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The air in Castle Acorn felt heavy as the servants and the remaining Freedom Fighters milled about, trying to keep their minds off of the fact that the princess Sally Acorn had gone on a mission personally to free some of the subjugated animals that had been taken prisoner by Eggman.

Though while most of them did busywork to keep their minds off the tense situation, some others took a more deliberately carefree approach. KG was not the kind of person to keep his mind from wandering if he worked. The best thing for him was to goof off. He had to be silly, to distract himself by distracting others from their tasks. He never went out of his way to inconvenience anyone or get in their way, but he would throw out hooks and whoever latched on he would take for a ride as long as they could tolerate it.

The most prone to falling for KG’s nonsense was his friend Snap; a ferret who served as Princess Sally Acorn’s personal assistant of sorts. He and KG had a lot in common, namely in their interest in butts. Butts brought them together as people, made them friends, and gave them hours of things to talk about each day. Man butts, woman butts, it didn’t matter. If it was big, round, and bouncy, they loved it. The royal family of the Acorn Kingdom were providers of plenty in this regard, really bringing KG and Snap together under its big, phat banner.

That night, KG and Snap were squatting in the dining hall, closely observing a chair.

“Hmmm...” KG rubbed his scaly face, his snake tongue poking out between his fingers and flicking around idly while he pondered.

Snap was squat at his side, likewise, stroking his fuzzy chin. He was extensively studying the contours of the seat’s cushion - namely the two big, spherical imprints making a groove in it. A fine butt-print if ever there was one. “... This is no Sally, that much I know.”

“Aye,” KG said, “If it were, the chair would be on splinters on the floor. Praise be to our fair and fine princess and all she does, but the lass needs two chairs for a proper seat.”

KG glanced to Snap, who fell into sullen silence. Speaking of the princess was something to be avoided. “It doesn’t belong to our fair prince, either.”

“No, they sit at the end of the table anyway,” Snap said, “No... this belongs to our good friend Tails.”

“Tails?” KG posited, “How can ye tell?”

Snap pointed to where the cushion’s shape indented at its base, right up near the open back. “Here,” He said, “These little dents here, they’re from Tails’, well... tails.”

KG got in close, his head on Snap’s shoulder. He squinted and stared intensely at the seat before finally spotting it. “Ohhhh!” He said, “When you’re right, you’re right. I believe they refer to this as cake, and I’m wondering when Tails got it.”

“Brainers, they get flabby if they’re not careful,” Snap said, “Too much sitting around.”

“If the lad isn’t careful, he won’t be able to fit under his plane anymore,” KG commented, “Though, that’d be a sight. Alright, well, if we want to see the big leagues, we need to go to the big leagues. Come along.”

The snake waved Snap over and the two of them departed into the corridors of the palace to make their way to the biggest seat of all: the royal throne. Not some clever way to describe a toilet, thee throne was the real deal - big, velvet cushioned, beautifully brass. That seat was reserved for the aforementioned prince and princess, who by far had the best back seat fat baskets of anyone in the palace, perhaps even in the kingdom. KG and Snap both had sworn as much fealty to those booties as they did the people, they were attached to... though, they truly did serve the kingdom first and foremost. The royal asses were just a phenomenal bonus.

Being sworn servants, KG and Snap were allowed entry past the guards that stood vigilant at the grand portal that was the entrance to the throne room. The doors alone were massive and ornately decorated to signify their importance. Entering the room saw the ceiling rise high and the walls open into a great, expansive space lined with regal columns, golden decorum, and a fine rug that made a path to the risen throne. Perched on a platform, the throne looked down over the expansive room, but currently sat empty. Both the princess and the prince were regularly active rulers. They often only sat in that chair when they held audience; by far the lowest key of their day-to-day during a time when a mad roboticist terrorized the kingdom at large.

The tall windows offered little light as the cloudy darkness of the night sky smothered the silver moonlight. With the room empty, the sconces remained unlit. There was just enough light to see one’s way and to see the polished shine of the throne catching what little glimmer could be found there. Snap and KG felt like spies or ninjas sneaking around in the dark as they approached the throne on their tiptoes, even though they’d been allowed inside with no fuss.

KG’s reptilian eyes were wide and alert, while Snap’s ears were pricked up attentively. Together they stood before the throne to take a moment of marvel before they stepped up to take an even closer look. Together, they fell to their knees, though not in reverence. They lowered themselves to get a closer look at the velvet seat cushion where the prominent posteriors of their royal charges sat. Wide as the seat was - and it was considerably wide to fit the rotund hips of the royals - the bold crater-like ass-groove in the seat fell off the sides.

KG was the first to plant his cheek down on the seat and nuzzle into it fondly. “Bloody marvellous,” He said, “Prince Elias’ arse is truly a wonder that all proper men ought to strive for.”

Snap poked down onto the seat and found the cushion to be so flattened at the deepest part of the groove that the downy softness within had been completely squashed. One’s butt would have essentially touched the framing below, but the prince and princess likely never noticed because their asses were just so fat. Any seat had the capacity to be a throne when the cushion was attached to the sitter. “Are you sure Sally wasn’t the last to sit here? Amazed this thing isn’t buckling under the task,” Snap said, “Are the legs bowing at all?”

“Nay, not after the last time,” KG grinned, “Our prince and-or princess wouldn’t want to embarrass themselves before any delegates again.”

They shared a laugh. Then, Snap sighed. “They really are amazing,” He said, “... I hope Sally makes it back safe.”

“She’ll be fine,” KG assured him, “There aren’t many lasses for miles made of stuff as tough as her.”

Then, without much warning other than the exclamation of “your highness,” the lights in the throne room lit up. It made KG and Snap scrunch up their eyes and jump up with a start. Frantically, they threw themselves to either side of the throne to stand at attention as the grand doors opened. The two were blinking the stardust from their eyes as Prince Elias himself entered the audience hall. It seemed he was alone - whoever may have been accompanying him was made to wait outside.

Elias was so lost in thought that he didn’t notice KG and Snap there until he reached the throne and was about to step up onto the platform. He froze, eyes moving back and forth between the suspicious pair, and he gave them a most quizzical look. “KG? Snap?” His honeyed, regal voice spoke, “What are you doing here?”

Prince Elias had the same eyes as his sister, though their similarities did not stop there. His soft chestnut hair was soft, shiny, and luxuriant, as was his rusty brown fur. He had a beauty about his brighter cheeks that elevated him above the peasantry - a real noble sort of look that, were he to make any effort to downplay it, would shine through even the most plain manner of dress. Elias would never have dressed plainly, however. Seldom would he be seen wearing anything other than his uniform, which looked a lot like a naval officer’s jacket: deep blue, golden accents, tassel shoulders, and a red cloak.

His build ran in the family, as despite being a male, Elias’ shape was the same as his sister Sally’s to a T. He was slender and postured, but his lower body exploded outward at the hips. He was formidably wide around the thighs and rear, which made his grey pants that night cling so tight around his bulky buttocks that the fabric was pulled taut and was see-through at the points of highest strain. His body narrowed in again at his feet, funnelling all that bottom-heavy prince into shin-high red boots.

That prince was one day going to be sworn in as king, though many believed his narrow shoulders slender neck were not able to bear the weight of the crown. He’d set out to prove those naysayers wrong ever since.

KG and Snap respected him highly. That’s why when he asked what they were doing, they flustered. The honest answer wasn’t befitting someone like Elias.

“Ah, well, you see, your Highness...” KG started.

“We were just passing through, and, um...!” Snap continued.

KG gestured to the throne. “We were just studying your seat!”

Elias lifted an eyebrow at them, and they felt themselves start to sweat. “Studying it!” Snap said, “Yeah! We were studying it for... uh... imperfections! It’s probably been a while since it was inspected, you know.”

The snake and ferret practically threw themselves at the throne. KG polished a part of the frame with the sleeve of his leather jacket... which wouldn’t have done any good for polishing even if he weren’t lying.

Elias rolled his eyes and gestured for them to clear out. They stepped away and allowed the prince to seat himself upon the throne, where he sighed and slumped in a less-than-composed manner. Snap and KG exchanged a look before genuinely looking upon their prince with concern. “Is there something wrong, your Highness?” KG asked.

Elias looked up at them both. “You have to ask?” He answered, throwing his back against the back of the throne, and slouching further, dragging his ass on the seat. “Even if you ignore the current situation tonight regarding the mission, things haven’t been easy. Considering the circumstances though, every small annoyance or cumbersome task is amplified tenfold. The Council in particular is exceptionally unhappy and seem to think it an appropriate time to remind me of all our shortcomings as rulers.”

Snap frowned. “You’re doing the best you can, your Highness.”

Elias propped his cheek up with his fist. “Not nearly enough if the Council is to be believed. They’re so concerned with our optics that they seem to forget that my sister is putting herself on the line to help our people through direct intervention, rather than being some figurehead locked safely in their castle. We need a proper ruler, they say, and so that means naming me King.”

KG and Snap didn’t know how to respond. The stress of royalty was beyond their station. Elias simply shook his head. “I’m not ready for that,” He explained, “I cannot be the sole leader of our people until I am truly worthy of the title. Yet here I sit, listening to old men badger on while there’s real work to be done.”

“Your Highness,” KG said, “You can’t...”

“I know,” Elias cut him off, “I understand why I am here, and she is there. I know why it must be done. Still...” He looked around the otherwise empty throne room before moving to sit up in a more dignified position. “I had hoped that I might sit here a while and centre myself. Remind myself who I am and what I must do.”

That seemed like as much an invitation to leave as any. “We can leave you to that,” Snap said, “There’s some work we can find to do somewhere else.”

As the two excused themselves and made for the door, Elias watched them carefully. His eyes fell on KG the snake - though it was perhaps more accurate to say they fell squarely to KG’s backside. Not having much time to deliberate, Elias cleared his throat. “KG,” He said, “If you’ve a moment.”

KG stopped and turned around. “Aye?”

“There’s something I could use your help with,” Elias explained, “Snap, you may leave us. In fact, the last mission update I received indicated that Sally and the others were in battle with Robotnik’s forces. Should everything go well - and we pray it does - she should be returning in a couple of hours. I believe it may be best if you are prepared to meet her.”

“Ah, of course!” Snap bowed his head, “I’ll do that right away!”

Elias nodded, and Snap took his leave. This left him and KG alone. For a few moments, there was only silence between them. KG awaited Elias’ commands, whatever they may be. Elias simply sat in silence, seeming contemplative. The moment passed when Elias seemed to crack. His serious expression gave way to an almost sheepish smile. “I trust you have some idea as to what I need,” Elias said, “Don’t you?”

KG grinned. “I wouldn’t dare make assumptions about our prince,” He said, “But aye, I had hoped.”

Elias inhaled and exhaled deeply. “I may be prince of this Kingdom, but I’m still a young man not unlike any other,” He said, “I can’t help but find myself yearning for a... distraction.” He stood from the throne then and threw out his arm to flip his cloak, moving smoothly into rubbing his neck bashfully. “Follow me to my chambers, if you will.”

KG nodded. “Aye, your Highness.”

And follow he did, more than happy to be doing so, as Elias’ cloak did little to hide his burgeoning backside. That chipmunk ass was too fat, and the flowing silken fabric that hung down from the prince’s shoulder was pushed almost obnoxiously to the side by the massive swells of royal shelf. Elias’ pants were so tight and so clingy, especially around his rear end, that they formed to every contour of each cheek. The fabric plunged into the canyon that was his butt-crack, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination.

The gait in which Elias moved was hypnotic. KG’s eyes followed every rolling step, certain that Elias was not putting on a show. It was a bit too natural. Royal folk like him received strict etiquette lessons ranging from the way they spoke to the way they walked, and everything in between. The slight, alluring sway to Elias’ step was an unintended side-effect from how he had been trained to move... either that or his teacher was something of a perverted genius.

The prince didn’t even have much of a tail to get in the way of the view! Just a tiny, little nub of a thing buried in the cleavage of that fat rump. The bounce, the jiggle, it all made for something mouth-watering. So much so, in fact, that KG wasn’t going to wait.

He was positioned perfectly as he followed Elias up the stairs. The prince’s chambers were located in one of the high towers of the castle. It was a bit of a trek, but the privacy was worth it. The sheer number of steps should have been exhausting, but when one is on Prince Elias’ tail, the exertion was nothing more than a faint distraction. There couldn’t have been guards stationed all up those spiralling stairs - they made for a bad place to stand - so no one could see them. This was the perfect time for KG to strike.

He was very serpentine in this. His forked tongue flicked out once, twice, and thrice, lapping at the air that had the humid taste of body heat on it. KG’s hiss was barely audible, so as not to alert the prince, as he prepared to lunge. It happened without warning and so quickly that Elias tripped and fell forward onto his hands. Suddenly, the prince found his hips grabbed by insistent arms wrapped around him and pulling him back, and nearly the entirety of KG’s head plunged between his cheeks. The gasp Alias made was horribly undignified, so much so as to be deeply amusing and incredibly cute.

“Oh!” Elias practically squealed, sucking a gasp through his teeth as he quickly tried to regain his composure and remind KG just who was in charge. When he felt KG’s lips planting hard kisses deep against his ass, however, Elias floundered. The hard, suckling smooches were loud, if muffled by pounds upon pounds of wobbling royal moon. “Eek!” Elias squealed, quickly clapping a hand over his mouth to silence his sounds. His nostrils flared in frustration amid panting breaths.

KG joyously, blissfully, mashed his snout in firmly and turned his head in a swaying, adoring manner to nuzzle and press against his prince’s fat backside. It was so warm in there, so soft, and he couldn’t breathe in the slightest... but he loved it beyond all reason.

“Stoppit!” Elias hissed in hushed tones, “Control yourself!”

KG’s thin, serpentine tongue flicked out to tickle and tease Elias’ butt-crack and taint, right where he knew the prince to be so shamefully ticklish. The shiver that seized Elias’ body was sharp, and the blushing prince had to clamp his hands over his mouth to keep from making a most rude squeak of excitement.

KG ignored that order and carried on a few more seconds, tormenting the prince with slobbery licks. He retreated only after leaving marks on Elias’ pants that wouldn’t be terribly noticeable without looking too closely, but then... who didn’t look closely at all that princely wagon? “Ye don’t seem to mind,” He teased, very lightly flicking the obvious erection now straining Elias’ garments with his fingers.

Composure was long lost. Elias, the prince, a member of the royal family whom everyone respected and answered to, was not used to his orders being ignored in favour of something so wickedly delightful that tantalized his innermost desires so shamefully. His heart was pounding with the force of thunder. His face was reddened, and his breathing was heavy. His entire body, from his posture to his demeanour, briefly fell into submission right there on the stairs.

What a sight that was - his handsome face so pleasured, his beautiful body on wanton display. KG knew he could have pressed the prince and would have found little more resistance in him, but he didn’t do that just then. Tenderly, he kneaded Elias’ fat backside until the prince calmed himself enough to uneasily get back onto his feet. He looked back at KG not with an icy, displeased glare, but with a desperate eye. He said nothing and marched the rest of the way to his chambers with KG in tow. The only words he spoke were to the guards stationed outside of his bedroom door; and those words were little more than a rushed “leave us.”

Perhaps the guards didn’t notice how KG’s hand had groped an over-abundant handful of the prince’s rear as they stood side-by-side, as the pair of them entered the chambers in nothing short of a hurry. Either that or they knew better than to question it at this point. Elias was anything but unwilling. The prince was in no danger at all whatsoever.

The door hadn’t even been fully closed. KG was already undressing the prince, starting of course with his frustratingly clasped-on cloak and bangles. The prince’s uniform jacket had so many buttons and the red sash around his waist was tied tight. While the fit and careful design of the pristine clothing demanded a gentle, careful touch, KG would occasionally yank, tug, and pull in such a way that made Elias stumble a little. It made his fat thighs jiggle with the shock of the motion, but Elias didn’t make a peep in protest. Rather, he stood in quiet embarrassment at just how much he liked the treatment.

The prince found himself topless, and the loud CLACK of the golden bangles on his top hitting the marbled floor of his bedchambers startled him. KG wrapped Elias’ bared torso up in his arms and pressed firmly against his back, but the embrace didn’t calm the prince. It was tight and insistent, intending to maintain that level of excitement. Elias quietly gasped when KG ‘kissed’ his neck from over his shoulder - though most kisses didn’t involve a snake’s sharpened fangs as much as that one did just then. KG didn’t bite so much as gnaw, clamping down not enough to pierce skin, but enough to scrape. He latched on and he sucked hungrily at the prince, his tongue lashing along the drool-soaked fur.

Elias squirmed and writhed. His hands fidgeted, and he could no longer keep himself from outright panting. The knowledge alone that not a half hour ago he was struggling to contain himself in the face of the Council, to keep from going off at them for their incessant, elder prattling and nagging, only to then be dropping all pretense of dignity and allowing himself to feel the hot rush of arousal that made his loins feel tight and throbbing... it was a sort of bliss that couldn’t be matched. It was something only a noble could experience in just that way.

KG sucked and slurped at him. His lips pried off Elias’ neck with a pop, while his fingers raked through the fur over the prince’s chest. “Oh, Elias,” He said, “Ye work so hard... ye do such a good job. I’m so proud.”

Normally, Elias would have been quick to dismiss the praise of someone who likely had no idea t all what it was he did and how hard it must have been. This time, however, he allowed himself to feel flattered. His walls had already been besieged and broken down. KG could say and do whatever he wanted - Elias was too defeated to stop him, and yet... not terribly upset by this fact.

KG then coaxed him to turn around and face him. Elias did so but couldn’t seem to move. He kept his arms close to his chest, feeling exposed. KG had to take Elias by the hands and guide him to his shoulders, where Elias grabbed hold. Then, the snake pulled him into a kiss; and not a tender one. Their tongues immediately began to mingle with one another, twisting and turning around one another, their lips pressed and locked together in a french kiss that threatened to tickle Elias’ tonsils. KG’s hands rested on Elias’ jaw and cheeks to hold him and prevent him from escaping... not that Elias had planned on doing so.

... At least, not before the kiss seemed to drag on for far, far too long.

Elias needed to breathe in proper - doing so through his nose wasn’t cutting it so well. KG, however, did not let him withdraw. What began as a deep, passionate kiss became a test of endurance for the prince, one he felt like he was failing. For a few, almost torturous moments, Elias desperately tried to withdraw only to be denied. Eventually, KG released him, and their lips parted with a smack. The prince panted for breath, staring KG down with a mixture of frustration and burning excitement.

“Let’s get you out of those trousers, yeah?” KG asked, moving everything along in a gentle but insistent manner.

“... Right.” Elias moved to his bed - a truly grand, canopy-drawn piece fit for a prince - and sat upon it. KG wasted no time kneeling to pull the prince’s boots off one after the other, and then unwind his sash proper to discard all that excess before making a move on the prince’s pants. Elias had to lift his body and shimmy a little to help KG peel that tight garment off him, but it went smoothly.

Elias was exposed in all his bare glory. Without all the flashy trappings of a prince, he still looked transcendentally attractive. Soft, handsome features fell into curves that spilled out generously into the open, to make Elias a beautiful man the likes of which any modelling magazine would have died to sign for. His was a subdued masculinity - even with his dick and balls bared, the girth of his hips, thighs, and buttocks smothered their capability to make Elias seem manly. Not that Elias was small in that regard, but his frame made his endowments look downright boyish in comparison.

Perhaps that was what made Elias fit so smoothly into the role of a submissive. KG had never known him to be particularly dominant, at least not outside of a war room or royal court. In fact, the naked Elias was a whole other vulnerable beast compared to the prince’s day-to-day. Being at someone else’s beck and call must have been exciting for him. He sure looked excited in that moment; his cock was sticking out, stiff as a board. His expression and his body language betrayed his excitement, however. He looked bashful and overwhelmed.

KG checked over his shoulder, perhaps overcautious, and noticed the door was still ajar. He gestured to Elias to wait a moment and went to close it. Elias took that moment to move to a more comfortable position... or perhaps “traditional” was the word. It was time to lay out on the bed; that was the expectation, and princes followed rules when in social engagements such as these. He hadn’t even gotten further than rolling onto his hands and knees before he heard KG rushing back. The snake’s pace was hurried, and Elias looked back quickly to see what had gotten him so worked up.

When KG grabbed his hips and once more mashed his face in between Elias’ deep ass cheeks, the prince really should not have been surprised. Still, the sensations of such a thing jolted a tinge of pleasure through his loins that overrode that logical conclusion, and instead the prince gasped. “Awf!” He cried, getting awful squirmy as KG’s slender tongue went to work lapping at his backside like a dog again. On mere principle, Elias reached back to push KG’s head away, but the snake would stubbornly stay put and continue to tickle his prince’s backdoor relentlessly.

“You perhaps love my rear too much,” Elias scolded him, “Can’t even... control yourself for more than a few minutes!”

KG just grunted some kind of acknowledgement that sounded like a hum of approval. He wasn’t going to debate the obvious truth when he had some massive chocolate cheeks to show some proper adoration to.

Elias gasped again as KG began slurping right over his pucker. Such a sensitive, shameful place it was that the prince couldn’t keep his voice down. “Ah! N-No! Not there!” He said, words drowned in a moan that betrayed the protests. Elias stopped pushing on KG’s head and instead held on to a fistful of the punk snake’s long, black hair. KG didn’t miss a beat, making sure to add obnoxious slobber to the mix as he rimmed the prince eagerly. “Haah... KG, this...!” Elias panted. He could have commanded that KG stop, but he couldn’t - or perhaps wouldn’t. He always got close to doing so, but never could commit.

KG’s hands kneaded Elias’ cheeks like dough, squishing them around his own face for the sheer indulgence of it. It really emphasized how deep that ass-crack was when those royal cheeks could press in around KG’s ears. His tongue dipped and prodded at that winking hole, sending little shudders up Elias’ spine every time. The prince moaned and gasped so sweet with every pass of the tongue. The prince could protest all he wanted, but it was obvious that he loved it all the same.

“KG, stop!” Elias gasped with more desperation. The tone reached the snake, and KG withdrew. He stood and looked down upon the prince who panted for breath, looking rather shaken. He hadn’t cum, but he seemed close. KG put two and two together himself, understanding that Elias did not want to reach climax right then.

“Well then, your Highness,” KG said, undoing his jeans. His big, fat, throbbing cock slapped down onto Elias’ ass, giving the chipmunk prince a meaty, butt-jiggling spank. His excited little wiggle suggested that he still wasn’t used to how big KG’s shaft was. “Shall we do it proper?”

Elias swallowed, then nodded. “Yes,” He said, “Let’s.”

The prince rolled over onto his back as KG futzed about to get his clothes off. Tight jeans and a leather jacket made for some sweaty exertion - he preferred the cool air on his scales. Once he stripped down, he climbed onto the bed and atop the prince, not so much pinning him down as he caged Elias away from outside distractions. With KG’s body over him, so close and intimate, Elias couldn’t look anywhere else. Their bodies moved in tandem with Elias wrapping his legs around KG, and KG stuffing his cock up between those cheeks to press against Elias’ waiting hole.

There was a moment of waiting, one that Elias thought KG was dragging out to be cheeky. In truth, the snake was merely stroking his shaft, smearing pre-cum that dribbled from him in anticipation of what was to come. The prince spoke no words but waited with impatience, lifting his hips, or wiggling his ass at times to encourage KG to take the plunge. KG was in no rush - he already had the prince where he wanted him, after all - but Elias’ eagerness was infectious. The throbbing in his hardened cock shared the same demands, and they were impossible to ignore.

They joined. KG pushed inside, and Elias took him in. The prince’s ass was tight - always had been but the velvet snugness, hot, smooth, and hungry, could have fooled anyone into thinking the prince had never taken a dick in his life. That was, of course, a lie. The way Elias moaned; it wasn’t in shock so much as it was relief. He’d anticipated the feeling of having a hot, hard cock stuffed into his embarrassingly fat ass from the moment he’d asked KG to follow him. He was happy to receive it, and perhaps wished he’d done it sooner.

The foreplay had warmed them both up, making the meeting of KG’s crotch to Elias’ ass - the balls-deep bottoming out into the prince’s royal asshole - feel far better than it should have. Elias loved the feeling of it; it was so hot, so thickly present inside his body. He couldn’t stop from squirming about, and all that moving just had his butthole strangling KG’s shaft. Had KG not known any better, he’d have sworn he just got stuck! But he did know better. Elias may have been tight as all get-out, but he was far from incapable of moving... he just had to be gentle about it. The prince may have been tough but stirring him up too hard tended to be something he couldn’t bounce back from quickly.

So, KG was gentle. When he began pumping his hips, he didn’t do it like a savage beast even if Elias’ ass was more than enough to drive him wild. He fucked the prince with a musician’s rhythm; one, two, three... one, two, three. His hips clapped against the prince’s girthy bottom, made it jiggle all about, but in timed, purposeful strikes. Slowly out and quickly in was the way to go. KG would pull almost all the way out, then feed his cock back into Elias almost all at once. It was something the prince could time his breathing to, and as their intimacy went on, they both fell into the timing.

Thump, thump, thump. The bed shook, sturdy as it was. The mattress squeaked under their bodies as Elias was bounced on it repeatedly. All the prince had to do was give himself to it, his eyes closed so he could just take in all the sensations. KG was just the right kind of big: enough to be overwhelming, but not completely overpowering. He could hit Elias’ spots exactly right, ones that made pleasure rock his whole body. Ones that made him gasp and moan no matter how hard he tried to be quiet. Ones that pushed him to the edge of climax no matter what he did to try and slow it down. It was the point of no return for the would-be king.

For KG, even though he wasn’t going crazy and jack hammering Elias’ ass, it didn’t feel like he needed to. It was much more pleasurable to take it slow, to let Elias’ butthole squeeze around him and clench tight, and to really enjoy the way that tightness tugged him off as he thrust. Every now and then his balls would slap Elias’ ass when KG would press in and hold, just relishing in the moment. Elias seemed to love it too; the stuffing always made him roll his head all dreamy-like.

Elias’ was an ass that could have driven any man wild, inside, and out. It wasn’t long before KG was feeling the pressure, feeling like he was going to cum. What was great about Elias was that KG didn’t have to hold back, nor did he have to announce himself. Instead, he continued rutting the prince, his pumping hips moving with more desperation and his breathing getting heavier. Elias pulled KG into another kiss and they remained embraced as they both seemed to come crashing into climax. KG emptied heavy, hot globs of cum deep into Elias’ ass, all while Elias showered both their abdomens in princely seed.

Their differences between them seemed even more evident. KG packing in heavy loads of cum while Elias returned them with a sprinkling of his own, it maintained the theme between dainty and brutal, beauty and beast. Elias just liked the filling. It felt so hot and the rush of that cream was a feeling he couldn’t quite describe, short of “bliss.” Endorphins dulled his mind and relaxed his body, filling him with warmth and comfort. He felt all the satisfaction of a junkie taking a hit, which was an indulgent part of himself he always had to smother.

In a way, having to play the prince and pretend these needs didn’t plague him was part of the fun. It made the inevitable release of tension so much more worth it.

KG and Elias stayed pressed together for some time, their bodies intertwined in the deepest ways. Their kiss stopped so they could breathe, the pair of them panting like they’d just run a mile. Even after their orgasms ebbed away, they remained clinging to one another for a time. Elias’ legs felt like they were locked around KG’s hips. His thighs felt sore from how hard he had been using his legs to pull KG into him. It felt like ages before he could finally relax and release his reptilian consort.

Once granted wordless royal permission, KG pulled out and rolled over onto his back on the bed. Elias was mind-blowing. He was cute, he was sexy, and even having gentle “Sunday morning sex” with him made KG cum hard. It was the sort of orgasm that made a man need to take a moment to collect himself. It was as if, subconsciously, KG couldn’t help but serve Prince Elias’ with everything he had, like he would have been expected to do if given any other order. Perhaps that was why it was so satisfying.

It made KG feel like he could take on the world, even while he laid there, hand on his chest, legs feeling weak, and panting like a dog.

It was no surprise that Elias sat up first. He always did have that sort of stamina. His eyes met KG’s and he smiled a most bashful little smile. “Thank you,” He said, “You’ve served me well.”

KG grinned at the formality Elias injected into the situation. “Aye, well...” He breathed, “That arse demands the effort!”

Elias rolled his eyes, but for the first time he seemed to agree. “It does,” He said, “And I hope you continue that quality of service in the future when I next call for you.”

“Heh!” KG laughed, “I can do that.”

“Now,” Elias said, “I’ll call Mina and tell her she may collect you. I think you’ve earned the rest of the night off.”

He rose as if to do just that, but KG clapped his hand down over Elias’ fist to stop him. He smiled when the prince looked back. “Tell her there’s no need to rush.”
