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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Dark Desires by Tara Yarn

7200+ words of steamy, adulterous, sadistic, interracial love. Seeking to heal old wounds, John books a session for his wife at CuckCorp, a firm that offers cuckolding sessions in a safe and subtle environment. Her partner of choice - Jamal - is dark, tall and handsome. Their session quickly spirals out of control when his wife realizes just how large a man can be below the belt. John begins to wonder if her birthday present was such a good idea after all.













Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Sarah's Secret by Tara Yarn

Get ready for 8000+ steamy words of harsh insecurities, mean betrayal and love that knows no boundaries. Kerry, a likeable wimp, is getting very tired of his girlfriend’s bossy nature. Sarah is pretty, strong, popular, and has her boyfriend wrapped around her little finger. One day, in the gym, an old acquaintance interrupts their workout. When Kerry catches his girlfriend gawking, he realizes with terror that the newcomer is Seth - his old bully - and that he is everything Sarah wants in a man. But Kerry isn’t worried, for Sarah couldn’t possibly cheat on him… Could she?


Chapter One

◆◆◆

For the first time in his life, Fidelius Wolf understood what it must feel like to be a mouse faced with the threat of a cat. On the opposite side of the sandy arena, there stood a tall, broad-shouldered man, wielding a vicious-looking mace, complete with short, sharp spikes and a pointy end. Even as he turned to face the duchess, wearing a amber gown with frills and a deep cleavage, sat upon her wooden throne, towering over the tournament grounds, he kept his visor down. Fidelius didn’t dare to picture the horror of that which lies beneath the grey helmet. In just a moment, he’d have to face it, head on, with bravery.

Thinking back to the tent, where he was a moment earlier, he drowned out the noisy crowd and retold the speech that his friend - and temporary squire - gave him. This is your only chance, Fidelius. This is your chance to make a life for yourself. Beyond, you will find the wealth and the woman you so deeply desire. But you must win. And when you have stood up victoriously, you must win again. Defeat is not an option, Fidelius. Everything is at stake here. If you wish to marry your sweet duchess, you cannot stay down. Rise, and fight!

Ushering a deep breath, he grasped the hilt of his blade, prepared to draw. In the corner of his eye, he saw the announcer, a fat man with a matted beard and a balding head, dressed in fine vestments of silk, step onto the platform and clear his voice, before his words boomed out across the arena. “Fine, folk! Hear, hear! It is with great pleasure, that I welcome you all to the first fight of the day. In the past few days, we have witnessed many glorious victories, and just as many terrible losses. Our list of remaining competitors has grown thin. Soon, we will have a conclusion to our tournament. Allow me, great people, to introduce to you, the two brave men who shall fight for the hand of the duchess on this day of glory!”

With a subtle movement, Fidelius lowered his visor, then looked at the duchess, basking in her own beauty. Her flagrant hair, the colour of her dress, shone in the reflection of the sunlight, cascading down to her seat. Her face was pale, and dotted with freckles, surrounding her mousy nose. Her full lips, painted neatly in a dark colour, was constantly curled up in a sly, little smile. When the announcer continued, her emerald eyes touched him sweetly, and he hurried to focus his attention on his opponent. Today, Fidelius fought for her.

“Our very first competitor-..”, the fat speaker bellowed, “-.. is our own Fidelius Wolf, a man whose sheer bravery trumps his inability to wield a sword, even his tiny frame! His golden, curly locks rival that of my chambermaid, and the meekness of his chin certainly puts fear in the heart of any man. Imagine the horror they feel, when they find out that the woman they have been drooling over is in fact not a woman at all, but a man!”

The crowd roared with laughter. It was as if the arena itself had come to life, thundering with hundreds of voices guffawing in unison. Lowering his head, he threw the duchess a quick glance under his visor. Her smile had grown a little, but she hadn’t joined in on the hysterical laughter. It warmed his heart to see, and so he swiftly straightened up. It mattered not if the entire arena was against him on this day, if only he had her on his side and in his corner.

“Hailing from Daneland, our second competitor is a sight to behold. What gruesome features he hides underneath his helmet, no man knows! Good folk, I give you, the man who will clearly come out of this clash victoriously… Karsten, the Fierce Viking!”

Once more, the crowd roared, but this time with cheers. So many faces, so many voices, encircled the knights, suffocating them with restless noise, distracting them with their piercing gazes. In the mass of speakers, only a few distinct voices weren’t drowned out. He heard some call for blood, and some call for mercy. They hadn’t even begun, and already middle-aged maidens feared for his life. Did they not know that Fidelius was an anointed knight, sworn to his duchess with courage and steel until the end of his days?

“Allow me to remind you, gentlefolk, that this fight shall go on until one party yields to the other. There shan’t be a death here today, or mark my words, the duchess will be thoroughly disappointed. Now, dear knights of the realm-.. Draw your blades and fight!”

Swiftly, Fidelius unsheathed his sword from the scabbard and assumed his stance. In his chest, his heart thumped like the hooves of a galloping horse. Shutting the crowd out, he glued his gaze to the grey-armoured knight and began to approach. In disbelief, he came to a stop when Karsten, the Fierce Viking, threw his mace on the floor and turned to face the duchess with a gentle bow. Immediately, the bouldering crowd went silent.

“Forgive me, duchess. Your beauty compels me to fight, but I fear if I was to swing my mace at this wimp of a boy, I shall surely bring death upon him by accident. I will ask of you, that you allow me to fight him with no weapon. So that we keep the tournament fair.”

Fidelius felt his jaw drop, staring blankly - and silently - between the tall Dane, and the duchess, the love of his life. He had not expected his opponent to discard himself of the terrifying weapon, but the duchess could make him pick it up. If she chose to let this insult slide, he’d be forced to choose between two equally terrible options. Charge this massive viking with his blade, only to be branded a knight with no honour. Or discard of his sword, and forfeit any chance he might have at victory, and watch his princess slip out of his grasp.

It was easy to see that the crowd was hungry for a spectacle. For there was complete silence, all across the tournament grounds, and every single gaze present on the various levels of wooden benches were intently plastered to the duchess. If only she’d make him pick his mace back up. If only she wouldn’t make him choose. How can a man be expected to choose, between cowardice and certain loss? Staring up at her beauty, he begged her with his gaze, but she took no notice. When she gave a little nod, his heart sank.

Armour clattered as the northerner took another bow, then turned his attention to Fidelius and waited for a reaction. It was the eyes of his princess, his queen, his mistress of all that is good and pure, that drove him to make his choice. As a sworn knight, the honour of his duchess trumped even that of his own. Why not suffer the humiliation of being branded the lesser man, when the humiliation of losing his alluring wife-to-be to this wretched Dane was so much worse? Sucking in a quick breath, he rose his sword high in the air, then charged.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

“Never before has this world seen a prouder squire, Fidelius. If there is such a thing as a miracle, then that is what took place here, in this arena, today.”

Edward, the stable boy and his best friend, spoke with all the admiration a true squire speaks to his master, as he pressed a wet piece of cloth against a particularly pounding bruise on the side of Fidelius’ forehead. A raging headache troubled him, the constant thumping forcing upon him a touch of nausea. But if it was only a pounding head that troubled him, Fidelius wouldn’t be laying flat out on the floor in the confines of his tent.

“It’s-.. It’s impossible. I’ve never seen such a feat. When my poetry finally takes off, and I become known to the realm, I shall write a ballad about what I saw here today.”

Groaning weakly, Fidelius tried to move his left arm. Wincing, gritting his teeth, he gave up and let it rest, blinking up at his friend, who was casually mumbling away. Earlier, Edward had brought him a chunk of bread for his stomach and, a mug of ale for his head. It sat on the floor, not far away, but to Fidelius, the idea of moving even an inch was incomprehensible.

“You’ve won, Fidelius! There’s only one battle left! Something out there wants you to win, and that something is exclusively rooting for you! It wants to see you with your love, sat next to her at a grand table, picking away at food neither of us thought to ever eat!”

Fidelius could only grunt in response. Deep down, he appreciated the warm words, but the enthusiasm cut at his brain like the screech of a seagull. Yet, he also knew that if anyone was to see him now, they’d think him a little sissy. In truth, Fidelius hadn’t taken a terrible beating. In fact, the fight hadn’t lasted long enough, or been brutal enough, to leave him severely injured. As he laid upon the floor, feeling the rough ground underneath, what had taken place but a moment earlier seemed so surreal, despite how fresh it was in his mind.

Leaping forward, with a high-pitched roar, Fidelius sent his blade for the broad-shouldered knight in the grey armour, swinging at him with all his might. But when his blade came down, the Dane was no longer at the target. When the shortsword, rusty and a little dull, shot into the sandy floor, he looked up just in time to see a plated fist come crashing for his face.

Coughing a few times, Fidelius meekly pointed a finger at the mug of ale. Edward, with a face full of awe, hurried to hand the mug over. Whimpering as he was forced to raise his arm in order to accept it, he took a quick sip, shooting the stable boy a thankful glance.

There was a gust of wind, and dust swept across his frame, laid flat in the middle of the arena. Mocking laughter stemmed from the crowd, surrounding him on all sides. For a moment, his world had gone entirely black, and now his head was pounding, violently. It was not enough to make him yield, despite how much he wanted to curl up and cry, and that gave him courage. He wasn’t defeated. He could take more. In the name of his duchess.

In the faraway distance, Edward spoke, tearing him out of his thoughts. “There is something we must talk about-..”, he said, “-.. for I have good news. One fight left is all you have, Fidelius. Who knows what manner of omniscient power shines upon you. Sir Thomas, the Third, came down with a nasty case of the cough. He will not compete. Luckily, he had time to sink his blade into Sir Adren’s arm before he grew ill. You see, it turns out that the wound Sir Adren carries upon his arm has festered. He shan’t compete either.”

If there was ever a time where Fidelius would have chosen his mattress over absolutely anything else, it was now. In an attempt to appease his friend, he flashed him a meek smile before he let his thoughts consume him once more, stealing him away from the tent, taking him back to the sand, the dust, the roar of the crowd, and the massive, hulking viking.

Swaying on his feet, Fidelius tried to swing his blade at the grey-armoured knight, almost losing his balance on his own. Deftly, the Dane dodged, then kicked out at the shortsword with such force that it felt like a bear ripped the weapon out of his hands. Wide-eyed, he stared at the large viking, then the duchess. She filled him with courage, the mere sight of her grew his muscles, provided him with strength. He threw himself at the Dane, roaring.

“You’ll still have to face one final opponent, though.”, Edward continued, “If you thought Karsten, the Fierce, was large, I am afraid you shan’t like your final battle. I’ve never seen a man so muscular. It is said that he comes from the south, from lands unknown, and that he hails from a tribe of savages. It is rumours, certainly, but one cannot help but wonder when one sees how freakishly dark his skin is. It is as black as a rainy night, Fidelius.”

Screaming his lungs out, Fidelius hit the floor with a hefty thud and rolled over. The impact knocked the air out of his lungs, and his world had turned greyish and blurry. Through sheer power of will, he struggled to crawl up on all fours, then pushed himself back up on his feet and raised his arms. Karsten, scoffing, nodded slowly, then charged him like a bull.

Grimacing, Fidelius briefly eyed his squire. Edward has paused momentarily, waiting for the knight’s attention. When their eyes met, albeit just for a moment, he carried on. “They say he stinks of spice, and that his accent is thick and difficult to make out. But I warn you not to underestimate this man of the south. There is no doubt in my mind that he is strong, and you cannot afford to treat your last obstacle lightly, Fidelius. Your duchess is so close.”

When the giant viking dashed at him, Fidelius couldn’t stand his ground. Backing away like a chicken to the sound of mocking and hissing from the crowd, he suddenly lost his footing, flailing his arms in an attempt to remain on his feet. But there was no chance, and so he clumsily stumbled to the ground, clashing his back against the sandy ground. Karsten, the large Dane, didn’t have to time to steer clear. He ran right into Fidelius on the floor, tripped on his foot and fell flat forward, smashing his helmet against the ground, brutally.

There were footsteps outside the tent, and before he could even gaze at the entrance, a woman in an amber gown, complete with frills and a deep cleavage, slipped inside. She moved with an elegance in her step, as if she was floating across the floor. In the back, visible through a crack in the tent-door, two plated guards took their places outside. Each held a spear and a shield, sharing the amber colour of the duchess’ fine vestments.

When he laid his eyes upon her, as she stood so near, the pain and the aches in his body paved way for her presence. Wincing, he battled his way up on his elbows, smiling sheepishly. She gasped, covered her lips dramatically and spoke. “My sweet Fidelius. Your suffering pains me so. But the likeness of your bravery, I have never seen before. For so long, I doubted your intentions. Now, I can see them clearly, and I see now that they are as pure as spring air, the rivers in the high mountains and the snow of which adorn the tops.”

She came closer, and he was bathed in her scent, the sweetness of strawberries, mixed in with a touch of her personal musk. So feminine she was, with her honey voice, the childishly large eyes and the deep cleavage, offering a generous glimpse of her creamy breasts. He smiled at her, warmly, and she reached out to stroke the bruise on his forehead with careful and gentle fingers. With the touch of an angel, she soothed the pain, and whispered.

“Win this tournament for me, my dear knight, and we shall be partners forevermore. No longer shall you want for a thing, sweet Fidelius. But you need not motivation from me, for I know you love me, that you shan’t let any man have his way with me. Promise me.”

Her touch healed him, so he pressed his face against her palm and whispered up at her, the magnificent beauty of which was but inches away from him. “I promise, Anna.”

Biting her lip, she flashed him a undignified smile, squinting her eyes in such a sultry fashion, Fidelius thought this was the most pleasing sight he had ever seen. When she dropped her eyes, graciously, to stand up, he shot a stare down her dress. It was the cause of a shiver that quickly, but coldly ran up his spine. For it was then that he truly understood the stakes of the next battle. If he did not prevail, their romance would be lost to the ages. Stolen, by another man, who would take his place by the duchess’ side, and leave Fidelius forsaken.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

No longer did the sun shine upon the sandy flat. Grey clouds had overtaken it, hidden behind their vast masses. There was a gentle breeze, and it gripped the corns of sand, whisking them up against the tall walls that made up the circle in which the two knights stood, separated from the rumbling crowd of blood-hungry men and women. Upon the platform, the fat, bearded man stood once more, waving his arms broadly for attention.

“Good folk! Listen, I beg you! Time has come for our final battle, and the fate of our beloved duchess shall be decided momentarily! Which man, I wonder, shall leave empty-handed with his tail between his legs? Which man, I wonder, shall undress our shapely duchess and be embraced by her voluptuous form?”

Deftly, the sleazy announcer had silenced the crowd, and even as there was a temporary pause, not a soul made a sound. Eager eyes was glued to his large frame, and for a moment, it was as if the two knights in the arena were invisible. It was a show, Fidelius thought, and every show needs a guide who can steer the crowd in the right direction. His plated glove tightened around the hilt of his sword, but his grip felt weak, as if all his strength had abandoned him. It was the figure on the other side of the grand arena that drove all the power out of his frame. It was the first time Fidelius laid his eyes on such a man, and while he kept telling himself that the monster before him simply was a man, of flesh and blood, the dark skin drove his knees weak and filled him from head to toe with sheer and utter fear.

“Prepare, my friends, for the hour is nigh! Swords will clash here today, and only the greatest man will leave this circle of bravery, as our victor!”

Loudly, like a booming echo, the crowd cheered. Dramatically, the announcer took a step back and performed a deep bow, then stood up and majestically beckoned for the duchess upon the wooden throne. “Shall the battle commence, o’ great duchess?”

It was the afternoon of the battle between Fidelius, the Brave, and Karsten, the Fierce, but already had the duchess changed into a spectacular dress, amethyst in colour with golden frills and an even deeper cleavage. It barely contained the creamy, ample bosom, and the wondrous breasts threatened to plop out of the silky garments. As breathtakingly stunning as Duchess Anna was, Fidelius did not have the means to draw courage from her, faced with this savage beast of a man, who had the eyes of a wolf and the build of a bear.

Slowly, the duchess rose from her seat, with elegance. Her oval-shaped chin was kept high as she floated out upon the platform, parting her luscious lips to speak. There was a outcry from the crowd as the strange knight, adorned with black armour, removed his helmet and stepped forth, stealing attention from her grace, interrupting her, carelessly. His voice was deep, like a rumble beneath the earth, and the accent of which he spoke sounded strange to the ear, as if his every word in their language was a struggle.

“Forgive me, sweet Duchess, but I too must ask a favour of you before the battle commences. I have travelled from faraway lands to seek out your unrivalled beauty, but as for what will happen with this little boy-..”, the dark man said, and nodded at Fidelius, who was left stunned and speechless, “-.. I do not wish for young’uns to witness. So I shall demand that those not of age take their immediate leave. Or I shan’t fight.”

For a moment, silence hung heavily over the tournament grounds. Duchess Anna, eyeing the strange man from the strange lands, shot Fidelius a quick glance, then dipped her head just a little at the announcer, who quickly stood up and violently shooed a nearby family away. In the crowd, many a child was hoisted from their seats and swiftly led away. It wasn’t until the last family fled, through the grand gates that served as the entrance - and the exit - of the arena, that the foreign man once more took it upon himself to steal the word.

“I am Bomo, son of Jambo, and from where I hail, nothing can grow. For our dirt is your sand, and the sun is not our friend. I speak your language, for I have travelled for many years. But now, Duchess, I shall settle for good. I would ask of you, Duchess, that when I have this boy-knight yield with shame, you reward me the title of Duke, and let me rule these lands by your side. As you would reward any other man from your Duchy.”

Swallowing, the Duchess let her gaze slide over the tribune, ogling the many faces that looked up to her with expectation. Ushering a shaky sigh, she nodded down at the black knight, and abruptly turned, making her way back to the throne with her chin down. He nodded in return, and there was a nasty smile on his lips. Stupefied, Fidelius looked to and fro the queen and his opponent, and as he saw the shame upon the face of his love, so easily silenced by this knight of southern lands, he growled and drew his sword.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

When their blades clashed, the clinking of steel sounded through the arena. Fidelius struck at him with all his might, but the force in which the black knight parried his blow almost knocked him off of his feet. Pulling his blade back, he swung it at his opponent with a high-pitched roar, but once more, his strike was easily deflected. Quickly, he evaded a blow and crept backwards, pointing his weapon up at the beast of a man, panting, heftily. His enemy was strong - so strong - and barely seemed to put up a fight. But he would not be toyed with today, for he was battling not for his own honour, but for that of his Duchess.

Swallowing audibly, he leapt at the black knight, and there came a thundering gasp from the crowd as he flew past him, slamming his helmet against the floor as he fell. He could taste the sand as he squeezed his eyes shut, trying to ignore the throbbing pain in his right arm. If the southerner intended to beat him, he could’ve, but no blow came. Groaning, Fidelius forced himself up on all fours, then yelped and crawled forward as something flat was sharply smacked across his bottom. Glaring up at the dark beast, he could faintly make out a row of white teeth underneath the helmet. He was grinning down at him, nastily.

Struggling to rise, with a searing pain on his buttocks, Fidelius steadied himself and rose his sword. For a moment, his eyes shot up at the duchess, and the sight that met him grew a wild fury in his chest. She was snickering, a hand elegantly hiding away her lips. But Fidelius could see it in her eyes. It amused her, the swat on his butt, and he realized that the dark man was not trying to battle him with honour, but humiliate him; tear his honour to shreds.

Shivering with rage, Fidelius released a heart-wrenching scream and came at the black knight with such speed, he thought he’d slip his sword through a gap in his armour. But despite his massive size, his opponent evaded the thrust and darted sideways. What came next was another strike across his bottom, and Fidelius shrieked like a woman, the thick leather pants he wore for protection did not aid much in softening the smack. There was a laughter in the crowd, and as he looked around at the grandstand, he glimpsed hundreds of amused faces, happily giggling away at the expense of his honour.

Blinking back tears, Fidelius released yet another roar, pirouetting clumsily, swinging out at the black knight at his rear. This time, the dark man parried his blow, then quickly struck the blade right out of his hand. It dropped to the sand, and Fidelius went to pick it up, but the black knight approached swiftly and sent a knee straight for the front of his visor. It hit him like a brick, and for a moment he stood up, dazed, then fell flat on his back.

Many a gasp came from the mob that surrounded them. Women screamed with fear, and men called for further blood, cheering on the man from the south. When the black knight approached, the sun had appeared from behind the clouds, and the grand man cast a grand shadow upon him. In his deep voice, he spoke, tauntingly.

“Yield now, boy. You have nothing more to fight for. Your duchess needs a man to keep her on a tight leash, and you are no man. Yield, and I shall let you go with a sore bum.”

Dizzily, Fidelius fought his way up on an elbow, and spat blood into the steel of his helmet. It was no rumour, that the black knight smelled of spice, for as he towered over him, the scent filled his nostrils and stained the walls of his nose. His gaze found the Duchess, where she sat upon the throne in all her majestic beauty, and the sun found her, shining brightly down upon the amber hair, the deep cleavage, the emerald eyes, the voluptuous shapes.

Weakly, he shook his head, staggering back up on his feet. Blood was dripping from nose, coating his pale chestplate with spots of red. With quivering arms, he rose his fists with a grunt, for the blade was still on the floor, trapped underneath the black knight’s boot. They stood still for a moment, then the black knight took off his helmet and threw it on the sandy floor. Unfastening his gloves, he tore them off too, then nodded. His face was not that of a monster, Fidelius saw, but that of a man, with a chiseled jaw, a stubby goatee, a shaved head and a tribalistic tattoo that barely contrasted the deeply coloured skin.

“If you wish me to beat you further, then so be it. I fear it will only make it harder for you to see me tame your duchess with my big, black, fat cock, when I am done with you.”

Clenching his fists, Fidelius threw himself at the black knight. Latching on to his shoulders, he hang on for dear life, trying to shake the beast of a man and tear him to the floor. But the huge southerner wouldn’t budge, and suddenly, Fidelius felt strong hands grab him as his opponent dropped to a knee, squirming wildly as he was lowered over the other knee. In the chaos of the battle, Fidelius didn’t understand what was to come, until he felt his pants slide down. And then his rump was bare, pointing high up in the air, and he lay over a knee.

His punishment came swiftly. Three swats struck his pale bottom, forcing his lips to part in feminine gasps while his little frame twitched with each strike. Heat crept up on his buttocks, and as the black knight kept swatting him on the rear, the buttcheeks radiated with warmth while a prickly sensation swiftly built up underneath the skin. Mercilessly, the gathered mass guffawed as one, but with each slap on the bum, Fidelius found himself caring less and less until he was writhing and pleading upon the knee, crying out with each sharp swat.

“Yield.”, the dark man growled, and held him steady with an arm tactically placed over the small of his back. Fidelius said not a word, so another swat struck his posterior, and another, and another, until he could bear it no more. It was then he gave up, with a blossoming, bare bottom pointing high in the air, sobbing fiercely as he cried, “I yield! I yield!”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

When the fat announcer rose his arms in the air, grinning nastily at the gathering of which he attempted to silence, the crowd slowly went quiet. Immediately, he boomed, “Goodfolk! We have a winner, the tournament is over! Look upon this stranger, this foreigner, this man of the south, for he will be your new duke, and shall promptly take our Duchess to bed… If, and only if, now that she has laid eyes on him… She finds him satisfyingly pleasing.”

In unison, the mass of witnesses turned their attention to the duchess. She bit her lip where she sat, staring down on the black knight, ponderingly. Whimpering on the floor, Fidelius saw the dark man approach the tribune, but he did not bow. Instead, he eyed the crowd, scoffed and held up a hand, beckoning for the duchess, beckoning for his Anna, casually.

“My opponent yielded, Duchess Anna. He yielded, and so I won. I would ask of you to let me claim my prize right here, right now. If you will have me, Duchess Anna, I promise you that what dwells within my pants will satisfy you far more than this wimp ever could.”

The tension could be felt throughout the tournament grounds. Fidelius, kissing the sandy ground, with his pants still below his ankles, looked up at Anna with a heartache so painful he could barely breathe. The wait was intolerable, and all she needed to do was deny this brazen foreigner. In these lands, her guards were plenty, and her word would triumph over all else, even that of her own past ones. When she finally gave her answer, she did so by standing up from her throne, dragging the lengthy dress behind her as she made her way over for the announcer. Hesitantly, she whispered into his ear, and so the whole crowd froze with anticipation. Nodding, the announcer raised his arms and bellowed, “Clear the arena!”

Simultaneously, the guards within the grand arena slammed the tips of their spears into the floor, and the people stood up slowly, bawling their distaste. Even a fierce crowd was no match for the royal guards, who quickly cleared the arena. Flocking the exit en masse, the congregation dispersed, and so the arena was mostly empty. Dismissing the announcer, the duchess bit her bottom-lip, and stepped down the stairs leading to the ring of battle.

Fidelius could not look on. It was not a blurry gaze or a pounding head that forced his eyes down upon the sand. It was the duchess, who chastised him with a glance as she ventured out upon the sand. Bowing briefly, the black knight approached, a nasty, smug smile across his lips. They met, and he wrapped his arms around her with passion, but she placed a hand on his chest and denied him access. Tearing free, she slid over to stand above Fidelius.

“You’ve lost, Fidelius, and I do not know what to say. You’ve left me no choice now, but to welcome the attention of this… Large man, that I do not know. Fate has spoken, and as I thought we were meant to marry, I find myself filled with sorrow. And for that wrong of which you have brought upon me today, I shan’t forgive, sweet Fidelius. You have lost me to another man, and so as your duchess, I demand you stay and serve now, while I honour my words to this southern foreigner, whom even your great courage could not overcome.”

Squeezing his eyes shut, shame was all he felt, and he could not look up at his duchess, the light in his night and the diamond in his eye. He lay there, shivering on the floor, and only mustered a quick nod. When he agreed to her command, she spun on her heels - so Fidelius dared open a single eye - and cast herself at the dark man, whom embraced her, wrapped a hand around her waist and pulled her close. For a moment, they simply stared at each other, and shared space meant for one. Before the black knight leaned in, circled his fingers around the back of her neck, and pressed his lips to hers with determination.

They kissed sweetly, and as Fidelius saw the dark fingers squeezing the back of her neck to hold the duchess still, he felt the dark fingers squeeze his heart. When their lips parted, she moaned suggestively, then threw herself at him, eagerly. He welcomed her, embracing her soft kissers with his, and then they were locked against each other. She pressed her hefty bosom against his frame, squishing her creamy breasts into his torso. He let his hands fall down to her rear, grabbing it so firmly she couldn’t help but yelp, kneading the backside like soft dough. On the floor, Fidelius felt only shame, defeat and humiliation, and so he cried.

She did not care, and neither did he, for they were occupied with one another, mashing their bodies together in a fit of passion. Stripped off his armour - which he had discarded on the sandy floor shortly after the pathetic yield of his opponent - the black knight was all the more impressive to look at, with bulging arms, a barrel chest and a firm stomach. His entire form oozed with muscle, but he wielded it gently, disrobing his prize slowly, tugging the straps on her fine gown down across her narrow shoulders. In the midst of his humiliation, Fidelius felt his cock stirr, and soon his little member pressed painfully into the sand. He could not keep his eyes off of the couple, and it didn’t matter, for neither of them paid him any attention.

When the gown reached her ample bosom, the silk stuck to her breasts. Driven by lust, the black knight tore the dress open, and so the big breasts plopped free of their confines, bobbing up and down on her little chest. There came a blush on her face, and the duchess assumed the colour of a ripe tomato, raising her breasts up and down in an unsteady rhythm. Under his gaze, she cringed, but he lifted her chin up and looked deeply into her emerald eyes, then began guiding her down while a hand sought the hem of his pants.

Obediently, she dropped before him and knelt in the sand, like a commoner kneels before a king, like a duchess kneels before her champion. It hurt him to watch, so Fidelius tried to evade his eyes, but they were drawn back to the pair. Horrified, he looked on as the black knight rid himself of his pants, and a black erection sprung free. Gasping dramatically, the duchess flinched, but a hand on the back of her head gently guided her closer. Awe was written upon her features, and she dared to touch the monstrous member. Her soft fingers grasped it, then pushed it to the left, giggling girlishly as it flicked back into place.

Wide-eyed, she grasped it, and scoffed in bewilderment as her fingers could barely reach around the whole, thick girth. Gently, she tugged the skin back and forth, offering him a sultry smile, submissively looking up at him from below. Her eyes, lit brightly with passion, held the look which Fidelius had dreamt she would send him. It was not only a look of lust, but a look of love, admiration and most importantly, respect. It pained him deeply, for it was not after the battle that she gazed upon her new lover in such a manner, but after he lowered his pants and flashed her the monstrous sight of his manhood.

Carefully, the duchess descended, resting the tip of her nose upon the bulbous, pink head of the black cock, then snorted up his scent and rolled her eyes into the back of her head. It was too much to bear, so Fidelius glanced away. But then there was a yelp, and curiosity overcame him, forcing him to watch. He had grabbed her by the chin, held her mouth open with one hand and the fat cock in the other, guiding the tip between her supple lips. She kissed the member, then let him into her mouth, mewling softly, like a whore.

Guiding inch after inch of dark dick between her luscious lips, he fed her his member, and she happily swallowed, the corners of her lips stretching widely around the thick girth. It barely fit, and Fidelius thought she would stop when the duchess planted her hands on his thighs to stop him. She did not cease, and simply took the lead, bobbing her head up and down to stuff more cock down her throat, sloppily suckling on the fat member. There was a gag, and a line of drool erupted, squeezed out between cock and lip. It swayed with the rhythm of her sucking. “Glug-.. Glug-.. Glug.”, Fidelius heard, and whimpered.

Suddenly, the duchess stopped, and Fidelius thought she had caught on to his meek whimper. He was right, for she - with cheeks bulging with cock - paused, then slowly retracted to let the fat dick plop out her mouth. It fell, smacking against the side of a muscular, dark-skinned thigh. Wiping salvia off of her lip, Anna looked at him, and he looked at her with tears in his eyes. Huffing, she extended a hand out at him, and spoke. “Come, sweet Fidelius. I shan’t let you lie there alone. Come, for your duchess commands it.”

Squinting up at Anna, the love of his life, he half-heartedly crawled up on all fours and made his way over. Towering above him, the black knight scoffed, but Fidelius paid him no mind and continued his course for Anna. His pants was not up, and his bottom sore, but a command was a command, and he would obey. When he reached her, he couldn’t help but grimace when she extended a hand out to wipe his tears away. Not from the touch, but from the scent. It was no longer spice, for now a heavy stench of manly cock hung in the air.

Her smile - warm, pleasant and lovely - gave him comfort, and so he did not move away when she leaned for him. It was then that their lips met, and she kissed him with the same passion she kissed cock a moment earlier, staining his lips with a musky taste. It was their first kiss, and Fidelius could only stare at her with wide eyes, for despite the taste, her lips on his sent a shock through his frame and glued him in place. When she withdrew, she flashed him a grin, then returned hungry eyes to the black cock and leapt at it like an eager kitten.


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

“Whap-.. Whap-.. Whap!”, sounded through the arena, and Fidelius plastered his gaze on the sand, a wild blush dancing on his cheeks. He could not see it, but he could feel it, the sheer heat made his face feel like it was on fire. Their shadows were visible on the floor, and he watched them for a moment. It felt safe, for they could not catch his eyes. She was bent-over, on all fours, and he was crouching down behind her, pounding her from behind over and over, the sound of flesh clapping against flesh stabbing at his ears. Suddenly, he felt something on his hand, and looked up to see Anna staring at him through her hazy gaze.

Tightly, she grasped his hand, and held on to him as she jolted back and forth, the sheer power of the black knight’s thrusts knocking her to and fro like a little ragdoll. When their gazes locked, she mesmerized him, and Fidelius couldn’t look away. Trapped by the emerald orbs, and the lip which split to release a heart-wrenching moan. Anna battled to keep looking at him, but she couldn’t, and as the pleasure became too much, she dropped her gaze to the floor, passively letting him take her, like the slave to a wild, southern beast.

When the black knight stopped, Anna looked up at him and howled with frustration. There were no more thrusts, and so she growled up at him, but the black knight only sank his arms underneath her stomach, then hoisted her up so she gasped, loudly. Roughly, he spun her, grabbing the back of her thighs, digging his fingers into the soft skin. She cried out when he hoisted her up again, but this time he held onto her. She wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around the back of his neck, clinging to him like he was all that mattered.

Skillfully, the black knight took aim, then plunged the fat beast between her sweet lips. A yelp of surprise was ushered from the duchess’ quivering lips, and she digged her nails into her lover’s wide back. In retaliation, he growled, pinched her supple thighs and started bucking his hips into her with such strength, she was thrown up in the air with each fierce thrust. His hands found her armpits, and so he supported her as she bounced on his veiny meat, the black , shiny skin of his member stood so starkly in contrast with her pale form.

Dripping wet between her thick thighs, she was soaking his shaft with her juice, dribbling down the black length. Fidelius gawked, for never before had he seen such a sight. Her flower was stretched to the limit, yet every moan she gave was filled with pure joy. Shame tore at his heart, and he felt utterly useless, for if the duchess could so easily slide up and down on such a thick dick, he was certain she’d not even feel his. His thrusts were rapid, strong and well-timed, for her whole body shook, wildly, and she clutched to her lover, tightly.

Her arms tightened around his neck, as if she was trying to choke the life out of him, and she buried her face into his shoulder, mewling, desperately. The dark knight intertwined his fingers into her cascading hair, for he would not have her hide from him, and pulled her flustered face up from his shoulder so he could stare straight into her emerald eyes. No matter how she tried to avert her gaze, he found her with his eyes, forcing the blushing duchess to look right at him as he humped the very innocence out of her, and made her squeal in pleasure.

Firmly, he held her, so she didn’t need to hang on to him. Instead, she shot a hand out, and before Fidelius had time to react, she had wrapped her fingers into his blonde curls. She gripped him painfully, but he could not resist her, so he hesitantly shuffled closer to the grunting couple. “Good boy.”, she wheezed, through gritted teeth, and tugged on his hair so he’d crawl even nearer. With wide eyes, he saw the big, fat, balls, and how they powerfully smacked against the pale rump. Suddenly, he felt eyes on him, and as he looked up, he found Anna glaring at him, coldly, rebounding off of his strong frame.

“Serve him.”, she sneered, then split her lips in a long-drawn, guttural groan, brought on by a particularly deep thrust that had her bottom smooched with the black nuts. “Bow-.. Bow before him, sw-.. sweet Fidelius, for he bested you! Ah!”. She released his hair, and he flinched as she slapped him sharply across a cheek. Emitting a shaky sigh, Fidelius quivered as he sank, until his golden fringe touched the tip of a black-tinted plate boot. Squished between his bare thighs, his own swollen member struggled to spring free, unsatisfied and neglected, prickling with the overpowering desire to slip in between a pair of velvet folds.

When the duchess fell, Fidelius tried to catch her, but she roughly shoved him away. Her fall was on purpose, he realized, for the black knight had let go of her armpits, but held on to her thighs. She bent in an awkward angle as her back hit the ground, but her luscious bottom was kept up, smushed against his pelvis. So close the duchess was, that Fidelius could make out every single freckle on her flawless face. Her exhausted eyes glued themselves to him, and soon her arms came out, embracing the back of his neck. She pulled him away from the tip of the boot, and stuck her tongue out of her mouth, lapping at his lips, hungrily. “Kiss me, sweet Fidelius.”, she whispered lyrically. “Taste him on my tongue.”

So Irresistible she was - where she lay - sticking the flat of her tongue up at him, suggestively. His own lips opened up, and he let her guide him down until their tongues clumsily met. Softly, she circled his with the tip, then yanked him down so that their faces where but an inch away. The plumpness of her lips engulfed his tongue, and she suckled on it like the suckled on the fat cock a moment before, heatedly breathing into his mouth. Still, she tasted like her lover, but Fidelius did not care. For this was their first, proper kiss, and he would treasure every moment of it, even if he did not truly deserve it.

Towering above them, the black knight steadied himself, then began to fuck her, driving himself deep between her legs. Yelping, the duchess pushed Fidelius away, then immediately latched on to his hair and forced his face up. He had no choice but to watch as the black member - coated with noble juice - slipped in and out of the swollen folds. She was leaking down on the floor, leaving wet, dark stains in the sand, and all Fidelius wanted to do was to crawl underneath and accept it all into his obedient mouth. His pulse was racing, and it became harder and harder to keep his own little cock pinned between his legs.

“Honour your new duke.”, she cooed, and Fidelius blushed brightly, looking up at the muscular southerner, who was grimacing each time he drove himself balls deep into the writhing duchess. “Hold his balls for him, sweet Fidelius! Your duchess wills it!”

With a sharp shove, she guided him in the right direction, and Fidelius could only crawl, for he did not have it within him to disobey such a silky voice. Slowly, he dragged his knees across the sandy flat, and cowered under the piercing gaze from the black knight. He did not speak up against the duchess, so Fidelius dared continue, squirming up behind the dark-skinned knight. His ass, flexing with every thrust, was but inches from his face, as Fidelius reached between his legs, carefully attempting to cup each of the massive nuts in the palm of his hands. For a moment, he had them, but the southerner tore them out of his grip with his next thrust, and Fidelius was left desperately grasping for them.

Out of fear for what would happen if he was to grab the swinging nuts too harshly, he didn’t try to yank them while they swung. It wasn’t until the black knight paused, bending over to latch onto the squirming dutchess on the floor and hoist her back up, that he was able to capture them with his fingers. They felt heavy, and Fidelius thought he could sense how the cum was churning around inside the hefty melons. He was kneeling behind the black butt, and as his opponent bent over, the firm buttocks spread, forcing upon him a clear view of the dark pucker between the cheeks, twitching furiously as he rammed into Anna.

Her feet came upon view, the painted toes intertwining behind the small of her lover’s back, wriggling ceaselessly. Fidelius could see her better now, for as the black knight took her back in his powerful embrace, she dug her chin into his neck and hung on for dear life. Her eyes were shut, and Fidelius was glad, for he could not bear the humiliation of being seen like this, gently supporting the hefty, hairy rocks in his palms. Obediently, he kept them from swaying, but the black knight paid him no attention. He was furniture, a rack where musky nuts could rest, safely, while their brother, the cock, crammed into the duchess’ sweet flower.

Between his fingers, he felt the swollen balls pull up. Weakly, he held on, and saw how every muscle in the thick back tensed simultaneously. When his eyes trailed further up, his heart froze, for Anna had opened her eyes. They met, and Fidelius blushed, while Anna released a breathless gasp, shuddering in the bulging arms. There was a loud moan, a deep groan and a high-pitched, careless scream that scurried through the arena. She convulsed like she was on the verge of drowning, spasming where she hung, hugging her partner. When her face twisted into a grimace, she bit the corner of her lip and widened her eyes.

“Kiss his ass! Kiss his ass!”, she suddenly screamed, and Fidelius couldn’t but obey, puckering his lips, leaning closer, pressing them upon the flexed, brown buttock like his life depended on it. Creamy substance fell from above, splattering upon his ball-clenching fists until they were drenched in goo. Anna, the duchess, beamed a sweet smile down at him. If his lips wasn’t squished upon black bum, he would’ve thought she loved him, for such a sweet smile she had never sent him before. As the duchess found her lover, they kissed each other with such hunger, Fidelius understood that an heir had just been conceived.











Epilogue

◆◆◆

When Edward, the stable boy, took a break from his duties and headed out of the stables to catch some fresh air, the cold that struck him made him want to dart back inside. It was a clear, sunny afternoon, but autumn was turning into winter, and it could be felt in the air. He couldn’t take the cold - not without his coat - so he turned to fetch it from the stall where he left it, but the sound of a horn froze him on his path. Wrapping his arms around himself for warmth, he stood patiently in place while his teeth clattered, restlessly.

Folk who occupied the pathway that led to the stables quickly scurried out of the way like frightened mice. Guards - who, a moment ago, sloped their shoulders and left their spears resting against the corners on which they stood - hurried to straighten up. There were a group of woodcutters on the road, dragging the hefty trunk of a tree behind them. When the horn sounded, they flinched, and strained their backs to push it out of the way. For when the duchess came riding, all obediently paved way for her, and her white-coated stallion.

Duchess Anna was not alone. She hadn’t been, since the tournament, and now a muscular beast of a black stallion trotted up on her right. He was large, the rider, and almost as black as the smooth fur that coated the stallion he rode. On the front of his armour, the black knight now carried the crest of his duchess, an amber shield. Edward thought it looked foreign on the black-tinted plate, but was their new duke not a foreigner after all?

Briefly, there was laughter from the crowd, but a glare from the duchess herself swiftly silenced the daring souls. Edward didn’t understand what amused them. Careful not to draw attention, he meekly snuck his way through the mass of people gathered on each side of the pathway. He bumped into a voluptuous woman, short, and dark of hair, but she was far too occupied giggling to take offense. When Edward saw what everyone else saw, he froze.

When the duke rode up on the duchess’ side, Fidelius the Brave came stumbling after, trying his best to keep up with the swaying horse rumps. He was invisible to the pair, but the crowd saw him, and even the stern, royal glance of Anna couldn’t completely silence their subtle snickering. He was stumbling, for Fidelius the Brave had to struggle with a heavy sack of linen, which steamed in the cold air. If there was a soul in the crowd who did not understand what Fidelius the Brave was lugging with him, they’d find out shortly, Edward thought, as the black stallion came to a stop and rose his tail high in the air. Quickly, the brave knight ran up to stand behind the stallion. In service of the duchess, the love of his life, Fidelius the Brave held the sack up underneath the raised tail, and deftly caught the pile of dung as it fell.

The End
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