and worked his demon cock up the ranks earning power beyond the rest. Even the most powerful fall to the wiles of a lusty woman.” Xanica smiled down at the defeated woman. “Auriel, what do you want from me my child?”

“I want my family back.”

“They are unharmed from this escapade. What of Kiltunda? I’ll do whatever you desire. She walked circles around Auriel, her index finger tracing around her exposed breasts and along her back as she moved.

“I want her powers revoked and I want her to watch the world progress without her.”

“The ritual is complete but lacks the final word. You could substitute the boy for whatever you wish.” Xanica smiled at Elenea wickedly, but the olive-skinned princess ran to her brother and whisked him away.

“I don’t want him to see any of this. He’s far too young,” she said carrying him down the hall.

“My room is the third door on the left. You can place him in there,” Auriel called. Then to Xanica she said, “I have an idea.” Auriel rose and plucked the ivory bone piercing from the woman’s nipple as gently as she could manage. “Will this do?”

“You wicked woman,” Xanica placed the ivory at the center of the concentric circles and chanted softly. Moments later Kiltunda’s mortal body fell to the floor lifeless.

“Xanica, I will honor my promise, but I can’t go around fucking everyone. I want to be faithful to the woman I love.” Auriel plucked the ivory from the floor and frowned up at her patron.

“I know, child. I know, but you are looking at this the wrong way,” Xanica placed her hands on the princess’s shoulders.

“What do you mean?”

Licking her lips, she whispered, “Ask Elenea, do not cheat on her. Invite others to join you both. She will learn that your lust is far above what she can satisfy alone. If you love someone and they love you, you can work it out. How do you think Ishmaal and I work things out?” She winked down at the woman and stepped back through her portal.

“You married the lord of all hell?” Auriel gasped.

“We trained together as under demons. I’ve loved him for as long as I can recall.” Xanica grinned as she morphed into a translucent afterimage. The succubus waved and vanished from the foyer.

Consciousness slowly returned to the gathered servants and guards. Auriel used the last of her energy to charm them one more time. “This was all a terrible nightmare. You will all now return to your rooms and never speak of this again. The charm fell on all present except the kings. Auriel wanted them to know who saved them. Her command was separate for those two.

She stood over the sitting men and planted her hand on her hips, “You two will cancel my betrothal to Reylin and search for a more suitable spouse that is his age. Oh, and the nullification of our marriage will not damage the relationship between our nations.” The crowd of servants and guards dispersed all leaving the castle in different directions. The servants to their home across the gardens and the guards to their various homes in the city.

King Hurthan nodded his head slowly as his mind returned, “What the fuck happened? Is Reylin OK?”

“He is. What matters is that you’re safe,” Auriel comforted.

Ashamed, her father bowed his head and said, “Honey, I’m so sorry.”

“You had no power over her, you have nothing to be sorry about.” She stood wiping sweat from her naked futanari body. Her cock hung flaccid down to her left thigh.

“I’ll give you anything you desire for saving my son,” King Hurthan rose and took Auriel’s hand. He kissed it gently, but gave off a fatherly, “Anything you ask for.”

“I want to marry Elenea if she’ll be my wife,” she smiled up at the king.

He blinked and rubbed his nose. “That is… We don’t…” King Jeddon rose and the two naked kings stood side by side. Jeddon place a hand on Hurthan’s shoulder, and Hurthan nodded his head finally, “As you wish.”

Jeddon asked, “What will you do if you don’t marry Reylin.”

She smiled at her father and replied, “I’ll make my own journey. I have so much to see and experience.”

“Your mother was an adventurer once. I think she’d like that,” he leaned in to hug his daughter but decided against it since they were both naked. “Go find yourself out in the world.”

Satisfied, Auriel smiled and ran to find some clothes.


Epilogue

A soft melody sounded from the lute strings as Auriel played. She wore a simple white tunic underneath a leather vest. A rapier hung from her hip adorned with a golden crossguard. The sparsely filled tavern a stopping place between major cities. Auriel finished her song and placed her lute back in its case.

Elenea wove her way between the tables holding two mugs of ale. She winked a tilted eye up at Auriel. The olive-skinned woman wore a studded leather jerkin dyed black. At her hips she wore a pair of short swords. The two women sat drinking ale passing the evening dancing and enjoying each other.

As they made their way up to the rented room at the inn, the squat innkeeper asked, “Are you sure you can’t stay and play another night? Meals and room would be on me. I know you said you only need one bed for the two of you, but I can get you separate rooms. You’ve offered a simple man more entertainment tonight than I’ve had in weeks.”

Elenea answered before Auriel could turn around, “One room is fine.” She winked and slapped Auriel on the ass. The innkeeper shifted his expression recognizing that the two were lovers for the first time. “We’ve got a long road ahead of us. We can’t stay more than one night, but we appreciate the hospitality.”

“I’m sorry. I wish we could, but we need to travel to Juldale,” Auriel stopped at the landing at the top of the stairs and smiled down at the man.

“Well, if you make your way back through these parts, you’re always welcome,” he clenched a rag in his hand and asked, “If you don’t mind me asking, what is all the way south in Juldale?”

Elenea winked a tilted eye at the innkeeper and walked up the steps. Auriel smiled down and replied, “Adventure.”

In their private room Auriel removed her leather vest and sat on the bed. A small fire warmed the room and offered the only light. Elenea removed her armor and weapons as well but placed them within arm's reach of the double-sized bed.

“Do you always have to sound so noble when you talk to people?” Elenea pulled off her black cloth blouse and lay back on the straw pillow.

“What? We’re adventurers now,” Auriel pulled off her cream-colored tunic and lay back next to the love of her life. The two women topless in bed held hands. “Besides you didn’t have to slap my ass in front of him?

“What you didn’t like it?” Elenea turned on her side staring at the other princess.

“Of course, I did, but you may have offended his proper sensibilities,” she giggled in response.

“Fuck proper,” Elenea shifted her weight straddling Auriel.

“Yeah fuck sensibilities,” Auriel felt her cock grow erect and the two women kissed. Elenea reached her hand down gripping the futanari dick. Rubbing her hips against it a knock at the door pulled their attention.

“Damnit, what is it?” Elenea called to the door while grinding.

“It’s Falun. It has to be him,” Auriel spoke pushing Elenea off of her for a moment.

Pouting she pulled the blankets over her breasts. “He knows better than to come to our door at night.”

“Highness, you forgot something.” Falun said in a timid voice.

“What is it?” Auriel spoke nestling under the covers with Elenea.

“Your ivory bone. You left it downstairs.” The former captain of the watch spoke in a slightly louder tone.

“Come in,” Auriel spoke to the frustrated expression of Elenea.

The wooden door opened a slight crack, and he spoke, “Sorry ladies.” His eyes flew straight towards Auriel’s exposed shoulder and he lost control of his words. “I well… excuse me.” Stumbling into the room he walked towards a dresser and covered his eyes with one and turned his hips away from the women in the bed. “Here. This looks like a great place for it.” The ivory nipple piercing sat on the dresser facing the two princesses.

“Just set the piece of shit down and leave.” Elenea called in a playful tone.

“As you command highness.” Falun bowed deeply to the tilted eye woman and met eyes with Auriel before gasping and stumbling backwards.

“Stop with the highness thing,” Auriel spoke as the man departed.

“Will do,” he pulled the door closed behind him and they could hear him place his back against the wall guarding the room.

“Fuck that guy is the worst,” Elenea whispered resuming her position on top of Auriel. Elenea lay flat on her chest and pressed her vagina towards the cock. Her smaller frame placed her head above Auriel’s breasts.

“I know, but he prepares camp and hitches our horses,” desire built inside of her and she thrust her hips up kissing her futanari cock against Elenea’s labia.

“He’s practically our servant. It’s great,” Elenea kissed Auriel’s breasts.

“I’ve been meaning to ask you. Where did you go when you vanished in the castle?” Auriel felt for Elenea’s nipples and rubbed one between her index and pointer finger.

Elenea, sighed swatting Auriel’s hand away from her nipple. “Not this question again,”

“What? Neither of us could see you then you suddenly started liking and masturbating me.” Auriel reached for the other nipple and was swatted away again.

“I stood there in the same room as you, I don’t know what happened. I stood by the door until I walked over to you.” Elenea dipped below the blanket avoiding the conversation. Her mouth kissing a trail down to Auriel’s cock.

“Honest?” Auriel asked placing her hands on Elenea’s head. Her fingers massaged the scalp of the woman she loved.

The first drip of precum we her lips. “Honest,” Elenea took the firm cock into her mouth.


Bonus Short 1

Futanari Stew

Triala sat in a cooking pot. Uncomfortable, she stirred the heating liquid inside with an idle finger. “I hate to interrupt the preparations, but I wonder if we could find a resolution to this that would be more amenable to my wellbeing?” She had tried speaking with the orcs a few times, but they did not speak common.

The domed tent was large and adorned with animal pelts on the floor. The middle of the tent had a large opening for the smoke to escape through. Triala looked up at the night sky and wondered which half constellation was overhead, but her small vantage point did not afford enough of a window to identify which one it might be. The chieftain left early this morning adorned with his battleax and war gear. Trialla assumed that she was to be the victory feast for the returning party.

The days leading up to her capture were uneventful. Triala Haldak was a traveling minstrel, and one evening after a bad performance she awoke in chains atop a war boar surrounded by orcs. Her clothes had been the first to go, despite all her protests. Days sitting in a cage seemed a nice memory compared to sitting naked inside a cauldron. A mushroom floated in between her breasts which rested at the same level as the water. Kneeling was awkward in the rounded bottom, so she sat with her knees pressed into her chest just below her breasts.

The orc woman preparing the meal had a full head of white hair, and her crooked nose was the nicest feature about her face. The pale green skin of the woman dripped sweat in the tent's heat. She knelt at a low table cutting more carrots and mushrooms. The orc woman wore a leather skin and held a sword at her waist, Triala’s sword Nightdancer. It was not magical by any means, but a bard needed a good named weapon and her thin elegant rapier looked so nice at Tirala’s hip. It did not by comparison look very stylish on the hip of the orc woman. She was slender for an orc and had wide hips. Triala had watched her make love to the chieftain three times. It was awkward, but Triala could not help but hear the echoes of the orc woman’s voice screaming in pleasure.

The water in the pot seemed at the perfect temperature. It had heated to about sauna conditions and had not yet entered dangerous territory. “You know I could teach you a bit about cooking,” offering her best smile Triala continued, “You didn’t even sauté the vegetables and there’s no seasoning in this water. My mother makes delicious meat pie. I could teach you some of her recipes.”

The orc woman turned from her chopping table and glared out of her small dark eyes but said nothing. Triala dipped her head into the water and came out again letting the water drip down her face. Her hair was auburn and her eyes a bright green. She had a dimple on her left cheek that stood out when she smiled, but right now she was not smiling. Tirala was trying her hardest to think of a way out of her situation. By the time she focused on the room again the orc woman was back at work preparing the meal.

Singing a somber melody, she twisted the words to the song The Lass and her Kiss to fit her situation. With no lute to accompany her words she sang on key as best she could. The last time she’d seen her lute was back at that damnable inn where she performed a few nights back. Triala was far too drunk that night to remember the events.

The Lass and her cheeks

So hot in the pot

Long for cool springs

And respite for weeks.

She sits an uncooked meal

So hot in the pot

Trying desperately to escape

Much hotter and she’ll squeal.

Venison, beef, pork, and chicken

So hot in the pot

Each far tastier

And guaranteed not to sicken

At this point in her made up verse the orc woman turned to face her and tilted her head in surprise. A garble of Orcish words came out of her mouth and Triala could not understand a word, but she was no longer cutting vegetables, so it was an improvement. Singing a few more verses the orc chopped vegetables again, but she swayed her hips with the rhythm of the tune. The red fox skin hardly covered her ass and Triala could see the curvature of her form as she moved.

“Great, now I’m the meal and the entertainment,” she huffed. “I charge for my singing you know.” They had not bothered to tie up Triala in the pot but had been under the constant eye of at least two armed orcs since her arrival here. She could try an escape, but she did not know what was beyond the tent. Sound came from outside occasionally, but it was hard to tell how many Orcs had stayed back in the camp.

Triala decided it would be better to die fighting than eaten as a meal. She emerged naked from the cauldron and she began the awkward side hop to get out of the black metal pot. The sound of splashing water and the sizzling of water on the fire caught the attention of the orc. Triala stood naked blushing. Her nipples were a light brown, and the curly hair above her pussy and cock matched the auburn of head. Triala was a futanari, which meant she was born with both male and female genitalia. Under any other circumstances she would have tried to cover herself, but escape was more important than modesty.

The orc woman turned to face her and chattered in Orcish again. The green-skinned woman stood about five feet even and was a full ten inches shorter than Triala.

“I had to pee. You don’t want that in the pot, do you?” It was a lie, but the Orc woman could not understand her, anyway. The orc pulled out the rapier and Tirala grabbed the wooden ladle. The Orc stood about two feet shorter than Triala. Neither was skilled with their weapon, but Triala parried the first three strikes and follow up with a slap across the face of the orc woman.

Anger flashed across her eyes and a redness formed in her cheek. Flustered, the Orc woman flew into a rage. The rapier swung wildly coming from all direction. Triala blocked the first four strikes, but the blade hit her across the shoulder and a thin red line of a welt formed on her wet skin. She winced in pain and threw herself into a defensive position, but it was too late. The Orc woman struck down hard repeatedly. Red welts formed where the dull edge of the blade smashed into her flesh.

Triala felt arousal building inside her stomach from the pain of the welts and her cock hardened. The fox skin covering the orc woman’s breasts flapped with her rapid motions offering brief glimpses at her small chest. The areola was a dark green about four shades darken than her pale green skin. She shuddered and her defenses broke as the orc woman grabbed a handful of her hair. She Pulled Triala across the floor to the chains and placed the manacles around her wrists. Triala breathed deeply, trying to recover from the intense pleasure.

A loud slap echoed through the tent as the orc woman hit Triala across the face leaving a hand sized red mark. An intense desire to hit the orc and fuck her filled her mind and confused the dazed woman. A hard throbbing formed in her penis and Triala looked down to see her cock fully erect. Tugging at Triala’s hair again the orc woman pulled her from the tent dragging her across the ground.

Working her hardest to stand up, Triala struggled against the green-skinned beauty, but try as she might, she was not gifted with strength. The village was empty save for the women and children, but the orc woman paraded her naked form up and down the corridors of tents, the orc woman slapping Triala each time she attempted to stand, and Triala’s cock throbbing with each step.

This lasted for an hour. Pain built up in the throbbing member searching for a release, but none would come. Triala found herself back in the cauldron but chained up this time. The cooking resumed and Triala did her best to ease the pain in her cock. She had no balls below her cock. Right at the base of her cock the slit of her vagina began. From what she understood about normal cocks the sperm came from their balls. Triala could shoot out loads of cum. Far more than her first boyfriend ever could. Emasculated he had dumped Triala and admitted that he was gay.

The orc woman finished chopping more of the vegetables and walked back over to the cauldron. Triala could not take her throbbing cock anymore and stroked herself. The motion in the water caught the attention of the orc woman who pointed into the water and yelled in Orcish.

“I really need to learn the language, if I want to get out of this,” she said to herself as she reached one hand down to play with her vagina while the other moved up and down on her cock.

The orc woman tossed in the vegetables and slapped Triala one more time. It was enough to push her over the edge. Triala moaned out in pleasure and released a spray of pre-cum. With each surge of the pumping in her cock a new load of pre-cum shot out. Arching her head back she moaned as a load of hot cum filled the cauldron. Coming back to her senses now that her cock had found small relief, Triala said, “I added seasoning to the soup.”

The orc woman glared down into the water confused. In a quick motion her green hand shot into the water and grabbed tight around the base of her throbbing futanari cock. It was no longer rock hard but hung straight out. Flaring her nostrils, the Orc slapped Triala across the face again, but held her hand on the now hardening cock.

“I came. I tried to stop this mess, but you are waking the beast within me.” There was no understanding between the two women and Triala growled as a tiger and pointing to her cock, “You are waking the beast.”

The orc woman leaned close into the ear of Triala and whispered in her Orcish words. The green-skinned woman rubbed up and down on the cock and Triala leaned back in the cauldron letting the woman work her hands up and down the shaft. Fully erect her cock stood about ten inches long putting every man she’d ever slept with to shame. Wonder filled the dark eyes of the orc woman as she realized that the cock was three times the size of her chieftain’s.

Echoing moans filled the hut and Triala reached up to grab the orc woman and pull her in for a kiss, but she was met with a hard slap across the face again. Orcish grunts and a slow stroke on her cock continued and Triala settled back into the enjoyable rhythm.

Drums echoed in the distance and the orc woman turned towards the sound fear spreading across her face. The hand job became frantic on the verge of painful. Triala let out a moan of pleasure as the orc woman growled a guttural cry. The throbbing reached a crescendo and cum sprayed out of her cock again. The throbbing stopped after five bursts of hot cum filled the cauldron. Taking the ladle, the orc woman stirred the water around Triala until she spread the futanari cum evenly. Triala had cum about two gallons worth into the soup. The orc woman squeezed one last time on Triala’s still erect cock, and she took a hefty sip of the cum soup.

After a few minutes, the chieftain came back into the tent covered in blood and three scalps. Unconsciously, Triala felt her own forehead and winced. The chieftain and his woman spoke with exaggerated gestures in Orcish and the chieftain glared at Triala a few times, but after almost an hour the green-skinned woman helped Triala out of the cauldron. They guided her back to a cage at the side of the pile of skins the chieftain slept on. Her cock had grown more flaccid, but still stood twice the size of the chief’s.

An angry expression crossed his face, and he pulled a knife out of his belt and stalked towards Triala. Holding the knife to the base of her cock, Triala screamed in protest, “Not my cock. Anything but my cute, beautiful cock.”

The orc woman ran up and placed a hand atop the chieftains and pointed at the cauldron and motioned to the cock speaking in quick guttural words. Triala did not understand what was happening, but the green-skinned woman had saved her cock. “I must reward her for that,” she mumbled under her breath. The chief pulled the knife away from Triala and placed it next to his bed again. The green-skinned woman’s eyes never left Triala’s while she finished preparing the meal.

All the males of the tribe gathered and drank the cum broth soup. It amazed Triala that they finished the entire pot in a matter of minutes. Each male orc took a turn standing at the head of the circle and speaking for a moment. The Orcish woman was joined by the rest of the women in the tribe and they sat opposite Triala’s cage whispering the whole evening. Triala closed her eyes and did her best not to think of her cock inside the orc woman, but it was a difficult task.

After all the tribe had returned to their tents, the chieftain and the orc woman lay on the pile of skins. The chieftain tore off her clothes and Triala got a good glimpse of the slender Orc woman’s body. She bore the scars of battle on her thighs and arms. Her breasts were small, and her stomach toned. She was far more attractive that Triana had given credit. The chieftain thrust himself on her and rode her from behind all the while staring at Triala. The chief stood about five feet and three inches tall and his build was much bulkier and squat than the woman. His rhythmic grunting frustrated Triala who wanted to pound her own cock into the green-skinned woman.

The Orc woman turned to face Triala and the two women locked eyes. On hands and knees the orc woman licked her lips and narrowed her dark eyes at Triala. The orc woman moaned loudly. Her large pointed teeth aimed at the sky as she howled, but it differed from the nights before. The woman’s howls were of longing not satisfaction. The chieftain flexed his ass cheeks and let out a load of cum into the woman. Collapsing to the skins he slapped her on the ass once and rolled over to sleep.

The next few days were uneventful, but frustrating. Triala longed to fuck the woman, but there was never a chance, and the Orc ignored Triala altogether, but each night during their sex the Orc woman locked eyes with Triala during the whole short exchange. During this time Triala had planned an escape.

On the morning of day four, Triala awoke in the middle of the night and unlocked the chains around her wrists. She had worked a fox bone into a suitable shape and had unlocked and locked the manacles three times the night before. Tonight, she would work on unlocking the cage. It took work, but after about fifteen minutes she unlocked the door to her cage. Escape was a priority, but she wanted her rapier. The orc woman lay sleeping next to the chief and Triala tip toed her way around the large tent to the sword. They had discarded her leather belt along with all of her clothes, but the sword itself was worth saving. It had cost one hundred gold to get it done with such fine craftsmanship.

Sword in hand she turned to leave the tent. She spared one last glance for the Orc woman. Her long white hair lay about her face and she slept naked after sex with the chief. Triala forced down her desire for the curvy form of the orc woman and she made her way out of the tent.

The benefit to her humiliation of being paraded around the tribe was that Triala knew the fastest way to get out of the small encampment. Tiptoeing around the tents was simple enough. She avoided the meager patrol and was in the dark of the night in minutes. The moon was hidden behind an overcast sky and Triala could not see well enough to travel, but she needed to put some distance between her and the Orcs. Naked she walked on in what she hoped was east, but without the stars she could not be certain. After walking for hours, she found a tree and lay down to sleep.

The tip of a battleax blade pressed into Triala throat woke her up. Early morning sun had not dispersed the fog or dew. The chieftain stood above Triala and behind him a few of his Orc men. Reaching for her rapier she noticed that it was in the belt loop of the chief.

“Dammit,” Triala sighed and sat up against the tree behind her. She pressed the blade of the axe away from her throat and smiled up at the chief. His loin cloth left a wide-open view of his small penis and Triana reached up and grabbed it as fast as she could. The chief’s eyes widened, and he dropped the axe reaching down at his cock. The Orcs behind him exchanged glances, but none moved forward to help the chief. Whimpering he pleaded something in Orcish, but Triala could not understand.

Squeezing the small penis, she traced the index finger of her other hand along the balls of the chief. His skin was a dark forest green. The chief shuddered and Triana could feel the cock hardening in her hands. Encouraged she began to stroke up and down on the cock. Now it was erect, she gauged it to be about three and a half inches long.

“That poor woman,” Triala began, “She really needs my futanari cock.” The chief did not understand the words, but the rapid hand motions and sensual tone of her voice pushed him to his limit. Both hands rubbing on the small cock, Triala felt her own penis lengthen with excitement. She felt the first throb of the blood filling her.

The dark green orc cock pulsed, and she pinched hard at the tip at the moment of release sending a jolt of pain down the shaft of his cock. Sperm shot out into his fox skin pelt and dripped down Triala’s hands.

She took a corner of his loincloth and wiped her hands clean. The other orcs watched in amazement at the scene, but none made any moves. Triala pulled her rapier NightDancer from the Orc chief and in a series of thrusts with the sword punctured his throat. The orc fell to the ground cock dripping cum.


Bonus Short 2

Futanari Chief

Green Orc blood dripped from the length of Triala’s blade, she faced the remaining three Orcs. The pulsing of the Orc chieftain’s cock subsided and the green-skinned men sneered angrily at the naked human woman. Triala stood a head taller than the Orcs, but they outnumbered her three to one. Three of the men were the average four and a half feet of the Orcs, but the middle Orc stood about three and a half feet tall.

The closest one held a club high and charged. Sweat beaded on his brow and his eyes filled with rage as he closed the gap between him and the naked woman. Triala twirled out of way. Breasts bouncing with her movement, and her cock swung in an arc. The blood on her sword flicked off and left droplets of her passing.

At the end of her evasive move she turned and struck with her rapier into the chest of the Orc. The tip of the blade pierced his skin, but caught on his ribcage blocking her path to his heart. The Orc bellowed a growl and flailed with his club. Dodging strikes, Triala took a blow to her cheek. With no shield, she could not block the heavy weapon. She closed the gap between her and her assailant and pressed her breasts into him and kissed his green lips drawing out his breath.

The Orc flailed and attempted to strike at her back, but his angle was poor. Triala grabbed the back of his head and forced her tongue deep into his throat. Triala pulled away from the kiss and the Orc blinked twice at her panting. Green blood dripped down his left side where she had cut him.

The three Orcs eyed her, and the shortest one among them spoke in broken common, “Woman kill chief.” The short Orc stood about three and a half feet tall and had a short beard gray beard. He motioned for the remaining Orcs to lower their weapons. The bleeding Orc took a step back and held his side.

Nodding her head Triala replied, “Yeah, I killed the chief.” Triala bent down and cleaned the blood from her rapier Nightdancer on the clothes of the dead chieftain.

“You is woman or man?” he pointed at her flaccid cock with a confused expression. The Orcs behind him stared hard at her naked body. The bleeding orc’s leather poked outward where his hard cock pressed into it. Triala blushed at him and smiled.

Laughing Triala winked at the bleeding Orc and replied, “I’m neither, really.”

“You both?” The short Orc took a step closer and stood at the point of reaching out to touch her dick.

“Nope.” Triala took a step away from the Orcs, but the short man followed her with his hand outstretched.

“What name is you?” he asked lowering his hand defeated.

Triala grinned down at the Orc and gyrated her hips waving her cock at him, “My name is Triala, what about yours?”

“What about it?” The short Orc looked at her confused at the wording in the unfamiliar language.

“Sorry,” Triala giggled, “What is your name?”

“Kliurn,” he bowed deep and spread his arms wide reminiscent of a courtly gesture.

“Well sir Kliurn, I must be on my way,” she paused and looked at the other two men. “Can I have some of your fox skins? I can’t go back to town naked.”

“Clothes in chief hut,” Kliurn replied.

“I’m not going back there. You’ll tie me up again.” Triala pictured the muscled lean figure of the chief’s wife and felt warmth growing inside of her loins.

“Chief dead. No prisoner.” Kliurn placed his wooden club at the feet of Triala and smiled up at her. “You chief.”

“What no. No way. How can I be the chief?” Triala laughed at kneeling Orc, but after a second glance she saw that the other two Orcs knelt in front of her.

“You kill chief. You new chief.” Kliurn replied.

The other two Orcs nodded in unison, but neither placed their clubs at her feet. Triala looked down at Kliurn and picked up his club. “I can’t be your chief I’m a human.” She reached out to hand the weapon back to the man.

“Kill chief. You new chief.” He held his hands out wide, “Is rules.”

Triala sighed realizing that Kliurn may not understand common as well as she thought. “If I’m the chief, then I need clothes and my horse.” Triala wished the raiders had not burned that her outfit, and she decided that there must be something that fit her in the village.

“Horse food in tummy.” He rubbed his belly and all three Orcs laughed in unison. “Clothes safe.” He motioned with his hand for her to follow him back to the camp. The Orcs walked back towards the tribe and Triala watched them for a few steps. Kliurn turned around and waved, “You chief, you village, you eat horse.”

“Great, now they want to feed me my horse.” She took a few steps and caught up with the Orcs and said, “Lead the way Kliurn.”

When the village was in sight over the ridge line, Triala asked, “Who gets the chief’s wife when he dies?”

Kliurn looked at her cock instead of her face and replied, “I not know.”

“OK, lets get my things and I’ll be on my way.” Triala followed the Orcs down the path towards the huts. Suspicious dark eyes followed Triala and her Orc entourage through the paths between the huts. She wondered at the turn of events and decided to see how this all played out.

Standing in front of the chieftain’s hut, Triala asked, “What happens if I refuse to be your chief?”

“You be chief,” Kliurn replied.

“Where did you learn common?” Triala asked reaching out to feel the hanging leathers that sealed the entrance of the hut.

Kliurn looked back at her with confused eyes and opened the flap to the chief’s hut and gestured for her to enter. Triala looked inside the room hoping to see the exotic Orc woman, but the dark room was empty. She walked over to the chest of drawers where the Orc woman kept her clothes.

Designed for practical use, the fox and deer skins looked built for the small frame of an Orc and not for the full chested Triala. She pulled out a skirt of fox skins and fitted it around her hips. The Orc woman was thinner than Triala, but she tied them to her waist. Her lower ass cheeks hung out, and the tip of her cock plainly visible hanging lower than the red fox pelt.

A commotion sounded behind Triala and she turned to see a gathering of Orcs. After a quick inspection, she still could not find the beautiful Orc woman. Kliurn spoke in quick guttural Orcish to the gathered crowd and he motioned to Triala a few times. Nervously she waved to the green skinned crowd. One by one the warriors laid their clubs and sickles at her feet and removed their clothes. Prostrating themselves on the floor, they looked up at her. Next the women and elders disrobed and prostrated themselves behind the warriors. Triala assumed they were assembled in a familial chain, but could not be certain of the customs of this Orc tribe.

Triala stared down at the naked Orcs and asked, “Uh… Kliurn, are you sure about all this?” She blushed at the eyes in the room staring expectantly at her. She took a step backwards towards the wardrobe unsure how to react.

“You chief. You sex.” Kliurn knelt in the front row, but nobody knelt behind the short naked Orc.

Blushing Triala asked, “What?”

“You chief. You sex village.” Kliurn glanced up at Triala and made a circular motion with his hands.

“Come again?” she blushed at the eyes rolling over her barely covered form. “What do you mean sex village?”

Kliurn pointed at the villagers and reiterated, “You chief, you sex village.”

Blood pulsed in her cock and she felt herself harden. “You mean, I can fuck anyone here?” The fox skin pelt raised as the thick futanari cock grew. The red fur draped straight out from her pelvis.

“No no no. You a chief. You sex village.” Kliurn shook his head at Triala and laughed.

“What is happening?” Triala reached to the pile of weapons at her feet and brushed aside a sickle and picked up a large wooden club. It bore a long bog troll tooth pushed through the middle. She fingered the smooth woon on the handle worn from use. “Kliurn, I’m going to leave. Where are your horses?” Triala looked down at the naked assembly unsure of her part in this whole ordeal.

“Horses food. Horses tummy.” Kliurn raised to his knees, but the rest of the group stayed in their prostrated position.

“You ate my horse?” Triala slammed a fist against the wooden wardrobe and the wood splintered on rotten wood.

Nodding his head he replied,  “Horse food.” He rubbed his belly.

“Fuck. Not my Gemma.” Triala held back tears at the thought of her prized horse filled with sadness.

“You pick club?” He motioned to the wooden club she held.

“What now?”

“You pick club?” he looked at the naked woman next to him and back up at Triala.

“Yeah sure. I’m leaving.” Triala hefted the club over her shoulder and walked towards the exit of the hut. Behind her footsteps, she turned to see Kliurn standing and following her, but the rest of the Orcs caught her attention and she stopped in her tracks holding the leather flap of the tent.

The orgy began in twos and threes at first, but grew into a mass of writhing arms and legs and moans. Green men and women climbed over each other and a tangle of limbs and cocks pulsed with intense energy. Two male Orcs rammed their cocks into another warrior’s ass and into his mouth, while two female Orcs lay below him rubbing each other’s light green pussies together. Cum shot out of the man in the middle atop the two women. Gender mattered little to the sexual creatures, and when one engagement ended, new partners joined up as men and women passed each other around in beautiful chaos.

Triala reached a hand down and gripped her thick futanari cock hard and stroked herself as she watched a pair of female Orcs rubs their small tits along the short cock of an elderly Orc. His face split with glee as cum shot out of his cock all over the tits of the two women. Energy built inside Triala and she took a step towards the moaning and pulsing group of naked Orcs.

A firm hand pressed against Triala’s bare stomach and Kliurn. The short green Orc shook his head and motioned to himself, “You pick me club.” He eyed Triala’s thick cock with concern and added, “Me you wife.” Triala continued rubbing her cock as she watched the naked proceedings.

“What? I’m gonna join the orgy.” Triala pulled the leather holding up the fox pelt at her waist and let it fall to the dirt floor. Her thick futanari cock stood fully erect at ten inches.

“No, you is chief.” His eyes never left her cock.

“Fuck that. If I’m the chief, then I’m fucking the whole village.” Triala picked up Kliurn with ease and threw him into the tangle of naked Orcs. At first he tried to crawl away, but a woman with thick lips gripped him by the shoulders and pressed his face into her light green pussy.

Stepping around two male Orcs giving each other hand jobs, Triala saw an Orc woman riding a small Orc cock. Her green skin slammed down hard. Triala bent down and picked the woman up. The green-skinned Orc woman had small breasts and a lean warrior’s build. The Orc looked down at Triala’s thick cock and smiled wide. Her member stood about ten inches erect. In comparison the average Orc cock was only three long.

The thin green pussy was well lubricated from the small Orc cock. She slid down easily, and Triala slammed her cock deep into the woman. Triala stood in the orgy's midst while the rest lay in a jumble of limbs. She held the Orc underneath the thighs and lifted and lowered her on the futanari cock. The white hair of the Orc bounced on her shoulders and Triala knelt down with the woman placing her on the ground in the middle of the naked group. Climactic moans and grunting ecstasy filled the air and Triala fucked the woman in earnest. A pair of green hands felt for Triala’s pussy and he inserted his small cock in her pussy. The small penis only made Triala hungrier, and she hammered the woman with her own large cock while the Orc behind her pumped. A few minutes of the pathetic pumping and he finished, but was replaced by another quickly.

Triala hammered her cock hard into the woman who screamed in pleasure. Unfortunately, the anatomy of the Orc only allowed her cock to enter about halfway into the woman before it smashed into her cervix. The woman’s muscles tightened, and she wrapped her arms and legs around Triala.

A passing glimpse of Kliurn, he pounded his cock into the mouth of a man next to him while a woman behind him pushed her finger into his anus. Triala watched the train and realized that each member of the orgy received and gave in an endless circle. The whole tribe connected in a loop of sexual pleasure. Hands cocks and tongues pressed into every orifice imaginable.

The woman on Triala’s penis convulsed in time with the pumping and let out a moaning cry that pierced the raucous orgy. She pumped her cock harder edging closer to her climax, but only half of her cock fit in the woman. Triala knelt higher to change the angle shoving her cock harder, but the damn cervix blocked her path to ejaculation. Triala doubted she could finish under these conditions. The Orc’s moaning subsided as her orgasm ended, but the bard continued pumping into the woman.

The Orc lay on the floor exhausted, and Triala moved onto the next. She moved climbed through the naked crowd as a panther stalking green skinned prey. Fucking and exhausting three more women, Triala felt close to climaxing. An Orc woman lay atop a man fucking her pussy and another stood behind her with his dick in her ass. Triala approached from the front and took the woman’s head in her hands and directed it towards her dick. As Triala shoved her cock deep into the woman’s throat, the Orc gagged. A tingle developed in the tip of her dick and she felt cum building up. The woman shed tears as the thrusting delved deeper. Triala felt a regret build and decided not to hurt the woman. Standing she pulled her dick out of the woman’s mouth.

Triala circled the group tapping a few women and Kliurn on the shoulder. She pointed them all to the chief’s bed in the corner. Triala lay down on the bed and asked Kliurn, “Tell them to rub me until I cum all over them.”

“This not ritual.” The women climbed into the bed. Two of them kissed, and the three stared wide eyed at Triala’s thick futanari cock.

“Tell them now,” she replied pulling the kissing women by their hands down atop her. Triala joined the kiss and their three tongues danced together. A pair of hands pressed into Triala’s large breasts and massaged them in circular motions.

Kliurn spoke in guttural Orcish, but it sounded distant and unimportant. A mouth kissed her nipples and another the tip of her cock. Triala became the focus of five women’s hands and mouths. Two women worked their hands on her cock while another sucked Triala’s pussy. One of the kissing women broke off and lay atop Triala facing her cock. The woman took the dick in her mouth and licked circles around the tip. Triala faced the woman’s light green pussy and sucked her in return. Two tongues danced along the base of her cock. Kissing, sucking and rubbing, Triala felt the pleasure build and her cock flexed with the pressure.

“I’m gonna cum all over your green skinned whores.” Triala moaned and pressed her tongue deep in the woman’s pussy.

“Chief?” Kliurn asked.

“Fucking shut up. I’m gonna cum all over these women.” The woman sucking her cock moaned and moved her head up and down the throbbing member. Triala glimpsed the orgy. Most of the people had finished, but a few men fucked while their wives watched and a group of three sat in a triangle masturbating each other.

Triala let out a moan of pleasure and arched her back preparing to shoot her load of cum. A pair of hands tweaked her nipples. A tongue traced her clitoris in circled then delved deep. Circle then penetrate, circle and penetrate. The mouth on her cock sucked, and the tongue pressed into the shaft lapping up and down.

Cum shot out with force filling the woman’s mouth. Triala thrust her hip into the woman’s face. After two pumps she pulled her head off the cock and got a blast of white cum in her green face. The woman sucking her pussy furiously sucked Triala’s clit and soon clear cum shot from her pussy in a stream of liquid. Being a futanari she built up more cum than a normal man. Her cock pulsed and shot long streams of cum through the air covering the five gathered Orcs and herself.

The thrusting and sucking subsided and Triala rolled her head to the side looking at a shocked Kliurn. Sticky and tired Triala said, “Tell the women to stay in the bed with me. I might need them in the morning.”

“Not ritual?” Kliurn gave a confused expression, but watched a drop of cum drip down the side of the bed.

“I know nothing about your traditions, but tonight was fun.” Triala breathed out hard trying to catch her breath.

“Chief?” He took a step closer and she could see sweat on his brow. His cock still erect he stared at her naked body.

“Yeah?” Triala reached an arm around one woman pulling her close. Their breasts touched, and the Orc kissed her neck.

“You is happy?” Kliurn asked making a gesture with his hands.

“Yeah, I’m happy, but I can’t stay here. I can’t be your chief.” Kliurn looked at her confused. “I’m leaving in the morning. When you Orcs took me I was on a journey. I have a message to deliver.”

“Message?”

“Do you even understand me?”

“No.”

“Was that a joke?”

“Yes.”

Laughing Triala closed her eyes and said, “I’ll see you in the morning.” The women sidled up to her and Triala settled in the large bed with her five Orcs for the night. She fucked them a few more times before they wore her out enough to sleep.

Morning came quickly and Triala awoke to her bed with naked women. This was a new experience for her, and it was tempting to stay here, but Triala had an urgent message to deliver to the king.

Ill-fitting skins covered her nipples and draped down, but the round flesh of her breasts was visible. Her flaccid cock hung lower than the fox skin. The Orcs awoke and stared at her dressing silently. One bit her lip and it took resolve for Triala to walk out of the tent.

Outside the door, Kliurn stood dressed in leathers and held his club, “You is leave?”

“Yeah. I’m leaving,” she sighed looking into the tent flap at the naked women. “Find a new chief. You should be chief.”

“I no chief. I you wife.” Kliurn walked over to the tent and closed the flap.

“What?” Triala asked taking a step away from the chief’s tent.

“You pick me. I you wife.” He hefted his club. The same club that Triala had picked up during the beginning of their naked ceremony.

“I’m leaving. If you want to follow me, that’s fine, but you’re not my wife.” Triala walked out of the Orc village and Kliurn trailed behind her. The trip to Barrow Downs from this village as about a week travel by road. The two set out. Triala leading the way and Kliurn following close behind her.





Note From the Author 




Thank you for taking the chance on a new author and reading my story. I hope the characters touched your soul in the same way that they touched mine. If you loved the book and have a minute to spare, I would really appreciate a short review on Amazon. I read every single review and take the criticism to heart. Your help in spreading the word is greatly appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a huge difference to helping new readers find stories like Royally Bound. 




Follow this link to leave a review. 
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